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PUBLISHERS'  NOTE 

:  RiTeTside  Edition  of  the  Poetic  and  Dramatic  Works  of  Robert  Browning 
ibii^ed  first  in  1887.  It  included  all  the  writings  whicL  tlie  American 
ters  had  from  time  to  ti^r.^  brought  out  by  arrangement  with  Mr.  Browning 

i^epresentatives.     A  year  later  the  English  publishers  issued  a  new  and 
i  edition,  whereupon  the  Riverside  Edition  was  carefully  compared  with  the  .  ^^2 

*s   latest  revision  and  made  to  agree  with  it.     There  had  grown  up,  more-  * 

hout  the  wtitings  a  considerable  body  of  comment  and  interpretation,  and  ^  ^Zf 

Llit&te  the  study  and  enjoyment  of  the  poems,  the  American  publishers  en-  176 

M  r.  Greorge  Willis  Cooke  to  prepare  a  Guide-Book  which  served  as  a  veiy  }:T^ 

ble  accompaniment  to  the  Riverside  Edition  of  the  works.     They  added  also  179 

series,  by  arrangement  with  the  English  publishers,  the  authorized  Life  of  ^79 

et  "by  Mrs.  Sutherland  Orr.  ^^ 

t  t,en  Tohimes  thus  brought  together  furnish  a  complete  Browning  collection.  187 

Aias  fina^  been  apparent  that  students  and  lovers  of  Browning  would  find  j^^ 

r  .•rinvttiii«iit  to  have  the  complete  works  of  tnelr  author  in  a  single  porta-  1S\\ 

.  -.z:\\i\.  aoirf  the  plan  of  the  Cambridge  Editior  «o  successfully  applied  to  the  l^ 

•  .  f  LAogfellow  and  Whitder  was  adopted  tor  this  purpose.     By  a  careful  190 

.  .f    r^iiHimition  with  every  regard  for  legibility  it  has  been  found  possible  ^^1 

:■  -T  the  cvtire  body  of  Browning*a  work  into  a  single  volume,  and  to  equip  9j 

.lion  with  the  requisite  apparatus.     The  order  of  arrangement  is  chrono-  «2 

J.    with  one  or  two  obvious  divergences.     As  in  the  other  volumes  of  the  q| 

•   \^  Edition,  a  biographical  sketch  introduces  the  work,  brief  head-notes  93 

-;.  ikertaining  to  the  origin  of  the  respective  poems  have  been  supplied,  drawn  Jj 

;.  from  Mr.  Cooke's  admirable  volume,  and  a  small  body  of  pertinent  notes  of  15 

-iT&uiatory  character  added,  though  the  reader  will  readily  see  that  the  ex-  ^ 

<r  of  the  volume  have  compelled  the  editor  to  be  very  frugal  in  this  respect. 
V  ^X>endix  also  contains  the  one  notable  piece  of  Browning's  prose,  a  chrono- 

.1  Nt  of  his  writin^ft,  and  indexes  of  titles  and  first  lines. 

:  «T«e«.,  4  Paul  Stkket.  .Im^iut  1, 189». 
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BIOGRAPHICAL    SKETCH.* 

If  one  loaglit  to  build  any  genealogical  struoture  to  account  for  Robert  Browning's  genina,  he 
would  find  but  alight  foundation  in  fact,  though  what  he  found  would  be  substantial  so  far  aa  it 
went.  Browning's  father  was  a  bank  clerk  in  London  ;  his  father  again  was  a  bank  clerk.  Both 
of  these  Brownings  were  christened  Robert.  The  father  of  the  poet's  grandfather  was  Thomas 
Browning*  an  innkeeper  and  small  proprietor  in  Dorsetshire,  and  his  stock  apparently  was  west- 
eonntiy  English.  Browning  himself  liked  to  belieye  that  an  earlier  ancestor  was  a  oertain  Captain 
MM*«>i«K  Browning  who  raiaed  the  siege  of  Derry  in  16b9  by  an  act  of  penonal  brarery  which  cost 
him  his  life.  It  is  most  to  the  point  that  Browning  was  London  bom  with  two  generations  of  city 
Loodonen  behind  him.  His  mother  was  Sarah  Anne  —  a  name  which  became  Sarianna  in  the  poet's 
sister —  Wiedemann,  the  Scottish  daughter  of  a  Hamburg  German,  a  shipowner  in  Dundee. 

The  characters  of  the  poet's  parents  are  clearly  defined.  Robert  Browning,  senior,  was  a  man 
of  bnsineaB  who  performed  his  business  duties  punctiliously,  and  by  frugality  acquired  a  tolerably 
comfortable  fortune,  but  he  was  not  a  money-making  man ;  his  real  life  was  in  his  books  and  in  the 
gratificatioa  of  literary  and  sesthetio  tastes.  He  was  a  yoraeions  reader,  and  in  a  prudent  way  a 
book  and  print  collector.  ^*  It  was  his  habit,"  says  Mis.  Orr,  ^*  when  he  bought  a  book — which 
was  generally  an  old  one  allowing  of  this  addition  —  to  haye  some  pages  of  blank  paper  bound  into 
it.  These  he  filled  with  notes,  chronological  tables,  or  such  other  supplementary  matter  aa  would 
enhance  the  interest,  or  assist  the  mastering,  of  its  contents :  all  written  in  a  clear  and  firm,  though 
by  no  meana  formal,  handwriting."  He  had  a  talent  for  yerrifying  which  be  used  for  his  enter- 
tainment ;  he  had  a  cheerful  nature  and  that  genuine  sociability  which  made  him  a  delightful  com- 
panion in  the  small  circle  which  satisfied  his  simple,  ingenuous  nature.  He  was  bom  and  bred  in 
the  Church  of  England,  but  in  middle  life  became  by  choice  a  Dissenter,  though  neyer  an  exclusive 
one. 

Mrs.  Browning,  the  poet's  mother,  was  once  described  by  Carlyle  as  **  the  true  type  of  a  Scottish 
gentlewoman."  She  inherited  from  her  father  a  love  for  music  and  drawing  which  in  him  was 
manifested  in  execution,  in  her  in  good  taste  and  appreciation.  She  was  a  woman  of  serene,  gentle 
and  affeetionate  nature,  and  of  simple,  earnest  religions  belief.  She  was  brought  up  in  the  kirk 
of  Scotland,  but,  like  her  husband,  connected  herself  in  middle  life  with  tlie  Congregationalists. 
She  communicated  of  her  own  religions  conyiction  to  her  children  ;  it  is  said  that  she  handed  down 
also  a  nerrous  organization. 

Of  these  parents  Robert  Browning  was  bora  in  the  parish  of  St.  Giles,  Camberwell,  London,  May 
7, 1812.  He  was  the  oldest  of  the  small  family,  having  two  sisters,  one,  Clara,  who  died  in  child- 
hood, and  Sarianna,  two  years  younger  than  himself,  who  outlived  him.  The  country  in  which  he 
was  bom  and  where  he  spent  his  childhood  has  been  delightfully  described  by  his  great  contempo- 
rary, Rnskin,  whose  Heme  Hill  was  in  the  immediate  neighborhood.  Camberwell  at  that  time 
was  a  suburb  of  London,  with  rural  spaces  and  near  access  to  the  open  country,  though  the  stouy 
foot  of  the  metropolis  was  already  stepping  outward  upon  the  pleasant  lanes  and  fields.  There 
was  room  for  gardeniimr  and  the  keeping  of  pets,  while  the  country  gave  opportunity  for  forays  into 
nature's  fastnesses.  The  boy  kept  owls  and  monkejrs,  magpies  and  hedgehogs,  an  ea^le,  snakes 
even,  and  was  touched  with  the  collector's  pride,  as  when  he  started  a  collection  of  rare  creatures 
with  a  eonple  of  lady-birds  brought  home  one  winter  day  and  placed  in  a  box  lined  with  cotton 

*  The  msterUs  for  this  sketch  are  drawn  from  Mrs.  8utb<>rland  Orr*8  Lijf  and  Letters  of  Robert  Browning^  Mr. 
WUIUm  Bharp*8  TJ/f  of  Robni  Brotrning,  and  Mr.  Ednund  Ocwite's  Robert  Browning :  PerMmalia. 
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wool  auid  labelled,  ^*  Animals  found  surviving:  in  the  depths  of  a  severe  winter/'  It  is  easy  for  a 
reader  of  his  poenis  to  deteot  the  close,  synipathetio  observation  which  he  disclosed  for  all  lower 
life. 

Indeed  the  characteristics  of  his  mind  as  seen  in  his  writii^s  afterward  were  readily  disclosed  in 
the  evidence  which  remains  to  us  of  liis  boyhood.  Ue  was  insatiably  curious  and  he  was  ima^na- 
tively  dramatic,  and  he  had  from  the  first  the  sane  and  generous  aid  of  his  parents  in  both  theso 
particulars.  His  father  was  passionately  fond  of  children,  and  gave  his  own  that  best  of  gifts, 
appreciative  companionship.  *'  He  was  fond,*'  says  Mr.  Sharp  in  his  Life  qf  Browning^  *'  of  taking 
the  little  Robert  in  his  arms  and  walking  to  and  fro  with  him  in  tlie  dusk  in  *  the  library,'  soothing 
the  child  to  sleep  by  singing  to  him  snatches  of  Anaoreon  in  the  original  to  a  favorite  old  tune  of 
his,  *  A  Cottage  in  a  Wood ; ' "  and  again  the  same  biographer  says  ;  '*  One  of  his  own  [Robertas] 
reoollections  was  that  of  sitting  on  his  father's  kneee  in  the  library,  and  listening  with  enthralled 
attention  to  the  Tale  of  Troy,  with  marvellous  illustrations  among  the  glowing  coals  in  the  fire- 
place ;  with,  below  all,  the  vaguely  heard  accompaniment  —  from  the  neighboring  room,  where  Mrm. 
Browning  sat  *"  in  her  chief  happiness,  her  hour  of  darkness  and  solitude  and  mosio '  —  of  a  wild 
Gaelic  lament,  with  its  insistent  falling  eadenees." 

The  boy  had  an  indifferent  experience  of  formal  schooling  in  his  youth.  The  more  fertilising 
influence  of  his  intellectual  taste  was  found  in  his  father's  books.  As  has  been  said,  hia  father 
had  an  intelligent  and  cultivated  love  of  books,  and  eagerly  shared  his  knowledge  and  his  treasures 
with  his  boy.  A  seventeenth  century  edition  of  Qnarles's  £mbUmM,  the  first  edition  of  Kob- 
inson  Cruaoe^  an  early  edition  of  Milton,  bought  for  him  by  his  father,  old  Bibles,  a  wide  range  of 
Elizabethan  literature  —  thesD  were  pastures  in  which  the  boy  browsed.  Besides,  he  knew  tlie 
eighteenth  oentniy  writers,  Walpole,  Junius,  and  even  Voltaire  being  included  by  the  catholio 
minded  father.    The  special  aoqnaintaiioe  with  Greek  oame  later,  but  Latin  he  began  early. 

His  attendance  at  school  ceased  when  he  was  fourteen,  then  oame  four  years  of  private  tutors, 
and  at  eighteen  he  was  matriculated  at  London  Universtty,  where  he  spent  two  years,  in  this 
iwriod  of  private  and  public  tuition,  his  scope  was  widening  with  systematic  intent.  He  learned 
dancing,  riding,  boxing  and  fencing.  He  became  versed  in  French.  He  visited  galleries,  and 
made  some  progress  in  drawing,  especially  from  casts.  He  studied  mnnc  with  able  teachers.  He 
had  a  ntrong  interest  in  the  stage,  and  displayed  on  occasions  a  good  deal  of  histrionic  ability  him- 
self. 

It  LM  Haid  that  in  this  growing,  restless  period,  a'hen  indeed  he  had  the  wilfulness  and  aggreasivf^ 
neas  of  tiie  young  nuin  who  hua  the  oousuioimneHs  of  inner  power,  but  not  yet  the  masteiy  either  of 
art  or  i>f  liinisi*lf,  it  was  an  open  qui^xtion  with  him  whether  he  should  be  poet,  painter,  sculptor 
or  musician  ;  an  artist  at  any  rate  he  kne>v  he  must  be.  To  that  all  his  being  moved,  and  in  his 
youth  he  manifested  that  temperament,  by  alternation  dreamy  and  dramatic,  which  under  favor- 
ing conditions  is  the  background  from  which  artistio  possibilities  are  projected.  From  the  vantage 
ground  of  a  wooded  spot  near  his  home  he  oonld  look  out  on  the  distant  city  lying  on  the  western 
horizon,  and  fretting  the  evening  sky  with  its  spires  and  towers  and  ragged  lines.  The  sight  for 
bun  liad  a  great  fascination.  Here  would  he  lie  for  hours,  looking  and  dreaming,  and  he  has  told 
how  one  night  of  his  boyhood  he  Rtole  out  to  these  elms  and  saw  the  great  city  glimmering  through 
the  darkness.  After  all,  the  vision  was  more  to  him  than  that  which  brought  woods  and  fields 
beneath  his  ken.  It  was  the  world  of  men  and  women,  toward  whidi  his  gaze  was  directed  all  his 
life. 

In  Browning's  case,  as  in  that  of  more  than  one  recent  poet,  it  is  possible  to  see  a  rery  distinct 
psssing  of  the  torch  into  his  hand  from  that  of  a  great  predecessor.  He  had  versified  from  child- 
hood. He  would  scarcely  have  been  his  father *s  child  had  he  not.  His  sister  remembers  that  when 
he  was  a  very  little  child  he  would  walk  round  and  ronad  the  dining'^oom  table,  spanning  the 
table  with  his  imlra  as  he  marked  off  the  scansion  of  the  rerses  he  had  composed.  Even  before 
this  rhyme  had  been  put  into  his  liands  as  an  instrument,  for  his  father  had  tanght  him  words  by 
their  rhymes,  and  aided  his  memorising  of  Latin  declensions  in  the  same  way.  So  the  boy  lisped 
in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came,  and  by  the  time  he  vras  twelve  had  aeenmnlated  a  formidable 
amount  of  matter,  chiefly  Byronic  in  manner.  With  the  confidence  of  the  very  youthful  poet,  he  tri«^ 
to  find  a  publisher  who  would  venture  on  the  issue.    He  could  not  find  one  who  would  put  his  verses 
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into  print,  but  he  found  one  of  another  sort  in  his  mother,  who  read  them  with  pride  and  showed 
them  to  her  friends.  Thus  they  fell  into  the  hands  of  Miss  Flower,  who  showed  them  to  her  sis- 
ter, iiaFah  Flower  Adams,  whose  luune  is  firmiy  held  in  hymnologies,  and  with  her  appreciation 
showed  them  also  to  the  Her.  William  Johnson  Fox,  who  as  preacher,  editor,  and  man  of  letters 
had  a  tolerably  distinct  position  which  has  not  yet  been  forgotten.  Mr.  Fox  read  and  was  em- 
phatic in  his  recognition  of  promise,  but  with  good  sense  advised  against  any  attempt  to  get  the 
book  into  print.  Book  it  was  in  manuscript,  and  this  was  the  publication  it  received.  Like 
other  fint  ventures,  its  audience  was  fit  though  few,  and  as  will  be  seen  later.  Browning  gained 
the  beat  thing  that  first  ventures  are  likely  to  bring,  a  generous  critic. 

But  shortly  after  this  came  the  real  fructifying  of  the  poetic  germ  which  lay  in  this  youthful 
nature.  **  Panning  a  bookstall  one  day,^'  says  Mr.  8harp,  *'  he  saw,  in  a  box  of  second-hand  vol- 
umes, a  little  book  advertised  as  *  Mr.  bhelley^s  Atheistical  Poera :  very  scarce.*  He  had  never 
heard  of  Shelley,  nor  did  he  learn  for  a  long  time  that  the  Dcemon  <^f  the  World  and  the  miscella- 
neous poema  appended  thereto  constituted  a  literary  piracy.  Badly  printed,  shamefully  muti- 
lated, these  dLicarded  blossoms  touched  him  to  a  new  emotion.  Pope  became  further  removed 
than  ever :  Byron,  even,  lost  his  magnetic  supremacy.  From  vague  remai-ks  in  reply  to  his  inqui- 
ries, and  from  one  or  two  casual  allusions,  he  learned  that  there  really  was  a  poet  called  8helley; 
that  he  had  written  several  volumes ;  that  he  was  dead.*^  His  mother  set  herself  to  search  for 
more  of  Shelley  for  her  son,  and  after  recourse  to  Mr.  Fox,  made  her  way  to  the  Olliers  in  Vere 
Street,  and  brought  back  not  only  a  collection  of  Shelley^s  volumes,  but  of  Keats^s  also,  and  thus 
these  two  poets  fell  into  Browning^s  hands. 

It  was  on  a  May  night.  Browning  told  a  friend,  he  entered  upon  this  hitherto  unknown  world. 
Id  a  laburnum  near  by,  and  in  a  great  copper  beech  not  far  away,  two  nightingales  sang  together. 
So  he  sat  and  listened  to  them,  and  read  by  turns  from  these  two  poets.  It  was  his  initiation  into 
the  same  society.  He  did  not  at  once  join  them,  but  when  he  made  his  first  appearance  in  public, 
at  the  age  of  twenty,  it  was  with  a  poem,  Pauline,  which  not  only  held  a  glowing  apostrophe  to 
Shelley  but  was  throughout  colored  by  his  ardent  devotion  to  the  poet.  Twenty  yearn  later  he 
wrote  a  prose  apologia  for  Shelley  in  the  form  of  an  iutrodnotion  to  a  collection  of  letters  purport- 
ing to  come  from  Shelley,  but  which  were  discovered  to  be  spurious  immediately  upon  publication. 
Both  Pauline  and  an  Essay  on  Percy  Bysshf  Shelley  will  be  found  in  this  volume,  with  introduc- 
tions explaining  the  circumstances  of  publication,  but  the  reader  of  Browning's  poetry  is  likely  to 
carry  longest  in  his  mind  the  short  lyric  Metnorabilia^  beginning :  —  . 


•1 


Ah,  did  you  once  see  Shelley  plsin,** 


in  which  as  in  a  parable  one  may  read  how  the  sudden  acquaintance  with  this  poet  was  to  Brown» 
ing  the  one  memorable  moment  in  his  period  of  youthful  dreaming. 

The  publication  anonymoiudy  of  Pauline,  in  January,  18^i,  was  followed  by  a  period  of  travel. 
He  went  to  Rnsda  nominally  as  secretary  to  the  Russian  consul-general,  and  became  so  enamored 
of  dipk>matio  life  that  he  essayed  to  enter  it,  but  failed  ;  so  strong  a  hold  did  it  take  on  him  that 
be  would  have  been  glad  in  later  life  if  his  son  had  chosen  this  career. 

The  life  of  a  poet  who  is  not  also  a  man  of  action  is  told  mainly  in  the  succession  of  his  writings. 
Two  or  three  sonnets  followed  Pauline,  but  the  first  poem  to  which  Browning  attached  his  name 
was  Paracelsus,  the  dedication  to  which  is  dated  March  15, 18;x>.  The  dedication  — and  the  suc- 
cession of  these  graceful  compliments  discloses  many  of  Browning^s  friendships  —  was  to  C<mnt 
dc  Ripert-Mondar,  a  young  French  royalist,  who  was  a  private  agent  of  the  royal  family,  and  had 
beoome  intimate  with  the  poet,  who  was  four  years  his  junior.  The  count  suggested  the  Ufe  of 
Paraoelsna  to  his  friend  as  a  subject  for  a  poem,  but  on  second  thought  advised  against  it  as  offering 
materials  for  the  treatment  of  love.  A  young  poet,  however,  who  would  prefix  a  quota- 
from  Cornelius  Agrippa  to  his  first  puUication  was  one  easily  to  be  enticed  by  such  a  subject , 
aad  Browning  fell  upon  the  literature  relating  to  Paracelsus  which  he  found  in  the  British  Museum, 
aad  quickly  mastered  the  facts,  which  became  fused  by  his  ardent  imagination  and  eager  speculs- 
tsm  into  a  consistent  whole.  Bnt  though  he  sought  his  material  among  books,  as  he  needs  must. 
he  found  his  constructive  power  in  the  silence  of  nature  in  the  night.    He  had  a  great  love  for 

Iking  in  the  dark.    *' There  was  in  particular,^'  says  Mr.  Sharp,  **a  wood  near  Dulwieli. 
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whitliur  he  was  wont  to  go,  Th^re  ne  would  walk  swiftlj  and  ei^erly  along  the  nolitary  and 
tisrhtleHS  byways,  finding  a  potent  stiinnlas  to  imaginative  thought  in  the  happy  isobition  thus 
en  joy  ml.  ...  At  this  time,  too,  he  composed  mnch  in  the  open  air.  This  he  rarely,  if  ever,  did  in 
later  life.  Not  only  many  portions  of  Paractl$u$  but  several  scenes  in  Strc^ord  were  enacted 
first  in  these  midnight  silences  of  the  Dnlwioh  woodland.  Here,  too,  as  the  poet  onoe  declared, 
he  came  to  know  the  serene  beauty  of  dawn :  for  every  now  and  again,  after  having  read  late,  or 
written  long,  he  would  steal  quietly  from  the  house,  and  walk  till  the  morning  twilight  graded  to 
the  pearl  and  amber  of  the  new  day.*^ 

Poetry,  it  may  be,  more  than  any  other  form  of  literature,  clean  the  way  for  friendship.  At 
any  rate,  ParacelBus  introduced  Browning  to  John  Forster,  and  it  was  at  this  time  also  that  Dick- 
ens, Talfonrd  and  Macready,  Leigh  Hunt,  Barry  Cornwall,  Wordsworth  and  Landor  were  moro 
than  names  to  the  young  poet.  There  was  doubtless  something  in  the  man  as  well  as  in  his  work 
which  won  him  recognition.  Macready  says  he  looked  more  the  poet  than  any  man  he  had  ever 
met.  His  head  was  crowned  with  wavy  dark  brown  hair.  He  had  singularly  ezprsssive  eyes,  a 
sensitive,  mobile  mouth,  a  musical  voice,  and  an  alertness  of  manner,  so  that  he  was  like  aqnivet^ 
ing,  high  bred  animal.  How  marked  he  was  by  his  companions,  and  singled  out  to  be,  as  Macready 
says,  **  a  leading  spirit  of  his  time,**  is  instanced  by  a  notable  occurrence  at  Talfourd*s  house  after 
the  first  performance  of  lon^  when  Talfonrd  included  Browning  with  Wordsworth  and  Landor, 
who  were  present,  in  a  toast  to  the  poets  of  England. 

It  was  on  this  occasion  that  Macready,  whom  Browning  already  knew  well,  proposed  to  the  poet 
that  he  should  write  him  a  play  as  narrated  in  the  Introduction  to  Strtj^jSford,  The  play  was  pro* 
dnoed  at  the  Covent  Garden  Theatre  in  May,  1K37,  and  Macready  and  Miss  Helen  Fauoit,  after- 
ward Lady  Martin,  gave  distinction  to  its  representation.  It  came,  however,  at  an  unfortunate 
time  in  the  management,  and  though  it  gave  promise  of  a  long  run,  certain  diffienlttes  in  the 
theatre  oompelled  its  withdrawal.  It  was  published  at  onoe  by  Longmans,  but  like  Browning^s 
former  book,  was  a  failure  with  the  public. 

The  monologue  of  PatUine  had  been  succeeded  by  what  may  be  called  the  oonvenatioBal  drama 
of  Paracel$us^  and  that  by  the  dramatic  Strafford.  The  form  now  experimented  with  was  to  be 
the  dominant  one  for  the  next  ten  years,  though  his  next  attempt  was  in  form  almost  a  reveision  to 
Pauline.  During  the  remainder  of  1837  and  until  Easter,  1838,  Browning  was  engaged  on  Sor- 
deito^  but  interrupted  this  poem  for  a  couple  of  years  which  hare  a  special  interest  as  the  yean 
wh«»n  he  fint  visited  Italy,  and  when  he  entered  upon  an  order  of  production  which  was  to  be  mj 
significant  of  his  poetic  choice  of  subject  and  treatment.  Browning  himself  recogniied  the  impor- 
tance to  him  of  his  acquaintance  with  Italy.  **  It  was  my  nnivenity,**  he  was  wont  to  say,  when 
asked  if  he  had  been  a  student  at  Oxford  or  Cambridge.  The  companion  poems,  TTu  EngiisA- 
man  m  Italy  and  The  Italian  in  England^  illustrate  that  double  nationality  in  Browning's  mind  by 
which  the  two  countries  were,  so  to  speak,  married  for  him.  The  latter  of  these  two  poems  was 
one  which  Mazzini  used  to  read  to  his  countrymen  when  he  would  demonstrate  how  generously 
an  Englishman  could  enter  into  the  Italian's  iiatriotic  aspirations.  The  journey  was  a  rapid  one. 
*'  I  went,**  Browning  says,  **  to  Trieste,  then  Venice  -^  then  through  Treviso  and  Baaaano  to  the 
mountains,  delicious  Asolo,  all  my  places  and  castles,  yon  will  see.  Then  to  Vioenza,  Padna, 
and  Venice  again.  Then  to  Verona,  Trent,  Innspmck,  Munich,  Salzburg  in  FVanoonia,  Frank- 
fort  and  Mayenoe ;  down  the  Rhine  to  Cologne,  then  to  Aix-larChapelle,  Si^  and  Antwerp ;  then 
home.** 

it  would  seem  as  if  he  had  begun  Scrdello  with  a  bookish  knowledge  only  of  Italy,  and  later 
charged  it  with  a  more  informing  spirit  of  love  for  that  country  and  embroidered  it  with  descriptivie 
scenes  drawn  from  his  personal  observation.  The  poem  was  published  in  1840,  but  the  resnlt  of 
the  jouniey  in  Italy  and  of  the  poet*s  more  complete  finding  of  himself  ~  a  process  by  the  bye 
which  may  almost  be  taken  as  having  its  analogue  in  Sardello  —  were  made  most  evident  by  the 
next  publication,  the  story  of  which  is  told  in  the  Introduction  to  Pippa  Pa»ie$.  The  rery  form 
chosen  for  B^IU  and  Pomegranat^g  was  a  challenge  to  the  public  not  so  fantastically  arrogant  aa 
Home's  famous  publication  of  Orion  at  a  farthing,  but  noticeable  as  an  earnest  of  Browning's 
appeal  to  his  generation  and  not  to  a  select  circle  of  admiring  friends.  In  this  series  of  wntings, 
extending  from  1H41  through  1HI6.  Browning  strook  the  note  again  and  again,  in  drama,  lyrie,  aad 


BIOGRAPHICAL  SKETCH  xiii 


ronuuMse,  whieh  was  to  be  the  dominant  note  of  his  poetry,  that  disclosure  of  the  sool  of  man  in 
all  manner  of  oiroumstances,  as  if  the  world  were  to  the  poet  a  g:reat  laboratory  of  souls,  and  he 
was  foieTer  to  be  engaged  in  solving,  dissolving,  and  resolving  the  elements. 

It  Lb  notioeable  also  that  with  this  series  closed  Browning^s  serious  utf  eropts  at  dramatic  composi- 
tion for  the  stage.  It  would  almost  seem  as  if  he  finally  parted  company  with  theatrical  mansr 
gers,  partly  because  of  the  constant  difficulty  he  had  in  making  them  subordinate  to  his  purpose, 
partly  and  no  doubt  more  profoundly  because  his  own  genius,  bent  as  it  was  upon  the  interpreta- 
tion 4»f  spiritual  phenomena,  could  ill  brook  the  demands  of  the  acted  drama  that  all  this  interpret 
Nation  should  stop  with  visible,  intelligible,  and  satisfactory  action,  capable  of  histrionic  expression. 
Browning^s  eager  penetration  of  the  arcana  of  life  was  too  absorbing  to  permit  him  to  call  a  halt 
vhen  the  actor  on  the  stage  could  go  no  farther. 

An  example  of  the  practical  difficulties  he  encountered  with  managers  will  be  found  in  the 
vieiasiindes  of  A  Blot  in  the  ^  Scutcheon^  which  was  put  on  the  stage  in  1843  and  formed  the  fifth  in 
the  aeri<>s  of  Belts  and  Pomegranates.  Browning  has  himself  told  the  story  of  his  misfortunes  so 
fully  and  so  graphically  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Frank  Hill,  editor  of  the  London  Daily  Newt^  forty 
yean  after  the  event,  that  it  seems  worth  while  to  introduce  it  here.  The  letter,  from  which  the 
following  paoBage  is  taken,  was  dated  li),  Warwick  Crescent,  December  15, 18^4 ;  and  was  written 
in  omiaequenoe  of  a  paragraph  ooncemii^  the  revival  of  the  play,  which  Mr.  Hill  had  sent  in  proof 
to  Browning,  from  a  doubt  he  felt  of  its  accuracy :  — 

*'Mifteready  received  and  accepted  the  play,  while  he  was  engaged  at  the  Haymarket,  and  re- 
tained it  for  Drury  Lane,  of  which  I  was  ignorant  that  he  was  about  to  become  the  manager ;  he 
accepted  it  "  at  the  instigation  *  of  nobody,  —  and  Charles  Dickens  was  not  in  England  when  he 
did  so :  it  was  read  to  him  after  his  return  by  Forster  —  and  the  glowing  letter  which  contains  his 
optnioD  of  it,  although  directed  by  him  to  be  shown  to  myself,  was  never  heard  of  nor  seen  by  me 
till  printed  in  Forster 's  book  some  thirty  years  after.  When  the  Drury  Lane  season  began,  Mao- 
ready  informed  me  that  he  should  act  the  play  when  he  had  brought  out  two  others—  7^ 
Patridan^M  "Daughter^  and  Plighted  Troth,  Having  done  so,  he  wrote  to  me  that  the  former 
had  been  unsuccessful  in  rooney-drawing,  uid  the  latter  had  "smashed  his  arrangements  alto- 
gether/ but  he  would  still  produce  my  play.  I  had  —in  my  ignorance  of  certain  symptoms  better 
uaderstood  by  Macready's  professional  acquaintances  —  no  notion  that  it  was  a  proper  thing,  in 
such  a  case,  to  *  release  him  from  his  promise  ; '  on  the  contrary,  I  should  have  fancied  that  such 
a  proposal  was  offensive.  Soon  after,  Macready  begged  that  I  would  call  on  him  ;  he  said  the  play 
had  been  read  to  the  actors  the  day  before,  and  *  laughed  at  from  beginning  to  end ; '  on  my 
^leaking  my  mind  about  this,  he  explained  that  the  reading  had  been  done  by  the  prompter,  a 
grotcaqoe  person  with  a  red  nose  and  wooden  leg,  ill  at  ease  in  the  love  scenes,  and  that  he  would 
himself  make  amends  by  reading  the  play  next  morning —  whieh  he  did,  and  very  adequately  — 
but  apprised  me  that,  in  consequence  of  the  state  of  his  mind,  harassed  by  business  and  various 
trouble,  the  principal  character  must  be  taken  by  Mr.  Phelps ;  and  again  I  failed  to  uuderstand  — 
what  Forster  subsequently  assured  me  was  plain  as  the  sun  at  noonday  —  that  to  allow  at  Mao- 
ready^s  theatre  any  other  than  Macready  to  play  the  principal  part  in  a  new  piece  was  suicidal,  — 
and  really  believed  I  was  meeting  hii  exigencies  by  accepting  the  substitution.  At  the  rehearsal, 
Macready  announoed  that  Mr.  Phelps  was  ill,  and  that  he  himself  would  read  the  part ;  on  the 
third  rehearsal,  Mr.  Phelps  appeared  for  the  first  time,  and  sat  in  a  chair  while  Macready  more 
than  read  —  rehearsed  the  part.  The  next  morning  Mr.  Phelps  waylaid  me  at  the  stage-floor  to  say, 
with  much  emotion,  that  it  never  was  intended  that  he  should  be  instrumental  in  the  success  of  a 
new  tragedy,  and  that  Macready  would  play  Tresham  on  the  ground  that  himself,  Phelps,  was 
naaUe  to  do  so.  He  added  that  he  could  not  expect  me  to  waive  such  an  advantage,  but  that,  if  I 
were  prepared  to  waive  it,  *  he  would  take  ether,  sit  up  all  night,  and  have  the  words  in  his  mem- 
ory by  next  day.'  I  bade  him  follow  me  to  the  green-room,  and  hear  what  I  decided  upon  ~ 
which  was  that  as  Macready  had  given  him  the  part,  he  should  keep  it  :  this  was  on  a  Thursday ; 
he  r^earsed  on  Friday  and  Saturday,  —  the  play  being  acted  the  same  evening,  —  qflAe./(AA  day 
^fier  the  *"  reading  ^  by  Macready,  Macready  at  once  wished  to  reduce  the  importance  of  the  *  play  *  — 
■I  he  styled  it  in  the  bills,  —  tried  to  leave  out  so  much  of  the  text  tliat  I  baffled  him  by  get- 
tii«  it  printed  in  fonr-and-twenty  hours,  by  Moxon's  assistance.    He  wanted  roe  to  call  it  The 
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Sitter  I  and  I  have  before  me,  while  I  write,  the  stage-aetiiig'  copy,  with  two  linee  of  his  own  ii»- 
aertion  to  aroid  the  tmipcal  ending —  Traahani  was  to  announce  his  intention  of  going  into  a 
monastery  I  all  this,  to  keep  np  the  belief  that  Macready,  and  Macready  alone,  oould  produce 
a  veritable  *'  tragedy,'  uuproduced  before.  Not  a  shilling  vras  spent  on  seenery  or  dresses,  and  a 
striking  scene  which  had  been  used  for  The  Patrician^t  Daughter  did  duty  a  second  time.  If 
your  critic  considers  this  treatment  of  the  play  an  instance  of  ^  the  failure  of  powerful  and  ex- 
perienced actore  *  to  ensure  its  success,  I  can  only  say  that  my  own  opinion  was  shown  by  at  onc« 
breaking  off  a  friendship  of  many  years  —  a  friendship  which  had  a  right  to  be  plainly  and  umply 
told  that  the  play  I  had  contributed  as  a  proof  of  it  would,  through  a  change  of  oiroumstanees,  no 
longer  be  to  my  friend^s  advantage  —  all  I  could  possibly  care  for.  Only  recently,  when  by  the 
publication  of  Macready*s  journals  the  extent  of  his  pecuniary  embarrassments  at  that  time  waa 
made  known,  oould  I  in  a  measure  understand  his  motives  for  such  conduct,  and  less  than  ever 
understand  why  he  so  strangely  disguised  and  disfigured  them.  If  *  applause  *  meant  success,  the 
play  thus  maimed  and  maltreated  was  successful  enough  ;  it  *  made  way '  for  Macready*s  own 
Benefit,  and  the  theatre  closed  a  fortnight  after.** 

Of  the  more  profound  separation  between  Browning  and  the  theatre,  due  to  the  inherent  impossi- 
bility of  his  arresting  his  thought  before  it  got  beyond  the  actor*s  use,  lAtria  and  The  Retvm  ^the 
DruuM  afford  good  examples,  and  an  illustration  might  fairly  be  taken  from  Colomhe'e  Birihdajf^ 
which  was  put  on  the  stage  in  1853,  but  scarcely  held  its  own,  though  Helen  Faucit  took  the 
hfrc>ine*fl  part,  and,  when  revived  forty  years  after,  was  so  cut  and  slashed  that  though  the  splen- 
did idea  of  Valence  was  retained  in  situation,  the  delicate,  subtle  shadows  which  passed  and  re- 
p:uMed  before  the  reader's  mind  were  wanting. 

The  period  when  Brownii^;  was  writing  his  dramas  was  one  of  spendthrift  enjoyment  of  life.  For 
it  was  a  time  not  only  of  woHl  in  the  British  Museum  and  of  excursions  into  all  sorts  of  remote 
finlds  of  literature,  but  of  long  rambles,  half  gjrpsy  experiences,  hours  when,  stretched  at  full  length 
Iknieath  the  sky,  he  made  familiar  and  minute  acquaintance  with  biitl  and  leaf,  insect  and  snail, 
the  wind  in  the  trees,  the  search  for  the  northwest  passage  of  aigosies  of  clouds.  He  punned  all 
manner  of  interests  which  absorbed  him  for  the  moment ;  he  was  living,  in  short,  that  abundant 
lift*  which  was  refiected  later  in  multitudinous  dramatic  assumptions. 

Then  all  at  once  there  came  h  concentration  of  his  passion  and  a  sudden  revelation  to  him  which 
never  lost  its  wondrous  light*  Elizabeth  Barrett  and  Robert  Browning,  knowing  each  other  throngh 
their  writings,  then  by  a  common  service  to  a  common  friend,  then  by  an  intermittent  correspond- 
ence, finally  were  brought  together  by  John  Kenyon,  already  a  dear  friend  of  each.  The  fragile 
creature,  scarce  able  to  leave  her  couch,  and  the  robust,  exuberantly  vital  man,  were  as  far  separate 
iu  external,  superficial  agreement  as  could  well  be«  but  each  knew  the  other  with  an  instantaneous- 
nitts  of  knowledge  and  need.  Again  and  again,  not  only  in  verses  directed  openly  to  his  wife,  but 
in  those  which  like  By  the  Fireside  thinly  veil  penonal  feeling,  the  passionate  constancy  of  this  ez- 
lM*riroenting,  daringly  inquisitive  poet  towards  his  poet  wife  is  splendidly  disclosed,  with  a  certain 
glory  of  frank  confession  which  is  the  vehement  sincerity  of  one  who  is  in  this  one  feeling  gennine 
]H>et  and  genuine  man. 

Miss  Barrett  was  an  invalid,  guarded  with  the  greatest  care,  and  Browning,  in  urging  marriage 
upon  her,  met  with  all  the  obstacles  which  the  circumstances  raised.  He  oonfronted  indeed  the 
indomitable  refusal  of  Miss  Barrett*s  father.  A  physician  had  held  out  hopes  that  a  removal  to 
Italy  would  give  the  invalid  a  chance  to  regain  some  degree  of  health,  but  Mr.  Barrett,  for  some 
not  very  clear  reason,  refused  his  consent  to  her  taking  the  journey  with  her  brother.  It  waa  then 
that  Browning,  who  can  readily  be  conceived  of  as  a  masterful  man,  won  Miss  Barrett's  consent  to 
a  sudden  and  clandestine  marriage,  and  a  jonmey  to  Italy  as  his  wife.  ^*  When  she  had  finally 
a<iseuted  to  this  course.**  writes  Mrs.  Orr,  *^  she  took  a  preparatory  step  which,  in  so  far  as  it  was 
known,  must  itself  have  been  sufficiently  startling  to  those  about  her  ;  she  drove  to  Regent's  Park, 
and  when  there,  stepped  out  of  the  carriage  and  on  to  the  grass.  I  do  not  know  how  long  she 
stood  —  probably  only  for  a  motnent ;  but  I  well  remember  hearing  that  when,  alter  so  long  an 
interval,  nhe  felt  earth  under  her  feet  and  air  about  her,  the  sensation  was  almost  bewilderingly 
fitrange.'* 

They  were  married  September  12,  1840.    She  wooM  not  entangle  Mr.  Kenyon  or  any  of  her 
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friends  by  annminning  eren  her  engafrement ;  she  preferred  nuvryingr  withont  her  father^s  know- 
ledge, to  marrying  against  his  prohibition.  For  a  week  the  husband  and  wife  did  not  see  each 
other.  Then  they  met  by  agreement  and  went  to  Paris.  Mr.  Barrett  never  forgave  his  daughter, 
but  the  eonstemation  with  which  the  Browning  family  heard  of  the  event  quickly  turned  to  affee- 
tionate  regard  for  the  frail  wife.  So  far  as  Mrs.  Browning^s  physical  well-being  was  concerned,  it 
is  dear  that  the  marriage  gave  her  a  new  lease  of  life ;  and  what  seemed  at  the  moment  an 
andadons  taking  of  fate  into  their  own  hands  proved  to  be  a  case  where  natuve  obtained  her  best 
of  both. 

From  Paris,  by  slow  stages,  they  passed  through  Franee  into  Italy,  and  made  their  first  long 
halt  in  Pisa.  It  was  here,  we  are  told,  that  Mrs.  Browning  showed  to  her  husband  in  manuscript 
those  SonneUfrom  the  Portuguese  which  were  her  offering  to  him  out  of  the  darkness  of  her  cham- 
ber. From  Pisa  they  went  to  Florence,  to  Anoona,  and  again  back  to  Florence,  where  at  last  they 
obtained  a  fcwthold  in  the  old  palace  called  Casa  Guidi,  a  name  to  be  endeared  to  the  readers  of 
Mrs.  Browning's  poetry.  Mr.  Cteorge  S.  HiUard,  in  his  Six  Months  in  Italpy  gives  a  pleasant  ac- 
count of  the  Brownings  when  he  met  them  in  Florence  in  1847. 

**  It  is  well  for  the  traveller  to  be  chary  of  names.  It  is  an  ungrateful  return  for  hospitable 
attentions  to  print  the  eonversation  of  your  host,  or  describe  his  person,  or  give  an  inventory  of  his 
furniture,  or  proclaim  how  his  wife  and  daughters  were  dressed.  Bnt  I  trust  I  may  be  pardoned 
if  I  state  that  one  of  my  most  delightful  associations  witb  Florence  arises  from  the  fact  that  here 
1  made  the  acquaintance  of  Robert  and  Elizabeth  Browning.  These  are  even  more  familiar 
names  in  America  than  in  England,  and  their  poetry  is  probably  more  read,  and  better  under- 
stood  with  us  than  among  their  own  countrymen.  A  happier  home  and  a  mora  perfect  union  than 
theirs  it  is  not  easy  to  imagine ;  and  this  completeness  arises  not  only  from  the  raro  qualities 
which  each  possesses,  but  from  their  adaptation  to  each  other.  Browning^s  conversation  is  like  the 
poetry  of  Chaucer,  or  like  his  own,  simplified  and  made  transparent.  His  countenance  is  so  full 
of  vigor,  freshness,  and  rofined  power,  that  it  seems  impossible  to  think  that  he  can  ever  grow  old. 
His  poetry  b  subtle,  passionate,  and  profound  ;  but  he  himself  is  simple,  natural,  and  playful. 
He  has  the  repose  of  a  man  who  has  lived  much  in  the  open  air ;  with  no  nervous  uneasiness  and  no 
unhivlthy  self-consciousness.  Mrs.  Browning  is  in  many  respects  the  correlative  of  her  husband. 
As  he  is  full  of  manly  power,  so  she  is  a  type  of  die  most  sensitive  and  delicate  womanhood.  She 
has  been  a  great  sufferer  from  ill-health,  and  the  marks  of  pain  are  stamped  upon  her  person  and 
manner.  Her  figure  is  slight,  her  countenance  expressive  of  genius  and  sensibility,  shaded  by  a 
veil  of  long  brown  locks ;  and  her  tremulous  voice  often  flutters  over  her  words,  like  the  flame  of 
a  dying  candle  ov^  the  wick.  I  have  never  seen  a  human  frame  which  seemed  so  nearly  a  trans- 
parent veil  for  a  celestial  and  immortal  spirit.  She  is  a  soul  of  fire  enclosed  in  a  shell  of  pearl. 
Her  rare  and  fine  genius  needs  no  setting  forth  at  my  hands.  She  is  also,  what  is  not  eo  generally 
known,  a  woman  of  uncommon,  nay,  profound  learning,  even  measured  by  a  masculine  standard. 
Xor  is  she  more  remarkable  for  genius  and  learning,  than  for  sweetness  of  temper,  tenderness  of 
heart,  depth  of  feeling,  and  purity  of  spirit.  It  is  a  privilege  to  know  such  beings  singly  and  sep- 
arately, but  to  see  their  powers  quickened,  and  their  happiness  rounded,  by  the  sacred  tie  of  mar- 
riage, is  a  cause  for  peculiar  and  lasting  gratitude.  A  union  so  complete  as  theirs  —  iu  which  the 
mind  has  nothing  to  crave  nor  the  heart  to  sigh  for  —  is  cordial  to  behold  and  something  to 
remember.'* 

Daring  the  fifteen  years  of  their  married  life  the  Brownings  lived  for  the  most  part  in  Italy, 
with  oecasional  summers  in  England  and  long  sojourns  in  Paris.  The  record  of  Browning's  pro- 
ductions during  this  period  is  meagre,  if  one  regards  the  fulness  of  his  poetic  activity  both  before 
and  after.  The  explanation  is  made  that  these  new  responsibiHties,  —  for  two  sons  were  bom  to 
them,  one  of  whom  died,  —  carried  also  great  anxieties,  for  the  frailty  of  Mra.  Browning's  health 
was  a  constant  factor  in  the  movements  of  the  household.  But  though  the  record  is  meagre  as  to 
quantity,  lovera  of  Browning^s  poetry  would  be  likely  to  regard  this  as  not  only  a  central  period, 
chronologically,  but  the  period  when  he  reached  his  highest  ejipression.  The  first  collected  edi- 
tion of  his  poems  appeared  in  1H49,  to  be  followed  the  next  year  by  CkristmaihEoe  and  Eauter- 
Da§f,  and  then,  five  years  after  that,  in  1855,  by  Men  and  Women^  a  group  of  poems  which  still 
twins  the  flower  of  Browning's  genius. 
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The  y:reat  ruige  taken  by  these  poenui  ia  a  witness  to  the  fecnndity  and  Tenatility  of  Biown- 
infir's  (fduius.  It  is  possible,  also,  that  to  the  oiroumstauoes  of  his  life,  especially  its  beantifnl  dis- 
tractions, we  owe  the  fact  of  a  multitude  of  short  poems  rather  than  longer^ostaint  d  e£Forts. 
While  Mrs.  Browning,  sheltered  by  the  constant  oare  exerted  by  her  hasband  and  stimulated  by 
his  companionship,  composed  her  longest  work,  Aurora  Leigh^  he,  ncTcr  long  freed  from  anxious 
thought,  broke  into  more  fragmentary  production.  A  very  good  illustration  of  the  alacrity  of  his 
mind  and  the  instantaneous  power  of  seizing  npon  opportunity  is  given  in  a  passage  ia  Mr. 
Gosse's  Personalia:  — 

'*  In  recounting  a  story  of  some  Tuscan  noblemen  who  had  shown  him  two  exquisite  miniature- 
paintings,  the  work  of  a  young  artist  who  should  have  received  for  them  the  prize  in  some  local 
contest,  and  who,  being  unjustly  defrauded,  bcoke  his  ivories,  burned  his  brushes,  and  indignantly 
foreswore  the  thankless  art  forever,  Mr.  Browning  suddenly  reflected  that  there  was,  as  he  said, 
*  stuff  for  a  poem  *  in  that  story,  and  immediately  with  extreme  vivacaty  began  to  sketch  the 
form  it  should  take,  the  suppression  of  what  features  and  the  substitution  of  what  others  were 
needful ;  and  finally  suggested  the  uou-obvions  or  inverted  moral  of  the  whole,  in  which  the  act  of 
spirited  defiance  was  shown  to  be,  really,  an  act  of  tame  renunciation,  the  poverty  of  the  artistes 
spirit  being  proved  in  his  eagerness  to  snatch,  even  though  it  was  by  honest  merit,  a  benefit  aimply 
material.  The  poet  said,  distinctly,  that  he  had  never  before  reflected  on  this  incident  as  one 
proper  to  be  versified  ;  the  speed,  therefore,  with  which  the  creative  architect  laid  the  founda- 
tions, built  the  main  fabric,  and  even  put  on  the  domes  and  pinnacles  of  his  poem  was,  no  doabt, 
of  uncommon  interest.  He  left  it,  in  ^ye  minutes,  needing  nothing  but  the  mere  outward  crust 
of  the  versification." 

It  was  an  incident  in  Browning's  life  that  when  he  was  producing  his  most  glorioos  work  and 
receiving  the  admiration  and  intelligent  appreciation  of  his  poetical  wife,  he  was  a  very  insig- 
nificant figure  in  English  literature  of  the  day.  Mrs.  Browning  waa  indignant  over  the  neglect 
her  husband  suffered,  and  in  her  letters  drew  sltarp  comparison  between  the  attention  paid 
Browning  in  America  and  the  neglect  he  received  in  England.  Meanwhile,  whether  living  in 
Florence  or  sojourning  in  Paris  or  London,  a  choice  company  was  always  to  be  found  welcoming 
and  honoring  the  two  poets.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Story,  the  Hawthomes,  Cardinal  Manning,  Massimo 
d*Axeglio,  bir  Frederick  Leighton,  Mr.  Odo  Russell,  Roanetti.  Val  Prinsep,  Fomter,  Landor, 
Faimy  Kemble,  —  these  are  some  of  the  names  closely  associated  with  that  of  the  Brownings  in 
this  period. 

The  death  of  Mrs.  Browning,  June  29,  1861,  dosed  this  most  beautiful  human  eompaniomihip. 
It  made  also  a  great  change  in  Browning's  habit  of  life,  and  no  doubt  affected  in  important  ways 
his  poetical  productiveness.  He  left  Italy  for  England.  He  became  absorbed,  so  far  as  personal 
responsibilities  went,  in  the  education  of  his  son.  By  some  strange  caprice,  he  chose  to  make  his 
home  m  an  ugly  part  of  London,  and  he  approached  it  through  a  region  of  disorder  and  squalor. 
But  he  also,  with  his  robust  nature,  denied  himself  the  luxury  of  a  persistent  solitariness,  and  lit- 
tle by  little  returned  to  society,  especially  grateful  for  the  friendship  of  women  like  Miss  Isa  Bla|^ 
den,  who  stepped  in  at  the  moment  of  his  descent  into  the  valley  of  grief  with  their  gentle  niinia- 
trations. 

The  monthtt  that  followed  Mrs.  Browning's  death  were  in  a  way  given  to  taking  up  again 
drop|>ed  threadu  of  work,  and  to  intellectual  occupations,  which  both  satisfied  and  stimulated  his 
nature.  He  read  Euripides  again,  perhaps  in  part  becanse  of  the  association  in  his  mind  with  hia 
wife*s  scholarly  interests.  He  resumed  the  poems  on  which  he  had  been  engaged  in  the  last 
months  at  Casa  Ouidi,  and  he  pondered  over  his  imignum  opus,  the  germ  of  which  had  been  in  his 
mind  for  many  months.  But  first,  in  IHi:),  he  saw  through  the  press  a  new  and  complete  oollee> 
tion  of  his  poetical  works  in  three  volumes.  Then,  the  year  following,  he  gathered  the  poems 
which  immediately  preceded  and  followed  Mrs.  Browning's  death  into  the  volume  of  Dramatis 
Persomt,  The  reissue  of  his  older  poems  and  this  new  accesaion  were  aoeoropaaied  by  a  clear  re- 
enforcement  of  his  pontion  as  an  English  poet.  He  had  come,  too.  to  the  point  where  volumes  of 
selections  from  his  work  were  in  demand,  a  pretty  good  sign  of  a  widening  of  his  audience.  Other 
signs  followed.  In  IKfiT  he  received  the  honarary  d^irrioo  (if  M.  A.  from  the  Univenity  of  Oxford, 
and  a  ^ew  months  later  was  made  honorary  f^Uou-  of  H;illiol  Tollege.     In  the  year  following  he 
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was  asked  to  stand  for  the  liord  Rectorship  of  the  University  of  St.  Andrews,  rendered  raoant  by 
the  death  of  J.  8.  Mill. 

His  mother  had  died  in  1849,  and  in  1866  his  father,  who  had  been  one  of  his  most  ooustant  com- 
panions sinoe  his  wife*s  death,  died  also.  Thereafter,  he  and  his  sister  iSaiianna,  who  had  passed 
a  life  of  devotion  to  their  parents,  became  inseparable.  Thougfh  England  was  their  home,  they 
spent  many  sommers  in  Brittany,  as  his  poems  indicate,  and  now  and  then  returned  to  Italy,  where 
his  son  was  established  finally  as  a  painter. 

In  1868  appeared  the  six  volume  uniform  edition  of  his  jioems,  and  immediately  afterward  began 
the  publication,  to  be  completed  in  four  volnmes,  of  The  Ring  and  the  Book,  Mrs.  Orr  traces,  in 
an  ingenious  manner,  the  influence  which  Mrs.  Browning's  personality  had  in  the  conception  of 
Pompilia  in  thli  poem.  However  much  a  single  character  may  have  been  affected,  it  is  easy  to 
believe  that  tJiis  elaborate  construction  building  in  Browning^s  mind  during  the  closing  years 
of  his  wife^s  life  and  actually  brought  into  existence  in  the  years  immediately  following  was, 
more  than  any  single  work,  a  great  monument  which  the  poet  raised  to  the  memory  of  that  com- 
panion whoee  own  poetic  achievement  always  seemed  to  him  of  a  higher  worth  than  his  own. 
**  The  simple  truth  is,*'  he  wrote  to  a  common  friend,  *'  that  she  was  the  poet  and  I  the  clever  per> 
son  by  comparison :  remember  her  limited  experience  of  all  kinds,  and  what  she  made  of  it. 
Remember,  on  the  other  hand,  how  my  uninterrupted  health  and  strength  and  practice  with  the 
world  have  helped  me.** 

After  The  Ring  and  the  Book  the  only  new  departure,  so  to  speak,  of  Browning's  genius  was  in 
the  group  of  poems  which  were  built  upon  the  foundation  of  Greek  poetry.  In  1^71  appeared 
Balau8tion'*s  Adventure,  in  1K7.'>  Ari^oj^anes"  Apology^  and  in  1877  The  Agamemnon  qf  ^echylus. 
They  have  their  value  as  expressive  of  Browning's  catholicity,  and  more  particularly  as  his  one 
great  literary  feat.  With  all  his  interest  in  Italy,  and  his  delving  in  Renaissance  literature,  there 
can  scarcely  be  said  to  be  any  criticism  of  Italian  literature  in  the  form  of  his  own  poetry.  In  like 
manner  his  dramatic  works  are  not,  except  in  a  very  remote  or  general  sense,  criticism  of  the 
Elizabethan  drama.  But  his  three  poems  above  named  do  represent  the  thought  and  criticisiu 
of  a  Gothic  mind  confronting  and  admiring  the  Greek  art  and  thought.  Browning  in  these  works 
is  not  a  reproducer  in  his  own  terms  of  Greek  life  ;  he  is  a  poet  of  varied  experience,  who,  coming 
in  contact  with  a  great  and  distinct  manifestation  of  human  life,  is  moved  to  strike  in  here  also 
with  his  thought  and  fancy,  and  because  of  the  ver}'  elemental  natnre  of  the  material,  to  find  the 
ke4>nest  delight  in  exercising  his  genius  upon  it. 

Mewiwhile  the  facility  which  his  long  and  varied  practice  with  the  English  language  had  brought 
him  made  every  new  subject  that  appealed  to  him  a  plaything  for  his  fertile  imagination;  and  the 
speculative  temper  which  grew  upon  him  as  the  maturity  of  experience  enlarged  and  enriched  his 
material  for  thought,  led  him  into  long  and  tortuous  ways.  The  Ring  and  the  Book  stands  about 
midway  in  the  bulk  of  his  work,  but  whereas  all  tlie  poetry  and  drama  before  that  work  repre- 
sent thirty-five  years  of  his  life,  that  which  follows,  nearly  as  great  in  amount,  represents  but 
twenty  years. 

In  these  last  years  of  his  life,  when  fame  had  come  to  him  and  his  versatility  made  him  a  ready 
companion,  he  led  a  semi-public  life.  He  was  in  demand  in  all  directions.  As  Mr.  Shaai)  has 
rapidly  snmmed  it  up :  *^  Everybody  wished  him  to  come  and  dine ;  and  he  did  his  utmost  to 
gratify  everybody.  He  said  everjrthing ;  read  all  the  notable  books ;  kept  himself  acquainted  with 
the  leading  contents  of  the  journals  and  magazines ;  condncted  a  large  correspondence  ;  read  new 
French,  German,  and  Italian  books  of  mark  ;  read  and  transUted  Euripides  and  iEschylus ;  knew 
all  the  gossip  of  the  literary  clubs,  salons,  and  the  studios ;  was  a  frequenter  of  afternoon-tea  |)ar^ 
ti«s ;  and  then,  over  and  above  it,  he  was  Browning :  the  most  profoundly  subtle  mind  that  has 
exercised  itself  in  poetry  since  Shakespeare.** 

In  1H81  was  founded  the  English  Browning  Society,  one  of  the  most  singular  testimonials  to  the 
interest  awakened  by  a  contemporaneous  poet  known  in  literary  history.  The  great  mass  of  his 
writings,  the  recocdite  nature  of  some  of  the  material  which  he  had  used,  but  more  than  all,  tlie 
astomiding  variety  of  problems  in  human  life  and  character  which  he  had  presented  and  either 
solved  or  opened  the  way  to  solve,  made  Browning  an  object  of  the  greatest  interest  to  the  curi- 
ous, the  sympathetic,  and  the  restless  of  his  day.    Any  such  movement  has  on  its  edge  a  frayed 
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sort  of  membMnhip,  but  no  one  cnn  note  the  munee  of  members  or  rend  the  commnnicnticmi  which 
aiipear  in  the  society's  proceedings  without  recognizing  the  intellectual  abilitj  that  earned  the 
moreraent  along.  Browning's  own  attitude  toward  the  society  is  pretty  clearly  expressed  in 
the  following  words  which  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Fdmund  Yates  at  the  time  of  the  socie^'s  foun- 
dation :  — 

**  The  Browning  Society,  I  need  not  aay,  as  well  as  Browning  himself,  are  fair  game  for  criti- 
cism. I  had  no  more  to  do  with  the  founding  it  than  the  babe  unborn;  and,  as  Wilkes  was  no 
Wilkesite,  I  am  quite  other  than  a  Browiiingite.  But  1  cannot  wish  harm  to  a  society  of,  with  a 
few  exceptions,  names  unknown  to  me,  who  are  busied  about  mj  books  so  disinterestedly.  The 
exaggeratious  probably  come  of  the  fifty-years'-long  charge  of  unintelligibility  against  my  books ; 
such  reactions  are  possible,  though  I  never  looked  for  the  b^mning  of  one  ao  soon.  That  there  is 
a  grotesque  side  to  the  thing  is  certain ;  but  I  have  been  surprised  and  touched  by  what  cannot  bnt 
have  been  well  intentioned,  I  think.  Anyhow,  as  I  never  felt  inconvenienced  by  hard  wordA,  yoa 
will  not  expect  me  to  wax  bumptious  because  of  undue  compliment :  so  enoi^h  of  '  Browning  *  — 
except  that  he  is  yours  very  truly  *  while  the  machine  is  to  him.'  " 

In  18^7  Browning  removed  to  a  more  agreeable  quarter  in  l>e  Vere  Gardens  in  the  west  end  of 
Lrfrndon,  and  with  his  affection  for  Asolo,  he  set  about  purchasing  a  residence  there  in  188&I,  and  it 
was  while  engaged  in  negotiations  for  the  purchase  that  he  was  taken  ill  with  branchial  troubles, 
and  died  at  his  eon*ft  home  in  Venice,  December  12,  1889.  He  was  buried  in  Poet's  Comer,  West- 
minster Abbey,  on  the  last  day  of  the  year.  Italy  rightly  divided  honors  with  England,  and  on 
the  outer  wall  of  the  Rezzonico  Palace  in  Venice  vt  a  memorial  tablet  with  the  insoriptioB  :  — 

A 

RoBEBTO  Browning 
morto  in  qnesto  palazzo 
11 12  Dicembre  1889 
Venozia 
pose 

Below,  in  the  comer,  are  placed  two  lines  from  his  poem,  De  Gustihut:  — 

**  Open  my  heart  and  you  wUl  see 
OrsTsd  inside  of  it,  *  Italy.* " 

H.  KS. 


PAULINE :   THE  FRAGMENT  OF  A  CONFESSION 


Thx  history  of  the  earliest  printed  of  Brown- 
ing^B  writings  is  so  ourious  that  it  seems  worth 
while  to  giye  it  at  greater  length  than  its  in- 
ttinsio  merit  would  require.  As  a  boy  Brown- 
ing wrote  an  inordinate  amount  of  verse,  imita- 
tive Urgely  of  Byron,  and  some  of  it  written 
when  he  was  twelve  struck  his  father  as  good 
enough  to  deserve  printing,  but  no  publisher 
could  be  found  ready  to  confirm  this  faith. 
Then  Browning  fell  into  a  Shelleyan  mood,  and 
when  he  was  twenty  projected  a  great  work  of 
which  the  introduction  only  was  written.  This 
introdnetion  was  Pauiiney  which  to  be  precise 
was  oompleted  October  22,  1832.  Browmng's 
aimt  volnnteered  to  pay  tlie  expenses  of  pnb- 
licatioiL,  and  it  was  pnblished  anonymously 
early  in  1833  by  Saunders  &  Otley.  The  most 
authoritative  person  on  literary  matters  in  the 
jonng  poet^s  circle  of  friends  was  the  Rev. 
William  Johnson  Fox,  a  Unitarian  clergyman 
and  editor  of  the  Monthly  Repository,  He  had 
a  few  y«im  before  given  emphatic  commenda- 
tion to  the  boy^s  verse,  and  now  reviewed  the 
poem  with  great  warmth  in  his  own  magazine, 
BO  winning  the  poet's  gratitude  as  to  draw  from 
him  the  «ctravagant  expression :  ^'  I  shall 
never  write  a  line  without  thinking  of  the 
ionrce  of  my  first  praise,  be  assured/'  Tlie 
poem  missed  what  would  have  been  from  its 
writer  a  more  notable  review.  Mr.  John 
Stuart  MUl,  six  years  Browning^s  senior,  was 
80  delisted  with  Pauline  that  he  wrote  to  the 
editor  of  Taii*B  Magazine^  the  only  periodical 
in  which  he  could  write  freely,  askii^  leave  to 
review  the  poem.  The  editor  replied  tlmt  he 
had  just  printed  a  curt,  contemptuous  notice, 
and  ooold  not  at  once  take  the  other  track. 
When  Mill  died  his  copy  of  Pauline^  crowded 
with  annotations,  fell  into  Browning's  hands 
and  may  now  be  aeen  in  the  South  Kensington 
Museum. 

In  spite  of  soch  hopeful  promise  the  poem 
was  still-boni  from  the  press.  Five  years 
later.  Browning  wrote  in  a  copy  "the  only 
remaining  crab  of  the  shapely  Tree  of  Life  in 
my  Fool's  Paradise."  He  appears  never  to 
have  spoken  of  it  until  a  striking  circumstance 


brought  it  again  into  light.  Many  years  after 
it  was  printed  Dante  Gabriel  Koasetti  was 
browsing  among  the  volumes  of  forgotten  po- 
etry in  the  British  Museum.  He  came  upon 
a  book  in  which  a  number  of  pamphlet  poems 
were  bound  in  a  heterogeneous  collection. 
Among  these  was  Pauline,  He  read  it,  and 
from  its  internal  evidence  was  convinced  tliat 
it  was  an  unacknowledged  poem  of  Browning's. 
The  book  was  wholly  out  of  print,  and  he 
made  a  copy  of  it.  He  wrote  to  Browning  after- 
wards taxing  the  poet  with  the  production, 
and  Browning,  greatly  surprised  at  Roesetti*8 
discovery,  acknowledged  the  authorship.  In 
1H(>5,  the  editor  of  this  Cambridge  edition, 
meetii^  Rossetti  in  London,  mentioned  the 
fact  that  he  had  been  copying  at  the  British 
Museum  Browning's  prose  introduction  to  the 
suppressed  spurious  collection  of  Shelley's  Let- 
ters, whereupon  Rossetti  told  him  of  this  other 
rare  book.  Afterwards  on  learning  that  he 
had  copied  Pauline  also  he  said :  "  I  suppose 
yon  will  print  it  when  you  go  back  to 
America."  **  By  no  means,"  replied  the 
editor  ;  "  that  would  be  a  breach  of  faith.  1 
copied  it  as  a  student  of  Browning.  I  never 
would  make  it  public  without  Browning's  c<m- 
sent."  A  year  or  two  later  therefore  when  a 
new  edition  of  the  collected  poems  was  pub- 
lished, he  thought  himself  not  unlikely  the  un- 
witting occasion  of  the  inclusion  of  Pauline^  for 
in  the  introduction  Browning  wrote  as  follows : 
**  The  first  piece  in  the  series  (Pauline)^  I 
acknowledge  and  retain  with  extreme  repugn 
nance,  indeed  purely  of  necessity  ;  for  not  long 
ago  I  inspected  one,  and  am  certified  of  the 
existence  of  other  transcripts,  intended  sooner 
or  later  to  be  published  abroad :  by  forestalling 
these,  I  can  at  least  correct  some  misprints 
(no  syllable  is  changed)  and  introduce  a  boyisli 
work  by  an  exculpatory  word.  The  thing  was 
my  earliest  attempt  at  **  poetry  always  dra- 
matic in  principle,  and  so  many  utterances  of 
so  many  imaginary  persons,  not  mine,"  which 
I  have  since  written  according  to  a  scheme  leas 
extravagant  and  scale  leas  impracticable  than 
were  ventured  upon  in  this  crude  preliminary 
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sketch,  —  a  sketch  that,  ou  reviewal,  appears 
not  altogether  wide  of  some  hint  of  the  char- 
acteristic features  of  that  partieuhir  dramcUU 
persona  it  would  fain  have  reproduced:  good 
draughtsmanship,  however,  and  right  K^nHKng 
were  far  beyond  the  artist  at  that  time. 
LosDOB,  December  26,  1867.  R.  h,''^ 

Twenty  years  later,  upon  sending  out  his 
final  collective  edition,  Browning  added  to  the 
preface  just  quoted  the  following  sentences :  — 

**  I  preserve,  in  order  to  supplement  it,  the 
foregoing  preface.  I  had  thought,  when  com- 
pelled to  include  in  my  collected  works  the 
poem  to  which  it  refets,  that  the  honest  course 
would  be  to  reprint,  and  leave  mere  literary 
errors  unaltered.  Twenty  years'  endurance  of 
an  eyesore  seems  more  than  sufficient :  my  faults 
remain  duly  recorded  against  me,  and  I  claim 
permission  to  somewhat  diminish  these,  so  far 


as  style  is  concerned,  in  the  present  and  final 
edition,  where  Pauline  must  needs,  first  of  my 
performances,  confront  the  reader.  I  have 
simply  removed  solecisms,  mended  the  metre  a 
little  and  endeavored  to  strengthen  the  phraise- 
ology  —  experience  helping,  in  some  degree, 
the  helplessness  of  juvenile  haste  and  heat  in 
their  untried  adventure  long  ago.** 
LoNDon,  Februarn  27, 1888. 

The  text  here  given,  as  throughout  this 
volume,  is  that  of  Mr.  Browning's  latest 
revision.  The  text  of  the  first  revision,  i.  e. 
1H67,  may  be  found  at  the  close  of  volume  i.  of 
the  Riverside  edition. 

The  quotations  from  Marot  and  Cornelius 
Agrippa  which  follow  were  prefixed  to  tlie 
original  edition  of  the  poem.  The  note  en- 
closed in  brackets  was  Browning's  comment  oa 
reprinting  the  poem  the  last  time. 
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P/iM  iM  auia  ce  gue  fat  ^ti^ 
EtnttU  tqauroit  jamais  (trt, 

Maroi. 

Non  dulnto,  quin  titulns  libri  nostri  raritate 
sua  quamplurimos  alliciat  ad  legendum :  inter 
quos  nonnnlli  obliquie  opinionis,  meiite  languidi, 
multi  etiam  maligni,  et  in  ingenium  nostrum  in- 
grati  accedent,  qui  temeraria  sua  ignorantia,  vix 
oonspecto  titulo  claniabunt.  Nos  vetita  dooere, 
heresium  semina  jacrre :  piis  anribus  offendi- 
eulo,  pneclaris  ingeniis  scaudalo  esse ;  .  .  .  adeo 
oensoientiie  su»  consulentes,  ut  nee  Apollo,  nee 
Muse  onmes,  neque  Angelus  de  oa;lo  me  ab 
illorum  execratione  vindicare  queant :  qnibus 
et  ego  nunc  consulo,  ne  scripta  nostra  legant, 
nee  intelligant,  nee  roeminerint :  nam  noxia 
sunt,  venenosa  sunt:  Achertmtis  ostium  est  in 
hoc  libro,  lafndes  loquitur,  caveant,  ne  cerebrum 
illis  excutiat.  Vos  autem,  qui  »qua  mente  ad 
legendum  venitis,  si  tantam  pmdentiie  diiicre- 
tionem  adhibueritis,  qnantam  in  melle  legendo 
I4M«,  jam  secnri  legite.  Puto  namque  vus  et 
Qtilitatis  baud  parum  et  voluptatis  plurimum 
aecepturos.  Quod  si  qua  repereritis,  qu»  vobis 
non  plaoeant,  mtttite  ilia,  nee  utimini.    Nam 
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Cvtera  tameu  propterea  non  respuite  .  .  .  Ideo, 
ti  quid  liberios  dictum  sit,  ignoecite  adolps<»n- 
ti»  nostne,  qui  minor  quam  adolescens  hoc  opus 
eomposni.  —  Hen,  Corn.  Agrippa^  De  Occult, 
Philosoph,  in  Pnefat. 
LoSMW :  /<m«/rry,  1833. 
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[This  intfodnetion  would  appear  laas  afaannlly 
pretentions  did  it  apply,  as  was  intended,  to  a 
completed  structure  of  which  the  poem  was 
meant  for  only  a   beginning  and  remaina   a 

fragment.] 

Paulimb,  mine  own,  bend  o*erme  — thy  soft 

breast 
Shall  pant  to  mine  —  bend  o*er  me  —  thy  sweet 

And  loosened  hair  and  breathing  lips,  and  arras 
Drawing  roe  to  thee  —  these  build  up  a  screen 
To  shut  me  in  with  thee,  and  from  all  fear ; 
tyo  that  I  might  unlock  the  sleepless  brood 
Of  fancies  from  my  soul,  their  lurking-plaee. 
Nor  doubt  that  each  would  pass,  ne'er  to  return 
To  one  so  watched,  so  loved  and  so  secured. 
But  what  can  guard  t1i«*e  but  thy  naked  love  ? 
Ah  dearest,  whoso  sucks  a  poisoned  wound 
Envenoms  his  own  veins  !    Thou  art  so  good. 
So  calm— if  thou  shouldst  wear  a  brow  less 

light 
For  some  wild  thought  which,  but  for  me,  were 

kept 
From  out  thy  soul  as  from  a  sacred  star ! 
Yet  till  I  have  unlocked  them  it  were  vain 
To  hope  to  sing  ;  some  woe  would  li|rht  on  me  ; 
Nature  would  point  at  one  whose  quivering  lip 
Was  bathed  in  her  enchantments,  whose  brow 

burned 
Beneath  the  crown  to  which  her  secrets  knelt. 
Who  learned  the  spell  which  can  call  up  tlie 

dead. 
And  then  departed  smiling  like  a  fiend 
Who  has  deceived  God,  — if  such  one  shonld 

seek 
Again  her  altars  and  stand  robed  and  crowned 
Amid  the  faithful  I    Sad  confession  first. 
Remorse  and  pardon  and  old  claims  renewed. 
Ere  I  can  be  — aa  I  shall  be  no  more. 
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I  bad  been  spared  this  shame  if  I  bad  sat 
Bv  thee  forever  from  the  first,  in  place 
(A  mj  wild  dreams  of  beanty  and  of  good. 
Or  with  theoL,  as  an  earnest  of  their  truth  : 
No  thought  nor  hope  having  been  shut  from  thee. 
No  vagne  wish  unexplained,  no  wandering  aim 
Sent  back  to  bind  on  fancy's  wings  and  seek 
borne  strange  fair  world  where  it  might  be  a 

law; 
Bat,  doubting*  nothing,  had  been  led  by  thee, 
Thioui^  youth,  and  saved>  as  one  at  length 

awaked 
Who  has  slept  through  a  peril.    Ah  vain,  vain ! 

Thou  lovest  me  ;  the  past  is  in  its  grave 
Though  its  ghost  haunts  us  ;  still  this  much  is 

oois. 
To  east  away  restraint,  lest  a  worse  thing 
Wait  for  us  in  the  dark.    Thou  lovest  me ; 
And  thou  art  to  Tective  not  love  but  faith. 
For  which  thou  wilt  be  mine,  and  smile  and 

take 
An  shapes  and  shames,  and  veil  without  a  fear 
That  form  which  mnaie  follows  like  a  slave : 
And  I  look  to  thee  and  I  trust  in  thee, 
As  in  a  Northern  n^ht  one  looks  alwav 
Unto  the  East  for  mom  and  spring  and  joy. 
Thou  seest  then  my  aimless,  hopeless  state. 
And,  resting  on  some  few  old  feelings  won 
Back  by  thy  beanty,  wouldst  tliat  i  essay 
The  task  which  was  to  me  what  now  thou  art : 
And  why  should  I  conceal  one  weakness  more  ? 


Tnon  wilt  remember  one  warm  mom  when 

winter 
Crept  aged  bom  the  earth,  and  spring's  first 

breath 
Blew  soft  from  the  moist  hiUs ;  the  black-thorn 

boughs. 
So  dark  in  the  bare  wood,  when  glistening 
In  the  sanahina  were  white  with  comim;  buds. 
Like  the  bright  side  of  a  sorrow,  and  the  banks 
Had  violets  <ipening  from  sleep  like  eyes. 
I  walked   with  thee  who  knew'st  ncvt  a  deep 

shame 
Lurked    beneath   smiles    and  careless    words 

which  sought 
To  hide  it  till  the^  wandered  and  were  mute, 
As  we  stood  listening  on  a  snnny  mound 
To  the  wind  murmuring  in  the  damp  oonse. 
Like  heavy  breathings  of  some  hidden  tning 
Betrayed  by  sleep  :  until  the  feeling  rushea 
That  I  was  low  indeed,  yet  not  so  low 
As  to  endure  the  calmness  of  thine  eves. 
And  so  I  told  thee  all,  while  the  cool  bnast 
I  leased  on  altered  not  its  quiet  beating : 
And  long  ere  words  like  a  hurt  bird's  complaint 
Bade  me  look  up  and  be  what  I  had  been, 
I  f dt  despair  eowd  never  live  by  thee : 
Thon  wilt  remember.    Thou  art  not  more  dear 
Thaa  song  was  once  to  me :  and  I  ne'er  sung 
But  as  one  entering  bright  halls  where  all 
Win  rise  and  diout  for  nim :  sure  I  must  own 
That  I  am  fallen,  havinc  chosen  gifts 
Distfaet  from  theirs  —  tnat  I  am  sad  and  frun 
Would  give  vp  aU  to  be  but  where  I  was. 
Not  high  as  I  had  been  if  faithful  f onnd, 
Bnt  low  and  weak  yet  InU  of  hope,  and  sore 


Of  goodness  as  of  life  —  that  I  would  lose 
All  this  gay  mastery  of  mind,  to  sit 
Once  more  with  them,  trusting  in  truth  and  love 
And  with  an  aim  —  not  being  what  I  am. 

0  Pauline,  I  am  ruined  who  believed 

That  though  my  soul  had   floated   from   its 

sphere 
Of  wild  dominion  into  the  dim  orb 
Of  self — that  it  was  strong  and  free  as  ever  I 
It  has  conformed  itself  to  that  dim  orb. 
Reflecting  all  its  shades  and  shi4>es,  and  now 
Must  stay  where  it  alone  can  be  adored. 

1  have  felt  this  in  dreams  —  in  dreams  in  which 
I  seemed  the  fate  from  which  I  fled  ;  I  felt 

A  strange  delight  in  causing  my  decay. 
I  was  a  fiend  in  darkness  chained  forever 
Within  some  ocean-cave ;  and  ages  rolled. 
Till  through  the  deft  rock,  like  a  moonbeam, 

came 
A  white  swan  to  remain  with  me ;  and  ages 
Rolled,  yet  I  tired  not  of  my  first  free  joy 
In  gazing  on  the  peace  of  its  pure  wings : 
And  then  1  said,  **  It  is  most  fair  to  me. 
Yet  its  soft  wings  must  sure   have  suffered 

change 
From  the  udc}s.  darkness,  sure  its  eyes  are  dim. 
Its  silver  pinions  must  be  cramped  and  numbed 
With  sleeping  ages  here  ;  it  cannot  leave  me, 
For  it  would  seem,  in  light  beside  its  kind. 
Withered,  though  here  to  me  most  beautiful." 
And  then  I  was  a  young  witch  whose  blue  eyes, 
As  she  stood  naked  by  the  river  springs, 
Dtpw  down  a  god :  I  watched  his  radiant  form 
Growing  less  radiant,  and  it  gladdened  me ; 
Till  one  mom,  as  he  sat  in  the  sunshine 
Upon  my  knees,  singing  to  me  of  heaven. 
He  turned  to  look  at  me,  ere  I  could  lose 
The  grin  with  which  I  viewed  his  perishing : 
And  ne  shrieked  and  departed  ana  sat  long 
By  his  deserted  throne,  out  sunk  at  last 
Murmuring,  as  I  kissed  his  lips  and  curled 
Around  hmi,  '*  I  am  still  a  god  —  to  thee." 

Still  I  can  lay  my  soul  bare  in  its  faU, 
Since  all  the  wandering  and  all  the  weakness 
Will  be  a  saddest  comment  on  the  sonp: : 
And  if,  tiiat  done,  I  can  be  yonng  agam, 
I  wiU  give  up  all  gained,  as  willingly 
As  one  gives  np  a  charm  which  shuts  him  ont 
From  hope  or  part  or  care  in  human  kind.  ^ 
As  life  wanes,  all  its  care  and  strife  and  toil 
Seem  strangely  valueless,  while  the  old  trees 
Which  grew  by  our  youth's  home,  the  waving 


Of  climbing?  plants  heavy  with  bloom  and  dew, 
The  morning  swaUows  with  their  songs  like 

words, 
AU   these  seem   dear  and   only   worth   ooi 

thoughts: 
So,  aught  connected  with  my  early  life. 
My  rude  songs  or  my  wild  imaginmgs. 
How  I  look  on  them  —  most  distinct  amid 
The  fever  and  tibe  stir  of  after  years  I 

I  ne'er  had  ventured  e'en  to  hope  for  this, 
Had  not  the  glow  I  felt  at  His  award. 
Assured  me  all  was  not  extinct  within : 
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His  whom  all  honor,  whose  renown  springs  up 
Like  sunlight  which  will  visit  all  the  world, 
So  liiat  e^en  they  who  sneered  at  him  at  first. 
Come  out  to  it,  as  some  dark  snider  crawls 
From  his  foul  nets  which  some  lit  torch  invades, 
Yet  spinnini?  still  new  films  for  his  retreat. 
Thou  didst  smile,  poet,  but  can  we  f orgfiye  ? 

Sun-treader,  life  and  light  be  thine  forever !  ^ 
Thou  art  gone  from  us  ;  years  p:o  by  uid  spring 
Gladdens  and  the  youi^  earth  is  beautiful. 
Yet  thy  songs  come  not,  other  bards  arise, 
But  none  like  thee  :  thev  stand,  thy  majesties, 
Like  mighty  works  which  tell  some  spirit  there 
Hath  sat  regardless  of  neglect  and  scorn. 
Till,  its  long*  task  completed,  it  hath  risen 
And  left  us,  nerer  to  return,  and  all^ 
Rush  in  to  peer  and  praise  when  all  in  vain. 
The  air  seems  bright  with  thy  past  presence  yet, 
But  thou  art  still  for  me  as  thou  hast  been 
When  I  have  stood  with  thee  as  on  a  throne 
ITith  all  thy  dim  creations  gathered  round 
Like  mountains,  and  I  felt  of  mould  like  them. 
And  with   them  creatures  of   my  own  were 

mixed. 
Like  things  half-lived,  catching  and  giving  life. 
But  thou  art  still  for  me  who  have  adored 
Though  single,  panting  but  to  hear  thy  name 
Which  I  believea  a  spell  to  me  alone. 
Scarce  deeming  thou  wast  as  a  star  to  men ! 
As  one  should  worship  long  a  sacred  s|>ring 
Scarce  worth   a  moth's  Bitting,  which   long 

grasses  cross, 
And  one  small  tree  embowers  droopingly  — 
Joying  to  see  some  wandering  insect  won 
To  live  in  its  few  rushes,  or  some  locust 
To  pasture  on  its  boughs,  or  some  wild  bird 
Stoop  for  its  freshness  from  the  trackless  air : 
And  then  should  find  it  but  the  fountain-head. 
Long  lost,  of  some  ^reat  river  washing  towns 
And  towers,  and  seeing  old  woods  which  will  live 
But  by  its  bimks  nntrod  of  human  foot. 
Which,  when  the  great  sun  sinks,  lie  quivering 
In  light  as  some  thing  lieth  half  of  life 
Before  Gknl's  foot,  waitine  a  wondrous  change ; 
Then  girt  with  rooks  whidi  seek  to  turn  or  stay 
Its  course  in  vain,  for  it  does  ever  spread 
Like  a  sea's  arm  as  it  goes  rolling  on. 
Being  the  pulse  of  some  great  country  —  so 
Wast  thou  to  me,  and  art  thou  to  the  world  I 
And  I,  perchance,  half  feel  a  strange  regret 
That  I  am  not  what  I  have  been  to  thee : 
Like  a  girl  one  has  silently  loved  long 
In  her  m*st  loneliness  in  some  retreat. 
When,  late  emerged,  all  gaze  and  glow  to  view 
Her  freeh  eyes  and  soft  hair  and  lips  which 

bloom 
lake  a  mountun  berry :  doubtless  it  is  sweet 
To  see  her  thus  adored,  but  there  have  been 
Moments  when  all  the  world  was  in  our  praise, 
Sweeter  than  any  pride  of  after  hours. 
Yet,  sun-treader,  all  hail!    From  my  heart's 

heart 
I  bid  thee  hail  I    E'en  in  my  wildest  dreams, 
Iproudly  feel  I  would  have  thrown  to  dust 
The  wreaths  of  fame  which  seemed  o'eihanging 

me. 
To  see  thee  for  a  moment  as  thou  art. 


And  if  thou  livest,  if  thou  lovest,  spirit  1 

Remember  me  who  set  this  final  seal 

To  wandering  thought — that  one  so  pure  as  thoia 

Could  never  die.    Remember  me  wno  flung 

All  honor  from  my  soul,  yet  paused  and  said, 

*^  Tliere  ia  one  spark  of  love  remaining  yet. 

For  I  have  naught  in  common  with  hun,  shapcas 

Which  f ollowea  him  avmd  me,  and  foul  forms 

Seek  me,  which  ne'er  could  fasten  on  his  mind  ; 

And  though  I  feel  how  low  I  am  to  him, 

Yet  I  aim  not  even  to  catch  a  tone 

Of  harmonies  he  called  profusely  up ; 

So,  one  gleam  still  remains,  although  the  laat.  ''* 

Remember  me  who  praise  thee  e'en  with  tears. 

For  never  more  shall  I  walk  cahn  with  thee ; 

Thy  sweet  imaginings  are  as  an  air, 

A  melodv  some  wondrous  singer  sings. 

Which,  though  it  haunt  men  oft  in  the  still  eve. 

They  dream  not  to  essay ;  yet  it  no  leas 

But  more  is  honored.    I  was  thine  in  diame. 

And  now  when  all  thy  proud  renown  is  out, 

I  am  a  watcher  whose  eye&  have  grown  dim 

Widi  looking  for  some  star  which  nreaks  on  him 

Altered  and  worn  and  weak  and  full  of  tears. 

Autumn  has  oome  like  spring  retnnied  to  us. 

Won  from  her  girlishness ;  like  one  returned 

A  friend  that  was  a  lover,  nor  forgets 

The  first  warm  love,  but  full  of  sober  thongbta 

Of  fading  years  ;  whose  soft  mouth  quivers  ^et 

With  the  old  smile,  butyet  so  changed  and  still  I 

And  here  am  I  the  sooner,  who  have  probed 

Life's  vanity,  won  by  a  word  ag^n 

Into  my  own  life  —  by  one  little  word 

Of  this  sweet  friend  who  lives  in  loving  me, 

Lives  strangely  on  my  thoughts  and  looks  and 

words. 
As  fathoms  down  some  nameless  ocean  thing 
Its  silent  course  of  quietness  and  joy. 

0  dearest,  if  indeed  I  tell  the  past, 
May'st  thou  forget  it  as  a  sad  sick  dream ! 
Or  if  it  linger  —  my  lost  soul  too  soon 
Sinks  to  itself  and  whispers  we  shall  be 

But  closer  linked,  two  creatures  whom  the  earth 
Bears  singly,  with  strange  feelings  unrevealed 
Save  to  eacn  other ;  or  two  lonely  things 
Created  by  some  power  whose  reign  is  aone, 
Havii^  no  part  in  God  <w  his  brii^ht  world. 

1  am  to  sing  whilst  ebbing  dav  dies  soft. 
As  a  lean  scholar  dies  worn  o'er  his  book. 
And  in  the  heaven  stars  steal  out  one  by  one 
As  hunted  men  steal  to  their  mountain  watch. 
I  must  not  think,  lest  this  new  impulse  die 

In  which  I  trust ;  I  have  no  confidence : 
So,  I  will  sing  on  fsMt  as  fancies  come ; 
Rudely,  the  verse  being  as  the  mood  it  paiiitK. 

I  strip  my  mind  bare,  whose  first  elements 
I  shall  unveil  —  not  as  they  struggle  forth 
In  infancy,  nor  as  they  now  exist. 
When  I  am  grown  above  them  and  can  rule  -- 
But  in  that  middle  stage  when  they  were  full 
Yet  ere  I  had  disposed  them  to  my  will ; 
And  then  I  shall  show  how  these  elements 
Produced  my  present  state,  and  what  it  is. 

I  am  made  up  of  an  intensest  life. 
Of  a  most  olear  idea  of  oonsciouaness 
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iH  self,  distsMt  from  all  its  qualities. 

From  all  affeetioBA,  paamoiw,  feelings,  powers ; 

And  thus  far  it  ejciats,  if  tracked,  in  all : 

Bat  linked,  in  me,  to  self-sapremacy, 

Existing  as  a  centre  to  all  things. 

Must  potent  to  create  and  mle  and  call 

Upcm  aD  thugs  to  minister  to  it ; 

And  to  a  prindple  of  restlessness 

Which  voold  oe  all,  haye,  see,  know,  taste, 

feel,all~ 
Thia  ia  m^elf ;  and  I  should  thus  have  heen 
Thoogli  gifted  lower  than  the  meanest  soul. 

And  of  my  powers,  one  springs  up  to  save 
From  utter  death  a  soul  with  such  desire 
('oofiaed  to  elay  —  of  powers  the  only  one 
\Miieh  marks  me  —  an  ima^mation  whidi 
Has  been  a  very  angel,  oommg  not 
In  fitf  oi  visiaiis,  but  beside  me  ever 
And  never  failing  me ;  so,  though  my  mind 
Forgets  not,  not  a  slwed  of  life  forgets. 
Yet  I  can  take  a  secret  pride  in  calling 
The  dark  past  op  to  quell  It  regally. 

A  mind  like  this  must  diBsiiiate  itself. 

But  I  have  always  had  one  lodestar ;  now, 

As  I  look  back,  I  see  that  I  have  halted 

(>r  hastened  as  I  looked  towards  that  star-— 

A  need,  a  trust,  a  yearning  after  God : 

A  feeling  I  have  analyzed  but  late. 

Bat  it  existed,  and  was  reocMiciled 

With  a  neglect  of  all  I  deemed  his  laws, 

AVhich  yet,  when  seen  in  others,  I  abhorred. 

I  felt  ss  one  beloved,  and  so  shut  in 

From  fear:  and  thence  I  date  my  tmst  in  signs 

And  omens,  for  I  saw  God  ever^jrwhere ; 

And  I  can  only  lay  it  to  the  fruit 

<>f  s  sad  afttt^time  that  I  could  doubt 

Even  his  being  —  e*en  the  while  I  felt 

His  presence,  never  acted  from  myself, 

btill  trusted  in  a  hand  to  lead  me  through 

All  danger ;  and  this  feeling  ever  fought 

Agunst  my  weakest  reason  and  resolve. 

And  I  can  love  nothing —  and  this  dull  truth 
Has  eimie  the  last  :  but  sense  supplies  a  love 
Kaeixcling  me  and  mingling  with  my  life. 

These  make  myself :  I  have  long  sought  in  vain 
To  trsoe  how  they  were  farmed  by  circumstance, 
Yet  ever  found  them  mould  my  wildest  youth 
Where  they  alone  displayed  themselves,  con- 
verted 
All  objects  to  their  use :  now  see  their  course ! 

Thej  csme  to  me  in  my  first  dawn  of  life 
Which  peiirod  alone  with  wisest  ancient  books 
All  halo-girt  with  fancies  of  mv  own  ; 
~^  And  I  myself  went  with  the  tale  —  a  god 
Wandering  after  beauty,  or  a  giant 
•Jtaadiag  vast  in  the  sunset  —  an  old  hunter 
Talkiag  with  gods,  or  a  high-crested  chief 
^^ailiag  with  troops  of  friends  to  Tenedos. 
1  tell  yon,  nan^t  has  ever  been  so  clear 
As  the  place,  the  time,  the  ftuhion  of  those 

lives: 
I  hsd  not  seen  a  work  of  lofty  art, 
><w  woman^s  beauty  nor  sweet  natnre^s  face. 


Yet,  I  sa^,  never  mom  broke  clear  as  those 
On  the  dmi  clustered  isles  in  the  blue  sea, 
The  deep  groves  and  white  temples  and  wet 

caves: 
And  nothing  ever  will  surprise  me  now  — 
Who  stood  beside  the  naked  Swift-footed, 
Who  bound  my  forehead  with  Proserimie*shair. 

And  strange  it  is  that  I  who  could  so  dream 
Should  e^er  have  stooped  to  aim  at  aught  be- 
neath— 
Aught  low  or  m&inful ;  but  I  never  doubted : 
So,  as  I  grew,  1  rudely  shaped  my  life 
To  my  immediate  wants ;  yet  strong  beneath 
Was  a  vague  sense  of  power  though  folded  up — 
A  sense  that,  though  those  sh^es  and  times 

were  past. 
Their  spirit  dwelt  in  me,  with  them  should  rule. 

Then  came  a  pause,  and  long  restraint  chained 

down 
My  soul  tUl  it  was  changed.    I  lost  myself. 
And  were  it  not  that  I  so  loathe  that  loss, 
I  could  recall  how  first  I  learned  to  turn 
My  mind  against  itself ;  and  the  effects 
In  deeds  for  which  remone  were  vain  as  for 
The  wanderings  of  delirious  dream  ;  yet  thence 
Came   cunning,   envy,   falsehood,   all  world's 

wrong 
That  spott^  me :  at  length  I  cleansed  my  soul. 
Yet    long    world's   influence    remained ;   and 

nau^t 
But  the  still  life  I  led,  apart  once  more, 
Which  left  me  free  to  seek  sours  old  delights. 
Could  e'er  have  brought  me  thus  far  back  to 

peace. 

As  peace  returned,  I  sought  out  some  pursuit ; 
Ana  song  rose,  no  new  impulse  bnt  the  one 
With  wmch  all  others  best  could  be  combined. 
My  life  has  not  been  that  of  those  whose  heaven 
Was  lampless  save  where  poesy  shone  out ; 
Bnt  as  a  clime  where  glittering  monntain-tops 
And  glancing  sea  and  forests  steejsed  in  light 
Give  oack  reflected  the  f aroflaahing  stm ; 
For  music  (which  is  earnest  of  a  heaven. 
Seeing  we  know  emotions  strange  b^  it, 
Not  else  to  be  revealed,)  is  like  a  voice, 
A  low  voice  calling  fancy,  as  a  friend, 
To  the  green  woons  in  the  ^y  summer  time : 
And  she  fills  all  the  way  with  dancing  shapes 
Which  have  made  painters  pale,  and  they  go  on 
Till  stars  look  at  them  and  winds  call  to  them 
As  they  leave  life's  path  for  the  twilight  world 
Where  the  dead  gather.    This  was  not  at  first. 
For  I  scarce  knew  what  I  would  do.    I  had 
An  impnlse  but  no  yearning — only  sang. 

And  first  I  sang  as  I  in  dream  have  seen 
Music  wait  on  a  lyrist  for  some  thought, 
Yet  singing  to  herself  until  it  came. 
I  turned  to  those  old  times  and  scenes  where  all 
That  ^s  beautiful  had  birth  for  me,  and  made 
Rude  verses  on  them  all ;  and  then  I  paused  — 
I  had  done  nothing,  so  I  sought  to  know 
What  other  minds  achieved.    No  fear  outbroke 
As  on  the  works  of  mighty  bards  I  gazed. 
In  the  first  joy  at  finding  my  own  thonglits 
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Reeord«»d,  my  own  fancies  jostilied. 

And  their  aspirings  but  mv  Tery  own. 

With  theiu  Ifint  ezpLured  pnasifw  and  mind,  — 

All  to  begin  afresh !    I  rather  sooght 

To  rival  what  I  wondered  at  than  form 

Creations  of  mr  own  ;  if  mnch  was  lifcht 

Lent  by  th«  <itlicrB,  much  was  yet  my  own. 

f  paused  again :  a  change  was  eoming — came: 
I  was  no  more  a  boy.  the  past  was  breaking 
Before  the  future  and  like  fever  worked. 
I  thought  on  my  new  self,  and  all  my  powers 
Bnrst  out.    1  dreamed  not  of  restraint,  but 

gaxed 
On  all  things:  schemes  and  systems  went  and 


And  I  was  prond  <  being  Tainest  of  the  weak) 
In  wandering  o*er  thought's  world  to  seek  some 

one 
To  be  ray  prize,  as  if  yon  wandered  o*er 
The  White  Way  for  a  star. 

And  my  choice  fell 
Not  so  much  on  a  system  as  a  man  — 
On  one,  whom  praise  of  mine  shall  not  offend. 
Who  was  as  calm  as  beanty,  being  such 
Unto  mankind  as  thou  to  me,  Pauline,  ~~ 
Beliering  in  them  and  devoting  all 
His  soul*8  strength  to  their  winning  back  to 

peace; 
Who  sent  forth  hoi>es  and  longings  for  their  sake. 
Clothed  in  all  muision^s  melodies :  such  first 
Caught  roe  ana  set  roe,  slave  of  a  sweet  task. 
To  disentangle,  gather  sense  froro  song: 
Since,  song-tnwoven,  lurked  there  words  which 

seemed 
A  key  to  a  new  world,  the  muttering 
Of  angels,  somethinip  yet  unguessed  by  man. 
How  mv  heart  leapt  as  still  I  ■ought  and  found 
Much  there,  I  felt  my  own  soul  had  conceived. 
But  there  living  and  burning  I    iSoon  the  orb 
Of  his  conceptions  dawned  on  me ;  its  praise 
Lives  in  the  tcMignes  of  men,  men's  orows  are 

hijrh 
When  his  name  means  a  triumph  and  a  pride. 
So,  my  weak  voice  may  well  forbear  to  shame 
What  seemed  decreed  my  fate :  I  threw  myself 
To  meet  it,  I  was  vowed  to  liberty. 
Men  were  to  be  as  gods  and  earth  as  heaven, 
And  I  —  ah,  what  a  life  wa«  inin«>  to  prove  I 
My  whole  soul  rose  to  meet  it.     Now,  Pauline, 
I  shall  go  mad,  if  I  recall  that  time ! 

Oh  let  me  look  back  ere  I  leave  forever 
The  time  which  was  an  hour  one  fondly  waits 
For  a  fair  girl  that  comes  a  withered  hag ! 
And  I  was  lonely,  far  from  woods  and  fields. 
And  amid  diiUest  ughts,  who  should  be  loose 
As  a  stag ;  yet  I  was  full  of  bliss,  who  lived 
With  Plato  and  who  had  the  key  to  life  ; 
And  I  had  dimly  shaped  mv  first  attemnt. 
And  many  a  thought  did  I  bail    up  on  tnought, 
As  the  wild  bee  hangs  cell  to  cell ;  in  vmn, 
For  I  must  still  advance,  no  rest  for  mind. 

T  was  in  my  plan  to  look  on  real  life. 

The  life  all  new  to  roe :  my  theories 

Were  firm,  so  tliem  I  left,  to  look  and  learn 


Mankind,  ito  cares,  hopes,  fears,  its  woes  and  joys; 
And,  as  I  tMndered  va  their  ways,  I  sougtit 
How  bnst  life's  end  might  be  attained  —  an  end 
Comprising  every  joy.    I  deeply  mused. 

And  suddenly  without  heart-wreck  I  awoke 
As  from  a  di^am :  I  said,  '*  *T  was  beaati{ul. 
Yet  but  a  dream,  and  so  adieu  to  it ! " 
As  some  world- wanderer  sees  in  a  far  meadow 
Straii;:e  towers  and  high-walled  gardens  thick 

with  trees. 
Where  somtr  takes  shelter  and  delicioaa  mitlli 
From  laughing  fairy  creatures  peeping  over, 
And  on  the  morrow  when  he  comes  to  lie 
Forever  'neath  those  garden-trees  frait-flnshed 
Sung  round  by  fairies,  all  his  st^arch  is  vain. 
¥)nt  went  m^  hopes  of  perfecting  mankind. 
Next  —faith  in  them,  and  then  in  frt^om's  self 
And  virtue's  self,  then  mv  own  motives,  ends 
And  aims  and  loves,  and  numan  love  went  last. 
I  felt  this  no  decay,  because  new  powets 
Rose  as  old  feelings  left  —  wit,  mockery, 
Light-hf  art«-dness ;  for  I  had  oft  been  sad. 
Mistrusting  my  resolves,  but  now  I  cast 
Hope  joyously  away:  I  laughed  and  said, 
*'No  more  of  this!*'    I  must  not  think:  at 

length 
I  looked  again  to  see  if  all  went  well. 

My  powers  were  greater :  as  some  temple  seemed 
My  soul,  where  naught  is  changed  and  incense 

rolls 
Around  the  altar,  only  God  is  gone 
And  some  dark  spirit  sitteth  in  lus  seat. 
So,  I  passed  through  the  temple  and  to  me 
Knelt  troops  of  shadows,  and  they  cried,  *'  Hail, 

king  I 
We  serve  thee  now  and  thou  shalt  serre  no 

more! 
Call  on  us,  prove  us,  let  us  worship  thee  I  '* 
And  I  said,  '  *  Are  ye  strong  ?   Let  fancy  bear  me 
Far  from  the  iMist ! "    And  I  v  as  borne  away. 
As  Arab  birds  float  sleeping  in  the  wind. 
O'er  deserts,  towers  and  forests,  I  bf  ing  calm. 
And  1  said,  **  I  have  nursed  up  f  iiergi**s, 
'lliev  will  prey  on  me.'*    And  a  band  knelt  low 
And  cried,   *'  Lord,  we  are  here  and  we  will 

make 
Safe  way  for  thee  in  thine  appointed  life  I 
But  look  on  us  t  "   And  I  said,  **  Ye  will  wonihip 
Me  ;  should  my  heart  not  worship  too?  "    Tliey 

shouted, 
''Thyself,  thou  art  our  king  I'*    So,  I  stood 

there 
Smiling — oh,  vanitpr  of  vanities  I 
For  buojwit  and  rejoicing  was  the  spirit 
With  which  I  looked  out  now  to  end  my  coarse ; 
I  felt  once  more  rovself,  my  powers  -  all  mine ; 
I  knew  while  youth  and  health  so  lifted  me 
That,  spite  of  all  life's  nothini^ness,  no  grief 
Came  nigh  me.  I  must  ever  be  l^ht-hearied ; 
And  that  this  knowledire  was  the  only  veil 
Betwixt  iny  and  despair:  no,  if  ain^  came, 
I  should  be  left  — a  wreck  linked  to  a  soid 
Yet  fluttering,  or  mind-broken  and  aware 
Of  my  decay.    So  a  long  Hiinimer  mom 
Found  me ;  and  ere  noon  came.  I  had  resolved 
No  age  slumld  come  on  me  ere  youth  was  spent 
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Far  I  would  wear  myself  oatt  like  that  mam 
Which  wasted  uot  a  sunbeam  ;  every  hour 
I  wofold  make  mine,  and  die. 

And  thus  I  tiou^ht 
To  chain  my  spirit  down  which  erst  1  freed 
For  flints  to  fame  :  I  said,  ''  The  tiuubled  life 
iH  gemus,  seen  so  gay  when  working  forth 
bome  tmsted  end,  grows  sad  when  all  proves 

vain  — 
How  sad  when  men  have  parted  with  traUi^a 

peace 
For  faLiest  fancy  ^s  sake,  which  waited  first 
As  an  obedient  spirit  when  delight 
Came  without  faocy^s  call :  but  alters  soon. 
Comes  darkened,  seldom,  hastens  to  depart, 
I  leaving  a  heavy  darkness  and  wann  tears. 
But  I  snail  never  lose  her ;  she  will  live 
i>earer  for  saeh  seclusion.    I  but  catch 
A  hue,  a  glance  of  what  I  sing :  so,  pain 
Is  linked  with  pleasure,  for  I  nu*er  may  tell 
Half  the  bright  sights  which  dazade  me ;  but 

now 
Mine  shall  be  all  the  radiance  :  let  them  fade 
I'ntold  —  others  shall  rise  as  fair,  as  fast ! 
And  when  all  ^s  done,  the  few  dim  gleams  traoa- 

ferr«d."  — 
(For  a  new  thought  sprang  up  how  well  it  were. 
Discarding  shadowy  hope,  to  weave  such  lays 
As  straight  encircle  men  with  praise  and  love, 
So,  I  should  not  die  utterly,  — should  bring  ^ 
One  branch  from  the  gold  torest,  like  the  knight 
Of  old  tales,  witnessing  I  had  been  there)  — 
**And  when  all^s  done,  how  vain  seems  e*en 


The  vaunted  influence  poets  have  o'er  men ! 
'T  is  a  fine  thing  that  one  weak  as  myself 
Should  sit  in  his  lone  room,  knowing  the  words 
He  utters  in  his  solitude  shall  move 
Men  like  a  swift  wind  —  that  though  dead  and 


N 


gone, 


7 
dr 


shall   glisten  when  his   beauteous 


ew 


Of  love  come  true  in  happier  frames  tban  his. 
Ay,  the  still  night  brings  thoughts  like  these, 

but  mom 
Comes  and  the  mockery  again  laughs  out 
At  hollow  praists,  smiles  allied  to  sneers ; 
And  my  soul's  idol  ever  whispers  me 
To  dwell  with  him  and  his  unhonored  song : 
And  1  foreknow  my  spirit,  that  would  press 
First  in  the  struggle,  tail  again  to  make 
All  bow  enslaTed,  and  I  again  should  sink. 

^*  And  then  know  that  this  curse  wiU  come  on  us. 
To  see  our  idols  perish ;  we  may  wither, 
No  marvel,  we  are  clay,  but  our  low  fate 
Shovld  not  extend  to  those  whom  trustingly 
We  seat  before  into  time's  yawning  gulf 
To  face  what  dread  may  lurk  in  dju*kness  there. 
To  find  the  painter's  glory  pass,  and  feel 
^Insic  can  move  us  not  as  once,  or,  worst. 
To  weep  decaying  wits  ere  the  frail  body 
Decays  I    Naught  makes  me  trust  some  love  is 

true, 
Bnt  the  delidht  of  the  contented  hnrneas 
With  whieh  1  gaie  on  him  I  keep  forever 
Above  me ;  I  to  rise  and  rival  him  ? 


Feed  his  fame  rather  from  my  heart's  best  blood. 
Wither  unseen  that  he  may  tionrisli  still." 

Pauline,  my  soul's  friend,  thou  dost  pity  yet 
liow  this  mood  swayed  me  when  that  soul  found 

thine. 
When  I  had  set  myself  to  live  this  life, 
Defyuig  all  past  glory.    Kre  thou  camust 
I  Seemed  defiant,  sweet,  for  old  deliguts 
Hiid  tlocked  like  birds  again  ;  mu^ic,  my  life. 
Nourished  me  more  than  ever ;  then  the  lore 
Loved  for  itself  and  all  it  shows  —  that  king 
Treading  the  purple  calmly  to  his  death. 
While  round  nim,  like  the  clouds  of  eve,  all 

dusk. 
The  giant  shades  of  fate,  silently  flitting. 
Pile  the  dim  outline  of  the  coming  doom ; 
And  him  sitting  alone  in  blood  while  friends 
Are  hunting  far  in  the  sunshine  ;  and  the  boy 
With  his  white  breast  and  brow  and  clustering 

curls 
Streaked  with  his  mother's  blood,  but  striving 

hard 
To  tell  his  story  ere  his  reason  goes. 
And  when  I  loved  thee  as  love  seemed  so  oft. 
Thou  lovedst  me  indeed :  I  wondering  searched 
My  heart  to  find  some  feeling  like  such  Iotc, 
Believing  I  was  still  much  I  had  been. 
Too  soon  I  found  all  faith  had  gone  from  me, 
And  the  late  glow  of  life,  like  change  on  clouds. 
Proved  not  the  mom-blush  widening  mto  day. 
But  eve  faint-colored  by  the  dving  sun 
While  darkness  hastens  quickly.    I  will  tell 
My  state  as  though  'twere  none  of  mine  — 

despair 
Cannot  come  near  us  --  this  it  is,  my  state. 

Souls  alter  not,  and  mine  must  still  advance ; 
Strange  that  I  knew  not,  when  I  flun^  away 
My  youth's  chief  aims,  their  loss  might  lead  to 

loss 
Of  what  few  I  retained,  and  no  resource 
Be  left  me  :  for  behold  how  changed  is  all ! 
I  cannot  chain  my  soul :  it  will  not  rest 
In  its  clay  prison,  this  most  narrow  sphere : 
It  has  strange  impulse,  tendency,  desire, 
Which  nowise  I  account  for  nor  explain. 
But  cannot  stifle,  being  bound  to  tnutt 
All  feelings  e<]^ua]ly,  to  hear  all  sides : 
How  can  my  life  indulge  them  ?  yet  thoy  live. 
Referring  to  some  state  of  life  unknown. 

My  selfishness  is  satiated  not, 

It  wears  me  like  a  flame ;  my  hunger  for 

All  pleasure,  howsoe'er  minute,  t^xiws  pain  ; 

I  envy  —  how  I  envy  him  whose  soul 

Turns  its  whole  energies  to  some  one  end. 

To  elevate  an  aim,  pursue  success 

However  mean  !    «So,  my  still  baffled  hope 

Seeks  out  abstractions  ;  I  would  have  one  joy, 

But  one  in  life,  so  it  were  wholly  mine, 

OnB  rapture  all  my  soul  conld  fill :  and  this 

Wild  feeling  places  me  in  dream  afar 

In  some  vast  country  where  the  eye  can  see 

No  end  to  the  far  hills  and  dales  bestrewn 

With  shining  towers  and  towns,  till  I  grow 

mad 
Well-nigh,  to  know  not  one  abode  but  holds 
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Some  pleasure,  while  my  aoul  oonld  grasp  the 

world, 
But  most  remain  this  vile  formes  slave.    I  look 
With  hope  to  age  at  last,  which  qnenohingmnoh. 
May  let  me  oom^entrate  what  sparks  it  spares. 

This  restlessness  of  passion  meets  in  me 

A  craving  after  knowled^ :  the  sole  proof 

Of  yet  commanding  will  is  in  Uiat  power 

ReinresBed  ;  for  I  beheld  it  in  its  dawn. 

The  sleepless  harpy  with  just-badding  wings, 

And  1  considered  whether  to  forego 

AU  happy  ignorant  hopes  and  fears,  to  live, 

Finding  a  recompense  in  its  wild  eyes. 

And  when  1  funud  that  1  should  perish  so, 

I  bade  its  wild  eyes  oluee  from  me  forever. 

And  I  am  left  alone  with  old  delights : 

See !  it  lies  in  me  a  chained  thing,  still  prompt 

To  serve  lue  if  I  loooe  its  slightest  bond : 

I  cannot  but  be  proud  of  my  bright  slave. 

iiow  should  this  earth^s  life  prove  my  only 

sphere  ? 
Can  I  so  narrow  sense  but  that  in  life 
•Soul  still  exceeds  it  ?    In  their  elements 
My  love  outsoars  my  reason ;  but  sinee  love 
Perforce  receives  its  object  from  this  earth 
While  reason  wanders  chainless,  the  few  truths 
Caught  from  its  wanderings  have  sufficed  to 

ouell 
Love  chained  below ;  then  what  were  love,  set 

tree. 
Which,  with  the  object  it  demands,  would  pasi 
Reason  companioning  the  ser^ihim  ? 
No,  what  I  teel  mav  pass  all  human  love 
Yet  fall  far  short  of  what  my  love  should  be. 
And  yet  I  seem  more  warped  in  this  than  aught. 
Myself  stands  out  more  hideously  :  of  old 
I  could  forget  myself  in  friendship,  fame. 
Liberty,  nay,  in  love  of  mightier  souls  ; 
But  I  befon  to  know  what  thing  hate  is  — 
To  sicken  and  to  quiver  and  grow  white  — 
And  I  myself  have  furnished  iti  first  prev. 
Hate  of  the  weak  and  ever-wavering  will. 
The  selfishneis,  the  still-decaying  frame  .  .  . 
But  1  must  never  grieve  whom  wii«  can  waft 
Far  from  such  thoughts  —  as  now .    Andromeda ! 
And  she  is  with  me :  years  roll,  1  shall  diange. 
But  change  can  touch  her  not  —  so  beaotif uT 
With  her  fixed  eyes,  earnest  and  stiU,  and  hair 
Lifted  and  spread  by  the  salt-sweeping  breeze. 
And  one  red  beam,  all  the  storm  leaves  in 

heaven. 
Resting  upon  her  eyes  and  hair,  such  hair. 
As  she  awaits  the  snake  on  the  wet  beach 
By  the  dark  rock  and  the  white  wave  just 

breaking 
At  her  feet ;  quite  naked  and  alone  ;  a  thing 
I  doubt  not.  nor  fear  for,  secure  some  god 
To  save  will  come  in  thunder  from  the  stars. 
Let  it  pasB  I    Soul  requires  another  change. 
I  will  be  gifted  with  a  wondrous  mind. 
Yet  sunk  by  error  to  nien^s  sympathy, 
And  in  the  wane  of  life,  jret  only  so 
As  to  call  up  their  fesrs ;  and  there  shall  oome 
A  time  rsouiring  youth's  best  energies ; 
And  lo,  I  fling  age,  sorrow,  sickness  on. 
And  rise  triumphant,  triumph  through  decay. 


And  thus  it  is  that  I  eupply  the  ehaam 
*Twizt  what  I  am  and  ail  I  fain  would  be  : 
But  then  to  know  nothing,  to  hope  for  nothing. 
To  seise  on  lifers  dull  joys  from  a  strange  fear 
Lest,  losing  them,  all  ^s  lost  and  naught  remains ! 

There  *s  some  vile  juggle  with  my  raaaoa  here  ; 
I  feel  I  hot  explain  to  my  own  loss 
These  impulses :  they  live  no  Isjs  the  same. 
Liberty  I  what  though  I  despair  ?  my  Uood 
Rose  never  at  a  slaveys  name  proud  as  now. 
Oh  sympathies,  obscured  by  soi>histries !  — 
Why  else  have  I  sought  refuge  in  myself. 
But  from  the  woes  I  saw  ana  could  not  stav  ** 
Love  1  is  not  this  to  love  thee,  my  Pauline  7 
I  cherish  prejudice,  lest  I  be  left 
Utteriy  loveless  ?  witness  my  belief 
In  poets,  though  lad  change  has  come  there  too ; 
No  more  I  leave  myself  to  follow  them  — 
Unconsciously  I  measure  me  by  them  — 
Let  me  forfret  it :  and  I  cherisn  most 
Mv  love  of  England  —  how  her  name,  a  word 
Of  hers  in  a  strange  tongue  makes  my  heart 
beat  I 

Ptailine,  could  I  but  break  the  spell!    Not 

now  — 
All 's  fever  —*  but  when  eaUn  shall  come  again. 
I  am  prepared :  I  have  made  life  my  own. 
I  would  not  be  content  with  all  the  change 
One  frame  should  feel,  but  I  have  gone  in 

thought 
Through  afl  conjuncture.  I  have  lived  all  life 
When  it  is  roost  aKve,  wnere  strangest  fate 
New-shapes  it  past  surmise  —  the  throes  of  men 
Bit  by  some  outm  or  in  the  grasps  of  doom 
Half-visible  snd  still-increasing  round. 
Or  crowning  their  wide  being^s  general  aim. 

These  are  wild  fancies,  but  I  feel,  sweet  friend. 
As  one  breathing  his  weakness  to  the  ear 
Of  pityinjr  angel  —  dear  as  a  winter  flower, 
A  uignt  flower  nowing  alone,  and  offering 
Its  frail  cup  of  tliree  leaves  to  the  cold  sun. 
Yet  joyous  and  confiding  like  the  triumph 
Of  a  chUd  :  and  why  am  I  not  worthy  taee  f 
I  can  live  all  the  life  of  plants,  and  rase 
Drowsily  on  the  bees  that  flit  and  play. 
Or  bare  my  breast  for  sunbeams  whidi  will 

kill. 
Or  open  in  the  night  of  aonnds,  to  look 
For  the  dim  stars ;  I  can  mount  with  the  bird 
Leaping  airily  his  pyramid  of  leaves 
And  twisted  boiii^hs  of  siime  tall  mountain  tree. 
Or  rise  cheerfully  springing  to  the  heavens ; 
Or  like  a  fish  breatne  deep  the  rooming  air 
In  the  misty  suiHwarm  water ;  or  with  flower 
And  tree  can  smile  in  lif^t  at  the  sinking  sun 
Just  ss  the  storm  oomes,  as  a  girl  would  look 
On  a  departing  lover  —  most  serene. 

Pauline,  ooroe  with  me,  see  how  I  oonld  build 
A  home  for  us,  out  of  Uie  world,  in  thought  I 
I  am  uplifted :  fly  with  roe,  Pauline  I 

Night,  and  one  single  ridge  of  narrow  Mth 
Between  the  sullen  river  and  the  woocu 
Waving  and  mattering,  for  the  moonless  night 
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Hm  shaped  them  into  images  of  life. 
Like  the  upfirine  of  the  giaDt-ghosts, 
Lookinf^  on  eartn  to  know  how  their  aons  haee : 
Thoa  art  so  dose  by  me,  the  roiiirhest  swell 
Of  wind  in  the  tree  tons  hides  not  the  panting 
Of  ihj  soft  breasts.    No,  we  will  pass  to  mom- 


Morning,  the  roeks  and  TdUeys  and  old  woods. 
How  thib  sun  brif^htens  in  the  mi^t,  and  here, 
Half  in  the  air,  like  oreatiiree  of  the  place. 
Troatinp  the  element,  livii^  on  higrh  boog^hs 
That  swing*  in  the  wind  —  look  at  the  silver 

Flan?  nam  the  foam-sheet  of  the  cataract 
Amid  the  broken  rooks  I    Shall  we  stay  here 
With  the  wild  hawks  ?    No,  ere  the  hot  noon 

come. 
Dive  we  down — safe !    See  this  our  new  retreat 
Walled   in  with  a  sloped  mound   of  matted 

shmba, 
fHrk,  taneled,  old  and  green,  still  sloping  down 
To  a  small  pool  whose  waters  lie  asleep 
Amid  the  trailing  boughs  turned  water-plants : 
And  tall  trees  overarch  to  keep  us  in, 
Bivakin^  the  snnbeams  into  emerald  shafts, 
And  in  we  dreamy  water  one  small  group 
(>f  two  or  three  steange  trees  are  got  together 
Wonderuu:  at  all  around,  as  strange  beasts  herd 
Tu^ether  far  from  thoir  own  land :  all  wildn^s. 
No  turf  nor  moss,  for  boughs  and  plants  pave  all, 
And  tonsrues  of  bank  go  shelving  in  thu  lymph. 
Where  the  pale^roatod  snake  reclines  his  head, 
And  old  gray  stones  lie  making  eddies  there. 
The  wild-mice  croas  them  dry-snod.    1  )eeper  in ! 
>hat  thy  soft  eyes  —  now  look  —  still  deeper  in  ! 
This  is  the  very  heart  of  the  woods  all  round 
Mouataiih4ike  neaped  above  us  ;  yet  even  here 
<  >ne  pood  of  water  gleams ;  far  off  the  river 
^tkeepa  like  a  sea,  barred  out  from  land ;  but 

one  — 
( hie  thin  clear  sheet  has  overleaped  and  wound 
Into  this  silent  depth,  which  gained,  it  lies 
Mill,  as  but  let  by  sufferance  :  the  trees  bend 
O'er  it  as  wild  men  watch  a  sleeping  ^rl. 
And  through  their  roots  long  creeping  plants 

out-stretch 
Their  twined  hair,  steeped  and  sparkling ;  far- 
ther on. 
Tall  rushes  and  thick  flag-knots  have  combined 
To  narrow  it ;  so,  at  Ungth,  a  silver  thread. 
It  winds,  all  noiselessly  through  the  deep  wood 
Tin  through  a  deft-way,  through  the  mom  and 

•tone, 
It  joins  its  parent-river  with  a  shout. 

rp  for  the  flowing  day.  leave  the  old  woods ! 
Ve.  they  part  like  a  mined  arch  :  the  sky  I 
N(Hhin^  but  sky  appears,  so  close  the  roots 
And  grsai  of  the  hill-top  level  with  the  air~ 
Bine  sunny  air,  where  a  great  cloud  floats  ladf  n 
With  li^ht,  like  a  dead  whale  that  white  birds 

pick. 
Floating  away  in  the  snn  in  some  north  sea. 
Air,  air,  fresh  life-blood,  thin  and  searching  air. 
The  dear,  dear  breath  of  God  that  loveth  us, 
Wh«t«  small  birds  reel  and  winds  take  their  de- 

IlBfatl 
Water  is  beontiful,  bnt  not  like  air : 


See,  where  the  solid  azure  watets  lie 
Made  as  of  thickened  air,  and  down  below. 
The  fern-ranks  like  a  forest  spread  themselves 
As  though  each  pore  could  feel  the  element ; 
Where  the  quick  glancing  serpent  winds  his 

wav. 
Float  with  me  there,  Pauline !  —  but  not  like  air. 

Down  the  hill  I  Stop  -^  a  clump  of  trees,  see,  set 
On  a  heap  of  rock,  which  look  o'er  the  far  plain : 
So,  envious  climbing  shrubs  would  mount  to  rest 
And  peer  from  their  spread  boughs ;  wide  they 

wave,  looking 
At  the  muleteers  who  whistle  on  their  way, 
To  the  merry  chime  of  morning  bells,  past  all 
The  little  smoking  cots,  mid  flelds  and  banks 
And  copses  bright  in  the  sun.    My  spirit  wan- 
ders: 
Hedgerows  for  me  —  those  living  hedgerows 

where 
The  bushes  close  and  clasp  above  and  keep 
Thought  in  —  I  am  concentrated  —  I  feel ; 
But  my  soul  saddens  when  it  looks  beyond : 
I  cannot  be  immortal,  taste  all  joy. 

O  God,  where  do  they  tend  —  these  struggling 


What  would  I  have?    What  is  this  ''sleep'' 

which  seems 
To  bound  all  ?  can  there  be  a  "'  waking  "  point 
Of  crowning  life  ?    The  soul  would  never  rule ; 
It  would  be  first  in  all  things,  it  would  have 
Its  utmost  pleasure  filled,  but,  that  complete, 
Commanding,  for  commanding,  sickens  it. 
The  last  point  I  can  trace  is  —  rest  beneath 
Some  better  essence  than  itself,  in  weaknras ; 
This  is  ''myself,'*  not  what  I  think  should  be : 
And  what  is  that  I  hunger  for  but  God  ? 

My  God,  my  God,  let  me  for  once  look  on  thee 
As  though  naught  else  existed,  we  alone  I 
And  as  creation  crumbles,  my  souFs  spark 
Expands  till  I  can  say,  —  Even  from  mvself 
I  need  thee  and  I  feel  thee  and  I  love  tnee. 
I  do  not  plead  my  rapture  in  thy  works 
For  love  of  thee,  nor  that  I  feel  as  one 
Who  cannot  die  :  but  there  is  that  in  me 
VThich  turns  to  thee,  which  loves  ot  which 
should  love. 

Wliy  have  I  girt  myself  with  this  hell-dress  ? 

W^hy  have  I  labored  to  put  out  my  life  ? 

Li  it  not  in  my  nature  to  adore. 

And  e'en  for  all  my  resson  do  I  not 

Feel  him,  and  thank  him,  and  pray  to  him  — 

now? 
Can  I  forego  the  trust  that  he  loves  me  ? 
Do  I  not  feel  a  love  which  only  onr  .  .  . 

0  thou  oale  form,  so  dimly  seen,  deep-eyed ! 

1  have  denied  thee  caknly  —  do  I  not 

Pant  when  I  read  of  thy  oonsuramate  power. 

And  bum  to  see  thy  calm  pure  truths  out-flash 

The  brightest  gleams  of  earth's  philosophy  ? 

Do  I  not  shake  to  hear  aught  question  thee  ? 

If  I  am  erring  save  me,  madden  me. 

Take  from  me  powers  and  pleasures,  let  me  die 

Ages,  so  I  see  tnee  !  I  am  knit  round 

As  with  a  charm  by  sin  and  lust  and  pride. 


lO 
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Yet  thougrh  my  wandering  dreams  have  seen 

all  shapea 
Of  strange  delight,  oft  have  I  stood  by  thee  — 
Have  I  ^en  keeping  lonely  watoh  with  thee 
In  the  damp  night  by  weeping  Olivet, 
Or  leaning  on  tnj  boeom,  proudly  less, 
Or  dying  with  thee  on  the  lonely  crass, 
Or  witnessing  thine  outburst  from  the  tomb. 

A  mortal,  sin's  familiar  friend,  doth  here 
Avow  that  he  wUl  give  all  earth  ^b  reward, 
But  to  believe  and  numbly  teach  the  faith. 
In  snffexing  and  poverty  and  shame. 
Only  believing  he  is  not  unloved. 

And  now,  m^  Pauline,  I  am  thine  forever ! 
I  feel  the  spirit  which  has  buoyed  me  up 
Desert  me,  and  old  shades  are  gathering  fast ; 
Yet  whUe  the  iMt  li||[ht  waits,  I  would  say  much, 
This  chiefly,  it  is  gain  that  I  have  said 
Somewhat  of  love  I  ever  felt  for  thee 
But  seldom  told ;  oar  hearts  so  beat  together 
That  speech  seemed  mockery ;  but  when  dark 

hours  come, 
And  joy  departs,  and  thou,  sweet,  deem'st  it 

strange 
A  sorrow  moves  me,  thou  canst  not  remove. 
Look  on  this  lay  I  dedicate  to  thee. 
Which  through  thee  I  began,  which  thus  I  end, 
Collecting  the  last  gleams  to  strive  to  tell 
How  I  am  thine,  and  more  than  ever  now 
That  I  sink  fast :  yet  though  I  deeplier  sink. 
No  less  song  proves  one  word  has  brought  me 

bliss^ 
Another  still  may  win  bliss  surely  back. 
Thou  knowest,  dear,  I  could  not  think  all  calm. 
For  fancies  followed  thought  and  bore  me  off, 
And  left  all  indistinct ;  ere  one  was  caught 
Another  glanced ;  so,  dazzled  by  my  wealth, 
I  knew  not  which  to  leave  nor  which  to  choose. 
For  all  so  floated,  naught  was  fixed  and  firm. 
And  then  thou  said'st  a  perfect  bard  was  one 
Who  chronicled  the  stages  of  all  life. 
And  so  thou  bad'st  me  shadow  this  first  stage. 
'T  is  done,  and  even  now  I  recognize 
The  shift,  the  change  from  last  to  past  — discern 
Faintly  how  life  is  truth  and  trutn  is  good. 
And  why  thou  must  be  mine  is.  that  eVn  now 
In  the  dim  hush  of  night,  that  I  have  done, 
Despite     the     sad     forebodings,    love     looks 

through  — 
Whispers,  —  E'en  at  the  last  I  have  her  still. 
With  her  delicious  eyes  as  clear  as  heaven 
When  rain  in  a  quick  shower  has  beat  down 

mist. 
And  clouds  float  white  above  like  broods  of 

swans. 
How  the  blood  lies  upon  her  cheek,  outspread 
As  thinned  by  kiss^^s  I  only  in  her  lips 
It  wells  and  pulses  like  a  living  thing. 
And  her  neck  looks  like  marble  misted  o*er 
Widi  love-breath, — a   Pauline  from  heights 

above, 
Stooping  beneath  me,  looking  up  —  one  look 
As  I  might  kill  her  and  be  loved  the  more. 

So,  love  me  —  me,  Pauline,  and  naught  but  me. 
Never  leave  loving !    Words  are  wild  and  weak. 


Believe  them  not,  Pauline !    I  stabied  myself 
But  to  behold  thee  purer  bv  my  side. 
To  show  thou  art  my  breath,  my  life,  a  last 
Resource,  an  extreme  want :  never  believe 
Aught  better  could  so  look  on  thee ;  iior  seek 
Agaui  the  world  of  good  thoughts  left  for  mine  ! 
There  were  bright  troops  of  undiscovered  suua. 
Each  equal  in  their  radiant  course ;  there  were 
Clusters  of  far  fair  isles  which  ocean  kept 
For  his  own  joy,  and  his  waves  broke  on  them 
Without  a  choice ;  and  there  was  a  dim  cro'wd 
Ot  visions,  each  a  part  of  some  grand  whole  : 
And  one  star  left  his  peers  and  came  with  peace 
Upon  a  storm,  and  all  eyes  pined  for  him ; 
And  one  isle  harbored  a  sea-beaten  ship. 
And  the   crew  wandered  in  its  bowers  and 

plucked 
Its  fruits  and  gave  up  all  their  hopes  of  home  ; 
And  one  dream  came  to  a  pale  poet's  sleep. 
And  he  said,  **  I  am  singled  out  by  God,  ^ 
No  sin  must  touch  me."     Words  are  wild  and 

weak. 
But  what  they  would  express  is,  —  Leave  lue 

not, 
Still  sit  by  me  with  beating  breast  and  hair 
Loosened,  be  watching  earnest  by  my  side, 
Turning  my  books  or  kissing  me  when  I 
Look  up  —  like  summer  wind  I     Be  still  to  me 
A  kelp  to  music's  mystery  which  mind  fails 
To  fathom,  its  solution,  no  mere  due  I 

0  reason's  pedantry,  life's  rule  prescribed  I 

1  hopeless,  1  the  loveless,  hope  and  love. 
WiMr  and  better,  know  me  now,  not  when 
You  loTed  me  as  I  was.    Smile  not !    I  have 
Much  yet  to  dawn  on  you,  to  gladden  yon. 

No  more  of  the  past  I    I  '11  look  within  no  more, 
I  have  too  trusted  my  own  lawless  wants, 
Too  trusted  ray  \ain  self,  vague  intuition — 
Draining  soul's  wine  alone  in  the  still  night. 
And  seeing  how,  as  gathering  films  arose, 
As  by  an  inspiration  life  seemed  bare  * 

And  grinning  in  its  vanity,  while  ends 
Foul  to  be  dreamed  of,  smiled  at  me  as  fixed 
And  fair,  while  others  changed  from  fair  to  foul 
As  a  young  witch  turns  an  old  hag  at  night. 
No  more  of  this !    We  will  go  hand  in  hand, 
I  with  thee,  even  as  a  child  —;  love's  slave. 
Looking  no  farther  than  his  li^e  commands. 

And  thon  hast  chosen  where  this  life  shall  be  : 
The  land  which  gave  me  thee  shall  be  our  home. 
Where  nature  lies  all  wild  amid  her  lakes 
And  snow-flwathed  mountains  and   vast  pines 

begirt 
With  ropes  of  snow  —  where  nature  lies  all  bare. 
Suffering  none  to  view  her  but  a  race 
Or  stinted  or  deformed,  like  the  mute  dwarfs 
Which  wait  upon  a  naked  Indian  queen. 
And  there  (the  time  being  when  the  heavens 

are  thick 
With  storm)  I  '11  sit  with  thee  while  thou  dost 

sing 
Thy  native  songs,  gay  as  a  desert  bird 
Which  crieth  as  it  flies  for  perfect  joy. 
Or  telling  me  old  stories  of  dead  knights ; 
Or  I  will  read  great  lays  to  thee  —  how  she. 
The  fair  pale  sister,  went  to  her  chill  grave 
With  power  to  love  and  to  be  loTed  and  live : 
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Or  we  will  go  together,  like  twin  gods 
( H  the  infernal  world,  with  scented  lamp 
<  h-er  the  dead,  to  call  and  to  awake, 
f  Wer  the  nnahaped  imi^fes  which  lie 
Within  my  mind's  cave  :  only  leaving  all, 
lliat  tells  of  the  past  doubt.     ISo,  when  spring 

comes 
With  sunshine  hack  again  like  an  old  smile, 
And  the  fresh  waters  and  awakened  birds 
And  budding  woods  await  us,  I  shall  be 
iVepared,  and  we  will  question  life  once  more, 
Till  its  old  sense  shall  oome  renewed  by  change. 
Like  some  clear  thought  which  harsh  words 

veiled  before ; 
Peeling  God  loves  us,  and  that  all  which  errs 
Is  but  a  dream  which  death  will  dtssipate. 
And  then  what  need  of  longer  exile  ?    8eek 
Mv  England,  and,  again  there,  oabn  approach 
Ail  I  once  fled  from,  calmly  look  on  those 
The  works  of  my  past  weakness,  as  one  views 
Some  scene  where  danger  met  him  long  before. 
Ah    that    such    pleasant    life   should    be  but 

dreamed! 

But  whate'er  come  of  it,  and  though  it  fade, 
And  though  ere  the  cold  morning  ul  be  ^one. 
As  it  m^y  bo ;  —  though  music  wait  to  wile. 
And  strange  eyes  and  bright  wine  lure,  laugh 

like  sin 
Which  steals  back  softly  on  a  soul  half  saved, 
And  I  the  first  deny,  decry,  despise,  ^ 
With  this  avowal,  these  intents  so  fair,  — 
Stall  be  it  all  my  own,  this  moment's  pride  I 
No  leas  I  make  an  end^  in  perfect  joy. 
E^'en  in  my  brightest  time,  a  lurking  fear 
Possessed  me :   I  well  knew  my  weak  resolves, 
1  felt  the  witchery  that  makes  mind  sleep 
Over  its  treasure,  as  one  half  afraid 
To  make  his  riches  definite  :  but  now 
These  feelings  shall  not  utterly  be  lost, 
I  shall  not  know  again  that  nameless  care 
Ijcst,  leaving  all  undone  in  youth,  some  new 
And  undreamed  end  reveal  itself  too  Late : 
For  this  song  shall  remain  to  tell  forever 
That  when  I  lost  all  hope  of  such  a  change. 
Suddenly  beanty  rose  on  me  again. 
No  leas  I  make  an  end  in  perfect  joy. 
For  I,  who  thus  again  was  visited. 
Shall  doubt  not  many  another  bliss  awaits. 
And,  though  this  weak  soul  sink  and  darkn 

whelm, 
SoBM  little  word  shall  light  it,  raise  aloft. 


To  where  I  dearlier  see  and  better  love. 
As  I  again  go  o'er  the  tracts  of  thought 
Like  one  who  has  a  right,  and  I  shall  live 
With  poets,  calmer,  purer  still  each  time. 
And  beauteous  shapes  will  come  for  me  to  seize, 
And  unknown  secrets  will  be  trusted  me 
Which  were  denied  the  waverer  onoe ;  but  now 
I  shall  be  priest  and  prophet  as  of  old. 

Sun-treader,  I  belicTe  in  God  and  truth 
And  love ;  and  as  one  just  escaped  from  death 
Would  bind  himself  in  bands  of  friends  to  feel 
He  lives  indeed,  so,  I  would  lean  on  thee  I 
Thou  must  be  ever  with  me,  most  in  gloom 
If  such  must  come,  but  chiefly  when  I  die. 
For  I  seem,  dying,  as  one  going  in  the  dark 
To  fight  a  giant :  but  hve  thou  forever. 
And  be  to  all  what  thou  hast  been  to  me  t 
All  in  whom  this  wakes  pleasant  thoughts  of  me 
Know  my  last  state  is  happy,  free  from  doubt 
Or  touch  of  fear.    Love  me  and  wish  me  well. 


SONNET. 

Mr.  Gosse  in  his  Personalia  copies  from  the 
Monthly  Repository  the  following  sonnet.  Three 
other  piecee  first  printed  in  the  same  periodical 
will  be  found  as  afterward  grouped  in  Bells 
and  PomegranaUs, 

Ete8,  calm  beside  thee  (Lady,  couldst  thou 
know !) 
May  turn  away  thick  with  fast  gathering 
tears: 
I  glance  not  where  all  gaze :  thrilling  and  low 
Their   passionate    praises   reach    thee  —  my 
cheek  wears 
Alone  no  wonder  when  thou  passest  by ; 
Thy  tremulous  lids,  bent  and  suffused,  reply 
To  the  irrepressible  homa^  which  doth  glow 

On  every  lip  but  mine :  if  in  thine  ears 
Their  accents  linger —  and  thou  dost  recall 
Me  as  I  stood,  still,  guarded,  very  pale. 
Beside  each  votarist  whose  lighted  brow 
Wore  worship  like  an  aureole,  **  O'er  tlwm  all 
My  beauty,"  thou  wilt  murmur,  **  did  pre- 
vail 
Save  that  one  only :  "  —  Lady,  oonldst  thon 
know! 

August  17, 1834. 
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IHSCIIIBBO  TO 

AM^D^E   DE    RIPERT-MONCLAR 

BY   HIS   APriCTIONATE   FRIEND 

London,  Maich  15,  18)5.  R.  B. 


The  dedication  of  Paracelsus  was,  in  a  de- 
gne,  the  payment  of  a  debt,  for  it  was  the 
yonng  coimt,  fonr  years  older  than  Browning, 
and  at  the  time  a  private  agent  in  Eng^iand  be- 
tween the  Duchewe  de  Bern  and  her  royalist 
friends  in  France,  who  suggested  the  subject 
to  the  poet.  Hlien  first  pnbliHhed  Paracelsus 
had  the  following  Preface  :  "'  1  am  anxious  that 
the  reader  should  not,  at  the  very  oatset,  — 
mistaking  my  performance  for  one  of  a  class 
with  which  it  has  nothing  in  common,  —  judge 
it  by  principles  on  which  it  was  never  moulded^ 
and  subject  it  to  a  standard  to  which  it  was 
never  meant  to  conform.  I  therefore  anticipate 
his  discorery,  that  it  is  an  attempt,  probably 
more  novel  than  happy,  to  reverse  the  method 
usually  adopted  by  writers  whose  aim  it  is  to 
set  forth  any  phenomena  of  the  mind  or  the 
passions,  by  the  operation  of  persons  and  events ; 
and  that,  instead  of  having  recourse  to  an  ex- 
ternal machinery  of  incidents  to  create  and 
evolve  the  crisis  I  desire  to  produce,  I  have 
ventured  to  display  somewhat  minutely  the 
mood  itself  in  iu  rise  and  progress,  and  have 
suffered  the  agency  by  which  it  is  influenced 
and  determined,  to  be  generally  discernible  in 
its  effeets  alone,  and  subordinate  throughout,  if 
not  altogether  excluded :  and  thii  for  a  reason. 
I  have  endeavored  to  write  a  poem,  not  a  drama : 
the  canons  of  the  drama  are  well  known,  and  I 
cannot  but  think  that,  inasmuch  as  they  have 

PERSONS 

Avwaaun  PASAcsiMm,  s  ttudeBt. 
FtaTDt  and  Hicral,  hia  friends. 
Araua,  so  Itslisn  poet. 


I.    PARACELSUS  ASPIRES 

Bcune,   IVurtburff :  a  gartteH  in  the  enrirons.    1612. 

Fsnrrf,  Pasacblius.  Hichal. 

Paraf^Uus.    Come  dose  to  me,  dear  friends ; 
still  closer ;  thus  t 
Close  to  the  heart  which,  though  long  time  roll  by 
En*  it  again  b«iit  quicker,  prMwed  to  yours. 
As  now  it  beats  — perchance  a  long,  long  time  — 
At  least  hencefortn  your  memories  shall  make 
Ouiet  and  fragrant  as  befits  their  home. 
Kor  shall  my  memory  want  a  home  in  yonrs  — 
Alas,  that  it  requires  too  well  such  free 
Forgiving  love  as  shall  embalm  it  there  1 


immediate  regard  to  stage  representation,  the 
peculiar  advantages  they  hold  oat  are  really 
sueh  only  so  long  as  the  purpose  for  which  they 
were  at  first  institnted  is  kept  in  view.  I  do 
not  very  well  understand  what  is  called  a  Dra- 
matic Poem,  wlierviu  all  those  restrictions  only 
submitted  to  on  account  of  compensating  good 
in  the  original  scheme  are  sempnlonaly  re- 
tained, OS  though  for  some  special  fitneos  in 
themselves  —  and  all  new  faciliries  placed  at  an 
author^s  disixMal  by  the  vehicle  he  selects,  as 
pertinaciously  rejected.  It  is  certain,  however, 
that  a  work  like  mine  depends  on  the  intelli- 
gence and  sympathy  of  the  fonder  for  its 
suoeesi,  —  indeed  were  my  soenes  stafs,  H  must 
be  his  coonerating  fancy  which,  supplying  all 
chasms,  shall  collect  the  scattered  lights  into 
one  constellation  —  a  Lyre  or  a  Crown.  I  trust 
for  his  indulgence  towards  a  poem  which  liad 
not  been  imagined  six  months  ago:  and  that 
even  should  he  think  slightingly  ci  the  present 
(an  experiment  I  am  in  no  case  fikely  to  repeat  • 
he  will  not  be  prejudiced  against  other  produc- 
tions which  may  follow  in  a  more  popular,  and 
perhaps  leas  difficult  form.** 

Mr.  Browning,  senior,  paid  for  the  pnbtieation 
of  Paracelsus.  In  its  final  form,  as  here  given, 
it  is  greatly  changed,  not  in  structure  but  in 
phrase.  Mr.  Cooke  states  that  the  change  af- 
fects nearly  a  third  of  the  lines. 


For  if  you  would  remember  me  aright. 
As  I  was  bom  to  be,  you  must  forget 
All  fitful,  strange  and  moody  waywardm 
Which  e*er  confused  my  better  snirit,  to  dwell 
Only  on  moments  such  as  these,  aear  friends ! 
—  My  heart  no  truer,  but  my  words  and  wa>*s 
More   true   to   it:    as    Michal,  some    mouths 

hence. 
Will  say,  "  this  autumn  was  a  pleasant  time,*^ 
For  some  few  sunny  days ;  and  overlook 
Its  bleak  wind,  hankering  after  pining  leaves. 
Autumn  would  fain  be  sunny  :  x  would  look 
Liker  my  nature*s  truth  :  ana  both  are  frail. 
And  both  beloved,  for  all  our  frailty. 
Michal.  •  AnnMile  I 

jPar.    Drop  by  drop  t  she  is  weeping  like  a 

child ! 
Not  so !    I  am  content  —  more  than  content ; 
Nay,  autumn  wins  you  best  by  this  its  mute 
Appeal  to  sympathy  for  its  decay  : 
Look  up,  sweet  Michal,  nor  esteem  the  U 
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Your  stained  and  drooping  Tines  their  gimpes 

bow  down, 
Nor  blame  those  creaking  trees  bent  with  their 

fruit. 
That  apple-tree  with  a  rare  after-birth 
( H  peeping  blooms  sprinkled  its  wealth  among  t 
llien  for  the  winds  —  what  wind  that  ever  raved 
Shall  vex  that  ash  which  overlooks  you  both, 
So  proud  it  wears  its  berries  ?    Aii,  at  length, 
The  old  smile  meet  for  her^  the  lady  of  this 
•Sequesterod  nest !  —  this  kingdom,  limited 
Alon-j  by  one  old  populous  green  wall 
Tenanted  by  the  oTer-busy  tlies. 
(rrav  crickets  and  sh^  lizards  and  quick  spiders, 
EacD  family  of  the  siiver-threaded  moss  — 
Which,  look  through  near,  this  way,  and  it 

appears 
A  stubble-field  or  a  eane-brake,  a  marsh 
()f  bulrush  whitening  in  the  sun  :  laugh  now  I 
Fancy  the  crickets,  each  one  in  his  house, 
Loolun^  f  mt,  wondering  at  the  world  —  or  best, 
Yon  painted  snail  with  his  gay  shell  of  dew. 
Travelling  to  see  the  glossy  balls  high  up 
llunff  by  the  caterpillar,  like  gold  lamps. 
Mtch,    In  truth  we  have  lived  carelessly  and 

weU. 
Par,    And  shall,  ray  perfect  pair !  —  each, 

tmst  me,  bom 
For  the  other ;  nay,  your  very  hair,  when  mixed. 
Is  of  cme  hue.    For  where  save  in  this  nook 
Shall  you  two  walk,  when  I  am  far  away. 
And  wish  me  prosperous  fortune  ?    Stay  :  that 

plant 
Shall  never  wave  its  tangles  lightly  and  softly, 
As  a  qiieen*s  languid  and  imperial  arm 
\Muen  scatters  crowns  among  her  loven,  but  you 
Sh^  be  reminded  to  predict  to  me 
Some  frreat  success!    Ah  lee,  the  sun  sinks  broad 
Behind  Saint  Saviour's :  wholly  gone,  at  last  ( 
Fetiug,    Now,  Aureole,  stay  those  wandering 

eyes  awhile  I 
You  are  ours  to-night,  at  least ;  and  while  yon 

spoke 
Of  Mi^al  and  her  tears,  I  thought  that  none 
Could  willing  leave  what  he  so  seemed  to  love  : 
But  that  last  look  destroys  my  dream  ~' that 

look 
As  if,  whereW  you  gaaed,  there  stood  a  star ! 
How  far  was  Wiirsbiirg  with  its  church  and  spire 
And  garden-walls  and  all  things  they  contain. 
From  that  look*s  far  alighting  ? 

Par,  I  but  spoke 

And  looked  alike  from  simple  joy  to  see 
The  beings  I  love  best,  shut  in  so  well 
From  aU  rude  ohanoes  like  to  be  my  lot. 
That,  when  afar,  my  weary  spirit,  —  disposed 
To  Inae  awhile  its  care  in  sootning  thoufrfits 
Of  tlieni,  their  pleasant  features,  looks  and 

words,  — 
Needs  never  hesitate,  nor  apprehend 
EaoroaohiBg  trouble  may  have  reached  them 

too. 
Nor  have  reeoorse  to  fancy's  busy  aid 
And  faahion  even  a  wiih  in  their  oehalf 
Beyond  what  they  posssso  alreadv  here ; 
But,  mobstmeted,  may  at  once  forget 
Itself  in  tiiem.  assured  now  well  they  fare. 
finaidn,  tUa  Fsatna  knows  he  holds  me  one 


Whom  quiet  and  its  charms  arrest  in  vun, 
One  scarce  aware  of  aU  the  joys  I  quit. 
Too  filled  with  airy  hopes  to  make  account 
Of  soft  delights  his  own  heart  gamers  up : 
Whereas  behold  how  much  our  sense  of  all 
That 's  beauteous  proves  alike !    When  Festus 

learns 
That  every  common  pleasure  of  the  world 
Affects  me  as  himself  ;  that  I  have  just 
As  varied  appetite  for  joy  derived 
From  common  things  ;  a  stake  in  life,  in  short, 
Like  bis ;  a  stake  which  rash  pursuit  of  aims 
That  life  a£Pords  not,  would  as  soon  destroy  ;  — 
He  may  convince  himself  that,  this  in  view, 
I  shidl  act  well  »1  vised.    And  last,  because, 
Though  heaven  and  earth  and  all  things  were 

at  stake, 
Sweet  Michai  must  not  weep,  our  parting  eve. 
Fest,    True:  and  the  eve  is  deepening,  and 

we  sit 
As  little  anxious  to  beein  our  talk 
As  though  to-morrow  I  could  hint  of  it 
As  we  paced  arm-in-arm  the  cheerful  town 
At  sun-dawn  ;  or  could  whisper  it  by  fits^ 
(Trithemius  busied  with  his  class  the  while) 
In  that  dim  chamber  where  the  noon-streaks  peer 
Half-frightened  by  the  awful  tomes  around  ; 
Or  in  some  grassy  lane  tmbosom  all 
From  even-blush  to  midnight :  but,  to-morrow ! 
Have  I  full  leave  to  tell  my  inmost  mind  ? 
We  have  been  brothers,  and  henceforth  the 

world 
Will  rise  between  us :  —  all  my  freest  mind  ? 
*T  is  the  last  night,  dear  Aureole  I 

Par.  Oh,  say  on  I 

Devise  some  test  of  love,  some  arduous  feat 
To  be  performed  for  you  :  say  on  !    If  night 
Be  spent  the  while,  the  better !    Recall  how  oft 
My  wondrous  plans  and  dreams  and  hopes  and 

fears 
Have  —  never  wearied  von,  oh  no !  —  as  I 
Recall,  and  never  vividly  as  now. 
Your  true  affection,  bom  when  Einsiedeln 
And  its  green  hiUs  were  all  the  world  to  us ; 
And  stUI  increasing  to  this  night  which  ends 
My  further  stay  at  Wiirzburg.    Oh,  cme  day 
You  shall  be  verv  proud  I   Say  on,  dear  friends ! 
Fe^,  In  trath  ?   'T  is  for  my  proper  peace,  in- 
deed, 
Rather  than  yours  ;  for  vain  all  projects  seem 
To  stay  your  course  :  I  said  my  latest  hope 
Is  fading  even  now.    A  story  tells 
Of  some  far  embassy  despatched  to  win 
The  favor  of  an  eastern  king,  and  how 
The  gifts  they  offered  proved  but  dazzling  dust 
Shed  from  the  ore-beds  native  to  his  clime. 
Just  so,  the  value  of  repose  and  love, 
I  meant  should  tempt  you,  better  far  than  I 
You  seem  to  comprehend  ;  and  yet  desist 
No  whit  from  projects  where  repose  nor  love 
Has  part. 
Par,         Once  more?    Alas  t    As  I  foretold. 
Fegt,    A  solitary  brier  the  bsnk  puts  forth 
To  save  our  swan's  nest  floating  out  to  sea. 
Par,    Dear  Festus,  hear  me.    What  is  it  yon 

wish? 
That  I  should  lay  aside  my  heart's  pursuit. 
Abandon  the  sole  ends  for  which  I  Bve, 
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Reject  God's  great  commiaaion,  and  so  die  ! 
You  bid  nie  listen  for  your  true  love's  sake : 
Yet  how  has  cto^  n  that  love  ?    Even  in  a  long 
And  patient  encrishing  of  the  self-eame  spirit 
It  now  would  quell ;  as  though  a  mother  hoped 
To  stay  the  lusty  manhood  of  the  child 
Once  weak  upon  her  knees.     1  was  not  bom 
luf omied  ana  fearless  from  the  first,  but  shrank 
From  aught  which  marked  me  out  apart  from 

men: 
I  would  have  lived  their  life,  and  died  their 

deatii. 
Lost  in  their  ranks,  eluding  destiny : 
But  you  first  guided  me  through  doubt  and  fear, 
Taught  me  to  know  mankind  and  know  myself ; 
And  now  that  I  am  strong  and  full  of  hope, 
lliat,  from  my  soul,  I  can  reject  all  aims 
Save  those  your  earnest  words  made  plain  to  me. 
Now  that  I  touch  the  brink  of  my  design, 
When  1  would  have  a  triumph  in  their  eyes, 
A  glad  cheer  in  their  voices  —  Michal  weeps, 
AimI  Festns  ponden  gravely  1 

Ft^.  When  yoo  deign 

To  hear  my  purpose  .  .  . 

Par.  Hear  it  ?    I  can  say 

Beforehand  all  this  evening's  conference ! 
*T  is  this  way,  Michal,  that  he  uses :  firbt, 
Or  he  declares,  or  1,  the  leading  points 
Of  onr  best  scheme  of  life,  what  is  man's  end 
And  what  God's  will :  no  two  taitlis  e*er  agreed 
As  his  with  mine.    Next,  each  of  us  allows 
Faith  should  be  acted  on  as  best  we  may  ; 
Accordingly,  I  venture  to  submit 
My  plan,  in  lack  of  better,  for  pursuing 
The  path  which  God's  will  seems  to  authorize. 
Well,  he  discerns  much  good  in  it,  avows 
This  motive  worthy,  that  hope  plausible, 
A  danger  here  to  be  avoided,  there 
Au  ovtfraight  to  be  repaired :  in  fine. 
Our  two  minds  go  together  —  all  the  good 
Approved  by  him,  1  gladlv  reoogniie. 
All  he  counts  bad,  I  thankfully  discard. 
And  nanght  forbids  my  looking  up  at  laist 
For  some  stray  comfort  in  his  cautious  brow. 
When  lo  t  I  learn  that,  spite  of  all,  there  lurks 
Some  innate  and  inexplicable  germ 
Of  failnrvi  ir  my  scheme :  so  that  at  last 
It  all  amotrnts  to  this  —  tKe  sovereign  proof 
That  we  devote  ourselves  to  Gk)d,  is  seen 
In  living  just  ar  though  no  God  there  were ; 
A  life  which,  prv^onpted  by  the  sad  and  blind 
Folly  of  man,  r  estna  abhors  the  most ; 
But  which  these  tenets  sanctify  at  once, 
Though  to  less  subtle  wits  it  seems  the  same. 
Consider  it  how  they  may. 

Mich.  Is  it  so,  Festna  r 

He  speaks  so  calmly  and  kindly :  is  it  so? 

Par,    Reject  those  glorious  visions  of  God's 
love 
And  man's  design ;  langh  loud  that  God  should 

send 
Vaiit  longings  to  direct  na ;  say  how  soon 
Power  satiates  these,  or  lust,  or  gold  ;  I  know 
The  world's  cry  well,  and  how  to  answer  it. 
But  this  ambiguous  warfare  ... 

Fftt.  .  .  .  Wearies  so 

That  you  will  grant  no  last  leave  to  your  friend 
To  urge  it  ?  —  for  his  sake,  not  yours  ?    1  wish 


To  send  my  soul  in  good  hopes  after  you ; 
Never  to  sorrow  that  uncertain  words 
Erringly  apprehended,  a  new  creed 
111  understoud,  begot  rash  trust  in  yon, 
Had  share  in  your  undoing. 

Par.  Choose  yoor  side. 

Hold  or  renounce :  but  meanwhile  bhune  me  not 
Because  I  dare  to  act  on  ^our  own  views, 
Nor  shrink  when  they  pomt  onward,  nor  espy 
A  psril  whera  they  most  ensure  suooeas. 
rest.    Prove  that  to  me  —  but  that  I    Prove 
you  abide 
Within  their  warrant,  nor  presumptuous  boast 
God's  labor  laid  on  you ;  prove,  all  vou  covet, 
A  mortal  may  expect ;  and,  most  of  all. 
Prove  the  strange  course  yoo  now  affect,  will 

lead^ 
To  its  attainment  —  and  I  bid  yon  speed. 
Nay,  count  the  minutes  till  you  venture  forth  ! 
You  smile ;    but  I  had    gathered  from   slow 

thought  — 
Much  musing  on  the  fortunes  of  my  friend  — 
Matter  1  deemed  could  not  be  urged  in  vain  ; 
But  it  all  leaves  me  at  my  need :  in  shreds 
And  fragments  I  must  venture  what  remains. 
Mich.    Ask  at  once,   Festns,   wherefore  hi* 

should  scorn.  .  .  . 
Fett.    iStay,  Michal :  Aureole,  I  speak  guard- 
edly 
And  gravely,  knowing  well,  whate'er  your  error. 
This  is  no  ill-considered  choice  uf  yours, 
No  sudden  fancy  of  an  ardent  Ix^y. 
Not  from  your  own  confiding  w  ords  alone 
Am  I  aware  your  |Mu»ionate  heart  lopt^  since 
Gave  birth  to,  nourished  and  at  Wi^h  matures 
This  scheme.    I  will  not  speak  of  Kinaiedeln, 
Where  I  was  bom  your  elder  by  some  yeani 
Only  to  watch  you  fully  from  the  first : 
in  ul  beside,  our  mutuisl  tasks  were  fixed 
Even  then  —  't  was  mine  to  have  yon  in  my  view 
As  ^on  had  your  own  soul  and  those  intents 
Which  filled  it  when,  to  crown  your  dearml 

wish. 
With  a  tumultuous  hsart|  3^on  left  with  me 
Onr  childhood's  home  to  join  the  favored  few 
Whom,  here.  Trithemins  condescends  to  teach 
A  portion  of  his  lore  :  and  not  one  yonth 
Of  those  so  favored,  whom  yon  now  despise, 
('ame  earnest  as  you  came,  resolved,  like  yon. 
To  grasp  all,  and  retain  all,  and  deserve 
By  patient  toil  a  wide  renown  like  his. 
Now,  this  new  ardor  which  supplants  the  old 
I  watched,  too :  't  was  significant  and  strange. 
In  one  matehea  to  his  soul's  content  at  length 
With  rivals  in  the  search  for  wisdom's  prise. 
To  see  the  sudden  pause,  the  total  change ; 
From  contest,  the  transition  to  repose  — 
From  pressing  onwsrd  as  his  fellows  pressed, 
To  a  blank  idleness,  yet  most  unlike 
The  dnU  stagnation  of  a  soul,  eontent. 
Once  foiled,  to  leave  betimes  a  thriveieas  quest. 
That  careless  bearing,  free  from  all  pretence 
Even  of  contempt  for  what  it  ceased  to  seek  — 
Smilinjr  homility,  praising  much,  yet  waiving 
Wliat  It  professed  to  praise  —  though  not  so  well 
Maintained  but  that  rare  outbreaks. 


brief 


fierce  and 


Revealeid  the  hidden  seom,  as  qmckly  enilied. 
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That  ostentations  show  of  past  defeat, 
That  ready  aoqnieaoeaoe  in  contempt, 
I  deemed  no  ouier  than  the  letting  go 
liis  ahtrered  sword,  of  one  about  to  spring 
Upon  his  foe's  throat :  hut  it  wss  not  thus : 
Not  that  way  looked  your  brooding  purpose 

then. 
For  af  tersigns  disclosed,  what  yon  confirmed, 
'rhat  yon  prepared  to  task  to  the  uttermost 
Your  strength,  in  furtherance  of  a  certain  aim 
Which  —  wnile  it  bore  the  name  your  rivals  gave 
Their  own  most  puny  efforts  —  was  so  vast 
In  scope  that  it  induded  their  best  flights, 
Combuiad  them,  and  desired  to  gain  one  prise 
In  place  of  many,  —  the  secret  of  the  world, 
C)f  man,  and  man's  true  purpose,  path  and  fate. 
—  That  yoiL,  not  nursing  aa>  a  mere  vague  dream 
This  purpose,  with  the  sages  of  the  past. 
Have  struck  upon  a  way  to  this,  if  all 
You  trust  be  true,  which  following,  heart  and 

soul. 
Yon,  if  a  man  may,  dare  sspire  to  know  : 
«Vnd  that  this  aim  shall  di£fer  from  a  host 
Of  aims  alike  in  character  and  kind. 
Mostly  in  this,  —  that  in  itself  alone 
Shall  its  reward  be,  not  an  alien  end 
Blending  therewiUi ;  no  hope  nor  fear  nor  joy 
Nor  woe,  to  elsewhere  move  you,  but  this  pure 
l>evotion  to  sustain  you  or  betray : 
Thus  yoa  aspire. 

Par.  Yon  shall  not  state  it  thus : 

I  should  not  differ  &om  the  dreamy  crew 
Yon  speak  of.    I  profeas  no  other  share 
In  the  sdection  of  my  lot,  than  this 
My  ready  answer  to  the  will  of  God 
Wno  snnmiions  me  to  be  his  organ.    All 
Whose  innate  strength  supports  them  shall  sue- 


No  better  than  the  sages. 

Fest.  Such  the  aim,  then, 

God  sets  before  yon ;  and  H  is  doubtless  need 
That  he  appoont  no  less  the  way  of  praise 
Than  the  dnsire  to  praise ;  for,  thoufj^h  I  hold. 
With  yon,  the  setting  forth  such  praase  to  be 
The  natural  end  and  service  of  a  man, 
And  hold  such  praise  is  best  attained  when  man 
Attains  the  general  welfare  of  his  kind  — 
Yet  this,  the  end,  is  not  the  instrument. 
Presmne  not  to  serve  God  apirt  from  such 
Appointed  channel  as  he  wills  shall  gather 
Iraperfeet  tributes,  for  that  sole  obedience 
V  uued  perchance  I    He  seeks  not  that  his  altars 
Blaxe,  careless  how,  so  that  thev  do  but  blaze. 
SQppose  this,  then ;  that  God  selected  you 
To  KNOW  (heed  well  your  answers,  for  my  faith 
Shall  meet  implicitly  what  they  affirm), 
I  cannot  think  you  dare  amiex  to  such 
Selection  aught  beyond  a  steadfast  will. 
An  intense  hope ;  nor  let  your  gifts  create 
Seom  or  neglect  of  ordinary  means 
Condncive  to  sncoess,  make  destinv 
IKqWDM  with  man's  endeavor.    Now,  dare  you 

search 
Your  inmost  heart,  and  candidly  avow^ 
Whether  you  have  not  rather  wild  desire 
F(ir  this  mstincHon  than  security 
<  H  its  existence  ?  whether  you  discern 
The  iHith  to  the  fulfilment  of  your  purpose 


Clear  as  that  purpose — and  a^n,  that  purpose 
Clear  as  your  yearning  to  be  singled  out 
For  its  pursuer.    Dare  you  answer  this  ? 
Par.  (afur  a  pause).    No,  I  have  naught  to 

fear  1    Who  will  may  know 
The  secret'st  workings   of    my  soul.     What 

though 
It  be  so  ?  —  if  indeed  the  strong  desire 
Eclipse  the  aim  in  me  ?  —  if  splendor  break 
Upon  the  outset  of  my  path  ^one. 
And  duskest  shade  succeed  ?    What  fairer  seal 
Shall  I  require  to  my  authentic  mission 
Than  thisnerce  energy  ?  — ;  this  instinct  striving 
Because  its  nature  is  to  strive  ?  —  enticed 
By  the  security  of  no  broad  course. 
Without  success  forever  in  its  eves  I 
How^  know  I  else  such  glorious  fate  my  own, 
But  in  tlie  restless  irresistible  force 
That  works  within  me  ?    Is  it  for  human  will 
To  institute  such  impulses  ?  — stiU  leas. 
To  disregard  their  promptings !     What  should  I 
Do,  kept  among  you  all ;  your  loves,  your  cares, 
Your  lite — all  to  be  mine  ?    Be  sure  that  God 
Ne'er  dooms  to  waste  the  strength  he  deigns 

impart  I 
Ask  the  geier'eagle  why  she  stoops  at  once 
Into  the  vast  andf  unexplored  abyss, 
What  full-grown  power  informs  her  from  the 

first, 
Why  she  not  marvels,  strenuously  beating 
The  silent  boundless  regions  of  the  sky ! 
Be  sure  they  sleep  not  whom  God  needs !    Nor 

fear 
Their  holding  light  his  diarge,  when  every  hour 
That  finds  that  oluKnpe  delayed,  is  a  new  death. 
This  for  the  faith  in  which  i  trust ;  and  hence 
I  can  abjure  so  well  the  idle  arts 
These  pedants  strive  to  learn  and  teach  ;  Black 

Arts, 
Great  Works,  the  Secret  and  Sublime,f  orsooth — 
Let  others  prize :  too  intimate  a  tie 
Connects  me  with  our  God !    A  sullen  fiend 
To  do  my  bidding,  fallen  and  hateful  sprites 
To  help  me  —  what  are  these,  at  best,  beside 
God  helping,  God  directing  everywhere. 
So  that  the  earth  shall  yield  her  secrets  up. 
And  every  object  there  be  charged  to  strike, 
Teach,  gratify  her  ma^t^r  God  appoints  ? 
And  I  am  young,  my  Festus,  happy  and  free  I 
I  can  devote  myself ;  I  have  a  life 
To  give ;  I,  singled  out  for  this,  the  One ! 
Think,  think !  the  wide  East,  where  all  Wis- 
dom sprung ; 
The  bright  South,  where  she  dwelt ;  the  hopeful 

North, 
All  are  passed  o'er  —  it  lights  on  me  !    'T  is  time 
New  hopes  should  animate  the  world,  new  light 
Should  oawn  from  new  revealings  to  a  race 
Weighed  down  so  long,  forgotten  so  long ;  thus 

shall 
The  heaven  reserved  for  us  at  last  receive 
Creatures  whom  no  unwonted  splendors  blind. 
But  ardent  to  confront  the  nndonded  blaze. 
Whose  beams  not  seldom  blessed  their  pilgrim- 

Not  seldom  glorified  their  life  below. 
Fest,    My    words  have   their  old   fate  and 
make  faint  stand 
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AcuBBt  your  glowing  periods.  Call  this,  truth  — 
AVny  not  pursue  it  in  a  fast  retreat, 
Some  one  of  Learning's  many  palaces. 
After  approred  example  ?  —  8e«:king  there 
Calm  converse  with  the  great  dead,  soul  to  soul, 
Who  laid  up  treasure  with  the  like  intent 
—  So  lift  yourself  into  their  airy  place, 
And  fill  out  full  their  unfulfilled  careers. 
Unravelling  the  knots  their  bi^ed  skill 
Pronounced  inextricable,  true  1  —  but  left 
Far  lesB  confused.    A  fresh  eve,  a  fresh  hand, 
Might  do  much  at  their  vigors  waning-point ; 
buoceeding    with    new-breathed    new-hearted 

force. 
As  at  old  games  the  runner  snatched  the  torch 
From  runner  still :  this  way  success  might  be. 
But  you  have  coupled  with  your  enterprise 
An  arbitrary  self-repugnant  scheme 
Of  seeking  it  in  strange  and  untried  paths. 
What  books  are  in  the  desert  ?    Writes  the  sea 
The  secret  of  her  yearning  in  vast  oaves 
Where  yours  wiU  fall  the  first  of  human  feet  ? 
Has  wisdom  sat  there  and  recorded  anght 
You  press  to  read  ?    Why  turn  aside  from  her 
To  visit,  where  her  vesture  never  glanced, 
Now  —  solitudes  consigned  to  barrenness 
By  God's  decree,  whicn  who  shall  dare  imnugn  ? 
Now  —  ruins  wlusre  eHie  paused  but  would  not 

stay, 
Old  ravaged  cities  that,  renouncinp:  her, 
She  called  an  endless  curse  on,  so  it  came : 
Or  worst  of  all,  now  —  men  vou  visit,  men, 
Ignoblest  troops  who  never  beard  her  voice 
()r  hate  it,  men  without  one  gift  from  Rome 
Or  Athens, —  these  shall  Anreole^s  teachers  be  I 
Reiectiimp  ^ast  example,  practice,  precept. 
Aidless  ^md  these  he  thinks  to  stand  alone : 
Thick  like  a  glory  round  the  Stagirite 
Your  rivals  throng,  the  sages :  here  stand  you  I 
Whatever  you  may  protest,  knowledge  is  not 
Paramount  in  vour  love :  or  for  her  sake 
You  would  collect  all  help  from  every  source  — 
Rival,  assistant,  friend,  foe,  all  wonia  merge 
In  the  broad  class  of  those  who  showea  her 

haunts. 
And  those  who  showed  them  not. 

Par,  What  shall  I  say  ? 

Festus,  from  childhood  I  have  been  possessea 
By  a  fire  —  by  a  true  fire,  or  faint  or  fierce. 
As  from  without  some  master,  so  it  seemed. 
Repressed  or  urged  its  current :  this  but  ill 
Expresses  what  I  would  convey :  but  rather 
I  will  believe  an  angel  ruled  me  thus, 
Than  that  my  sours  own  workings,  own  h^h 

nature. 
So  became  manifest.    I  knew  not  then 
What  whispered  in  the  evening,  and  spoke  out 
At  midnight.    If  some  mortal,  bom  too  soon. 
Were  laid  awa]^  in  some  great  trance  —  the  ages 
Coming  and  going  all  the  while  —  till  dawned 
His  true  time's  advent ;  and  could  then  record 
The  words  they  spoke  who  kept  watch  by  his 

bed, — 
Then  I  might  tell  more  of  the  breath  so  light 
Upon  my  eyelids,  and  the  fingers  light 
Among  my  nair.    Youth  is  confused  ;  yet  never 
So  dnfi  was  I  but,  when  that  spirit  fMuised, 
I  turned  to  him,  scarce  consciously,  as  turns 


A  water-snake  when  fairies  crass  his  sleep. 
And  having  this  within  me  and  about  me 
While   Einsiedeln,  its   mountains,  lakes   and 

woods 
Confined  me  —  what  oppressive  joy  was  mine 
When  Hf e  grew  plain,  and  1  ust  viewed  the 

throni^ed. 
The  everiaaung  conoourse  of  mankind  ! 
Believe  that  ere  I  joined  thein,  ere  I  knew 
The  puipose  of  the  pageant,  or  the  place 
Consigned  me  in  its  ranks  —  while,  just  awake^ 
Wonder  was  freshest  and  delight  most  pure  — 
'T  was  then  that  least  supportable  appeared 
A  station  with  the  brightest  of  the  crowd, 
A  portion  with  the  proudest  of  them  all. 
And  from  the  tumult  in  my  breast,  this  only 
Could  I  collect,  that  I  must  thenceforth  die 
Or  elevate  myself  far.  far  above 
The  gorgeous  spectacle.    I  seemed  to  long 
At  once  to  trample  on,  yet  save  mankind. 
To  make  some  unexampled  sacrifice 
In  their  behalf,  to  wriiig  some  wondrous  good 
From  heaven  or  earth  for  them,  to  perish,  win- 
ning 
Eternal  weal  in  the  act :  as  who  should  dare 
Pluck  out  the  angry  thunder  from  its  cloud. 
That,  all  its  gathered  flame  discharged  on  him. 
No  stonn  might  threaten  summer's  asure  sleep : 
Yet  never  to  be  mixed  with  men  so  much 
As  to  have  part  even  in  my  own  work,  share 
In  my  own  largess.    Once  the  feat  achieved, 
I  would  withdraw  from  their  officions  praise. 
Would  gently  put  aside  their  profuse  tnanks. 
Like  some  knight  traversing  a  wildemeas^ 
Who,  on  his  way,  may  chance  to  free  a  tnbe 
Of  desert-people  from  their  dragon-foe ; 
When  all  the  swarthy  race  press  round  to  kiss 
His  feet,  and  choose  him  for  their  king,  and  vield 
Their  poor  tents,  pitched  among  the  sand-nills. 


or 

His  realm  :  and  he  points,  smiling,  to  his  scarf 
Heavy  with  riveled  gold,  his  burgonet 
Gay  set  with  twinkling  stones  —  and  to  the  East, 
Where  these  must  be  displayed  1 

Fe^,  Good :  let  us  hear 

No  more  about  your  nature,  ^*  which  first  shrank 
From  all  that  marked  you  out  apart  from  men ! '  * 
Par,  I  touch  on  that ;  these  words  but  analyze 
The  first  mad  impulse  :  't  was  as  brief  as  fond. 
For  as  I  gazed  f^ain  upon  the  show, 
I  soon  distii^^ii^ed  here  and  there  a  shape 
Palm-wreathed  and  radiant,  forehead  and  full 

eye. 
Well  pleased  was  I  their  state  should  thus  at  once 
Interpret  my  own  thoughts :  —  * '  Behold  the  clue 
To  all,''  I  rashly  said,  ''and  what  I  pine 
To  do,  these  have  accomplished  :  we  are  peers. 
They  know  and  therefore  rule  :   I,  too,  will 

know  1 ;' 
You  were  beside  me,  Festus,  as  you  say  ; 
You  saw  me  plunge  in  their  pursuits  whom  fame 
Is  lavish  to  attest  the  lords  of  mind^ 
Not  pausing  to  make  sure  the  prize  in  view 
Would  satiate  my  cravings  when  obtained, 
But  since  they  strove  I  strove.    Then  came  a 

slow 
And  strangling  failure.    We  aspired  alike. 
Yet  not  the  meanest  plodder,  Tritheiin  counts 
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A  marreL,  but  was  allHRiffieient,  stroncr 
Or  sUnered  onlir  at  hb  own  Taat  wita ; 
While  i  was  TCatleaa,  notbinK  satisfied, 
Distmstf  al,  most  perplexed.    I  would  slur  orer 
That  struggle ;  sio&ee  it,  that  I  loathed  m  jvelf 
As  weak  oompared  with  them,  yet  felt  somehow 
A  mighty  power  was  brooding:,  taking  shape 
Withm  me  ;  and  this  lasted  till  one  mgfat 
When*  as  I  sat  reyolving  it  and  more, 
A  still  voice  from  without  said  —  '*'  oeest  thou 


not. 


child,   whence  springy  defeat  and 


Even  from  thy  strongth.    Consider :  hast  thou 


pTMomptQously  on  wisdom ^s  oonntenanoe, 
So  Teil  hetween ;  and  can  thy  faltering  hands, 
I7ngiiided  by  the  brain  the  darht  absorbs. 
Pursue  their  task  as  earnest  blinkers  do 
Whom  radiance  neW  distracted  ?  Live  their  life 
If  thou  wouldst  share  their  fortune,  choose  their 

eyes 
Unfed  by  splendor.    Let  each  task  present 
ItH  petty  good  to  thee.    Waste  not  thy  gifts 
In  profitless  waiting  for  the  gods*  descent. 
But  have  some  idolof  thine  own  to  dress 
With  their  array.  Know,not  for  knowing^s  sake, 
^Bnt  to  become  a  star  to  men  forever ;  ^ 
Know,  for  the  ^n  it  gets,  the  praise  it  brings, 
The  wonder  it  inspires,  the  love  it  breeds : 
Liiok  one  step  onward,  and  secure  that  step  I  '^ 
And  I  smilea  as  one  never  smiles  but  once. 
Then  first  discovering  mv  own  aim's  extent. 
Which  soo^t  to  oomnrenend  the  works  of  God, 
And  God  hmiself ,  ana  all  GKmI's  intercourse 
With  the  human  mind ;  I  nnderatood,  no  leas. 
My  fellows'  studies,  whose  true  worth  I  saw. 
Bat  smiled  not,  wdl  aware  who  stood  by  me. 
And  softer  came  the  voice  —  '*  There  is  a  way : 
*Tis  hard  for  flesh  to  tread  therein,  imbued 
With  fnulty  —  hopeless,  if  indulgence  first 
Have  ripened  inborn  germs  of  sin  to  strength : 
Wflt  thoa  adventure  tor  my  sake  and  man's, 
A  Dart  from  all  reward  ?"  And  last  it  breathed  -^ 
"  Be  happy,  my  good  soldier ;  1  am  by  thee, 
Hf*  sure,  even  to  the  end !  "  —  I  answered  not. 
Knowing  him.    As  he  spoke,  I  was  endued 
With  oomprehension  and  a  steadfast  will ; 
And  when  he  ceased,  my  brow  was  sealed  his 

own. 
If  there  took  place  no  special  change  in  me. 
How  comes  it  all  thintss  wore  a  different  hue 
Thenoef orward  ?  —  pregnant  with  vast  conse- 
quence. 
Teeming  with  grand  result,  loaded  with  fate  ? 
So  that  when,  q  muling  at  the  mighty  range 
<  H  secret  truths  which  veam  for  birth,  I  haste 
To  contemplate  nndazzled  some  one  troth, 
ItH  bearings  and  effects  alone  —  at  once 
What  was  a  speck  expands  into  a  star, 
Asking  a  life  to  pass  exploring  thus. 
Till  I  near  erase.     I  go  to  prove  my  soul ! 
I  see  my  way  as  birds  their  trackless  wi^. 
I  <ihall  arrive  !  what  time,  what  cironit  first, 
I  ask  not :  but  unless  God  send  his  hail 
(>r  blinding  fireballs,  sleet  or  stifling  snow. 
In  some  time,  hii*  good  time.  I  shall  arrive  : 
He  guides  me  and  the  bird.    In  his  good  time  ! 


Mich,    Vex  him  no  further,  Festus ;  it  is  so  I 

FeiA.    Just  thus  you  help  me  ever.     This 
would  hold 
Were  it  the  trackless  air,  and  not  a  path 
Inviting  you,  distinct  with  footprints  yet 
Of  many  a  mighty  marcher  gone  that  way. 
You  may  have  purer  views  than  theirs,  perhaps. 
But  they  wera  famous  in  their  day  —  the  proofs 
Remain.    At  least  accept  the  light  they  lend. 

Par.    Their  light  1  tne  sum  of  idl  is  briefly 
this: 
They  labored  and  grew  famous,  and  the  fruits 
Are  best  seen  in  a  dark  and  groaning  earth 
GKven  over  to  a  blind  and  enoleas  strife 
With  evils,  what  of  all  their  lore  abates  ? 
No  :  I  reject  and  spurn  them  utterly 
Ana  all  tney  teach.    Shall  I  still  sit  beside 
Their  dry  weUs,  with  a  white  lip  and  filmed  eye, 
While  in  the  distance  heaven  is  blue  above 
Moimtains  whero  sleep  the  unsunned  tarns  ? 

Fest.  ^  And  yet 

As  strong  delusions  have  proyailed  ere  now. 
Men  have  set  out  as  gallantly  to  seek 
Their  ruin.    I  have  heard  of  such :  yourself 
Avow  all  hitherto  have  failed  and  fallen. 

Mich*    Nay,  Festus,  when  but  as  the  pilgrims 
faint 
Through  the  drear  way.  do  you  expect  to  see 
Their  city  dawn  amid  tne  clouds  alar  f 

Par,    Ay,  sounds  it  not  like  some  old  well- 
known  tale  ? 
For  me,  I  estimate  their  works  and  them 
80  rightly,  that  at  times  I  abnost  dream 
I  too  have  spent  a  life  the  sages'  way. 
And  tread  once  more  familiar  paths,   x'erohanee 
I  perished  in  an  arrogant  self-raliimoe 
Ages  ago  ;  and  in  that  act,  a  prayer 
For  one  more  chance  went  up  so  earnest,  so 
Instinct  with  better  light  let  in  by  death, 
That  life  was  blotted  out  —  not  so  completely 
But  scattered  wrecks  enouf^  of  it  remain. 
Dim  memories,  as  now,  when  once  more  seems 
The  gold  in  sight  again.    All  which,  indeed. 
Is  fodish,  and  only  means  —  the  flesh  I  wear. 
The  earth  I  tread,  are  not  more  clear  to  me 
Than  my  belief,  explained  to  vou  or  no. 

Fest.    And  who  am  I,  to  challenge  and  dis- 

Snte 
ear  belief  ?    I  will  divest  all  fear. 
Mich.    Then  Aureole  is  God's  commissary ! 
he  shall 
Be  great  and  grand  —  and  all  for  us ! 

Par.  No,  sweet ! 

Not  great  and  grand.     If  I  can  serve  mankind 
'T  is  well  J  but  there  our  intercourse  must  end : 
I  never  will  be  served  by  those  I  serve. 
Fest.    Look  well  to  uiis ;    here  is  a  plague^ 
spot,  here. 
Disguise  it  how  you  may  I     'T  is  true,  you  utte^ 
This  scorn  while  by  our  ride  and  loving  us ; 
'T  is  but  a  spot  as  yet :  but  it  will  break 
Into  a  hideous  blotch  if  overlooked. 
How  can  that  course  be  safe  which  from  the  first 
Produces  carelessness  to  human  love  ? 
It  seems  yon  have  abjured  the  helps  which  men 
Who  overpass  their  kind,  as  you  would  do. 
Have  humbly  sought;   I  dare  not  thoroughly 
probe 
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This  matter,  lest  I  leun  too  much.    Let  be 
That  popalar  praise  would  little  iDsti^ate 
Yonr  efforts,  nor  particular  approval 
Reward  vou ;  put  reward  asiae ;  alone 
You  shall  go  forth  upon  your  arduous  task. 
None  shall  assist  you,  none  partake  your  toil, 
None  share  yonr  triumph :  still  you  must  retain 
8ome  one  to  cast  vonreloiy  on,  to  share 
Your  rapture  with.    Were  I  elect  like  you, 
I  would  enoirole  me  with  love,  and  raise 
A  ramiNirt  of  my  fellows ;  it  should  seem 
Impossible  for  me  to  fail,  so  watched 
By  gentle  friends  who  made  my  cause  their 

own. 
They  should  ward  off  f ate^s  envy  —  the  great 

gift. 
Extravagant  when  claimed  by  me  alone. 
Being  so  a  g:ift  to  them  as  well  as  me. 
If  clanger  daunted  me  or  ease  seduced, 
H'jw  calmlv  their  sad  eyes  should  gase   re- 
proach! 
Mich.    O  Aureole,  can  I  sing  when  all  alone, 
Without  first  calling,  in  my  fancy,  both 
To  listen  by  my  side  —  even  1 1    And  you  ? 
Do  you  not  feel  this  ?     Say  that  you  f t«l  this  1 
I'ar,    I  feel  'tis  pleasant  that  my  aims,  at 

length 
Allowed  their  weight,  should  be  supposed  to 

need 
A  further  strengthening  in  these  goodly  helps ! 
My  course  allures  for  its  own  sake,  its  sole 
Intrinsic  worth ;  and  ne*er  shall  boat  of  mine 
Adventure  forth  for  gold  and  apes  at  once. 
Your  sages  say,  "  if  human,  therefore  wHik :  ** 
If  weak,  more  need  to  give  myself  entire 
To  my  pursuit ;  and  by  its  side,  all  else  .  .  . 
No  noatter  I    I  deny  myself  but  little 
In  waiving  all  assistance  save  its  own. 
Would  there  were  some  real  sacrifice  to  make  I 
Yonr  friends  the  sages  threw  their  joys  away. 
While  I  must  be  content  with  keeping  mine. 
Fej/t,    But  do  not  cut  yourself  from  human 

weal! 
You  cannot  tlurive  —  a  man  that  dares  effect 
To  spend  his  life  iu  service  to  liis  kind 
For  no  reward  i»f  theirs,  unbound  to  them 
By  any  tie ;  nor  do  so.  Aureole  I    No  — 
There  are  strange  punishments  for  such.     Give 

up 
(Although  no  visible  good  flow  thence)  some 

part 
Of  the  glory  to  another ;  hiding  thus. 
Even  from  yourself,  that  all  is  for  yourself. 
Say.  say  almost  to  God  —  "I  have  done  all 
For  her,  not  for  myself  I  *' 

J'ar.  ^  And  who  but  lately 

Was  to  rejoice  in  ray  suecera  like  you  ? 
Wliom  should  I  love  but  both  of  you  ? 

FfM.  I  know  not : 

But  know  this,  you,  that  *t  is  no  will  of  mine 
You  should  abjure  the  lofty  claims  you  make ; 
And  this  the  cause  —  I  can  no  longer  s««*k 
To  overlook  the  truth,  that  there  would  be 
A  monstrous  spectacle  upon  the  earth. 
Beneath  the  pleasant  sun,  among  the  trees : 
—  A  being  knowing  not  what  love  is.      Hear 

me  I 
You  are  endowi^d  with  faculties  which  bear 


Annexed  to  them  as  *t  were  a  dispensation 
To  summon  meaner  spirits  to  do  their  will 
And  gather  lonnd  them  at  their  need ;  tusniring 
Such  with  a  love  themselres  ean  never  feel. 
Passionless  'mid  their  paanonate  Totaries. 
I  know  not  if  yon  joy  m  this  or  no. 
Or  ever  dream  that  oonunon  men  can  live 
On  objects  you  nrtie  lightly,  but  wUeh  make 
Their  heart's  sole  treasure :  the  affections  seem 
Beauteous  at  niost  to  you,  which  we  must  taste 
Or  die  :  and  this  strange  quality  accords, 
I  know  not  how,  with  yon ;  sits  well  upon 
That  luminous  brow,  though   in   another   it 

scowls 
An  eating  brand,  a  shame.     I  dare  not  judge 

you. 
The  rules  of  right  and  wrong  thus  set  aiude. 
There 's  no  alternative  —  I  o¥m  you  cme 
Of  higher  order,  under  other  laws 
Than    bind  us ;    therefore,  curb  not  one  bold 

glance  1 
*T  is  best  aspire.    Once  mingled  with  us  all  .  .  . 
Af icA.    8tay  with  us.  Aureole!   oast   thon«* 

hopes  away. 
And  stay  with  us !    An  angel  warns  me,  too, 
Man  should  be  humble ;  you  are  Tery  proud  : 
And  ^Tod.  dethroned,  has  doleful  piaguee  for 

Bucnl 
—  Warns  roe  to  have  in  dread  no  quick  repolw. 
No  slow  defeat,  but  a  complete  success : 
You  will  find  all  you  seek,  and  nerish  so ! 
Par,    {after  a  patue).     Are  tJiese  the  banvn 

fiist-fmits  of  my  quest  ? 
Is  love  like  this  the  natural  hH  of  all  ? 
How  many  years  of  pain  might  one  such  hour 
Overbalance  ?    Dearest  Michal,  dearest  Feetus. 
What  shall  I  say,  if  not  that  I  desire 
To  jtistify  your  love  ;  and  will,  dear  Mends, 
In  swerving  nothing  from  my  nrst  reaolres. 
See,  the  great  moon  I  and  ere  the  mottled  owls 
Were  wide  awake.  I  was  to  go.    It  seams 
You  acquiesce  at  last  in  all  save  this  — 
If  I  am  like  to  compass  what  I  seek 
By  the  untried  career  I  choose :  and  then. 
If  that  career,  making  but  small  account 
Of  much  of  lifers  delight,  will  yet  retain 
Suflicit^nt  to  sustain  my  soul :  tor  thus 
I  understand  these  fond  fears  just  expressed. 
And  first ;  the  lore  yon  praise  and  I  neglect. 
The  labors  and  the  precepts  of  old  time, 
I  have  not  lightly  aisesteemed.      But,  friends. 
Truth  is  within  ourselves ;  it  takes  no  rise     <-*  ^ 
From  outward  things,  whatever  yon  may  be* 

lieve. 
There  is  an  inmost  centre  in  us  all. 
Where  truth  abides  iu  fulness ;  and  around,     J 
Wall  upon  wall,  the  gross  flesh  hems  it  in,   "'^ 
This  perfect,  clear  perception —  which  is  truth. 
A  baffling  and  |)enrerting  carnal  mesh 
Binds  it,  and  makes  all  error :  and,  to  know. 
Rather  consists  in  opening  out  a  way 
Whence  the  imprisoned  splendor  may  escape. 
Than  in  effecting  entry  for  a  light 
Supposed  to  be  without.     Watch  narrowly 
The  demonstration  of  a  truth,  its  birth. 
And  yon  trace  back  the  effluence  to  its  s|>ring 
And  source  within  us ;  where  broods  radianc*' 

vast. 
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To  be  eUeited  ray  bj  my,  as  chance 

shall  favor :   chance — for  hitherto,  your  sage 

Even  as  he  knows  not  how  those  beams  are 

bora. 
As  little  knows  he  what  unlocks  their  fount : 
And  men  have  oft  grown  old  amoi^  their  books 
To  die  case-hardened  in  their  i^orance. 
Whose  caivless  youth  had  promised  what  long 


Of  unremitted  labor  ne'er  performed : 
\^liile,  oootrary,  it  has  chanced  some  idle  day, 
To  antanm  loiterers  just  as  fanc^-free 
As  the  midges  in  the  sun,  gives  birth  at  last 
To  truth  —  produced  mYSterioDsIv  as  cape 
Of  ekHid  grown  out  of  the  invisible  air. 
Hence,  may  not  truth  be  lodged  alike  in  all. 
The  lowest  as  the  highest  ?  some  slight  film 
The  interposing  bar  which  binds  a  soul 
And  makes  the  idiot,  just  as  makes  the  sage 
Some  film  removed,  the  happy  outlet  whence 
TraUi  Issues  proudly  ?  ^  See  this  soul  of  ours  I 
How  it  strives  weaklr  in  the  child,  is  IcMsed 
In  "»*"^**~^,  cloggea  by  sickness,  back  com- 
pelled 
By  age  and  waste,  set  free  at  last  by  death : 
Why  is  it.  flesh  enthralls  it  or  enthrones  ? 
Wlaat  is  tlus  flesh  we  have  to  penetrate  ? 
Oh,  not  alone  when  life  flows  stiU,  do  truth 
And   power   emerge,  but  also  when   strange 

chance 
Rnffles  its  current ;  in  unused  conjuncture. 
When    sickness    breaks    the    body — hunger, 

watching. 
Excess  or  languor  —  oftencut  death's  approsch, 
Peril,  deep  joy  or  woe.    One  man  shall  crawl 
Hirongh  life  surrounded  with  all  stirring  things. 
Unmoved;  and  he  goes  mad:    and  from  the 

wreck 
Of  what  he  was,  by  his  wild  talk  alone. 
You  first  collect  how  great  a  spirit  he  hid. 
Therefore,  set  free  the  soul  alike  in  all, 
I^oovering  the  true  laws  by  which  the  flesh 
Acdoys  the  spirit  I    We  may  not  be  doomed 
To  ec^w  with  seraphs,  but  at  least  the  rest 
^^laU  cope  with  us.    Make  no  more  giants,  God, 
But  elevate  the  race  at  once  I    We  ask 
To  put  forth  just  our  strength,  our  human 

strength. 
An  starting  fairly,  all  equipped  alike. 
Gifted  alike,  all  eagle-eyed,  true-hearted  — 
^See  if  we  cannot  beat  tlune  angels  yet  I 
Such  is  my  task.    I  go  to  gather  this 
The  sacred  knowledge,  here  and  there  dispersed 
Abont  the  world,  long  lost  or  never  found. 
And  why  should  I  be  sad  or  lorn  of  hope  ? 
Why  ever  make  man's  good  distinct  from  God's, 
Or.  fiiMJinp  they  are  one,  why  dare  mistrust  ? 
Who shaUsnooeed  if  not  one  pledged  like  me ? 
Mine  is  no  mad  attempt  to  buOd  a  world 
Apart  from  his,  like  those  who  set  themselves 
To  find  the  nature  of  the  spirit  they  bore. 
And,  taog^t  betimes  that  all  their  gorgeous 

dreams 
Were  coly  born  to  vanish  in  this  life. 
Refused  to  fit  them  to  its  narrow  sphere. 
But  chose  to  figure  forth  another  world 
And  other  frames  meet  for  their  vast  desires,  — 
And  all  a  dream  1  Thus  was  life  scorned  ;  but  lif ' 


Shall  yet  be  crowned  :   twine  amaranth  I   I  am 

J  nest  I 
for  yielding  with  a  lively  spirit 
A  poor  existence,  iMuiang  with  a  youth 
LiKe  those  who  squander  every  energy 
Convertible  to  good,  on  painted  toys. 
Breath-bubbles,  gilded  dust  I    And  though  I 

spurn 
All  adventitious  aims,  from  empty  praise 
To  love's  award,  yet  whoso  deems  such  helps 
Important,  and  concerns  himself  for  me. 
May  know  even  these  will  follow  wiUi  the  rest — 
As  in  the  steady  rolling  Mayne.  asleep 
Yonder,  is  mixed  its  mass  of  scnistous  ore. 
My  own  affections,  laid  to  rest  awhile, 
^^  ill  waken  purified,  subdued  idone 
Bv  all  I  have  achieved.  Till  then  —  tiU  then  •  . . 
Ah,  the  time-wiling  loitering  of  a  page 
Through  bower  and  over  hiwu,  till  eve  shall 

bring 
The  stately  lady's  presence  whom  he  loves  — 
The  broken  sleep  of  the  fisher  whose  rough  coat 
Enwraps  the  queenly  pearl  — these  are  faint 

types  I 
See,  see,  they  look  on  me :  I  triumph  now  I. 
But  one  thing,  Festus,  Michal  I    I  nave  told 
All  I  shall  e'er  disclose  to  mortal :  say  — 
Dovon  believe  I  shall  accomplish  this  ? 
F>M.    I  do  believe  I 

Mich,  I  ever  did  believe ! 

Par.    Those  words  shall  never  fade  from  out 

my  brain! 
This  earnest  of  the  end  shall  never  fade  ! 
Are  there    not,  Festus,  are    there  not,  dear 

Michal, 
Two  points  in  the  adventure  of  the  diver, 
One  —  when,  a  beggar,  he  prepares  to  plunge. 
One  —  when,  a  prince,  he  rises  with  his  pearl  ? 
Festus,  I  plmige  I 
Fest.  We  wait  you  when  you  rise ! 


II.     PARACELSUS   ATTAINS 
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Paraolsus. 

Over  the  waters  in  the  vaporous  West 
The  sun  goes  down  as  in  a  sphere  of  gold 
Behind  the  arm  of  the  city,  which  between. 
With  all  that  length  of  domes  and  minarets. 
Athwart  the  sploador,  black  and  crooked  runs 
Like  a  Turk  verse  alouf^  a  scimitar. 
There  lie,  sullen  memorial,  and  no  more 
Possess  my  aching  sight  1    'T  is  done  at  last. 
Strange  —  and  the  juggles  of  a  sallow  cheat 
Have  won  me  to  this  act  I    'T  is  as  yon  cloud 
Should  voyage  unwrecked  o'er  many  a  moun- 
tain-top 
And  break  upon  a  raolehiU.    I  have  dared 
Come  to  a  pause  with  knowledge  :  scan  for  once 
The  heights  already  reached,  without  regard 
To  the  extent  above ;  fairly  compute 
All  I  have  clearly  gained :  for  once  excluding 
A  brilliant  future  to  supply  and  perfect 
All  half -gains  and  conjectures  and  crude  hopes : 
And  all  because  a  fortune-teller  wills 
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Hn  cnsdiiloiift  Meken  tliofiild   inaoribe    thna 

much 
Their  preyioiu  life*B  atUurnnent,  in  his  roU« 
Before  his  promised  secret,  as  he  vaonta. 
Make  up  the  sum :  aud  here,  amid  the  scrawled 
ITiioouth  recordings  of  the  dupes  of  this 
Old  aroh-genethliae,  lie  my  litems  results  1 

A  few  blurred  eharaotera  suffice  to  note 
A  stranger  wandered  long  through  many  lands 
And  reaped  the  fruit  he  coveted  in  a  few 
IHaoovenes,  as  appended  here  and  there. 
The  f ragmentaij  produce  of  much  toil. 
In  a  dim  heap,  fact  and  surmise  together 
Confusedly  massed  as  when  aoquirMl ;  he  waa 
Intent  on  gain  to  come  too  much  to  siav 
Aud  scrutinize  the  little  gained :  the  whole 
Slipt  in  the  blank  space  *twizt  an  idiot*s  gibber 
And  a  mad  lover^s  oitty  -—  there  it  lies. 

And  yet  thoie  blottiiwB  chronicle  a  life  — 

A  wnole  life«  and  my  life  I  Nothii^  to  do. 

No  problem  for  the  fancy,  but  a  life 

Spent  floid  decided,  wasted  past  retriere 

Or  worthy  beyond  peer,    tsiay^  what  does  this 

Remembrancer  set  down  concerning  **  life  '^  ? 

''  'Time  fleets,  youth  fades,  life  is  an  empty 

dream,* 
It  is  the  echo  of  time  ;  and  he  whose  heart 
Beat  first  beneath  a  human  heart,  whose  speech 
Was  copied  from  a  human  tongue,  can  never 
Recall  when  he  was  living  yet  knew  not  this. 
Nevertheless  long  seasons  pass  o*er  him 
Till  some  one  bourns  experience  shows  what  no- 
thing. 
It  seemed,  could  clearer  show ;  and  ever  after. 
An  alterea  brow  and  eye  and  gait  and  speech 
Attest  that  now  he  knows  the  ada^  true, 
*Time  fleets,  youth  fades,   life   is  an  empty 
di«am.'  '^ 

Ay,  mv  brave  chronicler,  and  this  same  hour 
As  weU  as  any :  now,  let  my  time  be ! 

Now  !    I  can  go  no  farther ;  weU  or  ill, 
*T  is  done,    imust  desist  and  take  my  chance. 
I  cannot  keep  on  the  stretch :  *t  is  no  back- 
shrinking — 
For  let  but  some  Msuranoe  beam,  some  close 
To  my  toil  grow  visible,  and  I  proceed 
At  anv  price,  though  closing  it^  I  die. 
Klse,  here  I  pause.    The  old  Greek's  prophecy 
Is  like  to  turn  out  true :  '"  I  shall  not  quit 
His  chamber  till  I  know  what  I  desire  1  ** 
Was  it  the  light  wind  sang  it  o'er  the  sea  ? 

An  end,  a  rest !  strange  how  the  notion,  once 
finoonnterHl,  gathen  strength  by  moments ! 

Rest! 
Where  has  it  kept  so  long  ?  this  throbbing  brow 
To  cease,  this  beatuMr  heart  to  omms  all  cruel 
And  gnawing  thoughts  to  cease  1    To  dare  let 

do¥m 
My  strung,  so  high-stranff  brain,  to  dare  unnerve 
My  haraned  o^ertaskea  frame,  to  know  my 

place. 
My  portion,  my  reward,  even  my  failure. 
Assigned,  made  sure  htrttrvr  I    To  lose  myself 


Among  the  onmmon  ereatnres  of  the  world, 
To  draw  some  gain  from  having  been  a  man. 
Neither  to  hope  nor  fear,  to  live  at  lensth  1 
Even  in  failure,  rest  1    But  rest  in  tnith 
And  power  and  recompense  ...  I  hoped  that 
oncel 

What,  sunk  insensibly  so  deep  ?    Has  all 
Been  undergone  for  this  ?    lliis  the  rsqneat 
My  labor  qualified  me  to  present 
With  no  fear  of  refusal  ?    Had  I  gone 
Slightingly  through  my  task,  and  so  jndgvd  fit 
To  moderate  my  hopes ;  nay,  were  it  now 
My  sole  coDcem  to  exculpate  mvself , 
End  things  or  mend  them,  —  why,  I  oonld  not 

choose 
A  humbler  mood  to  wait  for  the  event ! 
No,  no,  there  needs  not  this ;  no,  after  all. 
At  worst  I  have  performed  my  share  of  the 

task: 
The  rest  is  God*s  concern  |  mine,  merely  this. 
To  know  that  I  have  obstinately  held 
By  my  own  work.  The  mortal  whose  brave  foot 
Has  trod,  unscathed,  the  temple^ourt  so  far 
That  he  descries  at  length  the  shrine  of  shriiiee. 
Must  let  no  sneering  of  the  demmui*  eyes. 
Whom  he  could  pass  nnquailing,  fasten  now 
Upon  him,  fairly  past  their  power;  no,  no — 
He  must  not  stagger,  faint,  fall  down  at  last. 
Having  a  charm  to  baffle  tnem  ;  behold. 
He  bans  his  front :  a  mortal  ventures  thus 
Serene  amid  the  echoes,  beams  and  glooms  1 
If  he  be  priest  henceforth,  if  he  wake  up 
The  god  of  the  place  to  ban  and  blast  liim  there. 
Both  well  1    What  ^»  failure  or  suoceas  to  me  ? 
I  have  subdued  my  life  to  the  one  purpose 
Whereto  I  ordained  it  ;  there  alom*  I  spy. 
No  doubt,  that  way  I  may  be  satisfied. 

Tes,  well  have  I  subdued  my  life  !  beyond 
The  obligation  of  my  strictest  vow. 
The  contemplation  of  mv  wildest  bond. 
Which  ^ve  my  nature  freely  up,  in  truth. 
But  in  its  actual  state,  consenting  fully 
All  passionate  impulses  its  soil  was  formed 
To  rear,  should  wither ;  but  foreseeing  not 
The  tract,  doomed  to  perpetual  barrenneai. 
Would  seem  one  day,  remembered  as  it  was. 
Beside  the  parched  sand-waste  which  now  it  is, 
Already  strewn  with  faint  blooms,  viewless  then. 
I  ne^er  engaged  to  root  up  loves  so  frail 
I  felt  them  not ;  yet  now,  *t  is  very  plain 
Some  soft  spots  had  their  birth  in  me  at  first. 
If  not  love,  say,  like  love :  thftre  was  a  time 
When  yet  this  wolfish  hunger  after  knowledge 
Set  not  remorselessly  lovers  claims  aside. 
This  heart  was  human  once,  or  why  recall 
Eiusiedeln,    noW|    and   Wttnburg    whidi   thb 

Mavne 
Fonakes  ner  course  to  fold  as  with  an  arm  t 

And  Featus — my  poor  Festns,  with  his  nraise 
And  counsel  and  grave  fears  —  where  is  ne  now 
With  the  sweet  maiden,  long  ago  his  bride  f 
I  surely  loved  them  —  that  last  night,  at  least. 
When  we  .  .  .  gone  1  gone  1  the  better.    I  an 

saved 
The  sad  review  of  an  ambitious  vonth 
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Choked  by  vile  Imts,  imnotioed  in  their  birth, 
Bnt  let  ^Tow  up  and  wind  aronnd  a  will 
Till  action  was  deatroyed.    No,  I  hare  gone 
Purging  ray  path  snccessiTely  of  anght 
Wearing  the  distinct  likeneas  of  radi  InstB. 
I  have  made  life  consist  of  one  idea : 
Ere  that  was  master,  np  till  that  was  bom, 
I  bear  a  memory  of  a  pleasant  life 
Whose  small  events  I  treasure  ;  till  one  mom 
I  ran  o'er  the  seven  little  grassy  fields. 
Startling  the  flocks  of  nameless  birds,  to  tell 
Poor  Festns,  leaping  all  the  while  for  joy, 
To  leave  all  trouble  for  my  future  plans, 
Since  I  had  just  determined  to  become 
The  greatest  and  mo<it  glorious  man  on  earth. 
And  since  that  mom  aU  life  has  been  forgotten : 
All  is  one  day,  one  onlv  step  between 
The  outset  and  the  end :  one  tyrant  ail- 
Absorbing  aim  fiUs  up  the  interspace. 
One  vast  unbroken  chain  of  thought,  kept  up 
Through  a  career  apparently  adverse 
To  its  existence :  liie,  death,  light  and  shadow. 
The  shows  of  the  world,  were  bare  reoeptades 
Or  indices  of  troth  to  be  wmn^  thence. 
Not  ministers  of  sorrow  or  dehf^ht  : 
A  wondrous  natural  robe  in  which  she  went. 
For  some  one  truth  would  dimly  beacon  me 
From  mountains  rough  with  pines,  Mid  flit  and 

wink 
O'er  dawling  wastes  of  frown  snow,  and  tremble 
Into  aasnred  light  in  some  branching  mine 
Where  ripens,  swathed  in  fire,  the  liquid  gold  — 
And  all  the  beauty,  all  the  wonder  fell 
On  either  side  the  truth,  as  its  mere  robe  ; 
1  see  tlie  robe  now — then  1  saw  the  form. 
So  far,  then,  I  have  voyaged  with  success. 
So  much  is  good,  then,  in  this  working  sea 
Which  parts  me  from  that  happy  strip  of  land : 
But  o'er  that  happy  strip  a  sun  shone,  too  t 
And  fainter  gleams  it  as  the  waves  grow  rou^. 
And  still  more  faint  af  the  sea  widens ;  last 
I  sicken  on  a  dead  gvlf  streaked  with  light 
From  its  own  putrefying  depths  alone. 
Thai,  God  was  pledged  to  take  me  by  the  hand ; 
Now,  any  miserable  iu^le  can  bid 
My  prido  depart.    All  is  alike  at  length : 
God  may  take  pleasure  in  confounding  pride 
By  hiding  secrets  with  the  scomed  and  base  — 
I  am  here,  in  short :  so  little  have  I  paused 
Throoghont  1    1  never  glanced  behind  to  know 
If  I  had  kept  m^  primal  light  from  wane. 
And  thus  inaensibiy  am  —  what  I  am  1 

Oh,  bitter ;  very  bitter ! 

And  more  bitter, 
To  fear  a  deeper  curse,  an  inner  ruin, 
Piarne  beneath  jplaeue,  the  last  turning  the  first 
To  ught  beside  its  darkness.    Let  me  weep 
My  yoDth  and  its  brave  hopes,  all  dead  and  gone, 
la  team  which  bum  I    Would  I  were  sure  to  win 
Some  startling  secret  in  their  stead,  a  tincture 
Of  f one  to  fioik  old  age  with  yonth,  or  breed 
Gold,  or  imprison  moonbeams  till  the^  change 
To  opal  ahaits !  —only  that,  hurling  it 
Indignant  baok,  1  might  convince  myself 
My  aims  remained  saprsme  and  pure  as  ever  I 
Even  now.  why  not  desire,  for  mankind's  sake, 
That  if  I  Mk^  Mma  laolt  may  be  the  eaoae. 


That,  though  I  sink,  another  may  succeed  ? 

0  God,  the  despicable  heart  of  us  I 

Shut  out  this  hideous  mockery  from  my  heart  I 

'T  was  politic  in  you.  Aureole,  to  reject 
Single  rewards,  and  ask  them  in  the  lump ; 
At  all  events,  once  launched,  to  hold  straight  on : 
For  now  't  is  aU  or  nothing.    Mighty  profit 
Your  gains  will  bring  if  they  stop  short  of  such 
Full  consummation !    As  a  man,  yon  had 
A  certain  share  of  strength  ;  and  that  is  gone 
Already  in  the  getting  these  you  boast. 
Do  not  they  seem  to  laugh,  as  who  should  say  — 
*' Great  master,  we  are  here  indeed,  dragged 

forth 
To  hght ;  this  hast  thou  done :  be  glad !    Now, 

seek 
Tho  strength  to  use  which  thou  hast  spent  in 

gettmgl" 

And  yet 't  is  much,  surely  't  is  ver]r  much. 
Thus  to  have  emptied  youth  of  all  its  gifts, 
To  feed  a  fire  meant  to  hold  out  till  mom 
Arrived  with  inexhaustible  light ;  and  lo, 

1  have  heaped  up  my  last,  and  day  dawns  not  t 
And  1  am  left  with  gray  hair,  faded  hands. 
And  furrowed  brow.    Ha,  have  1.  after  sdl. 
Mistaken  the  wild  nursling  of  ray  breast  ? 
Knowledge  it  seemed,  and  power,  and  itsooro' 

pense! 
Was  she  who  glided  through  my  room  of  nights. 
Who  laid   ray  head  <m  her  soft   kneen   and 

smoothed 
The  damp  locks, — whose  sly  soothii^pi  just  began 
When  my  sick  spirit  craved  repose  awhile  — 
God  !  was  I  fighting  sleep  off  for  death's  sake  ? 

God !    Thou  art  mind !    Unto  the  master-mind 
Mind  should  be  precious.  Spare  my  mind  alone  ! 
All  else  I  will  endure ;  if ,  as  I  stand 
Here,  with  my  gains,  thy  thnndar  smite  me 

down, 
I  bow  me ;  't  is  thy  will,  thy  rightaons  wiU ; 
I  o'erpass  life's  restrictions,  ana  I  die ; 
And  if  no  trace  of  my  career  remaiB 
Save  a  thin  eorpse  at  pleasure  of  the  wind 
lu  these  bright  chambers  level  with  the  aiir« 
See  thou  to  it !    But  if  my  spirit  fail. 
My  once  proud  spirit  forsake  rae  at  the  last. 
Hast  thou  done  well  by  me  ?    8o  do  not  thou  I 
Crush  not  my  mind,  dear  God,  though  I  be 

crushed! 
Hold  me  before  the  freouence  of  thy  seraphs 
And  say,  —  *^  I  crushed  nim,  lest  he  should  dis- 
turb 
My  law.    Men  must  not  know  their  strength  : 

behold. 
Weak  and  alone,  how  he  had  raised  himself  I  " 


Bnt  if  deloakniB  trouble  me,  and  thou. 
Not  seldom  felt  with  rapture  in  tfa^  help 
Throughout  my  toils  and  wandenngB,  doot  in- 
tend 
To  work  man's  welfare  through  my  weak  en- 
deavor. 
To  crown  my  mortal  forehead  with  a  beam 
F^m  thine  own  blinding  crown,  to  smile,  and 
guide 
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This  piuiT  hand  and  let  the  work  so  wtouffht 
Be  styled,  my  work,  —  hear  me  I    I  covet  not 
An  influx  ot  new  power,  an  aneel's  seal : 
It  were  no  marvel  then  —  but  I  have  reached 
Thus  far,  a  man  ;  let  me  conclude,  a  man  I 
Give  but  one  hour  of  my  first  energy, 
Of  that  invincible  faith,  but  only  one  I 
That  I  may  cover  with  an  eagle-glance 
The  truths  I  have,  and  spy  some  certain  way 
To  mould  them,  and  completing  them,  possess  I 

Yet  God  is  ^ood :  I  started  sure  of  that. 
And  why  disnute  it  now  ?    I  ^11  not  believe 
But  some  unaoubted  warning  long  ere  this 
Had  reached  me :  a  Hre-labarum  was  not  deemed 
Too  much  for  the  old  founder  of  these  walls. 
Then,  if  my  life  has  not  been  natural. 
It  has  been  monstrous :  yet,  till  late,  my  eonrse 
!So  ardently  engrossed  me,  that  delight, 
A  pausing  and  reflecting  jov,  \  is  plain. 
Could  find  no  place  in  it.    True,  I  am  worn ; 
But  who  clothes  summer,  who  is  life  itself? 
God,  that  created  all  things,  can  renew  I 
And  then,  though  after-lite  to  please  me  now 
Must  have  no  likeness  to  the  JMut,  what  hinden 
Reward  from  springing  out  ot  toil,  as  changed 
As  bursts  the  flower  trom  earth  and  root  and 

stalk? 
What  use  were  nnnishment,  unless  some  sin 
Be  first  detectea  ?  let  me  know  tlmt  fint  I 
No  man  could  ever  offend  as  I  ha\e  done  .  .  . 
{A  roieefrom  trithin.) 
I  hear  a  voice,  perchance  I  heard 
Long  ago,  but  all  too  low. 
So  that  scarce  a  care  it  stirred 
If  the  voice  were  real  or  no : 
I  heiutl  it  in  my  youth  when  first 
The  waters  of  my  life  outburst : 
Bnt,  now  their  stream  ebbs  faint,  I  hear 
That  voice,  still  low,  but  fatal-clear — 
As  if  all  poets,  God  ever  meant 
Should  save  the  world,  and  therefore  lent 
(vreat  eifts  to.  but  who,  proud,  refused 
To  do  his  work,  or  lightly  used 
Those  gifts,  or  failed  through  weak  endeaTor, 
So,  mottm  east  off  by  him  forever,  — 
As  if  these  leaned  in  airy  ring 
To  take  me ;  this  the  soi^  they  sing. 

**  Lost,  lost !  yet  come. 

With  our  wan  troop  make  thy  home. 

Come,  come  I  for  we 

Will  not  breathe,  so  much  as  breathe 

Reproach  to  thee. 

Knowing  what  thou  sink*st  beneath. 

So  sank  we  in  those  old  vean. 

We  who  bid  thee,  come  I  thon  last 

Who,  living  yet,  nast  life  o'eipast. 

And  altogether  we,  thy  peers. 

Will  pardon  crave  for  thee,  the  last 

Wliose  trial  is  done,  whose  lot  is  east 

With  thoee  who  watch  bat  work  no  more. 

Who  gase  on  life  but  live  no  more. 

Yet  we  trusted  them  shonldst  speak 

The  meosage  which  our  lips,  too  weak. 

Refused  to  utter.  —  shouldst  redeem 

Our  fault :  saoh  tmot,  and  all  a  dream  1 

Yet  we  chose  thee  a  birthplace 


Where  the  richness  ran  to  flowers : 
Couldst  not  sing  one  song  for  grace  ? 
Not  make  one  blossom  man^s  and  ours  ? 
Must  one  more  recreant  to  his  race 
iHe  with  unexerted  powers, 
And  join  us.  leaving  as  he  found 
Tlie  world,  ne  was  to  loosen,  bound  ? 
Anguish  !  ever  and  forever ; 
Still  beginnuie,  ending  never ! 
Yet,  lost  and  last  one,  cornel 
How  couldst  understand,  alas. 
What  our  pale  ghosts  strove  to  say, 
As  their  shades  did  glance  and  pass 
Before  thee  mght  and  day  ? 
Thou  wast  blind  as  we  were  dumb : 
Once  more,  therefore,  come,  O  come  1 
How  should  we  clothe,  how  arm  the  qpint 
Shall  next  th^  post  of  life  inherit  — 
How  guard  him  from  thy  speedy  ruin  ? 
Tell  us  of  thy  sad  undoing 
Here,  where  we  sit,  ever  pursuing 
Our  weary  task,  ever  renewing 
Sharp  sorrow,  far  from  God  wno  gave 
Our  powers,  and  roan  they  could  not  save !  ** 
(ArsOB  eniert.) 

Ha,  ha  1  our  king  that  wouldat  be,  here  at  last  ? 

Art  thou  the  poet  who  shall  save  the  world  ? 

Thy  hand  to  mine  I    Stay,  fix  thine  eyes  ub 
mine ! 

Thou  wouldst  be  king  ?    Still  fix  thine  eyes  on 
mine  I 
Par.    Ha,  ha  I  why  crouchest  not?     Am  I 
not  king  ? 

So  tortnre  is  not  whoUy  nnavaiUng ! 

Have  my  fierce  spasms  compelled   thee  f rr>m 
thy  lair? 

Art  thou  the  sage  I  only  seemed  to  be. 

Myself  of  after-time,  my  very  self 

W  ith  sight  a  little  clearer,  strength  more  firm. 

Who  robes  him  in  my  robe  and   grasps  my 
crown 

For  just  a  fault,  a  weakness,  a  negleot  ? 

I  scarcely  trusted  God  with  the  surmise 

That  such  might  come,  and  thon  didst  hear 
the  while  1 
ApriU.    Thine  eyes  are  luatrelesa  to  miner 
my  hair 

Is  soft,  nay  mlken  soft :  to  talk  with  thee 

Flushes  my  cheek,  and  thon  art  ashy-pale. 

Truly,  thon  hast  labored,  hast  withstood  her 
lipa. 

The  siren's  !   Yes,  *t  is  tike  thon  liast  attained  I 

Tell   me,   dear   master,  wherefore  now   tboa 
comest  ? 

I  thought  thy  solemn  songs  would  have  their 
meed 

In  after-time ;  that  I  should  hear  the  earth 

Exult  in  thee  and  echo  with  thy  praise. 

While  I  was  laid  forgotten  in  my  grave. 
P<ir,    Ah  fiend,  i  know  thee,  I  am  not  th| 
dope  I 

Hiou  art  ordained  to  follow  in  my  traok. 

Reaping  my  sowing,  as  I  soonied  to  reap 

The  harvest  sown  by  sages  passed  away. 

Thou  art  the  sober  searcher,  oaottooa  etnver. 

As  if,  except  through  me,  thon  haet  searched 

Ay,  tell  the  world  I    Dagisde  ne  after  alK 
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To  an  asplnmt  after  fame,  not  truth  — 
To  all  but  envy  of  thv  fate,  be  sure  I 
Apr,    Nay,  mnn  them  to  me ;  I  shall  envy 

not: 
'lliou  shalt  be  kiu^f !    Sing  thou,  aud  I  will  sit 
Beside,  and  call  deep  silence  for  thy  songis. 
And  worshiu  thee,  as  I  had  ne'er  been  meant 
To  fiU  thy  tnrone :  but  none  shall  ever  know  I 
Sine  to  me ;  for  already  thy  wild  eyes 
Unloek  my  heart-strings,  as  some  crystal-^haft 
Reveals  by  aome  chance  blaze  its  parent  fount 
After  IcHW  time :  so  thou  reveal'st  my  sool. 
All  will  flash  forth  at  last,  with  thee  to  hear! 
Par.    (His  secret  I    I  shall  get  his  secret  — 

fool  I) 
I  am  he  that  aspired  to  know  :  and  thou  ? 
Apr,    I  would  I/>VE  infinitely,  and  be  loved  1 
Par,    Poor  slave  !    I  am  thy  king  indeed. 
Apr,  Thou  deem'st 

That  — bom  a  spirit,  dowered  even  as  thou. 
Bom  for  thy  fate  —  because  I  could  not  curb 
My  yearnings  to  possess  at  once  the  full 
Enjoyment,  but  neglected  all  the  means 
(H  realizing  even  the  frailest  joy. 
Gathering  no  fragments  to  appease  my  want, 
Yet  nomng  up  that  want  till  thus  I  die  — 
Thon  deem^st   I  cannot  trace   thy  safe  sure 

march 
O'er  perils  that  overwhelm  me,  triumphing, 
Neglecting  naught  below  for  aught  above, 
I)eq»ising  nothing  and  ensuring  all  — 
Nor  that  I  oonld  (my  time  to  come  again) 
Lead  thus  mv  spirit  secnrelv  as  thine  o¥m. 
Listen,  and  thou  shalt  see  I  know  thee  well. 
I  would  love  infinitely  .  . . 

Ah,  lost  Host  1 

Oh  ye  who  armed  me  at  such  cost, 

How  shall  I  look  on  all  of  ye 

With  your  gifts  even  yet  on  me  ? 
Par.    (An,   'tis  some  moonstruck  creature 

afteralll 
Such  fond  fools  as  are  like  to  haunt  this  den : 
They  spread   contagion,   doubtless:     yet    he 

seemed 
To  echo  one  foreboding  of  my  heart 
•So  truly,  that  ...  no  matter  1    How  he  stands 
With  eve's  last  sunbeam  staying  on  his  hair 
Which  turns  to  it  as  if  they  were  akin : 
And  those  dear  smiling  eyes  of  saddest  blue 
Nearly  set  free,  so  far  the^  rise  above 
The  painful  fruitless  strivmg  of  the  brow 
And  enforced  knowledge  of  the  lips,  firm-eet 
In  slow  despondency's  eternal  sigh  1 
Has  he,  too,  missed  life's  end,  and  learned  the 

cause?) 
I  charge  thee,  by  thy  fealty,  be  calm  I 
Tell  me  what  thou  wouldst  oe,  and  what  I  am. 

Apr.    I  would  love  infinitely,  and  be  loved. 
First :  I  would  carve  in  stone,  or  cast  in  brass. 
The  forms  of  earth.  ^  No  ancient  himter  lifted 
Up  to  the  gods  by  his  renown,  no  nymph 
Supposed  the  sweet  soul  of  a  woodland  tree 
()t  aapphirine  roirit  of  a  twilight  star, 
ShouJa  be  too  hard  for  me :  no  shepherd-king 
Regal   for  his  white    locks ;    no   youth   who 

stands 
Silent  and  verv  calm  amid  the  throng, 
HiH  ri|^t  hand  ever  hid  beneath  his  robe 


Until  the  tyrant  pass ;  no  lawgiver. 
No  swan-soft  woman  rubbed  vrith  lucid  oils 
Given  by  a  god  for  love  of  her  —  too  hard  I 
Every  passion  sprung  from  man,  conceived  by 

man, 
Would  I  express  and  clothe  it  in  its  right  form, 
Or  blend  with  others  struggling  in  one  form. 
Or  show  repressed  bv  an  ungaiidy  form. 
Oh,  if  you  marvelled  at  some  mighty  spirit 
With  a  fit  frame  to  execute  its  will  — 
Even  unconsciously  to  work  its  will  — 
Yon  should  be  moved  no  less  beside  some  strong 
Rare  spirit,  fettered  to  a  stubborn  body. 
Endeavoring  to  subdue  it  and  inform  it 
With  its  own  splendor  I  ^  All  this  I  would  do : 
And   I   would  say,  this   done,  ^^His  sprites 

created, 
(3od  fpants  to  each  a  sphere  to  be  its  world, 
Appointed  with  the  various  objects  needed 
To  satisfy  its  own  peculiar  want ; 
So,  I  create  a  worla  for  these  mv  shapes 
Fit  to  sustain  their  beauty  and  their  strength  1'* 
And,  at  the  word,  I  wouM  contrive  and  paint 
Woods,  valleys,  rocks  and  plains,  dells,  sands 

and  wastes. 
Lakes  which,  when  mom  breaks  on  their  quiv- 

ering  bed, 
Blaase  like  a  wyvem  flsring  round  the  sun. 
And  ocean  isles  so  small,  the  dog-fish  tracking 
A  dead  whale,^  who  should  find  them,  would 

swim  thrice 
Around  them,  and  fare  onward  —  all  to  hold 
The  offspring  of  my  brain.    Nor  these  alone  : 
Bronze  labyrinth,  palace,  pyramid  and  crypt, 
Baths,  galleries,  courts,  temples  and  terraces. 
Marts,  theatres,  and  wharfs  —  all  filled  with 

men. 
Men  everywhere  I   And  this  performed  in  turn, 
When  those  who  looked  on,  pined  to  hear  the 

hopes 
And  fears  and  hates  and  loves  which  moved  the 

crowd, 
I  would  throw  down  the  pencil  as  the  chisel, 
And  I  would  speak ;   no  thought  which  ever 

stirred 
A  human  breast  should  be  untold  ;  all  pttssions, 
All  soft  emotions,  from  the  turbulent  stir 
Within  a  heart  fed  with  desires  like  mine. 
To  the  last  comfort  shutting  the  tired  lids 
Of  him  who  sleeps  the  sultry  noon  away 
Beneath  the  tent-tree  by  the  wavside  well : 
And  this  in  language  as  the  need  should  be. 
Now  poured  at  once  forth  in  a  burning  flow. 
Now  oiled  up  in  a  grand  array  of  words. 
This  aone,  to  perfect  and  consummate  all. 
Even  as  a  luromous  haze  links  star  to  star, 
I  would  supply  all  chasms  with  miunc,  breathing 
Mysterious  motions  of  the  soul,  no  way 
To  be  defined  save  in  strange  melodies. 
Last,  having  thus  revealed  all  I  could  love, 
Having  received  all  love  bestowed  on  it, 
I  would  die :  preserving  so  throughout  my  course 
<3od  full  on  me,  as  I  was  full  on  men  : 
He  would  approve  my  prayer,  *'I  have  gone 

througn 
The  loveliness  of  life ;  create  for  me 
If  not  for  men,  or  take  me  to  thyself, 
Eternal,  infinite  love ! " 


M 


PARACELSUS 


If  thou  hast  iie*er 
Coneeived  this  mighty  aim,  this  full  desire, 
Thou  hiHit  not  paaied  my  trial,  and  thou  art 
No  kinif  of  mine. 
Par,  Ah  me ! 

Apr.  But  thou  art  here ! 

Thou  didst  not  gaie  like  me  upon  that  end 
Till  thine  own  powers  for  compassing  the  bliss 
Were  blind  with  glory  ;  nor  grow  mad  to  grasp 
At  once  the  prize  lonff  patient  toil  should  daim, 
Nor  spurn  aU  nanted  short  of  that.    And  I 
Would  do  as  tnou,  a  second  time :  nar,  listen  t 
Knowing  ourselves,  our  world,  our  task  so  great. 
Our  time  so  brief,  't  is  clear  it  we  refuse 
The  means  so  limited,  the  tools  so  rude 
To  execute  our  purpose,  life  will  fleet, 
And  we  shall  fade,  and  leave  our  task  undone. 
We  will  be  wise  in  time :  what  though  our  work 
Be  fashioned  in  despite  of  their  ill-service, 
Be  crippled  every  wa^  ?    'T  were  little  praise 
Did  full  resources  wait  on  our  goodwill 
At  every  turn.     Let  all  be  as  it  is.  ^ 
Some  say  the  earth  is  even  so  contrived 
That  tree  and  flower,  a  vesture  gay,  conceal 
A  bare  and  skeleton  framework.   Had  we  means 
Answering  to  our  mind  I    But  now  I  seem 
Wrecked  on  a  saviwe  isle :  how  rear  thereon 
My  palace  ?   Branching  palms  the  props  shall  be, 
Frint  glossy  mingling ;  gems  are  tor  the  East ; 
Who  heeds  them  ?    I  can  paas  them.    Serpents* 

scales. 
And  painted  birds*  down,  furs  and  fishes*  skins 
Must  help  me  ;  and  a  little  here  and  there 
Is  all  I  can  aspire  to  :  stiU  my  art 
Shall  show  its  birth  was  in  a  ^rentier  clime. 
'*  Had  I  green  jars  of  malachite,  this  way 
1  'd  range  them:  where  those  sea-shells  glisten 

above, 
(^ressets  should  hang,  by  rig^t :  this  waif  we  set 
The  purple  carpets,  as  thene  mats  are  bud, 
Woven  of  fern  and  rush  and  blosHoming  flag.** 
(h*  if,  by  fortune,  some  completer  grace 
I^  spared  to  me,  some  fragment,  some  slight 

sample 
Of  the  prouder  workmanship  my  own  home 

boasts. 
Some  trifle  little  heeded  there,  but  here 
Tlie  plaoe*s  one  perfection  —  with  what  joy 
Would  I  enshrine  the  relic,  cheerfully 
Foregoing  dU  the  marvels  out  of  reach  ! 
('uuld  I  retjun  one  strain  of  all  the  psalm 
Of  the  angels,  one  word  of  the  fiat  of  God, 
To  let  my  followers  know  what  stich  things  are  1 
I  would  adventure  nobly  for  their  sak««  : 
AVhen  nights  were  still,  and  still  the  moaning  sea. 
And  far  away  I  could  descry  the  land 
W^hence  I  departed,  whither  I  return, 
1  would  dupart  the  waves,  and  stand  once  more 
At  home,  and  load  my  bark,  and  hasten  back. 
And  fling  my  gains  to  them,  worthless  or  true. 
"*  Friends,**  I  would  say,  '*  I  went  far,  far  for 

them. 
Post  the  hiffh  rocks  the  haunt  of  doves,  the 

monnas 
Of  red  earth  from  whose  sides  strange  trees 

grow  out. 
Past  tracts  of  milk-white  minute  blinding  sand, 
Tdl,  by  a  mighty  moon,  1  tnroblingly 


Gathered  these  magio  herbs,  bsrry  and  budi 
In  haste,  not  pausing  to  reject  the  weeds. 
But  happv  plucking  them  at  any  price. 
To  me,  who  have  seen  them  bloom  in  their  own 

soil. 
They  are  scarce  lovely:  plait  and  wear  them, 

you! 
And  guess,  from  what  they  are,  the  springs  that 

fed  them. 
The  Stan  that  sparkled  o*er  them,  night  by 

night. 
The  snakes  that  travelled  far  to  sip  their  dew  I  '* 
Thus  for  my  higher  loves ;  and  thus  even  weak- 


Would  win  me  honor.    But  not  these  alone 
Should  claim  my  care;  for  common  life,  its  wants 
And  ways,  would  I  set  forth  in  beauteous  hues: 
The  lowest  hind  should  not  possess  a  hope, 
A  fear,  but  I  *d  be  by  him,  saying  better 
Than  he  hi>  own  heart*s  language.    I  would  live 
Forever  in  the  thoug^hti  I  thus  explored. 
As  a  disooverer^s  memory  is  attaened 
To  all  he  finds  ;  they  should  be  mine  heneeforth. 
Imbued  with  me,  though  free  to  all  before: 
For  day,  once  cast  into  my  soul's  rich  mine. 
Should  come  up  crusted  o'er  with  gems.    Nor 

this 
Would  need  a  meaner  spirit  than  the  fint; 
Nav,  *t  would  be  but  the  selfsame  spirit,  clothed 
In  humbler  guise,  but  still  the  selfsame  spirit : 
As  one  spring  wind  unbinds  the  mountain  anow 
And  conoforts  violets  in  their  hermitage. 

But,  master,  poet,  who  hast  done  all  this. 
How  didst  thou  *Hcape  the  ruin  whelming  me  ? 
Didst  thou,  when  nerving  thee  to  this  attempt, 
Ne*er  range  thy  mind*s  extent,  as  some  wide 

hall. 
Dazzled  by  shapes  that  filled  its  length  with 

light. 
Shapes  clustered  there  to  rule  thee,  not  obey, 
Tliat  will  not  wait  thy  summons,  will  not  rise 
Singly,  nor  when  thy  practised  eye  and  hand 
Can  well  transfer  their  loveliness,  but  crowd 
B^  thee  forever,  bright  to  thy  despair  ? 
Ihdst  thou  ne*er  gaze  on  each  by  turns,  and  ne*er 
Rt«olve  to  single  out  one,  though  the  rest 
Should  vanish,  and  to  rive  that  one,  entire 
In  beauty,  to  the  world  ;  forgetting,  so. 
Its  peers,  whose  number  balHes  mortal  power? 
Ana,  this  determined,  wast  thou  ne*er  seduced 
By  memories  and  regrets  and  passiooate  love. 
To  glance  once  more  farewell?  and  did  their 

eyes 
Fasten  thee,  brighter  and  more  bright,  until 
Thou  couldst  but  stagger  back  unto  their  feet. 
And  langh  that  man^s  applause  or  welfare  ever 
Could  tempt  thee  to  fonake  them  ?    Or  when 


Had  passed  and  still  their  love  possessed  thee 

whoUy, 
When  from  without  some  murmur  startled  thee 
Of  darkling  mortals  famished  for  one  ray 
Of  thy  so^oarded  luxury  of  light. 
Didst  thou  ne*er  strive  even  yet  to  break  th< 

spells 
And  prove  thou  couldst  rsoover  and  fulfil 
Thy  early  misaion,  long  ago  renounced. 
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And  to  that  end,  Mleot  aome  ihape  onoe  more? 
And  did  not  niist<jike  inflnenoes,  thiek  films. 
Faint  memories  of  the  rest  that  oharmed  so  long 
Thine  ^Wv  Ao^t  fast,  confuse  thee,  bear  thee 

off, 
As  whirHng  snow-drifts  blind  a  man  who  treads 
A  mountain  ridge,  with  guiding  spear,  through 

stonn? 
Say,  though  I  fell,  I  had  excuse  to  fall ; 
tSay,  I  was  tempted  sorely :  say  but  this. 
Dear  kmi,  Aprile*s  lord ! 

Penr.  Clasp  me  not  thus, 

Aprile !    That  the  truth  should  reach  me  thus ! 
We  are  weak  dust.    Nay,  clasp  not  or  I  faint ! 

Apr.    My  king !  and  enyions  thoughts  oonld 
ontrage  thee  ? 
Lo,  I  forget  my  ruin,  and  rejoice 
In  thy  success,  as  thou !    Let  our  God^s  praise 
Go  bravely  through  the  world  at  last  I    What 


Through  me  or  thee  ?    I  feel  thy  breath.   Why, 

tears? 
Tears  in  the  darkness,  and  from  thee  to  me  ? 
Pear.    Lore  me  henceforth,  Aiwile,  while  I 


To  lore ;  and,  merciful  God,  forgive  us  both  t 
We  wake  at  length  from  weaiy  dreams;  but 

both 
Have  alept  in  fairy-land :  though  dark  and  drear 
Aiipears  the  world  before  us,  we  no  less 
W  luce  with  our  wrists  and  ankles  jewelled  still. 
I  too  have  sought  to  know  as  thou  to  lovb  — 
Excluding  love  as  thou  refnsedst  knowledge. 
StiJl  thou  hast  beauty  and  I,  power.    We  wake : 
What  penance  canst  devise  for  both  of  us  ? 
Apr,    I  hear  thee  faintly.    The  thick  dark- 
ness 1    Even 
Thine  eyes  are  hid.    *T  is  as  1  knew :  I  speak. 
And  now  I  die.    But  I  have  seen  thy  face  I 

0  poet,  think  of  me,  and  sing  of  me  I 
But  to  have  seen  thee  and  to  die  so  soon  1 

Par.    Die  not,  Aprile  I    We  must  never  part. 
Are  we  not  halves  of  one  dissevered  world. 
Whom  this  strange  chance  unites  onoe  more  ? 

Part?  never! 
Tin  thou  the  lover,  know ;  and  I,  the  knower, 
Love  —  until  both  are  saved.    Aprile,  hear  I 
We  will  aooept  our  gains,  and  use  them  —  now  I 
God,  be  will  die  upon  my  breast  I    Aprile ! 

Apr.  ^  To  speak  but  once,  and  die  I  yet  by 
his  side. 
Hush!  hush! 

Ha !  go  yon  ever  girt  about 
W^th  phantoms,  powem  ?    I  have  created  such. 
But  these  seem  xeal  as  I. 

Par.  Whom  can  yon  see 

Throng  the  aoonraed  darkness  ? 

Apr.  Stay ;  I  know, 

1  kwrw  them :  who  should  know  them  well  as  I  ? 
White  brows,  lit  up  with  glory :  poets  all  1 

Par.    Let  him  out  live,  and  I  have  my  re- 
ward! 
Apr.    Tea;  I  see  now.    God  ib  the  perfect 
poet. 
Who  in  his  person  acts  his  own  creations. 
Had  you  but  told  me  this  at  first  I    Hush  I  hush  I 
Par.    Live  I   for  my  sake,  because  of  my 
great  sin. 


To  he^  my  brain,  oppressed  by  these  wild  words 
And  tneir  deep  import.    Live  I  *t  is  not  too 

Ute. 
I  have  a  quiet  home  for  us,  and  friends. 
Michal  shall  smile  on  you.    Hear  yon  ?    Lean 

thus. 
And  breathe  my  breath.    I  shall  not  lose  one 

word 
Of  all  your  speech,  one  little  word,  Aprile ! 
Apr.    No,  no.    Crown  me  ?    I  am  not  one  of 

you! 
'Tis  he,  the  kin^,  you  seek.    I  am  not  one. 
PoT'    Thy  spirit,  at  least,  Aprile  !    Let  XB6 

love. 

I  have  attained,  and  now  I  may  depart. 


III.  PARACELSUS 

ScxHX,  Batel :  a  chamber  in  the  htnue  qf  Vamacmlmu%, 

1506. 

PAaACBLSVS,  Fsiivs. 

Par.    Heap  logs  and  let  the  blase  laugh  out ! 

Fest.  True,  true ! 

'T  is  very  fit  all,  time  and  chance  and  change 
Have  wrought  since  last  we  sat  thus,  face  to 

face 
And  soul  to  soul  y  all  cares,^  far-looking  fears, 
Vague  apprehensions,  all  vain  fancies  bred 
By  your  l^ig  absence,  should  be  cast  away, 
Forgotten  in  this  glad  unhoped  renewal 
Of  our  affections. 

Par.  Oh,  omit  not  aught 

Which  witnesses  your  own  and  Michal's  own 
Affection :  spare  not  that  I    Only  forget 
The  honors  and  the  glories  and  what  not. 
It  pleases  von  to  tell  profusely  out. 

Fest.    Nay,  even  your  honoia,  in  a  sense,  I 
waive: 
The  wondrous  Paracelsus,  life's  dispenser, 
Fate's  commissary,  idol  of  the  sehools 
And  courts,  shall  be  no  more  tlum  Aureole  still. 
Still  Aureole  and  my  friend  as  when  we  parted 
Some  twenty  years  ago,  and  I  restrained 
As  best  I  oonld  the  promptings  of  my  spirit 
Which  secretly  advanced  yon,  from  the  first. 
To  the  pre-eminent  rank  which,  since,  your  own 
Adventurous  ardor  nobly  triumphing. 
Has  won  for  you. 

Par.  Tes,  yes.    And  Michal^s  face 

Still  wears  that  quiet  and  peculiar  light 
Like  the  dim  circlet  floating  round  a  pearl  ? 

Feat.    Just  so. 

Par.      And  yet  her  calm  sweet  eonntenance. 
Though  saintly,  was  not  sad  ;  for  she  wonld  sing 
Alone.     Does  she  still  sing  alone,  bird-like. 
Not  dreaming  yon  are  near  ?    Her  carols  dropt 
Li  flakes  through  that  old  leafy  bower  built 

under 
The  sunny  wall  at  Wnrvbnrg,  from  her  lattice 
Among  the  trees  above,  while  I,  uns(*en. 
Sat  conning  some  rare  scroll  from  Tritheim's 

shelves. 
Much  wonderiiH?  notes  so  simple  could  divert 
My  mind  from  study.    Those  were  happy  da>ni. 
Respect  all  such  as  sing  when  all  alone  I 
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Feat,    Scarcely  alone :  her  ohi1dr«n,  you  may 
gaeeB, 
Are  wild  beside  her. 

Par.  Ah,  those  children  quite 

Unsettle  the  pore  picture  in  my  mind : 
A  ^rl,  she  was  so  perfect,  su  distinct :  ^ 
No  ohan^,  no  cliangel    Not  but  this  added 

niice 
May  blend  and  harmonize  with  its  ooraiieers, 
And  Michal  may  become  her  motherhood ; 
But 't  is  a  change,  and  I  detest  all  change,  ^ 
And  most  a  change  in  au^t  I  loved  long  since, 
fcio,  Michal  —  you  have  said  she  thinks  of  me  ? 
Fest*    O  very  proud  will  Michal  be  of  you  I 
Imagine  how  we  sat,  long  winter-nights, 
Scheming  and  wondering,  shaping  yonr  pre- 
sumed 
Adventure,  or  devising  its  reward ; 
Shutting  out  fear  with  all  the  strength  of  hope. 
For  it  was  strange  how,  even  when  most  secure 
In  our  domestic  peace,  a  certain  dim 
And  flitting  shade  could  sadden  all ;  it  seemed 
A  restlessness  of  heart,  a  silent  yearning, 
A  sense  of  something  wanting,  incomplete  — 
Not  to  be  put  in  words,  perhaps  avoiaed 
By  mute  consent  —  but.  said  or  unsaid,  felt 
To  point  to  one  so  lovea  and  so  long  lost. 
Ana  then  the  hopes  rose  and  shut  out  the  fears  — 
How  you  would  laugh  should  I  recount  them 

now  I 
I  still  predicted  your  return  at  last 
With  ^fts  beyond  the  greatest  of  them  all. 
All  Tntheim*s  wondrous  troop :  did  one  of  which 
Attain  renown  bv  any  chance,  I  smiled, 
As  well  aware  of  who  would  prove  his  peer. 
Michal  was  sure  some  woman,  long  ere  this, 
As  beautiful  aa  you  were  sage,  had  loved  .  .  . 
Par,    Far-seeing)  truly,  to  discern  so  much 
In  the  fantastic  projects  and  day-dreams 
Of  a  raw  restless  hoy  I 

Ftst*  Oh,  no :  the  sunrise 

WhU  warranted  our  faith  in  this  full  noon  I 
(*un  I  forget  the  anxious  voice  which  said, 
**Festus,  nave  thoughts  like  these  e'er  shifted 

themselves 
In  other  brains  than  mine  ?  have  their  paesessnn 
Kxisted  in  Hke  circumstance  ?  were  they  weak 
As  I «  or  ever  constant  from  the  first. 
i  )espising  youth *s  allurements  and  rejecting 
Ah  spider-nlms  the  shackles  I  endure  ? 
Is  there  hope  for  me  ?"  —  and  I  answered  gravely 
As  an  acknowledged  elder,  calmer,  wiser, 
More  eifted  mortal.    O  you  must  remember, 
For  all  your  glorious  ... 

Par,  Glorious  ?  ay,  this  hair. 

These  hands  —  nay,  touch  them,  they  are  mine  I 

HecaU 
With  all  the  said  reeallingB,  times  when  thua 
To  lay  them  by  your  own  ne'er  turned  you  pale 
As  now.    Most  glorious,  are  they  not  ? 

Fffi.  Why -why - 

Something  must  be  snbtrHCt<^  from  success 
So  wide,  no  doubt.    He  would  Iw  scrupulous, 

tmlv, 
Wlio  should  object  such  drawbacks.    Still,  still. 

Aureole, 
You  are  changed,  very  changed !    *T  were  los- 
ing nothing 


To  look  well  to  it :  you  must  not  be  stolen 
From  the  enjoyment  of  your  weU-won  meed. 
Par,   My  friend  !  yon  seek  my  pleasure,  pant 

a  doubt : 
You  will  best  gain  your  point,  by  talking,  not 
Of  me,  but  of  yourself. 

Fest,  Have  I  not  said 

All  touching  Michal  and  mv  children  f    Sure 
You  know,  bv  this,  full  well  now  Aennchen  looks 
Gravely,  while  one  disparts  her  thick  brown  hair; 
And  Aureole's  glee  when  some  stray  gaanet 

builds 
Amid  the  birch-trees  by  the  lake.    Small  hope 
Have  I  that  he  will  honor  (the  wild  imp) 
His  namesake.    Sigh  not  1  't  is  too  much  to  ask 
That  all  we  love  should  reach  the  same  proad 

fate. 
But  vou  are  very  kind  to  humor  me 
By  showing  interest  in  my  quiet  Itfe ; 
You,  who  of  old  could  never  tame  yourself 
To  tranquil  pleasures,  must  at  heart  despise  .  . 
Par,    Festus,  strange  secrets  are  let  out  by 

death 
Who  blabs  so  oft  the  follies  of  this  world : 
And  I  am  death's  familiar,  as  you  know. 
I  helped  a  man  to  die,  some  few  weeks  since. 
Warped  even  from  his  go-cart  to  one  end  — 
The  living  on  princes'  smiles,  reflected  from 
A  mighty  herd  of  favorites.    No  mean  trick 
He  left  untried,  and  truly  well-nii^h  wormed 
All  traces  of  God's  finger  out  of  him : 
Then  died,  grown  old.  And  just  an  hour  before. 
Having  lain  long  with  blank  and  soulless  eyea. 
He  sat  up  suddenly,  and  with  natural  voice 
Said  that  in  spite  of  thick  air  and  closed  doors 
God  told  bun  it  was  June ;  and  he  knew  well. 
Without  such  telling,  harebells  grew  in  June  ; 
And  aU  tJiat  kings  could  ever  give  or  take 
Would  not  be  precious  as  those  blooms  to  hinu 
Just  BO,  allowing  1  am  passing  sage. 
It  seems  to  me  much  worthier  argument 
Why  pansies,^  eyes  that  laugh,  bear  beauty  s 

prize 
From  violets,  eyes  that  dream  —  (your  Miehal's 

choice)  — 
Than  all  fools  find  to  wonder  at  in  me 
Or  in  m^  fortunes.    And  be  very  sure 
I  say  this  from  no  pmrient  restlessness, 
No  self-complacency,  itching  to  turn. 
Vary  and  view  its  pleasure  from  all  points. 
And,  in  this  instance,  willing  other  men 
May  be  at  pains,  demonstrate  t4)  itself 
The  realness  of  the  very  joy  it  tastes. 
WHiat  should  delight  me  uke  the  news  of  friends 
Whose  memories  were  a  solace  to  me  oft. 
As  mountain-baths  to  wild  fowls  in  their  flight  ? 
Ofter  than  you  had  wasted  thought  on  me 
Had  yon  b^n  wise,  and  rightly  valued  blisa. 
But  tnere  's  no  taming  nor  repressing  hearts: 
God  knows  I  need  snoh  I  —  no,  you  heard  roe 

speak? 
Fest,    SiH»ak?  when? 

Par,       When  but  this  morning  at  my  elaas  ? 
There  was  nouM  and  crowd  enoi^h.    I  saw  you 

not. 

Surely  you  know  I  am  engaged  to  fill 

>  CHrinnla  (flmnraiila)  herbs  Psrscelso  nultoiii  f«mU 
iaris.  —  Dosji. 


PARACELSUS 


27 


The  chair  here?  —  that  'tis  part  of  my  proud 

fate 
To  lecture  to  as  manj  thiok-eknlled  youths 
As  please,  eaeh  day,  to  throng  the  theatre, 
To  my  great  reputation,  and  no  small 
Danger  of  Basel^s  benches  long  unused 
To  crack  beneath  such  honor  ? 

FtMt.  I  was  there  ; 

I  mingled  with  the  throng:  shall  I  avow 
Small  care  was  mine  to  listen  ?  —  too  intent 
On  gathering  from  the  murmurs  of  the  crowd 
A  full  oorroboiration  of  my  hopes  t 
What  can  I  learn  about  your  powers  ?  but  they 
Know,  care  for  naoght  berona  your  actual  state, 
Yoor  actual  value ;  yet  tney  worship  you, 
Thoae  various  natures  whom  you  sway  as  one ! 
Hot  ere  I  go,  be  sure  I  shall  attend  .  .  . 
Par,  Stop,  o'  God^s  name :  the  thing  ^s  by  no 

noeansvet 
Past  remedy  f  Shall  I  read  this  morning's  labor 

—  At  IcMt  m  substance  ?   Naught  so  worth  the 

gaining 
As  an  apt  sctiolar !    Thus  then,  with  all  due 
Precision  and  emphasis  —  you,  beside,  are  clearly 
Guiltless  of  understanding  more,  a  whit, 
The  subject  than  your  stool  —  allowed  to  be 
A  notable  advantage. 

Fest.  Surely,  Aureole, 

Yoa  laugh  at  me  I 

Par.  I  laugh  ?    Ha,  ha  I  thank  heaven, 

I  charge  you,  if  *t  be  so  I  for  I  forget 
Maeh,  aad  what  laughter  should  be  like.    No 

leas. 
However,  I  forego  that  luxury 
Since  it  alarms  tne  friend  who  brings  it  back. 
True,  lan^ter  like  my  own  must  echo  strangely 
To  thinking  men  ;  a  nnile  were  better  far ; 
So,  make  me  smile !    If  the  exulting  look 
Yon  wore  but  now  be  smiling,  't  is  so  long 
Since  I  have  smiled!    Alas,  such  smibs  are 

bom 
Alone  of  hearts  like  jrouts,  or  herdsmen's  souls 
Of  ancieai  time,  whose  eyes,  calm  as  their  floeka, 
Saw  in  the  stars  mere  gamishry  of  heaven. 
And  in  the  earth  a  stage  for  altars  only. 
Never  change,  Festns :  I  say,  never  change  I 
Fett.  My  God,  if  he  be  wretched  after  all  I 
PtMT,  When  last  we  jMurted,  Festus,  you  de- 
clared, 

—  Or  Michal,  yes,  her  soft  lips  whispered  words 
I  have  preaerved.    She  told  me  she  believed 

I  should  succeed  ( meaning,  that  in  the  search 
I  then  engaged  in.  I  should  meet  success ) 
And  yet  be  wretched  :  now,  she  augured  false. 

Feat,  Thank  heaven !  but  you  spoke  strangely : 
could  I  venture 
To  think  bars  apprehemrion  lest  your  friend. 
I>a2xled  by  your  resplendent  course,  might  find 
Hencefortn  lesa  sweetness  in  his  own,  could  move 
^och  earnest  mood  in  yon?    Fear  not,  dear 

friend. 
That  I  ahall  leave  yon,  inwardly  repining 
Your  lot  was  not  my  own  I 

Par,  And  this  forever ! 

Forever  I  gull  who  may,  they  will  be  gulled  1 
They  will  not  look  nor  think ;  *t  is  nothing  new 
In  tnem  :  but  surely  he  is  not  of  them  I 
My  Festns,  do  yon  know,  I  reckoned,  yon-- 


Though  all  beside  were  sand-blind  —  you,  my 

friend. 
Would  look  at  me,  once  close,  with  piercing  eye 
Untroubled  by  the  false  glare  that  confounds 
A  weaker  vision :  would  remain  serene. 
Though  singular  amid  a  gaping  throng. 
I  feared  you,  or  I  had  come,  sure,  long  ere  this, 
To  Einsiedeln.    Well,  error  has  no  end, 
And  Khaais  is  a  sage,  and  Basel  boasts 
A  tribe  of  wits,  and  I  am  wi»e  and  blest 
Past  all  dispute !    'T  is  vain  to  fret  at  it. 
I  have  vowed  long  ago  my  worshippers 
Shall  owe  to  their  own  deep  sagacity 
All  further  information,  good  or  bad. 
Small  risk  indeed  my  reputation  runs. 
Unless  perchance  the  glance  now  searching  me 
Be  fixed  much  longer  ;  for  it  seems  to  spell 
Dimly  the  characters  a  simpler  man 
Might  read  distinct  enough.    Old  eastern  books 
Say,  the  fallen  prince  of  morning  some  short 

space 
Remained  unchanged  in  semblance;  nay,  his 

brow 
Was  hued  with  triumph :  every  spirit  then 
Praising,  hi»  heart  on  name  the  while :  —  a  tale ! 
Well,  Festus,  what  discover  you,  I  pray  ? 
Fe^.  Some  foul  deed  sullies  then  a  life  which 
else 
Were  raised  supreme  ? 

Par.  Good :  I  do  well,  most  well  I 

Why  strive  to  make  men  hear,  feel,  fret  them- 
selves 
With  what  is  past  their  power  to  comprehend  ? 
I  should  not  strive  now  :  only,  having  nursed 
The  faint  surmise  that  one  yet  walked  the  earth, 
One,  at  least,  not  the  utter  fool  of  show, 
Not  absolutely  formed  to  be  the  dupe 
Of  shaUow  plausibilities  alone : 
One  who,  in  youth,  found  wise  enough  to  choose 
The  happiness  his  riper  years  approve. 
Was  yet  so  anxious  tor  another  s  sake. 
That,  ere  his  friend  could  rush  upon  a  mad 
And  ruinous  course,  the  converse  of  his  own. 
His  gentle  spirit  essayed,  prejudged  for  him 
The  perilous  path,  foresaw  its  destiny. 
And  warned  uie  weak  one  in  such  tender  words, 
Such  accents  —  his  whole  heart  in  every  tone  — 
That  oft  their  memory  comforted  that  friend 
When  it  by  rifi[ht  should  have  increased  despair : 
—  Having  believed,  I  say,  that  this  one  man 
Could  never  lose  the  light  thus  from  the  first 
His  portion  —  how  should  I  refuse  to  grieve 
At  even  ray  ^n  if  it  disturb  our  old 
Relation,  if  it  make  me  out  more  wise  ? 
Therefore,  once  more  reminding  him  how  well 
He  prophesied,  I  note  the  single  flaw 
That  spoils  his  prophet^s  title.    In  plain  words. 
You  were   deceived,  and  thus  were  you  de- 
ceived— 
I  have  not  been  successful,  and  yet  am 
Most  miserable ;  *t  is  said  at  last ;  nor  you 
Give  credit,  lest  you  force  me  to  concede 
That  common  sense  yet  lives  upon  the  world  ! 
Fest,    You  surely  do  not  mean  to  banter  me  ? 
Par.    Yon  know,  or  —  if  you  have  been  wise 
enough 
To  cleanse  your  memory  of  such  matters*- 
knew. 
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An  far  M  words  of  mine  oonld  make  it  clear, 
That  *t  was  my  purpose  to  find  ioy  or  grief 
fcwlelv  in  the  fulfilment  of  my  plan 
Or  plot  or  whatsoe'er  it  was ;  rejoicing 
Alone  as  it  proceeded  prosperously, 
Sorrowing  then  only  when  misrhanca  retarded 
Its  progress.  That  was  in  those  Wiirxburg  days ! 
Not  to  prolong  a  theme  I  thoroughly  hate, 
I  have  pursued  this  plan  with  all  my  strength  ; 
And  haying  failed  therein  most  signally, 
('annot  object  to  ruin  utter  and  drear 
As  all-excelling  would  have  been  the  prize 
Ilad  fortune  favored  me.    I  scarce  have  right 
To  vex  your  frank  good  spirit  late  so  glad 
In  ray  supposed  prosperity,  I  know. 
And,  were  I  lucky  in  a  glut  of  friends, 
Would  well  agree  to  let  vour  error  live, 
Nay,  strengthen  it  with  tables  of  success. 
But  mine  is  no  oondidon  to  refuse 
llie  transient  solace  of  so  rare  a  godsend. 
My  solitary  luxury,  my  one  friend  : 
Accordingly  I  venture  to  put  oflF 
The  wearisome  vest  of  falsehood  galling  me, 
>ecuie  when  he  is  by.    I  lay  me  bare. 
Prone  at  his  mercy  —  but  he  is  my  friend  I 
Not  that  he  needs  retain  his  aspect  gnve  ; 
That  answen  not  my  purpose  :  for  t  is  like, 
Some  sunny  morning  —  Basel  being  drained 
(>f  itA  wise  population,  every  comer 
()f  the  amphitheatre  crammed  with  learned 

clerks. 
Here  (Ecolampadius,  looking  worlds  of  wit, 
Here  Castellanus,  as  profound  as  he, 
Munsterus  here,  Frobenius  there,  all  squeezed 
And  staring,  —  that  the  zany  of  the  show, 
Kvtfn  Paracelsus,  shall  put  ofF  before  them 
His  trappings  with  a  grace  but  seldom  judged 
Expedient  in  such  cases :  —  the  grim  simle 
That  will  go  round  I    Is  it  not  therefore  best 
To  venture  a  rehearsal  like  the  present 
In  a  small  way  ?    Where  are  the  signs  I  seek. 
The  first-fruits  and  fair  sample  of  the  scorn 
Due  to  all  quacks  ?    Why,  this  will  never  do  1 

Fett.    These  are  foul  vapors,  Aureole  ;  naught 
beside! 
Tjie  effect  of  watching,  stud^,  weariness. 
Were  there  a  spark  of  truth  in  the  confusion 
( >f  these  wild  words,  you  would  not  outrage  thus 
Your  youth  *s  companion.     I  shall  ne^er  regard 
These  wanderings,  bred  of  faintness  and  much 

study. 
*T  is  not  thus  you  would  trust  a  trouble  to  me, 
To  Michal's  friend. 

Par.  I  have  said  it,  dearest  Festus  I 

For  the  manner,  "t  is  ungracious  probably  ; 
You  mav  have  it  told  in  broken  sobs,  omm  day. 
And  scalding  tears,  ere  long :  but  I  thought  best 
To  keep  that  off  as  long  as  possible. 
])o  you  wonder  still  ? 

Fest,  No;  it  must  oft  fall  out 

That  one  whose  labor  perfects  any  work. 
Shall  rise  froin  it  with  eye  so  worn  that  ne 
( H  aU  men  least  can  measure  the  extent 
( H  what  he  has  aceom^Usked.    He  alone 
Wlio,  nothing  taaked.  is  nothing  weary  too. 
May  deariy  scan  the  little  he  effects : 
But  we,  the  bystaadera,  natondied  by  toil. 
Estimate  each  aright. 


Par.  This  worthy  Festus 

Is  one  of  them,  at  last !    *T  is  so  with  all ! 
First,  they  set  down  all  progress  as  a  dream ; 
And  next,  when  he  whose  onick  discomfiture 
Was  counted  on,  aoeom^lisnes  some  few 
And  doubtful  steps  in  his  career,  —  behold. 
They  look  for  every  inch  of  ground  to  yanish 
Beneath  his  tread,  so  sure  thev  spy  su<»e8s ! 

Fest.    Few  doubtful  steps  ?  wnen  death  re> 
tir^  before 
Your  presence  —  when  the  noblest  of  numkind. 
Broken  in  body  or  subdued  in  soul. 
May  through  your  skill  renew  their  vigor,  raise 
The  shattered  frame  to  pristine  stateliness  ? 
When  men  in  racking  pain  may  purchase  dreams 
Of  what  delights  theni  most,  swooning  at  once 
Into  a  sea  of  bluH  or  rapt  along 
As  in  a  Hying  sphere  of  turbulent  light? 
When  we  may  look  to  you  as  one  ordained 
To  free  the  fiesh  from  fell  disease,  as  frees 
Our  Luther's  burning  tongue  the  fettered  soul  ? 
When  .  .  . 

Par,     When  and  where,  the  devil,  did  yon  gist 
This  notable  news  ? 

FeM.  £ven  from  the  common  yoiee ; 

From  those  whose  envy,  daring  not  dispute 
The  wonders  it  decries,  attributes  them 
To  magic  and  such  folly. 

Par,  Folly?    Why  not 

To  magic,  pray  ?    You  find  a  comfort  donbdess 
In  holding.  God  ne'er  troubles  him  about 
lis  or  our  doings :  onoe  we  were  judged  worth 
The  devil's  tempting  .  .  .  I  offend :  lotgive  me. 
And  rent  content,     i  our  prophecy  on  the  whole 
W^as  fair  enough  as  prophesyings  go ; 
At  fault  a  little  in  detad,  but  quite 
Precise  enough  in  the  main  ;  and  hereupon 
Ipay  due  honuige :  yon  giiessed  long  ago 
(The  prophet  I)  I  should  faU — and  I  have  failed. 

Fai.    You  mean  to  tell  me,  then,  the  hopes 
which  fed 
Your  youth  have  not  been  rea£ied  as  jret  ? 
Some  obstacle  has  barred  them  hitherto  ? 
Or  that  their  innate  .  .  • 

Par,  As  I  said  but  now. 

You  have  a  very  decent  prophet's  fame. 
So  yon  but  shun  details  here.    Little  matter 
Whether  those  hopes  were  mad,  —  the  aims 

they  sought, 
Safe  and  secure  from  all  ambitions  fools ; 
Or  whether  my  weak  wit»  are  overcome 
By  what  a  better  spirit  would  scorn  :  I  fail. 
And  now  methinks  ^twere  best  to  chaise  a 

theme 
I  am  a  sad  fool  to  have  stumbled  on. 
I  say  confusedly  what  comes  uppermost ; 
But  there  are  times  when  patience  proves  at 

fault. 
As  now  :  this  morning's  strange  encounter — Ton 
Beside  me  once  again  !  /ou.  whom  I  guessed 
Alive,  since  hitherto  (with  Luther's  leave) 
No  friend  have  I  among  the  saints  at  neace. 
To  judge  by  anv  good  their  piayeis  eneot. 
I  knew  you  would  have  helped  me  —  why  not  he. 
My  strange  competitor  in  enterprise. 
Bound  for  the  same  end  by  anchor  path. 
Arrived,  jr  ill  or  well,  before  the  time. 
At  our  oiaastions  joumey^s  doubtful  elofie  ? 
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How  ffoet  it  with  Aprile  f    Ah,  they  miBB 

Your  lone  sad  Bmmy  idleness  of  heaven, 

Our  martjm  for  the  world *b  sake ;  heaven  shuts 

fast: 
The  poor  mad  poet  is  howlingr  by  this  time ! 
Since  yoa  ate  my  sole  friend  then,  here  or  there, 
I  oonld  not  quite  repress  the  varied  feelings 
This  meeting^  wiUcens ;  they  have  had  their  vent. 
And  now  fofget  them.    Do  the  rear-mioe  still 
llan^  like  a  network  on  the  gate  (or  what 
In  my  time  was  a  gate)  fronting  the  road 
From  Eini^edeln  to  Lachen  ? 

Fest.  Trifle  not; 

Answer  me,  for  my  sake  alone  !    You  smiled 
Just  now,  when  I  supposed  some  deed,  unworthy 
Yourself,  might  blot  the  else  so  bright  result ; 
Yet  if  your  motives  have  continued  onre. 
Your  will  unfaltering,  and  in  spite  of  this. 
You  have  experienced  a  defeat,  why  then 
I  say  not  you  would  cheerfully  withdraw 
From  contest  —  mortal  hearts  are  not  so  fash- 
ioned— 
But  surely  yon  would  nevertheless  withdraw. 
You  sought  not  fame  nor  gain  nor  even  love, 
Xo  end  distinct  from  knowledge,  —  I  repeat 
Your  very  words  :  once  satisfied  that  knowledge 
Is  a  mere  dream,  you  would  announce  as  much, 
Yourself  the  first.     But  how  is  the  event  ? 
Yon  are  defeated  —  and  I  find  you  here  I 

Par,    As  though  **  here  "  did  not  signify  de- 
feat 1 
I  spoke  not  of  my  little  labors  here, 
But  of  the  break-down  of  my  general  aims ; 
For  you,  aware  of  their  extent  and  scope. 
To  look  on  these  sage  leoturings,  approved 
By  beardless  boys,  and  bearded  dotards  worse, 
\s  a  fit  consummation  of  such  aims. 
Is  worthy  notice.    A  professorship 
At  Basel  I    Since  you  see  so  much  in  it. 
And  think  my  life  was  reasonably  drained 
(H  lifers  delights  to  render  me  a  match 
For  duties  aiduous  as  such  post  demands,  — 
Be  it  far  from  me  to  deny  my  power 
To  fill  the  petty  circle  lotted  out 
Of  infinite  space,  or  justify  the  host 
(>f  honors  thence  accruing.    80,  take  notice. 
This  jewel  dangling  from  my  neck  preserves 
The  features  of  a  prince,  mv  skill  restored 
To  nla^e  his  people  some  few  years  to  come : 
Ana  all  through  a  pure  whim.     He  had  eased 

the  earth 
For  me,  but  that  the  droll  despair  which  seized 
The  vermin  of  his  household,  tickled  me. 
I  came  to  see.    Here  drivelled  the  physician, 
Whose  most  infallible  nostrum  was  at  fault ; 
There  quaked  the  astrologer,  whose  horoscope 
Had  promised  him  interminable  years : 
Hi*re  a  monk  fumbled  at  the  sick  man  s  month 
With  some  undoubted  relic  —  a  sudary 
( >f  the  Virgin  ;  while  another  piebald  knave 
( >f  the  same  brotherhood  (he  loved  them  ever) 
Was  actively  preparing  *neath  his  nose 
^nch  a  Buffnmigation  as,  once  fired, 
Had  stank  the  patient  dead  ere  he  could  groao. 
I  cursed  the  doctor  and  upset  the  brother, 
Brushed  past  the  conjurer,  vowed  that  the  first 


(H  stench  from  the  ingredients  just  aliglit 


Would  raise  a  oross'gnuned  devil  in  m}^  sword, 
Not  easily  laid  :  and  ere  an  hour  the  prinoe 
Slept  as  he  never  slept  since  prinoe  he  was. 
A  day  —  and  I  was  posting  for  my  life. 
Placarded  throng  the  town  as  one  whose  spite 
Had  near  availea  to  stop  the  blessed  effects 
Of  the  doctor's  nostrum  which,  well  seconded 
By  the  sudaiy ,  and  most  by  the  oosUy  smoke  — 
Not  leavmg  out  the  strenuous  prayers  sent  up 
Hard  by  in  the  abbey^  —  raised  the  prinoe  to  lu e : 
To  the  great  reputation  of  the  seer 
Who,  confident,  expected  all  along 
The  glad  event  —  the  doctor's  recompense  — 
Much  largess  from  his  highness  to  the  monks  — 
And  the  vast  solace  of  his  loving  people, 
Whose  general  satisfaction  to  increase, 
The  prince  was  pleased  no  longer  to  defer 
The  Duming  of  some  dozen  heretics 
Remanded  till  Good's  mercy  should  be  shown 
Touching  his  sickness :  last  of  all  were  joined 
Ample  directions  to  all  loyal  folk 
To  swell  the  complement  bv  seizing  me 
Who  —  doubtless  some  rank  sorcerer — endeav- 
ored 
To  thwart  these  pious  offices,  obstruct 
The  prince's  cure,  and  frustrate  heaven  by  help 
Of  certain  devils  dwelling  in  his  sword. 
By  luck,  the  prinoe  in  his  first  fit  of  thanks 
Had  forced  this  bauble  on  me  as  an  earnest 
Of  further  favors.    This  one  case  may  serve 
To  give  sufficient  taste  of  many  such, 
So,  let  them  pass.    Those  shelves  support  a  pile 
Of  patents,  licenses,  diplomas,  titles 
From  Germany,  France,  Spun,  and  Italy ; 
They  authorize  some  honor ;  ne'ertheless, 
I  set  more  store  by  this  Erasmus  sent ; 
He  trusts  me ;  our  Frobenins  is  his  friend. 
And  him  *'  I  raised  "  (nay,  read  it)  **  from  the 

dead." 
I  weary  you,  I  see.    I  merely  sought 
To  show,  there 's  no  great  wonder  after  all 
That,  while  I  fill  the  class-room  and  attract 
A  crowd  to  Basel,  1  get  leave  to  stay. 
And  therefore  need  not  scruple  to  accept 
The  utmost  thev  can  offer,  it  I  please : 
For  't  is  but  right  the  world  should  be  prepared 
To  treat  with  favor  e'en  fantastic  wants 
Of  one  like  me,  used  up  in  servinir  her. 
Just  as  the  mortal,  whom  the  gods  in  part 
Devoured,  receivea  in  place  of  his  lost  limb 
Some  virtue  or  other — cured  disease,  I  think ; 
You  mind  the  fables  we  have  read  together. 

FeM,    Yon  do  not  think  I  comprehend  a  word. 
The  time  was.  Aureole,  you  were  apt  enough 
To    clothe  the   airiest    thoughts  in    specious 

breath ; 
But  surely  you  must  feel  how  vague  and  strange 
These  speeches  sound. 

Par.  Well,  then  :  you  know  my  hopes ; 

I  am  assured,  at  length,  those  hopes  were  vain ; 
That  truth  is  iust  as  far  from  me  as  ever ; 
That  I  have  thrown  my  life  awav  ;  that  sorrow 
On  that  account  is  idle,  and  fnrtner  effort 
To  mend  and  patch  what 's  marred  beyond  re- 
pairing. 
As  useless :  and  all  this  was  taught  your  friend 
By  the  convincing  good  old-fashioned  method 
Of  force  —  bv  sheer  compulsion.     Is  that  pkiin  ? 
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FeU.    Dear  Aureole,  can  it  be  my  fean  were 

jiiat  ? 
Ood  willii  not  .  .  . 

Par,  Now,  't  is  this  I  nioet  admire  — 

The  constant  talk  men  of  your  stamp  keep  up 
Of  God^fl  will,  aft  they  style  it ;  one  would  swear 
Man  had  but  merely  to  uplift  his  eye. 
And  see  tlie  will  in  question  charactered 
()n  the  heayen^s  vault.    ^T  is  hardly  wise  to  moot 
tSuch  topics :  doubts  are  many  and  faith  is  weak. 
I  know  as  much  of  any  will  of  God 
As  knows  some  dumb  and  tortured  brute  what 

Man, 
His  stem  lord,  wills  from  the  perplexing  blows 
That  plafi^e  him  every  way ;    out  there,  of 

course. 
Where  least  he  suflFers,  longest  he  remains  — 
My  case  ;  and  for  such  reasons  I  plod  on. 
Subdued  but  not  convinoed.    I  know  as  little 
Why  I  deserve  to  fail,  as  why  I  hoped 
Better  things  in  my  youth.    I  simply  know 
I  am  no  master  here,  but  trained  and  beaten 
into  the  path  I  treaa  ;  and  here  I  stay. 
Until  some  further  intimation  reach  me. 
Like  an  obedient  drudge.    Though  I  prefer 
To  view  the  whole  thing  as  a  task  imposed 
Which,  whether  dull  or  pleasant,  must  be  done  — 
Yet,  I  den^  not,  there  is  made  provision 
Of  joys  which  tastes  less  jaded  might  affect ; 
Nay,  some  which  please  me  too,  for  all  my 

pride  — 
Pleasures  that  once  were  pains :  the  iron  ring 
Pestering  about  a  slaveys  neck  grows  at  lengUi 
Into  the  flesh  it  eats.    I  hate  no  longer 
A  host  of  petty  vile  delights,  undreamed  of 
(h-  spumea  before ;  such  now  supply  the  place 
Of  my  dead  aims :  as  in  the  autumn  woods 
^Vhe^e  tall  trees  used  to  flourish,  from  their 

roots 
Sorings  UD  a  fungous  brood  sickly  and  pale, 
Cnill  mushrooms  colored  like  a  oorpae^s  cheek. 
Fegt,    If  I  interpret  well  your  words,  I  own 
It  troubles  me  but  little  that  your  aims. 
Vast  in  their  dawning  and  most  likely  grown 
Extravagantly  since,  have  baffled  yon. 
Perchance  I  am  glad ;  vou  merit  greater  praise ; 
Because  thev  are  too  glorious  to  be  gsined, 
Yon  do  not  blindly  cling  to  them  and  die ; 
Yon  fell,  but  have  not  sullenly  refused 
To  rise,  beoaose  an  angel  worsted  you 
In  wrestling,  though  the  world  holds  not  yonr 

peer; 
And  though  too  haish  and  sudden  is  the  change 
To  yield  content  as  yet,  still  yon  panne 
The  nngiacioua  path  as  though  *t  were  rosy' 

strewn. 
^  is  well :  and  your  reward,  or  soon  or  late. 
Will  come  from  him  whom  no  man  serves  in 

vain. 
Par,    Ah,  very  fine  I    For  my  pari,  I  conceive 
The  very  pausing  from  all  further  toil. 
Which  you  find  heinous,  would  become  a  seal 
To  the  sincerity  of  all  my  deeds. 
To  be  ootisistent  I  shunla  die  at  once ; 
I  calculated  on  no  after-life  ; 
Yet  (how  crept  in,  how  fostered,  I  know  not) 
Here  am  I  with  as  passionate  regret 
For  youth  and  health  and  love  so  vainly  lavished^ 


As  if  their  preservation  had  been  first 

And  foremost  in  my  thoughts ;  and  this  strange 

fact 
Humbled  roe  wondrously,  and  had  due  force 
In  rendering  me  the  less  averse  to  follow 
A  certain  counsel,  a  mysterious  warning  — 
You  will  not  understand  —  but  ^t  was  a  man 
With  aims  not  mine  and  vet  pursued  like  mine 
With  the  same  fervor  ana  no  mora  success, 
Perishing  in  my  sight ;  who  summoned  me. 
As  I  would  shun  the  ghastly  fate  I  saw. 
To  serve  my  race  at  once ;  to  wait  no  longer 
That  God  should  interfere  in  my  behalf. 
But  to  distrust  myself,  put  pride  away. 
And  give  my  gains,  iro^rfect  as  the^  were. 
To  men.    I  nave  not  leisure  to  explain 
How,  nnce,  a  singular  series  of  events 
Has  raised  me  to  the  station  yon  behold. 
Wherein  I  seem  to  turn  to  most  aooount 
The  mere  wreck  of  the  past,  — perhaps  receive 
Some  feeble  glimmering  token  that  Crad  views 
And  may  approve  my  penance :  therefore  here 
You  find  me,  doing  most  good  or  least  harm. 
And  if  folks  wonder  much  and  profit  little 
'T  is  not  my  fault ;  only,  I  shall  reioice 
When  my  part  in  the  farce  is  shuffled  throon^. 
And  the  curtain  falls :  I  most  hold  out  till  then. 

FtKt,    Till  when,  dear  Aureole  ? 

Par,  Till  I  'm  fairly  thrust 

From  my  proud  eminence.    Fortune  is  fickle 
And  even  professori  fall :  should  that  arrive, 
I  see  no  sin  in  ceding  to  my  bent. 
You  little  fancy  what  rude  shocks  amitise  us 
We  sin ;  God's  intimations  rather  fail 
In  clearness  than  in  energy  :  *t  were  well 
Did  they  but  indicate  the  course  to  take 
Like  that  to  be  forsaken.    I  would  fain 
Be  spared  a  further  sample.    Here  J  stand. 
And  here  I  stay,  be  sure,  till  forced  to  flit. 

Feat.    Be  yon  but  finn  on  that  head  I  long 
ere  then 
All  I  expect  will  come  to  pan*  I  trust : 
The  cloud  that  wraps  yon  will  have  disappeared. 
Meantime,  I  see  small  chance  of  such  event  : 
They  praise  you  here  as  one  whose  lore,  alraady 
Divulged,  eclipses  all  the  past  can  show. 
But  whose  achievements,  marvellous  as  they  be, 
Are  faint  anticipations  of  a  glorv 
About  to  be  revealed.    When  Basel's  crowds 
Dismiss  their  teacher,  I  shall  be  content 
That  he  depart. 

Par,  This  favor  at  their  hands 

I  look  for  earlier  than  your  view  of  tilings 
Would  warrant.    Of  the  crowd  you  saw  to-day. 
Remove  the  full  half  sheer  amaaement  draws. 
Mere  novelty,  naught  else  ;  and  next,  the  tribe 
Whose  innate  blockish  dulneas  just  perceives 
That  unless  miracles  (as  seem  m  works) 
Be  wrought  in  their  behalf,  their  chance  is 

sli^t 
To  pnnle  the  devil ;  next,  the  nnmerons  aet 
Who  bitterly  hate  established  schools,  and  help 
The  teacher  that  oppugns  them,^  till  he  onoa 
Have   planted   his   own   doctrine,   when   the 

teacher 
May  reckon  on  their  rancor  in  his  torn ; 
Taae,  too,  the  sprinkling  of  sagacious  knaves 
Whose  onnning  mns  not  counter  to  the  vogue 
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Bat  Meks,  by  flsttery  and  crafty  nnniiig, 
To  force  my  system  to  a  premature 
Short-lired  development.    Whv  swell  the  list  ? 
Each  has  his  end  to  serve,  and  his  best  way 
C)f  serving  it :  remove  all  these,  remains 
A  scantling-,  a  poor  dozen  at  the  best, 
Worthv  to  looK  for  sympathy  and  service. 
And  likely  to  draw  proht  from  my  pains. 
Fett.    *T  is   no   encouraging   picture :    still 
these  few 
Redeem   their  fellows.     Once  the  germ  im- 
planted. 
Its  growth,  if  slow,  is  sore. 

lutr.  God  ^rant  it  so ! 

I  would  make  some  amends :  but  if  I  fail. 
The  luckless  rogues  have  this  excuse  to  urge, 
That  much  is  in  my  method  and  my  manner, 
M^  nnoouth  habits,  my  impatient  spirit, 
>%  hieh  hinders  of  reception  and  result 
My  doctrine  :  much  to  say,  small  skill  to  speak  I 
These  old  aims  suffered  not  a  looking-off 
Though  for  an  instant ;  therefore,  only  when 
I  tkoa  renounce  them  and  resolved  to  reap 
Some  present  fruit  — to  teach  mankind  some 

truth 
So  dearly  purchased  —  only  then  I  found 
Such  teaching  was  an  art  requiring  cares 
And  qualities  peculiar  to  itself : 
That  to  ponsonn  was  one  thing^ — to  display 
Another.    With  renown  first  in  my  thoughts. 
Or  popular  praise,  I  had  soon  discovered  it : 
One  grows  but  little  apt  to  leam  these  things. 

Fett.    If  it  be  so,  which  nowise  I  believe, 
There  needs  no  waiting  fuller  dispensation 
To  leave  a  labor  of  so  little  use. 
Why  not  throw  up  the  irksome  charge  at  once  ? 
Far,    A  task,  a  task ! 

But  wherefore  hide  the  whole 
Extent  of  degradation  once  eufp^ged 
In  the  confessing  vein  ?    Despite  of  all 
My  fine  talk  of  obedience  and  repugnance, 
Docility  and  what  not,  ^tis  yet  to  leam 
If  when  the  task  shall  really  be  performed. 
My  inclination  free  to  choose  once  more, 
I  shall  do  aught  but  slightly  modify 
The  nature  of  the  hated  task  I  quit. 
In  plain  words,  I  am  spoiled :  my  life  still  tends 
As  firat  it  tended ;  I  am  broken  and  trained 
To  my  old  habits :  they  are  part  of  me. 
I  know,  and^  none  so  well,  my  darling  ends 
Are  proved  impossible :  no  less,  no  less. 
Even  now  what  humors  roe,  fond  fool,  as  when 
Their  faint  ghosts  sit  with  me  and  flatter  me 
And  send  me  back  content  to  my  duU  round  ? 
How  can  I  change  this  soul  ?  — this  apparatus 
Constructed  solely  for  their  purposes, 
N>  well  adapted  to  their  every  want. 
To  search  out  and  discover,  prove  and  perfect ; 
This  intricate  machine  whose  most  minute 
And  meanest  motions  have  their  charm  to  me 
Though  to  none  else  —  an  aptitude  I  seise, 
Aa  object  I  perceive,  a  use,  a  meaning, 
A  property,  a  fitness,  I  explain 
And  I  alone :  — how  can  1  change  my  soul  ? 
And  this  wronged  body,  worthless  save  when 

tasked 
lender  that  soul^s  dominion  —  used  to  care 
Fur  its  bright  master*s  cares  and  quite  subdue 


Its  proper  cravings  —  not  to  ail  nor  inne 
So  he  but  prosper — whither  drag  this  poor 
Tried  patient  body  ?    God !  how  I  essayed 
To  live  like  that  mad  poet,  for  a  while, 
To  love  alone  ;  and  how  I  felt  too  warped 
And  twisted  and  deformed !    What  should  I  do, 
Even  though  released  from  drudgery,  but  re- 
turn 
Faint,  as  vou  see,  and  halting,  blind  and  sore, 
To  my  old  life  and  die  as  I  b^iaii  ? 
I  cannot  feed  on  beauty  for  the  sake 
Of  beauty  onlv,  nor  can  drink  in  balm 
From  lovely  objects  for  their  loveliness ; 
My  nature  cannot  lose  her  first  imprint : 
I  still  must  hoard  and  heap  and  class  ail  truths 
With  one  ulterior  purixwe :  I  must  knowJ 
Would  God  translate  roe  to  his  throne,  believe 
That  I  should  only  listen  to  his  word 
To  further  my  own  aim  I    For  other  men. 
Beauty  is  prodigally  strewn  around. 
And  I  were  happy  could  I  quench  as  they 
This  mad  and  thriveless  longing,  and  content 

me 
With  beauty  for  itself  alone :  alas, 
I  have  addressed  a  frock  of  heavy  mail 
Yet  may  not  join  the  troop  of  sacred  knights ; 
And  now  the  forest-creatures  fiv  from  me. 
The  gras»*banks  cool,  the  sunbeams  warm  no 

more. 
Best  follow,  dreaming  that  ere  night  arrive, 
I  shall  overtake  the  company  and  ride 
Glittering  as  they  t 

Fest.  I  think  I  apprehend 

What  you  would  say  :  if  you,  in  truth,  design 
To  enter  once  more  on  the  life  thus  left. 
Seek  not  to  hide  that  all  this  oonseioasness 
Of  failure  is  assumed ! 

P<Mr.  My  friend,  my  friend, 

I  toil,  you  listen ;  I  explain,  perhaps 
Ton  understand  :  there  our  conununion  ends. 
Have  you  learnt  nothing  from  to^day^s   dis- 

oourse? 
When  we  would   thoroughly  know  the  sick 

man^s  state 
We  feel  awhile  the  fluttering  pulse^  press  soft 
The  hot  brow,  look  upon  the  langum  eye. 
And  thence  divine  the  rest.    Must  I  lay  bare 
My  heart,  hideous  and  beating,  or  tear  up 
My  vitals  for  your  gaze,  ere  you  will  deem 
Enot^h  made  known?     You!    who  are  you, 

forsooth  ? 
That  is  the  crowning  operation  claimed 
By  the  arch-demonstrator  —  heaven  the  hall. 
And  earth  th^  audience.    Let  Aprile  and  you 
Secure  good  places :  \  will  be  worth  the  while. 
Fest,    Are  ^ou  mad.  Aureole  ?     What  can  I 
have  said 
To  call  for  this?     I  judged  from  your  own 
words. 
Par,    Oh,  doubtless  I     A  sick  wretch  de- 
scribes the  ape 
That  mocks  him  from  the  bed-foot,  and  all 

gravely 
You  thither  turn  at  once :  or  he  recounts 
The  perilous  joumev  he  has  late  performed. 
And  you  are  puzzled  much  how  tliat  could  he ! 
You  find  me  here,  half  stupid  and  half  mad  ; 
It  makes  no  part  of  my  delight  to  search 


32 


PARACELSUS 


Into  these  matten,  mnoh  lees  nndei^ 
Anotlier^B  Mruiiiiy  ;  but  lo  it  ohanoee 
That  I  am  led  to  tnut  my  state  to  you : 
And  the  event  is,  you  oombine,  oontnat 
And  ponder  on  my  foolish  words  as  thongh 
They  thoroofrhly  eonreyed  all  hidden  here  — 
Here,  loathsome  with  despair  and  hate  and 

rage! 
Is  there  no  fear,  no  shrinking  and  no  shame  ? 
Will  yon  gue«  nothing  ?   wiU  you  spare  me  no- 
thing? 
Must  I  go  deeper  ?   Ay  or  no  ? 
Feat.  Dear  friend  .  .  . 

Par,  True  :  I  am  brutal  *-*  *t  is  a  part  of  it ; 
The  plague's  sign  —  yon  are  not  a  lazai^liannter, 
Uow  should  you  know  ?    Well  then,  yon  think 

it  strange 
I  should  profess  to  have  failed  utterly, 
And  yet  propose  an  ultimate  return 
To  oounes  void  of  hope  :  and  this,  because 
You  know  not  what  temptation  is,  nor  how 
'T  is  like  to  plv  men  in  tne  sickliest  part. 
Yon  are  to  unaerstand  that  we  who  make 
Snort  for  the  gods,  are  hunted  to  the  end : 
Tnere  is  not  one  snarp  volley  shot  at  us. 
Which   'soaped  with   life,   though   hurt,   we 

slacken  pace 
And  gather  by  the  wa^ide  herbs  and  roots 
To  stanch  our  wounds,  secure  from  further 

harm: 
We  are  assailed  to  life's  extremest  veige. 
It  will  be  well  indeed  if  I  return, 
A  harmless  busy  fool,  to  my  old  ways  I 
I  would  foiget  nints  of  another  fate. 
Significant  enough,  which  silent  hours 
Have  lately  soared  me  with. 
Fest,  Another  I  and  what  ? 

Par.    After  all,  Festus,  you  say  well :  I  am 
A  man  vet :  I  neod  never  humble  me. 
I  woula  have  been  —  something,  I  know  not 

what; 
But  though  I  cannot  soar,  I  do  not  orawL 
There  are  wone  portions  than  this  one  of  mine. 
You  say  well ! 
FeM.  Ah  1 

Par,  And  deeper  d^sradation  I 

If  the  mean  stimulants  of  vulgar  praise. 
If  vanity  should  become  the  chosen  food 
C)f  a  sunk  mind,  should  stifle  even  the  wish 
To  find  its  early  aspirations  true. 
Should  teach  it  to  breathe  falsehood  like  life- 
breath -~ 
An  atmosphere  of  craft  and  trick  and  lies  ; 
Sliould  make  it  proud  to  emulate,  surpass 
Hase  natures  in  the  practices  which  woke 
Its  most  indignant  loathing  once  .  .  .  No,  no  1 
Utter  dauunation  is  reserved  for  hell ! 
I  had  immortal  feelings ;  such  shall  nevar 
Be  wholly  quenched :  no,  no ! 

M^  friend,  yon  wear 
A  melancholy  face,  and  certain  H  is 
There  's  little  cheer  in  all  this  dismal  work. 
But  was  it  my  desire  to  set  abrmieh 
Such  memories  and  forebodimgi  ?    I  foresaw 
^Vliere  they  would  drive.    *T  were  better  we 

discuss 
News  from  Luceme  or  Zurich  :  ask  and  tell 
Of  Egypt's  flarii^r  sky  or  Spain^s  curk-groves. 


Ftst,    I  have  thought  :  trast  ma,  this  mood 

will  pass  away  I 
I  know  you  and  the  loff^  spirit  you  bear, 
And  easily  ravel  out  a  clue  to  all. 
These  are  the  trials  meet  for  sooh  as  yoo. 
Nor  must  ^ou  hope  exemplaon :  to  be  mortal 
Is  to  be  phed  witn  triiJs  manifold. 
Look  round !    The  obstacles  which  kept  the  raat 
From  vour  ambition,  have  been  spumed  by  you ; 
Their  lean,  their  doubts,  the  chains  that  una 

them  all. 
Were   flax  before  your  resolute  soul,  which 

naught 
Avails  to  awe  save  these  delusions  bred 
From  its  own  strength,  its  selfsune  strsi^ith  dia- 

guised. 
Mocking  itself.    Be  brave,  dear  Aureola  I   Sinoe 
The  rabbit  has  his  shade  to  frighten  him. 
The  fawn  a  rustling  bough,  mortals  their  cares. 
And  higher  natures  yet  would  slight  and  laugh 
At  these  entangling  fantasies,  as  you 
At  trammels  of  a  weaker  intellect,  — 
Measure  your  mind's  height  by  the  shade  it 

casts! 
I  know  you. 

Par,  And  I  know  ^on,  dearest  Pectus ! 

And  how  you  love  unworthily  ;  and  how 
All  admiration  renders  blind. 

FeMt,  Yon  hold 

That  admiration  blinds  ? 
Par,  Ay  and  alas ! 

FtBt,   Naufi^t  blinds  you  less  than  admiration, 

friend! 
Whether  it  be  that  all  love  renders  wise 
In  its  degree ;  from  love  whifoh  blends  with 

love —  ^ 
Heart  answering  heart  —  to  love  which  spends 

itself 
In  alent  mad  idolatry  of  some 
Preeminent  mortal,  some  great  soul  of  souls. 
Which  ne'er  will  know  how  well  it  is  adored. 
I  say,  such  love  is  never  blind  ;  but  rather 
Alive  to  every  the  minutest  spot 
Which  mars  its  object,  and  which  hate  (snpposad 
So  vigUant  and  searching)  dreams  not  of. 
Love  broods  on  such :  vmat  then  ?    When  first 

peroeivcnl 
Is  there  no  sweet  strife  to  forget,  to  change. 
To  overflush  those  blemishes  with  all 
The  glow  of  general  goodness  they  disturb  ? 
—  To  make  those  very  defects  an  endless  aourr« 
Of  new  affection  grown  from  hopes  and  fean  ? 
And,  when  all  fails,  is  there  no  gallant  stand 
Made  even  for  much  proved  weak  ?  no  shrinking- 

back 
Ijest,  sinoe  all  love  assimilates  the  soul 
To  what  it  loves,  it  should  at  length  become 
Almost  a  rival  of  its  idol  ?    Trust  me. 
If  there  be  fiends  who  seek  to  work  our  hurt. 
To  ruin  and  drag  down  earth's  mightiest  spirits 
Even  at  (iod's  foot,  't  will  be  from  such  aa  love. 
Their  zeal  will  gather  most  to  serve  their  oansa ; 
And  least  from  those  who  hate,  who  most  easay 
By  contumely  and  soora  to  blot  the  light 
\^  nich  forces  entrance  even  to  their  hearts : 
For  thence  will  our  defender  tear  the  veil 
And  show  within  each  heart,  as  in  a  shrine. 
The  giant  iniHgv  itf  perfection,  grown 
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Lb  hate**  dBspite,  whose  calaninies  were  spawned 

In  the  nntrcrablea  preeeaoe  of  its  eyes. 

Tme  admintion  blinda  not ;  nor  am  I 

So  blind.    I  eall  yoor  lin  ezoeptional ; 

It  springa  from  one  whose  lite  has  passed  the 

bounds 
Preseribed  to  life*    Compound  that  fanlt  with 

God! 
I  speak  of  men ;  to  eommon  men  like  me 
The  weakness  you  reveal  endears  yon  more, 
iJke  the  far  traces  of  decay  in  snns. 
I  bid  yon  have  good  cheer  I 

Par,  ^  ^   Pr cedar e  !    Optime  ! 

Think  of  a  oniet  monntain-cloist^red  priest 
Instmctin^  Paracelsus  I  vet  ^t  is  so. 
Come,  I  will  show  you  where  my  merit  lies. 
^T  is  in  the  advance  of  individual  minds 
That  the  slow  crowd  should  ground  their  expeo* 

tation 
Eventually  to  follow ;  as  the  sea 
Waits  ages  in  its  bed  till  some  one  wave 
Out  of  the  multitudinous  mass,  extends 
The  empire  of  the  whole,  some  feet  perhaps, 
Over  the  strip  of  sand  which  could  confine 
Its  fellows  so  long  time :  thenceforth  the  rest. 
Even  to  the  meanest,  hurry  in  at  once. 
And  so  much  is  dear  gained.    I  shall  be  glad 
If  all  my  labors,  failing  of  anght  else. 
Suffice  to  make  such  iuraad  and  procure 
A  wider  rai^ie  for  thought :  nay,  they  do  this  ; 
For.  whatsoe'er  my  notions  of  tme  knowledge 
Ana  a  legitimate  success,  may  be, 
I  am  not  blind  to  my  nnaoubted  rank 
When  classed  with  others  :  I  precede  my  age : 
And  whoso  wills  is  very  free  to  mount 
These  labors  as  a  platform  whence  his  own 
May  have  a  prosperous  outset.    But,  alas  I 
My  followers  -;;-they  are  noisy  as  vou  heatd  ; 
Bat,  for  intelligence,  the  best  of  tnem 
*S)  clumsily  widd  the  weaiwns  I  supply 
And  they  extol,  that  I  begin  to  doubt 
Whether  their  own  rude  clubs  and  pebble-stones 
Would  not  do  better  service  than  my  arms 
Thus  vilelv  swayed  —  if  error  will  not  fall 
Sooner  before  the  old  awkward  batterings 
Than  my  more  subtle  warfare,  not  half  learned. 
FeMt.    I  would  supply  that  art,  then,  or  with- 
hold 
New  arms  until  you  teach  their  mystery. 
Par,    Content  you,  *t  is  my  wiieh ;  I  have 


To  the  siniplest  training.  ^  Day  by  dav  I  seek 
To  wake  the  mood,  the  spirit  which  alone 
Can  make  those  arms  of  any  use  to  men. 
Of  course  they  are  for  swaggering  forth  at  once 
<  traced  with  Ulysses'  bow,  AehiUes'  shield  — 
Flash  on  us,  all  in  armor,  thou  Achilles  1 
Make  onr  hearts  dance  to  thy  resounding  step ! 
A  proper  ught  to  scare  the  crows  away  I 
Feat»    Pity  yon  choose  not  then  some  other 
methcid 
Of  eoming  at  your  point.    The  marvellous  art 
At  length  established  in  the  worid  bids  fair 
To  remedy  all  hindrances  like  these  : 
Tmst  to  r  robenins' nreas  the  precious  lore 
Obaeored  by  nnooath  manner,  or  unfit 
For  raw  beginners ;  let  his  types  secure 
A  deathless  monument  to  after-time ; 


Meanwhile  wait  confidently  and  enjoy 
The  ultimate  effect :  sooner  or  later 
Ton  slmll  be  aU-revealed. 

Par,  The  old  dull  question 

In  a  new  form ;  no  more.    Thus :  I  possess 
Two  sorts  of  knowledge ;  one,  —  vast,  shadowy. 
Hints  of  the  unbounded  aim  I  onee  pursued : 
The  other  consists  of  many  secrets,  cang'ht 
While  bent  on  nobler  nrize,  —  perhaps  a  few 
Prime  prineiples  whicn  mav  conduct  to  much  : 
These  tast  I  offer  to  my  followers  here. 
.  Now,  bid  me  chronicle  the  first  of  these. 
My  ancient  study,  and  in  effect  you  bid 
Revert  to  the  wfld  courses  just  abjured : 
I  must  eo  find  ihem  scattered  through  the  world. 
Then,  for  the  principles,  they  are  so  simple 
(Being  chiefly  of  the  overturning  sort). 
That  one  time  is  as  proper  to  propound  them 
As  any  other  —  to-morrow  at  my  class. 
Or  half  a  century  hence  embahned  in  print. 
For  if  mankind  mtend  to  learn  at  all. 
They  must  begin  by  giving  faith  to  them 
And  acting  on  them  :  and  I  do  not  see 
But  that  my  lectures  serve  indifferent  well : 
No  doubt  these  dogmas  fall  not  to  the  earth, 
For  all  their  novelty  and  rugged  setting. 
I  think  my  class  wul  not  forget  the  day 
I  let  them  know  the  gods  of  Israel, 
Aetius,  Oribasius,  Galen,  Rhasis, 
Serapion,  Avicenna,  Averroes, 
Were  blocks ! 

Fest.   ^    And  that  reminds  me,  I  heard  some- 
thii^ 
About  your  waywardness  :  you  burned  their 

books. 
It  seems,  instead  of  answering  those  sages. 

Par,    And  who  said  that  ? 

Fest,  Some  I  met  yesternight 

With  CEeolampadius.  As  von  know,  the  purpose 
Of  this  short  stay  at  Basel  was  to  learn 
His  pleasure  touching  certain  missives  sent 
For  onr  Zninglius  and  himself.    'T  was  he 
Apprised  me  that  the  famous  teacher  here 
Was  my  old  friend. 

Par,  Ah,  I  forgot :  you  went  .  .  . 

Fut,    From  Zurich  with  advices  for  the  ear 
Of  Luther,  now  at  Wittenberg —  (yon  know, 
I  make  no  doubt,  the  differences  of  late 
With  Carolustadius)  —  and  returning  sought 
Basel  and  .  .  . 

Pctr,  I  remember.    Here  ^s  a  case,  now. 

Will  teach  you  why  I  answer  not,  but  bum 
The  books  you  mention.    Pray,  does  Luther 

drcMii 
His  arguments  convince  by  their  own  force 
The  crowds  that  own  his  doctrine  ?    No,  indeed  t 
His  plain  denial  of  estabhshed  points 
Ages  had  sanctified  and  men  supposed 
Could  never  be  oppugned  while  earth  was  under 
And  heaven  above  tnem  —  points  which  chance 

or  time 
Affected  not  —  did  more  than  the  array 
Of  argument  which  followed.    Boldly  deny  I 
There  is  much  breath-stoppiiig,  haii^tiffening 
Awhile ;  then,  amaxed  glances,  mute  awaiting 
The  thunderbcdt  which  does  not  come :  and  next, 
Reproachful  wonder  and  inquiry  ;  those 
Who  else  had  never  stirred,  are  able  now 
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To  find  the  rest  out  for  themaelyefi,  perhaps 
To  outstrip  him  who  set  the  whole  at  work, 
—  As  never  will  my  wise  dass  its  instructor. 
And  you  saw  Luther  ? 

Fest,  'T  is  a  wondrous  soul  I 

Par.    True :  the  so-heavy  chain  which  galled 
mankind 
Is  shattered,  and  the  noblest  of  us  all 
Must  bow  to  the  deliverer — nay,  the  worker 
Of  our  own  project  —  we  who  long  before 
Had  burst  our  trammels,  but  forgot  the  crowd. 
We  should  have  taught,  still  groaned  beneath , 

their  load : 
This  he  has  done  and  nobly.    Speed  that  may  I 
Whatever  be  my  chance  or  my  mischance, 
What  benefits  mankind  must  glad  me  too ; 
And  men  seem  made,  though  not  as  I  believed, 
For  something  better  than  the  times  produce. 
Witness  these  gangs  of  peasants  your  new  lights 
From  Suabia  have  possessed,  whom  Miinzer 

leads. 
And  whom  the  duke,  the  landgrave  and  the 

elector 
Will  calm  in  blood !    Well,  well ;  ^t  is  not  my 
world! 

Feat.    Hark  I 

Par.  *T  is  the  melancholy  wind  astir 

Within  the  trees ;  the  embers  too  are  gray : 
Mom  must  be  near. 

Fest.  Best  o^  the  casement :  see. 

The  night,  late  strewn  with  clouds  and  fljring 

stars. 
Is  blank  and  motionless  :  how  peaceful  sleep 
The  tree-tops  altoj^ther !    Like  an  asp, 
The  wiud  shps  whispering  from  bough  to  bough. 

Par.  Ay ;  you  would  gaze  on  a  wind-shaken 
tree 
By  the  hour,  nor  count  time  lost. 

Fest.  80  yon  shall  gaze : 

Those  happy  times  will  come  again. 

Par.  Gone,  gone. 

Those  pleasant  times!    Does  not  the  moaning 

wind 
Seem  to  bewail  that  we  have  gained  such  gains 
And  bartered  sleep  for  tliem  ? 

Feat.        ^  It  is  our  trust 

That  there  is  yet  another  world  to  mend 
All  error  and  mischance. 

Par.  Another  world ! 

And  why  this  world,  this  common  world,  to  be 
A  make-shift,  a  mere  foil,  how  fair  soever. 
To  some  fine  life  to  come  ?    Man  must  be  fed 
With  angels^  food,  forsooth ;  and  some  few 

traces 
Of  a  diviner  nature  which  look  out 
Through  his  corporeal  baseness,  warrant  him 
In  a  supreme  contempt  of  all  provision 
For  his  inferior  tastes  —  some  straggling  marks 
Which  constitute  his  essence,  just  as  truly 
As  here  and  there  a  gem  would  constitute 
The  rock,  their  barren  bed,  one  diamond. 
Hut  were  it  so  —  were  man  all  mind  —  he  gains 
A  station  little  enviable.    From  God 
Down  to  the  lowest  spirit  ministrant,^ 
IntelUgenoe  exists  which  casts  our  mind 
Into  immeasurable  shade.    No,  no : 
liove,  hope,  fear,  faith  —  these  make  humanity ; 
Tliese  are  its  sifn»  and  note  and  character. 


And  these  I  have  lost  1  —  gone,  shot  from  me 

forever. 
Like  a  dead  friend  safe  from  unkindness  more  ! 
See,  mom  at  length .    The  heavy  darkness  seem«» 
Diluted,  gray  and  clear  without  the  stars ; 
The  shrubs  bestir  and  rouse  themselves  as  if 
Some  snake,  that  weighed  them  down  ail  night, 

let  go 
His  hold ;  and  from  the  East,  fuller  and  fuller 
Day,  like  a  mighty  river,  flowing  in ; 
But  clouded,  wintry,  desolate  and  cold. 
Yet  see  how  that  broad  prickly  star«hapecl 

plant, 
Half-down  in  the  crevice,  spreads  its  woolly 

leaves 
All  thick  and  glistering  with  diamond  dew. 
And  you  depart  for  Emsiedeln  this  dav, 
And  we  have  spent  all  night  in  talk  lixe  this ! 
If  you  would  have  me  better  for  your  love, 
Revert  no  more  to  these  sad  themes. 

Feat.  One  favor. 

And  I  have  done.    I  leave  you,  deeply  moved  ; 
Unwilling  to  have  fared  so  well,  the  while 
My  friend  has  changed  so  sorely.    If  this  mood 
Shall  pass  away,  if  light  once  more  arise 
Where  all  is  darkness  now,  if  yon  see  fit 
To  hoi>e  and  trust  again,  and  strive  again. 
You  will  remember  —  not  our  love  alone  — 
But  that  my  faith  in  God's  desire  that  man 
Should  trust  on  his  support,  (as  I  must  think 
You  trusted)  is  obscuied  and  dim  through  you  : 
For  you  are  thus,  and  this  is  no  reward. 
Will  you  not  call  me  to  your  side,  dear  Aureole  ? 


IV.    PARACELSUS  ASPIRES 

Scnn,  Colmar  in  Al$aUa  :  on  Inn.    162S. 

Paeacbiadi,  Ywnxn. 

Par.  (to  Johannes  Oporinus,  ^«  Secretary) » 

Sic  ilur  ad  astra  !    Dear  Von  Visenborg 
Is  scandalized,  and  poor  Torinus  paralyzed, 
And  every  honest  soul  that  Basel  holds 
Aghast ;  and  yet  we  live,  as  one  may  say. 
Just  as  though  Liechtenfels  had  never  set 
So  true  a  value  on  his  sorry  carcass. 
And  learned  Piitter  had  not  frowned  us  dumb. 
We  live  ;  and  shall  as  snrely  start  to-morrow 
For  Nuremberg,  as  we  drink  speedv  scathe 
To  Basel  in  thu  mantling  wine,  suffused 
A  delicate  bliuih,  no  fainter  tinge  is  bora 
I'  the  shut  heart  of  a  bud.    Pledge  me,  good 

John  — 
^*  Basel ;  a  hot  plague  ravage  it^and  Piitter 
Oppose  the  plague  I ''  Even  so  ?  Do  vou  too  share 
Tneir  panic,  the  reptiles  ?  Ha,  ha ;  faint  through 

these. 
Desist  for  these !    They  manage  matters  so 
At  Basel,  't  is  like :  but  others  mav  find  means 
To  bring  the  stoutest  braggart  of  the  tribe 
Once  more  to  crouch  in  silence  —  means  to  breed 
A  stupid  wonder  in  each  fool  again^ 
Now  big  with  admiration  at  the  skill 
Which  stript  a  vain  pretender  of  his  plumes : 
And,  that  done,  —  means  to  brand  each  slavirih 

brow 
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So  deeply,  surely,  ineffaoeablT, 
That  henoef  arth  flattery  ahHll  not  pucker  it 
Out  of  the  furrow  ;  there  that  stamp  shall  stay 
To  show  the  next  they  fawn  on,  what  tliey  are, 
This  Basel  with  its  nuupates,  —  fill  my  cup,  — 
Whom  I  ourse  soul  and  u mh.   And  now  dispatch, 
l>ispatch.  my  trusty  John ;  and  what  remains 
To  do,  wnate*er  arrangements  for  our  trip 
Are  yet  to  he  completed,  see  you  hasten 
This*  niffht ;  we  'U  weather  the  storm  at  least : 

to-morrow 
For  Nnremberpr  1  Now  leave  us ;  this  flrrave  clerk 
Has  divers  weighty  matters  for  my  ear : 

[Orosnira  mef  out, 
«Vnd  qpare  mv  lungs.  At  last,  my  gallant  Festus, 
I  am  rid  of  this  arch-knave  that  dogs  my  heels 
As  a  gaunt  crow  a  gasping  sheep ;  at  last 
May  give  a  loose  to  my  delight.     How  kind. 
How  verf  kind,  my  first  hest  only  friend  I 
Why,  this  looks  like  fidelitv.    Embrace  me  I 
Not  a  hiur  silvered  yet  ?    Right !  you  shall  live 
Till  I  am  worth  your  love  ;  you  shall  be  proud. 
And  I  —  but  let  time  show  I    Did  yon  not  won- 
der? 
I  sent  to  you  because  our  compact  weighed 
Upon  mv  conscience  —  (you  recall  the  night 
At  Basel,  which  the  goos  confound !)  —  because 
Ihice  more  I  aspire.     I  call  you  to  my  side : 
Ton  come.    You  thought  my  message  strange  ? 
Fest,  (w  strange 

That  I  must  hope,  indeed,^  your  messenger 
Has  mingied  his  own  fancies  with  the  words 
Purporting  to  be  yours. 

Par.  He  said  no  more, 

*T  is  probaUe,  than  the  precious  folk  I  leave 
Siid  hftyfold  more  roughly.    Welladay, 
'T  is  true  I  poor  Paracebus  is  exposed 
At  last ;  A  most  egregious  quack  he  proves  : 
And  those  he  overreached  must  spit  their  hate 
On  one  who,  utterly  beneath  contempt, 
Conld  yet  deceive  their  topping  wits.      Tou 

heard 
Bare  truth  :  and  at  my  bidding  you  come  here 
To  speed  me  on  my  enterimse,  ss  once  ^ 
Your  lavish  wishes  sped  me,  my  own  friend  I 
Fejti,    What  is  your  purpode.  Aureole  ? 
Par,  Oh,  for  purpose, 

Th^ne  is  no  lack  of  precedents  in  a  case 
Like  mine  :  at  least,  if  not  preciselv  mine. 
The  ease  ot  men  cast  off  by  those  tney  sought 
To  benefit. 

Fett,  They  reallv  oast  you  off  ? 

I  only  heard  a  vague  tale  of  some  priest, 
(^nrvd  by  your  skill,  who  wrai^led  at  your 

daim. 
Knowing  hiJi  lifers  worth  best;  and  how  the 

judge 
The  natter  was  referred  to  saw  no  oanse 
To  interfere,  nor  you  to  hide  your  full 
(^ontempt  of  him  ;  nor  he,  again,  to  smother 
His  wrath   thereat,  which   raised  so  fierce  a 

flame 
Thai  Basel  soon  was  made  no  place  for  you. 
Par.    The  affur  of  Lieohtenf els  ?  the  shal- 
lowest fable. 
The  last  and  silliest  outrage  —  mere  pretence  I 
I  knew  it,  I  foretold  it  from  the  first. 
How  soon  the  stupid  wonder  yon  mirtook 


For  genuine  loyalty  — a  cheering  promise 
Of  better  things  to  come  —  would  pall  and  pass ; 
And  everv  word  comes  true.     £)aui  w  among 
The  prophets !    Just  so  long  as  I  was  pleased 
To  play  off  the  mere  antics  of  my  art, 
Fantastic  gambols  leading  to  no  end, 
I  got  huge  praise :  but  one  can  ue^er  keep  down 
Our  fooush   nature's    weakness.    There  they 

flocked. 
Poor  devils,  jostling,  swearing  and  perspiring. 
Till  the  walls  rang  again  ;  and  all  for  me  ! 
I  had  a  kindness  for  them,  wliich  was  right ; 
But  then  I  stopped  not  till  I  tacked  to  that 
A  trust  in  them  and  a  respect  —  a  sort 
Of  sympathy  for  them  ;  1  must  needii  begin 
To  teacn  them,  not  amaze  them,  **  to  impart 
The  spirit  which  should  instigate  thu  search 
Of  truth,  *^  just  what  you  bade  me  1  1  spoke  out. 
Forthwith  a  mighty  squadron,  in  di^pist. 
Filed  off  — ''the  sifted  chaff  of  the  sack,*'  I 

said, 
Redoubling  my  endeavors  to  secure 
The  rest.     Wnen  lo  1  one  man  had  tarried  so 

long 
Only  to  ascortain  if  I  supported 
This  tenet  of  his,  or  that ;  another  loved 
To  hear  iropartiallv  before  he  judged. 
And  having  heard,   now  judged ;    uiis  bland 

didciple 
Passed  for  my  dupe,  but  all  along,  it  seems. 
Spied    error  where  his    neighbors   marvelled 

most; 
That  fiery  doctor  who  had  hailed  me  friend, 
Did  it  because  my  by-paths,  once  proved  wrong 
And  beaconed  properly,  would  oommend  again 
The  good  old  ways  our  sires  jogged  sttfely  o'er. 
Though  not  their  squeamish  sons;  the  other 

worthy 
Discovered  divers  verses  of  St.  John, 
Which,  read  successively,  refreshed  the  soul. 
But,  muttered  backwards,  cured  the  gout,  the 

stone, 
The  colic  and  what  not.    Qmd  mvUa  t  The  end 
Was  a  clear  class-room,  and  a  quiet  leer 
From  grave  folk,  and  a  sour  reproachful  glance 
From  those  in  chief  who,  cap  in  hand,  inirtalled 
The  new  professor  scarce  a  year  before ; 
And  a  vsst  flourish  about  patient  merit 
Obscured  awhile  by  flashy  tricks,  but  sure 
Sooner  or  later  to  emerge  in  splendor  — 
Of  which  the  example  was  some  luckless  wight 
Whom  my  arrival  had  disoc»mfited. 
Bat  now,  it  seems,  the  general  voice  recalled 
To  fill  mv  chair  and  so  efface  the  stain 
Basel  had  long  incurred.    I  sought  no  better, 
Onlv  a  quiet  dismissal  from  mv  post. 
Ana  from  my  heart  I  wished  them  better  suited 
And    better  served.     Good  night   to    Basel. 

then  I 
But  fast  as  I  proposed  to  rid  the  tribe 
Of  my  obnoxious  back,  I  could  n«it  spare  them 
The  ineasnre  of  a  parting  kick. 

Fett.  You  smile : 

Despise  them  as  they  merit  I 

Par.  If  I  smile, 

*T  is  with  as  very  contempt  as  ever  turned 
Flesh  into  stone.    This  courteous  recompense. 
This  grateful  .  .  .  Festna,  were  your  nature  fit 
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To  be  defiled,  vour  eyes  the  eyes  to  ache 
At  ((BiiKrene-blotohea,  eatiiur  poiMon-blains, 
The  nloeroiu  barky  aonrf  of  leproay 
Which  finda  —  a  man,  and  leayes  —  a  hideous 

thin^ 
That  cannot  bat  be  mended  by  heU*fire, 
—  I  would  lay  bare  to  you  the  human  heart 
Which  God  cursed  loii^  ago,  and  devik  make 

since 
Their  pet  nest  and  their  never-tirinff  home. 
Oh,  sages  have  discovered  we  are  bom 
For  various  ends  —  to  love,  to  know :  has  ever 
(hie  stumbled,  in  his  searuh,  on  any  sijnis 
(>f  a  nature  in  us  formed  to  hate  ?     To  hate  ? 
If  that  be  our  true  object  which  evokes 
Our  powers  in  fullest  strength,  be  sure  ^t  is  hate  I 
Yet  men  have  doubted  if  the  best  and  bravest 
Of  spirits  oan  nourish  him  with  hate  alone. 
I  had  not  the  monopoly  of  fools. 
It  Heems,  at  Basel. 

Feitt.  But  your  plans,  your  plans  I 

I  have  yet  to  learn  your  purpose,  Aureole  I 
Far.    Whether  to  sink  beneath  such  ponder- 
ous shame. 
To  shrink  up  like  a  omshed  snail,  undergo 
In  silence  and  desist  from  further  toil, 
And  so  subside  into  a  .nonnment 
Of  one  their  censure  blasted  ?  or  to  bow 
Cheerfully  as  submissively,  to  lower 
My  old  pvetenaions  even  as  Basel  dictates, 
To  drop  into  the  rank  her  wits  assign  me 
And  live  as  they  orescribe,  and  make  that  use 
Of  mv  poor  knowledge  which  their  rules  allow, 
Proua  to  be  patted  now  and  then,  and  careful 
To  practise  the  true  posture  for  receiving 
The  amplest  benefit  nom  their  hoo^'  appliance 
When  tney  shall  condescend  to  tutor  me  ? 
Then,  one  may  feel  resentment  like  a  flame 
Within,  and  deck  false  ssrstems  in  truth *s  garb, 
And  taniH*  and  entwine  mankind  with  error. 
And  give  them  darkness  tar  a  dower  and  fabe- 

hood 
For  a  possession,  ages  :  or  one  may  mope 
Into  a  shade  throiij^  thinking,  or  ehw  drowse 
Into  a  dreamless  sleep  and  so  die  off. 
But  I,  —  now  Festns  shall  divine  I  —  but  I 
Am  merely  setting  out  once  more,  embraoing 
My  earliest  aims  again !    What  thinks  he  now  ? 
Fett.     Your  aims?    the  aims?  — to  Know? 

and  where  is  found 
The  early  trust  .  .  . 

Par,  Nay,  not  so  fast ;  I  say, 

The  aims— *  not  the  old  means.      You  know 

they  made  me 
A  laiigfaing^«toek ;  I  was  a  fool ;  you  know 
The  when  and  the  how :  hardly  those  means 

again  t 
Not  but  they  had  their  beauty ;  who  should 

know 
Their  paanng  beauty,  if  not  I  ?    Still,  drsaina 
They  were,  so  let  them  vanish,  yet  in  beauty 
If  that  may  be.    Stay :  thns  tliey  pass  in  song  I 

[//•  tings. 
Heap  cassia,  sandal-buds  and  stripes 
Of  labdanam,  and  aloe-balls. 
Smeared  with  dull  nard  an  Indian  wipes 
From  out  her  hair :  such  balsam  falis 
I>»wa seaside  moimtain pedestals, 


From  tree-tops  where  tired  winds  are  tain. 
Spent  with  the  vast  and  howling  main. 
To  treasure  half  their  ishmd'yaiu. 

And  strew  faint  sweetness  from  some  old 

K^pyptian^s  fine  worm-eaten  shroud 
Which  breaks  to  dust  when  once  mirolled  ; 

Or  shredded  perfume,  like  a  cloud 
From  closet  long  to  quiet  vowed. 
With  mothed  and  dropping  arras  hung. 
Mouldering  her  lute  and  books  among. 
As  when  a  queen,  long  dead,  was  young. 

Mine,  every  word  I    And  on  such  pile  shall  die 
My  lovely  fancies,  with  fair  perished  things. 
Themselves  fair  and  forgotten ;  yes,  forgotten. 
Or  whjf  abjure  them  ?    So.  I  made  this  rhyme 
That  ntting  dignity  might  be  preserved  : 
No  little  proud  was  I ;  though  the  list  of  drugH 
Smacks  m  my  old  vocation,  and  the  verse 
Halts  like  the  best  of  Luther ^s  psalms. 

Fest.  But,  Aureole, 

Talk  not  thus  wildly  and  ntiadly.    I  am  here  — 
Did  you  know  all!     I  have  travellod  far,  in- 
deed. 
To  leam  ^our  wishes.    Be  yourself  agun ! 
For  in  this  mood  I  recognize  you  less 
Than  in  the  horrible  despondency 
I  witnessed  last.    You  may  account  this,  j<^  ; 
But  rather  let  me  gaze  on  that  despair 
Than  hear  these  incoherent  words  and  see 
This  flushed  cheek  and  intensely-sparkling  eye. 

Par.    Why,  man,  I  was  light-hearted  m  my 
prime, 
I  am  light-hearted  now  ;  what  would  you  havR  ? 
Aprile  was  a  poet,  I  make  songs  — 
*T  is  the  very  augury  of  suooeas  I  want ! 
Whv  should  I  not  be  joyous  now  as  then  V 

FeM.    Joyous  I  and  how  ?  and  what  remains 
for  joy  ? 
You  have  declared  the  ends  (which  I  am  aleV 
Of  naming)  are  impracticable. 

Par,  Ay, 

Pursued  as  I  pursued  them  —  the  areh-f  ool » 
Listen:  my  plan  will  please  yon  not,  't  is  like 
But  you  are  little  versed  in  tne  world  *s  ways 
This  is  my  plan  —  (fint  drinking  its  good  Inek/  — 
I  will  accept  all  helps ;  all  I  despised 
So  rashly  at  the  outset,  equally 
With  early  impulses,  late  years  have  quenched: 
I  have  tried  each  way  singlv  :  now  for  both  I 
All  helps  t  no  one  sort  shall  ezdude  the  rest, 
I  seek  to  know  and  to  enjoy  at  once, 
Not  one  without  the  other  as  before. 
Suppose  my  labor  should  seem  Ood's  own  cause 
Once  more,  as  first  I  dreamed,  —it  shall  not 

balk  me 
Of  the  meanest  earthliest  seasnalest  delight 


That  may  be  snatched  ;  for  every  wy  is  gain. 
And  gain  is  gain,  however  small.    1^  soul 
Can  die  then,  nor  be  taunted  —    what  was 

gained  ? '' 
Nor,  on  the  other  hand,  should  plaannrs  follow 
As  though  I  had  not  spumed  her  hitlierto. 
Shall  she  o'ercloud  my  spirit*s  r^>t  eoonnunioa 
With  the  tumultuous  past,  the  teeming  fntura. 
Glorious  with  visiaiiB  of  a  iiiU 
FeM.    Suoom! 
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Pmt.    And  whenf on  not  ?    Whr  not  prefer 
Results  obtainad  in  my  best  state  or  being. 
To  those  derived  alone  from  seasons  dark 
As  the  thoorhts  they  bred?    When  I  was  best, 

my  youth 
Unwasted,  seemed  snooeaB  not  sorest  too  ? 
It  is  the  nature  of  darkness  to  obscure. 
I  am  a  wanderer :  I  remember  well 
One  journey,  how  I  feared  the  track  was  missed, 
So  Ion|p  the  city  I  desired  to  reach 
Lay  hid  ;  when  suddenly  its  spires  afar 
Flashed  through  the  oiroling  clouds ;  you  may 

oonoeire 
My  transDort.    Soon  the  rapots  dosed  again. 
But  I  haa  seen  the  city,  ana  one  such  gluiee 
\o  darkness  oould  obscure :  nor  shall  the  pres- 
ent— 
A  few  dull  hours,  a  passing  shame  or  two, 
DestKvv  the  Tirid  memories  of  the  past. 
/  I  will  fight  the  battle  out ;  a  little  spent  ^ 
C  Perhapa,  but  still  an  able  combatant.      -^ 
Vou  look  at  my  gray  hair  and  furrowed  brow  ? 
Bat  I  can  turn  even  weakness  to  account : 
<>f  many  tricks  I  know,  ^t  is  not  the  least 
To  push  the  ruins  of  mv  frame,  whereon 
The  fire  of  yigor  trembles  scarce  alive, 
Into  a  heap,  uid  send  the  flame  aloft. 
^Mlat  should  I  do  with  age  ?  So,  sickness  lends 
An  aid  ;  it  bein^,  I  fear,  the  source  of  all 
We  boast  of :  mind  is  nothing  but  disease, 
And  natural  health  is  ignorance. 

FtMt,  I  see 

But  one  good  symptom  in  this  notable  scheme. 
1  feared  your  sudaen  journey  had  in  view 
To  wreak  immediate  vengeance  on  your  foes. 
'T  is  not  so :  I  am  glad. 

Pot.  And  if  I  please 

To  spit  on  them,  to  trample  them,  what  then  ? 
'T  is  sorry  warfare  truly,  but  the  fools 
Provoke  it.     I  would  snare  their  self-conceit, 
But  if  they  must  provoke  roe,  cainiot  suffer 
Forbearance  on  my  part,  if  I  may  keep 
No  quality  in  the  shade,  must  needs  put  forth 
Power  to^  match  power,  my  strength  against 

their  strengtn. 
And  teaeh  them  their  own  game  with  their 

own  arma-^ 
Why,  be  it  so  and  let  them  take  their  chance  ! 
I  am  above  them  like  a  god,  there  \  no 
Hiding  the  fact :  what  idle  scruples,  then. 
Were  thcise  that  ever  bade  me  soften  it, 
rommunicate  it  gently  to  the  world, 
Ii»tead  of  proving  my  supremacv. 
Taking  my  natural  station  o'er  tneir  head. 
Then  owning  all  the  ^lory  whs  a  niao's ! 
—  And  in  my  elevation  man's  would  be. 
But  live  and  learn,  though  life 's  short,  learn- 
ing hardi 
And  therefore,  though  the  wreck  of  my  past  self, 
I  fear,  dear  Ptitter.  that  your  lecture-room 
Must  wait  awhile  for  its  best  ornament. 
The  penitent  empiric,  who  set  up 
For  somebody,  but  aoon  was  taught  his  place  ; 
Now,  but  too  happy  to  be  let  I'onfnfM 
Hm  error,  anoff  the  candles,  and  illustrate 
•  VicX  experiemiia  corpnre  vili) 
Your  medicine's  soundness  in  his  person.    Wut , 
G<>oaPiitUrl 


Fui,  He  who  sneers  thns,  is  a  god  I 

Par,    Ay,  ay,  laug^  at  me !    I  am  very  glad 
Tou  are  not  giuled  hj  all  this  swaggering ;  you 
Can  see  the  root  of  the  matter  1  —  tu>w  I  strive 
To  put  a  good  face  on  *h»  overthrow 
I  have  experienced^  and  to  bury  and  hide 
My  d^ifraaation  in  its  length  and  breadtJi ; 
How  the  mean  niotives  I  would  make  you  think 
Just  mingle  as  is  due  with  nobler  aims. 
The  appetites  I  modestly  allow 
May  influence  me  as  being  mortal  still  — 
Do  goad  me,  dri^e  me  on,  and  fast  supplant 
My  youth  ^s  desires.    You  are  no  stupid  dupe  : 
You  find  me  out  I    Yes.  I  had  sent  for  you 
To  palm  these  childish  lies  upon  you,  Feetus ! 
Laugh  —  you  shall  laofl^  at  me  ! 

Feat,  The  past,  then.  Aureole, 

Proves  nothing  ?    Is  our  interchange  of  love 
Yet  to  b^n  ?    Have  I  to  swear  I  mean 
No  flattery  in  this  speech  or  that  ?    For  you, 
Whate  W  you  sav,  tnere  is  no  degradation ;  ^ 
These  low  thoughts  are  no  inmates  of  your  mind. 
Or  wherefore  this  disorder  ?    You  are  vexed 
As  inueh  by  the  intrusion  of  base  views. 
Familiar  to  your  adversaries,  as  they 
Were  troubled  should  your  qualities  alight 
Amid  their  murky  souls :  not  otherwise, 
A  stray  wolf  which  the  winter  forces  down 
From  our  bleak  hills,  suffices  to  affright 
A  village  in  the  vales  —  while  foresters 
Sleep  <»lm,  though  all  night  long  the  famished 

troop 
Snuff  round  and  scratch  against  their  crasy  huts. 
These  evil  thoughts  are  moiist«*<r8,  and  will  flee. 

Par,    May  you  be  happy,  Festus,  my  owr 
friend ! 

Fest,    Nay,  further;   the  delights  you  fail 
would  tliiuk 
The  superseders  of  your  nobler  aims, 
Though  ordinary  and  liannless  stimulants, 
Will  ne'er  content  you.  ... 

Par,  Husli !    I  once  despiseid  then 

But  that  soon  passes.    We  are  hi^h  at  first 
In  our  demand,  nor  will  abate  a  jot 
Of  toil's  strict  value  ;  but  time  passes  o^er. 
And  humbler  spirits  accept  what  we  refuse  : 
Li  short,  when  some  such  comfort  is  doled  out 
As  these  delights,  wre  cannot  long  retain 
Bitter  contempt  which  uiv(>8  us  at  first 
To  hurl  it  back,  but  hug  it  to  our  breast 
And  thankfully  retire.    This  life  of  mine 
Must  be  livea  out  and    a    grave  thoroughl; 

earned : 
I  am  just  fit  for  that  and  naught  beside. 
I  Uild  yon  once,  I  cannot  now  enjoy, 
l^nleNH  i  deem  my  knowledge  gains  through  joy  ^ 
Nor  can  I  know,  but  straight  warm  tears  revea 
My  need  of  linkiiig  also  joy  to  knowledge : 
So,  on  I  drive,  enjoying  all  I  can. 
And  knowing  all  I  can.     I  speak,  of  course. 
Confusedly  ;  tliis  will  better  explain  —  feel  here' 
Quick  beating,  is  it  not  ?  —  a  tire  of  the  heart 
To  work  off  some  way.  this  as  well  as  any. 
So,  Festus  sees  me  fairly  launched  ;  his  calm 
CompAMHioiiate  look  might  have  disturbed  r>''> 

once. 
But  now,  far  from  reiecting,  I  invite 
What  bids  me  press  the  closer,  lay  myself 
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Open  before  hiiOf  and  be  soothed  with  pity  ; 

I  nope,  if  he  oommand  hope,  and  believe 

As  he  directe  me  —  satiating  rarself 

With  hu»  endnring  love.    And  Festus  quits  me 

To  in^o  place  to  some  credulous  disciple 

Who  holds  that  God  is  wise,  but  Paracelsus 

Has  his  peculiar  merits :  I  suck  in 

That  honuwpB,  chuckle  o'er  that  admiration. 

And  then  oismiMS  the  fool ;  for  nii^ht  is  come, 

And  I  betake  mjrself  to  studv  afnun. 

Till  patient  searching  after  hidden  lore 

Half  wrinr  some  bright  truth  from  its  prison ; 

my  frame 
Trembles,  my  forehead's  veins  swell  out,  my 

hair 
Tinfflee  for  triumph.    Slow  and  sure  the  morn 
Shall  break  on  my  pent  room  and  dwindling 

lamp 
And  furnace  dead,  and  scattered  earths  and 

ores ; 
When,  with  a  failing  heart  and  throbbing  brow, 
I  must  review  my  captured  truth,  sum  up 
Its  value,  trace  what  ends  to  what  begins, 
Its  present  fiower  with  its  eventual  bearings. 
Latent  affinities,  the  views  it  opens, 
And  its  full  length  in  perfecting  my  scheme. 
I  view  it  sternly  circumscribed,  cast  down 
From  the  high  place  my  fond  hopes  yielded  it. 
Proved  wortnlees  ~  which,  in  getting,  yet  liad 

cost 
Another  wrench  to  this  fast-falling  frame. 
Then,  quick,  the  cup  to  quaff,  that  chases  sor- 
row I 
I  lapse  back  into  youth,  and  take  again 
My  fluttering  pulse  for  evidence  that  God 
Means  good  to  me,  will  make  my  cause  his  own. 
See !    1  have  cast  off  this  remorseless  care 
Which  dodged  a  soirit  bom  to  soar  so  free. 
And  m^  dim  chamDer  has  become  a  tent, 
Festns  is  sitting  by  me,  and  his  Michal  .  .  . 
Why  do  yon  start  ?    I  say.  she  listening  h«*f«, 
(For  yonder  —  Wiirzburg  through  the  orchard- 
bough  I) 
Motions  as  though  such  ardent  words  should 

find 
No  echo  in  a  maiden^s  quiet  soul, 
But  her  pure  bosom  heaves,  her  eyes  fill  fast 
With  tears,  her  sweet  lips  tremble  all  the  while ! 
Ha.  ha! 

Fesi,    It  seems,  then,  you  expect  to  reap 
No  unreal  joy  from  this  your  present  eoune, 
But  rather  •  .  . 

Par,  I>eath  I  To  die !  I  owe  that  much 

To  what,  at  least,  I  was.    I  should  be  sad 
To  live  contented  after  such  a  fall. 
To  thrive  and  fatten  after  such  reverse  I 
The  whole  plan  is  a  makeshift,  but  will  last 
My  time. 

rest.      And  yon  have  never  mused  and  said, 
**  I  had  a  noble  purpose,  and  the  strength 
To  compass  it ;  out  I  have  stopped  han-wa^, 
.\nd  wrongly  given  the  first-fruits  of  my  toil 
To  objects  little  worthy  of  the  gift. 
Why  linger  round  them  still  ?  why  clench  my 

fault  ? 
Why  seek  for  consolation  in  defeat. 
In  vain  endeavors  to  derive  a  beauty 
Prom  ugiinesB  ?  why  seek  to  make  the  most 


Of  what  no  power  can  change,  nor  strive  instead 

With  mighty  effort  to  redeem  the  past 

And,  gatJbenng  up  the  treasures  thus  cast  down. 

To  hold  a  steadfast  course  till  I  arrive 

At  their  fit  destination  and  my  own  ?  '' 

You  have  never  pondered  thns  ? 

Par.  Have  I,  yon  aak  P 

Often  at  midnight,  when  most  fancies  oome, 
W^ould  some  such  airy  project  visit  me  : 
But  ever  at  the  end  ...  or  will  von  hear 
'Hie  same  thing  in  a  tale,  a  parable  ? 
You  and  I,  wandering  over  the  world  wide, 
Chance  to  set  foot  upon  a  desert  coast. 
Juat  as  we  cry,  ''  No  human  voice  before 
Broke  the  inveterate  silence  of  these  rocka !  ^^ 
—  Their  querulous  echo  startles  us ;  we  turn : 
What  ravaged  structure  still  looks  o*er  the  sea  ? 
Some  characters  remain,  too  I    While  we  read. 
The  sharp  salt  wind,  impatient  for  the  last 
Of  even  this  record,  wistfully  comes  and  goea. 
Or  sings  what  we  recover,  mocking  it. 
This  is  the  record  ;  and  my  voice,  the  wind*s. 

IHe  tings. 
Over  the  sea  our  galleys  went, 
With  cleaving  prows  in  order  brave 
To  a  speeding  wind  and  a  bounding  wave 

A  gallant  armament : 
Each  bark  built  out  of  a  forest^tree 

Left  leafy  and  rough  as  first  it  pew, 
And  nailed  all  over  the  nping  sides. 
Within  and  without,  with  nlaok  bull-4udea. 
Seethed  in  fat  and  supnled  in  flame, 
To  bear  the  plavful  biUows'  game : 
So,  each  vood  snip  was  mde  to  see. 
Rude  and  bare  to  the  outward  view. 

But  each  upbore  a  stately  tent 
Where  cedar  pales  in  scented  row 
Kept  out  the  flakes  of  the  dancing  brine. 
And  an  awning  drooped  the  mast  below. 
In  fold  on  fula  of  the  purple  fine^ 
That  neither  noontide  nor  starahine 
Nor  moonlight  cold  which  maketh  mad. 

Might  pierce  the  resal  tenement. 
When  the  sun  dawned,  oh.  gay  aad  i^ad 
We  8«t  the  sail  and  plied  the  oar ; 
But  when  the  night-wind  blew  like  breatli. 
For  joy  of  one  day's  voyage  more, 
We  sang  together  on  the  wide  sea. 
Like  men  at  peace  on  a  peaceful  shore ; .. 
Each  sail  was  loosed  to  the  wind  so  free, 
Each  helm  made  sure  by  the  twilight  star. 
And  in  a  sleep  as  calm  as  death, 
We,  the  vojragers  from  afar. 

Lay  stretched  along,  each  weary  crew 
In  a  circle  round  its  wondrous  test 
Whence  gleamed  soft  light  and  curled  rich 
scent. 
And  with  liffht  and  perfume,  mnaie  too : 
So  the  Stan  wheeled  ttmnd,  and  the  darkneea 

past. 
And  at  mom  we  started  beside  the  mant. 
And  still  each  ship  was  sailing  fast. 

Now,  one  mom.  land  appeared  ~  a  speck 
Dim  trembling  betwixt  sea  and  sky : 
'*  Avoid  it,*'  cried  our  pilot,  ^*  check 

The  shout,  restrain  tne  eager  ^ye  I  ** 
But  the  heaving  sea  was  black  Dehiiid 
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For  manv  a  itiKht  and  many  a  day^ 
And  land,  thoui^h  but  a  rock,  drew  nigh  ; 
80,  we  broke  the  oedar  Dales  away. 
Let  the  purple  awning  nap  in  the  wind. 

And  a  statue  bright  was  on  every  deck  1 
We  shouted,  every  man  of  us, 
And  steered  right  into  the  harbor  thus, 
With  pomp  and  piBan  glorious. 

A  hundred  shapes  of  lucid  stone  I 

All  day  we  built  its  shrine  for  each, 
A  shrine  of  rook  for  every  one, 
Nor  paused  till  in  the  westering  sun 

We  sat  together  on  the  beaoh 
To  sing  because  our  task  was  done. 
When  lo  I  what  shouts  and  merry  songs ! 
What  laughter  all  the  distance  stirs  I 
A  loaded  raft  with  happy  throngs 
Of  gentle  islanders ! 
**  Our  isles  are  inst  at  hand,^*  thev-  cried, 

^'  Like  cloudlets  faint  in  even  sleeping. 
Our  temple-gates  are  opened  wide. 

Our  olire-groves  thick  shade  are  keeping 
For  these  majestic  forms  "  —  they  criea. 
Oh,  then  we  awoke  with  sudden  start 
From  our  deep  dream,  and  knew,  too  late, 
How  bare  the  rook,  how  desolate. 
Which  had  received  our  precious  freight : 

Tet  we  called  out  — ''  Depart  I 
Our  gifts,  once  given,  must  nere  abide. 

Our  work  is  oone ;  we  have  no  hosurt 
To  mar  our  work,"  —  we  cried. 

Fe$t,    In  truth  ? 

Par,  Nay,  wait:  all  this  in  tracings  faint 

On  ragi^red  stones  strewn  here  and  there,  but 

piled 
In  order  once :  then  follows  —  mark  what  fol- 
lows I 
**  The  sad  rhyme  of  the  men  who  proudly  clunir 
To  their  first  fault,  and  withered  in  their  pride. 

¥t9t.    Come  back  then.  Aureole ;  as  you  fear 
Ood,  come ! 
This  is  foul  sin ;  come  back  I  Renounce  the  past, 
Forswear  the  future ;  look  for  joy  no  more. 
But  wait  death^s  summons  amid  holy  sights, 
And  trust  me  for  the  event  —  peace,  if  not  joy. 
Return  with  me  to  Einsiedeln,  dear  Aureole  \ 

Par,    No  way,  no  way  1  it  would  not  turn  to 
good- 
A  spoileM  child  sleeps  on  the  flowering  moss — 
'T  U  well  for  him  ;  but  when  a  sinful  man. 
Envying  snch  slumber,  may  desire  to  put 
His  gnut  away,  shall  he  return  at  once 
To  rest  by  lying  there  ?    Our  sires  knew  well 
^Spite  of  the  grave  discoveries  of  their  sons) 
The  fitting  course  for  such:  dark  cells,  dim 

lamps, 
A  stone  floor  one  may  writhe  on  like  a  worm : 
No  moasy  pillow  blue  with  violets  I 

Fest.    I  see  no  symptom  of  these  absolute 
And  tjrrannous  passions.    You  are  calmer  now. 
This  vewe  making  can  purge  you  well  enough 
Without  the  terrible  penance  you  describe. 
Voo  love  me  still :  the  lusts  you  fear  will  never 
i  >ntrac^  your  friend.   To  Einsiedeln,  once  more ! 
Say  but  the  word  ! 

Par.  No,  no ;  those  lusts  forbid : 


They  orouoh,  I  know,  cowering  with  half-shut 

eye 
Beside  you ;  *t  is  their  nature.    Thrust  yourself 
Between  them  and  their  prey;  let  some  fool 

style  me 
Or  king  or  quack,  it  matters  not  —  then  try 
Your  wisdom,  urge  them  to  forego  their  treat ! 
No,  no :  learn  better  and  look  deeper,  Festus ! 
Hvou  knew  how  a  devil  sneers  within  me 
While  you  are  taikii^;  uow  of  this,  now  that. 
As  though  we  differed  scarcely  save  in  trifles ! 
Fest,    Do  we  so  differ  ?    True,  change  must 

proceed. 
Whether  for  good  or  ill ;  keep  from  me,  which ! 
Do  not  oonficU  all  secrets :  I  was  bom 
To  hope,  and  you  .  .  . 
Par.  To  trust :  you  know  the  fruits ! 

Fest,    Listen :  I  do  believe,  what  you  call  trust 
Was  self-delusion  at  the  best :  for,  see  1 
So  long  as  God  would  kindly  pioneer 
A  path  fur  you,  and  screen  you  from  the  world. 
Procure  you  full  exemption  from  man^s  lot, 
Man^s  common  hopes  and  fears,  on  the  mere 

pretext 
Of  ^our  engagement  in  his  service  —  yield  you 
A  hmitless  license,  make  you  God,  in  fact. 
And  turn  your  slave  —  vou  were  content  to  say 
Most  courtly  praises  I    What  is  it,  at  last. 
But  selfishness  without  example  ?    None 
Gould  trace  God's  will  so  piain  as  you,  wlule 

yours 
Remained  implied  in  it ;  but  now  vou  fail. 
And  we,  who  prate  about  that  wiU,  are  fools ! 

In  short,  God^s  service  is  established  here   v . 

As  he  determines  fit,  and  not  your  way, 
And  this  you  cannot  brook.    Such  discontent 
Is  weak.    Renounce  all  creatureship  at  once ! 
Affirm  an  absolute  right  to  have  and  use 
Your  energies;    as  though  the  rivers  should 

say  — 
**  We  rush  to  the  ooean ;  what  have  we  to  do 
With  feeding  streamlets,  lingering  in  the  vales, 
Sleeping  in  Uzy  pools  ?  '^    Set  up  that  plea, 
That  will  be  bold  at  least  I 

Par.  'T  is  like  enough. 

The  serviceable  spirits  are  those,  no  doubt. 
The  Blast  produces  :  lo,  the  master  bids,  — 
They  wake,  raise  terraces  and  garden-groimds 
In  one  ni|i|^ht's  space ;  and,  thu  done,  straight 

begin 
Another  century ^s  sleep,  to  the  great  praise 
Of  him  that  framed  them  wise  and  beiautif ul. 
Till  a  lamp*s  rubbing,  or  some  chance  akin. 
Wake  them  again.    I  am  of  different  mould. 
I  would  have  soothed  my  lord,  and  slaved  for 

him 
And  done  him  service  past  my  narrow  bond, 
And  thus  I  get  rewarded  for  my  pains  I 
Beside,  *t  is  vain  to  talk  of  forwarding 
God^s  glory  otherwise  ;  this  is  alone 
The  sphere  of  its  increase,  as  far  as  men 
Increase  it ;  why,  then,  look  beyond  this  sphere  ? 
We  are  his  glory  ;  ana  if  we  be  glorious. 
Is  not  the  thing  achieved  ? 

Fest.  Shall  one  like  lue 

Judge  hearts  like  yours  ?     Though  yean  have 

changed  you  much. 
And  you  have  left  your  first  love,  and  retain 
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Its  etnptv  ■hade  to  Tetl  jaar  orookBd  wim. 
Yet  I  Btiii  hold  that  you  hare  honored  Grod. 
And  who  shall  call  yonr  oonne  withoat  reward  ? 
For.  wherefore  this  repiainff  ftt  defeat 
Ilaa  triumph  ne^er  inored  von  to  Idgh  hopes  ? 
I  nive  Toa  to  forsake  the  life  you  eone. 
And  what  sneoees  attends  me  r  —  simply  talk 
Of  passion,  weakness  and  remorse ;  in  short, 
An^hinr  bat  the  naked  truth  —  yon  ehoose 
This  so-oespised  career,  and  oheaplT  hold 
My  happiness,  or  rather  other  men^B. 
Once  more,  return ! 

Par,  And  quicklv.    John  the  thief 

Has  pilfered  half  my  secrets  by  this  time : 
And  we  depart  by  daybreak.    I  am  weary, 
I  know  not  how ;  not  even  the  wine-eup  soothes 
My  brain  to-niifht  .  .  . 
l>o  yon  not  thoroufrhly  despise  me,  Festns  ? 
No  flattery !    One  like  you  needs  not  be  told 
We  live  and  breathe  deoeivinf^  and  deceived. 
I)o  you  not  scorn  me  from  yonr  heart  of  hearts, 
Me  and  my  cant,  each  iwtty  subterfuge, 
My  rhymes  and  all  this  frothy  shower  of  words, 
yiy  ^lozini^  ftelf-deoeit,  my  outward  crust 
i  n  hes  which  wrap,  as  tetter,  morphew,  furfur 
\yrap  the  sound  flesh  ?  —  so,  see  you  flatter  not ! 
Even  (hid  flatters  :  but  my  friend,  at  least. 
In  true.    I  would  depart,  secure  henceforth 
Af^inst  all  further  insult,  hate  and  wrong 
From  puny  foes ;  my  one  friend's  scorn  shall 

brand  me : 
Xo  fear  of  sinking  deeper ! 

Fest.  No,  dear  Aureole  I 

No,  no  ;  I  came  to  eounsel  faithfully. 
Tliere  are  old  rules,  made  long  ere  we  were 

bom. 
By  which  l  judge  yon.    I,  so  ftdlible. 
So  inflnit«>ly  low  beside  yonr  mighty 
Majestic  spirit !  -  even  I  can  see 
You  own  some  higher  law  than  ours  which  call 
Sin,  what  is  no  sin  —  weakness,  what  is  strength. 
But  I  have  only  the<ie.  such  as  they  are. 
To  guidf*  me ;  and  I  blame  you  where  they  bid, 
(hily  so  long  as  hluming  promises 
To  win  peace  for  your  mini:    the  more,   that 

sorrow 
Has  fallen  on  me  of  late.and  the^  have  helped  me 
So  that  I  faint  not  niid<*r  my  distress. 
But  wherefore  should  I  scruple  to  avow 
In  spite  of  all,  as  brother  juaging  brother, 
Your  fate  is  most  inexplicable  to  me  ? 
And  should  you  perish  without  recompense 
And  satisfaction  yet  —  too  hastily 
I  have  relied  on  love  :  you  may  luive  sinned. 
But  yon  have  loved.    As  a  mere  human  mat- 
ter- 
As  I  would  have  Ood  deal  with  fragile  men 
In  the  end  —  1  say  that. you  will  triumph  yet ! 
Par.    Have  you  felt  sorrow,  Ft*stusi  —  ^t  is 

because 
You  love  m<«.  Sorrow,  and  sweet  Michal  yours ! 
Well  thought  on  :  never  let  her  know  this  last 
Dull  winding-up  of  all :  these  miscreants  dared 
Insult  me  nie  she  loved :  —  so,  grieve  her  not  I 
Ff»t,    Your  ill  success  can  little  grieve  her 

now. 
Par.    Michal  is  dead !  pray  Christ  we  do  not 

craxe! 


Fest,    Aureole,  dear  Anreole,  look  not  on  me 
thus! 
Fool,  fool!  this  is  the  heart  grown  aorrow- 

ptoof — 
I  cannot  bear  those  eyes. 

Par.  Nay,  really  dead  ? 

Fest.    *T  is  scares  a  month. 

Par.    Stone  dead  1  —  then  yoa  have  laid  her 
Among  the  flowers  ere  this.     Now,  do  you 

know, 
I  can  reveal  a  secret  which  shall  comfort 
Even  you.    I  have  no  julep,  aa  men  think. 
To  cheat  the  grave  :  but  a  liar  better  secret. 
Know,  then,  you  did  not  ill  to  trust  yonr  love 
To  the  cold  earth  :  I  have  thonarht  much  of  it : 
For  I  believe  we  do  not  wholly  cue. 

Fest.    Aureole ! 

Par.        Nay,  do  not  laugh ;  there  is  a  reason 
For  what  I  say  :  I  think  the  soul  can  never 
Taste  death.    I  am,  just  now,  as  you  may  see. 
Very  unfit  to  nut  so  strange  a  thought 
In  an  intelligiole  dress  of  words ; 
But  take  it  as  my  trust,  she  is  not  dead. 

Fest.    Bnt  not  on  this  aooonnt  alone?  yoa 
sorely, 
— Aureole,  you  have  believed  this  all  along  ? 

Par.    And  Michal  sleeps  among  the  roots 
and  dews. 
While  I  am  moved  at  Basel,  and  full  of  aehemeti 
For  Nuremberg,  and  hoping  and  despairing. 
As  though  it  mattered  how  the  farce  plays  out. 
So  it  be  quicklv  plaved.    Awav,  away  1 
Have  your  will,  raoblel   while  we  fight  the 

prixC} 
Troop  yoa  m  safety  to  the  snog  hack-seats 
And  leave  a  dear  arena  for  the  brave 
About  to  perish  for  your  sport  I  —  Behold  I 
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Fest.  No  change  !  The  weary  night  is  well- 
nigh  spent. 

The  lamp  bonis  low,  and  throng^  the  casement- 
bars 

Oray  morning  glimmers  feebly :  yet  no  ekange ! 

Another  night,  and  still  no  sigh  has  stirred 

That  fallen  discolored  mouth,  no  pang  relit 

Those  fixed  eyes,  quenched  by  the  deeajring 
body. 

Like  torcn-flame  choked  in  dust.  Wliile  all 
beside 

W^as  breaking,  to  the  last  they  held  out  bright. 

As  a  stronghold  where  life  intrenched  itself ; 

But  they  are  dead  now  —  very  blind  and  dead  : 

He  will  drowse  into  death  without  a  groan. 

My  Anreole  —  my  forgotten,  ruined  Anreole ! 
The  days  are  gone,  are  gone  I    How  grand  thoo 

wast! 
And  now  not  one  of  thoae  who  strook  thee 

down  — 
Poor  g^orioos  spirit —ooneems  him  even  to  stn^ 
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And  aatialj  hinnelf  his  little  hand 
Coold  tun  Qod*8  image  to  a  liTid  thing. 

Another  n^ht,  and  yet  no  chaise !  ^T  is  mneh 
That  I  ahovud  ait  by  hini^  and  bathe  his  brow. 
And  ehafe  his  hanos ;   H  is  much :   but  he  will 


Know  me,  and  look  on  me,  and  speak  to  me 
Onee  more  —  but  only  <nioe  I    His  hollow  cheek 
Looked  all  night  long  as  though  a  creeping 

langh 
At  his  own  state  were  just  about  to  break 
From  the  dying  man:    my  brain  swam,  my 

throat  swelled^ 
And  yet  I  eopuld  not  turn  away.    In  truth, 
Hiey  told  me  how,  when  first  brought  here,  he 

seemed 
ReaolTed  to  live,  to  lose  no  faculty  ; 
'Dias  striving  to  keep  up  his  shattered  strength, 
Vntil  they  bore  him  to  this  stiriiug  veil  : 
When  straight  his  features  fell,  aii  hoiur  made 

white 
The  flushed  face,  and  relaxed  the  quivering 

limb, 
Only  the  eyre  remained  intense  awhile 
As  though  it  reoognized  the  tomb-like  place, 
And  then  he  lay  as  here  he  lies. 

Ay,  here  I 
Hesie  is  earth's  noblest,  nobly  garlanded  — 
Her    bravest    champion    with    his    well-won 

prise  — 
Her  best  achievement,  her  sublime  amends 
Fur  eountless  generations  fleeting  fast 


And  f<^lowed  bv  no  trace ;  —  the  creature-god 
Nbe  instances  wnen  angels  would  dispute 
The  title  '^f  her  brood  to  rank  with  tnem. 
Angela,  this  is  our  angel !     Those  bright  forms 
We   clothe  with   purple,  crown   and  call   to 

thrones. 
Are  human,  but  not  his ;  those  are  but  men 
Wham  other  men  press  round  and  kneel  before ; 
Those  palaces  are  dwelt  in  by  mankind ; 
Hiirher  provision  is  for  him  you  seek 
.Vmid  oar  pomps  and  glories :  see  it  here  I 
Behold   earth^   pitfagonl      Now,  raise  thee, 

clay! 

God !    Thou  art  love !    I  build  my  faith  on  that. 
Even  as  I  watch  beside  thy  tortured  child 
Unconscious  whose  hot  tears  fall  fast  by  him, 
i!w  doth  thv  right  hand  guide  us  through  the 

worla 
Wherein  we  stimible.    God !  what  shall  we  say  ? 
How  has  he  sinned  ?    How  else  ahould  he  have 

done? 
Sorely  he  sought  thy  praise — thy  praise,  for  all 
He  nuffht  be  busied  by  the  task  so  mueh 
As  half  fotget  awhile  its  proper  end. 
Dost  thou  well.  Lord  ?    Thou  canst  not  but  pre- 
fer 
That  I  should  range  myself  upon  his  side  - 
How  could  he  stop  at  every  step  to  set 
Thy  glory  forth  ?    Hadst  thou  out  granted  him 
Success,  thy  honor  would  have  crowned  success, 
.V  halo  round  a  star.    Or,^  say  he  erred,  — 
8ave  him,  dear  God ;  it  will  be  like  thee :  bathe 

him 
In  light  and  lilie !    Hion  art  not  made  like  us ; 


We  should  be  wroth  in  such  a  case ;  bat  thou 
For|^vest— so,  forgive  these  passionate  thoughts 
Which  oome  unsought  and  will  not  pass  away  I 
I  know  thee,  who  mist  kept  my  path,  and  made 
Light  for  me  in  the  darkness,  tempering  soraow 
So  that  it  reached  me  like  a  solemn  joy : 
It  were  too  strange  that  I  should  doubt  tny  love. 
But  what  am  I  ?   Thou  madest  him  and  knowest 
How  he  was  fashioned.    I  could  never  err 
That  wav :  the  quiet  place  beside  thy  feet. 
Reserved  for  me,  was  ever  in  my  thoiu^hts  : 
But  he  —  thou  tuiouldst  have  favored  him  as 
well! 

Ah !    he  wakens !     Aureole,  I  am  here !   *t  is 

Festus! 
I  cast  away  all  wishes  save  one  wish  — 
Let  him  but  know  me,  only  speak  to  me  I 
He  mutters ;  louder  and  louder ;  any  other 
Than  I,  with  brain  less  laden,  could  collect 
What  he  pours  forth.     Dear  Aureole,  do  but 

look! 
Is  it  talking  or  singing,  this  he  utters  fast  ? 
Misery  that  he  should  fix  me  with  his  eye, 
Quick  talking  to  some  other  all  the  whde ! 
If  he  would  husband  this  wild  vehemence 
Which  frustrates  its  intent !  —  I  heard,  I  know 
I  heard  ray  name  lunid  those  rapid  words. 
Oh,  he  will  know  me  yet !    Could  I  divert 
This  current,  lead  it  somehow  gently  back 
Into  the  channels  of  the  past !  —  His  eye 
Brighter  than  ever  I    It  must  recognize  me ! 

I  am  Erasmus :  I  am  here  to  pray 
That  Paracelsus  use  his  skill  tor  me. 
The  schools  of  Paris  and  of  Padua  send 
These  questions  for  your  learning  to  resolve. 
We  are  your  students,  noble  master :  leave 
This  wretched  cell,  what  business  have  you 

here? 
Our  class  awaits  you  ;  come  to  us  once  more ! 
(O  agony !  the  utmost  I  can  do 
Touches  him  not ;  how  else  arrest  his  ear  ?)  ^ 
I  am  commissioned  ...  I  shall  craM  like  him. 
Better  be  mute  and  see  what  Ood  shall  send. 

Par.    Stay,  stay  with  me  I 

Fest,  I  will ;  I  am  come  here 

To  stay  with  you  —  Festus,  you  loved  of  old ; 
Festus,  you  know,  you  must  know ! 

Par,  Festus!  Where's 

Aprils,  then  ?    Has  he  not  chanted  sof  Uy 
Tne  melodies  I  heard  all  night  ?    I  coula  not 
Get  t^  him  for  a  cold  hand  on  my  breast, 
But  I  made  out  his  music  well  enough, 

0  well  enough !    If  they  have  filled  him  full 
With  magical  mnsio,  as  they  freight  a  star 
With  light,  and  have  remitted  all  his  sin. 
They  will  forgive  me  too,  I  too  shall  know  ! 

Fest,    Festus,  your  Festus ! 
Par,  Ask  him  if  Aprils 

Knows  as  he  Loves — if  I  shall  Love  and  Know  ? 

1  try ;  but  that  cold  hand,  like  lead  —  so  cold  I 
rest.    My  hand,  see  I 

Par,  Ah,  the  curse,  Aprile,  Aprile ! 

We  get  so  near — so  very,  very  near ! 
'  T  is  an  old  tale :    Jove  strikes  the  Titans  down. 
Not  when  they  set  about  their  mountain-piline^ 
But  when  another  rock  would  crown  the  work. 
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And  Phaeton  — doabtlem  his  first  radiant  plang« 
Astonished  mortals,  thoug^h  the  g:ods  were  cabn^ 
And  Jove  prepared  his  thunder:  all  old  tales  ! 
FeM,    And  what  are  these  to  you  ? 
Par.  Ay,  fiends  most  hinfurh 

So  craelly,  so  well !  most  like  1  never 
Could  tr^id  a  sint^le  pleasure  underfoot. 
But  they  were  grinning  by  my  side,  were  ohuok- 

linflT 
To  see  me  toil  and  drop  away  by  flakes  I 
llell-epawn  1    I  am  gUul,  most  i^lad,  that  thus  I 

taill 
Your  cunning  has  overshot  its  aim.    One  year. 
One  month,  perhaps,  and  I  had  served  your 

turn ! 
You  should  have  curbed  your  spite  awhile.    But 

now, 
Who  will  believe  't  was  yon  that  held  me  back  ? 
Listen :  there  *s  shame  and  hissing  and  con- 
tempt. 
And  none  but  laughs  who  names  me,  none  but 

spits 
Measureless  scorn  upon  me.  me  alone, 
The  quack,  the  cheat,  the  liar,  —  all  on  me ! 
And  thus  your  famous  plan  to  sink  mankind 
In  silence  and  despair,  by  teachinp:  them 
One  of  their  race  had  probed  the  mmost  truth. 
Had  done  all  man  could  do,  yet  failed  no  less  — 
Your  wise  plan  proves  abortive.    Men  despair  ? 
Ha,  ha  I  why,  tne^  are  hooting  the  empiric. 
The  ignorant  and  incapable  fool  who  rushed 
Madlv  upon  a  work  beyond  his  wits  * 
Nor  doubt  they  but  the  simplest  of  tnemselves 
Could  bring  the  matter  to  triumphant  issue. 
So,  pick  and  choose  among  them  all,  accursed  1 
Try  now,  persuade  some  other  to  slave  for  you, 
To  ruin  body  and  soul  to  work  your  ends ! 
No,  no ;  I  am  the  first  and  last,  I  think. 
Fest,    Dear  friend,  who  are  accursed?  who 

has  done  .  .  . 
Par,    What  have  I  done  ?    Fiends  dare  ask 
that?  or  you. 
Brave  men?     Oh,  you  can  chime  in  boldly, 

backed 
By  the  others  I   What  had  you  to  do,  sage  peers  ? 
Here  stand  my  rivals :  Latin,  Arab,  Jew, 
Greek,  join  dead  hands  against  me  :  all  I  ask 
Is,  that  the  world  enroll  my  name  with  theirs, 
And  even  this  poor  privilege,  it  seems. 
They  range  themselves,  prepared  to  disallow. 
Only  observe  I  why,  fiends  may  learn  from  them  I 
How  they  talk  calmly  of  my  throes,  my  fierce 
Aspirings,  terrible  watchings,  each  one  claiming 
Its  price  of  blood  and  brain  ;  how  they  dissect 
Ana  sneeringly  disparage  the  few  truths 
Qot  at  a  lifers  cost ;  they  too  han»ng  the  while 
About  my  neck,  their  lies  misleading  me 
And  their  dead  names  browbeating  me !    Gray 

crew. 
Yet  steeped  in  fresh  malevolence  from  hell. 
Is  there  a  reason  for  vour  hate  ?    My  truths 
Have  shaken  a  little  the  palm  about  each  prince  ? 
Jnst  think,  Aprile,  all  these  leering  dotards 
vVere  bent  on  nothing  less  than  to  be  crowned 
As  we  I    That  yellow  blear-eyed  wretch  in  chief 
To  whom  the  rest  cringe  low  with  feigned  re- 
spect, 
Galen  of  Pergamoe  and  bell — a«r  q>eak 


The  tale,  old  man !    We  met  there  face  to  face  : 
I  said  the  oruwu  should  fall  from  thee.    Onoe 

more 
We  meet  as  in  that  ghastly  vestibule : 
Look  to  mv  brow  1  Hiftve  I  redeemed  my  pledgee  ? 

Feat,    Peace,  peace  ;  ah,  see  I 

Par,  Oh,  emptiness  of  fame  1 

0  Persic  Zoroaster,  lord  of  stars  1 

—  Who  SMd  these  old  renowns,  dead  long  ago. 

Could  make  me  overlook  the  living  world 

To  gaze  through  gloom  at  where  they  stood,  in> 

deed. 
But  stand  no  longer  ?    What  a  warm  light  life 
After  the  shade  I    In  truth,  my  delicate  witch. 
My  serpent-oueen,  you  did  but  well  to  hide 
"^o  juggles  1  had  else  detected.    Fire 
May  well  run  harmless  o^er  a  breast  like  yonra } 
The  cave  was  not  so  darkened  bv  the  smoke 
But  that  yoTXT  white  limbs  dazzlea  me :  oh, white. 
And  panting  as  they  twinkled,  wildly  dancing  I 

1  cared  not  for  your  passionate  gestures  then. 
But  now  I  have  foivotten  the  charm  of  charms. 
The  foolish  knowledge  which  I  came  to  seek. 
While  I  remember  that  quaint  dance  ;  and  thus 
I  am  come  back,  not  for  those  mummeries. 
But  to  love  yon,  and  to  kiss  your  little  feet 
Soft  as  an  ermine's  winter  coat  t 

Ftst,  A  light 

Will  struggle  through  these  thronging  words  at 

hist, 
As  in  the  angry  and  tumultuous  West 
A  soft  star  trembles  through  the  drifting  douda. 
These  are  the  strivings  of  a  spirit  which  hates 
So  sad  a  vault  should  coop  it,  and  calls  up 
The  past  to  stand  between  it  and  its  fate. 
Were  he  at  Eiiisiedeln  —  or  Michal  here  I 
Par.    Cruel  I    I  seek  her  now  —  I  kneel  —  I 

shriek  — 
I  clasp  her  vesture  —  but  she  fades,  still  fades  ; 
And  she  is  gone :  sweet  human  love  is  gone  I 
'T  is  only  when  tney  spring  to  heaven  that  angels 
Reveal  themselves  to  yon  ;  they  sit  all  day 
Beside  you,  and  lie  down  at  nig'ht  by  yon 
Who  care  not  for  their  presence,  muse  or  sleep. 
And  ^  at  once  they  leave  you,  and  yon  know 

them  I 
We  are  so  fooled,  so  cheated  I    Why,  even  now 
I  am  not  too  secure  against  foul  play ; 
The  sliadows  deepen  and  the  walls  contract : 
No  doubt  some  treachery  is  going  on. 
*Tis  very  dusk.    Where  are  we  put,  Aprile  ? 
Have  they  left  us  in  the  lurch  ?    Tliis  murky 

loathsome 
Death-trap,  this  slaughtex^house,  is  not  the  hall 
In  the  golden  city !     Keep  by  me,  Aprile  I 
There  is  a  hand  groping  amid  the  blackness 
To  catch  us.    Have  the  spider-fingers  got  yon, 
Poet  ?    Hold  on  me  for  your  life  I    If  onoe 
They  pull  you  I  —  Hold  f 

'T  is  but  a  dream  —  no  more  .' 
I  have  vou  still ;  the  sun  comes  out  again ; 
Let  us  be  happ^ :  all  will  yet  go  well  t 
Let  us  confer:  is  it  not  like,  Aprile, 
That  spite  of  trouble,  this  ordeal  passed. 
The  value  of  my  labors  ascertained, 
Jnst  as  some  stream  foams  long  among  the 

rocks 
But  after  g^lideth  glassy  to  the  sea, 
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So.  fall  oootent  shall  henceforth  be  in^  lot  ? 
Wnat  think  you,  poet  ?    Louder !     lour  c 


clear 


Toice 


Vibrates  too  like  a  harp-atriuK*    Do  you  ask 
How  could  I  still  remam  on  earth,  should  God 
Grant  me  the  ^reat  approval  which  I  seek  ? 
L  you,  and  God  can  comprehend  each  other, 
But  men  would  murmur,  and  with  cause  enough; 
For  when  thev  saw  me,  stainless  of  aU  sin, 
Preaerred  and  sanctified  by  inward  light. 
They  would  complain  that  comfort,  ahut  from 

them^ 
I  drank  thus  unespied  ;  that  they  live  on, 
Nor  taste  the  quiet  of  a  constant  joy. 
For  ache  and  care  and  doubt  and  weariness. 
While  I  am  calm ;  help  being  vouchsafed  to  me, 
And  hid  frum  them.  —  'T  were  best  consider 

that! 
You  reasun  wellj  Aprile  ;  but  at  least 
Let  roe  know  this,  and  die  I    Is  this  too  much  ? 
I  will  learn  this,  if  God  so  please,  and  die  I 

If  thou  shalt  please,  dear  God,  if  thou  shalt 

please  1 
We  are  so  weak,  we  know  our  motives  least 
In  their  confused  beginning.    If  at  first 
I  sought  .  .  .  but  wherefore  bare  my  heart  to 

thee? 
I  know  thy  mercy;  and  already  thoup^hts 
Flock  fast  about  my  soul  to  comfort  it, 
And  intimate  I  cannot  wholly  fail. 
For  love  and  praise  would  clasp  me  willingly 
Could  I  resolve  to  seek  them.    Thou  art  good. 
And  I  should  be  content.    Yet  —  yet  first  show 
I  have  d.>ne  wrong  in  daring  1    Rather  give 
The  supernatural  consciousness  of  strength 
Which  fed  my  youth !    Only  one  hour  of  that. 
With  thee  to  help  —  O  what  should   bar  me 

theof 

Lost,  lost!      Thus  things  are  ordered  here  I 

God*s  creatures. 
And  yet  he  takes  no  pride  in  us !  —  none,  none  I 
Tmlv  there  needs  another  life  to  come  1 
If  this  be  aU  —  (I  must  tell  Festus  that) 
And  other  life  await  us  not  —  for  one, 
I  may  't  is  a  poor  cheat,  a  stupid  bungle, 
A  wretched  failure.    I,  for  one,  protest 
Against  it,  and  I  huri  it  back  with  scorn. 

Well,  onwanl  though  alone  I    Small  time  le- 


And  mnch  to  do:  I  must  have  fruit,  must  reap 
^tue  profit  from  my  toils.    I  doubt  mv  body 
Will  hardly  serve  me  through ;  while  I  have  la- 
bored 
It  has  decayed  ;  and  now  that  I  demand 
Its  beat  assistance,  it  will  crumble  fast: 
A  sad  thought,  a  sad  fate  I    How  very  full 
(H  wcnnwoud  *t  is,  that  just  at  altar-service. 
The  r^t  hymn  xising  with  the  rolling  smoke, 
When  glorv  dawns  and  all  is  at  the  Irast, 
The  sacred  fire  may  flicker  and  grow  faint 
AjkI  die  for  want  of  a  wood-piler^s  help  J 
Thus  fades  the  flagging  body,  and  the  soul 
la  polled  down  in  the  overthrow.    Well,  well  — 
Let  men  eatek  every  word,  let  them  lose  naught 
(  H  what  I  say  ;  something  may  yet  be  done. 


They  are  ruins !    Trust  me  who  am  one  of  you  ! 
AU  ruins,  glorious  once,  but  lonely  now. 
It  makes  my  heart  sick  to  behold  you  crouch 
Beside  your  desolate  fane :  the  arches  dim, 
The  crumbling  columns  grand  against  the  moon. 
Could  I  but  rear  them  up  once  more  —  but  tiiat 
May  never  be,  so  leave   themi      Trust   me, 

friends. 
Why  should  you  linger  here  when  I  have  built 
A  far  resplendent  temple,  all  your  own  ? 
Trust  me,  they  are  but  ruins  I    See,  Aprile, 
Men  will  not  heed  I    Yet  were  I  not  prepsfud 
With  better  refuge  for  them,  couf^e  of  mine 
bhould  lie 'er  reveal  how  blank  their  d  weUiug  is : 
I  would  sit  down  in  silence  with  the  rest. 

Hii,  what  ?  yon  spit  at  me,  you  grin  and  shriek 
Contempt  into  my  ear  —  my  ear  which  drank 
God's  accents  once  ?  you  curse  me  ?    Why  men, 

men, 
I  am  not  formed  for  it !    Those  hideous  e^es 
Will  be  before  me  sleeping,  waking,  praying, 
The:^  will  not  let  me  even  die.    MiMre,  spare  me. 
Sinning  or  no,  forget  that,  only  suare  me 
The  horrible  scorn !    You  thought  I  could  sup- 
port it. 
But  now  you  see  what  siUy  fragile  creature 
Cowers  thus.    I  am  not  good  nor  bad  enough. 
Not  Christ  nor  Cain,  yet  even  Cain  was  saved 
From  Hate  like  this.    Let  me  but  totter  back ) 
Perhaps  I  shall  elude  those  jeera  which  creep 
Into  my  very  brain,  and  shut  these  scorahed 
Eyelids  and  keep  those  mocking  faces  out. 

listen,  Aprile  1    I  am  very  calm : 
Be  not  deceived,  there  is  no  passion  here 
Wliere  the  blood  leaps  like  an  imprisoned  thing : 
I  am  calm :  I  will  exterminate  tne  race  I 
Enough  of  that :  't  is  said  and  it  shall  be. 
And  now  be  merry :  safe  and  sound  am  I 
Who  broke  through  their  best  ranks  to  get  at 

you. 
And  such  a  havoc,  such  a  rout,  Aprile  I 
Fest.    Have  you  no  thought,  no  memory  for 

me. 
Aureole  ?    I  am  so  wretched  —  my  pure  Michal 
Is  gone,  and  you  alone  are  left  me  now. 
And  even  you  forget  me.    Take  my  luuid  — 
Lean  on  me  thus.    Do  you  not  know  me.  Au- 
reole? 
Pctr,    Festus,  my  own  friend,  you  are  come  nt 

last? 
As  you  say,  *t  is  an  awful  enterprise  ;^ 
But  you  believe  I  shall  go  through  with  it : 
'Tis  like  you,  and  I  thank  yon.    Thank  him 

for  me. 
Dear  Michal !   See  how  bright  St.  Saviour *s  spire 
Flames  in  the  sunset ;  all  its  figures  quaint 
Gay  in  the  glancing  light :  yon  might  conceive 

them 
A  troop  of  yellow-vested  white-haired  Jews 
Bound  for  their  own  land  where  redemption 
dawns. 
Fest,  Not  that  blest  time  ~  not  our  youth*8 

time,  dear  God ! 
Par,  ^  Ha  —  stay  !  true,  I  forget  —  all  is  done 

since. 
And  he  is  come  to  judge  io«.    How  he  speaks. 
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Uow  ealm,  how  well !  ^«s,  it  is  tme,  all  true ; 

All  quackery ;  all  deceit ;  myself  eau  laaifh 

The  tint  at  it,  if  you  desire  :  but  still 

You  know  the  obstacles  which  taui^bt  me  tricks 

iSu  foreig:n  to  my  nature  —  envy  and  hate, 

Blind  opposition,  brutal  prejuaioe. 

Bald  ifcnoranoe  —  what  wonder  if  I  sunk 

To  humor  men  the  way  they  most  approved  ? 

My  cheats  were  never  palmed  on  such  as  you, 

Dear  Festus  I    I  will  kneel  if  you  require  me. 

Impart  the  meai^v  knowledgre  I  possess, 

Explain  its  bounded  nature,  and  avow 

My  insufficiency  ~  whatever  you  will : 

I  give  the  ti^ht  up :  let  there  be  an  end, 

A  privacy,  an  obscure  nook  for  me. 

I  want  to  be  forgotten  even  by  God. 

But  if  that  cannot  be,  dear  i^estus,  lay  me. 

When  I  shall  die,  within  some  narrow  grave. 

Not  by  itAelf  —  for  that  would  be  too  proud  — 

But  where  such  graves  are  thickest ;  let  it  look 

Nowise  distinguuhed  from  the  hillocks  roundi 

So  that  the  peasant  at  his  brother's  bed 

May  tread  upon  my  own  and  know  it  not ; 

And  we  shall  all  be  equal  at  the  last, 

Or  classed  according  to  life's  natural  ranks, 

Fatiiers,  sons,  brothers,  friends  —  not  rich,  nor 

wise, 
Nor  gifted :  lay  me  thus,  then  say,  **  He  lived 
Too  much  advanced  before  his  brother  men ; 
They  kept  him  still  in  front :  H  was  for  their 

good. 
But  yet  a  dangerous  station.    It  were  strange 
That  he  shoald  tell  God  he  had  never  ranked 
With  men :  so,  here  at  least  he  is  a  man." 
Fest,  That  God  shall  take  thee  to  his  breast, 

dear  spirit. 
Unto  his  breast,  be  sure  1  and  here  on  earth 
•Shall  snlendor  sit  upon  thy  name  forever. 
3un  I  all  the  hearen  is  glad  for  thee :  what  care 
If  lower  mountains  light  tlieir  snowy  phaies 
At  thine  effulgence,  yet  acknowledge  not 
The  source  of  day  ?    Their  theft  shaU  be  their 

bale: 
For  after  lyes  shall  retraok  thy  beams. 
And  put  aside  the  crowd  of  busy  ones 
And  worship  thee  alone  —  the  master-miiid, 
The  thinker,  the  explorer,  the  creator  I 
Then,  who  should  sneer  at  the  convulsive  throes 
With  which  thy  deeds  were  bora,  would  seoni 

as  well 
The  sheet  of  winding  sobterraiieoas  fire 
Which,  pent  and  wnthing,  sends  no  less  at  last 
Huge  islands  up  amid  the  sinunering  sea. 
Behold  thy  might  in  me !  thou  hast  infused 
Thjr  soul  in  mine ;  and  I  am  gnad  as  thou, 
Seeing  I  comprehend  thee  —  I  so  simple, 
Thou  so  aufToat.    I  recognise  thee  fint ; 
I  saw  thee  rise,  I  watcheid  thee  earlv  and  late. 
And  though  no  glanoe  reveal  thou  dost  aoeept 
My  homage  —  thus  no  less  I  proffer  it. 
And  bid  tnee  enter  gloriously  thy  rest. 
Par.    Fcatas! 

Fest.  I  am  for  noble  Aureole,  God  I 

I  am  upon  his  side,  eome  weal  or  woe. 
His  portion  shall  be  mine.     He  has  done  well. 
I  would  have  sinned,  had  I  been  strong  enoagli. 
As  he  has  sinned.    Reward  him  or  I  waive 
Rewani  I    If  thou  canst  find  no  place  for  him. 


He  shall  be  king  elsewhere,  and  I  will  be 
His  slave  forever.    There  are  two  of  us. 
Par.    Dear  Festus ! 

Fett.  Here,  dear  Aureole  f  ever  by  you  ! 

Par.     Nay,  speak   on,  or  1   dream  agaui. 
Speak  on ! 
Some  story,  anything —  only  your  voice. 
I  shall  dream  else.    Speak  on  1  ay,  leaning  so  I 
Fetft.    Thus  the  Mayne  glideth 
Where  my  Love  abideth. 
Sleep  's  no  softer :  it  proceeds 
On  through  lawns,  on  through  Beads, 
On  and  on,  whate'er  befall. 
Meandering  and  musical. 
Though  the  niggard  pasturage 
Bean  not  on  its  shaven  ledge 
Aught  but  weeds  and  wavuig  grasses 
To  view  the  river  as  it  passes. 
Save  here  and  there  a  scanty  natch 
Of  primroses  too  faint  to  oaten 
A  weary  bee. 
Par,    More,  more  ;  say  on  ! 
Fest.  And  scarce  it  nnshes 

Its  gentle  way  through  straqgung  raahes 
Where  the  glossy  kingfisher 
Flutters  when  noon>heats  are  near. 
Glad  the  shelving  banks  to  shun, 
Red  and  steaming  in  the  sun. 
Where  the  shrew-mouse  with  pale  throat 
Burrows,  and  the  speckled  stoat ; 
Where  the  ouick  sandpipers  flit 
In  and  out  tne  marl  and  grit 
That  seems  to  breed  them,  brown  as  tliej : 
Naught  disturbs  its  quiet  way. 
Save  some  lazy  stork  that  springs. 
Trailing  it  wiUi  legs  and  wings. 
Whom  the  shy  fox  from  the  oiU 
Rouses,  ereep  he  ne*er  so  stilL 
Par.    Mv  heart  1  they  loose  my  heart,  those 
simple  words ; 
Its  darkness  passes,  which  naught  ebe  eonld 

touch  : 
Like  some  dark  snake  that  force  may  not  expel. 
Which  glideth  out  to  music  sweet  and  low. 
What  were  yoa  doing  when  your  voice  broke 

throngn 
A  chaos  of  nglv  images  ?    You,  indeed  f 
Are  yon  alone  here  ? 

Fest.  All  alone  :  yoo  know  me  ? 

This  oeU  ? 

Par,  An  nnexoeptioiialftle  vault : 

Good  brick  and  stone :  the  bats  kept  oat,  the 


Kept  in :  asmignook :  how  shoald  I  mistake  it  ? 

Fest,    Bat  wherefore  am  I  heref 

Par,  Ah,  weU  remembered  ! 

Why,  for  a  pnipoae  *-  for  a  pnipcse,  Festna  I 
*T  is  like  me :  nere  I  trifle  while  time  fleets. 
And  tMs  fiooasion,  lost,  will  ne*er  retorn. 
Yon  are  here  to  be  instructed.    I  wiU  teO 
God*s  message :  but  I  have  so  mneh  to  aay» 
I  fear  to  leave  half  out.    All  is  coofoaed 
No  doubt ;  bat  doabtleas  vou  will  lean  in  timeL 
He  would  not  else  have  broaght  yoo  here  :  Be 

doubt 
I  shall  see  dearer  soon. 

Feel.  TellnieK«l«Us— 

Yoa  are  not  in  dcqiair? 
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Par.  I  ?  aud  fur  what  ? 

Fest,    Alas,  alas  1  he  knows  ut«t,  stA  I  feared  I 
Par,    What  is  it  you  would  auk  me  with  that 


Dear  searching^  faoe  ? 

Fest.  How  feel  yoa.  Aoreule  ? 

Par.  WeU : 

Well.    T  is  a  strange  thing :  I  am  dying,  Festns, 
And  now  that  fast  the  storm  of  life  suhadas, 
I  ^i9t  perceive  how  great  the  whirl  has  been. 
I  was  calm  then,  who  am  so  dizzy  now  — 
Cabn  in  the  thick  of  the  tempest,  but  no  leas 
A  partner  of  its  motion  and  mixed  up 
With  its  career.    The  hurricane  is  spent, 
And  the  good  boat  speeds  through  the  brighten- 
ing weather ; 
But  is  ic  earth  or  sea  that  heaves  below  ? 
The  gulf  rolls  like  a  meadow-swell,  o^erstrewn 
With  ravaged  boughs  and  remnants  of  the  shore ; 
And  now  some  islet,  loosened  from  the  land. 
Swims  past  with  all  its  trees,  sailing  to  ocean ; 
And  now  the  air  is  full  of  uptom  canes. 
Light  8trippiiM|:8  from  the  fan-trees,  tamarisks 
Unrooted,  with  their  birds  stiU  clinging^  to  them. 
All  high  in  the  wind.    Even  so  my  varied  life 
l>nfts  by  me ;  I  am  young,  old,  happy,  sad. 
Hoping,  despondiitf ,  actingf  taking  rest. 
And  all  at  once :  that  is,  those  past  conditions 
Float  back  at  once  on  me.    If  I  select  ^ 
Some  special  epoch  from  the  crowd,  H  is  but 
To  will,  and  straight  the  rest  dissolve  away, 
Aud  only  that  particular  state  is  present 
With  all  its  long-forgotten  circumstance 
Distinct  and  vivid  as  at  first  —myself 
A  careleoB  looker-on  and  nothing  more, 
Indifferent  and  amused,  bat  nothing  more. 
And  this  is  death :  I  understand  it  all. 
New  being  waits  me  ;  new  perceptions  must 
Be  bom  in  me  before  I  plunge  therein  ; 
Which  last  is  Death^s  affair ;  and  while  I  speak, 
Minute  by  minute  he  is  filling  me 
With  power ;  and  while  my  foot  is  on  the  thresh- 

old 
Of  boundless  life  — the  doors  unopened  jret. 
All  preparations  not  complete  within  — 
I  turn  new  knowledge  upon  old  events. 
And  tbe  effect  is  .  .  .  but  I  must  not  tell ; 
It  is  not  lawful.    Your  own  turn  will  come 
One  day.    Wait,  Festus  !    Yon  will  die  like  me. 

Fest.    Tis  of  that  past  life  that  I  bum  to 
hear. 

Par.    Yon  wonder  it  engages  me  just  now  ? 
In  tmth,  I  wonder  too.    What  *s  life  to  me  ? 
Wh€Te*9T  I  look  Is  fire,  wherever  I  listen 
Mosic,  and  where  I  tend  bliss  evermore. 
Yet  how  can  I  refrain  ?    *T  is  a  refined 
IMight  to  view  those  chances,  —  one  last  view. 
I  am  so  near  the  perils  I  escape. 
That  I  must  plav  with  them  snd  turn  them  over. 
To  feel  how  inlly  the^  are  past  and  Roae. 
StiU,  it  is  like,  some  further  cause  exists 
For  this  peculiar  mood  —  some  hidden  purpose ; 
Did  I  not  tell  you  something  of  it,  Festus  ? 
I  had  it  fast,  but  it  has  somehow  slipt 
Away  from  me ;  it  will  return  anon. 

Fest.    (Indeed  his  cheek  seems  young  again, 
bis  voice 
Completa  with  its  old  tones:  that  little  lau^ 


Concluding  every  phrase,  with  upturned  eye. 
As  though  one  stooped  aoove  his  head  to  whom 
He  looked  for  coufirmation  and  approval, 
Where  was  it  gone  so  lon^,  so  weU  preserved  ? 
Then,  the  for^nger  pointing  as  he  speaks. 
Like  one  who  traces  in  an  open  book 
The  matter  he  declares ;  ^tis  many  a  year 
Since  I  remarked  it  last :  and  this  in  him, 
But  now  a  ghastly  wreck  I) 

And  can  it  be. 
Dear  Aureole,  vou  have  tlien  found  out  at  last 
That  worldly  things  are  utter  vanity  ? 
That  man  is  made  for  weakness,  and  should  wait 
In  patient  ignorauce,  till  God  appoint  .  .  . 

Par.    Ha,  the  purpose :   the  true  purpose : 
that  is  it ! 
How  could  I  fail  to  apprehend  I    You  here, 
I  thus  I    But  no  more  trifling :  I  see  all, 
I  know  all :  my  last  mission  shall  be  done 
If  strength  suffice.    No  trifling !    Stay ;  this 

posture 
Hardly  befits  one  thus  about  to  speak  : 
I  will  arise. 

Fest.  Nay,  Aureole,  are  you  wild  ? 

You  cannot  leave  your  couch. 

Par.  No  help ;  no  help ; 

Not  even  your  hand.    So  I  there,  I  stand  once 

more! 
Speak  from  a  couch  ?    I  never  lectured  thus. 
My  gown  —  the  scitflet  lined  with  fur ;  now  put 
The  chain  about  my  neck  ;  my  signet-ring 
Is  still  upon  my  hand,  I  think  —  even  so : 
Last,  my  good  sword ;  ah,  trusty  Azuth,  leapest 
Beneath  tnj  master^s  grasp  for  the  last  time  ? 
This  couch  shall  be  my  throne :  I  bid  these  walls 
Be  consecrate,  this  wretched  cell  become 
A  shrine,  for  here  Qod  speaks  to  men  through 

me. 
Now,  Festus,  I  am  ready  to  begin. 

Fest.    1  am  dumb  with  wonder. 

Par.  Listen,  therefore,  Festus ! 

There  will  be  time  enough,  but  none  to  spare. 
I  must  content  myself  with  telling  only 
The  most  important  points.    Yon  doubtless  feel 
That  I  am  happy,  Festus ;  very  happy  .^ 

Fest.   'T  is  no  delusion  which  uplifts  him  thus! 
Then  you  are  pardoned.  Aureole,  all  vour  sin  ? 

Par.    Ay,  pardoned :  yet  why  paraoned  ? 

Fest.  T  IS  God's  praise 

That  man  is  bound  to  seek,  and  yon  •  •  •  , 

Par.  Have  lived ! 

We  have  to  live  alone  to  set  forth  well 
God's  praise.    'Tis  true,  I  sinned  much,  as  I 

tnought. 
And  in  effect  need  mercv,  for  I  strove 
To  do  that  very  thing ;  but,  do  y^our  best 
Or  worst,  praise  rises,  and  will  nae  forever. 
Pardon  from  him,  because  of  praise  denied  — 
Who  calls  me  to  himself  to  exalt  himself  ? 
He  might  laugh  as  I  laugh ! 

Fest.  But  all  comes 

To  the  same  thing.     'Tis  fruitless  for  man- 
kind 
To  fret  themselves  with  what  concerns  them  not; 
They  are  no  use  that  wav  :  they  should  lie  down 
Content  as  God  has  made  them,  nor  fo  mad 
In  thriveless  cares  to  better  what  is  ill. 

Par.  No,  no ;  mistake  me  not ;  let  me  not  work 
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More  harm  than  I  have  worked  I    This  is  my 

case  : 
If  I  Ro  joyous  hack  to  GUx!,  yet  bring 
No  offering,  if  I  render  up  my  soul 
Without  the  fruits  it  was  ordained  to  bear, 
If  I  appear  the  better  to  love  God 
For  sin,  as  one  who  has  no  claim  on  him, 
lie  not  deceived !    It  may  be  surely  thus 
With  me,  while  higher  prizes  still  await 
The  mortal  persevering  to  the  end. 
Beside  I  am  not  all  so  valueless : 
I  have  been  something,  though  too  soon  I  left 
Following  the  instincts  of  that  happy  time. 

Ftsi.    What  happy  ♦ime  ?    For  God's  sake, 
for  man's  sake. 
What  time  was  happ;^  ?    All  I  hope  to  know 
That  answer  will  decide.    What  happy  time  ? 

Par,    When  but  the  time  I  vowed  myself  to 
man  ? 

Fftit,    Great  God,  thy  judgments  are  inscmta- 
blel 

Par,    Yes.  it  was  in  me  ;  I  was  bom  for  it  — 
I,  Pafacelsus  :  it  was  mine  by  right. 
Doubtless  a  searching  and  impetuous  suul 
Might  learn  from  its  own  motions  that  some  task 
Like  this  awaited  it  about  the  world  ; 
Might  seek  somewhere  in  this  blank  Hfe  of  ours 
For  fit  delights  to  stay  its  longiu|:8  vast ; 
And,  grappling  Nature,  so  prevail  on  her 
To  fill  the  creature  full  she  dared  thus  frame 
Hungry  for  joy  ;  and,  bravely  tyrannous, 
Grow  in  demand,  still  craving  more  and  more, 
And  make  each  jov  conceded  prove  a  pledge 
Of  other  joy  to  follow  -^  bating  naught 
Of  its  desires,  still  Ht*izing  fresh  pretence 
To  turn  the  knowledge  and  the  rapture  wrung 
As  an  extreme,  last  boon,  from  destiny, 
Into  occasion  for  new  covetings. 
New  strifes,  new  triumphs :  —  doubtless  a  strong 

soul. 
Alone,  unaided  might  attain  to  this. 
So  glorious  is  our  nature,  so  angnst 
Man's  inborn  nninstructed  impulsm. 
His  naked  spirit  so  majestical ! 
But  this  was  bom  in  me ;  I  was  made  so ; 
Thus  much  time  saved  :  the  feverish  appetites, 
The  tnmnlt  of  unproved  desire,  the  nnaimed 
Tncertain  y^earaiui^s,  aspirations  blind. 
Distrust,  mistake,  and  all  that  ends  in  tears 
Were  saved  me  ;  thus  I  entered  on  my  course. 
Yon  may  be  sure  I  was  not  all  exempt 
From  human  trouble ;  just  so  much  of  doubt 
As  bade  me  plant  a  surer  foot  ujion 
The  sun-road,  kept  my  eye  nnruined  *mid 
The  fierce  and  flashii^  splendor,  set  my  heart 
Trembling  so  much  as  wauned  me  I  stoiod  there 
i  hi  sufferance  —  not  to  idly  gaze,  bnt  cast 
Light  on  a  darkling  race  ;  save  for  that  doubt, 
I  stood  at  first  where  all  aspire  at  last 
To  stand  :  the  secret  of  the  world  was  mine. 
1  knew,  I  felt,  (perception  nnexpretwed, 
l^noiimprehended  by  our  narrow  thought. 
But  somehow  felt  and  known  in  every  shift 
And  chancre  in  the  spirit,  —  nay,  in  every  pore 
i  H  the  honjr,  even.>  —  what  (9od  is,  what  we  are, 
What  life  is  —  how  (rod  tastes  an  infinite  joy 
!n  infinite  ways  —  one  everlasting  bliv. 
Front  whom  all  being  emanates,  all  power 


Proceeds ;  in  whom  is  life  forevermore, 
Yet  whom  existence  in  its  lowest  form 
Includes :  where  dwells  enjoyment  there  is  he : 
With  still  a  fiyiiig  point  of  buss  remote, 
A  happiness  in  store  afar,  a  sphere 
Of  distant  glor^  in  full  view ;  thus  climbs 
Pleasure  its  heights  forever  and  forever, 
llie  centre-fire  heaves  underneath  the  earth, 
And  the  earth  changes  like  a  human  face ; 
The  molten  ore  bursts  up  among  the  rooks. 
Winds  into  the  stone's  heart,  outoranches  bright 
lu  hidden  mines,  spots  barren  river-beds. 
Crumbles  into  fine  sand  where  sunbeams  bask  — 
God  joys  therein,    llie  wroth  sea's  waves  are 

edged 
With  foam,  white  as  the  bitten  lip  of  hate. 
When,  in  the  solitary  waste  strange  noups 
Of  young  volcanos  come  up,  cyclops-like, 
Staring  together  with  their  eyes  on  fiame  — 
God  tastes  a  plHasnre  in  their  uncouth  pride. 
Then  all  is  still ;  earth  is  a  wintry  clod  : 
But  spring-wind,  like  a  dancing  psaltress,  piifimja 
Over  its  breast  to  waken  it,  rare  verdure 
Buds  tenderlv  upon  rough  banks,  between 
The  withered  tree-roots  and  the  cracks  of  frost. 
Like  a  smile  striving  with  a  wrinkled  face ; 
The  grass  grows  bright,  the  boughs  are  swoln 

with  blooms 
Like  chr^salids  impatient  for  the  air. 
The  shimn^  dorrs  are  busy,  beetles  ran 
Along  tlie  furrows,  ants  make  their  ado ; 
Above,  birds  fly  in  merry  flocks,  the  lark 
Soars  up  and  up,  shivering  for  very  joy  ; 
Afar  the  ocean  sleeps  |  white  fishing-gulls 
Flit  where  the  strand  is  purple  with  its  tribe 
Of  nested  limpets ;  savage  creatures  seek 
Tlieir  loves  in  wood  andplain  —  and  God  renewa 
His  ancient  rapture.    Thus  he  dwells  in  all, 
From  life's  minute  beginnings,  up  at  last 
To  man  —  the  consummation  of  this  scheme 
Of  being,  the  completion  of  this  sphere 
Of  life :  whose  attributes  had  here  and  there 
Been  scattered  o'er  the  visible  world  before. 
Asking  to  be  combined,  dim  fragments  meant 
To  be  nnited  in  some  wondrous  whole. 
Imperfect  qualities  throughout  creation. 
Suggesting  some  one  creature  yet  to  make. 
Some  point  where  all  those  scattered  rays  akould 

meet 
Convergent  in  the  faculties  of  man. 
Power  —  neither  put  forth  blindly,  nor  oon- 

trt>Ued 
Cabnlv  by  perfect  knowledge  ;  to  be  need 
At  risK,  inspired  or  checked  by  hope  and  f««r : 
Knowledge  —  not  intuition,  but  the  slow 
Uncertain  fruit  of  an  enhancing  toil. 
Strengthened  by  love :  love  ^not  serenely  pure. 
But  strong  from  weakness,  like  a  ohanoe-aown 

plant 
Which,  cast  on  stubborn  soil,  puta  forth  changed 

bnds 
And  softer  stains,  unknown  in  happier  olimea  ; 
Love  which  endures  and  doubts  and  is  oppressed 
And  cherished,  suffering  much  and  muck  su!t> 

tained. 
And  blind,  oft-failing,  yet  helieviag  love, 
A  half-enlightened,  often-checkered  tmst :  ~ 
Hints  and  previsions  ol  which  faoultiea. 
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Are  strewn  eonfnaedly  everywhere  about 
Tlie  inferior  natures,  and  au  lead  np  higrber, 
All  lihape  oat  dimly  the  superior  race, 
The  heir  of  hopes  too  fair  to  turn  out  false, 
And  man  appears  at  last.    80  far  the  seal 
Is  pat  on  life ;  one  stage  of  beinfp  completOi 
One  scheme  wound  up:  and  from  the  grand 

result 
A  supplementary  reflux  of  light, 
Illustrates  all  the  inferior  grades,  explains 
Ylach  back  step  in  the  circle.    Not  alone 
For  their  posseaaor  dawn  those  qualities. 
But  the  new  glory  mixes  with  the  heaTen 
And  earth ;  man,  onoe  descried,  imprints  forever 
HiM  nresenoe  on  all  lifeless  things :  the  winds 
Are  henceforth  voices,  wailing  or  a  shout, 
A  querolous  mutter  or  a  quick  gay  laugh, 
Xnver  a  senseless  gust  now  man  is  bom. 
The  herded  pines  commune  and   have   deep 

thoughts, 
A  secret  they  assemble  to  discuss 
When  the  sun  drops  behind  their  trunks  which 

glare 
Like  grates  of  hell :  the  peerless  cup  afloat 
<>f  the  lake-lily  is  an  urn,  some  nymph 
Swims  bearing  high  above  her  head  :  no  bird 
Wliistles  unseen,  but  through  the  gaps  above 
That  let  lig^t  in  upon  the  gloomv  woods, 
A  shape  neeps  from  the  breezy  forest-top, 
Arch  witn  small  puckered  mouth  and  mocking 

eye. 
The  mom  has  enterprise,  deep  quiet  droops 
With  evening,  triumph  takes  the  sunset  hour, 
Voluptnoas  transport  ripens  with  the  com 
Beneath  a  warm  moon  hke  a  happy  face: 
-—And  this  to  fill  ns  with  regard  for  man, 
With  apprehension  of  his  jiassing  worth, 
IVrsire  to  work  his  proper  nature  out, 
And  ascertain  his  rank  and  final  place. 
For  these  things  tend  still  upward,  progress  is 
The  law  of  life,  man  is  not  Man  us  yet. 
Nor  shall  I  deem  his  object  served,  his  end 
Attained,  his  genuine  strength  put  fairly  forth. 
While  only  here  and  there  a  star  dispels 
The  darkness,  here  and  tliere  a  towering  mind 
Overlooks  its  prostrate  fellows :  when  the  host 
Is  oat  at  once  to  the  despair  of  night, 
^yhen  all  mankind  alike  is  perfected, 
Kqual  in  full-blown  powers  —  then,  not  till  then, 
I^say,  begins  man^s  general  infancy. 
Fur  wherefore  make  account  of  feverish  starts 
(  H  restless  members  of  a  dormant  whole. 
Impatient  nerves  which  quiver  while  the  body 
Mumbeis  as  in  a  grave  ?    Oh,  long  ago 
The  brow  was  twitched,   the  trrmulons  lids 

astir. 
The  peaceful  mouth  disturbed ;   half  uttered 

speech^ 
Knffled  tha  lip,  and  then  the  teeth  were  set, 
Ilie  breath  drawn  aliarp,  the  strong  right-hand 

clenched  strDng«*r, 
Ah  it  would  pluck  a  lion  by  the  iaw  ; 
The  glorious  creature    laaghea    out  even  in 

sleep! 
Hut  when  full  roused,  each  giant-limb  awake, 
Kaeh  sinew  strung,  the  great  heart  pulsing  fast. 
He  shall  start  up  and  stand  on  his  own  earth, 
l^hen  fthall  his  long  triumphant  march  begin. 


Thence  shall    his  being   date, —thus    wholly 

roused^ 
What  he  achieves  shall  be  set  down  to  him. 
When  all  the  race  is  perfected  alike 
As  man,  that  is ;  all  tended  to  luaukind, 
And,  man  produced,  all  has  its  end  thus  far  : 
But  in  completed  man  begins  anew 
A  tendency  to  God.    Pro|niostics  told 
Man's  near  approach  ;  so  m  man's  self  arise 
August  anticipations,  symbols,  types 
Of  a  dim  splendor  ever  on  before 
In  that  eternal  circle  life  pursues. 
For  men  begin  to  pass  their  nature's  bound. 
And  find  new  hopes  and  cares  which  fast  sup- 
plant 
Their  proper  joys  and  griefs;  they  grow  too 

great 
For  narrow  creeds  of  right  and  wrong,  which 

fade 
Before  the  unmeasured  thirst  for  good :  while 

peace 
Rises  within  them  ever  more  and  more. 
Such  men  are  even  now  upon  the  earth. 
Serene  amid  the  half-formed  ci^eatures  round 
Who  should  be  saved  by  them  and  joined  with 

them. 
Such  was  my  task,  and  I  was  bora  to  it  — 
Free,  as  I  said  but  now*  from  much  that  chains 
Spirits,  high-dowered  but  limited  and  vexed 
By  a  divided  and  delusive  aim, 
A  shadow  mockii^  a  reality 
Whose  truth  avails  not  wholly  to  disperse 
The  flitting  mimic  called  up  by  itself, 
And  so  remains  perplexed  and  nigh  put  out 
By  its  fantastic  fellow^s  wavering  gleam. 
I,  from  the  first,  was  never  cheated  thus ; 
I  never  fashioued  out  a  fancied  good 
Distinct  from  man's ;  a  service  to  be  done, 
A  ^lory  to  be  ministered  unto 
With  powers  put  forth  at  man's  expense,  with- 
drawn 
From  laboring  in  his  behalf ;  a  strength 
Denied  that  might  avail  him.     I  cared  not 
Lest  his  success  ran  counter  to  success 
Elsewhere :  for  God  is  glorified  in  man, 
And  to  man's  glorv  vowed  1  soul  and  limb. 
Yet,  constituted  thus,  and  thus  endowed, 
I  failed  :  I  gazed  on  power  till  I  grew  bliod. 
Power ;  I  could  not  take  ray  eyes  from  that : 
That  only,  I  thought,  should  be  preserved,  in- 
creased 
At  any  risk,  displayed,  struck  out  at  once  — 
The  sign  and  notn  and  character  of  man. 
I  saw  no  use  in  the  past :  only  a  scene 
Of  degradation,  ugliness  and  t«;ars. 
The  record  of  di^n'aces  best  f<irpitten, 
A  sullen  page  in  human  chroiiicu*s 
Fit  to  erase.     I  saw  no  cause  why  man 
Should  not  stand  all-sufficient  even  now. 
Or  why  his  annals  should  be  forced  to  tell 
That  once  the  tide  of  light,  about  to  break 
Upon  the  world,  was  sealed  within  its  spring  : 
I  would  have  had  one  day,  one  moment  s  space, 
Change  man's  condition,  push  each  Numbering 

claim 
Of  mastery  o*er  the  elemental  world 
At  once  to  full  maturity,  then  roll 
Oblivion  o*er  the  work,  and  hide  from  man 
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Whmt  niglit  had  inhered  mom.    Not  so,  dear 

Of  after^ys,  wilt  thoa  reject  the  past 
Big  with  deep  warninge  of  the  proper  temire 
By  which  thou  hast  the  earth :  for  thee  the 

present 
Shall  haTe  distinct  and  trembling  beauty,  seen 
Beside  that  pastes  own  shade  when,  in  relief, 
Its  brightnewi  shall  stand  out :  nor  yet  on  thee 
•Shall  burst  the  future,  as  suooessiTe  zones 
Of  several  wonder  open  on  some  spirit 
Flyins  secure  and  g-uid  from  heaven  to  heaven  : 
But  thoa  shalt  painfully  attain  to  joy. 
While  hope  and  fear  and  love  shiul  keep  thee 

man! 
Ail  this  was  hid  from  me :  as  one  by  one 
My  dreams  grew  dim,  my  wide  aims  ciroum- 

scribed. 
As  actual  good  within  my  reach  decreased. 
While  obstacles  sprung  up  this  way  and  that 
To  keep  me  from  effectinp^  half  the  sum. 
Small  as  it  proved ;  as  objects,  mean  within 
The  primal  aggregate,  seemed,  even  the  least, 
Itself  a  match  for  my  concentred  strength  — 
What  wonder  if  I  saw  no  wav  to  shun 
Despair  ?    The  power  I  sought  for  man,  seemed 

God's. 
In  this  oonjunetnre,  as  I  prayed  to  die, 
A  strange  adventure  made  me  know,  one  sin 
Had  spotted  my  career  from  its  uprise  ; 
I  saw  Aprils  —  my  Aprile  there  I 
And  as  the  poor  melodioos  wretch  disbnrdened 
His  heart,  and  moaned  his  weakness  in  my  ear, 
I  learned  my  own  deep  error ;  loveV  undoing 
Taught  me  the  worth  of  love  in  man^s  estate. 
And  what  proportion  love  should  hold  with 

power 
In  his  r^ht  constitution  ;  love  preceding 
Power,  and  with  much  power,  always  much 

more  love ; 
Love  still  too  straitened  in  his  present  means. 
And  earnest  for  new  power  to  set  love  free. 
I  learned  this,  and  supposed  the  whole  was 

learned: 
And  thus,  when  men  received  with  stupid  won- 
der 
My  fint  revealing*,  would  have  worshipped  me. 
And  I  despised  and  loathed   their  proffered 


When,  with  awakened  eyes,  they  took  revenge 

For  past  credulity  in  casting  skwne 

On  my  real  knowledge,  and  I  hated  them  — 

It  was  not  strange  I  saw  no  good  in  maa. 

To  overbalance  all  the  wear  and  waste 

Of  faculties,  displayed  in  vain,  but  bom 

To  prosper  in  some  better  sphere :  and  why  ? 

In  my  own  heart  love  had  not  been  made  wise 

To  trace  love's  faint  beginnings  in  mankind. 

To  know  even  hate  is  but  a  mask  of  love's. 

To  see  a  good  in  evil,  and  a  hope 

In  ill-«uocess ;  to  sympathize,  be  proud 

Of  their  half-reasons,  faint  aspirings,  dim 

Strumas  for  truth,  their  poorest  fallades. 

Their  prejudice  ana  fears  and  cares  and  doubts ; 

All  with  a  touch  of  nobleness,  deqiite 

Their  error,  upward  tending  all  thongh  weak, 

Like  plants  in  mines  which  never  saw  the  sun. 

But  dream  of  him,  and  guess  where  he  may 

be. 
And  do  their  best  to  climb  and  get  to  him. 
All  this  I  knew  not,  and  I  failed.    Let  men 
Regard  me,  and  the  poet  dead  long  ago 
Who  loved  too  rashly  ;  and  Bhi4>e  forth  a  third 
And  better-tempered  spirit,  warned  by  both  : 
As  from  the  over-radiant  star  too  mad 
To  drink  the  life-springs,  beamless  thenoe  it- 
self— 
And  the  dark  orb  which  borders  the  abyn, 
Ingulfed  in  icy  night,  —  might  have  its  course, 
A  temperate  and  equidistant  world. 
Meanwhile,  I  have  done  well,  though  not  all 

well. 
As  yet  men  cannot  do  without  oontempt ; 
'T  is  for  their  good,  and  therefore  fit  awhile 
That  they  reject  the  weak,  and  scorn  the  false. 
Rather  than  praise  the  strong  and  true,  in  me : 
But  after,  they  will  know  me.    If  I  stoop 
Into  a  daric  tremendous  sea  of  cloud, 
It  is  but  for  a  time ;  I  press  Qod's  Uunp 
Close  to  my  breast ;  its  splendor,  soon  or  late. 
Will  pierce  the  gloom  :  I  shall  emerge  one  day. 
You  understand  me  ?    I  have  said  enough  t 
Ffgt.  Now  die,  dear  Aureole ! 
Par.  Festus,  let  my  hand  — 

This  hand,  lie  in  your  own.  my  own  true  friend  ! 
Aprile !    Hand  in  hand  with  yon,  Aprile  I 

Fesi.  And  this  was  Paracelsus  1 
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A  TRAGEDY 

DBDICATBD,  IN  ALL  AFFECTIONATE  ADMIRATION, 

TO 

WILLIAM  C.  MACREADY 
London,  April  as,  1837 


Paraeelnu  fonnd  an  enthnsuMtio  reader  in 
the  actor  Blacready,  who  begged  Browning  to 
write  him  a  plaj,  even  suggesting  the  subject 
to  hint,  which  did  not  awaken  the  poet^s 
intereet.  More  than  a  year  passed,  when  the 
two  met  at  a  sapper  giren  by  Macready  after 
the  successful  presentation  of  Talfonrd^s  Ion, 
A29  the  guests  were  leaving,  Macready  said  to 
Browning:  ** Write  a  phiy,  Browning,  and 
keep  me  from  going  to  America.  * '  ^  *  Shall  it  be 
hiAtorical  and  English?"  relied  Browning. 
**  Wliat  do  yon  say  to  a  drama  on  StrafiFord  P  " 
and  the  poet  now  had  his  snbject.  His  choice 
in  readily  exphuned  by  the  fact  that  he  was  at 
this  time  helping  his  friend  John  Forster  with 
hiM  Life  of  Strafford  contained  in  Liveg  qf  Emi" 
nent  British  Statesmen,  Indeed,  Mr.  Fumi^all 
Mays  without  hesitation  that  the  agreement  of 
the  Strafford  of  the  play  with  the  Strafford  of 
Furster^s  biography  is  due  to  the  fact  that 
Browning  wrote  the  whole  of  the  life  of  Straf- 
ford after  the  first  seven  paragraphs. 

When  the  play  was  rehearsing  Browning 
irave  Bfacready  a  lilt  which  he  had  composed 
for  the  children's  song  in  Act  V.  It  was  not 
iMed,  because  the  two  children  who  were  to 
nng  wished  a  more  pretentious  song.  The  lilt 
which  Browning  composed  was  purposely  no 
more  than  a  crooning  measure.  He  afterward 
gHve  it  to  Miss  Hickey  for  her  special  edition 
of  Strt^ff^ord^  and  it  is  reproduced  here  in  its 
place.  The  following  is  Browning^s  preface  to 
the  first  edition :  — 

'*  I  had  for  some  time  been  engaged  in  a 
Poem  of  a  very  different  nature,  when  induced 


to  make  the  present  attempt;  and  am  not 
without  apprehension  that  my  eagerness  to 
freshen  a  jaded  mind  by  diverting  it  to  the 
healthy  natures  of  a  grand  epoch,  may  have 
operated  unfavorably  on  the  represented  play, 
which  is  one  of  Action  in  Character,  rather 
than  Character  in  Action.  To  remedy  this,  in 
some  degree,  considerable  curtailment  will  be 
necessary,  and,  in  a  few  instances,  the  supply- 
ing details  not  required,  I  suppose,  by  the 
mere  reader.  While  a  trifling  success  would 
much  gratify,  failure  will  not  wholly  discour- 
age me  from  another  effort :  experience  is  to 
come;  and  earnest  endeavor  may  yet  remove 
many  disadvantages. 

"The  portraits  are,  I  think,  faithful;  and 
I  am  exceedingly  fortunate  in  being  able, 
in  proof  of  this,  to  refer  to  the  subtle  and 
eloquent  exposition  of  the  characters  of  Eliot 
and  Straffotd,  in  the  Lives  qf  Eminent  British 
Statesmen,  now  in  the  course  of  publication  in 
Lardner's  C^clopedia^  by  a  writer  [John  Fors- 
ter] whom  I  am  proud  to  call  my  friend  ;  and 
whose  biographies  of  Hampden,  Pym,  and 
Vane,  will,  I  am  sure,  fitly  Illustrate  the  pres- 
ent year  —  the  Second  Centenary  of  the  Trial 
concerning  Ship-Money.  My  Carlisle,  however, 
is  purely  imaginary :  I  at  first  sketched  her 
singular  likeness  roughly  in,  as  suggested  by 
Matthews  and  the  memoir- writers  —  but  it  was 
too  artificial,  and  the  substitute  outline  is  ex- 
clusively from  Voiture  and  Waller. 

"The  Italian  boat-song  in  the  last  scene  is 
from  Radius  '  Bacco,*  long  since  naturalized  in 
the  joyous  and  delicate  version  of  Leigh  Hunt. 
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ACT   I 

I.  A  House  near  WhUehaU.  HAimMor,  Hollis. 
the  yoanoer  Vahi,  Ruoyabd,  Fiswwsg  and  many  of 
the  Presbyterian  Party:  Loudon  and  other  Srois 
Commissionsrs. 
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Vane,    I  say,  if  he  be  here  — 
Hudyard.  (And  he  is  here  I)  — 

UoUts,    For  EnKland^s  sake  let  every  man  be 
sdU 
Xor  speak  of  him,  so  mach  as  say  his  name, 
Till  Pym  rejoin  us  I    Kudyard  I     Henry  Vane  I 
One  rash  conclusion  may  decide  our  course 
And  with  it  England's  fate  —  think  —  England's 

fatel 
Hampden,  for  England's  sake  they  should  be 
stilll 
Vane,    Yon  say  so,  Hollis  ?    Well,  I  must  be 
still. 
It  is  indeed  too  bitter  that  one  man, 
Any  one  man's  mere  presence,  should  suspend 
England's  combined  endeavor :  little  need 
To  name  him! 
Bud.  For  you  are  his  brother,  Hollis  I 

Hampden.    Shaiue  on  yon,  Kudyard  1  time  to 
tell  him  that 
When  be  foreets  the  Mother  of  us  all. 
Uud,    Do  I  forget  her  ? 
Uamp,  Ton  talk  idle  hate 

Against  her  foe  :  is  that  so  strange  a  thing? 
Is  hating  Wentworth  all  the  help  she  needs  ? 
A  Puritan.    The  Philistine  strode,  cursing  as 
he  went : 
But  David  —  five  smooth  pebbles  from  the  brook 
Within  his  scrip  .  .  . 
Hud,  Be  yon  as  still  as  Da^nd ! 

Fiennes,    Here  *s  Rudyard  not  ashamed  to 
wag  a  tongue 
Sdff  with  ten  years'  disuse  of  Parliaments: 
Why,  when  the  last  sat,  Wentworth  sat  witn  us ! 
Hud.    Let 's  hope  for  news  of  them  now  he 
returns  — 
He  that  was  safe  in  Ireland,  as  we  thought ! 

—  But  I  '11  abide  Pym's  coming. 

Vane.  Now,  by  Heaven, 

Then  may  be  cool  who  can,  silent  who  will  — 
Some  have  a  gif  Uhat  way  I    Wentworth  is  here, 
Here,  and  the  King  's  safe  closeted  with  him 
Ere  this.    And  when  I  think  on  all  that  *s  past 
Since  that  man  left  us,  how  h»  single  arm 
RollfHi  the  advancing  good  of  England  back 
And  set  the  woeful  past  up  in  its  place, 
Exaltii^c  Dagon  where  the  Ark  should  be,  — 
How  that  man  has  made  firm  the  fickle  King 
(Hampden,  I  will  speak  out !)  —  in  aught  ne 

feared 
To  venture  on  before  ;  taught  tyranny 
Her  dismal  trade,  the  use  of  all  her  tools. 
To  ply  the  8<K»urge  yet  screw  the  gag  so  close 
That  strangled  agony  bleeds  mute  to  death  — 
How  he  turns  Ireland  to  a  private  stage 
For  tniinlng  infant  villanies,  new  wavs 
()f  wringing  treasure  out  of  tejirs  and  blood. 
Unheard  oppressions  nourished  in  the  dark 
To  trr  how  much  man's  nature  can  endure 

—  If  he  dies  under  it,  what  harm  ?  if  not. 
Why,  one  more  trick  is  added  tn  the  rrat 
Worth  a  king's  knowing,  and  wliat  Ireland  bears 
England  may  learn  to  h^nr  :  —  how  all  this  while 
That  man  has  set  himself  to  one  dear  task. 
The  bringing  Chaiies  to  relish  more  and  more 
Power,  power  without  law,  power  and  blood  too 
-Can  I  be  still? 

Ilautp.  For  that  you  shmild  be  still. 


Vane.    Oh  Hampden,  then  and  now!    The 
year  he  left  us. 
The  People  in  full  Parliament  could  wrest 
The  Bill  of  Rights  from  the  reluctant  King ; 
And  now,  he  'U  find  in  an  obscure  small  room 
A  stealthy  gathering  of  great-hearted  men 
That  take  up  England's  cause :  England  is  here  ! 
Ham  p.    And  who  despairs  of  England  ? 
Rud.  That  do  I. 

If  Wentworth  comes  to  rule  her.    I  am  sick 
To  think  her  wretched  masters,  Hamilton. 
The  muckwonu  Cottiugton,  the  maniac  Laud, 
May  vet  be  longed-for  back  again.    I  say, 
I  du  despair. 

Vane.  And,  Rudyard,  I  '11  say  this 

Which  all  true  men  say  after  me,  not  loud 
But  solemnly  and  us  you  'd  say  a  prayer  I 
This  King,  who  treads  our  England  underfoot. 
Has  just  so  much  ...  it  may  be  fear  or  craft. 
As  bids  him   pause   at   each  fresh  outrage ; 

friends. 
He  needs  some  sterner  hand  to  grasp  his  own. 
Some  voice  to  ask,  "  Why  shrink  ?    Am  I  not 

by?" 
Now,  one  whom  England  loved  for  serving  her. 
Found  in  his  heart  to  say,  '*  I  know  where  l>Hst 
The  iron  heel  shall  bruise  her,  for  she  learn 
Upon  me  when  you  tramnle."    Witness,  yon  ! 
So  Wentworth  neartenea  Charles,  so  England 

fell. 
But  inasmuch  as  life  is  hard  to  take 
From  England  .  .  . 
Many  S^oicea,    Oo  on.  Vane  I    'T  is  well  said. 

Vane! 
Vane.     Wlio  has  not  so  forgotten  Ronuy- 

mede !  — 
Voices.    'T  is  well  and  bravely  spoken.  Vane ! 

Go  on! 
Vane.    There  are  some  little  signs  of  late  she 
knows 
The  ground  no  place  for  her.  She  glances  round, 
Wentworth  has  dropped  the  hand,  is  gone  hU 

way 
On  other  service :  wliat  if  she  arise  ? 
No !  the  King  beckons,  and  beside  him  stands 
The  same  bad  man  once  more,  with  the  sam«' 

smile 
And  the  same  gesture.     Now  shall  Elnfrlaiid 

crouch. 
Or  catch  at  us  and  rise  ? 

Voices.  The  Renegade  I 

Haman !  Ahithophel  I 

Hamp.  Qentlemen  of  the  North. 

It  was  not  thus  the  night  your  claims  were  urged. 
And  we  pronounc<^  the  League  and  Covenant. 
The  cause  of  Scotland.  Englaiid'scanse  as  well : 
Vane  there,  sat  motionless  the  whole    nigh  I 
through. 
Vane.    Hampden  I 
Fien.  Stay,  Vane ! 

Loudon.  Be  just  and  patient.  Van*' ! 

Vane.    Mmd  how  you  counsel  patience,  I^m« 
don !  you 
Have  still  a  Parliament,  and  this  your  League 
To  back  it ;  you  are  free  in  ScotlsuMl  still : 
While  we  are  brothers,  hope 's  for  Kngiaad  yet. 
But  know  yon  wherefore  Wentworth  com'eM  :• 
to  queiioh 
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This  last  of  hopes  ?  that  he  hrings  war  vith  him  ? 
Know  70a  the  man's  self  ?  what  he  dares  ? 

Lom.  We  know, 

All  know  —  't  is  nothing  new. 

Vane.  And  what 's  new,  then, 

In  eallinsr  for  his  life  ?    Why,  Pym  himself  — 
Yon  most  have  heard  —  ere  Wentworth  dropped 

onr  eanse 
He  would  see  Pjrm  first ;  there  were  mainr  more 
Strong:  on  the  people's  side  and  friends  of  his, 
Eliot  that 's  dead,  Rudyard  and  Hampden  here, 
But  for  these  Wentworth  cared  not ;  only,  Pym 
He  wonld  lee  —  Pym  and  he  were  sworn,  't  is 

said. 
To  lire  and  die  together ;  so,  they  met 
At  Oreenwieh.    Wentworth,  you  are  sure,  was 

lonff. 
Specious  enoagrh.  the  deriPs  argument 
Lost  nothing  on  lus  lips ;  he  'd  have  Pym  own 
A  patriot  oould  not  play  a  purer  part 
Than  follow  in  his  track ;  they  two  combined 
Might  put  down  England.     Well,  Pym  heard 

him  out ; 
Onei^aiMe  —  yon  know  Pym 's  eye  —  one  word 

was  all: 
**  Ton  leave  us,  Wentworth  !  while  your  head 

is  on, 
rU  not  lesre  yon.'* 

Hamp,  Has  he  left  Wentworth,  then  ? 

Has  Enieland  lost  him  ?    Will  you  let  him  speak , 
(h*  put  your  crude  surmises  in  his  mouth  ? 
Awajr  with  this  I    Will  you  have  Pym  or  Vane  ? 

Voices.  Wait  Pym's  arrival  I  Pym  shall  speak. 

Hamp.  Meanwhile 

I^t  Loudon  read  the  Parliament's  reuort 
From  Edinbui^h :  our  last  hope,  as  Vane  says, 
Is  in  the  stand  it  makes.    London  I 

Vane.  ^     ^  No,  no  I 

Silent  I  can  be :  not  indifferent  I 

Hamp.    Tlien  each  keep  silence,  prajring  God 
to  spare 
His  anger,  cast  not  England  quite  away 
In  this  ner  visitation  I 

A  Puritan.  Seven  years  long 

The  Midianite  drove  Israel  into  dens^ 
And  caves.    Till  God  sent  forth  a  mighty  man, 

(Pm  enters.) 
Even  Gideon  f 

PjrsK.  Wentworth 's  come :  norsiekneaB,  care, 
The  ravaged  bod^  nor  the  mined  soul. 
More  than  the  wmds  and  waves  that  beat  his 

ship, 
('ofild  keep  him  from  the  King.    He  has  not 

reached 
Wliitehall :  they  've  hnnied  up  a  Council  there 
To  lose  no  time  and  find  him  work  enough. 
Hliere  's  Loudon  ?  your  ^jeots'  Parliament .  .  . 

Lou.  Holds  firm : 

We  were  about  to  read  reports. 

Pym.  The  King 

Has  just  diasolved  your  Parliament. 

Lou.  and  other  Scots.  Great  God  I 

An  oath-breaker  I    Stand  by  ns,  England,  then ! 

Pym.    The  King's  too  sanguine;   doubtless 
Wentworth 's  here  ; 
Bnt  still  some  little  form  might  be  kept  up. 

Uamp.    Now  speak,  Vanel    Rudyard,  yoa 
had  raneh  to  say  I 


Hoi.  The  rumor 's  false,  then  ... 
Pym.  Av,  the  Court  gives  out 

His  own  concerns  have  brought  him  back:  I 

know 
'T  is  the  King  calls  him.  Wentworth  supersedes 
The  tribe  of  Cottingtons  and  Hamiltons 
Whose  part  is  played  ;  there 's  talk  enough,  by 

this, — 
Merciful  talk,  the  King  thinks:  time  is  now 
To  turn  the  record's  last  and  bloody  leaf 
Which,  chronicling  a  nation's  great  despair. 
Tells  they  were  long  rebellious,  and  their  lord 
Indulgent,  till,  all  kind  expedients  tried. 
He  drew  the  sword  on  tnem  and  reigned  in 

peace. 
Land's  laying  his  religion  on  the  Scots 
Was  the  last  gentle  entrv :  the  new  page 
Shall  run,  the  King  thinks,  *'  Wentworth  thrust 

it  down 
At  the  sword's  point." 

A  Puritan.  I  '11  do  your  bidding,  Pym, 

England's  and  God's — one  olow ! 

Pym.  A  goodly  thing  — 

We  all  say,  friends,  it  is  a  eoodly  thing 
To  right  that  England.    Heaven  grows  dark 

above: 
Let 's  snatch  one  moment  ere  the  thunder  fall, 
To  say  how  well  the  Einclish  spirit  comes  out 
Beneath  it  I    All  have  done  their  best,  indeed, 
From  lion  Eliot,  that  grand  Englishman, 
To  the  least  here  :  and  who,  the  least  one  here, 
When  she  is  saved  (for  her  redemption  dawns 
Dimly,  most  dimly,  but  it  dawns  —  it  dawns) 
Who  d  give  at  anv  price  his  hope  away 
Of  being  named  along  ynth  the  Great  Men  ? 
We  womd  not  —  no,  we  would  not  give  that  up  I 
Hamp.  And  one  name  shall  be  dearer  than  all 

names. 
When  children,  yet  unborn,  are  taught  that 

name 
After  their  fathers',  —  taught  what  matchless 

man  ... 
Pytn.  .  .  .  Saved  E^gbmd?    Whatif  Wen1>- 

worth's  should  be  still 
That  name  ? 
Rud.  and  others.  We  have  just  said  it,  Pym  I 

His  death 
Saves  her !    We  said  it  —  there 's  no  way  be- 
side! 
I'll  do  God's  bidding,  Pym  I     They  struck 

down  Joab 
And  purged  the  land. 

Vane.  No  villanous  striking-down  I 

Rud.  No,  a  calm  vengeance:   let  the  whole 

land  rise^ 
And  shout  for  it.    No  Feltons ! 

Pum-  Rudyard,  no ! 

England  rejects  all  Feltons ;  most  of  all 
Since  Wentworth  .  .  .  Hampden,  say  the  trust 

again 
Of  Enguind  in  her  servants  —  but  I  '11  think 
You  Imow  me,  all  of  yon.    Then,  I  believe. 
Spite   of   the   past,   Wentworth   rejoins   you, 

friends  1 
Vane    and  other*.    Wentworth  ?    Apostate  I 

Judas  I  l>ouble-d^ed 
A  traitor  1    Is  it  Pym,  indeed  .  .  . 
Pym.  .  .  .  Who  says 


52 


STRAFFORD 


Vane  neyer  knew  that  Wentworth,  loved  that 

man. 
Was  used  to  stroU  with  him,  arm  looked  in  arm, 
Along:  the  streets  to  see  the  people  pass, 
And  read  in  eveiy  island-oountenanee 
Freeh  ais^ument  for  God  against  the  King,  — 
Never  sat  down,  say,  in  the  very  house 
Where   Eliot *s  brow  grew  broad  with  noble 

thott^^hts, 
(Ton  Ve  iomea  us,  Hampden —  HoUis,  yon  aa 

And  then  left  taJking  over  Gracchus^s  death  .  ^ . 
Vane,  To  frame,  we  know  it  well,  the  oh<M» 

oest  choose 
In  the  Petition  of  Right :  he  framed  suoh  chiuse 
One  month  before  he  took  at  tlie  King's  hand 
His  Northern  Presidency,  which  that  Bill 
Denounced. 

Pym.     Too  true  !    Never  more,  never  more 
Walked  we  together !    Most  alone  I  went. 
I  have   had  nriends — all   here   are  fast  my 

friends  — 
But  I  shall  never  quite  forget  that  friend. 
And  yet  it  could  not  but  be  real  in  him  1  ^ 
You,  Vane,  —  you,  Rudyard,  have  no  right  to 

trust 
To  Wentworth  :  but  can  no  one  hope  with  me  ? 
Hampden,  wiU  Wentworth  dare  sned  1<WH«1> 

blood 
Like  water  ? 
Hamp.    ^      Ireland  is  Aceldama. 
Pym,    Wm  he  turn  ftH^otland  to  a  hunting- 
ground 
To  please  the  King,  now  that  he  knows  the 

King? 
The   People  or  the   King?    and  that  King, 

Charles  I 
Hamp,    Pym,  all  here  know  you :  you  ^U  not 

set  your  heart 
On  any  baseless  dream.    But  say  one  deed 
Of  Wentworth V  since  he  left  us  .  .  .  [Shouting 

without. 
Vane,  There  !  he  comes. 

And  they  shout    for  him  I      WeutwoHh's  at 

WhitehaU, 
The  King  embracing  him,  now,  as  we  speak. 
And  he,  to  be  his  match  in  courtesies. 
Taking  the  whole  war's  risk  upon  himself, 
Now,  while  you  tell  us  here  how  changed  he  is ! 
Hear  you  ? 

Pym,         And  yet  if  't  is  a  dream,  no  more. 
That  Wentworth  chose  their  side,  and  brought 

the  King 
To  love  it  as  though  Laud  had  loved  it  first. 
And  the  Queen  arter :  that  he  led  their  cause 
Calm  to  success,  and  kept  it  spotless  through. 
So  that  our  very  eyes  could  look  upon 
The  travail  of  our  souls,  and  close  content 
That  violence,  which  something  mars  even  right 
Which  sanctions  it,  had  taken  off  no  grace 
From  its  serene  regard.    Only  a  dream  ! 
Hamp,    We  meet  here  to  aooompliah  oertain 

good 
Bv  obvious  means,  and  keep  tradition  up 
Of  free  assemblages,  else  obsolete. 
In  this  poor  chamber  :  nor  without  effect 
Has  friend  met  friend  to  counsel  and  confirm. 
As,  listening  to  the  beats  of  £jigland's  heart. 


We  spoke  its  wajits  to  Sootland^s  prompt  reply 

Bv  these  her  delegates.    Remains  alone 

That  word  grow  deed,  as  with  God^s  help  it 

shall  — 
But  with  the  devil's  hindrance,  who  doubts  too  ? 
Looked  we  or  no  that  tyranny  should  turn 
Her  engines  of  oppressicm  to  their  use  ? 
Whereof,  suppose    the  worst   be    Wentworth 

here  — 
Shall  we  break  off  the  tactics  which  succeed 
In  drawing^  out  our  f ormidablest  foe. 
Let  bickering  and  disunion  take  their  place  ? 
Or  count  his  presence  as  our  conquest's  proof. 
And  keep  the  old  arms  at  their  steady  play  ? 
Proceed  to  England's  work  I   Fieanes,  read  the 
.  list! 
i^iVfi.      Ship-money  is    refused    or   fiercely 

paid 
In  every  county,  save  the  northern  parts 
Where  Wentworth's  influence  .  .  .    [Shouting, 
Vane,  I,  in  England's  name. 

Declare  her  work,  this  day,  at  end  I    Till  now. 
Up  to  this  moment,  peaceful  strife  was  best. 
We  English  had  free  leave  to  think  ;  till  now. 
We  had  a  shadow  of  a  Parliament 
In  Scotland.    But  all 's  changed  :  they  change 

the  first, 
They  try  brute-force  for  law,  they,  first  of 

all .  .  . 
Voices,    Good  I   Talk  enough !  The  old  true 

hearts  with  Vane  I 
Vane,    Till  we  crush  Wentworth  for  her, 

there 's  no  act 
Serves  England ! 

Voices,  Vane  for  England  I 

Pym.  Pym  should  be 

Something;  to  England.     I   seek  Wentworth, 

friends. 

ScsNS  II.     WhitehaU. 
Lady  Cabuslb  and  Wbntwoktb. 

Wentworth.    And  the  King? 

Lady    Carlisle,     Wentworth,  lean  on  me ! 
Sit  then ! 
I  'U  tell  you  all ;  this  horriUe  fatigue 
WiU  kill  you. 

WeiU,  ^  No ;  —  or,  Lucy,  just  your  arm ; 
I  'U  not  sit  till  I  've  cleared  tliis  up  with  him : 
After  that,  rest.    The  King? 

Ixuly  Car.  ConfidcH  in  yon. 

If'ew/.    Why  ?  or,  why  now  ?  —  They  have 
kind  throats,  the  knaves ! 
Shout  for  me  —  they ! 

Lady  Car,    Tou  come  so  strangely  soon : 
Yet  we  took  measures  to  keep  off  the  crowd  — 
Did  they  shout  for  you  ? 

Went.  Wherefore  should  they  not  ? 

Does  the  Kine  take  suoh  measures  for  himself? 
Beside,  there  s  such  a  dearth  of  malcontents, 
You  say  ! 

Lady  Car.  I  said  but  few  dared  csap  at  you. 

Went,    At  me  ?    at  us,  I  hope  1    The  King 
andll 
He 's  surely  not  disposed  to  let  me  bear 
The  fame  away  from  him  of  these  late  deeds 
In  Ireland  ?    I  am  yet  his  instrument 
Be  it  tor  well  or  ill  ?    He  trtuits  me,  too  • 
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Lady  Car*    The  Kbag,  dear  Weutworth,  pur- 
poses, I  aaidf 
To  fn^uit  yon,  in  the  faee  of  all  the  Court  .  .  . 

\Vt:nt.    All  the  Court !    Evermore  the  Court 
about  n»  I 
Sa\ile  ard  Holland,  Hamilton  and  Vane 
About  us,  —  then  the  King  will  g:rant  me  — 

what? 
Tliat  he  for  once  put  these  aside  and  say  — 
"  Tell  me  your  whole  mind,  Weutworth  I  " 

Lady  Car.  You  professed 

Vuu  would  be  oalm. 

Wtnt.  Lucy,  and  I  am  calm  I 

How  else  shall  I  do  all  I  oome  to  do, 
Broken^  as  you  may  see,  body  and  mind, 
How  shall  I  serve  the  King  ?  Time  wastes  mean- 
while, 
You  have  not  told  me  half.    His  footstep  I  No, 
Ooick,  then,  before  I  meet  him,  —  I  am  oalm  — 
Why  does  the  King  distrust  me  ? 

Lady  Car,  He  does  not 

Distrust  you. 

HVfft.  Lncy,  yon  can  help  me ;  you 

Have  eyen  seemed  to  care  for  me  :  one  word ! 
Li  it  the  Queen? 

Lady  Car,    No,  not  the  Queen :  the  party 
That  poiBons  the  Queen*s  ear,  8ayile  and  Hoi- 

Went.    I  know,  I  know  :  dd  Vpue,  too,  he  *b 
one  too? 
(to  on  —  and  he  ^s  made  Secretary.    Well  ? 
( h*  leaye  them  out  and  go  straight  to  the  ohai^ ; 
The  chawe ! 

Lady  Car.    Oh,  there 's  no  charge,  no  precise 
charge; 
(hily  they  sneer,  make  light  of  —  one  may  say, 
Nibble  at  what  you  do. 

WffU.  I  know  I  but,  Lucy, 

I  reckoned  on  you  from  the  first  I  —  Qo  on ! 
-  Was  sure  could  I  once  see  this  gentle  friend 
When  I  arrived,  she  *d  throw  an  hour  away 
To  help  her  .  .  .  what  am  I  ? 

Lady  Car,  Yon  thought  of  me, 

I)f?arWentworth? 

H'ent.  But  go  on!  The  party  here  I 

Lady  Car.     They  do  not  think  your  Lrish 
government 
Of  that  surpassing  value  .  .  . 

Went.  The  one  thing 

Of  value  I    The  one  service  that  the  erown 
May  conot  on  1    All  that  keens  these  very  Vanes 
In  power,  to  vex  me  —  not  that  they  do  vex, 
Only  it  might  vex  some  to  hear  that  service 
Decried,  the  sole  support  that  *s  left  the  King ! 

Lady  Car,    So  the  Archbishop  says. 

Went.  Ah?  well, perhaps 

The  only  hand  held  up  in  my  defence 
May  be  old  Land's  t   These  Hollands  then,  these 

Saviles 
Nibble?   Theynibble?  — that's  the  very  woid  I 

Lady  Car.    Your  profit  in  the  Customs,  Bris- 
tol says. 
Exceeds  the  dne  proportion :  while  the  tax  .  .  . 

Went.  Enough  I  *t  is  too  unworthy,  —  I  am  not 
So  patient  aa  I  thous4it  1    What  *s  Pym  about  ? 

Lady  Car.    Pym? 

Went.  Fym  «nd  the  People. 

LadyCar.  Oh,  the  Faction  I 


Extinct — of  no  account :  there  *11  never  be 
Another  Parliament. 

Went.  TeU  Savile  that  I 

You  may  know  —  (ay,  you  do  —  the  creatures 

here 
Never  forget  I)  that  in  my  earliest  life 
I  was  nut  .  .  .  much  that  I  am  now  1    The  King 
May  take  my  word  on  points  concerning  Pym 
Before  Lord  Savile's,  Lucy,  or  if  not, 
I  bid  them  ruin  their  wise  selves,  not  me. 
These  Vanes  and  Hollands  1    I  '11  not  be  their 

tool 
Who  might  be  Pym's  friend  yet. 

But  tliere  *s  the  King ! 
Where  is  he  ? 

Lady  Car,    Just  apprised  that  yon  arrive. 

Went.    A nd  why  not  here  to  meet  me  ?    1  was 
told 
He  sent  for  me,  nay,  longed  for  me. 

Lady  Car.  ^  ^      Because,  — 

He  is  now  ...  I  think  a  Council  *s  sitting  now 
About  this  Scots  affair. 

Went.  A  Council  sits  ? 

Thev  have  not  taken  a  decided  course 
Without  me  in  the  matter  ? 

Lady  Car.  I  should  say  .  .  . 

Went.    The  war  ?    They  cannot  have  agreed 
to  that? 
Not  the  Soots'  war  ?  —  without  consulting  me — 
Me,  that  am  here  to  show  how  rash  it  is. 
How  easy  to  dispense  with  ?  —  Ah,  you  too 
Against  me  I   well,  —  the  King  may  take  his 

time. 
—  Forget  it,  Lucy  I    Cares  make  peevish :  mine 
Weigh  me  (but 't  is  a  secret)  to  my  grave. 

Lady  Car.    For  life  or  death  I  am  your  own, 
dear  friend  I  [©<>«*  out- 

Went,    Heartless  I  but  all  are  keartless  here. 
Go  now. 
Forsake  the  People  1    I  did  not  forsake 
The  People :  they  shall  know  it,  when  the  King 
Will  trust  me  I  —  who  trusts  all  beside  at  once, 
While  I  have  not  spoke  Vane  and  Savile  fair. 
And  am  not  trusted :  have  but  saved  the  throne: 
Have  not  picked  up  the  Queen's  glove  prettily. 
And  am  not  trusted.    But  he  'U  see  me  now. 
W^eston  is  dead :  tiie  Oueen  's  half  Bnylish  now  — 
More  English  :  one  aedsive  word  will  brush 
These  insects  from  .  .  .  the  ste|>l  know  so  well! 
The  King  I    But  now,  to  tell  him  ...  no  —  to 

ask 
What 's  in  me  he  distrusts :  —  or,  best  begin 
By  proving  that  this  frightful  Scots  affair 
Is  just  what  I  foretold.    So  much  to  si^. 
And  the  flesh  fails,  now,  and  the  time  u  come. 
And  one  false  step  no  way  to  be  repaired. 
You  were  avenged^  Pym,  oould  yon  look  on  me. 

(Pm  enter:  i 

Went*    I  little  tnon^t  of  yon  just  then. 

Pym,  No  ?  I 

Think  always  of  yon,  Wentworth. 

Went.  Tlie  old  voice  I 

I  wait  the  King^  sir. 

Pym.  True  —  yon  look  so  pale  ( 

A  Cooncil  sits  within ;  when  that  breaks  up 
He  *11  see  you. 

Went,  Sir,  I  thank  you. 

Pym.  Oh,  thank  Uud  I 
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Vou  know  when  Laud  onee  f^eta  on  fhoroh  af- 

faira 
The  case  is  desperate  :  he  *11  not  be  long 
To-day :  he  only  means  to  prove,  to-day. 
We  Enfl^lish  all  are  mad  to  nave  a  hand 
In  buteliorin(^  the  Scots  for  senrinf^  (lod 
Af t^r  their  fathers'  f asliion :  only  that ! 

y/ent.    iSir,  ket^p  your  jests  for  those  who 

reliftli  them  ! 
( Does  he  enjoy  their  confidence  ?)    *T  is  kind 
To  tell  me  wliat  the  Council  does. 

/V"<«  You  g:rudge 

That  I  should  know  it  had  resolved  on  war 
Before  you  came  ?  no  need  :  you  shall  have  all 
I'he  credit,  trt.8t  me  ! 

HV  nt.  Have  the  Council  dared  — 

They  have  not  dared  .  .  .  that  is  —  I  know  you 

not. 
Farewell,  sir :  times  are  chani^. 

i*vm,  —  hince  we  two  met 

At  Greenwich  ?    Yes :  poor  patriots  though  we 

be. 
You  cut  a  figure,  makes  some  slight  return 
Fur  your  exploits  in  Ireland !    Changed  indeed, 
(^uiild  our  friend  Eliot  look  from  out  his  grave  I 
Ah,  Went  worth,  one  thiug  for  aoquaiutauce* 

sake. 
Just  to  decide  a  question  ;  have  you,  now. 
Felt  your  old  ^Mflf  since  you  forsook  us  T 
Went,  Kir! 

l*fnH.    Spare  me  the  gesture  I  you  misappre- 
hend. 
Think  not  I  mean  the  advanta^  is  with  me. 
I  was  about  to  say  that,  for  my  part, 
I  never  quite  held  up  my  head  since  then  — 
Was  quite  myself  since  then  :  for  fint,  yon  see, 
I  lost  all  creilit  after  that  event 
With  those  who  recollect  how  sure  I  was 
Wentwortli  would  outdo  Eliot  on  our  side. 
Forgive  me :  Kavile.  old  Vane,  Holland  here, 
Eschew  plain-speaking :  H  is  a  trick  I  keep. 
Went.    How,  when,  where,  Savile,  Vane,  and 

Holland  speak. 
Plainly  or  otherwise,  would  have  my  seom. 
All  of  my  scorn,  sir  .  .  . 

Pjnt'  '  •  •  Did  not  my  poor  thoughts 

Claim  somewhat  ? 

Went.  Keep  yonr  thoughts !  believe  the  King 
Mistrusts  me  for  their  prattle,  all  these  Vaaes 
And  Saviles !  make  yonr  mind  up,  o'  God*s  love, 
lliat  I  am  discontented  with  the  King  I 
Pym,    Why,  you  may  be  :  I  should  be,  that 

I  know. 
Were  I  like  yon. 

WetU.  Like  me? 

Pym.  I  care  not  mueh 

For  titles  :  oar  friend  Eliot  died  no  lord, 
Hampden  *s  no  lord,  and  Savile  is  a  lord ; 
But  you  eare,  since  von  sold  yonr  soul  for  one. 
I  can*t  think,  therefore,  your  soul^s  purchaser 
Did  well  to  laugh  you  to  such  utter  soom 
\Vhen  yon  twice  prayed  so  humbly  for  its  price. 
The  thirty  silver  pieces  ...  I  should  say. 
The  Earldom  you  expected,  still  expect. 
And  may.    Yonr  letters  were  the  movingest  I 
Console  yoanelf  :  I  've  borne  him  ptmyers  just 

now 
From  Scotlaad  not  to  be  oppressed  by  Land, 


Words  moving  in  their  way :  he  *11  pay,  be  surt* . 
As  much  attention  as  to  those  you  sent. 

Went,    False,  sir  I    Who  showed  them  you  ? 
Suppose  it  so. 
The  King  did  very  well  .  .  .  nay,  I  was  glad 
When  it  was  shown  me  :  I  refused,  the  first  I 
John  Pym,  you  were  my  friend  —  forbear  ine 
ouce! 
Pjfm,    Oh,  Wentworth,  ancient  bnither  of 
my  soul. 
That  all  should  come  to  this  I 

Went.  Leave  me  1 

Fjfm,  My  friend. 

Why  should  I  leave  you  ? 

Went,  To  teU  Rudyard  this. 

And  Hampden  this ! 

Pym.  Whose  faces  once  were  bright 

At  my  approach,  now  sad  with  doubt  and  fear. 
Because  1  hope  in  you  —  yes.  Wentworth,  you 
Who  never  mean  to  ruin  England  —  you 
Who  shake  ofF,  with  God^s  help,  an  obscvn«r 

dream 
In  this  Ezekiel  chamber,  where  it  crept 
Upon  yon  fint,  and  wake,  yonnelf ,  your  true 
And  proper  self,  our  Leader,  Eiigland's  (.'hief . 
And  Hampden*8  friend ! 

This  is  the  proudest  day  ! 
Come,  Wentworth  I    Do  not  even  see  the  King ! 
llie  rongh  old  room  will  seem  itself  again } 
We  '11  both  go  iu  together :  you  *ve  not  Been 
Hampden  so  long :  oome  :  and  there 's  Fiennes : 

you  '11  hare 
To  know  young  Vane.  This  is  the  proudest  dav  ! 
[The  Koiaentera.  Wcktwostb  iets/atl  Ptu'b  haitd. 
Charles.     Arrived,  my  lord  ?  —  This  gentle- 
man, we  know 
Was  your  old  friend. 

The  Scots  shall  be  informed 
What  we  determine  for  their  happiness, 

[Prn  goes  out. 
You  have  made  haste,  my  lord. 

Went.  Sir,  I  am  come  .  .  . 

Cha.  To  see  an  old  familiar  -  nay,  't  is  well ; 

Aid  us  with  his  experience:   this  Scots*  League 

And  Covenant  spreads  too  far,  and  we  ha^e 

proofs 
That  they  intrigue  with  France:  the  Farti<«i 

t<K», 

Whereof  your  friend  there  in  the  head  and  front. 
Abets  them,  —  as  he  boasted,  very  like. 

WetU.  Sir,  trust  me  I  but  for  this  onoe,  trust 
me,  sir ! 

Cha.    VVhat  can  you  mean  ? 

Went.  That  you  sitould  trust  me,  air  : 

Oh  —  not  for  my  sake  1  but 't  is  sad,  so  sad 
That  for  distrusting  me,  yon  suffer  —  yon 
Whom  I  would  die  to  serve :  sir,  do  you  think 
That  I  would  die  to  serve  you  ? 

Cha.  But  rise,  Wentworth ! 

Went.  What  shall  convince  you  ?  What  doeH 
Savile  do 
To  prove  him  .  .  .  Ah,  one  oan*t  tear  out  oiie\ 

heart 
And  show  it,  how  sincere  a  thing  it  is  I 

Cha.    Have  I  not  trusted  yon  ? 

Went.  Say  aught  but  that ! 

There  is  my  comfort,  mark  you  :  all  will  be 
So  different  when  you  trust  me  —  aa  you  aholl ' 
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It  h:4M  uot  been  your  fault,  —  I  was  away. 
Mistook,  maligned,  how  was  the  King:  to  know  ? 
1  am  here,  now  —  he  means  to  trust  me,  now  — 
Ail  will  go  on  so  well ! 

Cka.  Be  snre  I  do  — 

I  *  vo  heard  that  I  should  trust  vou :  as  you  came, 
Vour  friend,  the  Countess,  toid  me  .  .  . 

H  Vn/.  No,  —  hear  nothing  — 

I<e  told  nothing  about  me  !  --  you  ^re  not  told 
V'Uir  right-hand  serves  you,  or  your  children 
love  yon  ! 

(Vto.    You  love  me,  Went  worth  :  rise  ! 

IIVm/.  I  can  speak  now. 

I  have  no  right  to  hide  the  truth.     '1  is  I 
Can  save  you :  only  I.    Sir,  what  must  be  ? 

Ch(t.     ^inoe  Laud*s  assored  (the  minutes  are 
within) 
-  Loath  a-i  I  am  to  spill  my  snbjectB*  blood  .  .  . 

H'etd,    That  is,  he'll  have  a  war  :  what's 
done  is  done  I 

Cha.    They    have    intrigued  with  France ; 
that 's  clear  to  Laud. 

H>nl.   Has  Laud  suggested  any  way  to  meet 
Thn  war's  expense  ? 

f'ha.  He  'd  not  decide  so  far 

Tntil  yuii  joined  us. 

HV/i/.  ^    Most  considerate  ! 

He  *8  eertain  they  intrigue  with  France,  these 

NK>tS? 

The  People  would  be  with  us. 

('ha,  Pym  should  know. 

Went.    The  People  for  us  —  were  the  People 
for  US  I 
Sr,  a  great  thought  comes  to  reward  your  trust : 
^nnimcm  a  Parluunent  I  in  Ireland  first, 
Then,  here. 

Cha.  In  truth? 

H'ftU,  That  saves  us !  that  puts  off 

The  war,  pves  time  to  right  their  grievances  — 
To  talk  with  Pym.  I  know  the  Faction  —  Laud 
S«»  «tyl^  it  —  tutors  Scotland :  all  their  plans 
^Ujtptjiie  no  Parliament:  in  calling  one 
Vtra  take  them  by  surprise.    Produce  the  proofs 
<  >f  Scotland's  treason  ;  then  bid  England  help: 
K\en  Pyin  will  not  refuse. 

Cha.  You  would  begin 

Wirli  Ireland? 

H  Vii<.         Take  no  care  for  that :  that*s  sure 
T«>  prosper. 

Cha.  Yon  shall  rule  me.    You  were  best 

Ketum  at  once  :  but  take  this  ere  yon  ^  ! 
Now,  do  I  trust  you  ?    You  're  an  Larl :  my 

Friend 
4  H  Friends  :  yes,  wliile  .  .  .  You  hear  me  not  I 

H  Vjif .  Say  it  all  o'er  agiun  —  but  once  agiiin : 
The  tint  was  for  tlie  music :  once  again  I 

Cha.    Strafford,  my  friend,  there  may  have 
been  reports, 
\'.4in  rumors.    Henceforth  touching  Strafford  is 
To  trrach  the  apple  of  my  sight :  why  gaze 
•*^<»  earnestly  ? 

W»nt.  I  am  grown  young  again, 

Ari«l  foolish.    What  was  it  we  spoke  of  ? 

i  'ha.  Ireland, 

Thf  Parliament, — 

IfVirf.  I  may  go  when  I  will? 

N«w  ? 

<  'f-n.     Are  vou  tired  so  soon  «»f  us  ? 


My  Kittgl 


Went, 
But  yon  will  not  so  utterly  abhor 
A  Parliament  ?    I  'd  serve  you  any  way. 

Cha,    You  said  just  now  this  was  the  only 
way.  ^ 

Went,    Sir,  I  will  serve  you  I 

Cha.  Strafford,  spare  yourself : 

You  are  ho  sick,  they  tell  me. 

Went.  'T  is  my  soul 

That 's  well  and  prospers  now. 

This  Parliament  — 
We  *11  summon  it,  the  English  one  —  I  ^11  care 
For  everything.    You  shall  not  need  them  nmch. 

Cha.    If  they  prove  restive  .  .  . 

Went,  I  shall  be  with  you. 

Cha,    Ere  they  assemble  ? 

Went.  I  will  come,  or  else 

Deposit  this  infirm  humanity 
I'  the  dust.    My  whole  heart  stays  with  yon, 
my  King  I 

{A$  WnmroKTH  goes  out,  the  Qusxs  tenters. 

Cha.    That  man  must  love  me. 

Queen,  Is  it  over  then  ? 

Whv,  he  looks  yellower  than  ever  I    Well, 
At  least  we  shall  not  hear  eternally 
Of  service  —  services :  he 's  paid  at  least. 

Cha.    Not  done  with :  he  engages  to  surpass 
All  yet  performed  in  Ireland. 

Queen.  I  had  thought 

Nothing  beyond  was  ever  to  be  done. 
The    war,    Charles  —  will   he    raise    supplies 
enough  ? 

Cha.    We  've  hit  on  an  expedient ;  he  .  .  . 
that  is, 
I  have  advised  ...  we  have  decided  on 
The  calling  —  in  Ireland  —  of  a  Parliament. 

Queen.   O  truly  !   You  agree  to  tliat  ?    Is  that 
The  first-fruit  of  his  counsel  ?    But  I  guessed 
As  much. 

Cha.        This  is  too  idle,  Henriette  I 
I  should  know  best.    He  will  strain  every  nerve. 
And  once  a  precedent  established  .  .  . 

Queen.  Notice 

How  sure  he  is  of  a  long  term  of  favor ! 
He  '11  see  the  next,  and  the  next  after  that ; 
No  end  to  Parliaments ! 

Cha.  Well,  it  is  done. 

He  talks  it  smoothly,  doubtless.    If,  indeed. 
The  Commons  here  .  .  . 

Queen.  Here  I  you  will  summon  them 

Here  ?    Would  I  were  in  France  again  to  see 
A  King  I 

Cha.       But,  Henriette  .  .  . 

Queen.  Oh,  the  Scots  see  clear  I 

Why  should  they  bear  your  rule  ? 

Cha.  ^  But  listen,  sweet  I 

Queen.    Let  Wentworth  listen  —  )'ou  confide 
in  him ! 

Cha.    I  do  not,  love,  —  I  do  not  so  confide  I 
Tlie  Parliament  shall  never  trouble  us  1 
.  .  Nay,    hear    me  I      I    have    schemes,   such 

schemes :  we  '11  buy 
The  leaders  off:    without  that,  Wentwortli's 

counsel 
Had  ne'er  prevailed  on  me.    Perhaps  I  call  it 
To  have  excuse  for  breaking  it  forever. 
And  whose  will  then  the  blame  be  ?    See  yon 
not  ? 
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ComOf  dearest  I  —  look,  the  little  fairy,  now, 
That   cannot   reach   my  shoulder  I    Dearest, 
come! 

ACT  11 

Sens  I.    (As  in  Act  I.  Scene  1.) 

The  aame  Party  enters. 

Rud,    Twelve  suhaidies ! 
Vane,  O  Kudyard,  do  nut  langh 

At  least! 
Hud,    Tme:    Strafford  called   the    Parlia- 
ment — 
T  is  he  should  laugrh! 

A  Puritan,  Out  of  the  serpent^s  root 

Comes  fortli  a  cockatrice. 

Fien.  —  A  stin^nir  one, 

If  that  *s  the  Parliament :  twelve  subsidies ! 
A  stinginir  one !    but,  brother,  where  *s  your 

worn 
For  Strafford  *s  other  nest-esKi  the  Scots^  war  ? 
The  Puritan,    Ilis  fruit  shall  be  a  fiery  flying 

serpent. 
Fien,    Shall  be?     It  chips  the  shell,  man; 
peeps  abroad. 
Twelve  subsidies !  —  WTiy,  how  now.  Vane  ? 
Rud,  Peace,  f^ennes ! 

Fien,    Ah  ?  —  But  he  was  not  more  a  dupe 
than  I, 
Or  yoo,  or  unv  here,  the  day  that  Pvm 
Returned  witn  the  good  news.    Look  up,  friend 

Vane! 
We  all  believe  that  Strafford  meant  us  well 
In  summoning  the  Parliament. 
(Hamposx  eniert.) 

Vane,  Now,  Hampden, 

Clear  me !     I  would  have  leave  to  sleep  again : 
I  *d  look  the  People  in  the  face  again  : 
Clear  me  from  having,  from  the  first,  hoped, 

dreamed 
Better  of  Strafford  I 

Ila mn.  You  may  grow  one  day 

A  steadfast  light  to  England,  Henry  Vane  I 

Rud,    Meantime,  by  flashes  I  make  shift  to 

AAA 

Strafford  revived  our  Parliaments ;  before. 
War  was  but  talked  of ;  there  *s  an  army,  now : 
Still,  we  We  a  Parliament !     Poor  Ireland  bean 
Another  wrench  (she  dien  the  hardeHt  death  I)  — 
W^y,  speak  of  it  in  Parliament !  and  lo, 
*T  is  spoken,  so  console  younielves ! 

Fien,  The  jest  I 

We  clamored,  I  suppose,  thus  long,  to  win 
The  privilege  of  layug  on  our  backs 
A  sorer  burden  than  the  King  dares  lay. 
Rud,    Mark  now :  we  meet  at  length,  com- 
plaints pour  in 
From  every  county,  aU  the  laud  cries  out 
(hi  loans  and  levies,  curseM  ship-money, 
Calls  vengeance  on  thi^  >>taT  C  namber  ;  we  lend 
An  ear.      **  Ay,  lend  them  all  the  ears  you 

have !  ^' 
Puts  in  the  King;  '*  ray  subjects,  as  you  find. 
Are  fretful,  and  conceive  great  things  of  ^ou. 
Just  listen  to  them,  friends ;  yon  '11  sanction  me 
The  measures  they  most  wince  at,  make  th«^m 
vours. 


Instead  of  mine,  I  know  :  and,  to  begin, 
They  say  my  levies  pinch  them,  —  raise  me 

straight 
Twelve  subsidies !  *' 

Fien.  All  England  cannot  furnish 

Twelve  subsidies! 

Hoi,  But  Strafford,  just  returned 

From  Ireland  —  what  has  he  to  do  with  that  ? 
How  could  he  speak  his  mind?    He  left  be- 
fore 
The  Parliament  assembled.     Pym,  who  knows 
Strafford  .  .  . 

Rud,    Would  I  were  sure  we  know  ourselves ! 
What  is  for  good,  what,  bad  --  who  friend,  who 
foe! 

Hoi,    Do  you  count  Parliaments  no  gain  ? 

Rud.  A  gain  r 

While  the  King^s  creatures  overbalance  us? 
--  There 's  going  on,  beside,  among  ourselvea 
A  ouiet,  slow,  but  most  effectual  course 
Of  Duying  over,  sapping,  leavening 
The  lump  till  all  is  leaven.     Glanville's  gone. 
I  *11  put  a  case ;  had  not  the  Court  declared 
That  no  sum  short  of  just  twelve  subsidies 
Will  be  accepted  by  the  King '—  our  House, 
I  say,  would  have  consented  to  that  offer 
To  let  us  buy  off  ship-money  I 

Hoi.  Most  like. 

If,  say,  six  subsidies  will  buy  it  off, 
The  House  .  .  . 

Rud,    Will  grant  them  I    Hampden,  do  yon 
hear? 
Congratulate  with  me !  the  King  *s  the  king. 
And  gains  his  point  at  last  —  our  own  assent 
To  that  detested  tax  1    All  *s  over,  then 
There  *s  no  more  takin^^  refuge  in  this  room. 
Protesting,  "*  Let  the  lung  do  what  he  will. 
We,  England,  are  no  party  to  our  shame : 
Our  day  will  come  I  '*    Congratulate  « ith  nie  ! 

{ymentert.) 

Va ne.   P3rm,  Strafford  called  this  Parlbuiieiit . 
you  say. 
But  we  '11  not  have  our  Parliaments  like  those 
In  Ireland,  Pym ! 

Rud,  Ijet  him  stand  forth,  yonr  friend  ! 

One  doubtful  act  hides  far  too  many  sins ; 
It  can  be  stretched  no  more,  and,  to  my  mind, 
Beeins  to  drop  from  those  it  covered. 

Other  Voices.  Good  ! 

Let  him  avow  himself !    No  fitter  time  ! 
We  wait  thus  long  for  yon. 

Rud.  Perhaps,  too  long ! 

Since  nothing  but  the  madness  of  the  Court, 
In  thus  unmasking  its  designs  at  onoe, 
Has  saved  us  from  betraying  England.    Stay  — 
This  Parliament  is  Strafford's :  let  us  vote 
Our  li^  of  Grievances  too  black  by  far 
To  snffer  talk  of  subsidies :  or  best, 
Tliat  ship-money  *s  disposed  of  long  ago 
By  England :  any  vote  that 's  broad  enough  : 
And  tlien  let  Strafford,  for  the  love  of  it. 
Support  his  Parliament ! 

t  ane.  And  vote  as  well 

No  war  to  be  with  Scotland  !    Hear  you,  Pym  V 
We  '11  vote,  no  war !    No  part  nor  lot  in  it ' 
For  England  I 

Many  Voire*,    Vote,  no  war  1    Stop  the  neii 
levies  1 
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So  Bkhopa*  vmtl    At  oim«I    When  next  we 
meetl 
P^m.     Maoh   more  when   next  we  meet  I 
Friends,  whieh  of  yon 
^Mnee  first  the  oonxse  of  Straffotd  was  in  doubt, 
ILm  fallen  the  most  away  in  soul  from  me  ? 

Vane,    I  sat  apart,  eren  now  under  God^s  eye, 
Puttdeiin^  the  words  that  should  denoonoe  yon, 

Pym, 
In  presence  of  us  all,  as  one  at  lea^rne 
With  England's  enemy. 

PvM,  Yon  are  a  good 

And  gaDant  spirit,  Henry.    Take  my  hand 
And  say  yun  pardon  me  for  all  the  pain 
Till  now  I    Strafford  is  wholly  ours. 
Many  Voicet,  bure  ?  sure  ? 

Pjrm,    Most  sure  :  for  Charles  diasolyes  the 
Parliament 
While  I  speak  here. 

—  And  I  must  speak,  friends,  now  I 
Strafford  is  onrs.    The  King  detects  the  change. 
Casts  Strafford  off  fonsver,  and  resumes 
His  ancient  path :  no  Parliament  for  us. 
No  Strafford  for  the  King ! 

Come,  all  of  yon. 
To  bid  the  King  farewell,  predict  auooess 
To  his  Scots*  expedition,  and  reeeiye 
Ntrafford^ur  oomrade  now.    The  next  will  be 
lud-^ed  a  Parliament  I 

Vane.  Forgive  me,  Pyml 

Voices.    This  looks  like  truth :  Stnmordcan 
have,  indeed, 
X«»  cboioe. 
l*ym.         Friends,  follow  me !   He 's  with  the 


Come.   Hampden,  and   come,   Rudyard,   and 

come.  Vane ! 
This  is  no  sullen  day  for  Kngland,  sirs  I 
Mrafford  shall  tell  yon ! 

I  'oice*.  To  Whitehall  then  1  Come ! 


II.    WhUehntl. 


Chaslbs  and  BTSArvoso. 

Cka.    Strafford  I 

Str<\ffard.     Is  it  a  dream?  my  papers^  here  — 
Thus,  as  I  left  them,  all  the  plans  you  found 
>u  ham>y  —  (look  I  the  track  yon  pressed  my 

F«>r  pointing  out)  — and  in  this  very  room, 
( >Ter  these  Tery  plans,  you  tell  me,  sir. 
With  the  same  face,  too  —  tell  roe  just  one  thing 
TbAt  mins  them !     How  *8  this  ?     What  may 

this  mean? 
>ir.  who  has  dona  this  ? 

Chn .  Strafford,  who  hut  I  ? 

VtMi  bade  me  put  the  rest  away :  indeed 
Yoa  ans  alone. 

Strcf,  Alone,  and  like  to  be  I 

No  fear,  when  some  unworthy  scheme  grows 

ripe, 
i  H  those,  who  hatched  it,  leaving  me  to  loose 
The  noosehief  on  the  world !    Land  hatches  war, 
K^la  to  his  prayers,  and  leaves  the  rest  to  me. 
Ami  I  *m  alone. 

Chn.  At  least,  you  knew  as  much 

Wh^n  fiint  yon  undertook  the  war. 


Siraf. 


Myli< 


atrfu.  My  iim. 

Wad  this  the  way  ?   I  said,  since  Laud  wonla  lap 
A  little  blood,  *t  were  best  to  hnrry  over 
The  loathsome  business,  not  to  be  whirfe  months 
At  slai^hter  —  one  blow,  only  one,  then,  peace. 
Save  for  the  dreams.    I  said,  to  please  you  both 
I M  lead  an  Irish  anny  to  the  West. 
While  in  the  South  an  English  .  .  .  out  jron  look 
As  though  yon  had  not  told  me  fifty  times 
^T  was  a  bmve  plan  I    My  army  is  all  raiaedt 
I  am  prepared  to  join  it  .  .  . 

Cha,  Hear  me,  Strafford ! 

Strqf.  .  .  .  When,  for  some  little  thing,  my 
whole  design 
Is  set  aside  —  (where  is  the  wretched  paper  ?) 
I  am  to  lead  —  (ay,  here  it  is)  —  to  lead 
The  English  army :  why  ?    Northumberland, 
That  I  appointed,  chooses  to  be  sick  — 
Is  frightened  :  and,  meanwhile,  who  answers  for 
The  Irish  Parliament  ?  or  army,  either  ? 
Is  this  my  plan  ? 

Cha,  So  disrespectful,  sir? 

Straf,  My  lie|pe,  do  not  believe  it !  I  am  yours, 
Youn  ever :  ^t  is  too  late  to  think  about : 
To  the  death,  yours.    Elsewhere,  this  untoward 

step 
Shall  piMs  for  mine ;  the  world  shall  think  it 

mine. 
But  here !    But  here  I    I  am  so  seldom  here. 
Seldom  with  you,  my  King  !    L  soon  to  m/di 
Alone  upon  a  giant  in  the  dark  1 

Cha,    MvStraffoidl 

Straf,     [Examines  papers  awhile,]     *'Sei» 
the  passes  of  the  Tvne  I  '* 
But,  sir,  you  see  —see  all  I  say  is  true ? 
My  plan  was  sure  to  prosper,  so,  no  cause 
To  ask  the  Parliament  for  help ;  whereas 
We  need  them  frightfully. 

Cha.  Need  the  Plorliament  ? 

Str({f.    Now,  for  Qod's  sake,  sir,  not  one  error 
morel 
We  can  afford  no  error ;  we  draw,  now. 
Upon  our  last  resource :  the  Parliament 
Miist  help  us  I 

Cha.  I  We  undone  you,  Strafford ! 

^  Straf.  Nay  — 

Nay  —  why  despond,  sir,  't  is  not  come  to  that  I 
I  have  not  hurt  vou  ?    Sir,  what  have  I  said 
To  hurt  you  ?    I  unsay  it !    Don't  despond ! 
Sir,  do  yon  turn  from  me  ? 

Cha.        ^  ^  Mv  friend  of  friends  I 

Strqf.    We  *11  make  a  shift.    Leave  me  the 
Parliament ! 
Help  they  us  neVr  so  little  and  I  '11  make 
Sumcieut  out  of  it.    We  '11  speak  them  fair. 
They  're  sitting,  that  *s  one  great  thing ;  that 

half  ^ves 
Their  sanction  to  us ;  that 's  much :  don't  de- 
spond I 
Why,  let  them  keen  their  money,  at  the  worst  t 
The  reputation  of  the  People's  help 
Is  all  we  want :  we  'U  make  shift  yet ! 

Cha.  Good  Strafford ! 

Strqf.    But  meantime,  let  the  sum  be  ne'er  so 
small 
They  offer,  we  '11  accept  it :  any  sum  — 
For  the  look  of  it :  the  least  grant  tells  the  Soots 
The  Parliament  is  ours  —  their  stanch  ally 
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Turued  oars :  that  told,  there  ^s  half  the  blow  to 

stitlce  1 
^Vhat  will  the  grant  be  ?    What  does  Glanville 
tliink  ? 

Cha.    Alas  I 

Strqf.  My  liege? 

Cha.  Strafford  I 

Straf.  But  answer  me  I 

Have  they  .  .  .  Oh  surely  not  refused  ns  half  ? 
Half  the  twelve  suheidies  ?    We  never  looked 
For  all  of  them.    Uow  many  do  they  give  ? 

Cha.    You  have  not  heard  .  .  . 

Strqf.      (What  has  he  done?)  — Heard  what? 
fi  ut  speak  at  once,  sir,  this  grows  terrible ! 

IThe  King  eorUinuiHg  Ment. 
You  have  dissolved  them  I  —  I  ^U  not  leave  this 
man. 

Cha.    'T  was  old  Vane^s  ill-judged  yehemenee. 

Strc^.  Old  Vane  ? 

Cha,    He  told  them,  just  about  to  vote  the 
half; 
Tliat  nothing  short  of  all  twelve  subsidies 
Would  serve  our  turn,  or  be  accepted. 

Straf.  Vane  1 

Vane  I     Who,  sir,  promised   me,  that    very 

Vane  ... 
O  Ood,  to  have  it  gone,  quite  gone  from  me, 
The  one  last  hope  —  I  that  despair,  my  hope  — 
Tliat  I  should  reach  his  heart  one  da^,  ana  cure 
All  bitterness  one  day,  be  proud  agam 
And  young  a^n,  care  for  the  sunsliine  too. 
And  never  think  of  Eliot  any  more,  — 
God,  and  to  toil  for  this,  go  far  for  this. 
Get  nearer,  and  still  nearer,  reach  this  neart 
And  find  Vane  there  I 

[Suddenly  taking  up  a  paper^  and  continuing  with  a 
joreta  ealmneu. 

Northumberland  is  sick : 
Well,  then,  I  take  the  army :  Wilmot  leads 
The  horse,  and  he,  with  Conway,  must  secure 
The  passes  of  the  Tyne :  Ormond  supplies 
My  place  in  Ireland.    Here,  we  ^11  try^  the  City : 
If  they  ref  nse  a  loan  —  debase  the  coin 
And  seize  the  bullion !  we  've  no  other  choice. 
Herbert  ... 

And  this  while  I  am  here  t  with  you  I 
And  there  are  hosts  such,  hosts  like  Vane  I  I  g^. 
And,  I  once  gone^  they  '11  close  around  you,  sir. 
When  the  least  pique,  pettiest  mistrust,  is  sure 
To  ruin  me  —  and  you  along  with  me  ! 
Do  you  see  that  ?    And  you  along  with  me ! 
—  Sir,  you  HI  not  ever  Usten  to  these  men, 
And  I  awav,  fighting  your  battle  ?    Sir, 
If  they  —  it  She  —  charge  me,  no  matter  how  — 
Say  you,  **  At  anv  time  when  he  returns 
His  head  is  mine  f  "    Don't  stop  me  there !    Yon 

know 
My  head  is  youn,  but  never  ston  me  tbere ! 

Cha.    Too  shameful,  Straiford !    Yon  advised 
the  war. 
And  .  .  . 

Straf.    I !  I !  that  was  never  spoken  with 
Till  it  was  entered  on  I    That  loathe  the  war  I 
That  sav  it  is  the  maddest,  wickedest  .  .  . 
Do  you  know,  sir,  I  think  within  my  heart, 
That  you  would  say  I  did  advise  the  war ; 
And  if,  through  your  own  weakiifwi,  or,  what  *s 
worse. 


These  Scots,  with  God  to  help  them,  drive  ujh 

back, 
You  will  not  step  between  the  raging  People 
And  me,  to  say  .  .  . 

I  knew  it !  from  the  first 
I  knew  it  I    Never  was  so  cold  a  heart  1 
Remember  that  I  said  it  —  that  I  never 
Believed  you  for  a  moment  I 

—  And,  you  loved  me  ? 
You  thought  your  perfidy  profoundly  hid 
Because  I  could  not  sliare  the  whispeiings 
With  Vane,  wit^  SavUe  ?    What,  the  face  was 

masked? 
I  had  the  heart  to  see,  sir !    Face  of  flesh. 
But  heart  of  stone  —  of  smooth  cold  frightful 

stone! 
Ay,  call  them!  Shall  I  call  foryou  ?  The  Scots 
Goaded  to  madness  ?    Or  the  English  —  Pym  -  - 
Shall  I  call  Pym,  your  subject  ?    Oh,  von  think 
I  '11  leave  them  in  the  dark  about  it  all  ? 
They  shall  not  know  you?     Hampden,  Pvm 

shall  not  ? 

(Pm,  HAMpDBif,  Yaub,  rfc,  enter.) 
[Dropping  on  his  knee.]    Thus  favored  with  your 

gracious  countenance 
What  shall  a  rebel  League  avail  against 
Your  servant,  utterly  and  ever  yours  ? 
So,  gentlemen,  the  King 's  not  even  left 
The  privilege  of  bidding  me  farewell 
Wbo  haste  to  save  the  People  —  that  you  style 
Your  People  —  from  the  mercies  of  the  Scot» 
And  France  their  friend  ? 

tTo  Chableh.]    Pym's  grave  gray  eyes  are  fixed 
Fpon  you,  sir  f 

Your  nleasure,  gentlemen. 
Hamp.  The  King  dissolved  us  — ^t  is  the  Kiti^ 
we  seek 
And  not  Lord  Strafford. 

/Sfrq/*.  Strafford,  guilty  t<x> 

Of  ooonselling  the  measure.    [To  Charges.] 

(Hush  .  .  .  you  know  — 
You  have  forgotten  —  sir,  I  counselled  it) 
A  heinous  matter,  truly !    But  the  King 
Will  vet  see  cause  to  tluuik  me  for  a  course 
Whicn  now,  nerchanoe  .  .  .  (Sir,  tell  them  so  h 

—  he  blames. 
Well,  choose  some  fitter  time  to  make  your 

charge  : 
I  shall  be  with  the  Scots,  you  understand  ? 
Then  yelp  at  me  I 

Meanwhile,  your  Majesty 
Binds  me,  by  this  fresh  token  of  your  trust  . 

[Under  the  pretence  of  an  eamest  fareu/ell^  BTHAvroaD 
conducts  Chaklu  to  the  door,  in  Much  a  manner  as  to 
hide  his  agitation  /rotn  the  rest :  as  the  King  disap- 
pearsy  they  turn  as  by  one  impulse  to  Ptm,  vho  has 
not  changed  his  original  posture  of  surprise. 

Hamp.    Leave  we  this  arrogant  strong  wicked 

man! 
Vane  and  others.    Hence,  Pym !    Come  out  uf 
this  unworthy  place 
To  our  old  room  again  !    He  ^s  gone. 
iSruATwouD,  Just  abota  to  follow  the  King,  looks  bark. 
Pym.  Notgun«'! 

[  To  STRAVFOitD.  ]    Keep  tryst !  the  old  appoint- 
ment 's  made  anew : 
Forget  not  we  shall  meet  again  I 
Strqf.  So  be  it ! 
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And  if  an  army  follows  m«  ? 

Vane.  Ilis  friends 

V\'iU  entertain  your  army  1 

Pifm.  I  '11  not  say 

You  have  miareckoned,  Strafford :  time  shows. 

Perish 
Body  and  spirit  I    Fool  to  f  ei^  a  doubt, 
Pretend  the  serupnlons  anc*  mce  reserre 
<H  one  whose  prowess  shall  aohieve  the  feat  I 
What  share  have  I  in  it  ?    Do  I  affect 
To  see  no  dismal  sign  above  your  head 
When  God  suspends  his  ruinous  thunder  tliere  ? 
Strafford  is  doomed.    Touch  him  no  one  of  you  I 

[Pm,  Hampdbii,  etCf  go  out, 

Straf.    Pym,  we  shall  meet  again  I 
(Lady  Caklulb  enteral 

You  nere,  child  ? 

Lttdif  Car.  Hush  — 

I  know  it  all :  hush,  Strafford  I 

ptraf.  Ah  I  you  know  ? 

Well.    I  shall  make  a  sorry  soldier,  Lucy  I 
All  knights  begin  their  enterprise,  we  read, 
Under  the  best  of  auspices ;    t  is  mom. 
The  Lady  girds  his  sword  upon  the  Youth 
•  He  *a  always  very  young)  —  the  trumpets  sound, 
(.'upe  nledge  him,  and,  why,  the  Kmg  blesses 

Jiini  — 
You  need  not  turn  a  page  of  the  romance 
To  learn  the  Dreadful  Giant's  fate.    Indeed, 
We  *ve  the  fair  Ladv  here ;  but  she  apart,  — 
A  poor  man,  rarely  having  handled  lance, 
And  rather  cdd,  weary,  and  far  from  sure 
His  Squires  are  not  the  Giant^s  friends.    All 's 

one; 
LMt  OS  go  forth  I 

Lady  Car.         Go  forth  ? 

Strqf.  What  matters  it? 

We  shaU  die  gloriously  — as  the  book  savs. 

Lady  Car,    To  Scotland  ?  not  to  Scotland  ? 

Straf.  Am  I  sick 

Like  Tonr  good  brother,  brave  Northomber- 

fieside,  these  walla  seem  falling  on  me. 

Ladjf  Car.  Strafford, 

The  wind  that  saps  these  walls  can  undermine 
Yuur  camp  in  Scotland,  too.    Whence  creeps 

the  wind? 
Qave  yoo  no  eves  except  for  Pym  ?    Look  here  I 
\  breed  of  silken  creatures  lurk  and  thrive 
In  yonr  contempt.    You  *11  vanquish  Pym  ?  Old 

Vane 
Can  vanquish  yon.    And  Vane  you  think  to  fly  ? 
Rash  on  the  Soots  1    Do  nobly  I    Vane*s  slight 


Shall  test  snocess,  adjust  the  praise,  suggest 
The  faint  result :  Vane's  sneer  shall  reach  you 

there. 
—  Yon  do  not  listen  I 

Straf.  ^  Oh,  —  I  give  that  up  I 

Hiere  's  fate  in  it :  I  give  ail  here  quite  up. 
Care  not  what  old  Vane  does  or  Holland  does 
Afcaittst  me  I    'T  is  so  idle  to  withstand  I 
In  no  case  tell  me  what  they  do  I 

Lady  Car.  But,  Strafford  .  .  . 

•Sfrq/*.  I  want  a  little  strife,  beside :  real  strife ; 
This  petty  palace* warfare  does  me  harm: 
1  Hhall  feel  oetter,  fairly  out  of  it. 

Lady  Car,    Why  do  yon  anile  ? 


Straf,  I  got  to  fear  them,  child  I 

I  could  have  torn  his  throat  at  first,  old  Vane*s, 
As  he  leered  at  me  on  his  stealthy  way 
To  the  Queen's  closet.    Lord,  one  loses  heart  1 
I  often  found  it  on  my  lips  to  say, 
**  Do  not  traduce  me  to  her  1  *' 

Lady  Car.  But  the  King  .  .  . 

Strc^,    llie  King  stood  there,  't  is  not  so  long 

—  There  ;  and  the  whi^ier.  Lucy,  *^  Be  my  friend 
Of  friends  1  '*  —  My  King  I    I  would  luive  .  .  . 

Lady  Car,  ^  ...  Died  for  him  ? 

Str€^f.    Sworn  him  true,  Lucy :  I  can  die  for 
him. 

Lady  Car.    But  go  not,  Strafford  I    but  you 
must  renounce 
This  project  on  the  Scots  I    Die,  wherefore  die  ? 
Charles  never  loved  you. 

Strc{f,  And  he  never  will. 

He  *s  not  of  those  who  care  the  more  for  men 
That  they  're  unfortunate. 

Lady  Car,  Then  wherefore  die 

For  such  a  master  ? 

Strqf.  You  that  told  roe  first 

How  good  he  was  —  wheu  I  must  leave  true 

friends 
To  find  a  truer  friend  I  —  that  drew  me  here 
From  Lreland,  —  *'  I  had  but  to  show  myself, 
And  Charles  would  spurn  Vane,  Savile,  and  the 

rest"  — 
You,  child,  to  ask  me  this  ? 

Lady  Car,^  ^  (If  he  have  set 

His  heart  abidingly  on  Charles !) 

Then,  friend, 
I  shall  not  see  you  any  more. 

Str€{f.  Yes,  Lucy. 

Tliere 's  one  man  here  I  have  to  meet. 

Lady  Car.  (The  King! 

What  way  to  save  him  from  the  Kinc"  ? 

My  soul  — 
That  lent  from  its  own  store  the  charmed  dis- 
guise 
Which  clothes  the  King  —  he  shall  behold  my 

soull) 
Strafford,  —  I  shall  speak  best  if  ^on  '11  not  gaxe 
Upon  me :  I  had  never  thought,  indeed. 
To  speak,  but  you  would  perish  too,  s*o  sure ! 
Could  you  but  know  what 't  is  to  b«tr,  my 

friend. 
One  image  stamped  within  you,  turning  blank 
The  else  imperial  brilliance  of  your  mind,  — 
A  weakness,  but  most  precious.  —  like  a  flaw 
I'  the  diamond,  which  should  shape  forth  some 

sweet  face 
Yet  to  create,  and  meanwhile  treasured  there 
Let  nature  lose  her  gracious  thought  forever  I 

Stnuf,  When  oonld  it  be  ?  no  I    Yet .  .  .  was 
it  the  dav 
We  waited  in  the  anteroom,  till  Holland 
Should  leave  the  presence-ctiamber  ? 

Lady  Car.  What? 

Straf.  —That  I 

Described  to  you  my  love  for  Charles  ? 

Lady  Car.  (Ah,  no  — 

One  must  not  lure  him  from  a  love  like  that  I 
Oh,  let  him  love  the  King  and  die !    'T  is  past 
I  shall  not  serve  him  worse  for  that  one  brief 
^ud  passionate  hqpe,  silent  forever  now  I) 
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And  you  an  really  boand  for  Scotland  then  ? 
I  wiflh  you  well :  you  roust  be  very  sure 
Of  the  King^s  faith,  fur  Pyin  and  all  his  crew 
WiU  not  be  idle  —  setting  Vane  aside  I 
Strqf,    If  Pym  is  busy,  —  yon  may  write  of 

l*yni. 
Ladv  Car.    What  need,  since  there  's  your 
King  to  take  your  part  ? 
He  may  endure  Vane^s  counsel ;  but  for  Pym  — 
Think  vou  he  *11  suffer  Pym  to  .  .  . 

Strqf,  Child,  your  hair 

Is  elossier  than  the  Queen's  I 

Lady  Car.  Is  that  to  ask 

A  curl  of  nie  ? 
Straf.  Scotland  —  the  weary  way  I 

Lady  Car.    Stay,  let  me  fasten  it. 

—  A  rival's,  Strafford  ? 
Str{^f.     [showing  the   Gtorffe.^     He  hun^  it 

there :  twine  yours  around  it,  child  ! 
Lady  Car.    No  —  no — another  time  —  1  trifle 
so! 
And  there  *s  a  masque  on  foot.    Farewell.    The 

Court 
Is  dull :  do  somethinf?  to  enliven  us 
In  Scotland :  we  expect  it  at  your  hands. 
Str<tf.    1  shall  not  fail  in  Scotland. 
Lady  Car.  Frosper  —  if 

You  '11  think  of  me  sometimes ! 

Straf.  How  think  of  him 

And  not  of  you  ?  of  you,  the  linfpering  streak 
(A  Eolden  one)  in  my  fcood  fortune's  eve. 
Ijody  Car.    Strafford  .  .  .  Well,  when  tlie 
eve  has  its  but  stt^eak 
The  UMfht  has  its  first  star.  [*'*'  Qo^*  out. 

Straf.  Tliat  voice  of  hers— 

f  on  'd  think  she  had  a  heart  sometimes  I    His 

voice 
Is  soft  too. 

Only  God  can  save  him  now. 
Be  Thou  about  nis  bed,  about  his  path  I 
His  path]    Wliere'sEnerland'spath?    Diverge 

inj(  wide. 
And  not  to  join  affmn  the  iraok  my  foot 
Must  follow  —  whither  ?    All  that  forlorn  way 
Anions  the  tombs  1    Far  — far  — till  .  .  .  Whs^ 

they  do 
Then  join  again,  these  paths  ?   For,  huge  in  the 

dusk. 
There  *s — om  to  face  ! 

Why  then,  I  have  a  foe 
To  dose  with,  and  a  fi^ht  to  fight  at  last 
Worthy  my  soul!    What,  do  they  beard  the 

ICinir* 
And  sludl  the  King  want  Straffcnd  at  his  need  ? 
Am  I  not  here  ? 

Not  in  the  market-place. 
Pressed  on  bv  the  rough  arUsans,  so  proud 
To  catch  a  glance  from  Wentworth  1    They  lie 

down 
Hungry  yet  smile,  **Why,  it  must  end  some 

aay: 
Is  he  not  watching  for  our  sake  ?  ^^    Not  there  I 
But  in  Whitehall,  the  whited  sepulchre. 
The  ... 

Curse  nothing  to-night !    Only  one  name 
They  '11    curse   in   all   those  streets  to-night. 

\Vhase  fault? 
Did  I  make  kings^  set  up.  the  fint,  a  man 


To  represent  the  multitude,  receive 
All  love  in  right  of  them  —  supplant  them  ao. 
Until  you  love  the  man  and  not  the  king^ — 
The  man  with  the  mild  voice  and  mournful  eyt« 
Which  send  me  forth. 

—  To  breast  the  bloody  ti4»H 
That  sweeps  before  me :  with  one  star  for  guidt- . 
Night  has  its  first,  supreme,  forsaken  star. 


ACT  III 

SoBSB  I.    Opposite  WettmiHMtfr  Hall. 

Sir  HsiTBT  Vavs,  Lobo  Savilb,  Lord  Hollakd  and 
otkert  0/  the  Court. 

SirH.  Vant.    Hie  Commons  thrust  you  out  ? 

Savile.  And  what  kept  yuu 

From  sharing  their  civility  ? 

Vane.  Kept  me  ? 

Fresh  news  from  Scotland,  sir  1  worse  than  the 

Uwt, 
If  that  may  be.    All 's  up  with  Strafford  there  : 
Nothing  to  bar  the  mad  Doots  marching  hither 
Next  Lord'»^y  morning.    That  detained  me, 

sir! 
Well  now,  before  tliey  thrust  you  out,— go  on,  — 
Their  Speaker  —  did  the  fellow  Lenthafnay 
All  we  set  down  for  him  ? 

Holland.  Not  a  word  miwied. 

Ere  he  began,  we  entered,  Savile,  I 
And  Bristol  and  some  more,  with  hope  to  brM^l 
A  wholesome  awe  in  the  new  Parliament. 
But  such  a  gang  of  graceless  ruffians,  Vam*, 
As  glared  at  us ! 

T  ane.  So  many  ? 

Sav.  Not  a  bench 

Without  its  complement  of  burly  knaves ; 
Your  hopeful  son  amon|r  them  :  Hampden  leant 
Upon  his  shoulder  —  think  of  that ! 

Vane.  I  *d  think 

On  Lenthars  speech,  if  I  could  get  at  it. 
Urged  he,  I  ask,  how  grateful  they  should  i>roy» 
For  this  unlooked-for  sunmions  from  the  King :' 

HoU,    Just  as  we  drilled  him. 

Vane.  That  the  Scota  will  march 

On  London  ? 

Holl.  AU.  and  made  so  much  of  it, 

A  doien  subsidies  at  least  seemed  sure 
To  follow,  when  .  .  . 

Vane.  Well? 

Holl.  'T  ii  a  strange  thing  now  ! 

I  *ve  a  vague  memory  of  a  sort  of  sound, 
A  voice,  a  kind  of  vast  unnatural  voice  — 
Pym,  sir,  was  speaking  I    Savile,  help  me  out 
What  was  it  all  ? 

Sav.  Something  about  "  a  matter  **  ^ 

No,  -  '*  work  for  England.** 

Holl.  *' Enghmd's  great  reyei««  " 

He  talked  of. 

Sav.  How  should  I  get  used  to  Pym 

More  than  yourselves  ? 

Holl.  However  that  mav  hf. 

*T  was  something  with  which  we  had  nangnt  t« 

do. 
For  we  were  **  strsngers,**  and  *twas  ^*  En-.'* 

land's  work  "  — 
(All  this  while  looking  ns  straight  ia  the  fttc-r 
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In  other  words,  our  presenee  might  be  spared, 

S>,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  before 

I  settled  to  my  mind  what  ugly  brute 

Was  likest  Pvm  just  then,  thev  yelled  us  out. 

Locked  the  doors  after  us,  and  here  are  we. 

V^ane.  £Uot*8  oLd  method  .  .  . 

Sav,  PriUiee,  Vane,  a  trace 

To  Eliot  and  his  times,  and  the  great  Duke, 
And  how  to  manage  Pariiaments  I    *T  ¥ras  you 
Advised  the  Queen  to  summon  this:  why,  Straf- 
ford 
(To  do  him  justice)  would  not  hear  of  it. 

Vame.  8ay  rather,  you  have  done  the  best  of 
tarns 
To  Strafford :  he  *s  at  York,  we  all  know  why. 
I  would  yoa  had  not  aet  the  Scots  on  Strafford 
Till  Strafford  pat  down  Pym  for  us,  my  lord ! 

Sav.  Was  it  I  altered  Strafford  s  phins  ?  did 

I  .  .  . 

(A  MMMnger  enlert.) 

Me*.    The  Queen,  my  lords  —  she  sends  me : 
follow  me 
At  once  ;  His  very  uri^nt !  she  requires 
Your  counsel :  somethmg  perilous  and  strange 
Occaainns  her  command. 

Sav.  We  follow,  friend  ! 

Now,  Vane ;  — your  Parliament  will  plague  us 
aU! 

Va»e.    No  Strafford  here  beside ! 

SaV'  If  you  dare  hint 

1  had  a  hand  in  his  betrayalj  sir  .  .  . 

HoU.  Nay,  find  a  fitter  tmie  for  quarrels  — 
Pym 
Will  overmatch  the  best  of  you ;  and,  think, 
TheQaeen! 

Vatie.     Come  on,  then :  understand,  I  loathe 
Strafford  aM  much  as  any  —  but  his  use  I 
To  keep  off  Pym,  to  screen  a  friend  or  two, 
I  woola  we  had  reserved  him  yet  awhile. 

flcsvs  II.     Whitehall. 
The  Qdbw  awl  Lnn\y  Casliblb. 

Queen.    It  caimot  be. 

Lad^  Car,  It  is  so. 

Queen.  Why,  the  House 

Have  hardly  met. 

Lady  Car.  They  met  for  that. 

Queen.  No,  no  I 

Me«t  to  impeach  Lord  Strafford  ?    *T  is  a  jest. 

Ladp  Car.    A  bitter  one. 

Queen.  Consider !    'T  is  the  House 

We  sonunoned  so  reluctantly,  which  nothing 
But  the  disastrous  issue  of  the  war 
Pennaded  as  to  summon.    They  '11  wreak  all 
Their  spite  on  us,  no  doubt ;  but  the  old  way 
Is  to  bd^n  by  talk  of  grievances : 
They  have  their  grievances  to  busy  them. 

Ladif  Car.    Pyin  has  begun  his  speech. 

Queen.  Where  's  Vane  ?  —  That  is, 

Pym  wQI  impeach  Lord  Strafford  if  he  leaves 
His  Presidency :  he  ^s  at  York,  we  know, 
Saoe  the  Soots  beat  him  :  why  should  he  leave 
York? 

Ladif  Car,    Because  the  King  sent  for  him. 

Queen.  Ah  —  but  if 

The  King  did  send  for  him,  he  let  him  know 
W«>  had  been  forced  to  caU  a  Parliament  — 


A  step  which  Strafford,  now  I  come  to  think, 
Was  vehement  against. 

Lady  Car.  The  policy 

Escaped  him,  of  fint  striking  Parliaments 
To  eardi,  then  setting  them  upon  their  feet 
And  giving  them  a  sword  :  but  this  is  idle. 
l)id  the  King  send  for  Strafford  ?    Us  will  come. 

Quten.    And  what  am  I  to  do  ? 

Lady  Car.  What  do?    Fail,  madam! 

Be  ruined  for  his  sake !  what  matters  how. 
So  it  but  stand  on  record  that  you  made 
An  effort,  only  one  ? 

Queen.  The  King  away 

At  Theobald's ! 

Latly  Car.       Send  for  him  at  once  :  he  must 
DiHsolve  the  House. 

Queen.  Wait  till  Vane  finds  the  truth 

Of  the  report :  then  .  .  . 

Lady  Car.  —  It  will  matter  little 

What  the  King  does.    Strafford  that  lends  his 

arm 
And  bi'eaks  his  heart  for  you  I 

(Sir  H.  YAmentert.) 

Vane.  The  Commons,  madam. 

Are  sitting  with  dosed  doors.    A  huge  debate. 
No  lack  of  noise :  but  nothing,  I  should  guess. 
Concerning  Stralfbcd  :  Pym  has  certainly 
Not  spoken  yet. 

Queen.  [To  Lady  Cablisls.]  Yon  hear  ? 

Lady  Car.  I  do  not  hear 

That  the  Knig  's  sent  for ! 

Vane.  Savile  will  be  able 

To  tell  yon  more. 

(HoLLAKD  enters.) 

Queen,  The  last  news,  Holland  ? 

Boll,  Pym 

Is  raging  like  a  fire.    The  whole  House  means 
To  follow  him  tf^gether  to  Whitehall 
And  force  the  King  to  give  up  Strafford. 

Qii^rn.  Strafford  ? 

Hoil.    If  they  content  themselves  with  Straf- 
ford !    Laud 
Is  talked  of,  Cottington  and  Windebank  too. 
Pym  has  not  left  out  one  of  them  —  I  would 
Yon  heard  Pym  raging  I 

Queen.  Vane,  eo  find  the  King ! 

Tel)  the  King,  Vane,  the  People  follow  Pym 
To  brave  us  at  Whitehall ! 

(BAvna  enters.) 

Sav.  Notto  WhitehaU- 

*T  is  to  the  Lords  they  go :  thev  seek  redress 
On  Strafford  from  his  peers  —  the  legal  way. 
They  call  it. 

Queen,         (Wait,  Vane  I) 

Sav.  But  the  adage  gives 

Ijong  life  to  threatened  men.    Strafford  can  save 
Himself  so  readily :  at  York,  remember, 
111  his  own  county :  what  has  he  to  fear  ? 
The  Commons  omv  mean  to  frighten  him 
From  leaving  York.    Surely,  he  will  not  come. 

Queen.    Lucy,  he  will  not  oome ! 

Lady  Car,  Once  more,  the  King 

Has  sent  for  Strafford.    He  will  come. 

Vane,  Oh  doubtless  I 

And  bring  destruction  with  him  :  that 's  his  way. 

What  but  his  coming  spoilt  all  Conwav's  plan  ? 

The  King  must  take  his  oonnsel,  bnooee  his 

friends. 
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B«  wholly  ruled  by  him !    What  *8  the  result  ? 
The  North  that  waa  to  rue,  Ireland  to  help,  — 
What  came  of  it  ?    In  ray  poor  mind,  a  fr^ht 
Im  no  urodiKioua  puuiahment. 

Lady  Cur,  Afrijjht? 

Pyni  will  fail  worse  than  Strafford  if  he  thinks 
To  fri«rhtett  him.     [To  the  Qukkn.]    You  will 
not  save  him  then  ? 

fSav.    When  something  like  a  chaiire  is  made, 
the  King 
Will  bt'st  know  how  to  save  him :  and  *t  is  clear, 
While  Mrafford  suffers  nothing  bjr  the  matter. 
The  King  nuiy  reap  advantage  :  this  in  question. 
No  dinning  you  with  ship-money  complaints ! 

Queen.    \To  Lady  Cakuhlx.J   If  we  dissolve 
them,  who  will  pav  tlie  army  ? 
Protect  us  from  the  insolent  Scots  ? 

Lady  Car,  In  truth, 

I  know  not,  madam.     Strafford^s  fate  conoeius 
Me  little :  you  desired  to  leani  wliat  course 
Would  save  him  :  I  obey  yon. 

Vaw.  Notice,  too, 

Tliere  can^t  be  fairer  ground  for  taking  f  lUl 
Revenge  —  (Strafford  *s  revengeful)  —  than  he  *11 

nave 
ARBiiist  his  old  friend  Pyni. 

Qtietn.  Why,  he  shall  claim 

Vt*ngeaiice  on  P]rm ! 

Vane,  And  Strafford,  who  is  he 

To  *scape  unscathed  amid  the  accidents 
That  liaraas  all  beside  ?^    I,  for  my  part. 
Should  look  for  something  of  discomfiture 
Had  the  King  trusted  me  so  thoroughly 
And  been  so  paid  for  it. 

lioll.  He  *U  keep  at  York  : 

All  will  blow  over :  he  *11  return  no  wovse. 
Humbled  a  little,  thankful  for  a  place 
l-nder  as  good  a  man.    Oh,  we *U  diqiense 
With  seeing  Strafford  for  a  month  or  two  I 
(SrsArFoao  enters. ) 

Queen.    Yon  here  1 

Strqf,       The  King  sends  for  me,  madam. 

Queen,  Sir, 

The  King  .  .  . 

Strt^f,  An  uigent  matter  that  imports 

the  King  I 
[To  Lady  Cabublk.]  Why,  Lncy,  what's  in 

agitation  now. 
That  all  this  muttering  and  shrugging,  see, 
Begins  at  me  ?    They  do  not  speak ! 

Lady  Car,  ^T  is  welcome  I 

For  we  are  prond  of  yon  —  lumpy  and  proud 
To  have  yon  with  ns,  Strafford!    Yon  were 

stanch 
At  Durham :  yon  did  well  there  I    Had  prou  not 
Been  stayed,  you  miglit  have  .  .  .  we  said,  even 

now, 
Our  hope  *s  in  yon  t 

Vane,    [To  Lady  Carusle.]     The  Queen 
would  sneak  with  you. 

Strqf,     Win  one  of  you,  his  servants  here, 
vouchsafe 
To  signify  my  presence  to  the  King  ? 

Sav,    An  urgent  matti>r  ? 

Strqf,  None  that  touches  yon, 

Ijord  Sa\  ile  I    Say,  it  were  some  treacherous 
My  pitiful  iutrignmg  with  the  Soota  — 
Y«>n  would  go  free,  at  least !    (They  half  divine 


My  purpoee !)    Madam,  shall  I  lee  the  King  ? 
The  service  I  would  render,  much  oonoems 
His  welfare. 

Queen.  But  his  Majesty,  my  lord, 

May  not  be  here,  may  .  .  . 

Utrcif,  Its  importance,  then, 

Must  plead  excuse  for  this  withdrawal,  madam. 
And  for  the  grief  it  gives  Lord  Savile  here. 
Queen.    I  n'ho  koM  been  conversing  with  Vanb 

and  HoLLAMD.]    The  King  will  see  you, 

sir ! 
\To  Lady  Caruslb.]    Mark  me :  Pvm^s  worst 
IS  done  by  now  :  he  has  impeached  the  Earl, 
Or  foimd  the  Earl  too  strong  for  him,  bv  now. 
Let  ns  not  seem  instructed  !    We  shoula  work 
No  good  to  Strafford,  but  deform  ourwlvea 
Witti  shame  in  the  world's  eye.   [To  STKAr* 

FORD.]    Hui  Majesty 
Has  much  to  say  with  you. 

Stre^f,  Time  fleeting,  too  ! 

[7o  Lady  Carlislr.]    No  means  of  getting 

them  away  ?    And  She  — 
What  does  she  whiiper  ?    Does  she  know  my 

purpose? 
What  does  she  think  of  it  ?    Oet  them  away  I 
Queen,    [To  Lady  Carusle.]    He  comes  to 

baffle  Pym  —  he  thinks  the  danger 
Far  off :  tell  him  no  word  of  it !  a  time 
For  help  will  come :  we  *11  not  be  wanting  then. 
Keep  him  in  play,  Lucy  —  you,  self-] 


And  calm!    [To  Strafford.]    To  spare  j-our 

lordship  some  delay 
I  will  myself  acquaint  the  King.     [To  Ladt 
Carlwle.J    Beware ! 
IThe  QussH,  vahk,  Hollakd,  and  Savolb  po  out. 
Straf.    She  knows  it? 
Jjody  Car.  Tell  me,  Stmfford ! 

Strqjr.  Af terwaid .' 

This  moment  *s  the  great  moment  of  all  time. 
She  knows  my  purpose  ? 

Lady  Car,  Thoroughly :  just  now 

She  bade  me  hide  it  from  you. 

Strqf,  Quick,  dear  child. 

The  whole  o*  the  scheme  ? 

Lady  Car.  (Ah,  he  would  leant  if  they 

Connive  at  Pym*s  nmcednre !    (^onld  they  but 
Have  once  apprised  the  King !    But  there  *s  no 

time 
For  falsehood,  now.)    Strafford,  the  whole  b 
known. 
Straf.    Known  and  approved  ? 
Laay  Car.  Hardly  disoonntenanced 

Strqf.    And  the  King— say,  the  King  con- 
sents as  well  ?  » 
Lady  Car.    The  King^s  not  yet  informed, 
but  will  not  dare 
To  interpose. 

Straf.  What  need  to  wait  him,  tlien  ? 

He '11' sanction  it!    I  stayed,  child,  tell  him, 

long! 
It  vexed  ine  to  the  soul  —  this  waiting  here. 
You  know  him,  there  *s  no  counting  on  the 

King. 
Tell  him  I  waited  long  I 

Lady  Car.  (What  can  he  mean? 

Rejoice  at  the  King^s  hoUowness  ?) 

Strqf.  I  knew 

They  would  be  ^lad  of  it,  —  all  over  onoe. 
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I  knew  they  would  be  glad :  but  he  'd  contrive, 
Tha  Queen  and  he,  to  niar,  by  helping:  it, 
Xn  angers  makin«. 

Ltuiif  Car.        (Li  he  mad  ?)    Dear  Strafford, 
Yuo  were  not  wont  to  look  so  happy. 

Strqf.  Sweet, 

I  tried  obedience  thoroughly.    I  took 
The  King^s  wild  plan:  of  course,  ere  I  could 

reach 
My  army,  Conway  ruined  it.    I  drew 
The  wrecks  together,  raised  all  heaven  and 

earth. 
And  would  have  fought  the  Scots :  the  King  at 

once 
3lade  tmoe  with  them.     Then,  Lucy,  then, 

dear  child, 
God  put  it  in  my  mind  to  love,  serve,  die 
For  Charles,  but  never  to  obey  him  more  1 
While  he  endured  their  insolence  at  Kipun 
I  fell  on  them  at  Durham.    But  you  *11  tell 
The  King  I  waited  ?    All  the  anteroom 
Is  filled  with  my  adherents. 

Ladjf  Car,  Strafford  —  Strafford, 

>Vhat  daring  act  is  this  you  hint  ? 

Str<^f.  ^      ^  No.  no  I 

'T  is  here,  not  daring  if  you  knew  ?  all  here  I 

iDrawing  papers /rom  Ms  breast. 
Full  proof  ;  see,  ample  proof  — does  the  Queen 

know 
I  have  such  damning  proof  ?     Bedford  and 

Essex, 
Brooke,  Warwick,  Savile  (did  you  notice  Sa- 

vile? 
The  simper  that  I  spoilt  ?),  Saye,  MandeviUe  — 
.'y>ld  to  the  Scots,  body  ana  soul,  by  Pym ! 
Ladjf  Car.    Great  heaven ! 
Str<^,         From  Savile  and  his  lords,  to  Vyia 
And  lus  losela,  crushed  I  —  Pym  shall  not  ward 

the  blow 
Nor  Savile  creep  aside  from  it  I    The  Crew 
And  the  <^abal —  I  crush  them ! 

Lady  Car,  And  you  go  — 

Stiaffordf  —  and  now  you  go  ?  — 

Stri^f,  ^    — About  no  work 

In  the  background,  I  promise  you  I    I  pro 
Straight  to  Uie  House  of  Lords  to  chum  these 

knaves. 
3Iainwariiig ! 
Lady  Car.    Stay — stay,  Strafford  ! 
Siraf.  She  *11  retam, 

The  Queen  —  Home  little  project  of  her  own  I 
No  time  to  lose :  the  King  takes  fright  perh^s. 
Lady  Car.    Pym 's  strong,  remember  ! 
Strof,  ^'^^  strong,  as  fits 

The  Faction^s  head  —  with  no  offence  to  Hamp- 
den, 
Vane,  Rodyaid.  and  m^  loving  Hollis :  one 
And  all  they  lodge  within  the  Tower  to-night 
In  just  equality.    Br>'an !    Mainwaring  I 

[^Many  of  Ms  Adherents  enter. 
The  Peers  debate  just  now  (n.  lucky  chance) 
<  >n  tlie  Nsots*  war ;  my  visit 's  opportune. 
When  all  is  over,  Bryan,  you  proceed 
To  Ireland :  these  dispatches,  mark  me,  Bryan, 
Are  for  the  Deputy,  and  these  for  Ormond : 
W«  want  the  army  here  —  ray  army,  raised 
At  mwh  a  cost,  Uiat  should  have  done  such  good. 
Aim!  ^tsH  ina«*tive  all  the  time !  no  matter. 


.  or,  no  — 


We  '11  find  a  use  for  it.    Willis  . 

you  I 
Ton,  friend,  make  haste  to  York :  bear  this,  at 

once  .  .  . 
Or,  —  better  stay  for  formes  sake,  see  yourself 
The  news  you  carry.    Yon  remain  with  me 
To  execute  the  Parliament's  command, 
Mainwaring  1  Help  to  seize  these  lesser  knaves. 
Take  care  there  *s  no  escaping  at  backdoors : 
I  'U  not  have  one  escape,  miud  me  —  not  one ! 
I  seem  revengeful,  Lucy  ?    Did  you  know 
What  these  men  dare  I 

Lady  Car.  It  is  so  much  they  dare  t 

Strqf.    I  proved  that  long  aRo ;  my  turn  is 
now. 
Keep  sharp  watch.  Goring,  on  the  citizens ! 
Observe  wno  harbors  any  of  the  brood 
That  scramble  off :  be  sure  they  smart  for  it ! 
Our  coffers  are  but  lean. 

And  you,  child,  too, 
Shall  have  your  task  ;  deliver  this  to  Laua. 
Laud  will  not  be  the  slowest  in  my  praise  : 
"Thorough,''  he'll  cry  1  —  Foolish,  to  be  ho 

ghui! 
This  life  is  gay  and  glowing,  after  all : 
'T  is  worth  while,  Lucy,  having  foes  like  mine 
Just  for  the  bliss  of  crushing  them.    To-day 
Is  worth  the  living  for. 

Lady  Car.  That  reddening  brow  1 

^L  on  seem 

Strqf,    Well  — do  I  not?  I  would  be  well -< 
I  could  not  but  be  well  on  such  a  day ! 
And,  this  day  ended,  't  is  of  slight  import 
How  long  the  ravaged  frame  subjects  the  soul 
In  Strafford. 

Lady  Car.    Noble  Strafford  2 

Striif.  No  farewell ! 

I  '11  see  you  anon,  to-morrow  —  the  first  thing. 
—  If  She  should  oome  to  stav  me  !  ^ 

Lady  Car,  Go  —  't  is  nothing  — 

Only  my  heart  that  swells:  it  has  been  thus 
Ere  now ;  go,  Strafford  ! 

Slrc^f.  To-night,  then,  let  it  be. 

I  must  see  Him  :  you,  the  next  after  Him. 
I  '11  tell  you  how  Pym  looked.    Follow  me, 

friends  1 
You,  gentlemen,  shall  see  a  sight  this  honr 
To  talk  of  all  your  lives.    Close  after  me ! 
'*  My  friend  of  friends!" 

f  SrsArvoRD  and  tht  rest  fjo  mU. 

Lady  Car,    Hie  King  —  ever  the  King ! 
No  thought  of  one  besiae,  whose  little  word 
Unveils  the  King  to  him  —  one  word  from  me. 
Which  yet  I  do  not  breathe ! 

Ah,  have  I  <«pare<l 
Strafford  a  pang,  and  shall  I  seek  reward 
Beyond  that  memory  ?    Surely  too,  some  way 
He  is  the  better  for  my  love.     No.  no  — 
He  would  not  look  so  joyous  —  I  '11  believe 
His  very  eye  would  never  sparkle  thus. 
Had  I  not  prayed  for  him  tnis  long,  long  while. 

Sena  UL    The  Ant&ikamber  0/  the  House  0/  Lortis. 

Many  of  Ot/t  Presbylerinn  Party,      The  Adherents  oj 

STBArroRD,  etc, 

A  Group  qf  Presbyterians.  —  1.  I  tell  you  h»» 
struck  Maxwell :  Maxwell  sought 
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To  stay  the  Earl :  he  stmck  him  and  paaeed  on. 

2.  Fear  as  you  may,  keep  a  gpood  countenance 
Before  these  rofflers. 

8.  Strafford  here  the  first, 

With  the  great  army  at  his  back  1 

4.  No  doubt. 

I  would  Pym  had  made  haute :  that 's  Bryan, 

hush  — 
The  gallant  pointing. 

Strqffhrd^s  Followers,  —  1.  Mark  these  wor- 
thies, now  I 

2.  A  goodly  gathering !    ^*  Where  the  caroaas 

is 
There  shall  the  eagles ''  —  What 's  the  rest  ? 

3.  For  eagles 
Say  crows. 

A  Presbyterian,  Stand  back,  sin  ! 

Or^  of  Strafford^s    Followers.    Are  we    in 

Geneva  f 
A  Presbyterian.    No,  nor  in  Ireland  ;  we  have 

leave  to  breathe. 
One  of  Strafford' s  Followers,    Truly?    Be- 
hold how  privileged  we  be 
That  serve  "  King  Pym  "  !    There  *b  Some-one 

at  Whiteh^ 
Who  skulks  obscure  ;  but  Pym  struts  .  .  . 
The  Presbyterian,  Nearer. 

A  Follower  of  Strafford.  Higher, 

We  look  to  see  him.   [To  his  Companions.]   I  'm 

to  have  St.  John 
In  charge  ;  was  he  anion^  the  knaves  just  now 
That  followed  Pym  withm  there  ? 

Another,  The  gaunt  man 

Talking  with  Rudyard.     Did  the  £arl  expect 
Pjiu  at  his  heels  so  fast  ?    I  like  it  not. 
(Maxwsll  enters.) 
Another.    Why,  man,  they  rush  into  the  net ! 
Here  *s  Maxwell  — 
Ha,  Maxwell  ?  How  Uie  brethren  flock  around 
The  fellow  I    Do  you  feel  the  EarFs  hand  yet 
Upon  your  shoulder,  Maxwell  ? 

Maxwell,  Gentlemen, 

Stand  back  !  a  great  thing  passes  here. 
A  Follower  of  Str€fford,  [To another,]    The 
Earl 
Is  at  his  work  I    [7o  M.]    Say,  Maxwell,  wluit 

great  thing  I 
Speak  out!  [To  a  Presbyterian.]   Friend,  I  Ve 

a  kindness  for  yon  !    Friend, 
I  Ve  seen  you  with  St.  John :  O  stockishuess ! 
Wear  such  a  ruff,  and  never  call  to  mind 
St.  John's  head  in  a  chai^r  ?  How,  the  plague. 
Not  laugh  ? 
Another.    Say,  Maxwell,  what  great  thing ! 
Another.  Nay,  wait: 

The  jest  will  be  to  wait. 

First.  And  who  's  to  bear 

These  demure  hypocrites  ?     You  ^d  swear  they 

came  ... 
Came  .  .  .  just  as  we  come  I 
lA  Puritan  enters  hastily  and  without  observing  Stbav- 
roRO*8  Followers. 

The  Puritan,  How  goes  on  the  work  ? 

Has  Pvm  .  .  . 
A  Follower  of  Strafford,    The  secret 's  out  at 
last.    Aha, 
The  carrion 's  scented  !      Welcome,  crow  the 
first! 


Gorge  merrily,  you  with  the  blinking  eye  ! 
''King  Pym  has  fallen  I'' 

The  Puritan,  Pym? 

A  Strafford.  Pym  I 

A  Presbyterian.  Only  Pym  ? 

Many  of  Strafford* s  Followers,    No,  brother, 
not  Pym  only ;  Vane  as  well, 
Rudyard  as  well,  Hampden,  St.  John  as  well ! 

A  Presbyterian,  My  mind  mi^ves :  can  it  be 
true? 

Another,       Lost!  Lost! 

A  Strcfford.    Say  we  true,  Maxwell  ? 

The  Puritan.  Pride  before  destruction, 

A  haughty  spirit  goeth  before  a  fall. 

Many  of  StrqfTord^s  Followers.  Ah  now  !  The 
very  thing !  A  word  in  season ! 
A  golden  apple  in  a  silver  picture 
To  greet  Pym  as  he  passes ! 

[The  doors  at  the  tmck  l>eg{n  to  open^  noise  and  light 

issuing. 

Max,  Stand  back,  all ! 

Many  qfthe  Presbyterians.  I  hold  with  Pynj  ! 
And  I ! 

Strafford'' s  Followers,  Now  for  the  text ! 

He  comes  !  Quick  I 

The  Puritan.  How  hath  the  oppressor  ceased  ! 
The  Lord  hath  broken  the  stafr  of  the  wicked  * 
The  sceptre  of  the  rulers,  he  who  smote 
The  people  in  wrath  with  a  continual  stroke. 
That  ruled  the  nations  in  his  anger  —  he 
Is  persecuted  and  none  hindereth ! 
[The  doors  npen^  and  STRAproRD  issues  in  the  greatest 

disorder,  and  amid  cries  from  within  of  "  Void  tbe 

House ! " 

Straf.  Impeach  me !  Pym !  I  never  struck,  I 
tliink. 
The  felon  on  that  calm  insulting  mouth 
Wlien  it  proclaimed  —  Pym's  mouth  proclaimed 

me  .  .  .  God  I 
Was  it  a  word,  only  a  word  that  held 
The  outrageous  blood   back  on  my  heart  — 

which  beats ! 
Which  beats!    Some  one  word— "  Traitor," 

did  he  say. 
Bending  that  eye,  brimful  of  bitter  fire. 
Upon  me  ? 

Max.     In  the  Commons'  name,  their  servant 
Demands  Lord  Strafford's  sword. 
Str({f.  What  did  you  say  ? 

Max.  The  Commons  bid  me  ask  your  lord- 
ship's sword. 
Strqf.  Let  us  go  forth  :  follow  me,  gentlemen ! 
Draw  your  swords  too  :  cut  any  down  that  bar 

us. 
On  the  King's  service !  MaxweU,  clear  the  way  ! 
[The  Presbyterians  prepare  to  dispute  his  passage. 
Straf.  I  stay  :  the  King  himself  shall  see  me 
here. 
Tour  tablets,  fellow ! 

[To  MAiMWARmo.]  Give  that  to  the  King ! 
Yes,  Maxwell,  for  the  next  half-hour,  let  be  I 
Nay,  you  shall  take  my  sword  1 

[Maxwbll  advances  to  take  it. 
Or,  no  ~  not  tlmt  I 
Their  blood,  perhaps,  may  vnpe  out  all  thus  far. 
All  up  to  that — not  that !  Wny,  friend,  you  se^ 
When  the  King  lajrs  your  head  beneath  my  foot 
It  will  not  pay  for  that.    Go,  all  of  you ! 
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Max,  I  dare,  my  lord,  to  diwbey  :  mme  stir ! 
Straf,  This  gentle  Maxwell !  —  Do  not  toach 

hiiBL  Brran! 
[TotkB  Preafayterians.]  Whicheyercurof  yon 
will  earrr  this 
Esespcs  his  fellow  *s  fate.    None  saves  his  life  ? 
None  ?  iCfiet/nnPwiikiM  of  *'  STE^rrosD  !** 

Mlng^y,  I  ''re  loTed  yon  at  least :  make  haste  t 
Stab  me !  I  have  not  time  to  tell  ^on  why. 
Ton  then,  my  Bryan  !    Miunwanng,  you  then  I 
Ls  it  beeaose  I  spphe  so  hastily 
At  Allerton  ?    The  Kins  had  Tezed  me. 

[To  the  Pfesbyterians. J  You  ! 

— \ot  eren  yon  ?    If  I  five  over  this. 
The  King  is  sure  to  have  vonr  heads,  yon  know ! 
Bat  what  if  I  can't  live  tnis  minnte  thionfirh  ? 
Pym,  who  is  there  with  his  pnrsuinff  smile  ! 

llxmder  criea  of  **  SrEArvoso !  ** 

The  King  I    I  troubled  him,  stood  in  the  way 
Of  his  negotiations,  was  the  one 
Great  obstacle  to  peace,  the  Enemy 
()f  Seotlaiid  :  and  ne  sent  for  me,  from  York, 
My  nifety  i^naranteed  —  having  prepared 
A  Parliament  —  I  we  !    And  at  Whitehall 
The  Queen  was  whispering  with  Vane  —  I  sse 
The  txwp !  [  Tearing  off  the  George. 

I  tread  a  gewgaw  underfoot. 
And  east  a  memory  from  me.  One  stroke,  now ! 
[Hi*  own,  Adherenta  disarm  him.     Reneieed  cries 
qf  "  flvsAnoBD !  " 

Eagiand !    I  see  thy  arm  in  this  and  yield. 
Pray  yon  now  —  F^m  awaits  me  —  pray  you 
now! 

[BnAWWomD  reaches  the  doers :  they  open  wide.    Havf- 

and  a  crowd  discovered^  owt,  at  the  ftar,  Pra 

apart.      As  SrsAFroRD  kneels^  the  scene 


ACT    IV 

ScBKB  I.     Wkilehall. 

The  Kisro.  the  Qvsbx,  Hollu,  L«rly  Caslisls.    (Vans, 
HoLLA2n>,  Savuji,  in  the  background.) 

Ladjf  Car.     Answer  them,  HoUis,  for  his 

sake  !    One  word  ! 
Cha,    [To  HoLLia.1   You  stand,  silent  and 
oold,  as  though  I  were 
Deceiving  yon  —  nyr  friend,  ray  plajrfellow 
Of  other  times.    What  wonder  after  all  ? 
Jnst  so,  I  dreamed  my  People  loved  me. 

Hoi,  Sir, 

It  is  vounelf  that  you  deceive,  not  me. 
You  *11  ^uit  me  comforted,  vonr  mind  made  up 
That,  sinoe  you've    talkea    thus    much    and 

grieved  thus  ranch, 
AH  yon  can  do  for  Strafford  has  been  done. 
(^detn.    If  you  kill    Strafford  —  (come,   we 
grant  you  leave. 
Snppoee)  — 
Hoi,  I  may  withdraw,  sir  ? 

Lady  Car,  Hear  them  out ! 

T  is  the  Last  chance  for  Strafford  !    Hear  them 
ooti 
Hd.  "If  we  kill  Stxaffoid'*  — on  the  eigh- 
teenth  day 
Of  Strafford's  trial —"  We  I  *' 
Cha,  Pym,  my  good  HoUis  — 


Pym,  I  should  say ! 

Hoi,  Ah,  true  —  sir,  pardon  me  I 

Yon  witness  our  proceedings  every  oay  ; 
But  the  screened  gallery,  i  might  have  guessed. 
Admits  of  such  a  partial  glimpse  at  us, 
Pjrm  takes  up  all  the  room,  shuts  ont  the  view. 
Still,  on  my  honor,  sir,  the  rest  of  the  place 
Is  not  tmoccupied.    The  Commons  sit 

—  That 's  England ;  Ireland  sends,  and  Scot- 

land too. 
Their  representatives  ;  the  Peers  that  jndgr 
Are  easily  distinguished  ;  one  remarks 
The  People  here  and  tliere  :  but  the  dose  our- 

tarn 
Must  hide  so  much  ! 

(^en.  Acouaint  your  insolent  crew, 

Thu  day  the  onrtain  snail  be  dashed  aside  ! 
It  served  a  purpose. 

Hoi,  Think!    This  very  day? 

Ere  Strafford  rises  to  defend  himself  ? 
Cha.  I  will  defend  him,  sir!  —sanction  the 
past 
This  day :  it  ever  was  my  purpose.    Rage 
At  me,  not  Strafford ! 

Lady  Car,  Nobly  !  —  will  he  not 

Do  nobly  ? 

Hoi,  Sir,  you  will  do  honestly : 

And,  for  that  deed,  I  too  would  be  a  king. 
Cha,   Only,  to  do  this  now  !  —  **  deal "  (in 
your  style) 
"  To  subjects  prayers,''  —  I  must  oppose  them 

now  I 
It  seems  their  will  the  trial  should  proceed,  — 
So  palpably  their  will ! 

Ho/.  You  peril  much. 

But  it  were  no  bright  moment  save  for  that. 
Strafford,  your  prime  support,  the  sole  roof- 
tree 
Which  props  this  quaking  House  of  Privilege, 
(Flood  oomes,  winds  beat,  and  see  —  the  treach- 
erous sand  1) 
Doubtless,  if  the  mere  putting  forth  an  arm 
Conld  save  him,  you  'd  save  Strafford. 

Cha,  And  they  dare 

Consummate  calmly  this  great  wrong !      No 

hope? 
This  ineffaceable  wrong !     No  pity  then  ? 
Hoi.    No   plague    in    store  for   perfidy  ?  — 
Farewell  ! 
You  call  me,  sir—  [To  Lady  Caruslr.]  You, 

ladv,  bade  me  come 
To  save  the  Earl  :  I  came,  thank  Gtid  for  it. 
To  learn  how  far  such  perfidy  can  go ! 
Yon,  sir,  concert  with  nie  on  saving  him 
Wlio  have  just  ruined  Strafford  ! 

Cha.  I?  — and  how? 

Hoi.    Eighteen  days  long  he  throws,  one  after 
one, 
Pym's  charges  back  :  a  blind  moth-eaten  law  ! 

—  He  '11  break  from  it  at  last :  and  whom  to 

thank? 
The  mouse  that  gnawed  the  lion's  net  for  him 
Oot  a  good  friend,  —  but  he.  the  other  mouse. 
That  looked  on  while  the  lion  freed  himself  — 
Fared  he  so  well,  does  any  fable  say  ? 

Cha.    What  can  you  mean  ? 

Hoi,  Pym  never  could  have  proved 

Strafford's  design  of  bringing  up  the  troops 
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To  force  thU  kinjfcloiii  to  obtMlience  :  Vane  -* 
Your  servant,  not  tmr  friend,  Iihm  proved  it. 
Lha,  Vane  ? 

IIU,  Thifl  day.  Did  Vane  deliver  up  or  no 
Thucie  notes  which,  furnished  by  his  son  to  Pym, 
Seal  Stmiford's  fate  ? 

Cha,  Sir,  as  I  live,  I  know 

Nothing  that  Vane  has  done  I     What  treason 

next  ? 
I  wanh  my  hands  of  it.     Vane,  speak  the  truth ! 
Ask  Vane  himself  I 

//o/.  I  will  not  speak  to  Vane, 

Who  speak  to  Pyra  Mid  llampden  every  day. 
Queen.    Speak     to     Vane  s    master    then  I 
What  gain  to  him 
Were  Straiford^s  death  ? 

Hd.  Ha  ?    Strafford  cannot  turn 

As  you,  sir,  sit  there  —bid  you  forth,  demand 
If  every  hateful  act  were  not  set  down 
In  his  commission  ?  —  whether  you  contrived 
<>r  no,  that  all  Uie  violence  should  seem 
His  work,  the  gentle  ways  — yoor  own, —  his 

part. 
To  counteract  the  King*s  kind  impulses  — 
\Mule  .  .  .  but  yon  know  what  be  oould  say ! 

And  then 
He  might  produce  —  mark,  sir  I  —  a   certain 

chary-e 
To  fK't  the  King's  express  command  aside, 
If  need  were,  and   oe  blamelem.      He  might 
add  .  .  . 
Cha,  Kmmirh! 

liol.    —  Who  bade  him  break  the   Parlia- 
ment, 
Find  some  nretence  for  setting  up  sword-law  I 
Omen.    lietire! 

Cha,    Once  more,  whatever  Vane  dared  do, 
I  know  not  :  he  is  rash,  a  fool  —  I  know 
Nothing  of  Vanel 

IIol.  Well  —  I  believe  yon.    Sir, 

Believe  me,  in  retitm,  that  .  ,  . 
{Turning  to  Lady  Carlisle.]    Gentle  lady. 
The  few  words  I  would  say,  the  stones  might 

hear 
Sooner  than  these,  —  I  rather  speak  to  yon. 
You,  with  the  heart !    The  question,  trust  me, 

takes 
Another  shape,  to-day :  not,  if  the  King 
<h-  England  nhall  siiccumh.  —  but.  who  snail  pay 
The  forfeit,  Strafford  or  hi«  msiMter.    Sir, 
You  loved  me  once :  think  on  my  warning  now ! 

[GofM  out. 
Cha.    On  yon  and  on  yonr  warning  botli  I  — 
CarliHle ! 
That  iiaper! 

Qu^en,  But  consider ! 

Cha,  Give  it  me  I 

There,  Hipned  —  will  that  content  you  ?    Do  not 

speak  1 
Yon  have  betrayed  me.  Vane  !    See !  any  day, 
Afoording  to  the  tenor  of  that  paper. 
He  bids  vour  brother  bring  the  armv  up, 
StraiTuitl  shall  head  it  and  take  full  revenge. 
Seek  Strafford  !  I^t  liira  have  the  same,  before 
He  rises  to  defend  himself  ! 

Qwfn.  In  truth  ? 

That  your  shrewd  Hollis  should  have  worked  a 
change 


Like  this !    Yon,  late  reluctant  .  .  . 

Cha,  Say,  Cuikle, 

Your  brother  Percy  brings  the  army  ap. 
Falls  on  the  Parliament  >-  d  'il  think  of  you. 
My  Hollis  I)  say,  we  plotted  long  —  *t  is  mine. 
The  scheme  is  mine,  remember  t    Say,  I  cursed 
Vane's  folly  in  your  hearing  I    If  the  £arl 
Does  rise  to  do  us  shame,  the  fault  shall  lie 
With  vou,  Carlisle  I 

Laafp  Car.  Nay,  fear  not  me  !  but  still 

That  *s  a  bright  moment,  sir.  ^n  throw  away. 
Tear  down  the  reil  and  save  mm ! 

Queen.  Go,  Carlisle ! 

Ladp  Car,    (I  shall  see  Strafford  —  speak  to 
him  :  my  heart 
Mnst  never  beat  so,  then  !    And  if  I  tell 
The   truth?     Wliat's  gained  by  falsehood? 

There  Uiey  stand 
Whoee  trade  it  is,  whose  life  it  is  1     How  vain 
To  gild  such  rottenness !    Strafford  shall  know. 
Thoroughly  know  them !) 

Queen.  Trust  to  me  I     [To  Cakuslk.] 

Carlisle, 
Yon  seem  inclined,  alone  of  all  the  Court, 
To  serve  poor  Strafford :  this  bold  plan  of  yours 
Merits  much  praise,  and  yet  .  .  . 

Ladp  Car,  Time  presses,  madam. 

Queen.    Yet — may  it  not  be  something  pre- 
mature? 
Strafford  defends  himself  to-day  —  reserves 
Some  wondrous  effort,  one  may  well  suppose ! 

Ladp  Car.    Ay,  Hollis  hints  as  much. 

Cha,  Why  linger  then? 

Haste  with  the  scheme  --  my  scheme :  I  shall 

be  there 
To  watch  his  look.    Tell  him  I  watch  his  look ! 

Qmen.    Stay,  we  11  precede  you  1 

iMiip  Car,  At  your  pleasure. 

Cha.  Say  — 

Say,  Vane  is  hardly  ever  at  \Miitehall ! 
I  shall  be  there,  remember  I 

Ladp  Car,  Doubt  me  not. 

Cha.    On  our  return,  Carlisle,  we  wait  yon 
here! 

Ladp  Car.    I  '11  bring  his  answer.    Sir«  I  fol- 
low von. 
(Prove  the  King  faithless,  and  I  take  away 
All  Strafford  cares  to  live  for:  let  it  b©^ 
*T  is  the  King's  scheme ! 

My  Strafford,  I  can  save. 
Nay,  I  have  saved  yon.  yet  am  scarce  content. 
Because  my  poor  name  will  not  enisH  your  mind. 
Strafford,  how  much  I  am  unworthy  yon  !; 

ScaiTB  II.     A  pauage  adjoining  Wejimintter  iiaU. 

Many  group*  of  Spectat^rn  of  the  Triiil.   Ofltcers  of  thf 

Court,  etc. 

\^  Spec.    More  crowd  than  ever !    Not  kii(»w 
Hampden,  man  ? 
That  ^s  he,  by  Pym,  Pym  that  is  speaking  now. 
No,  truly,  if  you  look  so  hi|;^  you  *U  see 
Little  enough  of  either ! 

2d  Spec.  Stay  :  Pym's  ami 

Points  like  a  prophet *B  rod. 

3rf  Spec.  ^  Ay.  av,  we  've  heanl 

Some  pretty  speaking :  yet  the  Karl  eacapen. 
I       Ath  Spec.   I  fear  it :  just  a  fo4ilish  word  or  t 
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Aboat  his  children  —  and  we  see,  foivooth, 
Not  Ei^^And^s  foe  in  Strafford,  but  the  man 
\Vlio,  sick,  half-blind  .  .  . 

2d  Spec.         What 's  that  Pym  's  saying*  now 
Which  makes  the  curtains  flutter  ?  look  1    A 

hand 
Clatches  them.    Ah !    The  King's  hand ! 

otk  Spec,  I  had  thought 

Pym  was  not  near  so  tall.      What  said  he, 
friend? 

2rf  Spec.    *'  Nor  is  this  way  a  novel  way  of 
blood," 
And  the  Bar!  t^ms  as  if  to  .  .  .  Look  !  look  ! 

Many  Suectatcirs.  There  I 

^liat  aiU  him  ?    No  —  he  rallies,  see  —  goes  on. 
And  8trafford  smiles.    Strange  I 

An  Officer.  Haselrig! 

Many  Spectators.  Friend  ?  Friend  ? 

7^e  Officer.    Lost,  ntteriy  lost :    just  when 
we  looked  for  Pym 
To  make  a  stand  against  the  ill  effects 
<>f  the  EarPs  speech  !    Is  Haselrig  without  ? 
Pym^s  message  is  to  him. 

:W  Spec.  Now,  said  I  true  ? 

Will  the  Eari  leave  them  yet  at  fault  or  no  ? 

\8l  Spec.     Never   believe    it,  man  I      These 
notes  of  Vane's 
Rain  the  Eari. 

Tth  Spec.  A  brave  end  :  not  a  whit  ^ 

LeiCi  finn,  less  Pym  all  over.    Then,  the  trial 
Is   cloaed.      No  —  Strafford    means    to   speak 
airain? 

An  Officer.    Stand  back,  there  I 

.VA  Sp*c^    Why,  the  Earl  is  oomin.?  hither  I 
Before    the   court   breaks   up  I    His  brother, 

look,  — 
Tou  'd  say  he  'd  deprecated  some  fierce  act 
In  Straff  ird's  mind  just  now. 

A  n  Officer.  Stand  back,  I  say  I 

2d  Spec.    Who 's  the  veiled  woman  that  he 
talks  with? 

Many  Spectators.    Hush  — 
The  Earl !  the  Earl ! 
'^EntfT  BTBAfVoaD.  Sune^BT,  and  oihtr   Secretaries, 

HoLUS,   Lady  CARLinLs.   Maxwell,    Baltouk,  etc. 

STRArroBit  eonveraeM  vHh  Lndy  Caklisli. 

Hul.  So  near  the  end  1    Be  patient  — 

R«tam ! 
Stra/.    [To   his  Secretaries.!      Here— any- 
where —  or,  H  is  freshest  here  I 
To  Hpend  one's  April  here,  the  blossom-month : 
Set  it  down  here  I 

[  ney  arrange  a  t4ible^  papers,  etc. 

So,  Pym  can  qnail,  can  cower 
Becanae  I  glance  at  bim,  jet  more  's  to  do. 
What 's  to  hi  answered.  Slmesby  ?    Let  ns  end  ! 
[To  Lady  Carlisle. J  Child,  I  refuse  his  offer ; 

wnataoe'er 
It  be  !    Too  late !    Tell  me  no  word  of  him  ! 
T  is  something,  Hollis,  I  assure  yon  that  — 
To  stand,  sick  an  yon  are,  some  eighteen  days 
Fighttngr  for  life  and  fame  against  a  pack 
Of  very  curs,  that  lie  through  thick  and  thin. 
Eat  flesh  ana  bread  bv  wholesale,  and  can't  say 
'^SrraJTord  "  if  it  would  take  my  life  ! 

Lady  Car.  Be  moved  ! 

Crlanee  at  the  paper ! 

Stra/.  .\lready  at  my  heels ! 


Pym's  faulting   bloodhounds  soent  die  track 

again. 
Peace,  child  I    Now,  Slingsby  1 

[MesMngers  from  Lars  and  other  0/  Sthaftosd**  Couq- 
•el  trithin  the  Hull  are  coming  and  going  during  the 
Scene. 

Sirc^f.     [setting  himself  to  write  and  dictate.] 

I  shall  bijat  yon,  Hollis  I 
Do  you  know  that  r  In  spite  of  St.  John's  tricks. 
In  spite  of  Pym  —  your  Pym  who  shrank  from 

me ! 
£3iot  would  have  contrived  it  otlierwise. 
[To  a  Messenger.]    In  truth?    This  slip,  tell 

Lane,  contains  as  much 
As  I  can  call  to  mind  about  the  matter. 
Eliot  would  have  disdained  .  .  . 
[Calling  after  the  Messenger.]     And  Radcliffe, 

say, 
The  only  person  who  could  answer  Pym, 
Is  safe  in  prison,  just  for  that. 

Well,  well ! 
It  had  not  been  recorded  in  that  case, 
I  baffled  you. 
[To  Lad^  Cablisijb.]    Nay,  chUd,  why  look  so 

grieved  ? 
All 's  gained  without  the  King  1    Yon  saw  Pym 

quail  ? 
What  shall  I  do  when  they  acquit  me,  think 

you. 
But  tranquilly  resume  my  task  as  though 
Nothing  had  intervened  since  I  proposed 
To  call  that  traitor  to  account  I    Such  tricks. 
Trust  me,  shall  not  be  played  a  second  time. 
Nut  even  iu;ainst  Laud,  with  his  gray  hair  — 
Your  good  work,  Hollis  I    Peace  I    To  make 

amends. 
You,  Lucv,^  shall  be  here  when  I  impeach 
Pym  and  his  fellows. 

Hoi.  Wherefore  not  protest 

Against  our  whole  prooeedinff,  long  agu  ? 
Why  feel  indignant  now  ?    Why  stand  this  while 
Enotiring  patiently  ? 

Strqf.  Child,  I'll  teU  you  — 

You,  and  not  Pym  —  ^on,  the  slight  graceful  girl 
Tall  for  a  flowering  hly,  and  not  Hollis  — 
Why  I  stood  patient  I    I  was  fool  enough 
To  see  the  will  of  Enghuid  in  Pym's  will ; 
To  fear,  myself  had  wronged  her,  and  to  wait 
Her  judgment :  when,  behold,  in  place  of  it .  .  . 
[To  a  Memenger  who  whisfm.]    Tell  Lane  to 

answer  no  such  question  !     Law,  — 
I  grapple  with  their  law  1    I  'm  here  to  try 
My  actions  by  their  standard,  not  my  own  ! 
Their  law  allowed  that  levy  :  what 's  the  rest 
To  Pym,  or  Lane,  anv  but  God  and  me  ? 
Lady  Car.    The  King's  so  weak!    Secure 

this  chance !    'T  was  Vane, 
Never  forgf^.  who  furnished  Pym  the  notes  .  .  . 
Stre^f.     Fit,  —  very  fit,  those  precious  notes 

of  Vane, 
To  close  the  Trial  worthily  t    I  feared 
Some  spioe  of  nobleness  might  linger  yet 
And  spoil  the  character  of  aU  the  past. 
Vane  eased  met  .  .  .  and  I  will  go  back  and  say 
As  mnch  —  to  Pym,  to  England  1    Follow  me, 
I  have  a  word  to  say  I    There,  my  defence 
Is  done ! 

Stay  I  why  be  prond  ?    Why  care  to  own 
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M^  ffUdneiis,  my  snrpriM  ?  —  Nay,  not  sarprise ! 

\\  herefore  iiwist  upon  the  little  pride 

Of  doinip  all  myiselr,  and  spanner  b>>u 

The  pain  ?  Child,  sav  the  triumph  is  my  King^H ! 

When  Pym  grew  pale,  and  trembled,  and  sank 

down. 
One  image  was  before  me :  oonid  I  fail  ? 
Child,  oare  not  for  the  |iast,  so  indistinct, 
Obscure  —  there  *s  nothing  to  forgive  in  it, 
*T  is  so  forgotten  !    From  this  da^  begins 
A  new  life,  founded  on  a  new  belief 
111  Charles. 

Hoi,  In  Charles  ?  Rather  believe  in  Pym  t 
And  heru  he  comes  in  proof  t  Appeal  to  Pyru  ! 
8ay  how  unfair  .  .  . 

Strc^.  To  Pym  ?    I  would  say  nothing ! 

I  would  not  look  upon  Pym^s  face  again. 

Lady  Car.    Stay,  let  me  have  to  think  I 
pressed  your  hand ! 

[BrmArvoBO  and  hit  Friends  go  out. 
(Enter  Hampobk  and  Vahb.) 

Vane,  O  Hampden,  save  the  great  misguided 
man! 
Plead  Stnfford^s  oanae  with  Pym  I    I  have  re- 
marked 
He  moved  no  muscle  when  we  all  decUumed 
Against  him:  you  had  but  to  breathe — he  turned 
Those  kind  calm  eyes  upon  you. 
lEnter  Pm,  the  Bollcitor-Oenerml  Br.  Johk,  the  Maiui- 
nrs  o/  tke  Trial,  Ji—aa,  Rcdtabo,  etc. 
Rud,  Horrible  I 

TUl  now  all  hearts  were  with  yon  :  I  withdraw 
For  one.    Too  horrible  I    But  we  mistake 
Your  purpose,  Pym :  you  cannot  snatch  away 
The  last  spar  from  the  drowning  man. 

Ft>fi.  He  talks 

With  St.  John  of  it  —  see,  how  quietly  t 
[To   other   Presbyterians.]     You'll    join   us? 

Strafford  may  deserve  the  worst : 
But  this  new  ooniae  is  mcMistroiis.    Vane,  take 

heart  I 
This  Bill  of  his  Attainder  shall  not  have 
One  true  man's  hand  to  it. 

Vane,  Consider,  Pjrro ! 

Confront  yo«r  Bill,  yonr  own  Bill :   what  is 

it? 
Yon  cannot  cateh  the  Eari  on  anv  ehaige,  — 
No  man  will  say  the  law  has  hold  of  him 
On  any  ohaige ;  and  therefore  yon  resolve 
To  take  the  general  sense  on  his  desert. 
As  though  no  law  eiisted,  and  we  met 
To  found  one.    Yon  refer  to  Parliament 
To  speak  ita  thanglit  npoo  Uke  abortive  maas 
Of  half-bomeout  assertions,  dubious  hints 
Hereafter  to  be  cleared,  distortions  —  ay. 
And  wild  inventions.    Every  man  is  saved 
The  task  of  fixing  any  single  chaige 
On  Strafford :  he  has  but  to  see  in  him 
The  enemy  of  England. 

Pym,  A  right  Moniple  1 

I  have  heard  some  called  England's  enemy 

\xruu  « -       ■  *      >» 

w  itn  leas  consideration. 

Vane.  Pity  roe  I 

Indeed  yon  make  me  think  I  was  your  friend  I 
I  who  have  murdered  Strafford,  how  remove 
That  memory  from  me '/ 

Pym,  I  absolve  vou.  Vane. 

Take  yon  no  care  for  aoght  that  you  have  done ! 


Vane,    John  Hampden,  not  this  Bill !     Ke- 
jeot  this  BUI  I 
He  staggers  through  the  ordeal :  let  him  go. 
Strew  nu  fresh  fire  before  hiiu  !     Pit  ad  for  us  ! 
When  Strafford  spoke,  your  eyes  were  thick 
with  tears ! 
JIamp,    England  speaks  louder :  who  artf  %« e. 
to  play 
The  generous  pardoner  at  her  expense, 
MagnanimouBiy  waive  advantages, 
And,  if  he  conquer  us,  applaud  his  skill  ? 
Vane,    He  was  your  tnend. 
Pff^'  I  have  heard  that  before. 

Fien.    And  England  trusts  you.^ 
Uamp,  Shame  be  liis,  who  turm 

The  o])portunity  of  serving  her 
Site  trusts  him  with,  to  his  own  mean  aoonuiit  - 
Who  would  look  nobly  frank  at  her  expense* ! 
Fien,    1  never  thought  it  could  have  caiut>  to 

this. 
Pym.^  But  I  have  made   myself    faiuiliar. 
Keiiues, 
With  this  one  thought  —  have  walked,  and  sat, 

and  slept, 
Tliis  tliought  before  me.    I  have  done  suel* 

things. 
Being  the  chosen  man  that  should  destroy 
The  traitor.     You  have  taken  up  this  thought 
To  play  with,  for  a  gentle  stimulant, 
To  give  a  dignity  to  idler  life 
By  the  dim  prospect  of  eiuprise  tti  come. 
But  ever  with  the  softening,  sure  belief. 
That  all  would  end  some  strange  way  right  ar 
last. 
Fien.    Had  we  made   out  some   weightier 

charge  I 
Pym,  Yon  say 

That  these  are  petty  charges :  can  we  oome 
To  the  real  charge  at  all  ?    There  lie  is  safe 
In  tyranny's  stronghold.    Apostasy 
Is  not  a  crime,  treachery  not  a  crime : 
The  cheek  bums,  the  blood  tingles,  when  you 

speak 
The  words,  but  where 's  the  power  to  take  n^ 

venge 
Upon  them  ?    We  must  make  occasion  serve,  — 
Tne  oversight  shall  pay  for  the  main  sin 
That  mocks  us. 

Rud,  But  this  unexampled  course. 

This  BiU ! 

Pym,  By  this,  we  roll  the  clouds  away 

Of  precedent  and  custom,  and  at  onoe 
Bia  the  great  beacon-light  Qod  sets  in  all. 
The  conscience  of  each  oosom,  shine  upon 
The  goilt  of  Strafford :  each  man  lay  his  hand 
Upon  his  breast,  and  judge  I 

Vane,  I  onlv  see 

Strafford,  nor  pass  his  corpse  for  all  bevond ! 
Rud.  and  ntkers,    Fornve  hiiul    He  would 
join  us,  now  he  finds 
What  the  King  oonnta  reward  t    Th«  pardon. 

too. 
Should  be  yonr  own.    Yourself  should  bear  ts 

Strafford 
The  pardon  of  the  Conunons. 

Pym.  Meethun?    8traff<irtl : 

Have  we  to  meet  once  more,  then  ?    Be  it  fut ! 
And  yet  —  the  prophecy  seemed  half  f  ulfill«-il 
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WbeiL,  at  the  Trial,  as  he  gased,  my  youth. 
Our  fnendflhip,  diTen  thoughts  came  hack  at 


And  left  me,  for  a  time  .  .  .  *TiB  Tery  sad  ! 
To-monow  we  discuss  the  points  of  law 
With  Lmo»  —  to-morrow  ? 

Vane,  Not  before  to-morrow  — 

So.  time  encnij^ !    I  knew  yon  would  relent  t 

t*ym.    The  next  day,  Haselrig,  von  introduce 
The  Bill  of  his  Attainder.    Pray  tor  me ! 

Scsss  III.     Whitehall. 
The  Kwo. 

Cka.    My  loval  servant  I    To  defend  himself 
Thus  irresiatibly, —  withholding  aught 
That  seemied  to  implicate  us  I 

We  have  done 
Less  gallantly  by  Strafford.    Well,  the  future 
Most  recompense  the  past. 

She  tarries  long. 
I  onderstand  you,  Strafford,  now ! 

The  scheme  — 
rarlisie's  mad  scheme  — he  *11  sanction  it,  I  fear. 
For  knre  of  me.     *T  was  too  precipitate : 
Before  the  army  ^s  fairly  on  its  march. 
He  '11  beat  large :  no  matter. 

Well,  Carlisle? 
{Enter  Pm.) 

Pym.    Pear  me  not,  sir: — my  mission  is  to 
save, 
Thi9  time. 
Cha.    To  break  thus  on  me  I  unannounced  I 
Pym.    It  is  <^  Strafford  I  would  speak. 
Cha.  No  more 

(>f  Strafford  I     I  have  heard  too  much  from 
you. 
Pym,    I  spoke,  sir,  for  the  People ;  will  yon 


A  word  upon  my  own  account  ? 

Cka.  Of  Strafford? 

S>  turns  the  tide  already  ?    Have  we  tamed 
The  insolent  brawler?  —  Strafford ^s  eloquence 
la  swift  in  its  effect.)    Lord  Strafford,  sir. 
Has  spoken  for  himself. 

Pifm.  Sufficiently. 

I  would  apprise  you  of  the  novel  eourse 
The  People  take :  the  Trial  fails. 

Cka.  Yes,  yes: 

We  are  aware,  sir :  for  your  nart  in  it 
Means  j«hall  be  found  to  thanK  you. 

Ppm.  Pray  yon,  read 

This  sehednle  1    I  would  learn  from  yonr  own 

month 
—  'It  is  a  matter  much  concerning  me)  — 
Whether,  if  two  Estates  of  us  etvacede 
The  death  of  Strafford,  on  the  grounds  set  forth 
Within  that  parchment,  yon,  ur,  can  resolve 
To  grant  your  own  consent  to  it.    This  BiU 
Is  framed  by  me.    If  you  determine,  sir. 
That  EoKlaBd^s  manifested  will  should  gnide 
Tour  JB<^meat,  ere  another  week  such  will 
^hall  raamfest  itMslf .    If  not,  —  I  east 
Aflide  the  measure. 

Cka,  Yon  can  hinder,  then, 

The  introdnction  of  this  Bill  ? 

Pym.  I  can. 


Cha.    He  is  my  friend,  sir :  I  have  wronged 
him :  mark  you, 
Had  1  not  wronged  him,  this  might  be.    Yon 

think 
Becaase  yon  hate  the  Earl  .  .  .  (tnm  not  away. 
We  know  yon  hate  him)  —  no  one  else  oould  love 
Str^ord :  but  he  has  saved  me,  some  affiiTu. 
Think  of  his  pride  I    And  do  yon  know  one 

strange, 
One  frightful  thing  ?    We  all  have  used  the  man 
As  though  a  drudge  of  ours,  with  not  a  source 
Of  ha^py  thoi^ts  except  in  us ;  and  yet 
Straffora  has  wife  and  children,  household  cares. 
Just  as  if  we  had  never  been.    Ah,  sir, 
You  are  moved,  even  you,  a  solitary  man 
W^ed  to  your  cause  —  to  EIngland  if  jon  will  I 

Pum.    Yes — think,  my  soul  — to  England! 
Draw  not  back ! 

Cha.    Prevent  that  Bill,  sir !    All  your  course 
seems  fair 
Till  now.    Why.  in  the  end,  't  is  I  should  sign 
The  warrant  for  nis  death !   You  have  said  much 
I  ponder  on ;  I  never  meant,  indeed, 
Strafford  should  serve  me  any  more.    I  take 
The  Commons'  counsel ;  but  this  Bill  is  yours  — 
Nor  worthy  of  its  leader :  care  not,  sir. 
For  that,  however  I    1  will  quite  f  oixet 
Yon  named  it  to  me.    Yon  are  satisfied  ? 

Pym.    Listen  to  me,  sir !    Eliot  laid  his  hand. 
Wasted  and  white,  upon  my  forehead  once ; 
Wentworth  —  he  *s  gone  now !  —  has  talked  on, 

whole  nights. 
And  I  beside  hira  ;  Hampden  loves  me :  sir, 
How  can  1  breathe  and  not  wish  England  well, 
And  her  King  well  ? 

Cha.  I  thank  yon,  sir,  who  leave 

That  King  his  servant.    Thanks,  sir ! 

Pyjn.  Let  me  speak  ! 

—  Wno  may  not  speak  again ;  whose  spirit  yearns 
For  a  cool  night  after  this  weaiv  day : 

—  Who  would  not  have  my  soul  turn  sicker  yet 
In  a  new  task,  more  fatal,  more  august. 

More  full  of  England's  utter  weal  or  woe. 
I  thought,  sir,  oould  I  find  myself  with  yon, 
After  this  trial,  alone,  as  man  to  man  — 
I  might  say  something,  warn  you,  pray  you, 

save  — 
Mark  me.  King  Charles^  save  —  yon  I 
But  Gkxl  must  do  it.    Yet  I  warn  you,  sir — 
CWith  Strafford's  faded  eyes  yet  full  on  me) 
As  vou  would  have  no  deeper  question  moved 

—  How  lon^  the  Many  must  endure  the  One," 
Assure  me,  sir,  if  England  give  assent 

To  Strafford's  death,  you  will  not  interfere ! 
Or  — 

Cha.    God  fonakes  me.    I  am  in  a  net 
And  cannot  move.    Let  all  be  as  yon  say  t 
(Enter  L«dy  Caslblb.^ 

Lady  Car.    He  loves  you  —  looking  beautiful 
with  joy 
Because  you  sent  me !  he  would  spare  vou  all 
The  pain  I  he  never  dreamed  yon  wonla  forsake 
Your  servant  in  the  evil  day  —  nay,  see 
Your  scheme  returned  I    That  generous  heart 

of  his! 
He  needs  it  not  -^  or,  needing  it,  disdains 
A  oonrse  that  might  endanger  you  —  you,  nr, 
W^hom  Strafford  from  his  inmost  soul  .  .  . 
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[Sering  Pym.]  Well  met  I 

No  fear  tor  Idtraiford  I  All  that  ^s  tme  and  bi-ave 
On  your  own  side  shall  help  us :  we  are  now 
Stronger  than  ever. 

Ha — whatf  sir,  is  this  ? 
AU  ia  not  well  I    What  parchment  have  you 
there? 

Pytn.    Sir,  much  ui  saved  us  both. 

Lady  Car,  This  Bill  I    Your  lip 

Whitens  —  you  could  not  read  one  line  to  me 
Your  voice  would  falter  so ! 

Pym,  No  recreant  yet  I 

The  neat  word  went  from  £ngland  to  my  soul, 
And!  arose.    The  end  is  very  near. 

Lady  Car,    I  am  to  save  him  I    All  have 
shrunk  beside ; 
^T  is  only  I  am  left.    Heaven  will  make  strong 
The  hand  now  as  the  heart.    Then  let  both  die ! 


ACT  V 

Scxra  I.     WhiUhall, 
HoLLXB,  Lady  CABLULa. 

IIU,    Tell  the  King  then  I    Gome  in  with  me  I 

Lady  Car.  ^     ^  Not  so ! 

He  must  not  hear  till  it  succeeds. 

Hoi,  Succeed  ? 

No  dream  was  half  so  vain  —  you  'd  rescue  Straf- 
ford 
And  outwit  Pym  I    I  cannot  tell  you  .  .  .  lady, 
The  block  pursues  me,  and  the  hideous  show. 
To-day  ...  is  it  to-day  ?    And  all  the  while 
He  ^8  sure  of  the  King's  pardon.    Think,  I  have 
To  tell  this  man  he  is  to  die.    The  King 
May  rend  his  hair,  for  me  I    I  *11  not  see  Straf- 
ford 

Lady  Car,    Only,  if  I  succeed,  remember  — 
Charles 
Has  saved  him.    He  would  hardly  value  life 
Unless  his  gift.  My  stanch  friends  wait.  Go  in  — 
You  must  go  in  to  Charles  I 

Ho/.  And  all  beside 

Left  Strafford  long  ago.    The  King  has  signed 
The  warrant  for  his  death!  the  Queen  was 

sick 
Of  the  eternal  subject.  ^  For  the  Court,  — 
The  Trial  was  amusing  in  its  wa^. 
Only  too  much  of  it :  tJie  Earl  witjidrew 
In  time.    But  you,  fragile,  alone,  so  young. 
Amid  rude  mercenaries  —  you  devise 
Apian  to  save  him  I    Even  though  it  fails, 
Wnat  shall  reward  you ! 

Lady  Car,  ^        ^  I  may  go,  you  think. 

To  France  with  him?    And  you  reward  me, 

friend, 
Who  lived  with  Strafford  even  from  his  youth 
Before  he  set  his  heart  on  8tat«-affairs 
And  they  bent  down  that  noble  brow  of  his. 
I  have  learned  somewhat  of  his  latter  life,  ^ 
And  all  the  future  I  shall  know :  but,  Hollis, 
I  ought  to  make  his  ^oiith  my  own  as  well. 
Tell  me,  —  when  he  is  saved  I 

Hoi,  My  gentle  friend, 

He  should  know  all  and  love  you,  but  *t  is  vain  I 

Lady  Car.    Love?  no  —  too  late  now!    Let 
nim  love  the  King ! 


^Tis  the  King^s  scheme  I  I  have  your  word, 
remember ! 

We  ^U  keep  the  old  delusion  up.     But,  quick  ! 

Quick  I    Each  of  us  has  work  to  do,  beside  I 

Go  to  the  King  I    I  hope  —  HoUis  —  I  ho^  I 

Say  nothing  of  my  scheme  1  Hush,  while  we 
speak 

Think  where  he  is !  Now  for  my  gallant  friends  ! 
Hoi,  Where  he  is  ?  Calhng  wildly  upon 
Charles, 

Guessinghis  fate,  pacing  the  prison-floor. 

Let  the  King  tell  him  I  I  *11  not  look  on  Straf- 
ford. 

ScBNB  n.     The  Tower, 

Stkaitobd  tiiiing  with  hi*  Children.     They  ting. 

O  beir  audare 
Per  barca  in  mare, 
Verso  la  aera 
Di  Priinavera ! 

Andante, 


Obe]ran-da-re,Perbar-ca  in 


ma -re,  Ver-so  la  se-ra,    DI  pri-ma- 


ve  -  ra,     O    beir   an  -  da  -  re, 
alentando  e  diminuendo. 


^^^^^ 


O    beir  an -da 


re. 


William,    The  boat  ^s  in  the  broad  moonlight 
all  this  \vhile  — 

Vemo  la  aera 
Di  Primavera ! 

And  the  boat  shoots  from  underneath  the  moon 
Into  the  shadowy  distance ;  only  still 
You  hear  the  dipping  oar  — 

Verso  la  sera, 

And  faint,  and  fainter,  and  then  all  *s  quite  gone, 
Music  and  light  and  all,  like  a  lost  star. 
Anne,    But  von  should  sleep,  father  :   you 
8le< 


were  to  sleep. 
Str€{f.    I  do  sleep,  Anne ;  or  if  not 
know 
There  *s  such  a  thing  as  .  .  . 


you  must 
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Wii.  Yon  're  too  tired  to  sleep  ? 

Straf.  It  will  oomeby-aiid'by  and  all  daylong:, 
III  that  old  quiet  house  I  told  you  of : 
We  sleep  safe  there. 

Anne,  Why  not  in  Ireland  ? 

Straf,  No ! 

Too  many  dreams !  —  That  sone  ^s  for  Venice, 

Williimi: 
You  know  how  Veuice  looks  upon  the  map  — 
Lales^  that  the  mainland  hardly  can  let  go  r 

W'il,    You  've  been  to  Venice,  father  ? 

Straf.  I  was  voung,  then. 

H'if,    A  citv  with  no  King ;  that  s  why  I  like 
Even  a  song  that  comes  from  Venice. 

Straf.  William  ? 

Wif,    Oh,  I  know  why  !    Anne,  do  you  love 
theKin^? 
But  I  '11  see  Venice  for  myself  one  day. 

Straf,    See  many  lands,  buy  —  England  last 
of  aU,  - 
That  way  you  '11  love  her  best. 

Wil.  Why  do  men  say 

You  sought  to  ruin  her,  then  ? 

Stnif,  Ah,  —  they  say  that. 

\\a.    WTiy? 

Strc^f.    I  suppose  they  must  have  words  to  say, 
As  you  to  sing. 

Anne.  But  they  make  songs  beside : 

Last  night  I  heard  one,  in  the  street  beneath, 
That  csuled  you  .  .  .  Oh,  the  names ! 

WU,  Don't  mind  her,  father ! 

They  soon  left  off  when  I  cried  out  to  them. 

Strqf,  We  shall  so  soon  be  out  of  it.  my  boy  1 
*T  is  not  worth  while :  who  heeds  a  foolish  song  ? 
Wa,     Why,  not  the  Kin^. 

Straf,  Well :  it  has  been  the  fate 

f  >f  better ;  and  yet,  —  wherefore  not  feel  sure 
Tliat  Time,  who  in  the  twilight  comes  to  mend 
.Vll  the  fantastic  day's  oaprioe.  consign 
To  the  low  ground  once  more  tne  ignoble  Term, 
And  raise  tne  Genius  on  his  orb  again,  — 
That  Time  will  do  me  right  ? 

A  nne.  (Shall  we  sing.  William  ? 

He  does  not  look  thus  when  we  singj 

Slraf,  For  Ireland, 

Something  is  done :  too  little,  but  enough 
To  show  what  might  have  been. 

yy^il.  (I  have  no  heart 

To  sing  now !    Anne,  how  very  sad  he  looks  ! 
Oh,  I  so  hate  the  King  for  all  he  says  I) 

Straf.    Forsook  them?    What,  the  common 
songs  will  run 
That^I  forsook  the  People  ?    Nothing  more  ? 
Ay,  Fame,  the  bnsy  scribe,  will  pause,  no  doubt, 
Turning  a  deaf  ear  to  her  thousand  slaves 
Xoisy  to  be  enrolled,  —  will  register 
The  curious  glosses,  subtle  notices. 
Ingenious  clearings-up  one  fain  would  see 
Beside  that  plain  inscription  of  The  Name  — 
The  Patriot  Pym,  or  the  Apostate  ^jtrafford ! 
i  The  CUIdmi  rerame  their  song  timidly^  but  break  off, 
{Enter  Holub  and  an  Att«nduit.) 

Str€^.    No,  —  UoUis  ?  in  good  time  !  —  'Who 
»hef 

Hoi.  One 

That  must  be  present. 

Sirqf,^  Ah  —  I  understand. 

They  will  not  let  me  see  poor  Land  alone. 


How  politic !    They  'd  use  me  by  degrees 

To  solitude :  and,  just  as  you  came  in, 

I  was  soUoitous  what  life  to  lead 

When  iStrafford  's  ^'  not  so  much  as  Constable 

In  the  King's  service."    Is  there  any  means 

To  keep  one's  self  awake  ?    What  would  you  do 

After  tnis  bustle,  liollis,  in  my  place  ? 

Hoi.    ^Strafford! 

Strc^.       Observe,  not  but  that  Pym  and  you 
Will  hnd  me  news  enough  —  news  I  shall  hear 
Under  a  quince- tree  by  a  fish-pond  side 
At  Wentworth.    Qarrard  must  be  re-engaged 
My  newsman.    Or,  a  better  project  now  — 
Wnat  if  when  all 's  oonsummatea.  and  the  Saints 
Reign,   and    the   »Senate's   work    goes  swim- 

ingly,— 
What  if  I  venture  up,  some  day,  unseen. 
To  saunter  through  the  Town,  notice  how  Pym, 
Your  Tribune,  likes  Whitehall,  drop  quietly 
Into  a  tavern,  hear  a  point  discussed. 
As,  whether  Strafford's  name  were  Jolin  or 

James  — 
And  be  myself  appealed  to  —  I,  who  shall 
Myself  have  near  forgotten ! 

Hoi.  I  would  speak  .  .  . 

Strqf.    Then  you  shall  speak,  ~  not  now.    I 
want  just  now. 
To  hear  the  sound  of  my  own  tongue.    This 

place 
Is  full  of  ghosts. 

Hoi.  Nay,  you  must  hear  me,  Strafford  ! 

Str<\f.    Oh,  readily  I    Only,  one  rare  thing 
more,  — 
The  minister  I    Who  will  advise  the  King, 
Turn  his  Sejanus,  Richelieu  and  what  not. 
And  yet  have  health  —  children,  for  aught  I 

know  — 
My  patient  pair  of  traitors  I    Ah,  —  but,  Wil- 
liam^— 
Does  not  his  cheek  grow  thin  ? 

Wil.  'T  is  you  look  thin, 

Father  I 

^  Strc^.    A  scamper  o'er  the  breezy  wolds 
Sets  aU  to-rights. 

Hoi,  You  cannot  sure  forget 

A  prison-roof  is  o'er  you,  Strafford  ? 

Strc^f.  No, 

Whv,  no.    I  would  not  touch  on  that,  the  first. 
I  left  you  that.    Well,  Hulhs  ?    Say  at  once. 
The  King  can  find  no  time  to  set  me  free  ! 
A  mask  at  Theobald's  ? 

H<d.  Hold :  no  such  affair 

Detains  him. 

Strc^f.    True :  what  needs  so  great  a  matt«r  ? 
The  Queen*s  lip  may  be  sore.     Well :  when  he 

F  leases,  — 
want  the  air  :  it  vexes  flesh 
To  be  pent  up  so  long. 

Hoi.  The  King  - 1  bear 

His  monaage,  Strafford :  pray  you,  let  me  speak  : 
Strc^f.    Qo,  William!    Anne,  try  o'er  yom* 
song  again  I 

IThe  Children  retire. 

They  shall  be  loyal,  friend,  at  all  events. 
I  know  your  message :  yon  have  nothing  new 
To  tell  nie :  from  tne  first  I  guessed  as  much. 
I  know,  instead  of  coming  here  himself, 
I^eading  me  forth  in  pubhc  by  the  hand, 
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The  Kinff  prefen  to  loare  the  door  «jar 
As  thooKuT  were  eacaping  —  bids  me  trudge 
While  the  mob  gapes  upon  some  show  prepared 
On  the  other  side  of  the  river  I    Give  at  onoe 
His  order  of  release !    I  *ve  heard,  as  well, 
Of  certain  poor  manoenyres  to  avoid 
The  granting  pardon  at  his  proper  risk ; 
First,  he  mnst  prattle  somewhat  to  the  Lords, 
Must  talk  a  trine  with  the  Commons  first, 
Be  grieved  I  should  abuse  his  confidence. 
And  far  from  blaming  them,  and  .  .  .  Where 's 

the  order  ? 
Uol,    bpare  me  I 

Strc^,      Why,  he  *d  not  have  me  steal  away  ? 
With  an  old  doublet  and  a  steeple  hat 
Like  Prynne's?     Be  smuggled   into   France, 

perhi^? 
HoUis,  't  is  tor  my  children  t    T  was  for  them 
I  first  consented  to  stand  day  by  day 
And  give  your  Puritans  the  best  of  words. 
Be  ^tient,  speak  when  called  upon,  observe 
Their  rules,  and  not  return  them  prompt  their 

Ue! 
What  ^H  in  that  boy  of  mine  that  he  should  prove 
N>n  to  a  prison-breaker  ?    I  shall  stay 
And  he  'il  stay  with  me.    Charles  should  know 

as  much. 
He  too  has  children ! 
[Turning  to   Uolxjs^s    companton.]     8ir,  you 

feel  for  me ! 
No  need  to  hide  that  face  I    Though  it  have 

looked 
Upon  me  from  the  judgment-seat  ...  I  know 
i>trangely,  that  somewhere  it   has  looked  on 

me  •  •  • 
Tour  oommg  has  my  y  ^rdon,  nay,  my  thanks : 
For  there  it  one  who  comes  not. 

Hoi,  Whom  f oi)give, 

y  js  one  to  die  I 

Strt^,  True,  all  die,  and  all  need 

Forgiveness :  I  fonnve  him  from  my  soul. 
-   Hoi.    ^T  is  a  world^s  wonder :  Strafford,  you 

mnst  die  I 
Strqf.    Sir,  if  your  errand  is  to  set  me  free 
This  Iieartleas  jest  mars  much.    Ila !    Tears  in 

truth? 
We  *n  end  this !    See  this  paper,  warm  *-  feel 

—  warm 
With  lying  next  my  heart  1    Whose  hand  is 

there? 
Whose  promise  ?    Read,  and  loud  for  Qod  to 

hear  1 
"  Strafford  shall  take  no  hurt  "  —  read  it,  I  say  I 
^*  In  person,  honor,  nor  estate  '*  — 
Hoi.  The  King  .  .  . 

Strc^f.    I  could  unking  him   by  a  breath! 

You  sit 
Where  Loudon  sat,  who  came  to  prophesy 
The  certain  end,  and  offer  me  Pvm*s  grace 
If  1  *d  renounce  the  King :  and  I  stood  firm 
On  the  Kittg*s  faith.    The  King  who  lives  .  .  . 
Hal.  To  sign 

The  warrant  for  your  death. 

Straf.  "  Put  not  your  trust 

In  princes,  neither  in  the  sons  of  men. 
In  whom  is  no  salvation !  ** 

Hoi.  Trust  in  Qod ! 

The  scaffold  is  prepared :  they  wait  totjomi 


He  has  consented.    Cast  the  earth  behind  ! 
Cha,    You  would  not  see  me,  Strafford,  at 
your  foot  t 
It  was  wrung  from  me !    Only,  curse  me  not ! 
Hoi.    [To  Strafford.]    As  you  hope  grace 
ana  pardon  in  your  need. 
Be  merciful  to  this  most  wretoned  man. 

[  Volees  from  tHthi». 

Verso  la  sera 
Di  Primavera. 

Strqf,    You  ^11  be  good  to  those  children,  sir? 

I  know 
You  Ml  not  believe  her,  even  should  the  Queen 
Think  they  take  after  one  they  rarely  saw. 
I  had  intended  that  my  son  ohould  live 
A  straneer  to  these  matters :  but  yon  are 
So  utteny  deprived  of  friends  !    He  too 
Must  serve  you  —  will  you  not  be  good  to  him  ? 
Or,  stav,  sir,  do  not  promise  —  do  not  swear  ! 
You,  UuUis  —  do  the  best  yon  can  for  ma  ! 
I  We  not  a  soul  to  trust  to :  Wandesford  *8  dead. 
And  yon  've  got  Radcliffe  safe,  Land^s  turn 

oomes  next : 
I  Ve  found  small  time  of  late  for  my  affaint. 
But  I  trust  any  of  you,  Pym  himself  ^ 
No  one  could  hurt  them :  there  *s  an  infant, 

too. — 
These  tedious  cares  1   Your  Majesty  oonld  spar? 

them. 
Nay  —  pardon  me,  my  King !    I  had  foiyotten 
Your  education,  triaJs,  much  temptation. 
Some     weakness :    there    esci^ied    a   peevish 

word  — 
*T  is  gone :  I  bless  you  at  the  last.    You  know 
All  *s  between  you  and  me :  what  has  the  world 
To  do  with  it?    Farewell! 
Cha.    [at  the  door.)  Balfour!    Balfour! 

(EtUer  Balvovs.) 
The  Parliament !  — go  to  them :  I  grant  all 
Demands.    Their  sittings  shall  be  perman«*nt : 
Tell  them  to  keep  their  money  if  tney  will : 
I  '11  come  to  them  for  every  coat  I  wear 
And  every  crust  I  eat :  only  I  choose 
To    pardon  Strafford.     As   the  Queen    shall 

choose! 
—  You  never  heard  the  People  howl  for  blood. 
Beside! 

Baffoyr.    Your  Majesty  majr  hear  them  now  : 
The  walls  can  hardly  keep  their  mnmiiirs  out : 
nease  you  retire ! 
Cha .  Take  all  the  tJtMps,  Balfour ! 

Bal,    There  are  some  hundred  thonaaiid  of 

the  crowd. 
Cha,    Come  with  me,  Strafford  1    Yon  *U  not 

fear,  at  least  ! 
Straf.    Balfour,  sny  nothing  to  the  world  of 

this! 
I  charge  you,  as  a  d^ng  man,  forget 
You  gaxed  upon  this  agony  of  one  .  .  . 
Of  one  .  .  ,  orif  .  .  .  why,  yon  may  say,  Bal- 
four, 
The  King  was  sornr :  *t  is  no  shame  in  him  : 
Yes,  you  may  say  he  even  wt*pt.  Bnlfonr, 
And  that  I  walked  the  lighter  to  the  block 
Because  of  it.    I  shall  walk  lightly,  sir  I 
Earth  fades,  heaven  breaks  on  me :  I  shall 
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Before  God*s  throne :  the  moment 's  oloie  at 

hand 
When  man  the  fint,  hut  time,  haa  leave  to  hiy 
Hk  whole  heart  bare  before  its  Maker,  leave 
To  dear  np  the  long  error  of  a  life 
And  ehooee  one  happinees  for  evermore. 
WiUi  all  mortality  about  me,  Charles, 
The  sadden  wreck,  the  dregis  of  violent  death  — 
What  if,  despite  the  openinir  angelnionff', 
There  penetrate  one  prayer  for  you  ?    Be  saved 
Throogrh  me  I    Bear  witness,  no  one  oonld  pre- 
vent 
My  death!    Lead  on!   ere  he  awake  —  best, 

now! 
An  must  be  ready :  did  yon  say,  Balfour, 
The  crowd  began  to  murmur?     They'll  be 

kept 
Too  late  for  seimon  at  St.  Antholin's ! 
Now  1    But  tread  softly  —  children  are  at  pLay 
In  the  next  room.    Precede  I  I  follow  — 
(Enter  L«dy  Caslislb,  trf/A  many  AUenduita.) 
Lady  Car,  Me ! 

Follow   me,  Strafford,  and   be  saved  I     The 

Kin^? 
[To  the  &IN0O   Well  —  as  you  ordered,  they 

are  ranged  without, 
The  convoy  .  .  .  [te.eingthtKwo'^  stated 
[To  Strafford.]  You  know  all,  then  \    \Vhy, 

I  thought 
It  looked  best  that  the  King  should  save  yon, 

—  Charles 
Alone;   His  a  shame  that  you  should  owe  me 

aught. 
Or  no,  not  shame !    Strafford,  you  '11  not  feel 

shame 
At  being  saved  by  me  ? 

Ho/.  All  true !    Oh  Strafford. 

She  saves  you  I  all  her  deed  I  this  lad^^'s  deed  I 
And  is  the  boat  in  readiness  ?    Yon,  friend. 
Are   Billingsley,  no   doubt.      Speak  to    her, 

See  how  she  trembles,  waiting  for  your  voice  ! 
The  world  *s  to  learn  its  bravest,  story  yet. 

Lady  Car.    Talk  afterward !    Long  nights 
in  France  enough. 
To  sit  beneath  the  vines  and  talk  of  home. 

Straf.    Yon  love  me,  child  ?    Ah,  Strafford 
can  he  loved 
As  well  as  Vane  I    I  could  escape,  then  ? 

Lady  Car,  Haste ! 

Advance  the  torch^,  Bryan ! 

Straf.  I  will  die. 

They  call  me  proud  :  but  England  had  no  right, 
When  she  encountered  me  —  her  strength  to 

mine — 
To  find  the  chosen  foe  a  craven.    Girl, 
I  fought  her  to  the  utterance,  I  fell,^ 
I  am  ners  now,  and  I  will  die.     Benide, 
The  lookersron  !     Eliot  is  all  about 
This  place,  with  his  most  uncomplaining  brow. 

Lady  Car.    Strafford ! 

Strcf.     I  think  if  yon  oonld  know  how  much 
1  hive  you,  you  would  be  repaid,  my  friend  I 

Lady  Car,    Then,  for  my  sake  ! 

StrajT.  Even  for  your  aweet  sake, 

I  stay. 

Hoi.    f^oT  their  ake! 

Straf  To  bequeath  a  stain  ? 


Leave  me  !    Oirl,  humor  me  and  let  me  die  I 
Lady  Car.    Bid  him  escape  — wake.  King! 

Bid  him  esoa^  I 
Strcf,^  True,  I  will  go !    Die  and  forsake  the 

I  *11  not  draw  back  from  the  last  service. 

Lady  Car.    Straff iird  I 

Strcf,    And,  after  alLwhat  is  disgrace  to  me  ? 
Let  us  come,  child  I     That  it  should  end  this 

way  I 
Lead  then  I  but  I  feel  strangely :  it  was  not 
To  end  this  way. 

Lady  Car.    Lean  —  lean  on  me  t 

Strqf.  MvKing! 

Oh,  had  he  trusted  me  —  his  friend  of  friends  I 

Lady  Car.    I  can  support  him,  Hollis  1 

Strcf.  Not  this  way  t 

This  gate  —  I  dreamed  of  it,  this  very  gate. 

Jjady  Car.    It  opens  on  the  river :  our  good 
boat 
Is  moored  below,  our  friends  are  there. 

Strqf.  The  same : 

Only  with  something  ominous  and  dark. 
Fatal,  inevitable. 

Lady  Car.  Strafford  I  Strafford  I 

Strqf.    Not  by  this  gate  I    I  feel  what  will 
be  there  I 
I  dreamed  of  it,  I  tell  you :  touch  it  not ! 

Lady  Car.    To  save  the  King,  —  Strafford, 
to  save  the  Kii^f  1 
[_As  STEArroRO  op^ms  the  dwtr^  Ptm  it  ducovered  iri/A 

HAnroKN,  Vamb,  etc.      BTSArroKO  /ails  back :  Prx 
/oliows  tiowty  and  cofi/ronts  him. 

Pym.    Have  I  done  well  ?    Speak,  England  I 

Whose  sole  sake 
I  still  have  labored  for,  with  disregard 
To  my  own  heart,  ~-  for  whom  my  youth  was 

made 
Barren,  my  manhood  waste,  to  offer  up 
Her  sacrifice  —  this    friend,   this   W^entworth 

here  — 
Who  walked  in  youth  with  me,  loved  me,  it 

may  be. 
And  whom,  for  his  forsaking  England^s  cause, 
I  hunted  by  all  means  (truitting  tmkt  she 
Would  sanctify  all  means)  even  to  the  block 
Which  wuts    for  him.     And  saying    this,   I 

feel 
No  bitterer  pang  than  first  I  felt,  the  hour 
I  swore  that  W^entworth  might  leave  us,  but  I 
Would  never  leave  him :  I  do  leave  him  now. 
I  render  up  my  chai^  (be  witness,  God  !) 
To  England  who  imposed  it.     I  have  done 
Her  bidding  —  poorly,  wrongly,  —  it  may  be. 
With  ill  effects  —  for  I  am  weak,  a  man  : 
Still,  I  have  done  my  best,  my  human  best, 
Not  faltering  for  a  moment.    It  in  done. 
And  this  said,  if  I  say  .  .  .  yes,  I  will  say 
I  never  loved  but  one  man  —  David  not 
More  Jonathan  !    Even  thus,  I  love  him  now : 
And  look  for  my  chief  portion  in  that  world 
Where  great  hearts  led  astray  are  turned  again, 
(Soon  it  niay  be,  and,  certes,  will  be  soon : 
My  mission  over,  I  shall  not  live  long,)  — 
Ay.  here  I  know  I  talk  —  I  dare  and  must. 
Of  England,  and  her  f^at  reward,  as  rtll 
I  look  for  there  ;  but  in  my  inmost  heart, 
Believe,  I  think  of  steahng  quite  away 
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To  walk   once   more    with  Wentworth  —  my 

▼oath's  friend 
Punrea  from  all  error,  gloriou^  renewed, 
Ana  Kliot  shall  not  bliunens.  Tnen  indeed  .  .  . 
This  is  no  meeting,  WentworthI     Tears  in- 
crease 
Too  hot.    A  thin  mist  —  is  it  blood  ? — enwraps 
The  face  I  loved  once.    Then,  the  meeting  be ! 
Stntf.  I  have  loved  England  too ;  we  'U  meet 

then,  Pym ; 
As  well  die  now  I    Youth  is  the  only  time 
To  think  and  to  decide  on  a  great  course : 
Manhood  with  action  follows  ;  but  *t  is  dreary 
To  have  to  alter  our  whole  life  in  age  — 
The  time  past,  the  strength  gone  I    As  well  die 

now. 
When  we  meet,  Pym,  I  ^d  be  set  right  —  not 

now  I 
Best  die.    Then  if  there 's  any  fault,  fault  too 
Dies,  smothered  up.    Poor  gray  old  little  Laud 
May  dream  his  dream  out,  of  a  perfect  Ohurch, 
In  some  blind  comer.     And  there  's  no  one 

left. 
I  trust  the  King  now  wholly  to  you,  Pym  I 
And  yet,  I  know  not :  I  shall  not  be  there : 
Friends  fail  —  if  he  have  any.    And  he  *s  weak. 
And  loves  the  Queen,  and  .  .  .Oh,  my  fate  is 

nothing  — 
Nothing  I    But  not  that  awf  nl  head  —  not  that  I 
Pym,  If  England  shall  declare  such  will  to 

me  ... 
Straf,  F]ym,  yon  help  England  I    I,  that  am 

to  die. 
What  I  must  seel  ^tis  here — all  here!    My 

God, 
Let  me  but  ^:asp  out,  in  one  word  of  fire. 
How  thou  wilt  plague  him,  satiating  hell  1 


\Vhat  ?   England  that  you  help,  become  through 

you 
A  green  and  putrefying  chamel,  left 
Our  children  .  .  .  some  of  us  have  children, 

Pvm  — 
Some  who,  without  that,  still  must  ever  wear 
A  darkened  brow,  an  over-eerious  look. 
And  never  properly  be  young  I    No  word  ? 
What  if  I  curse  you  r     iaeud  a  strong  curse 

forth 
Clothed  from  my  heart,  lapped  round  with  hor- 
ror tUl 
She  ^B  fit  with  her  white  lace  to  walk  the  worid 
Scaring  kind  natures  from  your  cause  and  you  — 
Then  to  sit  down  with  you  at  the  board-liead. 
The  gathering  for  prayer  .  .  .  O  speak,   but 

speak  I 
.  .  .  Creep  up,  and  quietly  follow  each  one  home. 
You.  you,  you,  be  a  nestung  care  for  ea<^ 
To  sleep  with,—  hardly  moaning  in  his  dreams. 
She  gnaws  so  quietly, —  till,  lo  he  starts. 
Gets  off  with  half  a  heart  eaten  away ! 
Oh,  shall  you  'scape  with  less  if  she  *s  my  child  ? 
You  will  not  say  a  word  —  to  me  —  to  Him  ? 
Pym.    If  England  shall  declare  snch  will  to 

me  .  .  . 
Strqf.     No,  not  for  England  now,  not  for 

Heaven  now, — 
See,  Pym,  for  mv  sake,  mine  who  kneel  to  you  ! 
There,  I  will  thank  you  for  the  death,  my 

friend  I 
This  is  the  meeting:  let  me  love  you  well ! 
Ppm.    England,  —  I  am  thine  own  !    l>ost 

thou  exact 
That  service  ?    I  obey  thee  to  the  end. 
Strqf.    O  God,  I  stiaU  dk  first  -I  shall  die 

finti 
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BuowNiNa  began  Sordello  in  1837,  inter- 
rupted his  work  to  write  the  earlier  parts  of 
BfUs  and  Pomegranates,  but  resumed  it  and 
completed  it  in  184<\  ^hen  it  was  published  by 
Moxon.  In  ISB.*^  when  reprinting  the  poem. 
Browning  dedicated  it  as  below  to  M.  Milsand, 
and  in  his  dedication  wrote  practically  a  pre- 
face to  the  poem. 

TO  J.   MILS  AND.   OF   DIJOX 

Dear  FiUEJfD,  —  Let  the  next  poem  be  in- 
troduced by  your  name,  therefore  remembered 
aloaig  with  one  of  the  deepest  of  my  affections, 
and  so  repay  all  trouble  it  ever  cost  me.  I  wrote 
it  twenty-five  years  ago  for  only  a  few,  counting 
even  in  these  on  somewhat  more  care  about  its 
subject  than  th«y  really  had.  My  own  faults  of 
manv  z  hot  with  care  for  a  man 


or  book  such  would  be  surmotmted.  and  with- 
out it  what  avails  the  faultlessneas  of  either  ? 
I  blame  nobody,  least  of  all  myself,  who  did  my 
best  then  and  since ;  for  I  lately  gave  time  and 
pains  to  turn  my  work  into  what  the  many 
might  —  instead  of  what  the  few  must  —  like  ; 
but  after  all,  I  imagined  another  thing  at  first, 
and  therefore  leave  as  I  find  it.  The  historical 
decoration  was  purposely  of  no  more  importance 
than  a  background  requires ;  and  my  sticas  la^' 
on  the  incidents  in  the  development  of  a  sunl  : 
little  else  is  worth  study.  L  at  least,  always 
thought  so;  you.  with  many  known  and  un- 
known to  me,  think  so ;  others  may  one  da? 
Aiwk  BO  ;  and  whether  my  attempt  remain  for 
them  or  not.  I  trust,  though  away  and  past  iu 
to  continue  ever  yours, 

R.  B. 
Loanoa,  Jmme  9, 18G& 
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Cimomnng  this  revised  edition  he  wrote  to 
a  friend :  — 

"I  do  not  understand  what can  mean 

by  saying  tliat  Sordello  has  been  *'  rewritten/  I 
did  certainly  at  one  time  intend  to  rewrite  much 
of  it,  but  changed  my  mind,  —  and  the  edition 
which  I  reprinted  was  the  same  in  all  respects 
as  its  predecessors  —  only  with  an  elucidatory 
heaHing:  to  each  po^,  and  some  few  alterations, 


presumably  for  the  better,  in  the  text,  such  aa 
occur  in  most  of  my  works.  I  cannot  remember 
a  single  instance  of  any  importance  that  is  re- 
written, and  1  only  suppose  that has  taken 

project  for  performance,  and  set  down  as  *  done  * 
what  was  for  a  while  intended  to  be  done." 

For  the  sake  of  such  elucidation  as  these 
head-Hues  giro,  they  are  introduced  here  as  side- 
notes. 
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BOOK  THE  FIRST 


Who  win,  may  hear  Sordello^s  story  told : 
His  story?    Who  believes  me  shall  behold 
The  man,  pursue  his  fortunes  to  the  end,  ^ 
Like  me :  for  as  the  f riendless-people^s  friend 
.  ^  <    ^     Spied  from  his  hill-top  once,  despite 

tS^^^       the  din 

^^       And  dust  of  multitudes,  Pentapolin 
Named  o'  the  Naked  Arm,  I  single  out 
S»rdello,  compassed  murkily  about 
With  ravage  of  six  long  sad  hmidred  years, 
'hdy  believe  me.    Ye  believe  ? 

Appears 
Verona  .  .  .  Never,  I  should  warn  you  first. 
Of  my  own  choice  had  this,  if  not  the  worst 
Yet  not  the  best  expedient,  served  to  tell 
A  story  I  could  body  forth  so  well 
Bv  making  speak,  mjrself  kept  out  of  view, 
Tne  very  man  as  he  was  wont  to  do.  ^ 
And  leaving  ytm  to  say  the  rest  for  nim. 
Since,  though  I  might  be  proud  to  see  the  dim 
Abysmal  na«t  divide  its  hateful  surge, 
Letting  of  all  men  this  one  man  emerge 
Because  it  pleased  me,  yet,  that  moment  past, 
I  should  delight  in  watching  first  to  last 
Hid  progress  as  you  watch  it,  not  a  whit  ^ 
More  in  the  secret  than  yourselves  who  sit 
Fnadi-chapleted  to  listen.    But  it  seems 
Your  settera-forth  of  uudxampled  themes. 
Makers  of  quite  new  men.  producing  them. 
Would   beat  chalk   broadly  on  each  V(*3ture's 

hem 
The  wearer *s  ouality ;  or  take  their  stand. 
Motley  on  back  aiMi  pointing^pole  in  hand, 
beside  him.    bo,  for  once  I  face  ye,  friends. 
Why  the       Summoned  togetlier  from  the  world^s 
Poet  him-         four  ends, 

mlt  sd-         Dropped  down  from  heaven  or  cast 
^rj»f  his        np  from  hell, 
atidi^iiee—  »j»o  hear  the  story  I  propose  to  tell. 
(  onfeas  now,  poets  know  the  dragnet's  trick, 
<'atching  the  aead,  if  fate  denies  the  quick. 
And  shaming  her ;  ^tis  uot  for  fate  to  choose 
Stlenoe  or  song  because  she  can  refuse 
Rfj^  eves  to  glisten  more,  real  hearts  to  ache 
Leas  oft,  real  orows  turn  smoother  for  our  sake : 
I  have  experienced  something  of  her  spite  ; 
But  there  ^a  a  realm  wherein  she  has  no  right 
And  I  have  many  lovers.    Say,  but  few 
Friends  fate  acoords  me  ?    Here  they  are :  now 

view 
The  boat  I  muster  I    Many  a  lighted  face 
Foal  with  no  vestige  of  the  grave's  disgrace ; 


Few  IW. 
iug,  many 
de«l. 


What  else  should  tempt  them  back  to  taste  our 

air 
Except  to  see  how  their  successors  tare  ? 
My  audience  t  and  they  sit,  each  ghostly  man 
Striving  to  look  as  living  as  he  can. 
Brother  by  breathing  brother ;  thou  art  set, 
Clear-witted  critic,  by  .  .  .  but  1 11  not  fret 
A  wondrous  soul  of  them,  nor  move  death's 

spleen 
Who  loves  not  to  unlock  them.  Friends !  I  mean 
The  living  in  good  earnest —  ye  elect 
Chiefly  for  love  —  suppose  not  I  rei«*ct 
Judicious  praise,  who  contrary  sFiall 
peep. 
Some  fit  occjision,  forth,  for  fear  ye  sleep. 
To  glean  your  bland  approvals.    Then,  appear, 
Verona  J  stay  —  thou,  spirit,  come  nut  near 
ftheUeyde-    Now  —  not    this    time    desert    thy 
parting,  cloudy  place 

Verouaap-    To  scare  me,  thus  employed,  with 
!*•'••  that  pure  face  I 

I  I  need  not  fear  this  audience,  I  make  free 

I  With  them,  but  then  this  is  no  place  for  thee  ! 

>  Tlie  thundar-phrase  of  the  Atlieniau,  grown 
Up  out  of  memories  of  Marathon, 

I  W  ould  echo  like  his  own  sword's  griding  screech 
Braying  a  Persian  shield,  —  the  silver  speech 
Of  ^^idney*s  self,  the  starry  paladin. 
Turn  intense  as  a  trumpet  sounding  in 
The  knights  to  tilt,  —  wert  thou  to  hear  I   What 

heart 
Have  I  to  play  my  puppets,  bear  my  part 
Before  these  worthies  r 

Lo,  the  past  is  hurled 
In  twain :  up-thrust,  out-stagigeringon  the  world. 
Subsiding  into  shape,  a  darkness  rears 
Its  outline,  kindles  at  the  core,  appears 
Verona.     'T  is  six  hundred  years  and  more 
Since  an  event.    The  Second  Friedrioh  wore 
The  purple,  and  the  Tliird  Honorius  fiUed 
The  noly  chair.    That  autumn  eve  was  stilled  : 
A  last  remains  of  sunset  dimly  burned 
0*er  the  far  forests,  like  a  torch-flame  turned 
By  the  wind  back  upon  its  bearer^s  hand 
In  one  long  flare  of  crimson :  as  a  brand. 
The  woods  beneath  lay  black.    A  single  eye 
From  all  Verona  cared  for  the  soft  sky.  L 

But,  gathering  in  its  ancient  market-place. 
Talked  group  with  restless  group ;  ana  uot  a  f act- 
But  wrath  made  livid,  for  among  them  were 
Death *s  stanch  purveyors,  such  as  have  in  care 
To  feast  him.    Fear  had  long  since  taken  root 
In  every  breast,  and  now  these  crushed  its  fruit, 
The  ripe  hate^  like  a  wine :  to  note  the  way 
It  worked  while  each  grew  drunk  I    Men  grave 
and  gi-ay 
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Stood,  with  shut  eyelids,  rocking^  to  and  fro. 

Letting  thenlent  luxuiy  trickle  alow 
5°!![#.  I--  Abont  the  hollows  where  a  heart 
^S^  •J»o«id  be ; 

0tMi.  But  the  youiig  gulped  with  a  delinous 

glee 
Some  foretaste  of  their  first  debanch  in  blood 
At  the  fierce  news :  for,  be  it  understood. 
Envoys  apprised  Verona  that  her  prince 
Count  Kicliard  of  ISaint  Boniface,  joined  since 
A  year  with  Azzo,  Esters  Lord,  to  thrust 
Taurello  Salinguerra,  prime  in  trust 
With  Eoelin  Komano,  from  his  seat 
Ferrara,  —  over-zealous  in  the  feat 
And  stumbling  on  a  peril  unaware. 
Was  captive,  trammelled  in  his  proper  snare, 
They  pbrase  it,  taken  by  his  own  intrieue. 

Immediate  succor  from  the  Lombard 
r^  T!L       1^'Hgue 

biSSid      ^  fi**«^"  "♦»*«  *****  »^*<^*  ^^^  ^<*P«* 
l^0iigu«^        For  Azzo,  therefore,  and  his  fellow 

hope 

Of  the  Ouelf  cause,  a  glorj'  overcast  I 

Men^s  faces,  lato  agape,  are  now  aghast. 

**  Prone  is  the  nnrnle  pa  vis  ;  Eate  makes 

Mirth  for  the  aevu  when  he  undertakes 

To  pUy  the  Kcelin  ;  as  if  it  cost 

Merelv  yourpiishing-by  to  gain  a  post 

Like  his !    Tne  patron  teUs  ye,  once  for  all. 

There  be  sound  reasons  that  preferment  fall 

(>n  our  beloved  **  .  .  . 

"  Duke  o'  the  Rood,  whv  not  ?  '* 

Shouted  an  Estian,  **  grudge  ye  such  a  lot  ? 

I'he  hill-cat  boasts  some  cunning  of  her  own. 

Some  stealthy  trick  to  better  beasts  unknown, 

That  quiok  with  prey  enough  her  hunger  blunti. 

And  feeds  her  fat  while  gaunt  the  liou  hunts/* 

'^Tanrello."  quoth  an  envoy,  ^'as  in  wane 

iHrelt  at  Ferrara.    Like  an  osprey  fain 

To  fly  but  f  oroed  the  earth  his  couch  to  make 

Far  inland,  till  his  friend  the  tempest  wake. 

Waits  he  the  Kaiser's  coming ;  and  as  yet 

That  fast  friend  sleeps,  and  he  too  sleeps :  but  let 

Only  the  billow  freshen,  and  he  snuffs 

The  aroused  hurricane  ere  it  enroujfhfl^ 

The  sea  it  means  to  cross  because  of  him. 

Sinketh  the  breeze  ?    His  hope-sick  eye  grows 

dim; 

("reep  closer  on  the  creature !  ^  Every  day 

Strengthens  the  Pontiff ;  Eeelin,  they  say. 

Dozes  now  at  Oliero,  with  dry  lips 

Telling'  npon  his  perished  finger-tips 

How  many  ancestors  are  to  depose 

Ere  he  be  Satan^s  Viceroy  when  the  doze 

Deposits  him  in  hell.    So,  Guelfs  rebuilt  ^ 

Tlieir  houses ;  not  a  drop  of  blood  was  spilt 

\Mien  rino  Bocohimpane  chanced  to  meet 

Hnccio  Virt6  —  (rod^s  wafer,  and  the  street 

Is  narrow  !    Tutti  Santi,  think,  a-swarm 

With  Qhibellins,  and  yet  he  took  no  harm  I 

This  could  not  last.    Off  Salinguerra  went 

To  Padua,  PodestA,  '  with  pure  intent,* 

Said  he,  *  my  presence,  judged  the  single  bar 

To  permanent  tramyuilhtT,  may  tar 

No  longer  *  —  so !  his  back  is  fairly  turned  ? 

The  pair  of  goodly  palaces  are  burned. 

The  gardens  ravairBd,  and  oar  Qnelfs  kragh, 


A  week  with  joy.   The  next.  th«irlaqght«r  sank 
In  sobs  of  blood,  for  they  found,  some  sirange 

way. 
Old  Salinguerra  back  again  —  I  say, 
,   ^^  .  Old    Saliiiguerra  in  the  town  once 

JJJJJ*^^    Uprooting,  overturning,  flame  before. 
Ferram:       Blood    fetlock-high    beneath    him. 

Azzo  fled; 
Who  'scaped  the  carnage  followed;  then  the 

dead 
Were  pushed  aside  from  Salinguerra*s  throne, 
Ue  ruled  once  more  Ferrara,  ul  alone. 
Till   Azzo,    stunned    awhile,    revived,  would 

pounce 
Coupled  with  Bouifaoe,  like  lynx  and  ounce. 
On  the  gorged  bird.    Tne  burghers  ground  their 

teeth 
To  see  troop  after  troop  encamp  beneath 
I^  the  standing  com  thick  o'er  the  scantr  patch 
It  took  so  many  patient  months  to  scatoa 
Out  of  the  marah  ;  while  just  within  their  walls 
Men  fed  on  men.    At  length  Taarello  calls 
A  parlev :  *  let  the  Count  wind  u^  the  war  t 
Richard,  Ught-hearted  as  a  plungmg  star. 
Agrees  to  enter  for  the  kindest  ends 
Ferraiu,  flanked  with  fifty  chosen  friends. 
No  horse-bov  more,  for  fear  your  timid  aort 
Should  flv  Ferrara  at  the  bare  report, 
(^ietly  through  the  town  they  rode,  jog^jog- ; 
*Ten,  twenty,  thirty,  —curse  the  catalogue 
Of  burnt  Guelf  houses !  Strange,  Tanrello  shorn  s 
Not  the  least  sign  of  life  ^  —  whereat  arose 
A  general  growl :  *  How  ?    With  his  victors  by  ? 
I  and  ray  V  eronese  ?    My  troops  and  I  ? 
Receive  us,  was  jrour  word  ?  *  N)  jogged  they  on. 
Nor  laughed  their  host  too  openly :  onoe  gone 
Into  the  trap  t  '*  — 

Six  hundred  yean  ago  !  - 
Such  the  timers  aspect  and  peculiar  woe 
(Yourselves  may  spell  it  yet  in  chronicles. 
Albeit  the  worm,  our  busy  brother,  drills 
His  sprawling  path  through  letters  anciently 
Made  fine  and  large  to  suit  some  abbot's  eye) 
When  the  new  Honensteuffen  dropped  the  mask. 
Flung  John  of  Brienne's  favor  from  his  casque. 
Forswore  crusading,  had  no  mind  to  leave 
Saint  Peter's  proxr  leisure  to  retrieve 
Losses  to  Otho  and  to  Barbaross, 
Or  make  the  Alps  less  easy  to  recroas ; 
And,  thus  confinning  Pope  Honorius'  fear. 
Was  excommunicato  that  very  year. 
"  The  triple-bearded  Teuton  come  to  Uf e !  ** 
Groaned  the  Great  Lei^rne ;  and,  aiming  for  the 
_     ^.  strife, 

S«-i-L-  Wide  Lombardy,  on  tiptoe  to  begin, 
itoraf^  Tookup,asitwasGuJfor01ubefliii, 
•gsin.  Its  cry ;  whatcry  ? 

*'TlieEmperortooonie!" 
His  crowd  of  feudatories,  all  and  some. 
That  leapt  down  with  a  crash  of  swords,  speara, 

shields, 
On«*  fighter  on  his  fellow,  to  our  fields, 
Scattered  anon,  took  station  here  and  there. 
And  carried  it,  till  now,  with  little  caf«  — 
Cannot  but  cry  for  him  ;  how  else  rebut 
Us  longer  ?    Cliffs,  an  earthquake  suffered  jnt 
In  the  mid-sea,  eaeh  domineerinir  onat 
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Wfaieh  Bsngfat  save  sueh  another  throe  can  wrest 
From  oat  (oonoeive)  a  certain  ohokeweed  srrown 
Soee  o'er  the  waters,  twine  and  tangle  thrown 
Too  tfaiek,  too  fast  accunralating  round, 
Too  sore  to  oTer-riot  and  eonfoand 
Ere  looflr  each  brilliant  islet  with  itself, 
Unless  a  second  shock  sare  shoal  and  shelf, 
Whirling  the  sea-drift  wide  :  alas,  the  bruised 
And  snilen  wreck  t    Sunlight  to  be  diffused 
For  that !    Sunlight,  *neaui  which,  a  scum  at 

firsts 
The  million  fibres  of  our  chokeweed  nurst 
t^preacl  themselves,  maatling*   the  troubled 


Aad,  shattered  by  those  rocks,  took  hold  again, 

So  kindly  biased  it  —  that  same  blaze  to  brood 

OVr  every  cluster  of  the  multitude 

Sdll  haaaraii^  new  clasps,  ties,  filaments, 

An  emnloiia  exchange  oi  pulses,  rents 

(H  Datmre  into  nature ;  till  some  growth 

rnfancted  yet,  exuberantly  clothe 

Tb«  Ghl-      A  sotface  solid  now,  continuous,  one : 

brilnw*         ^*The  Pupe,  for  us  the  People,  who 

«iab :  the         begun 

JjjJ**'         The  People,  carries  on  the  People 

*'™-  thus, 

To  keep  that  Kaiser  off  and  dwell  with  us  P* 

JSp*  you? 

Or  say.  Two  Principles  that  live 
Each  fitly  by  its  liepresentatiTe. 
**  Hill-cat  '*  —  who  called  him  so  ?  —  the  grace- 
fullest 
AdTenturer.  the  ambiguous  strangerfr^est 
()f  Lombaray  (sleek  but  tliat  rulfling  for. 
Those  talons  to  their  sheath  t)  whose  veWet 

pair 
Soothes  jealous  neighbors  when  a  Saxon  scout 

—  Arpo  or  Yoland,  is  it  ?  —  one  without 
A  conntry  or  a  name,  presumes  to  couch 
Beakie  their  noblest ;  until  men  avouch 
That,  of  all  Houses  in  the  Trevisan, 
Conrad  descries  no  fitter,  rear  or  van, 

Thau  Ecelo !    They  laughed  as  they 
•^        enrolled 
1,^^    That  name  at  Milan  on  the  page  of 

o(  thoM,  K^l<lt 

Oodego^s  lord,  —  Ramon,  Marostica, 
Cartigjion,  Basaano,  Loria, 
And  every  sheep-cote  on  the  Suabian^s  fief ! 
No  lai%:fater  when  his  son, "  the  Lombard  Chief  " 
Forsooth,  as  Barbaroasa^s  path  was  bent 
To  Italy  along  the  Vale  of  Trent, 
Wehxmied  him  at  Roncaglia  I    Sadness  now  — 
The  hamlets  nested  on  the  Tvrors  brow. 
The  A  solan  and  EiigAnt;an  hills. 
The  KheCian  and  the  Julian,  sadness  fills 
Them  all,  for  Ecelin  vouchsafes  to  stay 
Amams  "nd  care  about  them ;  day  by  day 
(iMiomng  this  pinnacle,  the  other  spot, 
A  castle  bnildmg  to  defend  a  co^^, 
A  eni  built  for  a  castle  to  defend. 
Nothing  bat  castles,  castles,  nor  an  end 
Tu  boasts  how  mountain  ridge  may  join  with 

ridge 
By  sunken  gallenr  and  soaring  bridge. 
He  takes,  in  brief,  a  figure  that  beseems 
The  iniesiiest  irightmare  of  the  Churches  dreams, 

—  A  Signoty  flmi'Tooted,  nnestrauged 


lo*« 


From  its  old  interests,  and  nowise  changed 
Bv  its  new  neighborhood  :  perchance  the  vaunt 
Or  Otho,  **  my  own  Este  shall  supplant 
Your  Este,'*  come  to  pass.    The  sire  led  in 
A  son  as  cruel ;  and  tiiis  Ecelin 
Had  sons^  in  turn,  and  daughters  sly  and  tall 
And  curhng  and  compliant ;  but  for  all 
Ruraauo  (so  they  styled  him)  throve,  that  neck 
Of  his  so  pinched  and  white,  that  hungry  cheek 
Proved  ^twas  some  fiend,  not  him,  the  manV 

flesh  went 
To  feed :  whereas  Romanovs  instrument. 
Famous  Taurello  Salinguerra,  aole 
I'  the  world,  a  tree  whose  boughs  were  slipt  the 

bole 
Successively,  wh^  should  not  he  shed  blood 
To  further  a  design  ?    Men  undeistood 
Living  was  pleasant  to  him  as  he  wore 
His  careless  surooat,  glauoed  some  missive  o^er. 
Propped  on  his  truncheon  in  the  pubHc  way, 
While  his  lord  lifted  writhen  hands  to  pray, 
Lost  at  Oliero^s  convent. 

HillHsats,  face 
Our  Azzo,  our  Quelf-Lion  !     Why  disgrace 
As  Azzo       A  worthiness  conspicuous  near  and 
Lord  of  far 

Bate  beads    (Atii  at  Rome  while  free  and  eonsu- 
these.  lar, 

Este  at  Padua  who  repulsed  the  Hun) 
By  trumpeting  the  Churches  mincely  son  ? 
—  Styled  Patron  of  Rovigo*s  Polesine, 
Aiicona's  march,  Ferran^s  .  .  .  ask,  in  fine, 
Our  chronicles,  commenced  when  some  <dd  monk 
Found  it  intolerable  to  be  sui^ 
(Vexed  to  the  quick  by  his  revoltiiig  cell) 
Quite  out  of  summer  while  alive  and  well : 
Ended  when  by  his  mat  the  Prior  stood, 
*Mid  busy  promptings  of  the  brotherhood, 
Striving  to  coax  from  his  decrepit  brains 
The  reason  Father  Porphjrry  took  pains 
To  blot  those  ten  lines  out  which  used  to  stand 
First  on  their  charter  drawn  by  Hildebrand. 

The  same  night  wears.    Veronals  rule  of  yore 
Was  vested  in  a  certain  Twenty-four ; 
Count  And  while  within  his  palace  these  de- 

IUchsH*s         bate 

PslAceat      Concerning   Richard  and  Ferrara^s 
Verous.  f^te. 

Glide  we  by  clapping  doors,  with  sudden  glare 
Of  cressets  vented  on  the  dark,  nor  care 
For  aught  that  ^s  seen  or  heard  until  we  shut 
The  smother  in,  the  lights,  all  noises  but 
The  carroch's  booming:  safe  at  last  I     Why 

strange 
Such  a  recess  should  Inrk  behind  a  range 
Of  banq  net-rooms  ?    Your  finger  —  thus  —  yon 

push 
A  sprinir,  and  the  wall  opens,  would  you  rush 
Upon  the  banoneters,  select  your  prey, 
Waiting  (the  siaughter-weapons  in  the  way 
Strewing  this  ver^  bench)  with  sharpened  ear 
A  i>reconcerted  signal  to  appear ; 
Or  if  you  simply  crouch  with  beating  heart, 
or  the  Bearing  in  some  voluptuous  pageant 

ronple  part 

found  To  startle  thpm.     Nor  mutes  nor 

therein,  masqners  now  ; 

Norany  . . .  does  that  ooe  man  sleep  whoso  brow 
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Hie  dyiiw  lamp^flAme  nnks  and  rises  o'er  ? 
What  woman  stood  beside  him  ?  not  the  more 
Is  he  unfastened  from  the  earnest  eyes 
Because  that  arras  fell  between  I    Her  wise 
And  lullini;  words  are  yet  about  the  room. 
Her  presence  wholly  poured  upon  the  icloom 
Down  even  to  her  vesture^s  creeping  stir. 
And  so  reclines  he,  saturate  with  her. 
Until  an  outcry  from  the  square  beneath 
Pierces   the   charm:    he  springs  up,  glad   to 

breathe, 
AboTC  the  cunning  element,  and  shakes 
The  stupor  off  as  (look  yon)  mcuning  breaks 
On  the  gav  dress,  and,  near  concealed  by  it. 
The  lean  frame  like  a  half-burnt  tafwr,  lit 
Erst  at  some  marriage-feast,  then  bud  away 
Till  the  Armenian  bridegroom^  dying  day. 
In  his  wool  wedding-robe. 

For  he — for  he, 
Gate-Tein  of  this  hearts'  blood  of  Lombardy, 
(If  I  should  falter  now)  —  for  he  is  thine  I 
Sordello,  thy  forerunner,  Florentine  I 
A  herald-fftar  I  know  thou  didst  absorb 
Kelentless  into  the  consummate  orb 
That  scared  it  from  its  risJit  to  roll  along 
A  sempiternal  path  with  dance  and  song 
Fnlfilting  its  allotted  period, 
Serenest  of  the  progeny  of  God  — 
Who  yet  resigns  it  not  1    His  darling  stoops 
With  no  quenched  lights,  desponds  with  no  olank 

troops 
Of  disenfranchised  brilliances,  for,  blent 
Utterly  with  thee,  its  shy  element 
Like  thine  upbumeth  raosperous  and  clear. 
Still,  what  if  I  approach  the  august  sphere 
Named  now  with  only  one  name,  disentwine 
That  undercurrent  soft  and  ar^ntine 
From  its  fierce  mate  in  the  majestic  mass 
Leavened  as  the  sea  whose  fire  wss  mizt  with 

glass 
In  John's  transcendent  vision,  —  launch  once 

more 

That  lustre  ?    Dante,  pacer  of  the  shore 

Where  glutted  hell  dn^orgeth  filthiest  gloom, 

Unbitten  by  its  whirring  sulphnr'Spunie  — 

Or  whence  the  grieved  and  obscure  waters  slope 

Into  a  darkness  quieted  by  hope ; 

Plucker  of  amnninths  grown  beneath  God's  eye 

In  gracious  twilights  vrhere  hn  chosen  lie,  — 

I  would  do  this !    If  I  should  falter  now  1 

In  Mantua  territory  half  is  slough. 

One  be-        Qijf  pine-tree  forest ;  maples,  scarlet 
lonimto  ^^^^  *^^ 

Birtbidsce.  ^'^^^  ^*^^  ^^^  river-beds ;  even  filin- 

cin  chokes 
With  sand  the  summer  through :  but 't  is  mo- 


In  winter  up  to  Mantua  walls.    Thers  was. 

Some  thirty  Team  before  this  evening's  coil. 

One  spot  reclaimed  from  the  surrounding  spoil, 

Goito ;  just  a  castle  built  amid 

A  few  low  mountains :  firs  and  larehes  hid 

Their  main  defiles,  and  rings  of  vineyard  bonnd 

The  rest.    Some  cantured  creature  in  a  pound. 

Whose  artl«><«  wonder  quite  precludes  distrsas. 

Secure  beside  in  its  own  loveliness. 

So  peered  with  airy  head,  below,  above, 

The  c— tie  at  its  tnls,  the  lapwings  love 


CosUeat 
Ooito, 


To  glean  amon^  at  grape-time.    Fmm  within. 
A  maze  of  comdors  contrived  for  sin, 
Dusk  windini^-stairs,  dim  ealleries  got  nast. 
You  gain  the  inmost  chambers,  gain  at  last 
A  maple-panelled  room :  that  hiwe  which  seems 
Floating  about  the  panel,  if  there  gleams 
A  sunbeam  over  it,  will  turn  to  gold 
And  in  lightr^raven  characters  unfold 
The  Arab's  wisdom  evenrwhere ;  what  shade 
Marred  them  a  moment,  those  slim  piUarsmade, 
Cut  like  a  company  of  palms  to  prop 
The  roof,  each  jussing  top  entwmea  with  top, 
1  leaning  together ;  in  the  carver's  mind 
Some  knot  of  bacchanals,  flushed  cheek  com- 
bined 
With  straining  forehead,  shonldera  purpled,  hair 
Diffused  between,  who  in  a  goatrskm  bear 
A  vintage  \  graceful  sister-palms  1    But  quick 
To  the  mam  wonder,  now.    A  vault,  see ;  thick 
.  _  Black  shaae  about  the  ceiling,  thoni^ 

AVsttlt  fine  slits 

iuaide  the     ^,„^  ^  bttttiesa  suffer  light  hv  fiU 
Upon  a  marvel  in  the  miaat.    Nay, 
stoop  — 

A  dullisfa  grasr^streaked  onmbrDUs  font,  a  group 
Round  it,  —  each  side  of  it,  where'er  one  sees,  — 
Upholds  it ;  shrinking  Caryatides 
Ot  just-tinged  marble  like  Eve's  lilied  flesh 
Beneath  her  maker's  finger  when  the  fresh 
First  pulse  of  life  shot  brightraing  the  snow. 
The  font's  edge  burdens  every  shoulder,  ao 
They  muse  upon  tlie  ground,  eyelids  half  closed ; 
Some,  with  meek  arma  behind  their  backs  dis- 
posed. 
Some,  crossed  above  their  bosoms,  some,  to  veil 
Their  eyes,  some,  propping  chin  and  cheek  so 

Some,  nansing  slack  an  utter  helpless  length 
Dead  as  a  buried  vestal  whose  whole  strength 
Goes  when  the  grate  above  shuts  heavily. 
So  dwell  these  noiseless  girls,  patient  to  see. 
Like  priestessee  because  of  sm  impure 
Penanced  forever,  who  resigned  endure. 
Having  that  once  drunk  sweetness  to  the  dregs. 
And  every  eve,  Sordello's  visit  begs 
Pardon  for  them :  constant  as  eve  he  came 
To  sit  beside  each  in  her  tarn,  the  same 
As  one  of  them,  a  certain  spsce :  and  awe 

Made  a  great  indistinctness  till  he  saw 
And  what     Sunset  slant  cheerful  through    the 
STid^         buttress-chinks, 
there.  ^'^  seven  tiroes  globed  ;  surely  our 

maiden  shrinks 
And  a  smile  stirs  her  as  if  one  faint  grain 
Her  load  were  Ht^htened,  one  shadv  leas  the  stain 
Obscured  her  forebead,  yet  one  more  bead  slipt 
From  off  the  rosary  whereby  the  crypt 
Keeps  count  of  the  contritions  of  its  cfaaifw  ? 
Then  with  a  step  more  light,  a  heart  more  large. 
He  may  depart,  leave  her  and  every  one 
To  linger  out  the  penance  in  mnte  stooe. 
Ah,  bntSordeUo?    'T  is  the  tale  I  mean 
To  tell  you. 

In  this  castle  may  be  seen. 
On  the  hill-tops,  or  underneath  the  vines. 
Or  eastward  by  the  mound  of  firs  and  paaaa 
That  shuts  out  Mantna,  still  in  Innnlinwi, 
A  slender  boy  in  a  loose  page's  drssst 
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Sordello:  do  but  look  od  him  awliile 
Wfttehiiiff  Ct  is  aatmnn)  with  an  earnest  smile 
The  Doisy  nock  of  thievish  birds  at  work 
4wwMig  tlM  yellowing:  Tlneyards ;  see  him  Inrk 

(^18  winter  with    its  sullenest  of 
Htoboy-  storms) 

tiiedoaain  Beside  that  arras-length  of  broidered 

On  tiptoe,  lifting  in  both  hands  a  Ijfi^t 
Which  makes  yon  warrior  a  visage  flutter  bright 

—  Ecelo,  dismal  father  of  the  brood. 
And  Eeelin,  close  to  the  girl  he  wooed, 
Anna,  and  their  Child,  with  all  his  wives 
FVom  Agnes  to  the  Tnsoan  that  survives. 
Lady  of  the  castle,  Adelaide.    His  face 

—  Look,  now  he  turns  away  1    Yourselves  shall 


iThe  delicate  nostril  swerving  wide  and  fine, 
A  sharp  and  restless  lip,  so  well  oombine 
With  tnat  cafan  brow)  a  soul  fit  to  receive 
l>el]ght  at  every  sense  ;  you  can  believe 
Sirdello  foremost  in  the  regal  class 
Nature  has  broadly  severed  from  her  mass 
(>f  men,  and  framed  for  pleasure,  as  she  frames 
.Nime  happy  lands,  that  have  luxurious  names. 
Fur  loose  fertility  ;  a  footfall  there 
Nuffioes  to  upturn  to  the  warm  air 
Half-germmating  spices :  mere  decay 
Produces  richer  life :  and  day  by  day 
New  pcJIen  on  the  lil^-petal  grows. 
And  still  more  labynnthine  buds  the  rose. 
Yon  reeogniie  at  once  the  finer  dress 
(H  flesh  UAt  amplv  lets  in  loveliness 
At  eys  wtd  ear,  while  round  the  rest  is  furled 
As  thoqgfa  she  would  not  trust  them  with  her 

world) 
A  veil  that  shows  a  sky  not  near  so  blue. 
And  lets  but  half  the  sun  look  fervid  through. 

How  can  such  love  ?  —  like  souls  on 
^'^  *  each  full-fraught 

!!^^£    Discovery  brooding,  blind  at  first  to 

Beyond  its  beauty,  till  exceeding  love 
Beoomas  an  aching  weight ;  and,  to  remove 
A  cone  that  haunts  sucn  natures  —  to  preclude 
Their  fitiding  out  themselves  can  work  no  good 
To  what  they  love  nor  make  it  ver^  blest 
Bv  their  enoeavor,—  thev  are  fain  mvest 
Tne  lifeless  thii^  with  life  from  their  own  soul. 
Availing  it  to  purpose,  to  control, 
To  dwaD  distinot  and  nave  peculiar  joy 
And  separate  interests  that  may  employ 
That  beanty  fitly,  for  its  proper  sake. 
Nor  rest  they  here ;  fresh  births  of  beauty  wake 
Fresh  homage,  everv  grade  of  love  is  past. 
With  every  mode  of  loveliness:  then  cast 
Inferior  idols  off  their  borrowed  crown 
Before  a  eoming  glory.     Up  and  down 
Runs  arrowy  fire,   while  earthly  forms  com- 


To  throb  the  secret  forth ;  a  touch  divine  — 

And  the  sealed  eveball  owns  the  mvstic  rod ; 

Visibly  through  his  garden  walketn  God. 

Whatde*         ^  fi^r^  they.    Now  revert.    One 

•oCMHMh  character 

»iool*>         Denotes  them  through  the  progress 

IHi^iiHS  and  the  stir, — 

A  need  to  blend  with  each  external  charm. 


Bury  themselves,  the  whole  heart  wide  and 

warm, — 
In  something  not  themselves ;  they  would  be- 
long 
To  what   they   worship  —  stronger  and  more 

strong 
Thus  prodigidly  fed  —  which  gathers  shape 
And  feature,  soon  imprisons  past  escape 
The  votary  framed  to  love  and  to  submit 
Nor  ask,  as  passionate  he  kneels  to  it, 
Whence  grew  the  idoFs  empery.    So  runs 
A  legpend  :  light  had  birth  ere  moons  and  suns. 
Flowing  tnrough  space  a  river  and  alone. 
Till  chaos  burst  and  blank  the  spheres  were 

strown 
Hither  and  thither,  foundering  and  blind : 
When  into  each  of  them  rush^  light  —  to  find 
Itself  no  place,  foiled  of  its  radiant  chance. 
Let  each  forego  their  just  inheritance  I 
For  there 's  a  class  that  eagerly  looks,  too. 
On  beauty,  but,  unlike  the  gentler  crew. 
Proclaims  each  new  revealment  bom  a  twin 
With  a  dtstinctest  consciousness  within. 
Referring  still  the  quality,  now  fint 
Revealeo,  to  their  own  soul  —  its  instinct  nnised 
In  silence,  now  remembered  better,  shown 
More  thoroughly,  but  not  the  less  their  own ; 
A  dream  come  true ;  the  special  exercise 
How  poets   Of  any  special  function  that  implies 
daaa  st       The  being  fair,  or  good,  or  wise,  or 
!•■•*•»—  strong. 

Dormant  within  their  nature  all  along  — 
Whose  fault  ?    So,  homage,  other  souls  direct 
Without,  turns  inward.       How  should  this  de- 
ject 
Thee,    soul  ?  "    they    murmur  ;    "  wherefore 

strength  be  quelled 
Because,  its  trivial  accidents  withheld. 
Organs  are  missed  that  dog  the  world,  inert, 
Wanting  a  will,  to  quicken  and  exett. 
Like  thme  —  existence  cannot  satiate. 
Cannot  surprise  ?    Laugh  thou  at  envious  fate. 
Who,  from  earth*s  rimplest  combination  stampt 
WitJi  individuality  — uncrampt 
By  living  its  faint  elemental  ufe, 
Dost  soar  to  heaven^s  complexest  essence,  rife 
With  grandeurs,  nnaffronted  to  the  last, 
v^Kn..^    Equal  to  being  all!" 
Forhaoor,  In  truth?    Thou  hast 

Life,  then  —  wilt  challenge  life  for  us :  our  race 
Is  vindicated  so,  obtains  its  place 
In  thy  ascent,  the  first  of  us  ;  whom  we 
May  follow,  to  the  meanest,  finally, 
,.    .  With  our  more  bounded  wills  ? 

^■*»»°»^-  Ah,  but  to  find 

A  certain  mood  enervate  such  a  mind. 
Counsel  it  dumber  in  the  solitude 
Thus  reached,  nor,  stooping,  taak   for  man- 
kind's good 
Its  nature  just  as  life  and  time  accord 
**  —  Too  narrow  an  arena  to  reward 
Emprise  —  the  worid^s  occasion  worthless  since 
Not  absolutely  fitted  to  evince 
Its  mastei^ !  "    Or  if  yet  worse  befall, 
And  a  desire  possess  it  to  put  all 
That  nature  forth,  forcing  our  straitened  sphere 
Contain  it,  —  to  display  completely  here 
The  mastery  another  life  should  learn. 
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Thnutiiifr  in  time  eternity's  oonoem,— 
So  that  iSordeUo  .  .  . 

_     .  Fool,  who  spied  the  mark 

nav  the       ^^  leprosy  upon  him,  violet-dark 
Oodsarert    Already  as  he  loiters?    Bom  just 

now. 
With  the  new  ceiitory,  beside  the  {flow 
And  efflorescence  out  of  barbarism ; 
Witness  a  Greek  or  two  from  the  abysm 
That  stray  through  florenoe-town  with  studi* 

ous  air, 
Calminsr  the  chisel  of  that  Pisan  pair : 
If  Nicolo  should  carve  a  Christus  yet ! 
While  at  8iena  Lb  Gnidone  set, 
Forehead  on  hand ;  a  uainful  birth  must  be 
Matured  ere  Saint  Eutemia^s  sacristy 
Or  transept  gather  fruits  of  one  gi^at  gaze 
At  the  moon :  look  you !    The  same  orange 

haze,  — 
The  same  blue  stripe  round  that  —  and,  in  the 

midst^ 
Thy  spectral  whiteness.  Mother-maid,  who  didst 
Pursue  the  dizzy  painter  I 

Woe,  then,  worth 
Any  officious  babble  letting  forth 
The  leprosy  confirmed  and  ruinous 
To  spirit  lodged  in  a  contracted  house  I 
Go  back  to  the  beginning,  rather ;  blend 
It  gently  with  Soraellu^s  life  ;  the  end 
Is  inteous,  you  mav  see,  but  much  between 
Pleasawt  enough.    Meantime,  some  pyx  to  screen 
The  f  ull-^prown  pest,  some  lid  to  shut  upon 
'liie  gobhn !    So  they  found  at  Babylon, 
((^oUeagues,  mad  Lucius  and  sage  Antonine) 
Sacking  the  city,  by  Apollo^s  shrine, 
In  rummaging  among  the  rarities, 
A  certain  coffer ;  he  who  made  the  prize 
f)pened  it  greedUy ;  and  out  tiiere  curled 
Just  such  another  pls^e,  for  half  the  world 
Was  stung.    Crawl  in  then,   hag,  and  couch 

asqnat. 
Keeping  that  blotchy  bosom  thick  in  spot 
llntu  your  time  is  ripe  I    The  coffer*lid 
Is  fastened,  and  the  coffer  safely  hid 
Under  the  Lozian's  choicest  gifts  of  gold. 

Who  will  may  hear  Sordellu*s  story  told, 
And  how  he  never  could  remember  when 
He  dwelt  not  at  Goito.    Calmly,  then. 

About    this    secret    lodge  of   Ade- 
From  9or-        laide's 

?n  childf  "*    <'l>d^d  ^»»  y<>«^  »^»y ;  beyond  the 
hood.  glades 

On  the  fir-forest  border,  and  the  rim 
()f  the  low  range  of  mountain,  was  for  him 
No  other  worid :  but  this  appeared  his  own 
To  wander  through  at  pleasure  and  alone. 
The  castle  too  seemed  empty ;  far  and  wide 
Might  he  disport ;  only  the  northern  side 
l^y  under  a  mysterious  interdict  — 
Might,  just  enough  remembered  to  restrict 
His  roaming  to  the  corridors,  the  vault 
Where  those  font-bearers  expiate  their  fault. 
The  maple-chamber,  and  the  little  nooks 
And  nests,  and  breerv  parapet  that  looks 
(Ker  the  woods  to  Mantua  :  there  he  strolled. 
.S>me  foreign  women-servants,  verv  old. 
Tended  and  crept  about  him  —all  his  clue 
Vv  the  world *s  business  and  embroiled  ado 


Distant  a  dozen  hill-tops  at  the  most. 

And   first   a   simple   sense   of  life 
U  bu  f  engrossed 

hi  chUd-     J>«rd«Uo  in  lu«  drowsy  Paradise ; 
iahfancv.     '^^  day^s  adveutures  for  the  dsv 

sumce  — 
Its  constant  tribute  of  perceptions  strange. 
With  sleep  and  stir  in  healthy  interchange, 
Suffice,  and  leave  him  for  the  next  at  ease 
Like  the  great  iialmer-wonn  that  strips  the 

trees. 
Eats  the  life  out  of  every  luscious  plant. 
And,  when  September  finds  Uiem  sere  or  scam. 
Puts  forth  two  wondrous  wingleta.  alters  quite. 
And  hies  him  after  unforeseen  delight. 
So  fed  Sordello,  not  a  shard  dissheatlied ; 
As  ever,  rowid  each  new  discovery,  wreatheil 
Luxuriantly  the  fancies  infantine 
His  admiration,  bent  on  making  fine 
Its  novel  friend  at  any  risk,  would  fling 
In  gay  profusion  forth ;  a  ficklest  king. 
Confessed  those  minions  I  —  eager  to  aispense 
So  much  from  his  own  stock  of  Uiought  and 

sense 
As  might  enable  each  to  stand  alone 
And  serve  him  for  a  fellow  ;  with  his  own. 
Joining  the  qualities  that  just  before 
Had  graced  some  older  favorite.      Thus  they 

wore 
A  fluctuating  halo,  yesterday 
Set  flicker  and  to-morrow  filched  away,  — 
Those  upland  objects  each  of  separate  luuue, 
Each  with  an  aspect  never  twice  the  same. 
Waxing  and  waning  as  the  new-bom  host 
Of  fancies,  like  a  smgle  night's  hoar-frost, 
101.1  u         Gave  to  familiar  things  a  £ac«  gro- 
^**  tesque ; 

blowout      (^y^  preserving  through  the  mad 
s  graat  burlesque 

bubble,         A    grave   regard.      Conceive!    th«t 

orpine  patch 
Blossoming  earliest  on  the  lug-house  thatch 
The  dav  those  archers  wound  along  the  vinfis  — 
Related  to  the  Chief  that  left  their  linea 
To  climb  with  clinking  step  the  northern  stair 
Up  to  the  solitary  chambers  where 
Sordello  never  came.      Thus    thrall    reached 

thrall ; 
He  oVr^festooning  svery  interval, 
As  the  adventurous  spiaer,  making  light 
Of  distance,  shoots  her  threads  from  depth  to 

height, 
From  barbican  to  battlement :  so  flung 
Fantasies  forth  and  m  their  centre  swung 
Our  architect,  —  the  breezy  inoniing  freMi 
AbovCj  and  merry,  —  all  his  waving  luesh 
Laughing  with  lucid  dew-drops  raiubow-t*«lg*^l 

This  world  of  ours  by  tacit  pact  is  plediped 
To  laving  such  a  spangled  fabric  low 
Whether  by  gradual  brush  or  gallant  blow. 
But  its  abundant  will  was  balked  here :  doulit 
Being  Rose  tardily  in  one  so  fenced  altout 

■ecore  From  most  that  nurtures  jud|Cin«'nt. 

awhile  care  and  pain : 

froin  io-       Judgment,  that  dull  expedient    «p 
^•*°°-  are  fain. 

Less  favore<l,  to  adopt  betimes  and  forcv 
Stead  us,  diverted  from  our  natural  oonm** 
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Of  jays — oontriTe  aome  yet  amid  the  dearth, 
Vary  and  render  them,  it  may  be,  worth 
Most  we  foreeo.    Snppoee  iSordeilo  henoe 
Selfish  enoufirh,  without  a  mond  sense 
However  feeble ;  what  informed  the  boy 
Others  desired  a  portion  in  ids  juv  ? 
Or   say   a   mthiul   chance    broke    woof  and 

warp  — 
A  heron's  nest  beat  down  by  March  wiuds  sharp, 
A  fawn  broathluao  beneath  the  precipice, 
A  bird  with  unsoiied  breast  and  unfilmed  eyes 
Warm  in  the  brake — could  these  undo  the 

trance 
Lapping  iSordeUo  ?    Not  a  circnmstance 
That  makes  for  you,  friend  Naddo  I    £at  f em- 

»sed 
And  peer  beside  us  and  report  indeed 
If  (your  word)  ** genius**  dawned  with  throes 

and  stings 
And  the  whole  fiery  catalogue,  while  springs. 
Summers  and  winters  quietly  carae  ana  went. 
Time  put  at  leng^  that  period  to  content. 
By  ri^t  the  world  should  have  impost^d:  be- 
reft 
Of  its  good  office,  Sordello,  left 
To  stndy  his  companions,  manag^  rip 
Their  fringe  off,  learn  the  true  relationship. 
Cure  with  its  crust,  their  nature  with  his  own : 
Amid  his  wild-wood  sights  he  lived  alone. 
As  if  the  poppy  felt  with  him  1    Though  he 
Partook  toe  poppy's  red  effrontery 
Till  Autumn  spoded  their  fleering  quite  with 

rain. 
And,  turbanless,  a  coarse  brown  rattling  crane 
Lay  bare.     That  *s  gone  :    yet  why  renounce, 

for  that. 
His  disenchanted  tributaries  —  flat 
iVrhapB,  but  scarce  so  utterly  forlorn. 
Their  simple  presence  might  not  well  be  borne 
Whijae  parley  was  a  transport  once  :  recall 
Tlie  poppy's  gifts,  it  flaunts  you,  after  all, 
A  popoy :  —  wh;f  distrust  tJie  evidence 
Of  eacn  soon  satisfied  and  healthy  sense  ? 
Bnt  it  '^^^  new-bom  jud^nent  answered, 

p.;  '*  little  boots 

new-      Beholding  other  creatures'  attributes 
t  And  having  none  I  "  or,  say  that  it 

suflioed, 

"  Vet,  oould  one  but  possess,  one's  self,"  (enticed 
Judisment)    ^'some  special  oflicel"     Naught 

beside 
S^rrea  you?    **Well  then,  be  somehow  justi- 
fied 
Fur  this  ignoble  wish  to  circumscribe 
And  eoncentrate,  rather  than  swell,  the  tribe 
iH  actual  pleasures :  what,  now,  from  without 
Kffects  it ;'  —  proves,  despite  a  lurking  doubt. 
Mere  symi>ath^  sufficient,  trouble  spared  ? 
That,  taatintf  joys  by  proxy  thus,  yon  fared 

The  better  for  them  ? '^  Thus  much 
J™^  craved  his  soul. 

Alas,  from  the  beginning   love   is 

whole 
And  true  ;  if  sure  of  nai^ht  beside, 
most  sure 
^>f  its  own  truth  at  least :  nor  may  endure 
A  crowd  to  see  its  face,  that  cannot  know 
l{<fw  but  the  pulses  throb  its  heart  below. 


anJ 

boru 
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While  its  own  helplessness  and  utter  want 

Of  means  to  worthily  be  ministrant 

To  what  it  worships,  do  but  fan  the  more 

Its  flame,  exalt  the  idol  far  before 

Itself  as  it  would  have  it  ever  be. 

Souls  like  Sordello,  on  the  contrary. 

Coerced  and  put  to  shame,  retaining  will, 

Care  little,  take  mysterious  comfort  still. 

But  look  forth  tremblingly  to  ascertain 

If  others  judge  their  claims  not  urged  in  vain. 

And  say  for  them  their  stifled  thoughts  aloud. 

So,  they  must  ever  live  before  a  crowd : 

—  "  Vanity,"  Naddo  tells  you. 

Whence  contrive 
A  crowd,  now  ?    From  these  women  just  alive. 
That  archer-troop?    Forth  glided  — not  alone 
Each  painted  warrior,  every  girl  of  stone. 
Nor  Adelaide  (bent  double  o'er  a  scroll. 
One  maiden  at  her  knees,  that  eve,  his  soul 
Shook  as  he  stumbled   through   the   arraa'd 

glooms 
On  them,  for,  'mid  quaint  robes  and  weird  per* 

fumes. 
Started  the  meafi:re  Tuscan  up,  —  her  eyes. 
The  maiden's,  auo,  bluer  with  surprise) 

—  But  the  entire  out^world  :  whatever,  scraps 
And   snatches,  song   and   story,  dreams  per- 

.haps. 
Conceited  the  world's  offices,  and  he 
Had  hitherto  transferred  to  flower  or  tree. 
Not  counted  a  befitting  heritage 
Elach,  of  its  own  right,  sii^ly  to  engage 
Some  man,  no  other,  —  sucn  now  dared  to  stand 
Alone.    Strength,  wisdom,  grace  on  every  hand 
Soon  disengaged  themselves,  and  he  discerned 
A  sort  of  human  life :  at  least,  was  turned 
„  ^.  A  stream  of  lifelike  figures  through 

Hethcre-        his  brain. 

crtMitM        Lord,  liegeman,  valvaasor  and  suxe- 

such  a  T^'*"?'  ,,      , 

company ;    £re    he    oould   choose,    surrounded 

him ;  a  stuff 

To  work  his  pleasure  on  ;  there,  sure  encragh : 

But  as  for  gazing,  what  shall  fix  that  gaze  ? 

Are  they  to  simplv  testify  the  ways 

He  who  convoked  them  sends  his  soul  along 

With  the  cloud's  thimder  or  a  dove's  brood' 

song? 

—  While  they  live  each  his  life,  boast  each  his 
Each  of  own 

which.         Peculiar  dower  of  bliss,  stand  each 
leadinff  alone 

its  own         Xn  some  one  point  where  something 
"'"•  dearest  loved 

Is  easiest  gained  —  far  worthier  to  be  proved 
Than  aught  he  envies  in  the  forest-wights  I 
No  simple  and  self-evident  delights. 
But  mixed  desires  of  unimagined  range. 
Contrasts  or  combinations,  new  and  strange. 
Irksome  perhaps,  yet  plainly  recognized 
By  this,  the  sudden  company  —  loves  prized 
By  those  who  are  to  prize  his  own  amount 
Of  loves.     Once  care  because  such  make  ac- 
count. 
Allow  that  foreign  recognitions  stamp 
The  current  valne,  and  nis  crowd  .sliall  vamp 
Him  connterfeits  enough  ;  and  so  their  print 
Be  on  the  piece  't  is  gold,  attests  tiie  nunt. 


62 


SORDELLO 


And  "good/*  pioooniioe  they  whom  his  new 

appeal 
Ib  made  to :  tf  their  oaenal  print  conceal  — 
This  arbitrary  good  of  theirs  o'ergloas 
What  he  haa  lived  without,  nor  felt  the  loas — 
Qualities  strange,  ungainly,  wearisome, 

—  What  matter  ?    tSo  must  speech  expand  the 

dumb 
Part-eigh,  part-smile  with  which  Sordello,  late 
Whom  no  poor  woodland-sigrhts  could  satiate, 
Betakes  lumaelf  to  stud^  hungrilr 
Just  what  the  puppets  hu  crude  fantasy 
8uppoees    notablest,  —  popes,    kings,    priests, 

knights,  -- 
May  please  to  promulgate  for  appetites ; 
Aooeptang  all  tneir  artificial  joys 
Not  as  he  views  them,  but  ss  he  emplovs 
Each  shape  to  estimate  the  other*s  stock 
Of  attributes,  whereon  —  a  marshalled  flock 
Of  auUiorized  enjoyments —  he  may  spend 
Himself,  be  men,  now,  as  he  used  to  blend 
With  tree    and  flower  —  nay  more  entirely, 

else 
*T  were  mockery :  for  instance,  *"*"  How  excels 
My  life  that  ehieftain*s  ? '*  (who  apprised  the 

youth 
Eeelinj  here,  becomes  this  month,  in  truth, 
Impenal  Vicar  ?)    ^^  Turns  he  in  his  tent 
Remissly  ?    Be  it  so  -^my  head  is  bent 
Delioiously  amid  my  girls  to  sleep. 
What  if  he  stalks  the  iVentine-DasB?  Ton  steep 
I  dimbed  an  hour  ago  with  little  toil : 
We  are  alike  there.    But  can  I,  too,  foil 
The  GnelTs  paid  stabber,  eaxelessly  afford 
Saint  Mark's  a  spectacle,  the  sleight  o'  the 

sword 
Baifling  the  treason  in  a  moment  ?  "    Here 
No  rescue  I    Poppy  he  is  none,  but  peer 
To  Eoelia.  assurscuy :  his  hand. 
Fashioned  no  otherwise,  should  wield  a  brand 
With  £eelin*8  success  —  try,  now  !    He  soon 
Wss  satisfied,  returned  ss  to  the  moon 
From  earth;  left  each  abortive  boy*ft-attempt 
HasqusU-    For  feats,  from  failure  happily  ex- 
Mm  impo»-        cmpt, 

Bibtotos      In  fancy  at  his  beck.    ''One  day  I 
boy,  wiU 

Accomplish  it  I    Are  they  not  older  still 

—  Not  grown  np  men  and  women  ?    *T  is  be- 

side 
Only  a  dream ;  and  though  I  must  abide 
Witn  dreams  now,  I  may  find  a  thorouiph  Tent 
For  all  myself,  acquire  an  instrument 
For  acting  what  these  people  act ;  my  soul 
Huntii^  a  body  out  may  gain  its  whole 
Desire  some  day  I  **    How  else  express  chagrin 
And  resignation,  show  the  hope  steal  in 
With  which  he  let  sink  from  an  aching  wrist 
The  rough-hewn  ash-bow?     Straight,  a  gold 

shaft  biased 
Into  the  Syrian  air,  struck  Malek  down 
Superbly  I     ''Crosses   to  the  breach  I    God's 

Town 
Is  gained  him  back  I  *'    Why  bend  rough  aah- 

bowamore? 
Tlitts  lives  he :  if  not  careless  as  before. 
Comforted :  for  one  may  anticipate. 
Rehearse  the  future,  be  prepared  when  fate 


Shall  have  prepared  in  turn  real  men  whose 

names 
Startle,  real  places  of  enormous  fames, 
Este  abroad  and  Eoelin  at  home 
To  worship  him.  —  Mantua,  Verona,  Rome 
To  witness  it.    Who  grudges  time  so  spent  f 
Rather  test  qualities  to  heart's  content  — 
Summon  them,  thrice  selected,  near  and  far  — 
Compress  the  starriest  into  one  star. 
So,  only  to    And  grasp  the  whcJe  at  once ! 
be  appro-  The  pageant  thimied 

prist«d  in     Aooordingly  ;    from  rank  to  rank. 

His  spirit  passed  to  winnow  and  divide ; 
Back  fell  the  simpler  phantasms ;  every  side 
The  strong  clave  to   the  wise ;    with    either 

classed 
The  beauteous ;  so,  till  two  or  three  amassed 
Mankind^s  beseemingnesses,  and  reduced 
Themselves  eventually,  graces  loosed, 
Strengths   lavished,  all   to   heighten  up  One 

Shape 
Whose  potency  no  creature  should  escane. 
Can  it  be  Friedrich  of  the  bowmen*s  talk  ? 
Surely  that  grape-iuice,  bubbling  at  the  stalk. 
Is  some  gray  scordiinff  Sarasenic  wine 
The  Kaiser  quaflEs  with  the  MinunoUne — 
Those    swarthy    hasel-dusteis,   seamed    and 

chapped. 
Or  filberts  maset-sheathed  and  velvetroapped. 
Are  dates  plucked  from  the  bouiph  John  Bri- 

enne  sent. 
To  keep  in  mind  his  sluggish  armament 
Of  Canaan :  —  Friedrieh's,  all  the  pomp  and 

fierce 
Demeanor  I  But  harsh  sounds  and  sights  trans- 
pierce 
So  rarely  the  serene  cloud  where  he  dwells. 
And  prso-    Whose  looks  enjoin,  whose  Ugiitest 
tiaad  on  words  are  spells 

tOltheresl   On  the  obdurate !  That  right  arm  in- 
<'<*™^  deed 

Has  thunder  for  its  slave ;  bat  where  *s  the 

need 
Of  thunder  if  the  stricken  multitude 
Hearkens,  arrested  in  its  angriest  mood. 
While  son^  go  np  exulting,  then  dispread. 
Dispart,  disperse,  lingering  overhead 
Like  an  escape  of  angels  ?    ^T  is  the  tnne. 
Nor  much  unlike  the  words  his  women  crooti 
Smilingly,  colorless  and  faint-designed 
Each,  ss  a  worn-out  queen's  face  some  remind 
Of  her  extreme  youth *s  love-tales.     **  Eglamor 
Made  that  I  **   Half  minstrel  and  half  emperor. 
What  but  Ql  objects  vexed  him?    Sneh  he 

slew. 
The  kinder  sort  were  easy  to  subdue 
By  those  ambrosial  glaaoes,  dulcet  tones ; 
And  these  a  gracious  hand  advanced  to  throaeA 
Beneath  hhn.    Wherefore  twist    and  torture 

Uiis, 
Striving  to  name  afresh  the  antaqne  bliss, 
InstMd  of  saying,  neither  less  nor  more, 
H«  msaos     He  had  discovered,  as  oar  worid  b^ 
to  be  per-         fore, 

feet— aiy,    ApoUo?     Hiat  shall  be  the 
Aprflo;  nor  bid 

Me  raip  by  rag-  ezpoae  how  palehwork  hid 
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Th«  Tooth— wliat  theftB  of  arety  oHme  and 
day 


Cootribatad  to  pnrfle  the  uTur 
He  dimbed  with  (Jinie  at  deep) 


some  oioM 


clatter  of  ita  million  pebbles  sheen, 
Orer  vhich,  singing  soft,  the  nuinel  slipped 
fHate  with  rainti :  iuto  wnosu  streamlet  dipped 
Ue  foot,  jet  trod,  yoa   thoug^ht,  with  nnwet 

soek  — 
Thoogrh  really  on  the  stubs  of  living:  rock 
Ages  sgo  it  erenelled :  vines  for  roof, 
Lindens  for  wall ;  before  him,  aye  aloof. 
Flittered  in  the  ooul  some  azure  damsel^fly, 
Bom  of  the  sinamering  ouiet,  there  to  die. 
Emetgimp  whence,  A.poiUo  still,  he  spied 
Mighty  deaoents  of  forest ;  multiplied 
Tort  on  toft,  here,  the  frolic  myrtle-trees, 
There  gendered  the  grave  mi^ife  stocks  at  ease. 
And,  prood  of  its  observer,  straight  the  wood 
Tried  old  aniprises  on  him ;  black  it  stood 
A  sudden  banier  (*t  was  a  cloud  passed  o'er) 
•S)  dead  and  dense,  the  tiniest  brute  no  more 
Must  pans ;  yet  pnioently  <the  dond  dispatched) 
£seh  dump,  benuld,  was  glistening  detached 
A  shrub,  oak-boles  shrunk  into  ilez-«teins  I 
Yet  eonld  not  he  denounce  the  stratMeras 
Ue  saw  thro\  till,  hours  thence,  aJbft  would 

hang 
White   snmmer-lightnings ;     as    it  sank    and 


To  maaauze,  that  whole  palpitating  breaat 
<  >f  heaven,  't  was  Apollo,  nature  prest 
At  eve  to  worship. 

Time  stole :  by  degrees 
The  Pythons  perish  off ;  his  votaries 
Sink  to  respectful  distance ;  songs  redeem 
Their  puns,  but  briefer ;  their  dismissals  seem 
Emphatic  ;  only  iprls  are  very  dow 
To  disappear  —  his  Delians  I    Some  that  glow 
O'  the  instant,  more  with  earlier  loves  to  wrench 
Away,  reserves  to  qnell,  disdains  to  quench ; 
Alike  in  one  material  circumstance  — 
.\I1  soon  or  late  adore  ApoUo  I     Glance 
The  bevy  throujfh,  divine  Apollo's  choice, 
And  Apol-    His  Daphne  I    "We    secure  Count 
lomujitQiie        Richard's  voice 
t^yfind        In  Elite's  counsels,  good  for  Este's 
l>%yhuK  ends 

As  our  Taarello,"  say  his  faded  friends, 

•'  By  granting  him  our  Palnia  !  "  —  the  sole 

child. 
They  mean,  of  Afiroes  Este  who  beguiled 
iU'*'Iin.  vears  before  this  Adelaide 
Wedded  and  turned  him  wicked  :  "  but  the 

maid 
Rejects  his  suit."  those  sleepy  women  boast. 
>hf.  scorning  all  beside,  deserves  the  most 
Nordello :  so,  conspicuous  in  his  world 
(H  dreams  sat  Fauna.     How  the  tresses  curled 
Into  a  sumptuous  swell  of  gold  and  wound 
About  her  like  a  glory  !  even  the  ground 
Was  bright  as  with  spilt  sunbeams;  breathe 

not,  breathe 
Not !  —  poised,  see,  one  leg  doubled  underneath, 
Its  smaU  foot  buried  in  the  dimpling  snow, 
R<«ts,  but  the  other,  listlessly  below. 
O'er  the  couch-side  swings  feeling  for  cool  air. 


The  vein-atreaka  swollan  »  riahar  violat  where 

The  languid  blood  liea  heavily ;  yet  calm 

On  her  su^t  prop,  aaoh  ilat  and  outspread  palm. 

As  but  suspandeid  in  tha  act  to  rise 

By  oonsdonanasB  of  beauty,  whence  har  eyes 

But  when     Turn  with  so  frank  a  triumph,  for 

will  this  she  meeta 

draain  turn  ApoUo^s  gaze  in  the  pine  glomus. 

*™^^  Time  fleets; 

That 's  worst  I    Because  the  pre-«ppointad  age 

Approaches.    Fate  is  tardy  with  the  stage 

And  crowd  she  promised.    Lean  ha  grows  and 

Though  lestleady  at  rest.    Hardly  avail 

Fancies  to  soothe  him.    Time  steals,  yet  alone 

He  tarries  here  I    The  earnest  smile  is  gone. 

How  long  this  might  continue  matters  not ; 

For  the        —  Forever,  possibly ;  since  to  the  spot 

time  is         None  €»me:  our  lingeriug  Taurallo 

ripe,  and  quits 

he  reedy.     MantUA  at  hist,  and  light  our  lady  flits 

Back  to  her  place  disburdened  of  a  care. 

h)trange  —  to  be  constant  here  if  ha  is  there  I 

Is  it  <ustmst  ?    Oh^ever  1  for  they  both 

Goad  Ecelin  alike,  Komano's  growth 

Is  dail^  manifest,  with  Azzo  dumb 

And  Richard  wavering :  let  but  Friediioh  ooma. 

Find  matter  for  the  minstrelsy^s  report  I 

—  Lured  from  the  Ide  and  its  young  Kuser^s 

court 
To  sing  us  a  Messina  morning  up. 
And.  oouble  rillet  of  a  drinking  cup. 
Sparkle  along  to  ease  the  land  of  drouth. 
Northward  to  Provence  that,  and  thus  far  south 
The  other.    What  a  method  to  apprise 
Nei^bors  of  births,  espousals,  obsequies  I 
Which  in  their  very  tongue  the  Troubadour 
Records  ;  and  his  performance  makes  a  tour. 
For  Trouveres  bear  the  miracle  about. 
Explain  its  cunning  to  the  vulgar  rout. 
Until  the  Formidable  House  is  famed 
Over  the  country  —  as  Taurello  aimed. 
Who  introduced,  although  the  rest  adopt, 
The  novelty.    iSuch  games,  her  absence  stOM>ed, 
Begin  afresh  now  Adelaide,  recluse 
No  longer,  in  the  light  of  day  pursues 
Her  plans  at  Mantua :  whence  an  accident 
Which,  breaking  on  bordello's  mixed  content. 
Opened,  like  any  flash  that  cures  the  blind, 
The  veritable  business  of  mankind. 


BOOK  THE  SECOND 


This  bub- 
ble of 
fancy. 


The  woods  were  long  austere  with  snow :  at  last 
Pink  leaflets  budded  on  tha  beech, 

and  fast 
Larches,  scattered  through  pine-tree 
solitudes, 
Brightened,  *^as  in  the  slumbrous  heart  o'  the 

woods 
Our  buried  year,  a  witch,  grew  young  again 
To  placid  incantations,  and  that  stain 
About  were  from  her  caldron,  green  smoke  blent 
With  those  black  pines  "  —  so  Eglamor  gave 

vent 
To  a  chance  fancy.    Whence  a  just  rebuke 
From  his  companion ;  brother  Naddo  shook 
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The  aoleiiiiMBt  of  bfows  ^  *^  fieware,*'  he  said, 
'*  Of  Mttinff  np  ooDceiU  in  natnrtf^e  stead ! " 
Forth  wauaered  our  iSordello.    Nani^ht  so  snre 
As  that  t4>-day*8  adTentnre  will  secure 
Palma,  the  visioned  lady —  only  pass 
O'er  yon  damp  mound  and  its  eznausted  nass. 
Under  that  brake  where  snndawn  feeos  the 

stalks 
Of  withered  fern  with  gold,  into  those  walks 
Of  pine  and  take  her  I    Buoyantly  he  went. 
Appoin  his  stooping  forehead  was  bivprent 
W  ith  dew'drops  from  the  skirting  ferns.    Then 

wide 
Opened  the  great  morass,  shot  every  side 
W  ith    flashing   water  tlirough   and   through ; 

a-sliiue, 
Thick  steaming,  all  alive.     Whose  shape  di- 

\  iue. 
Quivered  i  the  farthest  rainbow^vapor,  glanced 
Athwart  the  flying  herons  ?    He  advanced. 
Hut  warily ;  though  Mincio  leaped  no  more, 
Kach  footfall  burst  up  in  the  marish-floor 
A  diamond  jet :  and  if  he  stopped  to  pick 
Kuse-lichen,  or  molest  the  leeches  quick, 
And  ciruliiig  bioi>d*%iomis,  minnow,  newt  or 

loach, 
A  sudden  pond  would  silently  encroach 
This  way  and  that.    On  Palma  passed.    The 

Terg« 
Of  a  new  wood  was  gained.    She  will  emerge 
Flushed,  now,  and  panting,  —  crowds  to  see,  — 

will  own 
»She  loves  him  —  Boniface  to  hear,  to  groan. 
To  leave  his  suit  I    One  screen  of  pine-trees  still 
(Ipposes :  but  —  the  startling  spectacle  — 
^lantua,  this  time  I    Under  the  walls  —  a  crowd 
Indeed,  real  men  and  women,  gav  and  loud 
Hound  a  pavilion.    How  he  stood  ! 

In  truth 
jJJJjTjr.        No  prophecy  had  come  to  psss ;  his 

MtjbuniU.    In  its  prime  now  — and  where  was 

homage  poured 
Upon  Sordello  ?  —  bom  to  be  adored, 
And  suddenly  discovered  weak,  scarce  made 
To  c<t])e  with  an^,  cast  into  tlie  shade 
By  this  and  this.    Yet  something  seemed  to 

prick 
And  tingle  in  his  blood  ;  a  sleight  ~*  a  trick  — 
And  much  would  be  explained.    It  went  for 

naught  — 
The  best  of  their  endowments  were  ill  bought 
With  his  identity  :  nay,  the  conceit,^ 
That  this  day's  rovint?  led  to  Palma*s  feet 
Was  not  so  vain  —  list  I    The  word, ''  Falma  I  '* 

»Steal 
Asidv*.  snd  die,  Sirdello ;  this  u  real. 
And  this  —  abjure ! 

What  next  ?  The  curtains  see 
Dividing!    She  is  there ;  and  presently 
He  will  be  there  -    th»*  proper  You,  at  length  — 
In  your  own   cherislied    dress    of   grace    and 

strength: 
Most  like,  the  very  Boniface ! 

Not  so. 
It  was  a  showy  msn  advanced  ;  but  though 
A  <lad  cry  welcomed  him,  then  every  sound 
Sank  and  the  crowd  disposed  themselves  around. 


~  ''  This  is  not  he,"  SoideUofelt :  whfle,  '*  Pko« 

For  the  best  Troubadour  of  Boniface !  *' 

Hollaed  the  Jonglents,  —  **  Kglamor,  whose  lav 

Concludes  his  patiwn^s  Court  of  Love  to-day !  * 

Obsequious  Naddo  strung  the  master's  lute 

With  the  new  Inte-stiing,  *'  Mya,"  named  to  suit 

AtsCooit    Thesong:  he  stealunly  at  watch,  the 

of  Lov0  s         while, 

minstrel       Biting  his  lip  to  keep  down  a  great 

■*«»«■•  smile 

Of  pride :  then  up  he  struck.    Sordello^s  brain 

Swam ;  for  he  knew  a  sometime  deed  again ; 

So,  could  Buoply  each  fooliah  gap  and  chaam 

The  minstrel  left  in  his  enthusiaam. 

Mistaking  its  true  version  —  was  the  tale 

NotofApoUo?    Only,  what  avaU 

Luring  her  down,  that  Elys  an  he  pleaaed. 

If  the  man  dared  no  further  ?    Has  he  ceased  f 

And,  lo,  the  neople's  frank  applause  half  done, 

Sordello  was  beside  him,  had  begun 

(^pite  of  indignant  twitcJiings  from  his  friend 

The  Tronvere;  the  true  lay  with  the  true  end. 

Taking  the  other's  names  and  time  and  place 

For  his.    On  flew  the  song,  a  giddy  race. 

Bordello,      After  tlie  flying  story ;  word  made 

before  Pal*        leap 

ms,  coo-      Out  word,  rhyme  —  riiyme ;  the  lay 

queri  him,        ©ould  barely  keep 

Pace  with  the  action  visibly  rtishiiq; 


Both  ended.  Back  fell  Naddo  more  aghast 
Than  some  Egyptian  from  the  harassed  bull 
That  wheelea  abrupt  and,  beUowing,  fronted 

full 
His  plague,  who  spied   a  scarab  'neath    the 

tongue. 
And  found  *t  was  Apis'  flank  his  haaty  prong 
Insulted.    But  the  people  —  but  the  cries. 
The  crowding  rouna,  and  proffering  the  priie  ! 
—  For  he  had  gained  some  prixe.    He  aeeiut-d 

to  shrink 
Into  a  sleepy  cloud,  just  at  whose  brink 
One  sight  withheld  him.    There  sat  Adelaide. 
Silent ;  but  at  her  knees  the  very  maid 
Of  the  North  Chamber,  her  red  lips  as  rich, 
Tlie  same  pure  fleecy  hair  ;  one  weft  of  which. 
Golden  and  great,  quite  touched  his  cheek  a* 

o*er 
She  leant,  speaking  some  six  words  and  no  moiv. 
He  answered  something,  ansrthin^ ;  and  she 
Unbound  a  scarf  and  liud  it  heavily 
Upon  him,  her  neck's  warmth  and  all.    Again 
Mfived  the  arrested  magic ;  in  his  brain 
Noises  grew,  and  a  light  that  turned  to  glare. 
And  greater  glare,  until  the  intense  flare 
Engulfed  him,  shut  the  whole  scene  from  his 

sense. 
And  when  he  woke  't  was  many  a  f  urioug 

thence. 
At  home  ;  the  sun  shinii^e  his  ruddpr  wont ; 
The  customary  birds*-chirp ;  but  his  front 
Receives       Was  crowned  —  was  crowned  !     Il«*r 
the  prise,         scented  scarf  around 
and  rumi*     His  neck  !    Whose  gorgeona  veatntv 
"**•••  heaps  the  ground  7 

A  prixe  ?    He  turned,  and  peeringly  on  kim 
Brooded  the  women-faces,  kind  tuad  dim. 
Heady  to  talk  —  ^*  The  Jongleurs  in  n  troop 
Had  brought  him  back,  Nando  and  Squnrcialuiv 


SORDELLO 


8S 


And  Taeiiaf «r ;  how  strangle!  a  childhood  spent 
In  takiQfr,  wdl  for  him,  so  brave  a  bent  I 
Siuee  £^hunor/^  they  heard,  **  was  dead  with 

spite. 
And  Pabna  ohone  him  for  her  minstreL'' 

Light 
Sordello  rose  —  to  think,  now  ;  hitherto 
He  had  peroeiTed.    Sure,  a  discovery  grew 
(hit  of  it  all  I     Best  live  from  first  to  last 
The  transport  o*er  again.    A  week  he  passed. 
Socking  the  sweet  out  of  each  oirouinstance. 
From  the  bard^s  outbreak  to  the  luscious  trance 
Bounding  his  own  adiievement.    SStrange !    A 

man 
Recounted  an  adventure,  but  began 
Imperfectly ;  his  own  task  was  to  iill 
The  frame-work  up,  sing  well  what  he  sung  ill, 
Supply  the  neoessary  points,  set  loose 
As  m^y  incidents  of  little  use 
—  More  mibacile  the  other,  not  to  see 
Their  relative  unportauoe  clear  as  he  1 
But,  for  a  special  pleasure  in  the  act 
Of  sinnng— ^had  he  ever  turned,  in  fact. 
From  rlys,  to  sing  Elys  ?  —  from  each  fit 
Of  rapture  to  contrive  a  song  of  it  ? 
True,  this  snatch  or  the  other  seemed  to  wind 
Into  a  treasure,  helped  himself  to  find 
A  beanty  in  himself  ;  for,  see,  he  soared 
Bv  means  of  that  mere  snatch,  to  many  a  hoard 
Of  fancies ;  as  some  falling  o<Mie  bears  soft 
The  eve  along  the  fir-tree  spire,  aloft 
To  a  aove*s  nest.    Then,  how  divine  the  cause 
Why  such  iwrformance  should  exact  apphinae 
From  men,  if  they  had  fancies  too  ?    Old  fate 
I>eoree  Uiey  found  a  beauty  separate 
In  the  poor  snatch  itself  ?—'*  Take  Elys,  there, 
— "  Uer  head  that  *s  sharp  and  perfect  like  a 


So  dose  and  smooth  are  laid  the  few  fine  locks 
Colored  like  honey  oozed  from  topmost  rooks 
Snn-blandied  the  livelong  summer  *  —  if  they 

heard 
Just  those  two  rhymes,  assented  at  my  word. 
And  loved  them  as  I  love  them  who  have  run 
These  fingers  through  those  pale  locks,  let  the 

sun 
Into  the  white  cool  skin  —  who  first  could  dutch. 
Then  pnuse  —  I  needs  must  be  a  Kod  to  such. 
Or  what  if  some,  above  themselves,  and  yet 
How  had      Beneath    me,  like    their   Eglamor, 
he  been  m-        have  set 

prior  to      An  impress  on  onr  gift  ?     So,  men 
UI^«»ot7        beUeve 

And  wonhip  what  they  know  not,  nor  receive 
Delight  from.    Have  they  fancies  —  slow,  per- 


Xot  at  their  beck,  which  indifttinctly  glance 
TiitiL,  by  soar*  «<ach  floatim?  part  be  linked 
To  each,  and  all  grow  palpable,  distinct  ?  ^* 
He  poodefed  this. 

Meanwhile,  sounds  low  and  drear 
Stole -on  him,  and  a  noise  of  footsteps,  near 
And  naarer,  while  the  nnderw6od  was  pushed 
Aside,  the    huohes   graied,  the   dead  leavet 


At  the  approach  of  men.  The  wind  seemed  laid ; 
(hdy,  the  trees  shrunk  slightly  and  a  shade 
Came  o*er  the  aky  althoogh  't  was  mid-day  yet : 


Ton  saw  each  half-shut  downcast  floweret 

Flutter  —  **  a  Roman  bride,  when  they  'd  dispart 

Her  unbound  tresses  with  the  Sabine  dart. 

Holding  that  famous  rape  in  memorv  still. 

Felt  creep  into  her  curls  the  iron  chill. 

And  looked  thus^"  Egliunor  would  say  —  indeed 

This  la         ^'^  >A  Eglamor,  no  other,  these  preeedv 

Answered     Home  hither  in  the  woods.  * '  \r  were 

by  EffU-  surely  sweet 

mor  him-     Far  from  the  scene  of  one's  forlorn 

■•"  '•  defeat 

To  sleep  I  '^  judged  Naddo,  who  in  person  led 

Jongleurs  and  Tronveres,  chanting  at  their  head, 

A  scanty  company ;  for,  sooth  to  say. 

Our  beaten  Troubadour  had  seen  ms  day. 

Old  worshippers  were  something  shamed,  old 

friends 
Nigh  weary  ;  still  the  death  proposed  amends. 
*^  Let  us  but  gret  them  safelv  through  my  song 
And  home  again  I ''  quoth  Naddo. 

All  along. 
This  man  (they  rest  the  bier  upon  the  sand) 
—  This  oaliu  corpse  with  the  loose  flowers  in  his 

hand, 
Eglamor^  lived  Sordello 's  opposite. 
For  him  indeed  was  Naddo  s  notion  rifdit. 
And  verse  a  temple-wozship  vague  and  vast, 
A  ceremony  that  withdrew  the  last 
Opposing  bolt,  looped  back  the  lingering  veil 
Which  hid  the  holy  place :  should  one  so  frail 
Stand  there  without  such  effort  ?  or  repine 
If  much  was  blank,  uncertain  at  the  shrine 
He  knelt  before,  till,  soothed  by  many  a  rite. 
The  power  responded^  and  some  sound  or  sight 
-_      .         Grew  up,  his  own  forever,  to  be  fixed, 
Momd      ^^  rhyme,  the  beautiful,  forever  I  — 
^^^  mixed 

With  his  own  life,  unloosed  when  he 
should  please, 
Havin||^  it  safe  at  haiid,  ready  to  ease 
AU  pam,  remove  all  trouble ;  everv  time 
He  loosed  that  fancy  from  its  boncui  of  rhyme, 
U^ike  Perseus  when  he  loosed  his  naked  love) 
Faltering;  so  distinct  and  far  above 
Himself,  these  fancies  I     He,  no  genius  rare. 
Transfiguring  in  fire  or  wave  or  air 
At  will,  but  a  poor  gnome  that,  cloistered  up 
In  some  rook-chamber  with  his  agate  ciip. 
His  topaz  rod,  his  seed-pearl,  in  these  few 
And  their  arrangement  finds  enough  to  do 
For  his  best  art.    Then,  how  he  loved  tliat  art  I 
The  calling  marking  him  a  man  apart 
From  men  —  one  not  t^i  care,  take  counsel  for 
Cold  hearts,  comfortless  faces  —  (Eglamor 
Was  neediest  of  his  tribe)  —  since  verse,  the  gift. 
Was  his,  and  men,  the  whole  of  them,  must  uiift 
Without  it,  e'en  eontent  themselves  with  wealth 
Andpomp  and  power,  snatching  a  life  by  stealth. 
So,  Eglamor  was  not  without  his  pride  I 
Lorinfcbto    Tlie    Horriest     bat    which     cowers 
art  aad  re-        throughout  noontide 
warded  by    While  other  birds  are  jocund,  has  one 
**•  time 

When  moon  and  stars  are  blinded,  and  the  prime 
Of  earth  is  his  to  claim,  nor  find  a  peer ; 
And  Eelamor  was  noblest  poet  here  — 
He  well  knew,  *mid  those  April  woods,  he  oast 
Conoeita  upon  in  plenty  as  he  passed. 


to  wliat 
be  loved, 
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That  Naddo  migrht  sappoM  him  not  to  think 

Eintarely  on  the  oominff  trinmph :  wink 

At  the  one  weakness !    'T  wai  a  fervid  ohild, 

That  song:  of  his ;  no  brother  of  the  ^ild 

Had  e^er  oonoiATed  its  like.    The  rest  yon  know, 

The  exaltation  and  the  overthrow : 

Oar  poet  lost  his  pnipose,  lost  his  rank. 

His  uf e  —  to  that  it  came.    Yet  envy  sank 

Within  him,  as  he  heard  Sordello  ont. 

And,  for  the  first  time,  shouted  —  tried  to  shout 

Like  others,  not  from  any  zeal  to  show^ 

Pleasure  that  w«^ :  the  common  sort  did  so. 

What  else  was  E»^lamor  ?  who,  bendinic  down 

As  they,  placed  lus  beneath  Surdello*s  crown. 

Printed  a  kias  on  his  suooessor's  baud. 

Left  one  great  tsar  on  it,  then  ioined  his  band 

—  In  time ;  for  some  were  watchinj?  at  the  duor : 

Who  knows  what  envy  may  effect?      '*Gife 

o*er, 
Nor  charm  his  lips,  nor  cmze  him  I  **  (here  one 

spied 
And  diaengafpsd  the  withered  crown)  —  ^*  Beside 
Hiscrown  ?    How  prompt  and  clear  those  verses 

rang 
To  answer  youn !  nay,  sing  them !  ^*    And  he 


Them  calmly.    Home  he  went ;  friends  nsed  to 

wait 
His  oominir,  xealous  to  congratulate ; 
Bnt,  to  a  man,  —so  quickly  mas  renort,  — 
Gould  do  no  less  than  leave  him,  ana  escort 
His  rival.  That  eve,  then,  bred  many  a  thought : 
What  must  his  future  life  be  ?  was  he  brought 
iSo  low,  who  stood  so  lofty  this  Spring  mom  ? 
At  length  he  said,  **  Best  sleep  now  with  my 

scorn. 
And  by  to-morrow  I  devise  some  plain 
Eatpedient !  **    bo,  he  slept,  nor  woke  a^ain. 
ywiiiny        Thev  found  as  much,  those  friends, 
with  wbst        when  they  returned 
had  poe*       Overflowing  with  the  marvels  they 
MMed  blm.       had  learned 
About  Sofdello's  paradise,  his  roves 
Among  the  hills  and  vales  and  plains  and  groves. 
Wherein,  no  doubt,  this  lay  was  roughly  cast. 
Polished  by  slow  degree,  completed  last 
To  £ghunor*s  discomfiture  ana  death. 
Su^  form  the  chanters  now,  and,  oat  of 

breath. 
They  lay  the  beaten  man  in  his  abode, 
Naddo  reciting  that  same  luckless  ode, 
Doleful  to  hear.    ^H>rdello  coold  explore 
By  means  of  it,  however,  one  step  more 
In  joy ;  and,  mastering  uie  round  at  length. 
Learnt  how  to  live  in  weakness  as  in  strength. 
When  from  his  covert  forth  he  stood,  addressed 
Eigrlamor,  bade  the  tender  ferns  invest, 
KnuBval  pines  o^ereanopy  his  conch. 
And,  most  of  all,  bin  fame  —  (shall  I  avouch 
Eghunor  heMd  it,  dead  though  he  might  look, 
And  Isoghed  as  from  his  brow  N)rdello  took 
TIm  crown,  and  laid  on  the  bard*s  breast,  and 

said 
It  was  a  crown,  now,  fit  for  poet's  head  ?) 
—  Continue.    Nor  the  nmyer  quite  fmitless  fell, 
Aplant  they  ha^'e.  Yielding  a  three  leav^  bell 
Wnidi  whitens  at  tiie  heart  ere  noon,  and  aik 
nil  evening;  evening  gives  it  to  kai 


To  dear  away  with  such  forgotten  things 

As  are  an  eyesore  to  the  mora :  this  brings 

Him  to  their  mind,  and  bean  his  very  name. 

Eglunor      (So   much   for   li^lamor.     My  own 

done  with,        month  came ; 

Sordello       'Twas  a  sunrise  of  blossoming  and 

b«giu«.  May. 

Beneath  a  flowering  laurel  tlucket  lay 

Sordello ;  each  new  sprinkle  of  white  stan 

That  smell  fainter  of  wine  than  Massic  ian 

Dug  up  at  Bai»,  when  the  south  wind  sbed 

The  ripest,  made  him  happier ;  filleted 

And  robed  the  same,  only  a  lute  beside 

Lay  on  the  turf.     Before  him  far  and  wide 

The  country  stretched :  Goito  slept  behind 

—  The  castle  and  its  covert,  whicn  confined 

Him  witJi  his  hopes  and  f ean ;  so  fain  of  old 

To  leave  the  story  of  his  birth  untold. 

At  intervals,  *8pite  the  fantastio  f^ow 

Of  his  Apollo-life,  a  certain  low 

And  wretched  whisper,  winding  thnmgh  the 

blifls. 
Admonished,  no  such  fortune  coold  be  his. 
All  was  qnite  false  and  sure  to  fade  one  day: 
The  doselier  drew  he  round  him  his  array 
Of  brilliance  to  expel  the  truth.    Bnt  when 
A  reason  for  his  difference  from  men 
Surprised  him  st  the  grave,  he  took  no  rest 
While  aojcht  of  that  old  life,  superbly  dre«ed 
Down  to  Its  meanest  incident,  remained 
A  mystery :  alas,  they  soon  explained 
Away  Apollo !  and  the  tale  amounts 
To  this :  when  at  Vicenia  both  her  counts 
Who  he        Banished  the  Vivaresi  kith  and  kin, 
really  wm,    Those  Maltraversi  hung  on  Ecelin, 
Md  why      Reviled  him  as  he  followed ;  he  for 
At  Oolto.  gpite 

Must  fire  their  quarter,  though  that  self-same 

night 
Among  the  flames  young  Ecelin  was  bom 
Of  Adelaide,  there  too,  and  barely  torn 
From  the  roused  populace  hard  on  the  rear, 
Hy  a  poor  archer  when  his  chi«ftain*s  fear 
Grew  high  ;  into  the  thick  Elcorte  leapt. 
Saved  her,  and  died  ;  no  creature  left  except 
His  child  to  thank.    And  when  the  full  esckpe 
Was  known  ->  how  men  impaled  from  chine  to 


nape 
Unlucky  Prata,  all  to  pieoes  spnraed 
Bishop  ristore's  ooneuDines,  and  burned 
Tanrello^s  entire  household,  flesh  and  fell. 
Missing  the  sweeter  prey  —  such  coorage  well 
Might  claim  reward.    The  orphan,  ever  sinea, 
Sordello,  had  been  nurtured  by  his  prince 
Within  a  blind  retreat  where  Adelaide  — 
(For,  once  this  notable  discovery  made. 
The  past  at  every  point  was  nnaerstood) 
—  Might  harbor  easily  when  times  were  mda, 
Wlien  Azao  schemed  for  Palma,  to  retrieve 
That  pledge  of  Agnes  Ente  —  loth  to  leave 
Msntua  unguarded  with  a  vigilant  eye. 
While  there  Tanrello  bode  anibignotnly  — 
He  who  could  have  no  motive  now  to  nMiil 
For  his  own  fortunes  sinee  their  niter  spoil  — 
As  it  were  worth  wbili*  yet  'went  the  report) 
To  disengap*  himself  from  her.    In  short* 
Apollo  vanished  ;  a  mean  vnuth,  jnst  named 
Hie  lady*s  minstrel,  was  Cn  He  proclaimed 
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— How  ahall  I  phnse  it  ?  —  Monaroh  of  the 

H«,  ao  Ht-        World ! 

tie,  would    For,  on  the  daj  when  that  array  was 

fmin  be  ao        fnrled 

mnch :  ForeTsr,  and  in  place  of  one  a  alaye 

To  longings,  wild  indeed,  hot  lon^ngs  save 

In  dr^ms  as  wild,  suppressed  —  one  daring 

not 
Assume  the  mastery  snoh  dreams  allot, 
Until  a  magical  equipment,  strength, 
Qraoe,  wisdom,  decked  him  too,  —he  ohose  at 

length. 
Content  with  nn])royed  wits  and  failing  frame, 
In  virtue  of  his  smiple  will,  to  claim 
That  mastery,  no  less  —  to  do  his  best 
With  means  so  limited,  and  let  tlie  rest 
Qo  by,  —  the  seal  was  set :  never  again 
SordeUo  eould  in  his  own  sight  remain 
Leaves  the   One  of  the  many,  one  with  hopes  and 
dream  he         cares 

°>*y  ^         And  interests  nowise  distinet  from 
aonethfaig,        theirs. 

Only  peonliar  in  a  thriveless  store 
Of  fancies^  which  were  fancies  and  no  more ; 
Never  agau  for  him  and  for  the  crowd 
A  common  law  was  challenged  and  allowed 
If  ealmly  reasoned  of,  however  denied 
By  a  maid  impulse  nothing  justified 
^ort  of  Apollo's  presence.    The  divorce 
Is  dear :  why  needs  SordeUo  square  his  ooone 
By  any  known  example  ?    Men  no  more 
Compete  with  him  than  tree  and  flower  before. 
Himself,  inactive,  yet  is  greater  far  ^ 
Than  sneh  as  act,  each  stooping  to  his  star, 
Aeqniring  thence  his  function ;  he  has  gained 
The  same  result  with  meaner  mortals  trained 
To  strength  or  beauty,  moulded  to  express 
Each  the  idea  that  rules  him  ;  since  no  less 
He  oompreheods  tiiat  function,  but  can  still 
Embrace  the  others,  take  of  might  his  fill 
With  Riehard  as  of  gnae  with  Palnia,  mix 
Their  qualities,  or  for  a  moment  fix 
On  one  ;  abiding  free  meantime,  uiicramped 
By  any  partial  organ,  never  stamped 
Strong,  and  to  strength  turning  ail  energies  — 
Wise,  and  restricted  to  becoming  wise  — 
That  is,  he  loves  not,  nor  possesses  One 
Idea  that,  star-like  over,  lures  him  on 
To  its  exclusive  purpose.     *'  Fortunate  I 
Tliis  flesh  of  mine  ne'er  strove  to  emulate 
A  sonl  so  various  —  took  no  casual  mould 
Of  the  first  fancy  and,  contracted,  cold, 
Clogged  her  forever — soul  averse  to  change 
As  flesh :  whereas  flesh  leaves  soul  free  to  range. 
Remains  itself  a  blank,  oast  into  shade. 
Encumbers  little,  if  it  cannot  aid. 
For  the        So,  ran|^,  free  soul !  —  who,  by  self- 
fact  that  consciousness, 
ha  can  do     The  Isst  drop  of  all  beauty  dost  ex- 


press— 

The  grafOe  of  seeing  grace,  a  quintemence 
For  tnee :  while  for  the  world,  that  can  dispense 
Wonder  on  men  who,  themselves,  wonaer  — 

make 
A  shift  to  love  at  second-hand,  and  take 
For  idols  those  who  do  but  idolize, 
TWmselves,  —  the  world  that  counts  men  strong 

or  wise. 


Who,  themselves,  court  strength,  wisdom,—- U 

shall  bow 
Surely  in  unexampled  worship  now. 
Discerning  me  I  "  — 

(Dear  monarch,  I  beseech, 
Notice  how  lamentablv  wide  a  breach 
Is  here :  diaooveriug  this,  discover  too 
What  our  poor  world  has  possibly  to  do 
With  it  1    As  pigmy  natures  as  you  please  — 
80  much  the  better  for  you ;  take  your  ease, 
Look  on,  and  laugh  ;  style  yourself  Qod  alone ; 
Strangle  some  day  with  a  cross  olive-stone  1 
All  that  is  right  enough ;  but  why  want  us 
To  know  that  von  yourself  know  thus  and  thus  ?) 
**'  The  world  shall  bow  to  me  conceiving  lUl 
Man^s  life,  who  see  its  blisses,  great  and  small. 
Afar  —  not  tasting  any ;  no  machine 
To  exercise  my  utaiost  will  is  mine : 
Be  mine  mere  consoionsness  ]    Let  men  perceive 
What  I  could  do,  a  mastery  believe. 
Asserted  and  established  to  the  throng 
By  their  selected  evidence  of  song 
Yrhich  now  shall  prove,  whatever  they  are,  or 

To  be,  I  am  —  whose  words,  not  actions  speaki 
Who  change  no  standards  of  perfection,  vex 
With  no  strange  forms  created  to  peiplex. 
But  just  perform  their  bidding  and  no  morsi 
At  their  own  satiating^point  give  o^er. 
While  each  shall  love  in  me  the  love  that  leads 
His  soul  to  power's  perfection."     Song,  not 

deeds, 
(For  we  set  tired)  was  chosen.    Fate  would 

brook 
Mankind  no  other  oigan ;  he  would  look 
For  not  another  channel  to  dispense 
His  own  volition  by,  receive  men's  sense 
Of  its  sapremaoy  —  would  live  content. 
Obstructed  else,  with  merely  verse  for  vent. 
Tet  Is  able    Nor  should,  for  instance,  strength  an 
to  fanagfne       outlet  seek 

•T^fy-  And,  striving,  be  admired ;  nor  grace 

"*»«»  bespeak 

Wonder,  displayed  in  gracious  attitudes  ; 
Nor  wisdom,  poured  forth,  change  naseemly 

moods: 
But  he  would  give  and  take  on  song's  one  point. 
Like  some  huge  throbbing  stone  that,  poised 

a- joint. 
Sounds,  to  affect  on  its  basaltic  bed. 
Must  sue  in  just  one  accent ;  tempests  shed 
Thunder,  and  raves  the  windstorm  :  only  let 
That  key  bjr  any  little  noise  be  set  — 
The  Ht  benighted  hunter's  halloo  piteh 
On  that,  the  nnngry  curlew  chance  to  soritch 
Or  serpent  hiss  it,  rustling  through  the  rift. 
However  loud,  howeTer  low  —  all  lift 
The  groaning  monster,  stricken  to  the  heart. 

Lo  ye,  the  world^s  conct'mment,  for  its  ^art. 
If  the  And  this,  for  his,  will  hardly  mtor- 

world  €B-  fere ! 

teem  thla     Its  businesses  in  blood  and  blase  this 
equiralent.       year 

But  while  the  hour  away  —  a  pastime  slight 
Till  he  shall  step  upon  the  platform :  right ! 
And,  now  thus  much  is  settled,  cast  in  rough. 

thoo^t 


Proved     feasible, 
enough, — 


be     counselled ! 
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Slamber,  Sordello  !  any  day  will  serre : 
Were  it  a  leas  diffesfced  plan  I  how  swerve 
To-morrow  ?    Meanwhile  eat  theae  sun-dried 

grapes, 
And  watch  the  soaring  hawk  there  !    Life  es- 
capes 
Merrily  thus. 

He  thoron|!:hly  read  o'er 
His  trachman  Naddo*s  miiwive  six  times  more, 
Praying  him  visit  Mantna  and  supply 
A  famished  world. 

The  evening  star  was  high 
When  he  reached  Mautua,  but  his  fame  ar- 
rived 
Before  him :  friends  applauded,  foes  ccmnived, 
And  Naddo  looked  an  angel,  and  the  rest 
Angels,  and  all  these  angels  would  be  blest 
Supremely  by  a  song  —  toe  thrice-renowned 
(loito-manuf aoture.    Then  he  found 
(('asting  about  to  satisfy  the  crowd) 
He  hs»         That  happy  vehicle,  so  late  allowed, 
loved  A  sore  annoyance ;  't  was  the  song^s 

•ong**  n-        effect 

•iilt«,  not      He  cared  for,  scarce  the  song  itself: 
«»«J  reflect  I 

In  the  past  life,  what  might  be  singing^s  use  ? 
Just  to  delight  his  Deliaiis,  whose  profuse 
Praise,  not  the  toilsome  process  which  iiroeured 
l*hat  praise,  enticed  Apollo :  dreams  abjured, 
No  overleaping  means  tor  ends  —  take  boUi 
For  granted  or  take  neither  I     I  am  loth 
To  say  the  rhvmes  at  last  were  Eglamor*s  ; 
Hut  Naddo,  chuckling,  bade  competitors 
•to  pine  ;  **  the  master  certes  m««nt  to  waste 
So  effort,  cautiously  had  probed  the  tajite 
1  le  *d  nlease  anon :  true  biard,  in  short,  disturb 
His  title  if  they  could  ;  nor  spur  nor  curb. 
Fancy  nor  reason,  wanting  in  him  ;  whence 
The  staple  of  his  verses,  common  sense : 
He  built  on  man's  broad  nature  —  gift  of  gifts. 
That  power  to  build!     The  world  contented 

shifts 
With  counterfeits  enough,  a  dreary  sort 
Of  warriors,  statesmen,  ere  it  can  extort 
Its  poet-Miul  —  that  *s,  after  all,  a  freak 
(The  having  eves  to  see  and  tongue  to  speak) 
With  onr  herd's  stupid  sterling  nappiness 
So  plainly  incompatible  that  —  yes  — 
Yes  —  should  a  son  of  his  improve  the  breed 
And  turn  out  poet,  he  were  cnrscnl  indeed  I  " 
'^  Well,  there  s  (^»itoand  its  woods  anon. 
If  the  worst  hapiien ;  best  go  stoutly  on 
Now !  *'  thought  S>rdello. 
So,  must  Ay,  and  goes  on  yet  I 

effect  tbis    Yon  pother  with  your  glossaries  to 
to  obtain  g^t 

thoM.  ^  notion  of  the  Troubadour's  intent 

In  rondel,  tenzon,  virlai,  or  sirvent  — 
Mneh  as  vou  stndv  arras  how  to  twirl 
His  angpfot,  plaything  of  iiage  and  girl 
Once ;  but  you  surely  reach,  at  last.  —  or,  no  I 
Never  quite  reach  what  struck  the  people  so, 
As  from  the  welter  of  their  time  he  drew 
Its  elements  snr«vssively  to  view. 
Followed  all  actions  backward  on  their  course. 
And  catching  np,  unmingled  at  the  source, 
^iich  a  strength,  such  a  weakness,  added  then 
A  t4»n('h  or  two,  and  tuined  them  into  men. 


Virtue  took  form,  nor  vice  refused  a  shape ; 
Here  heaven  opened,  there  was  hell  agape. 
As  Saint  tliis  simoered  past  in  sanctity, 
Sinner  the  other  fiared  portentous  by 
A  greedy  people.    Tlien  why  stop,  surprised 
At  his  success  ?    The  scheme  was  realized 
Too  suddenly  in  one  respect :  a  crowd 
Praising,  eyes  <^uick  to  see,  and  lips  as  load 
To  speak,  delicious  homage  to  receive. 
The  woman's  breath  to  feel  upon  his  sleeve. 
Who  said,  **  But  Anafest  —  why  asks  he  leas 
Than  Luoio,  in  your  verses  ?  how  confess. 
It  seemed  too  much    but   yesterevel" — the 

youth. 
Who  bade  him  earnestly,  **  Avow  the  truth  ! 
You  love  Hianca,  surely,  from  your  song ; 
I  knew  I  was  unworthy  I "  —  soft  or  strong, 
In  poured  such  tributes  ere  he  had  arranged 
Ethereal  ways  to  take  them,  sorted,  changed. 
Uigesttd.    Courted  thus  at  unawares. 
In  spite  of  his  pretensions  and  his  cares. 
He  caught  himself  shamefully  hankering 
After  the  obvious  petty  joys  that  sprim^ 
From  true  life,  fain  relinquish  pedestal 
He  sue-        And   condescend   with   pleasures  — 
oeed*  s  one  and  all 

little,  but     To  be  renounced,  no  doubt ;  for,  thus 
'•"•  to  chain 

"**"* «  Himself  to  sinffle  joys  and  so  refrain 

From   tasting   their   qumtessence,  frustrates. 

sure. 
His  prime  deugn  ;  each  joy  must  he  abjure 
Even  for  love  of  it. 

He  laughed  :  what  sag«* 
But  perishes  if  from  his  magic  page 
He  look  because,  at  the  first  line,  a  proof 
*T  was  heard  salutes  him  from  the  cavern  rouf  t 
**  On  !    Give  younelf ,  excluding  aught  beside. 
To  the  day's  task ;  compel  your  slave  provide 
Its  utmost  at  the  soonest ;  turn  the  leal 
Thoroughlv  conned.     These  lays  of  yoom,  in 

brief  — 
Cannot  men  bear,  now,  something  better'.*-- 

fly 

A  pitch  beyond  this  unreal  pageantry 

Of  essences  ?  the  period  sure  has  oensed 

For  such :  present  us  witli  ourselves,  at  least. 

Not  portions  of  ouivelves,  mere  loves  and  hates 

Made  flesh :  wait  not !  " 

Trteii  Awhile  the  poet  waits 

sgiiin,  la       However.       The     first     trial     was 

no  better  enough ; 

■•**«*^»      He  left  imagining,  to  tiy  the  staff 

That  held  the  imaged  tiling,  and,  let  it  writhe 

Never  so  Bercely.  scarce  allowed  a  tithe 

To  reach  the  light  —  his  Language.     How  he 

sought 
The   cause,    conceived   a  cure,  and  slow   re>- 

wrought 
That  Language,  —  welding  words  into  the  cmde 
BiUss  from  the  new  speech  round  him,  till  a 

rude 
Armor  was  hammered  out,  in  time  to  be 
Approved  beyond  the  Roman  panoply 
Melted  to  make  it,  —  boots  not.    This  obtained 
W*ith  some  ado,  no  obstacle  remained 
To  using  it ;  accordingly  he  took 
An  action  with  its  actors,  quite  forsook 
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Hinwelf  to  lire  in  eaeh,  returned  anon 
With  the  result — a  creatnre,  and,  by  one 
And  one,  proceeded  leisurely  to  equip 
Its  limbs  m  hamoBB  of  his  workmanship. 
'*  Aoeompliahed  I    Listen,  Mantoans  I  ^'    Fond 

Pieoe  after  pieee  that  armor  broke  away, 
Because  peroeptious  whole,  like  that  he  soug'ht 
To  clothe,  reject  so  pure  a  work  of  thouirht 
As  lanffuage :  thoug^ht  may  take  perception's 

l^aee 
But  hardly  co-exist  in  any  case« 
Being  its  mere  presentment  —  of  the  whole 
By  parts,  the  umnltaneons  and  the  sole 
Bv  the  sneoessiTe  and  the  manv.    Lacks 
The  crowd  perception  ?  oainfully  it  tacks 
Thought  to  thought,  which  ixndello,  needing 

such, 
Has  rent  perception  into :  it  *s  to  clutch 
And  reconstruct  —  his  office  to  diffuse, 
llestroy :  as  hard,  then,  to  obtain  a  Muse 
As  to  become  Apollo.    **  For  the  rest. 
E'en  if  some  wondrous  vehicle  expressed 
The  whole  dream,  what  impertinence  in  me 
So  to  express  it,  who  myself  can  be 
The  dream  I  nor.  on  the  other  hand,  are  those 
I  sing  to,  over-likely  to  suppose 
And  de-       ^  higher  than  the  highest  I  present 
clines  Now,  which  they  praise  already  :  be 

from  the  content 

idttal  of        Both  parties,  rather  —  they  with  the 
•*>»«f  •  old  verse. 

And    I    with   the   old   praise  —  far  go,  fare 

worse  I 
A  few  adhering  rivets  loosed,  upsprings 
The  angel,  sparkles  off  his  mail,  which  rings 
Whirled  from  each  delicatest  limb  it  warps, 
tSo  mi^t  Apollo  from  the  sadden  corpse 
<>f  Hyamnth  have  oast  his  luckless  qumts. 
He  set  to  celebrating  the  exploits 
Of  Montfort  o'er  the  Mountaineers. 

Then  came 
The  world's  revenge :  their  plessure,  now  his  aim 
Merely,  —  what  was  it  ?       Not  to  plav  the  fool 
So  much  as  learn  our  lesson  in  your  school  I  " 
Replied  the  world.    He  found  that,  every  time 
H*-  gained  applause  by  any  ballad-rhyme, 
His  auditory  recognized  no  jot 
kii  he  intended,  and.  mistaking  not 
Him  for  his  meanest  hero,  ne'er  was  dunce 
Sufficient  to  believe  him  —  all,  at  once. 
His  will  .  .  .  conceive  it  carinf?  for  his  will  I 
—  Mantnans,  the  main  of  them,  admiring  still 
h  >w  a  mere  singer,  ugly,  stunted,  weak, 
Ha^i  Montfort  at  completely  (so  to  speak) 
His  fingers'  ends;    while  past  the  praise-tide 

swept 
Tu  Montfort,  either's  share  distinctly  kept : 
Hie  true  meed  for  true  merit  1  —  his  abat«s 

Into  a  sort  he  most  rBnudiates, 

And  on  them  angrily  ne  turns.  Who 
were 

Tlie   Mantnans,  after  all,  that  he 
should  care 

About  their  recognition,  ay  or  no  ? 
In  spite  of  the  convention  mcmths  ago, 
(Why  bimk  the  truth?)  was  not  he  forced  to 
help 


WbBtis 


fMOfpsi- 

tioo 
worth? 


This  same  ungrateful  audience,  every  whelp 
Of  Naddo's  litter,  make  them  pass  lor  peers 
With  the  bright  band  of  old  Goitu  years. 
As  erst  he  toiled  for  fiower  or  tree?     Why, 

there 
Sat  Palma  I    Adelaide's  funereal  hair 
Ennobled  the  next  comer.    Ay,  he  strewed 
A  fairy  dust  upon  that  multitude. 
Although  he  feigned  to  take  them  by  them* 

selves ; 
His  ^ants  dignificnl  those  puny  elves, 
Subhme  their  faint  applause.     In   short,  he 

found 

Himself  stiU  footing  a  delusive  round. 

Remote  as  ever  from  the  self-display 

He  meant  to  comnass,  hampered  every  way 

By  what  he  hoped  assistance.    Wherefore  then 

Continue,  make  believe  to  iind  in  men 

A  use  he  found  not  ? 

Weeks,  months,  years  weut  by. 

And  lo,  Sordello  vanished  utterly, 

Sundered  in  twain ;  each  spectral  part  at  strife 

With  each ;  one  jarred  agamat  anotlier  life  ; 

How,  poet    The  Poet  thwarting  hopeleasly  the 

no  longer         Man, 

In  uuity       Who,  fooled  no  longer,  free  in  fancy 
with  man,        ^^ 

Here,  there,  —  let  slip  no  opportunities 
As  pitiful,  forsooth,  beside  the  prize 
To  drop  on  him  some  no-time  and  acquit 
His  constant  faith  (the  Poet-half's  to  wit  — 
That  waiving  any  compromise  between 
No  joy  and  all  joy  kept  the  hunger  keen 
Beyond  most  methods)  —  of  incurring  scoff 
From  the  Man-portion  —  not  to  be  put  off 
With  self-refleetings  by  the  Poet's  scheme. 
Though  ne'er  so  bright.     Who  sauntered  forth 

in  dream, 
Dressed  anyhow^  nor  waited  mystic  frames. 
Immeasurable  gifts,  astounding  claims, 
Butpust  his  sorry  seU  ?  —  who  yet  might  be 
Sorrier  for  aught  he  in  reality 
Achieved,  so  pinioned  Man's  the  Poet-part, 
Fondling,  in  turn  of  fancy,  verse  ;  the  Art 
Developing  his  soul  a  thousand  ways  — 
Potent,  b^  its  assistance,  to  amaze 
The  multitude  with  majesties,  convince 
Each  sort  of  nature,  that  the  nature's  prince 
Accosted  it.    Langnagt*,  the  makeshift,  grew 
Into  a  bravest  of  expedients,  too  ; 
Apollo,  seemed  it  now,  perverse  had  thrown 
Quiver  and  liow  away,  the  lyre  alone 
Sufficed.    While,  out  of  dream,  his  day's  work 

went 
To  tune  a  crazy  tenzon  or  sirvent  — 
So  hampered  him  the  Man-part,  thrust  to  pudge 
Between   the  bard  and   tne  bard's  audience, 

grudge 
A  minute's  toil  that  missed  its  due  reward  I 
But  the  complete  Sordello,  Man  and  Bard, 

John*s  cloud-girt  angel,  this  foot  on 

the  land. 
That  on  the  sea,  with,  open  in  his 

hand, 
A  bitter^weetling  of  a  book  —  was 
gone. 
Then,  if  internal  struggles  to  be  one 
Which  frittered  him  incessantly  piecemeal. 


The  whole 

visible 

SordeUo 

go— 
wrong 
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Referred,  ne'er  ao  obliquely,  to  the  real 
Intntdii^  Mantuaos  I  ever  with  some  call 
To  action  while  he  pondered,  once  for  all, 
Which  looked  the  easier  effort  —  to  pursue 
This  course,  still  leap  o*er  paltry  joys,  yearn 

through 
The  present  ill-appredated  staffe 
Of  seif-revealment,  and  compel  the  age 
Know  him ;  or  else,  f ofswearing  bard-craft,  wake 
From  out  his  lethargy  and  nobly  shake 
Off  timid  habits  of  denial,  mix 
With  men,  enjoy  like  men.    Ere  he  could  fix 
On  aught,  in  rushed  the  Mantuans ;  much  they 

cared 
For  his  ^rplexity  I    Thus  unprepared, 
The  obTious  if  not  onlv  shelter  lay 
With  thots  In  deeds,  the  dull  oonrentiooa  of  his 
toohsrd  day 

forhsUof    Prescribed  the  like  of  him :  why  not 
>>»«»»  beghul 

'T  is  settled  Pauna^s  minstrel,  pood  or  bad, 
Submits  to  this  aud  that  estabhahed  rule  ? 
Let  Vidal  change,  or  any  other  fool. 
His  muireT^^olored  robe  for  filamot. 
And  crop  nis  hair ;  too  skin-deep,  is  it  not, 
^Such  vigor  ?    Then,  a  sorrow  to  the  heart. 
His  talk !    Whatever  topics  they  might  start 
Had^  to  be  groped  for  in  nis  oonscionaness 
Straight,  imd  as  straight  delivered  them  by 

uuess 
Only  obliged  to  ask  himself,  '"  What  was," 
A  speedy  answer  followed  ;  but,  alas, 
<  hie  of  Qod's  large  ones,  taitiy  to  oondense 
Itself  into  a  period  |  answers  whenoe 
A  tangle  of  conclusions  must  be  stripped 
At  any  risk  ere,  trim  to  pattern  dipped. 
They  matched  rare  specimens  the  Mantoan  floek 
Regaled  him  with,  each  talker  from  his  stock 
Of  sorted-oW  opinions,  every  stage. 
Juicy  in  youth  or  desiccate  with  age. 
Fruits  like  the  fig-tree's,  rathe-ripe,  rotten-rieh, 
Sweet4our,  all  tastes  to  take  :  a  praotioe  which 
He  too  had  not  impossibly  attained. 
Once  either  of  those  fancy-flights  restrained  ; 
(For,  at  conjecture  how  might  words  appear 
To  others,  playing  there  what  happened  here, 
And  occupied  abroad  by  what  he  framed 
At  home,  t  was  slipped,  the  occasion  he  returned 
To  seise :)  he  *d  strike    that   lyre  adroitly  — 

speech. 
Would  Dut  a  twenty-cubit  plectre  reach  ; 
A  clever  hand,  oonaummate  instrument. 
Were  both  bnnight  dose ;  each  excellency  went 
For  nothing,  else.    The  question  Naddo  asked, 
Had  just  a lif  etime  moderately  tasked 

To  

Of  whom 
he  Isalao 
too 


it 


Naddo*s  fashion.    More  disgust 
And  more  :  why  move  his  sool, 

move  it  must 
At   minute's  notice   or  as  good 
failed 

Tomoveatall?    The  end  was,  he  retailed 
Some  ready-made  oj^inion,  pot  to  use 
Tlua  quip,  thai  snaxnn,  ventnred  reproduce 
Gestures  and  tones  —  at  any  folly  caught 
Serving  to  finish  with,  nor  too  much  sought 
If  false  or  true  *t  was  spoken  ;  ntnise  and  blame 
Of  what  ha  ntd  grew  ftctty  mgk  the  saoM 
eaniBBa  nwsv^n  «d  iBaanBi^sa  nam  i  ma  asoi. 


Unequal  to  the  compassing  a  whole. 

Saw,  in  a  tenth  part,  leas  and  less  to  strive 

About.    And  as  for  men  in  turu  .  .  .  oontriva 

Who  could  to  take  eternal  interest 

In  them,  so  hate  the  woiat^  so  love  the  beat  I 

Though,  in  pursuance  of  his  passive  plan. 

He  hailed,  decried,  the  proper  way. 

As  Man 
So  figured  he  ;  and  how  as  Poet  ?    Verse 
Came  «ittly  not  to  a  staud-«till.    The  wona. 
That  lus  poor  piece  of  daily  work  to  do 
Was,  not  sink  under  any  rivals ;  who 
He  plesaes   Loudly  and   long  enough,  without 
neither  these  qualms, 

himaelf        Turned,  from  Bocaf oli's  stark-flaked 
nor  them :        nutlwnm. 

To  Plara's  sonnets  spoilt  by  toying  with* 

*'  As  knops  that  stud  some  almug  to  the  ^th 

PrickM  for  gum,   wry  thence,  and  ennklM 

worse 
Than  pnrsM  eyelids  of  a  river-horse 
Sunning  himself  o'  the  slime  when  whin*  the 

bieeie"- 
Gad'Jiy^  that  is.    He  might  compete  with  these ! 
But  — but— 

**Obaerve  a jpompion-twine  afloat ; 
Pluck  me  one  cup  from  off  the  caatle-moat  1 
Which  the    Along  with  oup  yon  raise  leaf,  atalk 
beet  Judges      and  root, 

sccount       The  entire  surface  of  the  pool  to 
'w-  boot. 

So  cMuld  I  pluck  a  cup,  put  in  one  song 
A  single  sight,  did  not  my  hand,  too  strong. 
Twitch  in  the  least  the  root-strings  of  the  whole. 
How  shonld  externals  satisfy  my  soul  ?  *' 
*'  Why  that 's  precise  the  error  Sqnaroialnpe  '* 
(Haaarded  Naado) ''  finds ;  *  the  man  can*t  stoop 
To  sing  ns  out,'  qooth  he,  *'  a  mere  romance ; 
He  ^d  tain  do  batter  than  the  best,  enhanoa 
The  subjecto'  rarity,  work  problems  out 
Therewith.'    Now,  yon  'rs  a  bard,  a  bard  paat 

doubt. 
And  no  philosopher ;  why  introduce 
Crotcheto  like  these  ?  fine,  surely,  but  no  use 
In  poetry  —  which  still  must  be,  to  strike. 
Based  upon  common  sense ;  there's  nothing  like 
Appealing  to  our  natim !  what  beside 
Was  your  first  poetry  ?    No  tricks  were  tried 
In  that,  no  hollow  thrilla,  affected  Ihroea ! 
*  The  man,'  said  we,  *'  tella  his  own  joys  and 


We  '11  trust  him.'    Would  you  have  yonr  songs 

endnre? 
Build  on  the  human  heart  1  —  whv,  to  be  snre 
Youis  ia  one  sort  of  heart  —  but  I  mean  theiia. 
Ours,  every  one's,  the  healthy  heart  one  eares 
To  build  on  1    Central  peace,  mother  of  strength. 
That's  fether  of  .  .  .  nay,  go  yonnell  that 

Imigth, 
Ask  those  calm-hearted  doers  what  they  do 
When  they  have  got  their  calm  1    And  is  it 

true. 
Fire  rankles  at  the  heart  of  every  globe  ? 
Perhapa.    But  these  are  matters  one  may  probe 
Too  daeplv  for  poetie  pnrpoaes; 
Rather  seMst  a  tfaaotr  that  .  .  .  yaa, 
Laugh  1  what  daaa  tfcnt  pwve  ?  —  atattow  yoa 

midway 
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And  aaTfls  aome  Uid«  o'er-refining.    Nay, 
That 's  rank  injnstioe  done  me  I    I  restrict 
The  poet  ?    Don't  I  hold  the  poet  picked 
Oat  of  a  host  of  waniori,  Btateamen  .  .  .  did 
I  tell  yon  ?    Very  like  !    As  well  yon  hid 
That  sense  of  power,  yon  have  I    True  bards 

belieTO 
All  aUe  to  aehiere  what  they  aohieve  — 
That  is,  jnst  nothinfir  —  in  one  point  abide 
Profoonaer  simpletons  than  all  beside. 
Oh,  ay  t    The  knowled^  that  yon  are  a  bard 
Most  oonstitate  Tonr  prime,  nav  sole,  reward !  '* 
So  prattled  NadaOf  bnsieBt  of  the  tribe 
Of  gemns-hannters  —  how  shall  I  describe 
>Vl^t  grmbs  or  nips  or  robs  or  ripe  ~  your  louse 
For  love,  your  flea  for  hate,  mMnanimous, 
Tiieir  Malignant,  Pappaoooju  Tafirliaf er, 

crtticiama     Picking  a  sustenance  from  wear  and 
five  aiiMll        tear 

comfort :      By  implements  it  sedulous  employs 
To  undertake,  lay  down,  mete  out,  o^er^toise 
SirdeUo  ?     Fifty  creepers  to  elude 
At  onoe  !    They  settled  stanchly :  shame  ensued : 
Behold  the  monarch  ef  mankind  sueenmb 
To  the  last  fool  who  tuned  him  round  his 

thumb. 
As  Naddo  styled  it !    'T  was  not  worth  oppose 
The  matter  of  a  moment,  eainsay  those 
He  aimed  at  getting  rid  of ;  better  think 
Their  thoughts  ana  speak  their  qieeoh,  secure 

to  slink 
Back  expeditiously  to  his  safe  place. 
And  ohew  the  cud  —  what  he  and  what  his  race 
Were  really,  each  of  them.    Tet  even  this 
Conformity  was  partial.    He  would  miss 
S>me  point,  brought  into  contact  with  them  ere 
Aivnired  in  what  small  segment  of  the  sphere 
( >f  hia  eziBtenoe  they  attended  him ; 
Whence  blunders,  falsehoods  rectified  —  a  grim 
Last  —  slur  it  over  !    How  ?    If  dreams  were 

tried, 
HLs  will  swayed  sicklily  from  side  to  side, 
Nor  merely  neutralized  his  waking  act 
But  tended  e'en  in  fancy  to  distract 
The  intermediate  will,  the  choice  of  means. 
He  lost  the  art  of  dreaming  :  Mantnan  scenes 
Supplied  a  baron,  say,  he  sang  before. 
Handsomely  reckless,  full  to  running  o'er 
Of  gaUantriee ;  '*  abjure  the  soul,  content 
With  body,  thert'f<ire  I  "     iScarcely  had  he  bent 
Himself  in  dream  tlius  low,  when  matter  fast 

<  'ried  out,  he  found,  for  spirit  to  oontnist 
And  tesk  it  duly ;  by  advances  alight. 
The  simple  stuff  becoming  compoeit^, 

<  Viunt  liori  grew  ApoUo  —  beat  recall 

Hisi  fancy  !    Then  would  some  rough  peasant- 
Paul, 
Like  those  old  £c«.«]in  confers  with,  glance 
Hia  gay  aD^arel  o'er ;  that  countenance 
<fathierad  lus  shattered  fancies  into  one. 
And,  bodT  dean  abolished,  soul  alone 
.^ufiieed  tne  gray  Paulioian :  by  and  by. 
And  hie        To  balance  the  ethereality. 

Passions  were  needed ;  foiled  he  sank 
again. 

Meanwhile  the  world  rejoioed  ('tis 
piete.  ^j„j^  explain) 

Beeanse  a  svddeii  siokaess  set  it  free 


FVom  Adelaide.    Missing  the  mother-bee. 
Her  mountain-hive  Romano  swarmed ;  at  once 
A  rustle-forth  of  daughters  and  of  sons 
Blackened  the  valley.    **  I  am  sick  too,  old. 
Half-crazed  I  think  ;  what  good 's  the  KaLier's 

eold 
To  such  an  one  ?    Ood  help  me  I  for  I  catch 
My  children's  greedy  raarkling  eyes  at  watch  — 
^  He  bears  that  double  oreastplate  on,'  they  aay, 
^  So  manv  minutes  less  than  yesterday  ! ' 
Beside,  Monk  Hilary  is  on  his  knees 
Now,  sworn  to  kneel  and  pray  till  God  shall 

please^ 
Exact  a  punishment  for  many  things 
You  know,  and  some  you  never  knew ;  which 

brings 
To  memory,  Azzo's  sister  Beatrix 
And  Richard's  Giglia  are  my  Alberio's 
And  Eoelin's  betrothed :  the  Count  himself 
Must  get  my  Pahna:  Qnibellin  and  Guelf 
Mean  to  embrace  each  other."    So  began 
Adelaide**    Romano's   missive   to   his   fighting 
death:  man 

whathsp.    Taarello«-on  the   Tuscan's  death, 
peas  en  it:        away 

With  Friedrich  sworn  to  sail  from  Naples'  bay 
Next  month  for  Syria.    Never  thundei^elap 
Out  of  Vesuvius'  throat,  like  this  mishap 
Startled  him.    '"  That  aocuned  Vioenza  t    I 
Absent,  and  she  selects  this  time  to  die  I 
Ho.  fellows,  for  Vicenxa ! "    Half  a  score 
Of  nones  ridden  dead,  he  stood  before 
Romano  in  his  reeking  spun  '•  too  late  — 
**  Boniface  urged  me,  Este  could  not  wait," 
The   chieftain   stammered;   ^Met   me   die  in 

peace ^ 
Forget  me  !     Was  it  I  who  craved  increase 
Of  rule  ?    Do  you  and  Friedrich  plot  your  worst 
Ay^ainst  the  Father  :  as  ^ou  found  me  first 
So  leave  me  now.    Forgive  me  I    Palraa,  sure, 
la  at  Goito  still.    Retain  that  lure  — 
Only  be  pacified  I  " 

The  country  rung 
With  such  a  pieoe  of  news  :  on  every  tongue. 
How  Ecelin's  great  servant,  congeed  off. 
Had  done  a  long  day^a  service,  no,  might  doff 
The  green  and  yellow,  and  receiver  breath 
At  Mantua,  whither,  —  since  Retrude'a  death, 
(The  girlish  slip  of  a  Sicilian  bride 
From  Otho'a  house,  he  carried  to  reside 
At  Mantua  till  the  Ferrarese  should  pile 
A  structure  worthy  her  imperial  style, 
Tlie  gardens  raise,  the  statues  there  enshrine. 
She  never  lived  to  see)  —  althoii;;h  his  line 
Was  ancient  in  her  archives  and  she  took 
A  pride  in  him,  that  city,  nor  foranok 
Her  child  when  he  forsook  himself  and  spent 
A  prowess  on  Romano  surely  meant 
For  his  own  growth  —  whither  he  ne'er  resorts 
If  wholly  satisfied  (to  trust  reportat 
With  Exselin.    So,  forward  in  a  tnce 
Were  shows  to  greet  him.      **  Take  a  friend's 

advice," 

§uoth  Naddo  t»  Sordello,  ^*  nor  be  rash 
ecause  your  rivals  (nothing  can  abash 
Some  folks)  demur  that  we  pronounced  jon  best 
To  sound  the  great  man's  welcome  ;  'tis  a  test. 
Remember!     Strojavacca  looks aaqnint. 
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Aud  a 
trouble 
it  occa- 


The  rouffh  fat  bIotaii  ;  aud  there  *8  plentv  hint 
Your  pinioiiB  have  received  of  kite  a  shock  — 
Outeoar  them,  oohewao  of  the  silver  iiook  I 

bing  well  I  *'  A  sienal  wonder,  sons:  *8 

no  whit 
Fsfiilitated. 
NiunH  8or>  Vamt  the  minutes  flit : 

dello.  Another   day,  iSordello   finds,    will 

briiiff 
The  soldier,  aud  he  cannot  choose  but  sinjp  ; 
iS>,  a  last  shift,  quits  Mantua  —  slow,  aloue  : 
Out  of  tliat  acninir  brain,  a  very  stone, 
Song  must  be  struck.      What  occupies   that 

front? 
Just  how  he  was  mora  awkward  than  his  wont 
The  ui<ht  before,  when  Naddo.  who  had  seen 
Taurello  on  his  progress,  praised  the  mien 
For  dignity  no  crosses  could  affect  — 
Such  was  a  joy,  and  might  not  he  detect 
A  satisfaotion  if  estabhahed  joys 
Were  proved  iropostura  ?    Poetry  annoys 
Its  utmost :  wherefore  fret  ?    Verses  may  come 
Or  keep  away !    And  thus  he  wandered,  dumb 
TiU  evening,  when  he  paused,  thoroughly  spent, 
On  a  blind  lull-top :  down  the  gorge  ne  went. 
Yielding  himself  up  as  to  an  embrace. 
Tho  moon  came  out  j  like  features  of  a  face, 
A  ouerulous  f  ratenuty  of  pines, 
^>aa  blackthorn  dumps,  leaflesB  and  grovelling 

vines 
Also  came  out,  made  gradually  up 
The  picture ;  *t  was  Goito's  roonntain-oap 
And  castle.    He  had  dropped  through  one  de- 
file 
He  never  dared  explore,  the  Chief  erewhile 

Had  vaiiislied  by.    Back  rushed  the 
';"  dream,  enwrapped 

uCw.      Hi?  ^.*>o"y;     'T™  Apollo   now 
oW  en.  tn«y  lapped, 

vinmiii»Bt,    1  nose  mountains,  not  a  pettish  nun- 

strel  meant 
To  wear  his  soul  away  in  discontent. 
Brooding  on  fortune's  malice.    Heart  and  brain 
SwelhMl ;  he  expanded  to  himself  again. 
As  some  thin  seedling  spice-tree  starved  and 

frail. 
Pushing  between  cat's  head  and  ibis'  tail 
(^rusted  into  the  porphyry  pavement  smooth, 
-   Suffered  ramam  just  as  it  sprung,  to  soothe 
Tlie  Soldan's  pining  daughter,  never  yet 
Well  in  her  chilly  green-glazed  minaret,  — 
When  rooted  up.  the  sunny  day  she  died. 
And  flung  into  the  common  court  beside 
itji  parent  tree.    Come  home,  Sordello  I    8oon 
^Vas  he  low  muttering,  beneath  the  moon. 
Of  sorrow  saved,  of  quiet  evermore,  — 
^>inoe  from  the  purpose,  he  nuiintained  before, 
<  hily  resulted  wailing  and  hot  tean. 
Sera  but       Ah,  the  slim  castle  I     dwindled  of 
fAilire  in         late  years. 

Ml  done       But  more  mysterious :  gone  to  min 
•'"^^  -  traihi 

( H  vine  through  every  loop-hole.   Naught  avails 
'Phe  nis^t  aa,  toreh  in  hand,  he  must  explore 
The  maple  rharaber  :  did  I  say,  its  floor 
Was  nuide  of  interrecting  cedar  beams  ? 
Worn  now  with  gaps  so  Jaiga,  there  blew  cold 


Of  air  quite  from  the  dungaoo ;  lay  yoor 
Close  aud  ^t  is  like,  one  aner  one,  yon  hear 
In  the  blind  darkness  water  drop.     The  nests 
And  nooks  retain  their  long  ranged  vesture* 

chests 
Emptv  and  smelling  of  the  iris  root 
The  Tuscan  grated  o'er  them  to  reeruit 
Her  wasted  wits.    Palma  was  gone  that  day. 
Said  the  remaiiiing  women.    I^t,  he  la^ 
Beside  tiie  Carian  group  reserved  and  still. 
'Vhe  Body,  the  Machine  for  Acting  Will, 
Had  been  at  the  oommencemeut  proved  unfit ; 
That  for  Demonstrating,  Reflaoting  it. 
Mankind  —  no  fitter  :  was  the  WUl  Itself 
lu  fault? 

His  forehead  pressed  the  moonlit  shelf 
Beside  tlie  youngest  marble  maid  awliile  ; 
Then,  raising  it,  ne  thoncht,  with  a  long  smile, 
sad  re-         **  I  Bhull  be  lung  again  1  *'    as   he 
•olvet  to         withdrew 

deabt  The  envied  scarf ;   into  the  font  he 

from  th0  threw 

">»•  Hia  crown. 

Next  dav,  no  poet  I    *'  Wherefore  f  "  asked 
Taurello,  when  tne  dance  of  Jonii^ears,  masked 
As  devils,  ended ;   *'  don't  a  song  come  next  ?  " 
The  maater  of  the  pageant  lookM  perplexed 
Till  Naddo's  whisper  came  to  hii  reliw. 
**  His  Highness  knew  what  poeta  were :  In  brief. 
Had  not  the  tetchy  race  prescriptive  right 
To  peevishness,  caprice  ?  or,  call  it  spite. 
One  must  receive  tneir  nature  in  its  length 
And  breadth,  expect  the  weakness  with  the 

stren^  t " 
—  So  phrasing,  till,  his  stock  of  phrMea  spent. 
The  easv-uatured  soldier  siuiled  assent. 
Settled  his  portly  person,  smoothed  his  chin. 
And  nodded  that  the  bull-bait  might  begin. 


BOOK   THE  THIRD 

And  the  font  took  them :  let  our  lanreb  lie  ! 

Braid  moonfem  now  with  mystic  trifoly 

Because  once  more  Ooito  gets,  once  mors, 

Sordello  to  itself  I    A  dream  is  o*er, 

And  the  suspended  life  begins  anew : 

Quiet  those  throbbing  temples,  then,  subdue 

Nsture         That  cheek's  distortion  I      Nature's 

may  strict  embrace, 

triumph       Putting  aside  tlie  past,  shall  aooa 

therefore;        efface 

lU  print  as  well  —  faotitioas  humois  grown 
Over  the  true  —  loves,  hatreds  not  his  own  ~> 
And  turn  him  pure  as  some  forgotten  vest 
Woven  of  painted  bysBua,  silkiest 
Tuftini^  the  Tyrrhene  whelk's  peari-aheeted 

hp, 
Jjvft  welter  where  a  trireme  let  it  slip 
I'  the  sea,  and  vexed  a  satrap  ;  so  the  stain 
O'  the  world  forsakes  SordeUo,  with  its  pain. 
Its  pleasure:  how  the  tinot  loosenity  escapes. 
(Moud  after  cloud  I    Mantua's  faaniliar  sliapnt 
l>ie,  fair  and  foul  die,  fading  as  they  flit. 
Men,  women,  and  the  pathos  and  the  wit. 
Wise  speech  and  foolisn,  deeda  to  smile  or  sigk 
For,  good,  bad.  seemly  or  ignoble,  die. 
The  hist  f aos  idanoea  throogh  the  egtantiaea. 
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The  but  Toioe  nmrmnTB,  'twizt  the  blossomed 

Yines, 
Of  Men,  of  that  maobine  supplied  by  thoufifbt 
To  compass  self-peroerrdon  with,  he  soa^rbt 
Bt  f  oremK  half  himself  ~-  an  insane  pulM 
in  a  sod*8  blood,  on  clay  it  ooold  convulse, 
Never  transraate — on  human  sifirhts  and  sounds, 
To  watch  the  other  half  with ;  irksome  bounds 
It  ebbs  from  to  its  source,  a  fountain  sealed 
Forever.    Better  sure  be  unrevealed 
Than  part  revealed  :  Sordello  well  or  ill 
Is  finished :  then  what  further  use  of  Will, 
Point  in  the  prime  idea  not  realized, 
An  oversight  ?  inordinatelv  prized. 
No  leas,  and  pampered  with  enonirb  of  each 
Delight  to  prove  the  whole  above  its  reach. 
'*  To  need  become  all  natures,  yet  retain 
The  law  of  my  own  nature  —  to  remain 
Myself,  yet  yearn  ...  as  if  that  chastnut,  think. 
Should  jeara  for  dua  first  larch*bloom  crisp  and 

pink. 
Or  those  pale  fragrant  tears   where  zephyrs 

stanch 
March    wounds   aloi^    the    fretted    pine-tree 

branch  I 
Will  and  the  means  to  show  will,  gpreat  and 

small, 
Material,  spiritual,  —  abjure  them  all 
Save  any  so  distinct,  they  mav  be  left 
To  amuse,  not  tempt  become  I  and,  thus  bereft. 
Just  as  I  first  was  fashioned  would  I  be  I 
Nur,  mooa^  is  it  A^lo  now,  but  me 
For  her        Thou  visitest   to  comfort   and   be- 
•on,  Utety       friend  I 

aiiv9,dim     Swim  thou  into  my  heart,  and  there 
*«»*»*»  an  end. 

Since  I  possess  thee  I  —  nay,  thus  shut  mine  eyes 
And  know,  quite  know,  by  this  heart's  fall  and 


When  thou  dost  bury  thee  in  clouds,  and  when 
(hit^etandest :  wherefore  practise  upon  men 
To  make  that  plainer  to  myself  ?  " 

Slide  here 
Over  a  sweet  and  solitary  year 
Wasted  ;  or  simply  notice  chanjpe  in  him  — 
How  eyes,  once  with  ezploriiw  bright,  grew  dim 
And  satiate  with  receiving.    Bome  distress 
Was  caused,  too,  by  a  sort  of  consciousness 
Under  the  imbecility,  —  naught  kept 
That  down ;  he  slept,  but  was  aware  he  slept, 
So,  frustrated :  as  who  brainsick  made  pact 
Erst  with  the  overhangii^  cataract 
To  deafen  him,  yet  still  (UstinguiBhed  plain 
His  own  blood's  measured  clicking  at  his  brain. 

To  finish.    One  declining  Autumn  day  — 
Pew  birds  about  the  heaven  chill  and  grav, 
No  wind  that  cared  trouble  the  tacit  woods  — 
He  sauntered  home  complacently,  their  moods 
According,  his  and  nature's.    Everv  spark 
Wm  foowl    Of  Mantua  life  was  trodden  out ;  so 
•ndtolost.        dark 

The  embers,  that  the  Troubadour,  who  sung 
Flnndiwds  of  songs,  forgot,  its  trick  his  tongue. 
Its  craft  his  brain,  how  either  brought  to  pass 
Singing  at  all ;  that  faculty  might  clasB 
With  any  of  Apollo's  now.    The  jrear 
B4»gan  to  find  its  early  promise  sere 
Aa  well.    Thus  beauty  vanishes ;  thus  stone 


Outlingers  fiesh :  nature's  and  his  youth  gone, 
They  left  the  world  to  you,  and  wished  you  joy, 
When,  stopping  his  benevolent  employ, 
A  presage  shuddered  through  the  welkin ;  liarsh 
The  earth's  remonstrance  rollowed.    'T  wm  the 

marsh 
Gone  of  a  sudden.    Mincio,  in  its  place, 
Laughed,  a  broad  water,  in  next  morning's  face. 
And,  where  the  mists  broke  up  immense  ana 

white 
I'  the  steady  wind,  burned  like  a  spilth  of  light 
Out  of  the  crashing  of  a  myriad  stan. 
And  here  was  nature,  bound  by  the  same  bars 
Of  fate  with  him ! 

Butoature  *^  No  I  youth  onoe  gone  is  gone : 

Is  one  Deeds  let  escape  are  never  to  be  done, 

thingr,  msn    Leaf-fall  and   grass-spring  for  the 
another—        year;  for  us  — 
Oh  forfeit  I  unalterably  thus 
My  chance  ?  nor  two  lives  wut  me,  this  to  spend. 
Learning  save  that?    Nature  luis  time,  may 

mend 
Blistake,  she  knows  occasion  will  recur ; 
Landslip  or  seabreach,  how  affects  it  her 
With  her  magnificent  resources  ?  —  I 
Must  perish  once  and  perish  utterly. 
Not  any  strollings  now  at  even-close 
Down  the  field-path,  Sordello  I  by  thom-rows 
Alive  with  lamp^flies,  swimming  spots  of  fire 
And  dew,  outlining  the  black  cypress'  spire 
She  waits  you  at,  £lys,  who  heara  you  nrst 
Woo  her,  the  snow-month  through,  but  ere  she 

durst 
Answer  't  was  April.    Linden-flower-time-long 
Her  eyes  were  on  the  prround ;  't  is  July,  strong 
Now ;  and  because  white  dust-clouds  overwhelm 
The  woodside,  here  or  by  the  village  elm 
That  holds  the  moon,  she  meets  you,  somewhat 

pale. 
But  letting  you  lift  up  her  ooane  flax  veil 
And  whisper  (the  damp  little  hand  in  yours) 
Of  love,  heart's  love,  your  hearths  love  that  en- 
dures 
Till  death.    Tush  I    No  mad  mixing  with  the 

rout 
Of  haggard  ribalds  wandering  about 
The  hot  torchlit  wine-scented  island-house 
Where  Friedrich  holds  his  vrickedest  carouse, 
Parading,  —  to  the  gay  Palermitans, 
Soft  Messinese,  dusk  Saracenic  clans 
HftTinfT         Nuocera   holds,  —  those  tall   grave 
niultifari-         dazzling  Norse, 
«•"  "y™-      High-cheeked,  lank-haired,  toothed 
psthiM,  whiter  than  the  morse, 

Siieeiis  of  the  caves  of  jet  stalactites, 
e  sent  his  barks  to  fetch  through  icy  seas, 
Tlie  blind  night  seas  without  a  saving  star, 
And  here  in  snowy  birdskin  robes  they  are, 
Sordello !  —  here,  mollitious  alcoves  eut 
Superb  as  Byzant  domes  that  devils  Duilt ! 
—  Ah,  B3rzant,  there  again  !  no  chance  to  go 
Ever  like  august  cheery  Dandolo, 
Worshipping  hearts  about  him  for  a  wall. 
Conducted,  olind  eyw.  hundred  years  and  all. 
Through  vanquished  Byzant  where  friends  note 

for  him 
What  pillar,  marble  massive,  sardius  slim, 
*T  were  fittest  he  transport  to  Venice'  Square  -- 
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Flattered  and  pionuaed  life  to  tonch  them  there 

Soon,  by  those  fervid  sods  of  senators ! 

No  more  lifes,  deaths,  loves,  hatreds,  peaces, 

wars! 
Ah,  fragments  of  a  whole  ordained  to  be, 
Points  in  the  life  I  waited  I  what  are  ye 
But  roondels  of  a  ladder  which  appeared 
Awhile  the  very  platform  it  was  reared 
To  lift  me  on  ?  -;-  that  happiness  I  find 
Proofs  of  mjy  ftuth  in,  even  in  the  blind 
Instinct  which  bade  forego  you  all  unless 
Ye  led  me  past  yourselves.    Ay,  happiness 
He  mfty       Awaited  me ;  the  way  lite  should  be 
neither  re-        used 

nounoenor  Was  to  acquire,  and  deeds  like  you 
"»t*^T;  conduced 

To  teach  it  by  a  self-revealment,  deemed 
Life's  very  use,  so  long  I    Whatever  seemed 
Progress  to  that,  was  pleasure  ;   aught  that 

staged  ^ 
My  reaohmg  it — no  pleasure.    I  have  laid 
The  ladder  down ;  I  climb  not ;  still,  aloft 
The  platform  stretches  1     Blisses  strong  and 

soft, 
I  dared  not  entertain,  elude  me ;  ret 
Never  of  what  they  promised  could  I  get 
A  glimpse  till  now!    The  common  sort,  the 

crowd. 
Exist,  perceive ;  with  Being  are  endowed^ 
However  slight,  distinct  from  what  they  See, 
However  bounded ;  HiH}i>inees  must  be. 
To  feed  the  first  by  gleanings  from  the  last. 
Attain  its  qualities,  and  slow  or  fast 
Become  what  they  behold  ;  such  peace-in-stiife 
By  transmutation,  is  the  Use  of  Life, 
The  Alien  turning  Native  to  the  soul 
C)r  body  —  which  instructs  me ;  I  am  whole 
There  and  demand  a  Pidma ;  had  the  world 
Been  from  ray  soul  to  a  like  distance  hurled, 
*T  were  Happiness  to  make  it  one  with  me : 
Whereas  I  roust,  ere  I  begin  to  Be, 
Include  a  world,  in  flesh,  I  comprehend 
In  spirit  now  ;  and  this  done,  wnat  *s  to  blend 
With?    Naught  is  Alien  in  the  world  —  my 

Will 
Owns  all  already ;  yet  can  turn  it  —  still 
Lees  —  Native,  since  my  Means  to  correspond 
With  W^iU  are  so  unworthy,  *t  was  my  bond 
In  the  To  tread  the  very  joys  that  tantalize 

proceas  to  Most  now,  into  a  grave,  never  to  rise, 
which  ia  I  die  then  I  Will  the  rest  agree  to 
plPMure,  die  ? 

Next  Age  or  no  ?    Shall  its  Sordello  try 
Clue  after  clue,  and  catch  at  last  the  clue 
I  miss  ?  —  that  *s  underneath  my  finger  too, 
Twice,  thrice  a  day,  perhajis, — some  yearning 

traced 
Deeper,  some  petty  consequence  embraced 
Closer !    Why  fled  I  Mantua,  then  ?  —  com- 
plained 
So  much  my  Will  was  fettered,  yet  remained 
Content  within  a  tether  half  the  range 
I  could  assign  it  ?  —  able  to  exchange 
My  ignorance  (I  felt)  for  knowledge,  and 
Idle  because  I  could  thus  undentand  — 
Could  e'en  have  penetrated  to  its  core 
Our  mortal  mystery,  yet  —  fool  —  forbore, 
Preferred  elaborating  in  the  dark 


My  casual  stuff,  by  any  wretched  spark 
Bom  of  my  predecessors,  though  erne  stroke 
Of  mine  had  brought  the  flame  forth  1  Mantua's 

yoke. 
My  minstrel  Vtrade,  was  to  behold  mankind,  — 
My  own  concern  was  just  to  bring  my  mind 
Behold,  just  extricate,  for  my  aoquist. 
Each  object  suffered  stifle  in  the  mist 
Which  hazard,  custom,  blindness  interpose 
Betwixt  things  and  myself." 

Whereat  he  rose. 
The  level  wind  carried  above  the  firs 
Clouds,  the  irrevocable  travellers, 
Onward. 

**  Poshed  thus  into  a  drowsy  copse. 
Arms  twine  about  my  neck,  each  eyeUd  drops 
Under  a  humid  finger ;  while  there  fleets. 
Outside  the  screen,  a  pageant  time  repeats 
Never  again !    To  be  deposed,  immured 
While  re-     Clandestinely — irtill  petted,  stiU  aa- 
nuDciatlon       sured 

eneureede-  To  govern  were  fatiguing  work  — 
»I»lr.  the  Sight 

Fleeting  meanwhile  I    'Tis  noontide  :    wreak 

ere  night 
Somehow  my  will  upon  it,  rather  I    Slake 
This  thirst  somehow,  the  noorest  impress  take 
That   serves!    A  Uastea  bud  displays  you« 

torn. 
Faint  rudiments  of  the  full  flower  unborn ; 
But  who  divines  what  glory  coats  o'erclasp 
Of  the  bulb  dormant  in  the  mummy's  grasp 
Taurellosent?"  .  .  . 

"Taurello?    Pahnasent 
Tour  Tronvere,"  (Naddo  interposing  leant 
Over  the  lost  bard's  shoulder)  —  "  sund,  believe, 
Tou  cannot  more  reluctantly  receive 
Than  I  pronounce  her  message :  we  depart 
Together.    What  avail  a  poet*s  heart 
Verona's  pomns  and  gauds  ?  five  blades  of  graob 
Suffice  him.    News  ?   Why,  where  your  marish 

was, 
On  its  mud-banks  smoke  rises  after  smoke 
I'  the  valley,  like  a  spout  of  hell  new-broke. 
Oh,  the  world's  tidings !  small  your  thanks,  I 

guess. 
For  them.    The  father  of  our  Patroness 
Has  played  Tanrello  an  astounding  trick. 
Parts  between  Ecelin  and  Alberic 
f  Yis  wealth  and  goes  into  a  convent :  both 
Wed  Guelfs  :  the  Count  and  Palma  plighted 

troth 
A  week  since  at  Verona  :  and  they  want 
You  doubtI(>es  to  contrive  the  marriage-chant 
Ere  Richard  storms  Ferrara."    Then  was  told 
The  tale  from  the  beginning  —  how,  made  bold 
By  Salinguerra's  absence,  Guelfs  had  burned 
And  pillaged  till  he  unawares  returned 
To  take  revenge :  how  Azzo  and  his  friend 
Were  doing  their  endeavor,  how  the  end 
O'  the  siege  was  nigh,  and  how  the  Count,  re- 
leased 
From  further  care,  would  with  his  marriage- 
Th«Te  is        ^  feast 

ypt  s  way      Inaugurate  a  new  and  better  rule, 
of  eecaping    Absorbing  thus  Romano. 
th!« ;  ''  Shall  I  school 

My  master,"  added  Naddo,  *'  and  suggest 
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How  yon  may  dothe  m  a  poetic  Test 

These  doings^t  Verona?    Your  respouae 

To  Pabna  I   Wherefore  jest  ?  '  Depart  at  once  ? ' 

A  good  resoWe  I    In  truth,  I  haroly  hoped 

Si  prompt  an  acquieeoence.    Have  yon  groped 

Out  wisdom  in  the  wilds  here  ?  —  Thou^ts 

may  be 
(h'er-poetical  for  poetry. 
Pearl-white,  yon  poets  liken  Palma's  neck ; 
And  yet  what  spous  an  orient  like  some  speck 
Of  genuine  white,  turning  its  own  white  gray  ? 
Yon  take  me  ?    Curae  the  cicala !  " 

One  more  day, 
One  eTC  —  appears  Verona !    Many  a  group, 
(You  mind)  mstmoted  of  the  osptrey^s  swoop 
On  lynx  and  ounce,  was  gathering  —  Christen- 
dom 
Sure  to  receire,  whatever  the  end  was,  from 
The  erening's  purpose  cheer  or  detriment, 
Since  Friedrich  only  waited  some  erent 
Like  this,  of  Ghibellins  establishing 
Themselyes  within  Ferrara,  ere,  as  King 
Of  Lomfaardy,  he  *d  glad  descend  there,  wage 
Old  warfare  with  the  Pontiff,  disengage 
His  barons  from  the  burghers,  and  restore 
The  role  of  Charlemagne,  broken  of  yore 
By  Hildefarand. 

WlOcb  he  ^'  the  palace,  each  by  each, 

now  ukM  Sordello  sat  and  Palina :  litue  speech 
bf  olMjlng  At  first  in  that  dim  closet,  face  with 
Palma:  face 

( Despite  the  tumult  in  the  market-place) 
Exchanging  quick  low  laughters :  now  would 

mah 
Word  upon  word  to  meet  a  sudden  flush, 
A  look,  left  off,  a  shifting  lips*  surmise  — 
But  for  the  most  part  their  two  histories 
Wbo  thera-  Ran  best  through  the  looked  fingers 
upon  be-  and  linked  anus. 

eonmhiB  And  so  the  night  flew  on  with  its 
■aocUte.  alarms 

Till  in  borst  one  of  Palma's  retinue ; 
''Now,  LadyT*  gasped  he.     Then  arose  the 

two 
And  leaned  into  Veronals  air,  dead-still. 
A  baloonv  lay  black  beneath  until 
Out,  *mia  a  gush  of  torchfire,  gray-haired  men 
Came  on  it  and  harangued  the  people  :  then 
Searlike  that  people  surging  to  and  fro 
Shouted,  ^*  Hale  forth  the  carroch  —  trumpets, 

ho, 
A  flourish  I    Ron  it  in  the  ancient  grooves  I 
BsMsk  from  the  bell!    Hammer — that  whom 

behoores 
kfay  bear  the  League  is  up !    Peal  —  learn  who 

list, 
Verona  means  not  first  of  towns  break  tryst 
To'inoiTow  with  the  League  I  '* 

Enoujtrh.    Now  turn  — 
Over  the  oaatoni  cypresses :  discern ! 
Is  any  beacon  set  ars^immer  ? 

Rang 
The  air  with  shouts  that  overpowered  the  dang 
Of  tbe  ineeasaBt  carroch,  even :  "'  Haste  — 
The  candle  *s  at  the  gateway !  ere  it  waste. 
Each  soldier  stand  bmside  it,  armed  to  march 
With  Tno  Sampler  through  the  eastern  arch  !  '* 
Parrvra  *s  saocorBd.  Paliua ! 


Once  again 
They  sat  toother ;  some  strange  thing  in  train 
To  say,  so  £fficult  was  Palma's  place 
In  taking,  with  a  coy  fastidious  grace 
Like  the  bird's  flutter  ere  it  fix  and  feed. 
But  when  she  felt  she  held  her  friend  indeed 
Safe,  she  threw  back  her  curls,  began  implant 
Her  lessons  :  telling  of  another  want 
As  her  Gioito's  quiet    nourished    than   his 

own  histo-        own ; 

rywillao-     Palma  —  to  serve  him — to  be  served, 
count  for,         |jone 

Importing ;  A^fues'  milk  so  neutrali2ed 

The  blood  of  Ecelin.    Nor  be  surprised 

H,  while  Sordello  fain  had  captive  led 

Nature,  in  dream  was  Palma  subjected 

To  some  out-soul,  which  dawned  not  though  she 

pined 
Delaying  till  its  advent,  heart  and  mind, 
Their  life.   "How  dared  I  let  expand  the  forc6 
Within  me,  till  some  out-soul,  whose  resource 
It  grew  for,  should  direct  it  ?    Evexy  law 
Of  life,  its  every  fitness,  every  flaw. 
Must  One  determine  whose  corporeal  shape 
Would  be  no  other  than  die  prime  escape 
And  rovelation  to  me  of  a  Will 
Orb-like  o'ershrouded  and  inscrutable 
Above,  save  at  the  point  which,  I  should  know, 
Shone  that  myself,  my  powers,  might  overflow 
So  far,  so  much ;  as  now  it  signified 
Which  earthly  sh^e  it  henceforth  chose  mj 

guide. 
Whose  mortal  lip  selected  to  declare 
Its  oracles,  what  fleshly  garb  would  wear 
—  The  first  of  intimations,  whom  to  love ; 
The  next,  how  love  him.    Seemed  that  orb, 

above 

The  castlo-oovert  and  the  mountain-close. 

Slow  in  appearing,  — if  beneath  it  rose 

Cravings,  aversions,  — did  our  green  precinct 

Take  pride  in  me,  at  unawares  distinct 

With  tlus  or  that  endowment,  —  how,  repressed 

At  once,  such  jetting  power  shrank  to  the  rest  I 

Was  I  to  have  a  chance  touch  spoil  me,  leave 

My  spirit  thence  unfitted  to  receive 

The  ccnsummating  spell  ?  —  that  spell  so  near 

Moreover !    '  Waits  he  not  the  waking  year  ? 

His  almond-blossoms  must  be  honey-ripe 

Bv  this ;  to  welcome  him,  f resli  runnels  strii>e 

Tne  thawed  ravines  ;  because  of  him,  the  wind 

Walks  like  a  herald.    I  shall  surely  find 

Him  now  I  * 

**  And  chief,  that  earnest  April  mora 

Of  Richard's  Love-court,  was  it  time,  so  worn 

Aravene     And  white  my  cheek,  so  idly  ray 

to,  and  blood  beat, 

oomple-        Sitting  that  mom  beside  the  Lady's 
Uouof,hla.      f,^ 

And  saying  as  she  prompted ;  till  outburst 
One  face  from  all  tne  faces.    Not  then  first 
I  knew  it ;  where  in  maple  chamber  glooms. 
Crowned  with  what  saajguine-heart  pomegran- 

ato  blooms 
Advanced  it  ever  ?    Men's  acknowledgment 
Sanctioned    my  own:    'twas  taken,   Pklnia's 

bent, — 
Sordello,  — recogniied,  accepted. 

"  Dumb 


96 


SORDELLO 


iwt  she  still  1011611121111:.    Eoelin  would  oome 

Gamit,  searfxl,  *  C««uio  baflies  me/  he  'd  way : 

*  Better  I  fuuffkt  it  out,  my  fsther's  way ! 

iStrsngle  Ferrara  in  ita  drownintf  flata. 

And  you  and  ;^onr  Taurello  yoiMler !  —  what  *■ 

Romano's  businefls  there  ?  '    An  hour*s  ooneem 

To  cure  the  f  ruward  Chief  I  —  induce  return 

Aa  heartened  from  tliotie  uvenueaninK'  eyes, 

Wound  up  to  pemevere,  —  his  enterprise 

Marked  out  anew,  itM  exigent  of  wit 

Apportioned,  —  she  at  liberty  to  sit 

And  scheme  aj^iiut  tlie  next  emergence,  I  *- 

To  covet  her  Taurellu-aprite,  made  fly 

( h*  fold  the  wing  —  to  con  your  horoeoope 

For  leave  command  those  steely  shafts  ihoot 

ope. 
Or  straight  aasuage  their  blinding  eagerness 
In  blank  smooUi  snow.     What  semblance  of 

suocess 
To  any  of  ni^  plans  for  making  you 
Howahe       Mine  and   Romanes?      Break    the 
«>v«r  M.  first  wall  through, 

Eimi  for      Tread  o^er  the  ruins  of  the  Chief, 
*•  "s^  supplant 

HiM  Btnm  beside,  still,  vainest  were  the  vaunt : 
Th»*re.  kSalinguerra  would  obstruct  me  sheer. 
And  the  insuperable  Tuscan,  here. 
Stay  me  !     But  one  wild  eve  that  Lady  died 
In  her  lone  chamber  :  only  I  beside  : 
Taurello  far  at  Naples,  and  my  sire 
At  Padua,  Ecelin  away  in  ire 
With  Albenc.    Mie  held  me  thus  — a  dutch 
Circuin-       '^^  make  our  spirits  as  our  bodies 
iitaiK*es  touch  — 

helpiu^or    And  so  began  flinging  the  past  up, 
U>Mi«ruig.       heaps 

( >f  uncouth  treasure  from  their  snnlees  sleeps 
Within  her  soul ;  deeds  rose  along  ^ith  dreams. 
Fragments  of  many  miserable  schemes. 
Secrets,  more  secrets,  then  —  no,  not  the  last  — 
^Mougst  others,  like  a  casiuU  trick  o*  the  past, 
I  low  .  .  .  ay,  she  told  iiie,  gathering  up  her 

face. 
All  left  uf  it,  into  one  arch-grimace 
To  die  with  .  .  . 

**  Friend,  'tis  gone !  but  not  the  fear 
(  H  that  fell  lauKhing,  heard  as  now  I  hear. 
Nor  faltered  voice,  nor  seemed  her  heart  grow 

weak 
When  i'  the  midst  abrupt  she  cesMed  to  speiUc 
Dead,  as  t4>  serve  a  purpose,  mark  !  —  for  in 
UnKhed  o'  the  v(*ry  instant  Kc^lin 
( How  summoned,  who  divines  ?)  ~  looking  as  if 
He  understood  why  Adelaide  lay  stiff 
Aintady  in  my  arms  ;  for,  *  (lirl,  how  must 
I  manage  Este  in  the  matter  thrust^ 
rpon  me,  how  unravel  your  bad  coil  ?  — 
Sinee '  (he  declared'  *  't  is  on  your  brow  —  a  soil 
Like  hera  there ! '    then  in  the  same  breath, 

*  he  kicked 
No  counsel  after  all,  had  signed  no  pact 
With  devils,  nor  was  treason  here  or  there, 
Ooito  or  Vicenza,  his  affair : 
He  buried  it  in  Adelaide's  deep  grave. 
Would  begin   life   afresli,  now,  —  would   not 

slave 
For  anv  Friedrich*s  nor  Taurello's  sake  I 
What  booted  him  to  meddle  or  to  make 


In  Lombardy  ?  *    And  afterward  I  knew 
The  mfMMiing  of  his  promise  to  undo 
All  she  had  done  —  why  marriages  were  made. 
New  friendships  entered  on,  old  foUoweia  paid 
With  curses  for   their   paina,  —  new  friends* 

amaze 
At  henrht,  when,  passing  out  by  Gate  Saiut 

Blaise, 
He  stopped  riiort  in  Vicenza,  bent  his  head 
Over  a  triar^s  neck,  —  '  had  vowed,  ^  he  said, 
*  Loi^  since,  nigh  thirty  years,  because  his  « if*' 
And  child  were  sav«^  there,  to  bestow  his  life 
On  God,  his  gettings  on  the  Church.* 

''Exiled 
Within  Goito,  still  one  dream  beguiled 
My  days  and  nights;   'twas  foiuid,  the  orb  I 

sought 
Sr^n^l*    To  serve,  those  glimpses   eame  of 
•eemed  ^Fomalhaut, 

iKMMble.      No   other:    but   how   serve    it?  — 

authorize 
Yon  and  Romano  mim^fled  destinies  ? 
And  straight  Romano  s  au^l  stood  beside 
Me  who  had  else  been  Boniface's  bride. 
For  Salingnerra  't  waa,  with  neck  low  bent. 
And  voice  lightened  to  music,  (as  he  meant 
To  learn,  not  teach  me,)  who  withdrew  the  pell 
From  the  dead  past  and  straight  revived  it  all. 
Making  me  see  now  first  Romano  waxed, 
Wheretore  he  waned  now,  why,  if  I  relaxed 
My  grasp  (even  1  h  would  drop  a  thing  eifet«'. 
Frayed  oy  itself,  nneciual  to  complete 
Its  course,  and  counting  every  stop  astray 
By  the  in-    A  gain  so  much.      Romano,  evt  ry 
terveution        way 

of  8»lin-      Stable,  a  Lombard  Honse  now  —  whv 
g^rn-  start  back 

Into  the  very  outset  of  its  track  ? 
Tliis  patehing  nrinciple  which  late  allied 
Our  House  witn  other  Houses— what  beside 
('oneenie<l  the  apparition,  the  first  Knight 
Who  followed  Conrad  hither  in  such  plight 
His    utmoHt  wealth  was  summed  in  bts  mie 

Hteed? 
For  Ecelo,  that  prowler,  was  decreed 
A  tjisk,  in  the  beginninc  hazardous 
To  him  as  ever  task  can  be  to  us ; 
But  did  the  weather-beaten  thief  despair 
When  first  our  crystal  cincture  of  warm  air. 
That  binds  the  Trevisan.  —  as  its  spice4»elt 
(CruHad«  rs  say;  the  tract  where  Jesus  dwelt,  — 
Furtive  he  pierced,  and  £ste  was  to  face—* 
Despaired    Saponian    strength    of    Lombard 

grace? 
Tried  he  at  making  snrer  aught  made  sore. 
Maturing  what  already  was  mature  ? 
No;  his  neart  prompted  Ecelo,  'C'onfront 
Este.  iimpect  yourself.    What  'm  nature  ?  Wont. 
Discard  three-parts  your  nature,  and  adopt 
Who  rem.    The  rest   as  an  advantage!*      Old 
edied  ill  strength  propped 

wrought       The  man  who  fint   grew   Podest^ 
by  Ei-viin,        among 

The  Vicentines,    no    leas    than,   while    thert 

sprung 
His  palace  up  in  Padua  like  a  threat. 
Their  noblest  spied  agraee.  unnoticed  yet 
In  Conrad*H  crew.    Tnns  far  the  object  gained 
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Romano  was  established  — has  remained  — 

*  For  are  you  not  Italian,  truly  peen 

With  £ate  ?    *'  Axzo  "  better  soothes  onr  ears 
Than  **  Alberie  "  ?  or  is  this  lion^s-erine 
From  over-mounts '  (Uiis  yellow  hair  of  mine) 

*  So  weak  a  sraft  on  Afpies  £ste*8  stock  ? ' 

I  Thus  went  he  on  with  somethiufir  of  a  mook) 

*  Wherefore  recoil,  then,  from  the  very  fate 
Conceded  you,  refuse  to  imitate 

Your  model  farther  ?    ISste  long  since  left 
Being  mere  Este :  as  a  blade  its  heft, 
Kste  required  the  Pope  to  further  him  : 
And  you,  the   Kaiser  —  whom   your  father *s 

whim 
Foregoes  or,  better,  never  shall  forego 
If  Palma  dare  pursue  what  Ecelo 
Commenced,  but  Ecelin  desists  from  :  just 
As  Adelaide  of  Snsa  could  intrust 
Her  donative,  —  her  Piedmont  given  the  Pope, 
Her  Almne-^paas  for  him  to  shut  or  ope 
*Twixt  France  and  Italy,  —  to  the  superb 
Madlda^s  perfecting,  —  so,  lest  aught  curb 
Our  Adehude's  great  counter-project  for 
Giving  her  Trentine  to  the  Emperor 
With  passage  here  from  Germany,  —  shall  yon 
Take  it,  —  my  slender  plodding  talent,  too  !  * 
—  Urged  me  Taurello  with  his  half-smile. 

"He 
As  Patron  of  the  scattered  family 
Conveyed  me  to  his  Mantua,  kept  in  bruit 
Azzo^s  alliances  and  Richard  *s  suit 
Until,  the  Kaiser  excommunicate, 
"  Nothing  remains,*  Taurello  said,  *  but  wait 
S>me  raiui  procedure  :  Palma  was  the  link, 
^Vs  Agnes*  child,  between  us,  and  they  shrink 
And  had  a    From  losing  Palma :    judge  if   we 
project  advance, 

for  her         Your  father *s  method,  your  inherit- 
<**^  ancel ' 

K^^^'  Tlie  day  I  was  betrothed  to  Boniface 

At  Padna  by  Taurello's  self,  took  pUuse 
The  outrage  of  the  Ferrarese :  i^am. 
The  day  I  sought  Verona  with  the  train 
Agreed  for,  —  by  Taurello^s  policy 
Convicting  Richard  of  the  fault,  since  we 
Were  present  to  annul  or  to  confirm,  — 
Richard,    whose   patience  had   outstayed   its 

tenn. 
Quitted  Verona  for  the  siege. 

'*  And  now 
What  glorv  may  engird  Sordello's  brow 
Through  tms  ?    A  m<mth  since  at  Oliero  slunk 
All  that  was  Ecelin  into  a  monk  ; 
But  how  oottld  Salinguerra  so  forget 
His  liege  of  thirty  yean  as  grudge  even  yet 
One  effort  to  recover  him  ?    He  sent 
Forthwith  the  tidings  of  this  last  event 
To  Eoelin  —  declared  that  he,  despite 
The  recent  folly,  recognized  his  right  ^ 
To  order  h^alinguerra :  *  Should  he  wring 
Its  uttermost  advantage  out,  or  fling 
This  ehaooe  away?     Or  were  his  sons  now 

Head 
O'  the  Honse  ? '     Through  me  Tanrello's  mis- 
sive sped  ; 
My  father's  answer  will  by  me  return, 
fiehold  1     *  For  him,*  he  writes,  '  no  more  con- 


would 
change 
toBor- 
deUo'a. 


With  strife  than,  for  his  children,  with  fresh 

plots 
Of  Friedrich.    Old  engagements  out  he  blots 
For  aye :  Taurello  shall  no  more  subserve. 
Nor  Ecelin  impose.*    Lest  this  unnerve 
Taurello  at  this  juncture,  slack  his  grip 
Of  Richard,  suffer  the  occasion  slip,  — 
I,  in  his  sons*  default  (who,  mating  with 
Este,  forsake  Romano  as  the  frith 
Its  mainsea  for  that  firmland,  sea  makes  head 
Against)  I  stand ,  Romano,  —  in  their  stead 
Assume  the  station  they  desert,  and  give 
Still,  aa  the  Kaiser's  representative, 
Taurello  license  he  demands.    Midnight  — 
Morning  —  by  noon  to-morrow,  making  light 
Which  ahe    ^  ^^  League's  issue,  we,  in  some 

gay  weed 
Like  yours,  disguised  together,  may 

precede 
The  arbitrators  to  Ferrara :  reach 
Him,  let  Taurello*s  noble  accents  teach 
The  rest  !^  Then  say  if  I  have  misconceived 
Your  destiny,  too  readily  believed 
The  Kaiser's  cause  your  own !  " 

And  Palma  *s  fled. 
Though  no  affirmative  dirturbs  the  head, 
A  dying  lamp-fiame  sinks  and  rises  o'er, 
Like  the  alighted  planet  Pollux  wore. 
Until,  mom  breaking,  he  resolves  to  be 
Gate-vein  of  this  heart's  blood  of  Lombardy, 
Soul  of  this  body  —  to  wield  this  aggregate 
Of  souls  and  bodies,  and  so  conquer  fate 
Though  he  should  live  —  a  centre  of  disgust 
Even  —  apart,  core  of  the  outward  crust 
He  vivifies,  assimilates.    For  thus 
I  bring  Sordello  to  the  rapturous 
Thus  then,   Exclaim  at  the  crowd's  cry,  because 
having  one  round 

completed    Of  life  was  quite  accomplished  ;  and 
a  circle,  he  found 

Not  only  that  a  soul,  whate'er  its  might. 
Is  insufficient  to  its  own  delight. 
Both  in  corporeal  organs  and  in  skill 
By  means  of  such  to  body  forth  its  Will  — 
And,  after,  insufficient  to  apprise 
Men  of  that  Will,  oblige  them  recognize 
The  Hid  by  the  Revealed  —  but  that,  the  hut 
Nor  lightest  of  the  struggles  over)iast. 
Will  he  bade  abdicate,  which  would  not  void 
The  throne,  mi^ht  sit  there,  suffer  he  enjoyed 
Mankind,  a  varied  and  divine  array 
Incapable  of  homage,  the  first  way, 
Nor  fit  to  render  incidentally 
Tribute  connived  at,  taken  by  the  by^ 
In  jo^.    If  thus  with  warrant  to  rescind 
The  Ignominious  exile  of  mankind  — 
Whose  proper  service,  ascertained  intact 
As  yet,  (to  be  by  him  themselves  made  act, 
Not  watch  Sordello  acting  each  of  them) 
Was  to  secnre  —  if  the  true  diadem 
Seemed  imminent  while  our  Sordello  drank 
The  wisdom  of  that  golden  Palma,—  thank 
Verona's  Lady  in  her  citadel 
Founded  by  Gaulish  Brennus,  legends  tell : 
And  trul^  when  she  left  him,  the  sun  reared 
A  head  like  the  first  damberer's  who  peered 
A-top  the  Capitol,  his  face  on  flame  ^ 
With  triumph,  triumphing  till  Manlius  came. 
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Nor  slight  too  much  my  rkjnneB  —  that  spriDg, 

aispread. 
Dispart,  disperse,  Un^ring  oTerhead 
Like  an  escape  of  angels  !    Rather  say. 
The  poet      My  transcendental  platan  1  monnting 
mav  psuM       gay 

and  (An  archimage  so  courts  a  novioe- 

bresthe,  queen) 

With  tremnloos  silvered  trunk,  whence  branches 

sheen 
Laogh  out,  thick  foliaged  next,  a-shiver  soon 
With  colored  buds,  then  glowing  like  the  moon 
One  mild  flame,  —  last  a  pause,  a  burst,  and 

Her  iTor^  limbs  are  smothered  by  a  fall, 
Bloom-flmdersand  fruit-sparkles  and  leaf-dost. 
Ending  the  weird  work  prosecuted  just 
For  her  amusement ;  he  decrepit,  stark. 
Dozes ;  her  uncontrolled  delight  may  mark 
Apart  — 

Tet  not  so,  surely  never  so  I 
Only,  as  good  my  soul  were  suffered  go 
( Ver  the  uu^une :  forth  fare  thee,  put  aside  — 
Entrance  tny  svnod,  as  a  god  may  ^lide 
Out  of  the  world  he  fills,  and  leave  it  mute 
For  myriad  ages  as  we  men  compute, 
Returning  into  it  without  a  break 
Being  O^  the  consciousness!    They  sleep, 

resllv  In  and  I  awake 

the  fleeh      O^er  the  lagune,  being  at  Venice. 
St  Venice,  Note, 

In  just  such  songs  as  Eglamor  (sav)  wrote 
With  heart  and  soul  and  strength,  for  he  be- 

lieyed 
Himself  achieving  all  to  be  achieved 
fiy  singer  —  in  such  songs  you  find  alone 
Completeness,  judge  the  song  and  singer  one, 
And  either  purpose  answered,  his  in  it 
Or  its  in  him  :  while  from  true  works  (to  wit 
Kordello^s  dream-performances  that  will 
Never  be  more  tiian  dreamed)  escapes  there 

still 
Some  proof ,  the  sinser^s  proper  life  was  ^neath 
The  lize  his  souf^  exnibits,  this  a  sheath 
To  that ;  a  passion  and  a  knowledge  far 
Transcending  these,  majestic  as  the^  are. 
Smouldered  ;  his  lay  was  but  an  episode 
In  the  bard's  life :  which  evidence  vou  owed 
To  some  slight  weariness,  some  looinng-off 
Or  start-away.    The  childish  skit  or  scoff 
In  **  Charlemagne,^'  (his  poem,  dreamed  divine 
In  every  point  except  one  silly  line 
About  the  restiff  daughtera)  —  what  may  lurk 
In  that?      "My  life  commenced  before  this 

work," 
(So  I  interpret  the  sigiuficance 
(H  the  bard's  start  aside  and  look  askance)  — 
**  My  life  continues  after:  on  I  fare 
W^ith  no  more  stopping,  possibly,  no  care 

To  note  the  undercurrent,  the  why 
^"?.,  and  how, 

jjmtchfag      Where,  when,  o'  the  deeper  life,  as 
life  eome-         thus  ^ust  now. 
timee,  But.  silent,  shall  I  cease  to  live  ? 

Alas 
For  you  !  who  sigh,  '  When  shall  it  come  to  pass 
Wp  read  that  storv  ?    How  will  he  compress 
Tlie  future  gains,  nis  life's  true  business. 


Into  the  better  lay  which  —  that  one  flout, 
Howe'er  inopportune  it  be,  lets  out  — 
Engrosses  him  already,  though  professed 
To  meditate  with  us  eternal  rest. 
And  partnership  in  all  his  life  hais  found  ?  *  *' 
'T  is  out  a  sailor's  promise,  weather-bound : 
*'  Strike  sail,  slip  cable,  here  the  lMu>k  be  moore<l 
For  once,  the  awning  stretched,  the  poles  as- 
sured ! 
Noontide  above  ;^  except  the  wave's  crisp  dash. 
Or  buzz  of  oolibri,  or  tortoise'  splacJi, 
The  margin 's  silent :  out  with  every  spoil 
Made  in  our  tracking,  coil  by  mighty  coil. 
This  serpent  of  a  river  to  his  head 
I'  the  midst !     Admire  each  treasure,  as  we 

spread 
The  bank,  to  help  us  tell  our  history 
Aright :  give  ear,  endeavor  to  descry 
The  groves  of  giant  rushes,  how  they  grew 
Ijike  demons'  endlong  tresses  we  sailed  through. 
What  mountains  yawned,  forests  to  give  ns  vent 
Opened,  each  doleful  side,  yet  on  we  went 
Till  .  .  .  may  that  beetle  (shake  your  cap)  at- 
test 
The  springing  of  a  land-wind  from  the  West  !** 

—  Wherefore  ?    Ah  yes,  you  frolic  it  to-day ! 
To-morrow,  and,  the  pageant  moved  aw«y 
Down  to  the  poorest  tent-pole,  we  and  yon 
Part  company :  no  other  may  puisne 
Eastwaxd  your  vovage,  be  informed  what  fate 
Intends,  if  triumpn  or  decline  await 
The  tempter  of  tne  everlasting  steppe. 

I  rouse  this  on  a  mined  palace-step 
At  Venice :  why  should  I  break  off,  nor  sit 
Longer  upon  my  step,  exhaust  the  fit 
England  gave  birth  to  ?    Who 's  adorable 

Enough  reclaim  a no  SordeUo's  Will 

Alack !  —  be  queen  to  me  ?    That  Bassaneae 

Busied  among  her  smoking  f  mil-boats  ?  These 

Perhaps  from  our  delieioiis  Asolo 

Who  twinkle,  pigeons  o'er  the  portico 

Not  prettier,  bind  June  lilies  into  dheaves 

To  deck  the  bridge-side  chapel,  dropping  leavcK 

Becanae  it    Soiled  by  their  own  loose  gold-meal  V 

la  pleaesBt        Ah,  beneath 

to  be  The  cool  arch  stoops  she,  brownest 

young,  oheek  I  Her  wreath 

Endures  a  month  —  a  half  month  —  if  I  make 

A  queen  of  her,  continne  for  her  sake 

SoraeUo's  storv  ?    Nay,  that  Paduan  girl 

Splsshes  with  barer  lera  where  a  live  whirl 

In  the  dead  black  Gindeeca  proves  sea-weed 

Drifting  has  sucked  down  three,  four,  all  inde««l 

Save  one  pale-red  striped,  pale-blue  tnrhaaed 

post 
For  gondolas. 

You  sad  dislievelled  ghost 
That  pluck  at  me  and  point,  are  you  advised 
I  breathe  ?    Let  stay  those  girls  (e'en  her  dis- 
guised 
—  Jewels  i'  the  locks  that  love  no  erownet  like 
Their  native  field-buds  and  the  green  wheat* 

^  spike. 
So  fair  I  —  who  left  this  end  of  June's  tnnnoil. 
Shook  off,  as  might  a  lily  its  gold  soil. 
Pomp,  save  a  foolish  gem  or  two,  and  frse 
In  dream,  came  join  Uie  peasants  o'er  the  aea^. 
Look  they  too  happy,  too  tricked  out  f  Confeaa 
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There  is  eneh  iiini:ard  stock  of  happiness 

To  share,  ihaX,  do  one's  uttermost,  dear  wretch, 

One  labors  ineffectually  to  stretch 

Would  bat    It  o*er  yon  so  that  mother  and  chil- 

■afferinf  dren,  both 

hmaaai^     May  equitably  flaunt  the  sumpter- 

•Uow !  cloth  I 

IMTide  the  robe  yet  farther :  be  oontent 

Widi  seeine  just  a  score  |n«-eminent 

ThrcwKh    ahreds  of   it,  acknowledged  happy 


wiffhts. 
Huur  what 


„ „    .  __it  should  furnish  ail,  br  rights  I 

For,  these  in  evidenoe,  yon  elearlier  claim 
A  like  garb  for  the  rest,  —  grace  all,  the  same 
As  these  my  peasants.   I  ask  youth  and  strength 
Aud  health  for  each  of  you,  not  more  —  at  length 
Grown  wise,  who  asked  at  home  that  tlie  whole 


Might  add  the  spirit's  to  the  body's  grace. 
And  all  be  disened  out  as  chiefs  and  bards. 
But  in  this  ma^e  weather  one  discards 
Much  old  requirement.    Venice  seems  a  typve 
Of  Life  —  'twist  blue  and  blue  extends,  a  stripe. 
As  Ude^  the  somewhat,  hangs   'twist  naught 

and  naught: 
"T  is  Venice,  and  't  is  Life  —  as  good  you 

sooght 
To  spare  me  the  Piazza's  slinpery  stone 
Or  ke«>  me  to  the  unohokea  canals  alone. 
As  hinder  Life  the  eril  with  the  good 
Which  make  up  Livii^.  rightly  understood. 
Which         (^y,  do  finish  someuiingl   PeasantB, 
instisatss         queens, 

to  tMakm        Take  them,  made  happy  by  whatSTur 
ii^ihia,  means. 

Parade  them  for  the  common  credit,  vouch 
That  a  Inckleas  resdue,  we  send  to  crouch 
In  eometB  out  of  sight,  was  ^nst  as  framed 
For  happiness,  its  portion  might  have  claimed 
As  well,  and  so,  obtaining  joy,  had  stalked 
Fastuons  as  any  !  —  snch  my  project,  balked 
Already  ;  I  hardly  venture  to  adjust 
The  fint  rags,  when  you  find  me.    To  mistrust 
Me  !  —  nor  nnreaaonabW.    You,  no  doubt. 
Have  the  true  knack  of  tiring  suitom  oat 
With  those  thin  lips  on  tremble,  lashleas  eyes 
Inveteiately  tear-shot  —  there,  be  wise. 
Mistress  of  mine,  there,  there,  as  if  I  meant 
You  inanlt !  —  shall  your  friend  (not  slave)  be 

shent 
Fur  speakinir  home  ?    Beside,  care-bit  erased 
Broken-up  beauties  ever  took  my  taste 
Sapremely  :  and  I  love  you  more,  far  more 
Than  her  I  looked  should  foot  Life's  temple- 
floor. 
Years  ago,  leairuesat  distance,  when  and  where 
A  whisper  eame,  **  Let  others  seek  !  —  thy  care 
And  doubt-  Is  found,  thy  life's  provision ;  if  thy 
tenlycom-       race 

V^amUm      Should  be  thy  miitress,  and  into  one 
*»*«t  face 

The  many  faces  crowd  ?  "    Ah,  had  I,  judge, 
Or  no,  your  secret  ?    Rough  apoarel  —  grudge 
All  omanwnts  save  ta^  or  tassel  worn 
To  hint  we  are  not  th<woughly  f oriom  — 
Mooeh  bonnet,  nnloop  mantle,  careless  so 
Akme  (that 's  sadd  vt,  but  it  must  be  so) 
ThroDgli  Vcniee,  sing  now  and  now  glanoe  asida, 


Augrht  desultory  or  undignified,  — 

Then,  ravishingest  lady,  will  you  pass 

Or  not  each  formidable  group,  the  mass 

Before  the  Basilic  (that  feast  gone  by, 

God's  great  day  of  the  Corpus  Domini) 

Aud,  wistfully  foregoing  proper  men. 

Come  timid  up  to  me  for  alms  ?    And  then 

The  luxury  to  hesitate,  feign  do 

Some  unexampled  grace !  --  when,  whom  but 

you 
Dare  1  beatow  your  own  u^n  ?    And  hear 
Further  before  ^ou  say,  it  is  to  sneer 
I  call  you  raviuing ;  for  I  regret 
Little  that  she,  wluise  early  foot  was  set 
Forth  as  she  'd  plant  it  on  a  pedestal, 
Now,  i'  the  silent  city,  seems  to  fall 
Toward  me  — no  wreath,  only  a  lip's  unrest 
To  quiet,  surcharged  eyelids  to  be  pressed 
Dry  of  Uieir  tears  upon  my  bosom.    Strange 
Such  sad  chance  should  produce  in  thee  such 

chan^. 
My  love  I     Warped  souls  and  bodies  !  yet  God 

spoke 
Of  right-hand,  foot  and  eye — selects  our  yoke, 
Sordello,  as  your  poetship  may  find  1 
So,  sleep  upon  my  shoulder,  child,  nor  mind 
Their  foolish  talk  ;  we  'U  manage  reinstate 
Your  old  worth ;  uk  moreover,  when  the^r  prate 
Of  evil  men  past  hope,  **  Don't  each  contrive. 
Despite  the  evil  you  abuse,  to  live  ?  — 
Keeping,  each  losel,  through  a  maze  of  lies. 
His  own  conceit  of  truth  ?  to  which  he  hies 
By  obscure  winding,  tortuous,  if  you  will, 
But  to  himself  not  inaccessible  ; 
He  sees  truth,  and  his  lies  are  for  the  crowd 
Who  cannot  see  ;  some  fancied  right  allowed 
His  vilest  wrong,  empowered  the  losel  clutch 
One  pleasure  from  a  multitude  of  such 
Aa  those       Denied  him."     Then  assert,   **  AH 
who  deaUt       men  appear 

should         To  think  all  better  than  themselves, 
remember.        by  here 

Trusting  a  crowd  they  wrong  ;  but  really,"  say, 
**  All  men  Uiink  all  men  stupider  than  tney, 
Since,  save  themselves,  no  other  comprehends 
The  complicated  scheme  to  make  amends 
—  Evil,  the  scheme  by  which,  through  Igno- 
rance, 
Good  labors  to  exiat.**     A  slight  advance,  — 
Merely  to  find  the  sickness  you  die  through. 
And  naught  beside  I  but  if  one  can't  eschew 
One's  portion  in  the  common  lot,  at  least 
One  can  avoid  an  ignorance  increased 
Tenfold  by  dealing  out  hint  after  hint 
How  naught  were  like  dispensing  without  sdoli 
The  water  of  life  —  so  eaisy  to  dispense 
Beade,  when  one  has  probed  the  centre  whence 
Commotion 's  bom  —  could  tell  yon  of  it  all  1 
**  —  Meantime,  just  meditate  my  madrigal 
O'  the  mnirwort  that  conceals  a  dewdrop  safe  I  '* 
What,  dufiard  ?  we  and  yon  in  smothery  chafe. 
Babes,  baldheads,  stumbled  thus  far  into  Zin 
The  Horrid,  getting  neither  out  nor  in, 
A  hungry  sun  above  ns,  sands  that  bun^ 
Our  throats,  —  each  dromedary  lolbi  a  tongne. 
Each  camel  chums  a  sick  and  frothy  chap. 
And  yon,  'twist  tales  of  Potaphar's  mishap, 
And  sonnets  on  the  earliest  ass  that  spoke. 
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—  Remark,  yoa  wonder  any  one  needs  choke 
With  founto  about!     Potsherd  him,  Qibeon- 

itefll 
While  awkwardly  enough  your  Moses  smites 
The  rook,  thooen  he  forego  his  Promised  Land 
Thereby,  have  8atan  claim  his  carcass,  and 
Figure  as  Metaphysic  Poet  .  .  .  all, 
Mark  ye  the  dim  first  oozings  ?    Meribah  ! 
Then,  quaffing  at  the  fount  my  courage  gained. 
Recall  —  not    that    I    prompt    ye  — who    ex- 
plained •  •  •    , 
**  Presumptuous !  "  interrupts  one.    Yon,  not  I 
^T  is,  brother,  marvel  at  and  magnify 
Let  the        6uch  offioe  :  *^  office,     quotha?  can 
poet  take         we  get 

his  own        To  the  beginning  of  the  offioe  yet  ? 
part,  then,    What  do  we  here  ?  simply  experiment 
Each  on  the  other's  power  and  its  intent 
When  elsewhere  tasked,  —  if  this  of  mine  were 

tracked 
For  yours  to  either^s  good,  —  we  watch  con- 
struct, 
Tn  short,  an  engine  :  with  a  finished  one. 
What  it  can  do,  is  all,  -*  naught,  how  H  is  done. 
But  this  of  ours  yet  in  probation,  dusk 
A  kernel  of  strange  wheelwork  through  its  husk 
Grows  into  shape  bv  quarters  and  by  nalves : 
Remark  this  tcKith^s  spring,  wonder  what  that 

valve's 
Fall  bodes,  presume  each  faculty's  device. 
Hake  out  each  other  more  or  less  precise  — 
The  scope  of  the  whole  engine  's  to  be  proved : 
We  die :  which  means  to  say,  the  whole    s 

removed. 
Dismounted    wheel    by  wheel,    this    complex 

pn«  — 
To  be  set  up  anew  elsewhere,  begin  ^ 
A  task  indeed,  but  with  a  clearer  clime 
Than  the  murk  lodgment  of  our  bnilding^time. 
And  then,  I  grant  you,  it  behoves  forget 
How  't  is  done  —  all  that  must  amuse  us  yet 
So  long :  and,  while  you  turn  upon  your  heel. 
Pray  that  I  be  not  btuiy  slitting  steel 
Should  Miy  Or  shrt^ding  brass,  camped  on  some 
ot^leotthat        virgin  shore 

be  WM         Under  a  cluster  of  fresh  stan,  be- 
duU  fore 

I  name  a  tithe  o'  the  wheels  I  trust  to  do  1 

So  occupied,  then,  are  we  :  hitherto. 
At  present,  and  a  weary  while  tx)  come. 
The  offioe  of  ourselves,  —  nor  blind  nor  dumb. 
And  seeing  wmewhat  of  man's  state,  —  has  been. 
For  the  worst  of  us,  to  say  they  so  have  seen ; 
For  the  better,  what  it  was  tliey  saw  ;  the  best 
Impart  the  gift  of  seeing  to  the  rest : 
**  2So  that  I  gianoe,"  says  such  an  one,  **  around. 
And  there  's  no  faoe  but  I  can  read  profound 
Disclosures  in ;  this  stands  for  hope,  that  —  fear. 
And  for  a  speech,  a  deed  in  proof,  look  here  ! 
*  Stoop,  else  the  strings  of  Dlosaom,  where  the 

nuts 
O'enivh,  wiU  blind  thee :    Said  I  not  ?    She 

shuts 
Both  eyes  this  time,  so  close  the  hasels  meet ! 
Thus,  prisoned  in  the  Piombi,  I  repeat 
Events  one  rove  occasioned,  o'er  and  o'er. 
Putting  'twixt  ne  and  madness  evermore 
Thy  sweet  shape,  Zame  I    Therefore  stoop  I  * 


1^ 
W 


'That'atmtkr 
Adjudge  you)  *  the  incarcerated  youth 
"ottld  say  that ! ' 

Tenth?    PUra  the  bard?    Setdown 
That  Plara  spent  his  vouth  in  a  grim  town 
Whose  cramped  ill-featured  streets    huddled 

about 
The  minster  for  protection,  never  out 
Of  its  black  belfry's  shade  and  its  bells'  roar. 
The  brighter  shone  the  suburb,  —  all  the  more 
Ugly  and  absolute  that  shade's  reproof 
Of  any  chance  escape  of  joy,  —  some  roof. 
Taller  than  they,  allowed  the  rest  detect,  — 
Before  the  sole  permitted  laugh  (suspect 
Who  could,  't  was  meant  for  laughter,   that 

ploughed  cheek's 
Repulsive  gleam  1)  when  the  sun  stopped  both 

peaks 
Of  the  cleft  belfry  like  a  fiery  wedge, 
Then  sank,  a  huge  flame  on  its  socket  edge, 
W^ith  leavings  on  the  gray  glass  oriel-pane 
Qhastl^  some  minutes  more.    No  fear  of  rain  -^ 
The  minster  minded  that  I  in  heaps  the  dust 
Lay  evenrwhere.   This  town,  the  minster's  trust. 
Beside  his    Held  Plara ;  who,  its  denizen,  bade 
spriKhtUer        hail 

predeoee-      In  twice  twelve  sonnets,    Tempe*i» 
■®"*  dewy  vale." 

**  *  Ejcact    the   town,     the     minster   and   the 

street!'  " 
**  As  all  mirth  triumphs,  sadness  means  defeat : 
Lust  triumphs  and  u  gay.  Love 's  triumphed 

o'er 
And  sad  :  but  Lucio  's  sad.    I  said  before. 
Love  's  sad,  not   Lucio  ;   one  who  loves  may 

be^ 
As  gay  his  love  has  leave  to  hope,  as  he 
Downcast  that  lusts'  desire  escapes  the  springe : 
'  T  is  of  the  mood  itself  I  speak,  what  ange 
Determines  it,  else  colorless,  —  or  mirth. 
Or  melancholy,  as  from  heaven  or  earth." 
*' '  Ay,  that 's  the  variation's  gist  I ' 

Indeed? 
Thus  far  advanced  in  safetv  then,  prooetMl ! 
And  having  seen  too  what  1  saw,  be  bold 
And  next  encounter  what  I  do  behold 
(That 's  sure;  but  bid  you  take  on  trust !  " 

Attack 
The  use  and  purpose  of  such  sights  ?    Alacrk, 
Not  so  unwiiMfly  does  tli^  crowd  dispense 
On  Salinguerras  praise  in  preferjnce 
One  oiiKht    To  Uie  SordeUos :    men  of  action, 
not  bUnte         these  I 

but  praiae     Who,  seeing  just  as  little  aa    yon 
*•"■  •  pleaiie, 

Yet  turn  that  little  to  aoooant,  —  engage 
With,  do  not  raze  at.  —  carry  on.  a  at«|«, 
The  work  o'  the  world,  not  *nereiy  make  report 
The  work  existed  ere  their  day  I    In  short. 
When  at  some  future  no-tirae  a  brave  band 
Sees,  using  what  it  sees,  then  shake  my  hand 
In  heaven,  my  brother!    Meanwhile  where** 

the  hurt 
Of  keeping  the  Blakers-see  on  the  alert. 
At  whose  defection  mortals  stare  i^haat 
As  though  heaven's  bonnteoos  windows  wvtr 

slanmied  fast 
Ineontuient  ?    Whereas  all  yon,  beneath. 
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Should  ticowl  at,  bruise  their  lips  and  break  their 

t«M»th 
\Vho  nly  the  pulliee,  for  neirh»ctiu^  von: 
Aud  toerefore  have  I  moulded,  made  anew 
A  Man,  and  eive  him  to  be  turned  and  tried. 
Be  angxy  wiUi  or  pleased  at.    On  your  side, 
llave  ye  times,  pUMses,  acton  of  your  own  ? 

Try  them  upon  Sordello  when  full- 


AtAli 


grown, 


e«eiito,hls    j^^  then  — ah  then  I    If  Heroules 
^^.        first  parehed 

His  foot  in  Kgypt  only  to  be  marched 
A  sacrifice  for  Jove  with  pomp  to  suit, 
What  chance  have  I  ?    The  demigod  was  mute 
Till,  at  the  altar,  where  time  out  of  mind 
Such  guests  became  oblations,  chaplets  twined 
His  forehead  long  enough,  and  he  began 
Slaying  the  slayers,  nor  escaped  a  man. 
Take  not  a&ont,  my  gentle  audience !  whom 
No  Hercules  shall  make  his  hecatomb. 
Believe,  nor  from  his  brows  your  chaplet  rend  — 
That  ^8  ^our  kind  suffrage,  yours,  my  patron- 

fnend. 
Whose  great  verse  blares  unintermittent  on 
lUke  your  own  trumpeter  at  Marathon,  — 
You  who,  Platiea  and  Salamis  being  scant. 
Put  op  with  JEtoA  for  a  stimulant  — 
And  aid  well.  I  acknowledged,  as  he  loomed 
Over  the  midland  sea  last  month,  presumed 
Loitg«  lay  demolished  in  the  blazing  West 
At    eve,  while  towards  him  tilting  cloudlets 

pressed 
Like  Persian  ships  at  Salamis.    Friend,  wear 
A  crest  proud  as  desert  while  I  declare 
Had  I  a  flawless  ruby  fit  to  Mrring 
IVani  of  its  color  from  that  painted  king 
Who  lost  it,  I  would,  for  that  smile  which 

went 
To  my  heart,  fling  it  in  the  sea,  content, 
Wiiatif        Wearing  your   verse   in   place,    an 
tbloga  amulet 

brigbten.      Sovereign  against  all  passion,  wear 
who  knows?      and  fret  I 
My  FngHal*  £yebrij<ht,  if  yon  are  not  glad 
That,  as  1  stopped  my  task  awhile,  the  sad 
IHshevelled  form,  wherein  I  put  mankind 
To  come  at  times  and  keei>  my  pact  in  mind. 
Renewed  me,  —  hear  no  crickets  in  the  hedge. 
Nor  let  a  glowworm  spot  the  river^s  edge 
At  home,  and  may  the  summer  showers  gush 
W^ithont  a  warning  from  the  miuel  thrusn  ! 
So,  to  our  business,  now  —  the  fate  of  such 
A««  find  our  common  nature  —  overmuch 
iXespised  because  restricted  and  unfit 
To  bear  the  burden  th«*y  impose  on  it  — 
(.'ling  when  they  would   discard   it ;    < 

strength 

To  leap  from  the  allotted  world,  at  length 
Thev  ao  leap,  —  flounder  on  without  a  term, 
hiacn  a  god^s  germ,  doomed  to  remain  a  germ 
In  nnexpanded  infancy,  unless  .  .  . 
But  that  'h  the  story  —  dull  enough,  confess  I 
Th<»re  might  be  fitter  subjects  to  allure ; 
^tiU,  neither  misconceive  my  portraiture 
N'vr  undervalue  its  adornments  quaint : 
What  seems  a  fiend  perchance  nnay  prove  a  saint. 
Ptmder  a  story  ancient  peiw  transmit. 
Then  say  if  yon  condenm  me  or  acquit. 


craving 


John  the  Beloved,  banished  Antioeh 
For  Patmos,  bade  collectively  his  flock 
Where-        Farewell,  but  set  apart  the  dosing 
upon,  with       eve 

astoryto     To   comfort   these   his  exile  most 
the  point,         ^,onid  grfeve. 
He  knew :  a  touching  spectacle,  that  house 
In  motion  to  receive  him  !    Xanthus'  spouse 
You  missed,  made   panther's  meat  a  month 

since;  but 
Xauthus  himself  (his  nephew  *t  was,  they  shut 
*Twiict  botfirds  ana  sawed  asunderi,  Polvcarp, 
Soft  Charide,  next  year  no  wheel  could  warp 
To  swear  by  Cassar's  fortune,  with  the  rest 
Were  ranged  ;  through  whom  the  gray  disciple 

pi-essed, 
finally  blessing  right  and  left,  just  stopped 
To  pat  one  inf  ant  s  curls,  the  hangman  cropped 
Soon  after,  reached  the  portal.    On  its  hinge 
The  door  turns  and   he   enters:  what  quick 

twinge 
Ruins  the  smiling  mouth,  those  wide  eves  fix 
Whereon,  wh^  like  some  spectral  candlestick's 
Branch  the  disciple's  arms  ?    Dead  swooned  he, 

woke 
Anon,  heaved  sigh,  made  shift  to  gasp,  heart- 
broke, 
*^  Get  thee  behind  me,  Satan  I    Have  I  toiled 
To  no  more  purpose  ?    Is  the  gospel  foiled 
Here  too,  and  o*er  my  son's,  my   Xanthus' 

hearth. 
Portrayed     with     sooty    garb    and    features 

swarth  — 
Ah,  Xauthus,  am  I  to  thy  roof  be^iled 
To  see  the  —  the  —  the  Devil  domiciled  ?  " 
W^hereto  sobbed  Xanthus,  '*  Father,  'tisyour> 

self 
Installed,  a  limning  which  our  utmost  pelf 
Went  to  procure  against  to-morrow's  loss ; 
He  takes      And  that 's  no  twy-prong,  but  a  pas- 
up  the  toral  cross, 

thw»d  of      You  're  painted  with  I  " 
ducourae.  jjis  puckered  brows  nnf old  — 

And  you  shall  hear  Sordello's  story  told. 


BOOK  THE  FOURTH 

Meantime  Ferrara  lay  in  rueful  case  ; 

The  lady-city,  for  whose  sole  embrace 

Her  ])air  of  suitors  struggled,  felt  their  arms 

A  brawny  mischief  to  the  fragile  charms 

They    tugged   for  —  one  dircovering   that   to 

twist 
Her  trefwes  twice  or  thrice  about  his  wrist 
Secured  a  point  of  vantage  —  one,  how  best 
He  'd  parry  that  by  planting  in  her  breast 
His  elbow  spike  —  each  party  too  intent 
Men  Buf-       ^^^  noticing,howe'er  the  battle  went, 
fered  much  '^^  conqueror  would    but  have  a 

'     corpse  to  kiss. 
**  May  Boniface  be  duly  damned  for  thit^ !  " 
—  Howled  some  old  Gmbellin,  as  up  he  turned. 
From  the  wet  heap  of  rubbish    where   they 

burned 
His  house,  a  little  skull  witli  dazzling  teeth  : 
**  A  boon,  sweet  Christ  —  let  Salinguerra  seethe 
In  hell  forever.  C/hrist,  and  let  myself 
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Be  there  to  laorii  at  him  1 "  —  moaned  some 

yonng  Quelf 
Stnmbliiis:  upon  a  shrivelled  hand  nailed  fast 
To  the  charred  lintel  of  the  doorway,  last 
His  father  stood  within  to  bid  him  soeed. 
The  thoroughfares  were  OTerrun  witn  weed 
—  Docks,  qnitchgrass,  loathy  mallows  no  man 

pUmts. 
The  stranger,  none  of  its  inhabitants 
Whichever    Crept  out  of  doors  to  taste  fresh  air 
of  the  pftr>       asraln, 

ties  wu       And  aak  the  purpose  of  a  splendid 
▼ictor.  train 

Admitted  on  a  morning ;  every  town 

Of  the  £aat  League  was  oome  by  envoy  down 

To  treat  for  Ricoard^s  ransom :  here  you  saw 

The  Vioentine,  here  snowy  oxen  draw 

The  Paduan  carroch,  its  vermilion  cross 

On  ite  white  field.    A-tiptoe  o'er  the  fosse 

Looked  Legato  Montelungo  wistfully 

After  the  nock  of  steeples  he  mieht  spy 

In  Este's  time,  gone  (doubts  he)  long  ago 

To  mend  the  ramparts :  sure  the  lagifaras  know 

The  Pope 's  as  good  as  here  I    They  paced  the 

streete 
More  soberly.    At  last,  "  Taurello  greets 
The  League,''  announced  a  pursuivant,  —  **  will 

mateh 
Its  courtesy  .and  labors  to  dispateh 
At  earliest  Tito,  Friedrich's  Pretor,  sent 
On  pressing  matters  from  his  post  at  Trent, 
With  Mainard  Count  of  Tyrol,  —  simply  waits 
Their  going  to  receive  the  delegates.'' 
**  Tito !  "    Our  delegates  exchanged  a  glance. 
And,  keeping  the  main  way,  admired  askance 
The  lazy  engines  of  outlandish  birth. 
Couched  like  a  king  each  on  its  bank  of  earth  — 
Arbalist,  manganel  and  catapult ; 
While  stationed  by,  as  waiting  a  result, 
Ijean  silent  gangs  of  mercenaries  ceased 
Working  to  watch  the  strangers.     *'  This,  at 

least. 
Were  better  spared ;  he  scarce  presumes  gainsay 
The  League's  decision  t    Qet  our  friend  away 
And  profit  for  the  future :  how  else  teach 
Fools  't  is  not  safe  to  stray  within  claw's  reach 
Ere  SaiinpTuerra's  final  gasp  be  blown  ? 
Those  in<'re  convulsive  scratehes  find  the  bone. 
Who  bade  him  bloody  the  spent  osprey's  nare  ?  " 

The  carrochs  halted  in  the  public  square. 
Pennons  of  every  blazon  once  a-fiaunt. 
Men  prattled,  freelier  that  the  crested  gaunt  ^ 
How  White  oHtrich  with  a  horseHshoe  in 

Guelfs  lier  beak 

criticiM        Was   missing,  and    whoever   chose 
GhibeUiu  niight  speak 

^o'^  *'  Ecelin  '^boldly  out :  so,  -  *'  Ecelin 

Needed  his  wife  to  swallow  half  the  sin 
And  sickens  by  himself :  the  devil's  whelp, 
He  styles  his  son,  dwindles  away,  no  help 
From  conserves,  your  fine  triploKJurded  froth 
Of  virgin's  blood,  your  Venice  viper-broth  — 
Kh  ?  Jubilate  1 "  — ''  Peace  I  no  little  word 
You  utter  here  that 's  not  distinctly  heard 
Up  at  Oliero :  he  was  absent  sick 
When  we  besieged  Bassano  —  who,  i'  the  thick 
O'  the  work,  perceived  the  progress  Azzo  made, 
Like  Ecelin,  through  his  witeh  Adelaide  ? 


Sh«  managed  it  so  well  that,  niolit  by  night, 
At  their  bed-foot  stood  up  a  soGlier^rite, 
First  fresh,  pale  by-and-by  without  a  woond. 
And,  when  it  came  with  eyes  filmed  as  in  awouad , 
lliey  knew  the  place  was  taken."  —  **"  Oaainous 
That  Ghibellins  should  get  what  cantelons 
Old  Redbeard  sought  from  Azio'ssire  to  wrench 
Vainly;  SSaint  George  contrived  his   town    a 

trench 
O'  the  marshes,  an  impermeable  bar.** 
**"  —  Young  Ecelin  is  meant  the  tutelar 
Of  Padua,  rather  ;  veins  embrace  upon 
His  hand  like  Brento  and  Baoehiglion." 
What  now  ?  —  ''  The  f ounte  I     Qod's  bread, 

touch  not  a  plank  I 
A  crawling  heU  of  carrion — every  tank 
As  unoBu-    Choke  full  1  —  found  out  just  now  to 
ally  euer-  Cino's  cost  — 

getic  in        The  same  who  gave  Taurello  up  for 
this  cMe.         lost. 

And,  making  no  account  of  fortune's  freaka, 
Refused  to  budge  from  Padua  then,  but  sneaks 
Back  now  with  Concorezzi  —  'faith  1  they  drag 
Their  carroch  to  8an  Vitale,  plant  the  flag 
On  his  own  palace,  so  adroitly  razed 
He  knew  it  not ;  a  sort  of  CKielf  folk  gased 
And  laughed  a|Mrt ;  Cino  disliked  their  air — 
Must  nluck  up  spirit,  show  he  does  not  eare  — 
Seate  himself  on  tlie  tank's  ed^  —  will  begin 
To  hum,  za,  za,  Cavaler  Ecdm  — 
A  silence ;  he  gets  wanner,  clinks  to  chime. 
Now  both  feet  plough  the  ground,  deeper  each 

time. 
At  last,  za,  za,  and  up  with  a  fierce  kick 
Comes  his  own  mother's  face  caught  by  the 

thick 
Gray  hair  about  his  spur  1 " 

Which  means,  they  lift 
The  covering,  Salinguerra  made  a  shift 
To  streteb  upon  the  truth  ;  as  well  avoid 
Further  disclosures ;  leave  them  thus  employed. 
Our  dropping  Autumn  morning  clears  apace. 
And  )K>or  Ferrara  puts  a  softened  face 
On  her  misfortunea.    Let  us  scale  this  tall 
Huge  fonrsquare  line  of  red  brick  garden-wall 
Hastioned  within  by  trees  of  every 
How.psaa.        Bort 

thmtiffh       ^"  three  sides,  slender,  spreading, 

Vila  VrlSpCCi  4  J         1  X 

the  rare  long  and  short. ;        .      ^     , 

(garden,        Each  giew  as  it  contrived,  the  poplar 

ramped, 
The  fig-tree   reared   itself,  —  but   stark   and 

cramped., 
Made  fools  of,  like  tamed  lions :  whence,  on  the 

edge, 
Running  'twixt  trunk  and  trunk  to  smooth  one 

ledge 
Of  shade,  were  shrubs  inserted,  warp  and  woof. 
Which  smothered  ap  tiiat  variance.    iScale  the 

roof 
Of  solid  toi)s,  and  o*er  the  slope  vou  slide 
Down  to  a  grassy  space  level  and  wide, 
Here  and  there  dotted  with  a  tree,  but  trees 
Of  rarer  leaf,  each  foreigner  at  ease, 
8et  by  itself :  and  in  the  centre  spreads. 
Borne  upon  three  uneasv  leopards'  heads, 
A  laver,  broad  and  shallow,  one  bright  spirt 
Of  water  bubbles  in.    The  walls  begirt 
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With  trees  leave  off  00  either  hand  \  panne 

Your  path  along  a  wondrous  avenae 

llioee  walls  abut  on,  heaped  of  gleamy  stone, 

With  aloes  leering  everywhere,  gray-^rown 

From  many  a  Moorish  summer :  how  they  wind 

Out  of  the  fissures  1  likelier  to  bind 

The  bnUding  than  those  rusted  cramps  which 

drop 
Already  in  the  eating  sunshine.    Stop, 
You  fleeting  shapes  above  there !    Ah,  the  pride 
<  )r  else  despair  of  the  whole  country-side  I 
A  range  of  statues,  swarming  oVr  with  wasps, 
fltjingoMw    Ood,    goddess,    woman,   man,   the 
ra  eon-  Greek  rough-rasps 

trired  for     In  crumbling  Naples  marble  —  meant 
spurpoM,        to  look 

IJke  those  Messina  marbles  Constance  took 
Delight  in,  or  Tanrello^s  self  convened 
To  Mantua  for  his  mistress,  Adelaide, 
A  eeriain  font  with  caryatides 
Since  cloistered  at  Goito ;  only,  these 
Are  up  and  doing,  not  abashed,  a  troop 
Able  to  right  theniseU  es  —  who  see  you,  stoop 
Their  arms  o*  the  instant  after  you  I    Unulucked 
By  this  or  that,  vou  pass ;  for  thev  conduct 
To  terraoe  raised  on  terrace,  and,  between, 
C^reatnrea  of  briditer  mould  and  braver  mien 
Than  any  yet,  the  choicest  of  the  Isle^ 
No  doubt.    Here,  left  a  sullen  breathing-while, 
rpipitbered  on  himself  the  fighter  stood 
For  his   Ust  fight,  and,  wiping  treacherous 

blood 
Out  of  the  eyelids  just  held  ope  beneath 
Thote  shading  fingers  in  their  iron  sheath, 
Steadied  his  strengths  amid  the  buxz  and  stir 
Of  the  dusk  hideous  amplutheatre 
At  the  announcement  01  his  over-matoh 
To  wind  the  day's  diversion  up,  dispatch 
The  pertinacious  Gaul :  while,  limbs  one  heap. 
The  £>lave,  no  breath   in  her  round  mouth, 

watched  leap 
Dart  after  dart  forth,  as  her  heroes  car 
Clove  dizxily  the  solid  of  the  war^ 
—  Lei  ootl  about  his  knees  for  pride  in  him. 
We  reach  the  farthest  terraoe,  and  the  grim 
^Mui  Pietxo  Palaoe  stops  us. 

Such  the  state 
Of  Salinguerra's  plan  to  emulate 
Sicilian  marvels,  that  his  girlish  wife 
Retrude  still  might  lead  her  ancient  life 
In  her  new  home :  whereat  enlarged  so  much 
Nei^rhbors  upon  the  novel  princelv  touch 
He  took^  —  who  here  imprisons  Boniface. 
Her«  most  the  EAVoys  come  to  sue  for  grace  ; 
And  here,  emeixin?  from  the  labyrinth 
Below,  Sordello  paused  beside  the  plinth 
Of  the  door-pillar. 
SoidsOo  He  had  really  left 

Verona  for  the  cornfields  (a  poor  theft 
From  the  morass)  where  Este's  camp 
was  made. 

The  EnvoyB*  march,  the  Legate's  cavalcade  — 
All  had  been  seen  by  him,  but  scarce  as  when,  — 
Eager  for  eanae  to  stand  aloof  from  men 
At  every  point  save  the  fantastic  tie 
Acknowiedced  in  his  boyish  sophistry,  — 
He  made  aooount  of  such.  A  crowd,  —  he  meant 
To  tank  the  whole  of  it ;  eaoh  partes  intent 


Concerned  him  therefore:  and,  the  more  he 

pried. 
The  less  became  Sordello  satisfied 
With  his  own  figure  at  the  moment.    Sought 
He  respite  from  his  task  ?    Dtrscried  he  aught 
Novel  m  the  anticipated  sight 
Of  all  these  livers  upon  all  deli(jfht  ? 
This  phalanx,  as  of  m^iad  points  combined. 
Whereby  he  still  had  imaged  the  mankind 
His  youth  was  passed  in  dreams  of  rivalling^ 
His  age  —  in  plans  to  prove  at  least  such  thuig 
Had  been  so  dreamea,  —  which  now  he  must 

impress 
With  his  own  will,  effect  a  hapj^iness 
By  theirs, —supply  a  body  to  nis  soul 
Thence,  and  become  eventually  whole 
With  them  as  he  had  hoped  to  be  without  — 
Findain       Made  these  the  mankind  he  once 
men  no  raved  about  ? 

machine  Because  a  few  of  them  were  notable, 
for  hia  Should  all  be  figured  worthy  note  ? 
■•"•»  As  well 

Expect  to  find  Taurello^s  triple  line 
Of  trees  a  single  and  prodigious  pine. 
Real  pines  rose  here  and  there ;  but,  close  among, 
Tlirust  into  and  mixed  up  with  puies,  a  throng 
Of  shrubs,  he  saw,  —  a  nameless  common  sort 
Overpast  in  dreams,  left  out  of  the  report 
And  hurried  into  comers,  or  at  best 
Admitted  to  be  fancied  hke  the  rest. 
Reckon  that  moming^s  proper  chiefs  —  how  few  I 
And  yet  the  people  grew,  the  people  grew, 
Grew  ever,  as  if  the  many  there  indeed, 
More   left  behind  and  most  who  should  suc- 
ceed, — 
Simply  in  virtue  of  their  mouths  and  eyes. 
Petty  enjoyments  and  huge  miseries,  — 
Mingled  with,  and  made  veritably  ip'eat 
Those  chiefs :  he  overlooked  not  Mainard^s  state 
Nor  Conooresd^s  staticm,  but  instead 
Of  stopping  there,  each  dwindled  to  be  head 
Of  infinite  and  absent  Tyrolese 
Or  Paduans ;  startling  all  the  more,  that  these 
Seemed  passive  and  disposed  of,  uncared  for. 
Yet  doubtless  on  the  whole  (like  Eglamor) 
Smiling ;  for  if  a  wealthy  man  decays 
And  out  of  store  of  robes  must  wear,  all  days. 
One  tattered  suit,  ahke  in  sun  and  shade, 
^T  is  commonly  some  tarnished  gay  brocade 
■  Fit  for  a  feast-night's  flourish  and  no  more : 
:  Nor  otherwise  poor  Misery  from  her  store 
Of  looks  is  fain  upgather,  keep  unfurled 
For  common  wear  as  she  goes  through  the  world, 
The  faint  remainder  of  some  worn-out  smile 
Meant  for  a  feast-night's  service  merely.    While 
Crowd  upon  crowd  rose  on  Sordello  thus,  — 
(Crowds  no  way  interfering  to  discuss. 
Much  less  dispute,  lifers  joys  with  oneemfJoyed 
In  envying  them,  —  or,  if  thev  aught  enjoyed, 
\Vhere  lingered  something  indefinable 
In  every  look  and  tone,  the  mirth  as  well 
As  woe,  that  fixed  at  once  his  estimate 
Of  the  result,  their  good  or  bad  estate)  — 
But  a  Old   memories  returned  with   new 

thing  with       effect : 

life  of  ita  And  the  new  body,  ere  he  could  su» 
°^"»  pect. 

Cohered,  mankind  and  be  were  really  f  iummI. 
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The  new  self  aeeiued  impAtient  to  be  med 

Bv  him,  but  utterly  another  way 

Thau  tliat  anticipated :  strange  to  aay,^ 

They  were  too  much  below  hun,  more  in  thrall 

Than  he,  the  adjunct  than  the  principal. 

What  booted  scattered  units  ?  —  hera  a  muid 

And  there,  which  niijerlit  repay  his  own  to  find, 

And  stamp,  and  use  f — a  tew,  howe'er  august, 

If  all  the  rest  were  groyellinK  in  the  dust  ? 

Nu  :  first  a  mighty  equilibrium,  sure, 

•Should  he  establisii.  privilege  procure 

For  all,  the  few  had  long  poesessed !    He  felt 

An  error,  an  exceeding  error  melt  — 

While  he  was  occupied  with  ^lantuan  chants. 

Behoved  him  think  of  men,  and  take  their 

wants, 
Such  as  he  now  distinguished  every  side. 
As  his  own  want  which  might  be  satisiied,  — 
And^  after  that,  tliink  of  rare  qualities 
(K  his  own  soul  denuuiding  exercise. 
It  followed  naturally,  througli  no  dium 
On  their  part,  which  made  virtue  of  the  aim 
At  serving  them,  on  his,  —  that,  past  retrieve. 
Ue  felt  now  in  their  toils,  theirs,  —  nor  could 

leave 
Wonder  how,  in  the  eagerness  to  rule, 
Iiupress  his  will  on  mankind,  he  (the  fool  I; 
Had  never  even  entertained  the  thought 
Tliat  this  hits  last  arrangement  might  be  fraught 
Witli  incidental  good  to  them  as  well, 
Andrighu    And  that  mankind^s  delight  would 
hitherto  help  to  swell 

ignored  by    {{is  own.     &)o,  if  he  sighed,  as  for- 
»M»M.  merly 

Becanse  the  merry  time  of  life  must  fleet« 
*T  was  deeplier  now,  —  for  could  the  crowds  re- 

pi'at 
Their  poor  experiences  ?    His  hand  that  shook 
Was  twice  to  be  deplored.     ^'  The  Legate,  look  1 
With  eves,  like  fresh-blown  thrush-eggs  on  a 

thread. 
Faint-blue  and  loosely  floating  in  his  head, 
I^rfuge  tongue,  moist  open  mouth ;  and  this  loi^ 

while 
That  owner  of  the  idiotic  smile 
A  fsult  he    ^>erve8  them  !  ** 
I*  now  Ho  fortunatelv  saw  in  time 

Mixioiu  to    His  fault  however,  ana  since  the  of- 
re|Mur,  gee  prime 

Includes  the  secondary  -^  best  accept 
Ik»th  offic<nt :  1  aurello,  its  adept, 
(^ould  teach  him  the  urepamtorj'  one. 
And  how  to  do  what  tie  had  fancied  done 
Long  previously,  ere  take  the  ereater  task, 
How  render  first  these  people  nappy  ?    Ask 
The  people's  friends:   for  there  nmst  be  one 

good. 
One  way  to  it  —  the  (^ause !  —  he  understood 
The  meaning  now  of  Palraa  j  why  the  jar 
£ls^  the  ado,  the  tronble  wide  and  far 
Of  Giielfs  and  Ohibellins,  the  Ix>mbard  hope 
And  Rome's  despair  ?  —  *twixt  Emperor  and 

Pope 
The  confused  shifting  sort  of  Eden  tale  — 
Hardihood  still  recurring,  still  t4>  fail   - 
That  foreign  interloping  fiend,  this  free 
And  native  overbrooding  deity 
Yet  a  dire  faseination  o*er  the  palms 
The  Kaiser  mined,  tronbliiig  even  the  calms 


Of  paradise  —  or,  on  the  other  hand. 

Since  be       The  Pontiff,  aa  the  Kaiaen  iiiider> 

sppr^  stand, 

heudii  its      One  snake-like  cuxaed  of  Qod  to  love 

full  extent,       the  ground, 

Whose  heavy  length  breaks  in  the  noon  profound 

Some  saving  tree  —  which  needs  the  KsJaer, 

dressed 
As  the  dislodging  angel  of  that  pest, 
Yet  flanif s  that  pest  bedropped,  fiat  head,  fnU 

fold. 
With  coruscating  dower  of  dyes.    *^  Behold 
The  secret,  so  to  speak,  and  master-spriog 
O^  the  contest !  —  which  of  the  two  Powers  shall 

bring 
Men  good  —  perchance  the  most  good — ay,  it 

nmy 
Be  that !  —  the  question,  which  best  knows  the 


way 


•» 


And  hereupon  Connt  Mainard  stmtted  past 
Out  of  San  Pietro ;  never  seemed  the  last 
Of  archers,  slingers :  and  our  friend  b^pao 
To  recollect  strange  modes  of  serving  man, 
Arbalist,  catapult,  brake,  mai^^iel. 
And  more.        This  way  of  theirs  may,  —  who 

can  tell?  — 
Need  perfecting,"  said  he :  **  let  all  be  solved 
At  once !    Taurello  't  is,  the  task  devolved 
On  late  — confront  Taurello ! " 

And  at  last 
He  did  confront  him.    Scarce  an  honr  had  ptM 
When  forth  Sordello  came,  older  by  years 
Than  at  his  entry.    Unexampled  fean 
Oppressed  him,  and  he  staggered  off,  blind,  mnte 
And  deaf,  like  some  freeli-mutilated  brute. 
Into  Ferrara  —  not  the  empty  town 
Tliat  morning  witnessed :  ne  went  up  and  down 
Streets  whence  the  veil  had  been  stripped  shred 

by  shred. 
So  that,  in  place  of  hnddling  with  their  dead 
Indoors,  to  answer  Saliuguerra's  ends. 
Townsfolk  make  shift  to  crawl  forth,  ait  like 

friends 
With  any  one.     A  woman  ^ave  him  choice 
Of  her  two  daughters,  the  infantile  voice 
Or  the  dimpled  knee,  itor  half  a  chain,  his  throat 
Was  clasped  with ;   but  an  archer  knew   tlu* 

coat  — 
Its  blue  cross  and  eight  lilies,  —  bade  beware 
One  dogging  him  in  concert  with  the  pair 
Tliough  thrumming  on  the  sleeve  that  hid  his 

knife. 
Night  set  in  early,  autumn  dews  were  rife. 
They  kindled  great  fires  while  the  Leaguers* 

mass 

Began  at  every  carroch  —  he  must  }iaas 

Between  the  kneeling  people.     Presently 

The  carroch  of  Verona  caught  his  eve 

With  purple  trappings ;  silently  he  bent 

Over  its  fire,  when  voices  violent 

Began.  *'  Affirm  not  whom  the  yonth  was  like 

That  struck  nie  from  the  porch,  I  did  not  strike 

Again :  I  too  have  chestnut  hair ;  my  kin 

And  would    Hate  Azxo  and  stand  up  for  £c>e> 

fsin  hSTo  liii. 

helped         Here,  minstrel,  drive  bad  though ta 
•oioewsy,        ^^^y  i     sjj^j    Take 

My  glove  for  guerdon !  '    And  for  that  man*« 
sake 
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He  tamed :  ^^  A  son^  of  £glamor^8 !  *'  —  soaree 

luuiied. 
When,    "Our   Sordello's    rather T'  —  aU  ex- 

daimed ; 
**  la  not  SordeUo  famonaest  for  rhyme  ?  ^* 
lie  had  been  happy  to  deny,  this  time,  — 
Prof Hi«  as  heretofore  the  aohiugr  head 
And  fulin);  heart,  —  siispeot  that  in  his  stead 
Some  trae  Apollo  had  the  change  of  them, 
Was  champion  to  reward  or  to  condemn, 
So  his  intolerable  risk  uiieht  shift 
( )r  share  itself ;  but  Nadao^s  precious  ^ft 
Of  fdfts,  he  owned,  be  certain  !     A.t  the  close  — 
*'  I  made  that,"  said  he  to  a  youth  who  rose 
As  if  to  hear :  *t  was  Palma  throngh  the  band 
Conducted  him  in  silence  by  her  hand. 

Back  now  for  i^lingnerra.    Tito  of  Trent 
Gave  place  to  Palraa  aud  her  friend  ;  who  went 
In  turn  at  Montelan^*^  visit  —  one 
After  the  other  were  they  come  and  gone,  — 
These  spokesmen  for  the  Kaiser  and  the  Pope, 
This  incarnation  of  the  People ^s  hope, 
Sordello,  —  all  the  say  of  each  was  said ; 
And  ^Mklinguerra  sat,  himself  instead 
( )f  these  to  talk  with,  lingered  musing  yet. 
*T  was  a  drear  vast  presence-chamber  roughly 

set 
In  order  for  the  momin(;*s  use ;  f nil  face, 
'llie  Kaiser's  ominous  sign^raark  had  first  place. 
The  crowned  grim  twy-uecked  eagle,  coarsely^ 

blacked 
With  ochre  on  the  naked  wall :  nor  lacked 
}{oinano*s  green  andyellow  either  side ; 
Hut  the  new  token  Tito  brought  had  tried 
The  Legatees  patience  —  nay,  if  Palma  knew 
What  ^Mllillg^>lerra  almost  meant  to  do 
Until  the  sight  of  her  restored  his  lip 
A  certain  h^-smile,  three  months*  chieftainship 
Had  banished !    Afterwanl,  the  Legate  fonndf 
Nu  change  in  him,  nor  asked  what  badge  he 

wound 
And  unwound  carelessly.    Now  sat  the  Chief 
But  Salln-    Anient  as  when  our  couple  left,  whose 
ffuerrm  U  brief 

Xiao  pr»-       Encounter  wrought  so  opportune  ef- 
occuplad ;         f^ct 

In  thonghta  he  summoned  not,  nor  would  reject, 
Thoni^  time  't  was  now  if  ever,  to  pause  —  fix 
(hi  any  sort  of  ending :  wiles  and  tricks 
Kxhaoated,  judge  I  his  charge,  the  crazv  town. 
Just  managed  to  be  hindered  crashing  down  — 
His  last  sound  troops  ranged  —  care  observed  to 

peat 
His  best  of  the  maimed  soldiers  innermost  — 
Si)  much  was  plain  enough,  but  somehow  struck 
Him  nut  before.  And  now  with  this  stnuigo  luck 
(>f  Tito^s  news,  rewarding  his  address 
S>  welL  what  thought  he  of  ?  —  how  the  success 
With  Friedrich's  rescript  there  would  either 

hush 
Old  Eoelin's  scruples,  bring  the  manly  flush 
To  his  vonng  son  s  white  cheek,  or,  last,  exempt 
Himseu  from  telling  what  there  was  to  tempt  ? 
Xo :  that  this  minstrel  was  Romano*s  last 
fUwm-         Servant  —  hinuielf  the  first  I    Could 
Mine  flor-         he  contrast 

'Mloinno-    The  whole  I  —  that  minstrel's  thirty 
UiiBf  el».        years  just  spent 


In  doing  naughtj  tJieir  notablest  event 

Tliis  morning's  journey  hither,  as  I  told  — 

Who  yet  was  lean,  outworn  and  really  old, 

A  stammering  awkward  man  that  scarce  dared 

raise 

His  eye  before  tlie  ministerial  gaze  — 

And  Salinguerra  with  his  fears  and  hopes 

Of  sixty  years,  his  l*Imperors  and  Popes, 

Cares  and  contrivances,  yet,  vou  would  say, 

'T  was  a  youth  nonchalantly  looked  away 

Through  the  embrasure  northward  o*er  the  sick 

Expostulating  trees  —  so  agile,  quick 

How  he        And  graceful  turned  the  head  on  the 

was  made         broad  chesty 

in  body         Encased  in  pliant  steel,  his  constant 
and  Hpirit,  y^g^^^ 

Whence  split  the  sun  off  in  a  spray  of  fire 
Across  the  room ;  and,  loosened  of  its  tire 
Of  steel,  that  head  let  breathe  the  comely  brown 
Large  massive  locks  discolored  as  if  a  crown 
Encircled  them,  so  framed  the  basnet  where 
A  sharp  white  line  divided  clean  the  hair ; 
Glossy  above,  glossy  below,  it  swept 
Curling  and  fine  about  a  brow  thus  kept 
Calm,  laid  coat  upon  coat,  marble  and  sound : 
This  was  the  mystic  mark  the  Tuscan  found. 
Mused  of,  turned  over  books  about.    ISquare- 

faced. 
No  lion  more  ;  two  vivid  eyes,  enchased 
In  hollows  filled  with  many  a  shade  and  streak 
iSettliuj;  from  the  bold  nose  and  bearded  cheek. 
Nor  might  t^e  half-smile  reach  them  tbat  de- 
formed 
A  lip  supremely  perfect  else -^  un warmed, 
Unwidened,  less  or  more ;  indifferent 
W^hether  on  trees  or  men  his  thoughts  were  bent. 
Thoughts  rarely,  after  all,  in  trini  and  train 
As  now  a  period  was  fulfilled  again : 
Of  snob,  a  series  made  his  life,  compressed 
In  each,  one  story  serving  for  the  rest  — 
And  what     How  his  life-streams  rolling  arrived 
had  been  at  last 

his  career     At  the  barrier,  whence,  -^ore  it  once 
of  old.  overpast, 

Tliey  would  emenre,  a  river  to  the  end,  — 
Gathered  themselves  up,  |iaused,  bade  fate  be- 
friend. 
Took  the  leap,  hung  a  miiiute  at  the  height. 
Then  f^ll  back  to  oblivion  infinite : 
Therefore  he  smiled.     Beyond  stretched  gar- 
den-grounds 
Where  late  the  adversary,  breaking  bounds, 
Had  gained  him  an  occasion.  That  above, 
'riiat  ea^le,  testified  he  could  improve 
Effectually.    The  Kaiser ^s  symbol  lay 
Beside  his  rescript,  a  new  badge  by  way 
Of  baldric  ;  while,  —  another  tning  that  marred 
Alike  emprise,  achievement  and  reward,  — 
£celin*s  missive  was  conspicuous  too. 
What  past  life  did  those  flying  thoughts  piii^ 
sue  ? 
As  his,  few  names  in  Mantua  half  so  old  ; 
But  at  Femira,  where  his  sires  enrolled 
It  latterly,  the  Adelardi  spared 
No  pains  to  rival  them  :  both  factions  shared 
Ferrara,  so  that,  counted  out,  ^t  would  yield 
A  product  very  like  the  citv^s  shield, 
Hiuf  black  and  white,  or  Ghibellin  and  Giielf 
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Ab  after  SaliuKuerrs  styled  huuself 
Aud  Este.  who,  till  Maroheaalla  died, 
(Last  of  tne  Adelardi)  —  never  tried 
His  fortune  there :  with  Marehesalhi^s  child 
Would  pass  —  could  Blacks  and  Whites  be  rec- 
onciled. 
And  youuir  Taurello  wed  Ltniruetta  —  wealth 
And  sway  to  a  sole  HTRsp*  £acu  treats  by  stealth 
Already :  when  the  Guelfs,  the  Ravenuese 
Arrive,  assault  the  Pietro  quarter,  seize^ 
Linsraetta,  and  are  Koae !    Men's  first  dismay 
Abated  somewhat,  hurries  down,  to  hiy 
The  after  iudisniation,  Boniface, 
This  Richard's  father.   *  *  Learn  the  full  disgrace 
Averted,  ere  you  bhune  us  Guelfs,  who  rate 
Your  iSalin^erra,  vour  sole  ]K>tentAte 
That  might  have  been,  *niongst  fiste's  valvaa^ 

sors  — 
Ay,  Azzo*s  —  who,  not  pnyy  to,  abhon 
Our  step  ;  but  we  were  zeaions.*'    Azzo  *s  then 
To  do  with !    Straight  a  meeting  of  old  men : 
**  Old  Salingnerra  dead,  his  heir  a  boy, 
\Vhat  if  we  change  our  ruler  and  decoy 
The  Lombard  E^le  of  the  aznre  sphere 
With  Italy  to  build  in,  fix  him  here, 
iSettle  the  city's  troubles  in  a  trice  ? 
For  private  wrong,  let  public  good  suffice  I " 
Tbeorigi-     In  fine,  young  iialinguerra's  stanch- 
nal  check         est  friends 

to  lib  for-     Talked  of  the  townsmen  making  him 
**"*••*  amends. 

Gave  him  a  goshawk,  and  affirmed  there  was 
Rare  sport,  one  morning,  over  the  green  grass 
A  mile  or  so.     He  sauntered  through  the  plain. 
Was  restlefls,  fell  to  thinking,  turned  again 
In  time  for  Ano^s  entry  with  the  bride  ^ 
Count  Boniface  rode  smirking  at  their  nde ; 
'*  She  brings  him  half  Ferrmra,"  whispen  flew, 
''AndaUAjicona!    U  the  stripUng  knew  ! " 

Anon  the  stripling  was  in  Sicdy 
Where  Ut^inrich  ruled  in  right  of  Constance  ;  he 
Was  gracious  nor  his  guest  inea|>able ; 
Each  undentood  the  other.    So  it  fell. 
One  Spring,  when  Azzo,  thoroughly  at  eaae. 
Had  near  foigotteu  by  what  precise  degrees 
He  crept  at  first  to  such  a  downy  seat« 
The  Count  trudged  over  in  a  special  heat 
To  bid  him  of  God's  love  dislodge  from  each 
Of  Salinguerra's  palaces,  —  a^  breach 
Mii^t  yawn  else,  not  so  readUv  to  shut. 
For  who  was  just  arrived  at  Bfautua  but 
The  yovBgst«>r,  sword  cm  thigh  and  tuft  on  chill. 
Which  IM     With  tokens  for  Celaoo.  £oeUn, 
WM  in  the    Ptstore.  and  the  like !  Next  news,  — 
wmy  to  r»-        no  whit 

tr^^^  Do  any  of  Ferrara's  domes  befit 

His  wife  of  Heinrich*s  very  blood :  a  band 
Of  foreigners  assemble,  underatamd 
Garden-constructing,  level  and  surround. 
Build  up  and  bury  in.     A  last  news  crowned 
The  constematiun  :  since  his  infant's  birth. 
He  only  waits  they  end  his  wcmdroos  girth 
Of  trees  that  link  .San  Fietro  with  Tomi^ 
To  visit  Mantua.     When  the  Ptidesti 
Eoelin,  at  Vicenza.  called  his  friend 
Tanrello  thither,  what  could  be  their  end 
But  to  restore  the  Ghibellius'  late  Head, 
The  Kaiser  helping  f    He  with  most  to  dread 


From  ven^anee  and  reprisal,  Azzo,  there 

With  Boniface  beforehand,  as  aware 

Of  plots  in  progress,  gave  alarm,  expelled 

Both  plotters :  but  the  Guelfs  in  triumph  yelled 

Too  hastily.    The  buminfr  and  the  fiignt. 

And  how  Taurello,  occupied  that  nirht 

With  Ecelin,  lost  wife  and  son,  I  told : 

When  s       —  Not  how  he  bore  the  Uow,  re- 

frsah  cs-  tained  his  hold, 

lamity  de-    Got  friends  safe  through,  left  ene- 

•troyed  all :       nu^  the  worst 

O'  the  fray,  and  hardly  seemed  tocareatfirrt: 
But  afterward  men  heard  not  constantly 
Of  Salingnerra's  House  so  sura  to  be ! 
Though  Azzo  simply  gained  by  the  ereiii 
A  shifting  of  his  pUgnes--  the  first,  eottient 
To  fall  behind  the  second  and  estnoge 
So  far  his  nature,  suffer  sueh  a  change 
That  in  Romano  sought  he  wife  and  elitld 
And  for  Romano's  sake  seenoed  reoonfliled 
To  losing  individual  life,  which  shrunk 
As  the  other  prospered  —  mortised  in  hia  trunk  ; 
Like  a  dwan  palm  which  wanton  Arabs  foil 
Of  bearing  its  own  pnqier  wine  and  oil, 
Bv  grafting  into  it  the  stranger-vine. 
Which  sucks  its  heart  out,  snr  and  serpentine. 
Till  forth  one  vine-palm  feathera  to  the  root. 
And  red  drops  moisten  the  insipid  fruit. 
Onoe  Adelaide  set  on,  —  the  snotle  mate 
Of  the  weak  soldier,  urged  to  emulate 
The  Church's  valiant  women  deed  for  deed. 
And  paragon  her  namesake,  win  the  meed 
O'  the  great  Matilda,  —  soon  they  orerboie 
The  rest  of  Lombardy,  —  not  as  oefore 
Bv  an  instinctive  truculence,  bnt  patched 
The  Kaiser's  strategy  until  it  matched 
The  Pontiff's,  sought  old  ends  by  novel  means. 
**  Only,  whv  is  it  Salinguerra  screena 
Himself  beiiind  Romano  ?  —  him  we  bade 
Bdiioy  our  shine  i'  the  front,  not  aeek  the  shade !  *' 

—  Asked  Heinrich,  somewhat  of  the  tardiest 
To  comprehend.    Nor  Philip  aeqnieseed 

At  once  in  the  arrangement;  reaaooed,  plied 

His  friend  with  offers  of  another  bride, 

A  statelier  functioB  —  fruitlessly:  *t  was  plain 

Heank       Tanrello    through    some    weaKnees 

Into  s  Me>        must  remain 

oMlvy         Obscure.  And  Otho,  free  to  jndge  of 

perwosge,         both, 

—  Eoelin  the  unready,  harsh  and  lo4h« 
And  this  more  plausible  and  facile  wight 
With  everv  point  a-«parkle  —  chose  the  iight« 
Admiring  now  lus  predecessors  harped 

On  the  wroi«  roan :  '"  thus,"  qnoth  he,  *'  wtti 

are  waned 
By  outaides  !  '    Carelesslv,  meanwhile,  hia  lifp 
Suffered  its  many  turns  oi  peaoe  and  strife 
In  many  lands  —  yon  hardly  could  aniiMhw 
The  man ;  who  shamed  Soraello  (reeoginze  I) 
In  this  as  much  beside,  that,  unoonoenwd 
What  qualities  were  natural  or  earned. 
With  no  ideal  of  graoHk  as  they  cane 
He  took  them,  singul*riy  well  the  ssme  — 
Speaking  the  Greek's  own  language,  jmt  be* 

cause 
Your  Greek  eludes  you,  leave  the  least  of  flawii 
In  contracts  with  him ;  while,  since  At»b  lore 
Holds  the  stars*  secret  —  take  one  troaMe  moiv 
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And  maoier  it !    *Ti8  doiie,  and  now  deter 
Who  ms^  the  Tascaiif  onoe  Jove  trined  for  her. 
From  Fnedrioh's  patli  I  —  Friedrioh,  whole  pii- 

grinuige 
The  same  man  pnts  aside,  whom  he  *11  engage 
To  leave  next  year  Jolm  Brienne  in  the  luren, 
Come  to  Baasano,  see  Saint  Francis*  church 
And  nidge  of  Qnido  the  Bolognian's  piece 
Whi<m,  lend  Taurello  credit,  rivak  Greeee  — 
Angela,  with  aareolee  like  golden  quoits 
Pitch^n  home,  applauding  Eoelin's  exploits. 
For  elegance,  he  atmng  the  angelot. 
With  the      Made  rhjrmes  thereto  ;  for  prowess, 
■ppropri-         clove  he  not 
ate  grace*     Tiso,  last  siege,  from  crest  to  cnip- 

Detail  yon  thna  a  varied  mastenr 

Bat  to  show  how  Taurello,  on  the  watch 

For  men,  to  read  their  hearts  and  thereby  catch 

Their  capabilities  and  purposes, 

Diaplayed  himsHlf  so  far  as  displaved  these : 

While  our  Sordello  only  oared  to  know 

About  men  as  a  means  whereby  he  *d  show 

Himself,  and  men  had  much  or  little  worth 

According  as  they  kept  in  or  drew  forth 

That  self ;  the  otner's  choicest  instruments 

i^^nrmised  him  shallow. 

Meantime,  maloontents 
Dropped   off,  town   after   town   grew   wiser. 

"How 
Cliange  the  world's  face  ?  * '  asked  people ;  ''  as 

*tis  now 
It  has  been,  will  be  ever:  verv  fine 
Subjecting  tlungs  profane  to  tnings  divine, 
In  talk  1    Thia  contumacy  will  &tigne 
The  vigilance  of  Este  and  the  Lea^s  1 
The  Ohibellins  gain  on  us ! "  — as  it  happed. 
Old  Azao  and  old  Bonifaoe,  entrapped 
By  Ponte  Alto,  both  in  one  month^s  space 
Mept  at  Verona :  either  left  a  brace 
(H  sona  —  but,  three  vears  after,  cither's  pair 
Lost  Gnglielm  and  Aidobrand  ita  heir : 
Azxo  reinain(*d  and  Richard  —  all  the  stay 
Of  Este  and  Saint  Boniface,  at  hay 
Bat  See-      As   't  were.      Then,   either   Ecelin 
lis,  h*  Mt         grew  old 

in  frooi.       Or   his   brain  altered  —  not  o'  the 
f«Uiaf ,  pn>per  mould 

For  new  appliances  -  his  old  palm-stock 
Eudored  no  influx  of  strange  strengths.    He  *d 

rock 
As  in  a  dmnkenness,  or  chnckle  low 
An  prond  of  the  completeness  of  his  woe. 
Then  weep  real  tears ;  —now  make  some  mad 

onsutnght 
On  Este.  heedl(>es  of  the  lesson  taught 
So  painfnlly,  — now  cringe  for  peace,  sue  peace 
At  prioe  of  past  gain,  bar  of  fresh  increase 
T  » the  fortunes  of  Romano.     Up  at  last 
Kuee  Kstr,  down  Rt^nano  sank  as  fast. 
And  OMii  remarked  these  freaks  of  peace  and 


m  vain, 
again. 

Not  he !  --  **  who  had  advisers  in  his  sons, 
Conld  plot  himself,  nor  needed  any  one's 
Advioe/*    "T  was  Adelaide's  remaining  ataaoli 


Prevented  his  destruction  root  and  branch 
Forthwith;  but  when  she  died,  doom  fell,  for 

K»y 
He  made  alliances,  gave  lands  away 
To  whom  it  pleased  accept  tham,  and  withdrew 
Forever  from  the  world.    Taarello,  who 
Was  summoned  to  the  convent,  then  refused 
A  word  at  the  wicket,  patience  thus  abused, 
Promptly  threw  off  alue  his  imbecile 
Ally's  yoke,  and  his  own  frank,  foolish  smile. 
Soon  a  few  movements  of  the  happier  sort 
Changed  matters,  put  himself  in  men's  report 
As  heretofore :  he  nad  to  fight,  beside, 

And  that  became  him  ever.    So,  in 
8^»»-  pride 

S!!rt!Lin   And  flushing  of  this  kind  of  second 

come  for-      „y®?*^'  ,     .„  ,.,  „       . 

ward.  He  dealt  a  good-will  blow.    Este  m 

truth 

Liay  prone  —  and  men  remembered,  somewhat 

late, 
A  laughing  old  outrageous  stifled  hate 
He  bore  to  Este  —  how  it  would  outbreak 
At  times  spite  of  disguise,  like  an  earthquake 
In  sunny  weather  —  as  that  noted  d«jr 
When  with  his  hundred  friends  he  tried  to  slay 
Azzo  before  the  Kaiser's  face :  and  how. 
On  Abo's  calm  refusal  to  allow 
A  liegeman's  challenge,  straight  he  too  was 

cafaned: 
As  if  his  hate  could  bear  to  lie  embalmed. 
Bricked  up,  the  moody  Pharaoh,  and  survive 
All  intermediate  crumblings,  to  arrive 
At  eai*th'8  catastrophe  —  't  wa^  Este's  crash. 
Not  Azzo's  he  demanded,  so,  no  rash 
Procedure  1    Este's  true  antagonist 
Rose  out  of  Ecelin :  all  voices  whist. 
All  eyes  were  sharpened,  wits  predicted.    He 
'T  was,  leaned  in  the  embrasure  absently, 
Why  and      Amused  with  his  own  efforte,  now, 
bow.  ia  let        to  trace 

oiitio  With   his  8teel*sheathed  forefinger 

MlikKioy.         Friedrich's  face 
I'  the  dust:   but  as  the  trees  waved  sere,  his 

smile 
Deepened,  and  words  expressed  its  thong:ht 

erewhile. 
**  Ay,  fairly  housed  at  last,  my  old  compeer? 
That  we  should  stick  together,  all  the  yeai 
I  kept  Vioema  1  —  How  old  Boiuface, 
Old  Azzo  caught  us  in  its  marketplace. 
He  b^  that  pular,  I  at  this,  — caught  e&ch 
In  raid  swing,  more  than  fury  of  his  speech, 
Encing  the  rabble  on  to  disavow 
Allegiance  to  their  Marquis  —  Bacchus,  how 
They  boasted  I    Ecelin  must  turn  their  dmdge, 
Nor^  if  released,  will  Salinguerra  grudge 
Paying  arrears  of  tribute  due  lon^  since  — 
Bacchus!    My  man  could  promise  then,  nor 

wince. 
The  hones-and-muscles  1    Soond  of  wind  and 

limb. 
Spoke  he  the  set  excuse  I  framed  for  him : 
And  now  he  sits  me,  slaTcring  and  mute. 
Intent  as  chafing  each  starved  porple  foot 
Benumbed  past  aching  with  the  altar  slab  — 
Will  no  vein  throb  there  when  some  monk  shall 

bhib 
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Spitefully  to  the  circle  of  bald  aonlpB, 

Bcelin,  he     *  Friedrich  *8  affirmed  to  be  our  side 

did  aU  for,       theAIpe' 

to  ft  monk     —  Eh,    brother   Laotanoe,    brother 

no'^f  Auadet? 

Sworn  to  abjure  the  world,  its  fume  and  fret, 

God^s  own  now  ?    Drop  the  dormitory  bar. 

Enfold  the  scanty  sray  serf;:e  scapular 

Twice  o'er  the  cowl  to  muffle  memories  cat  I 

So  I    But  the  midnight  whisper  turns  a  shout, 

Eyes  wink,  mouths  open,  puhes  circulate 

In  the  stone  walls :  the  past,  the  world  you  hate 

Is  with  you,  ambush,  open  field  —  or  see 

The  sureiuffilame  —  we  fire  Viceiiza  —  glee  ! 

Follow,  let  Pilio  and  Bernardo  chafe  I 

Bring  up  the  Mantnans  —  through  San  Biagio  — 

safe! 
Ah,  the  mad  people  waken  ?    Ah,  they  writhe 
And  reach  us  ?    If  they  block  the  gate  ?    No 

tithe 
Can  pass  — keep  back,  you  Bassanesel    The 

edge. 
Use  the  vdge  —  shear,  thrust,  hew,  melt  down 

the  wedge. 
Let  out  th  3  black  of  those  black  upturned  eyes  I 
Hell  —  are  they  sprinkling  fire  too  ?    The  Uood 

fries 
And  hisses  on  your  brass  gloves  as  they  tear 
Those  nptumed  faces  choking  with  despair. 
Brave!     Slidder   through   the   reekin^r  gate! 

^  How  now  ? 
Yon  six  had  charge  of  her  ?  ^   And  then  the  tow 
Comes,  and  the  foam  spirts,  hair  *8  plucked,  till 

one  shriek 
(I  hear  it)  and  yon  fling  —  yon  cannot  speak  — 
Your  gold-flowered  basnet  to  a  man  who  haled 
The  Adelaide  he  dared  scarce  view  unveiled 
This  mom,  naked  across  the  fire:  how  crown 
The  archer  that  exhausted  lays  you  down 
Your  infant,  smiling  at  the  flame,  and  dies? 
While  one,  while  mme  .  .  . 

**  Bacchus  I    I  think  there  lies 
More  than  one  corpse  there  "  (and  he  paced  the 

room) 
**  —  Another  cinder  somewhere :  U  was  my  doom 
Beside,  my  doom  I    If  Adelaide  is  dead, 
I  live  the  same,  this  Azzo  lives  instead 
Of  that  to  me,  and  we  pull,  any  how, 
Este  into  a  heap :  the  matter  *s  now 
Just  when    At  the  true  juncture  slipping  us  so 
the  priia  oft. 

swaiu  Ay,  Heinrich  died  and  Otho,  please 

MMuebody;       you,  doffed 
His  crown  at  such  a  juncture  I    Still,  if  holds 
Our  Friedrich's  purpose,  if  this  chain  enfolds 
The  neck  of  .  .  .  who  but  this  same  Ecelin 
That  must  recoil  when  the  best  days  beein  1 
Recoil  ?  that  ^s  naught ;  if  Uie  recoiler  l«-aves 
His  name  for  me  to  fig^ht  with,  no  tine  grieves : 
But  he  most  interfere,  forsooth,  unlock 
His  cloister  to  become  my  stumbling-block 
Just  as  of  old  !    Ay,  ay,  there  *t  is  again  — 
The  laad*s  inevitable  Head  —  explain 
The  reverences  that  subject  us  1    Count 
These  Ecelins  now !    Not  to  say  as  fount. 
Originating  power  of  thong^ht,  —  from  twelve 
That  drop  V  the  trenches  they  joined  hands  to 

delve, 


Six  shall  surpass  him,  but  .  .  .  why,  men  must 

twine 
Somehow  with  something  I    Ecelin  *s  a  fine 
Hiinaelf ,  if    Clear  name !    T  were  simpler,  doubt- 
It  were  less,  twine  with  me 
onlv  worth    At  once    our  cloistered  friend^s  ca> 
while,  pacity 

Was  of  a  sort !    I  had  to  share  myself 
In  fifty  portions,  like  an  o'ertaaked  elf 
That  *s  forced  illume  in  fif tv  points  the  vast 
Rare  vapor  he 's  environed  oy.^  At  last 
My  streiigtha,  though  sorely  frittered,  e'en  con- 


no,  Bacchus,  they  Imve  jnet  to 


verge 
And  crown  .  , 

The  man  be  crowned ! 

**  That  aloe,  an  he  durst. 
Would  climb!    Just  such  a  bloated  aprawler 

first 
I  noted  in  Messina^s  castle-court 
Tlie  day  I  came,  when  Heinrich  asked  in  sport 
If  I  would  pledge  my  faith  to  win  him  back 
His  right  in  Lombardy :  *"  for,  once  bid  pack 
Marandera/  he  continued,  *  in  mv  stead 
You  rule,  Taurello  !  *  and  upon  tnis  head 
Laid  the  silk  glove  of  Constance  —  I  see  her 
Too,  mantled  nead  to  foot  in  miniver, 
Retrude  following  I 

**  I  am  absolved 
From  further  ttil :  the  (mperv  devolved 
On  me,  *t  was  Tito*s  word  :  I  nave  to  lay 
For  once  my  plan,  pursue  my  plan  my  waj', 
Prompt  nobody,  and  render  an  account 
Taurello  to  Taurello !    Nay,  I  mount 
To  Friedrich  :  he  conceives  the  |^t  I  kept, 
—  Who  did  true  service,  able  or  mept, 
Who  *s  worthv  guerdon.  Ecelin  or  I. 
Me  guerdonea,  counsel  lollows :  would  ha  vi«» 
With  the  Pope  really  ?    Azzo,  Boniface 
Compose  a  nght-arm  Hohenstauffeu's  race 
Must  break  ere  govern  Lombardy.    I  iMriat 
How  easy  't  were  to  twist,  once  out  of  joint. 
The  socket  from  the  bone :  my  Azzo's  stare 
Meanwhile  I  for  I,  this  idle  strap  to  wear. 
Shall  —  fret  niivself  abundantly,  what  end 
To  serve  ?     There  ^s  left  me  twenty  yean  to 
Aa  it  insy         snend 

bn  —  but     —  How  better  than  ray  old  way  '.* 
sl8o,  MB  it        Had  I  one 

may  not       yf\^o  labored  to  overthrow  my  work 
**  ~  —  a  son 

Hatching  with  Azzo  superb  treachery. 
To  root  my  pines  up  and  then  poison  me. 
Suppose  ~  't  were  worth  while  fmstrat«  that ! 

Beside, 
Another  life  ^s  ordained  me :  the  world^s  tide 
Rolls,  and  what  hope  of  parting  from  the  pma» 
Of  waves,  a  siiif^le  wave  through  wearineas 
Gentlv  lifted  aside,  laid  upon  shore? 
My  life  must  be  lived  out  in  foam  and  roar. 
No  question.    Fifty  years  the  province  held 
Taurello  ;  troubles  raised,  and  troubles  qnelled. 
He  in  the  midst  —  who  leaves  this  quaint  stone 

place. 
These  trees  a  year  or  two,  than  not  a  tnioe 
Of    him!      How   obtain   hold,   fetter   men*a 

tongues 
Like  this  poor  minstrel  with  the  foolish  songs  — 
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To  wbioh«  despite  oar  bustle,  he  is  liniced  ? 
—  Flowers  one  may  teaae^  that  never  grow  ex- 

tinist. 
Ay,  that  pateh,  surely,  ereen  as  ever,  where 
1  set  Her  Moorish  lentisk,  by  the  stair, 
To  overawe  the  aloes ;  and  we  trod 
Thoee  flowers,  how  ciEdl  you  such?  —  into  the 

sod; 
A  stately  f  oreifi|ner  —  a  world  of  pain 
To  make  it  thrive,  arrest  rough  winds  —  all 

vainl 
It  would   decline;    these   would   not  be  de- 
stroyed: 
And  DOW,  where  is  it  ?  where  can  you  avoid 
The  floweca  ?    I  frighten  children  twenty  years 
Loneer  !  —  which  way,  too,  Eoelin  appears 
To  thwart  me,  for  his  son's  besotted  youth 
Gives  promise  of  the  proper  tiger-tooth : 
They  reel  it  at  Vioenza  I    Fate,  fate,  fate, 
My  fine  Tanieilo  1    Qo  yon,  pramnlgate 
Kriedrich*s  decree,  and  here  's  shall  aggrandize 
Young  £oeli]i  —  your  Prefect's  badge  I    a  prize 
TIm  auppo*  Too  precious,  certainly. 
■iOoB  he  **  How  now  ?    Compete 

DMMt  in-       With  my  old  comrade  ?  shuffle  from 
«"»»«^5        theirseat 
His     childnfn?        Paltry    dealing!    Don't   I 

know 
Kcelin  ?  now,  I  think,  and  years  ago ! 
\Vhat*a  changed  — the  weakness?    did  not  I 

compound 
For  that,  and  undertake  to  keep  him  sound 
DeHpiteit?    Here 's  TanreUo  hankering 
After  a  bov's  preferment  —  this  plaything 
To  carry,  Bacchus  I  "    And  he  laughed. 

Remark 
Why  schemes  whereii*  eold'blooded  men  em* 

bark 
Ptaspor.  when  your  enthusiastic  sort 
FaU :  wmle  these  last  are  ever  stopping  short  — 
\So  much  they  should — so  litUe  they  can  do  t) 
The  careless  tribe  see  nothing  to  pursue 
If  they  desist ;    meantime  their  scheme  suo- 


Thoo^hts  were  caprices  in  the  course  of  deeds 

Methodic  with  Taurello ;  so,  he  turned, 

Enough  amused  by  fancies  fairly  earned 

Of  Esters  horror-struck  submitted  neck, 

And  Richard,  the  cowed  braggart,  at  his  beck, 

Being  eon-  To  his  own    petty    but    immediate 

tnitM  doubt 

with  mere    If  he  could  pacify  the  League  with- 
vragcence.        Q^^l 

Toaeeding  Richard  ;  just  to  this  was  brought 
That  interval  of  vain  discursive  thought  I 
A4,  shall  I  say,  some  Ethiop,  past  pursuit 
(>f  all  enslavers,  dips  a  shackled  foot 
Burnt  to  the  blood,  into  the  drowsy  black 
Enonnous  watercourse  which  guides  him  back 
To  hia  own  tribe  again,  where  ne  ii  king ; 
And  laughs  because  he  guesses,  numbering 
Thf  yellower  poison-wattles  on  the  pouch 
(>f  ike  first  Uzard  wrested  from  its  couch 
I  'nder  the  sUroe  (whose  skin,  the  while  he  strips 
To  cure  his  nostril  with,  and  festered  lips. 
And  eyeballs  bloodshot  through  the  desert- 
blast) 
That  he  has  reached  its  boundary,  at  last 


May  breathe ;  ~  thinks  o'er  enchantments  of 

the  South 
Sovereign  to  plague  his  enemies,  their  mouth, 
Eyes,  nails,  and  nair ;  but,  these  enchantmente 

tried 
In  fancy,  puts  them  soberly  aside 
For  truth,  projects  a  cool  return  with  friends, 
The  likelihood  of  wiuuiiig  mere  amends 
Ere  long ;  thinks  that,  takes  comfort  Hilently. 
Then,  from  the  river's  brink,  his  wrongs  and 

he. 
Hugging  revenge  close  to  their  hearts,  are  soon 
Off-stricung  for  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon. 

Midnight:  the  watcher  nodded  on  his  spear. 
Since  clouds  dispersing  left  a  passage  clear 
For  any  meagre  and  discolored  moon 
To  venture  forth ;  and  such  was  peering  soon 
Above  the  harassed  city  —  her  close  lanes 
Closer,  not  half  so  tapering  her  fanes, 
As  though  she  shrunk  into  herself  to  keep 
What  little  life  was  saved,  more  safely.     Heap 
Bv  heap  the  watxsh-fires  mouldered,  and  be^e 
The  blackest  spoke  Sordello  and  replied 
Palma  with  none  to  listen.     **"  'T  is  your  cause ; 
.    ,  ,,         What  makes  a  QhibelUn  ?    There 
teMht  *^         should  be  Uws — 
what  (Remember  how  my  youth  escaped  ! 

OblbeUini        ^  ttuat 
are,  To  you  for  manhood,  Palma;   tell 

me  just 
As  an^  child)  —  there  must  be  laws  at  work 
Ezplaming  this.    Assure  me,  good  may  lurk 
Under  the  bad,  —  m^  multitude  has  part 
In  your  designs,  their  welfare  is  at  heart 
With  Salinpruerra,  to  their  interest 
Refer  the  oeeds  he  dwelt  on,  —so  divest 
Our  conference  of  much  that  scared  me.    Why 
Affect  that  heartless  tone  to  Tito  ?    I 
Esteemed  myself,  yes,  in  my  inmost  mind 
Thii  mom,  a  recreant  to  my  nu.e — mankind 
O'erlooked  till  now :    why  boast  my  spirit's 

force, 
—  Such  force  denied  its  object?  why  divorce 
These,  then  admire  my  spirit's  flight  the  same 
As  though  it  bore  up,  helped  some  half-orbed 

flaine 
Else  quenched  in  tJie  dead  void,  to  living  space  ? 
That  orb  cast  off  to  chaos  and  disgrace, 
Wliy  vaunt  so  much  my  unencumbered  dance, 
Making  a  feat's  facilities  enhance 
Its  marvel  ?    But  1  front  Taurello,  one 
Of  happier  fate,  and  all  I  should  have  done. 
He  does  ;  the  i)eople's  good  beini?  oanunount 
With  him,  their  progress  may  perhaps  account 
For  his  abidinfrstill ;  whereas  yon  heard 
The  talk  with  Tito  —  the  excuse  preferred 
For  burning  those  five  hostages,  —  and  broached 
By  way  of  blind,  as  you  and  1  approached, 
I  do  believe." 

She  spoke  :  thf>n  he,  **  My  thought 
Plainlier   expressed!      All    to   your   profit  — 

naught 
Meantime  of  these,  of  conquests  to  achieve 
For  them,  of  wretchedness  he  might  relieve 
And  what     While  profiting  your  party.    Azzo, 

Guelfa,  ^^^* 

spproTw      Supports  a  cause :  what  cause?    Do 

of  neitbsr.       (joelfs  pursue 


no 
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dI«Uiict 

zpoin 

both? 


Thflir  enda  by  meaas  like  jonn,  or  better  ?  " 

When 
The  Ghielfii  were  preyed  alike,  men  weighed 

with  men, 
And  deed  with  deed,  blaze,  blood,  with  blood 

and  blase. 
Mom  broke :   **  Onoe  more,  Sordello,  meet  its 

nze 
Proudly  —  the  peo^le*8  ohai^  against  thee  fails 
In  every  point,  while  either  party  qnaik  I 
These  are  the  busy  ones :  be  silent  thon ! 
Two  parties  take  the  world  up,  and  allow 
No  third,  yet  have  one  prinoiple.  subrist 
By  the  same  injnstioe  ;  whoso  snail  enlist 
\\  ith  either,  ranks  with  man^s  inveterate  foes. 
(m>  there  is  one  less  quarrel  to  oompose  : 
Tlie  Gneif ,  the  Ghibellin  may  be  to  curse  — 
I  have  done  nothing,  bat  botn  sides  do  worse 
Than  nothiiw.    Nay,  to  me,  foigotten,  reft 
Of  insight,  lapped  by  trees  and  flowers,  was 

left 
The  notion  of  a  serviee — ha?    What  lured 
Me  here,  what  mighty  aim  was  I  assured 
Must  move  TaoreUo  ?    What  if  there  remained 
_  A  eause,  intact,  distinet  from  these, 

H*ve  i»«i       ordained 

For  me,  its  true  discoverer  ?  " 

^)ome  one  pressed 
Before  them   here,  a   watcher,  to 
suggest 
The  subject  for  a  ballad :  "  They  must  know 
The  tale  of  the  dead  worthy,  long  ago 
Consul  of  Rome  —  that  *s  long  ago  for  us. 
Minstrels  and  bowmen,  idly  squabbling  thus 
In  the  world*8  comer  —  but  too  late  no  doubt. 
For  the  brave  time  he  Bought  to  bring  about. 

—  Nut    know    Crescentius   Nomen- 
^?  ^HL       tM>«»  ?  "    Then 
T^SaHS"^    He  cast  about  for  t«rms  to  teU  him, 
Cnsom-  when 

tills?  Sordello   disavowed   it,    how    they 

used 
Whenever  their  Superior  introduced 
A  novice  to  the  Brotherhood  —  {*^  for  I 
Was  just  a  brown*«leeve  brother,  merrily 
Apoomted  too/^  qnoth  he,  *'  till  Innocent 
Baae  me  relinquish,  to  my  small  content. 
My  wife  or  my  brown  sleeves  **)  —  some  brother 

spoke 
Ere  nocturne  of  Crescentius,  to  revoke 
The  edict  issued,  after  his  demise. 
Which  blotted  fame  alike  and  effigies. 
All  out  except  a  floating  power,  a  name 
Inclndinir,  tending  to  produce  the  same 
Great  act.  Rome,  dead,  forgotten,  lived  at  least 
Within  that  brain,  though  to  a  vulgar  priest 
And  a  vile  stranger,  —  two  not  worth  a  slave 
Of  Rome^s,  Pope  John,  King  Otho,  —  fortune 

r»ve 
The  mle  there :  so,  Creeoentins,  hapl^  dresBed 
In  white,  called  Roman  Consul  for  a  wst. 
Taking  the  people  at  their  word,  forth  stepped 
As  upon  Bmtns*  heel,  nor  ever  kept 
Rome  waiting,  —  stood  ervot,  and  from  his  brain 
Gave  Rome  out  on  its  ancient  place  a^n. 
Ay,  bad*  proceed  with  Brutus^  Rome,  Kings 

st/led 
ThnmaaiTfis  mars  oitiaena  of.  and,  besruilad 


Into  great  thoughts  thereby,  would  choose  the 

gem 
Out  of^a  lapf ull,  spoil  their  diadem 
—  The  senators  cypher  was  so  hard  to  serateh  t 
He  flashes  like  a  phanaL,  all  men  catch 
The  flame,  Kome  's  just  accomplished  I  when 

returned 
Otho,  with  John,  the  Consults  step  had  spumed, 
And  Hugo  Lord  of  Este,  to  redress 
The  wrongs  of  each.    Crescentius  in  the  stress 
Of  adverse  fortune  bent.     '*  They  crucified 
Their  Consul  in  the  Forum ;  and  abide 
E^er  since  such  slaves  at  Rome,  that  I — (for  I 
Was  once  a  btown^aleeve  brother,  merrily 
Appointed)  — I  had  option  to  keep  wife 
Or  keep  brown  sleeves,  and  managed  in  the  strife 
Lose  both.    A  song  ot  Rome  I  *' 

And  Rome,  indeed. 
Robed  at  Goito  in  fantastic  weed. 
The  MotherCity  of  his  Mantuan  d«ya, 
Looked  an  established  point  of  light  whence  rays 
Traversed  the  world;   for,  all  the  clustered 

homes 
Beside  of  men,  seemed  bent  on  being  Romes 
In  their  degree ;  the  question  was,  how  each 
Should  most  resemble  Rome,  clean  out  of : 
Nor,  of  the  Two,  did  either  principle 
How  if,  In     Struggle  to  change  —  out  to 
the  reiuto-        — Rome,  still, 
rretlon  of     QueU  Rome  or  Ghibellin  Rome. 
*^™««  Let  Rome  advance! 

Rome,  as  she  struck  Sordello^s  ignorance  — 
How  could  he  doubt  one  moment  ?    Rome  *a  the 

Cause! 
Rome  of  the  Pandects,  all  the  world^s  new 

laws  — 
OF  the  Capitol,  of  Castle  Angelo ; 
New  structures,  that  inordinately  glow. 
Subdued,  brought  back  to  harmony,  made  ripe 
By  many  a  relic  of  the  archetype 
Extant  tor  wonder ;  every  upstart  church 
That  hoped  to  leave  old  temples  in  the  Inrch, 
Corrected  by  the  Theatre  forlorn 
That,  —  as  a   mundane  shell,  its  world  late 

bom, — 
Lay  and  overshadowed  it.  These  hints  combined. 
Be  typified  Rome  typifies  the  scheme  to  pat  man- 
the  trl-  kind 

uniph  of      Once  more  in  fuU  possession  of  their 
n>*nWiid?        rights. 

**  Let  us  have  Rome  again !    On  me  it  lights 
To  build  np  Rome  —  on  me,  the  first  aod  last : 
For  such  a  future  was  endured  the  nast  1 " 
And  thus,  in  the  gray  twilight,  forth  he  qmag 
To  give  his  thought  cMisistency  amons 
The  verv  People  —  let  their  facts  avail 
Finish  the  dream  grown  from  the  areher*s  tale. 


BOOK  THE  FIFTH 

Is  it  the  same  Sordello  in  the  dvak 
As  at  the  dawn  ?  —  merelv  a  perished  hnak 
Now,  that  aros^  a  power  nt  to  hniid 
w    %.<  •      Up  Rome  again?    The  provd 
Jl*"""!?^       oeption  chilled 
^£L?    So   soon?     Ay,  watch  that  Utest 
drsam  of  thine 


SORDELLO 


III 


—  A  Rome  indebted  to  no  Palatine  — 
Drop  areh  by  arch,  Sordello  I    Art  poflBeaaed 
iH  uty  wish  now,  rewarded  for  thy  quest 
To-day  amon(^  Ferrara's  sqaalid  sons  ? 
Are  this  and  thk  and  this  the  shining  ones 
Mt«t  for  the  bhining  (.Hty  ?    ISooth  to  say, 
Ycmr  faTored  tenantry  pursue  their  way 
After  a  fashion  I    This  companion  slips 
( hi  the  smooth  eansev,  t*  other  blinkara  trips 
At  his  mooned  sanoal.     **LeaTe  to  lead  the 

farawls 
Here  i' the  stria?"  No,  friend  I  He  that  sprawls 
(hi  sogfat  but  a  stihadium  .  .  .  what  his  dues 
Who  pats  the  lustnd  vase  to  such  an  use  ? 
()h.,  huddle  np  the  day^s  disasters !    March, 
Ye  nmagstea,  and  drop  thou,  arch  by  arch, 
ilome! 

Tet  before  they  quite  disband  —  a  whim  — 
^ttidy  mere  shelter,  now,  for  him,  and  him. 
Nay,  eren  the  worst,  —  just  house  them  I    Any 


throw  out  earth!  A  loophole?  Brave! 
They  aok  to  feel  the  sun  shine,  see  the  grass 
Grow,  hear  the  larks  sing:  ?    Dead  art  thou,  alas, 
And  I  am  dead  !    But  here 's  our  son  excels 
At  hnrdle-weaving  any  Scythian,  fells 
<  tak  and  devises  rafters,  dreams  and  shapes 
His  dream  into  a  door-post,  just  escapes 
The  mystery  of  hinges.    Lie  we  both 
Perdue  saotiier  age.    The  goodlpr  erowth 
Clf  brink  and  stone !     Our  builmng-pelt  was 

FOOfh, 

Bnt  that  desoendant's  garb  suits  well  enough 

A  portieo-eontriver.    Speed  the  jean  — 

Why,  the     What  *s  time  to  us  ?    At  last,  a  dty 

work  rears 

ftboold  be     Itself !  nay,  enter  —  what  *b  the  graye 

weoCages,       tons? 

Lo,  tmr  forlorn  acquaintance  carry  thus^ 
The  hesd  1  Successively  sewer,  forum,  cirque  — 
I^wt  age,  an  aqueduct  was  counted  work, 
Bat  now  tibey  tire  the  artificer  upon 
Blank  alabaster,  black  obsidion, 
—  Careful,  Jove*s  face  be  duly  f ul^nrant, 
And  mother  Venus^  kiae-creased  rapples  pant 
Back  into  pristine  puIpinesB,  ere  fixed 
Above  the  baths.    What  difference  betwixt 
This  Rome  and  ours  —  resemblance  what,  be- 
tween 
Thai   aeurvy  dumb -show  and   this  pageant 

sheen  — 
These  Romans  and  our  rabble  ?    Use  thy  wit ! 
The  work  marched  :  step  by  step,  —  a  workman 

fit 
Took  each,  nor  too  fit,  —  to  one  task,  one  time,  — 
No  leaping  o^er  the  petty  to  the  prime,  ^ 
If  per-  When  just  the  substituting  osier  lithe 

fornbed         For  brittle  bulrush,  sound  wood  for 
eqnallj  soft  withe, 

■nd  thor-     To  further  loam-and-roughoast-work 
<^^yi  astsge,— 

Exacts  an  architect,  exacts  an  age : 
No  tables  of  the  Manritanian  tree 
For  men  whose  maple  log 's  their  luxury ! 
That  way  was  Rome  built.      ''Better''   (say 

you)  *  merge 
At  once  all  workmen  in  the  demiurge. 
All  epochs  in  a  lifetime,  every  task 


In  one  I  **    oo  should  the  sudden  eity  bask 

I'  the  day — while  those  we  M  feast  there,  want 

tne  knack 
Of  keeping  fresh-chalked  gowns  from  speck  and 

brack. 
Distinguish  not  rare  peacock  from  vile  swan, 
Nor  Mareotic  juice  from  Cncuban. 
*'  Enough  of  Rome  I    *T  was  happy  to  conceive 
Rome  on  a  sudden,  nor  shall  fate  Mreave 
Me  of  that  credit :  for  the  rest,  her  spite 
Is  an  old  story — serves  my  folly  right 
B^  adding  yet  another  to  the  dull 
List  of  abortions — things  proved  beautiful 
Could  they  be  done,  Sordello  oaanot  do." 

He  sat  upon  the  terrace,  plucked  and  threw 
The  powdery  aloe-cusps  away,  saw  shift 
Rome's  walls,  and  drop  areh  after  ai«h.  and 

drift 
Mist-like  afar  those  pillars  of  all  stripe. 
Mounds  of  all  majesty.    ''  Thou  archetype. 
Last  of  my  dreams  end  loveliest,  depart]  " 

And  then  a  low  voice  wound  into  his  heart : 
^^SordeUo  I  "  (low  as  some  old  Pythoness 
Conceding  to  a  Lvdian  King's  distress 
The  cause  of  his  long  error —  one  mistake 
Of  her  past  oracle)     Sordello,  wake  I 
Gh>d  has  conceded  two  sights  to  a  man — 
And s man    One,  of  mens  whole  work,  time's 
can  do  bat       completed  plan, 
sman*a        The  other,  of  toe  minute's  work, 
portion.  man's  first 

Step  to  the  plan's  oompleteneas :  what's  dis- 
persed 
Save  hope  of  that  supreme  step  which,  descried 
Earliest,  was  meant  still  to  remain  untried 
Only  to  give  you  heart  to  take  your  own 
Step,  and  there  stay — leaving  the  rest  alone  ? 
Where  is  the  vanity  ?    Why  count  as  one 
The  first  step,  with  the  last  step  ?  What  is  gone 
Except  Rome's  afirv  miynifieence. 
That  last  step  you  d  taae  first  ?  —  an  evidenee 
Ton  were  God:  be  man  now!   Let  those  glances 

faU! 
The  basis,  the  bes^nning  step  of  all, 
Which  proves  you  just  a  man  —  is  that  gone  too? 
Pity  to  disconcert  one  versed  as  yon 
In  fate's  ill-nature !  but  its  full  extent 
Eludes  Sordello,  even :  the  veil  rent. 
Read  the  black  writing  —  that  collective  man 
Outstrips  the  individual !    Who  began 
TheUwtof   The  acknowledged  greatnesses  ?  Ay, 
each  aeriea       yonr  own  art 
of  work-      Shall  serve  us :  put  the  poet's  mimes 
"•«»  apart— 

Close  with  the  poet's  self,  «id  lo,  a  dim^ 
Yet  too  plain  form  divides  itself  from  him ! 
Alcamo^  song  enmeshes  the  lulled  Isle, 
Woven  into  tne  echoes  left  erewhile 
By  Nina,  one  soft  web  of  song :  no  more 
Turning  his  name,  then,  flower-like  o'er  and 

o'er  1 
An  elder  poet  in  the  younger's  place : 
Nina 's  the  strength,  but  Alcaroo  's  tne  grace : 
Each  neutralizes  each  then !    Search  your  fiU  ; 
Ton  get  no  whole  and  perfect  Poet  — still 
New  Ninas,  Alcamos,  till  time's  mid-night 
Shrouds  all  —  or  better  say,  the  shutting  light 
Of  a  forgotten  yesterday.    Dissect 
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■ee  Char- 
lemagne, 
Hilde. 
brand, 


Every  ideal  worknuui  —  (to  reject 

In  fsYor  of  your  fearful  igiiorance 

The  thousand  phantasnia  eaf?er  to  advance^ 

Sunuupin    Ana  point  vou  but  to  those  within 

himaelf  aJl        your  reacti)  — 

predecea-      Were  you  the  first  who  brought  — 

•*"*•  ^     (in  modem  speech) 

The  Multitude  to  be  materialized  ? 

That  loose  eternal  unrest  —  who  devised 

An  apparition  i*  the  inid&t  ?    The  rout 

Was  checked,  a  breathless  ring  was  formed 

about 
That  sudden  flower :  get  round  at  any  risk 
The  gold-rough  pointel,  silver-blazing  disk 
C  the  lily  1    hwords  across  it !    Kei^  thy  reign 
We  l^uat       And  serve  thy  frolic  service,  Charle- 
magne ! 
—  The  very  child  of  over-joyonsness, 
Unfeeling  thence,  strong  therefore: 
{strength  by  stress 
Of  Strength  comes  of  that  forehead  confident. 
Those  widened  e^es  expecting  hearths  content, 
A  calm  as  out  of  just-quelled  noise ;  nor  swerves 
For  doubt,  the  ample  cheek  in  gracious  curves 
Abutting  on  the  upthnist  nether  lip : 
He  wiUs,  how  should  he  doubt  then  ?  Ages  slip : 
Was  it  8ordeIlo  pried  into  the  work 
So  far  acooraplianed,  and  discovered  lurk 
A  company  amid  the  other  clans. 
Only  distinct  in  prients  for  castellans 
And  popes  for  suzerains  (their  rule  confessed 
Ite  nue,  their  interest  its  uiterest, 
Livin?  for  sake  of  living —  there  an  end,  — 
VVrapt  in  itself,  no  energy  to  spend 
In  making  adversaries  or  allies),  — 
J^ived  you  into  its  capabilities 
And  dared  create,  out  of  that  sect,  a  soul 
Should  turn  a  multitude,  already  whole. 
Into  its  body  ?    Speak  plainer !    Is  ^t  so  sure 
God*s  churcli  lives  by  a  King^s  investiture  ? 
Look  to  last  step !  ^  A  staggerimp  —  a  shock  — 
What  ^s  mere  sand  is  demolished,  while  the  rock 
Endures:  a  column  of  black  fiery  dust 
Blots  heaveu  —  that  help  was  prematurely  thrust 
Aside,  perchance !  —  but  air  clean,  naught  *s 

erased 
Of  the  true  outline !    Thus  much  being  firm 

based. 
The  other  was  a  scaffold.    See  him  stand 
Buttressed  upon  his  mattock,  Hildebrand 
Of  the  huge  Drain-mask  welded  ply  o^er  ply 
As  in  a  foive  ;  it  buries  oither  eye 
White  and  extinct,  that  stupid  brow  ;  teeth 

clenched. 
The   neck    tight-corded,  too,  the  chin   deep- 

trenchea. 
As  if  a  cloud  enveloped  him  while  fought 
Under  its  shade,  grim  prizere,  thought  with 

thought 
At  dead-lock,  agonizing  he.  until 
Tlie  victor  thought  leap  radiant  up,  and  Will, 
The  slave  with  folded  arms  and  droopiiqc  lids  ^ 
They  fought  for,  lean  forth  flame-iike  as  it 

bids, 
(^all  him  no  flower  —  a  mandrake  of  the  earth, 
Tliwarted  and  dwarfed  and  blasted  in  its  birth, 
liather.  -  -  a  fruit  of  suffering's  ex<>e«*. 
Then*-**  f  eelinr.  therefore  stroneer :  still  hv  •tress 


Of  Strength,  work  Knowledge  I  Foil  three  huii- 

dnd  years 
Have  men  to  wear  away  in  smiles  and  tears 
Between  the  two  that  nearly  seemed  to  toucli. 
In  com-       Observe  you  I  qmt  one  workman  an<l 
podte  you  dutch 

work  they     Another,  letting  both  their  trains  g«> 
end  and  by  — 

name.  ^         "jn,^  act<irs-out  of  cither's  policy, 
Heinrich,  on  this  baud,  Otho,  Barbaxoos, 
Carry  the  three  Imperial  crowns  across, 
Aix|  Iron,  Milan's  Silver,  and  Home's  Gold  — 
While  Alexander,  Innocent  uphold 
On  that,  each  Papal  key  —  but,  link  on  link. 
Why  is  it  neither  chain  betrays  a  chink  ? 
How  otialesce  the  small  and  great?    Alack, 
For  one  thrust  forward,  fifty  such  fall  back  ! 
Do  the  popes  coupled  there  iielp  Qre^gory^ 
Alonn  ?    Hark  —  from  the  hermit  Peter's  cry 
At  Claremont,  down  to  the  first  serf  tliat  says 
Friedrich  's  no  liege  of  his  while  he  delays 
Getting  the  Pope  s  cuise  off  him  I    The  Cru- 
sade— 
Or  trick  of  breeding  Strength  by  other  aid 
Than  Strength,  is  Mife.    Hark  —  from  tlie  wild 

harangue 
Of  Vimmercato,  to  the  earrocb*s  clang 
Yonder!     The  Lea^e  —  or  trick  of  turning 

Strengtb 
Against  Pernicious  Strength,  is  safe  at  length. 
Yet  hark  —  from  Mantuan  Albert  making  ceasi* 
The  fierce  ones,  to  Saint  Francis  nreaoliiiig  pt'acc 
Yonder  I    God's  Truoe  —  or  trick  to  supersede 
The  very  Use  of  Strength,  is  safe.     LHleed 
We  trench  upon  the  futuro.    Wlio  is  found 
To  take  next  step,  next  age  —  trail  o'er  thf 

ground  — 
Shall  I  say,  gourd-like? — not  the  flower's  di»* 

ph»y 
Nor  the  root's  prowess,  but  the  plenteous  way 
O'  the  plant  —  produced  by  joy  and  sorrow. 

whence 
Unfeeling  and  yet  feeling,  strongest  thence  ? 
Knowledge  by  stress  of  raerBiy  Knowledge? 

No  — 
E'en  were  Sordello  ready  to  fore^ 
His  life  for  this,  't  wero  overleaping  work 
Some  one  has  first  to  do,  howe'er  it  irk. 
Nor  stray  a  foot's  breadth  from  the  beaten  road. 
Who  means  to  help  must  still  support  the  loaH 
HUdebrand    lifted  —  *  why   hast    Thou,'    1i- 

groaned, 
*  Imposed  on  me  a  burden,  Panl  had  moaned. 
And  Moses  dropped  beneath  ?  *    Much  done 

and  yet 
Doubtless  that  grandest  task  God  ever  set 
On  man,  left  much  to  do :  at  his  arm's  wrench. 
Charlemagne's  scaffold  fell ;  but  pillars  bleiu'h 
Merely,  start  back  again — peroliance have  Im<'ii 
Taken  for  buttresses  :  crasn  every  screen. 
Hammer  the  tenons  Ix^tter,  and  engage 
A  gang  about  your  work,  for  the  next  age 
Or  two,  of  Knowledge,  part  by  Strength  and  jiart 
By  Knowledge !    Then,  indeed,  perchance  nm« 

start 
Sordello  on  his  race  —  would  time  divulge 
Such  secrets !    If  one  step 's  awry,  one  bnlgt* 
Calls  for  correction  by  a  st«p  we  t nought 
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(iot  <iT«r  lone  ainoe,  why,  tiU  that  is  wrought, 
No  profipreas  F    And  the  scaffold  in  its  tnm 
Becomes,  its  service  o*er,  a  thinf?  to  spurn. 
Meanwhile,  if  your  half-dozen  yeam  of  life 
In  st-ore  dispose  you  to  fore«>  the  strife^ 
Who  takes  exception  ?    Onlv  bear  in  mind, 
Ft*rrara  's  reached,  Qoito  *s  left  behind : 
If  sMoci-      As  yon  then  were,  as  half  yourself, 
at««  troo-         desist ! 

ble  yoa,        —  The  warrior-part  of  yon  may,  an 
sfcuHioffI         it  list, 

Finding  real  falchions  difficult  to  poise,  ^ 
Flinf^  wem  afar  and  taste  the  cream  of  jovs 
Bv  wielding  such  in  f anovj  —  what  is  bfuxi 
i  it  yua  may  spurn  the  vehicle  that  marred 
£1^8  so  much,  and  in  free  fancy  grlut 
Uis  sense,  yet  write  no  verses  —  you  have  but 
To  please  yourself  for  law,  and  once  could  please 
^liat  once  appeared  yourself,  by  dreaming  these 
Kather  than  doine  these,  in  days  gone  by. 
Hnt  all  is  changed  the  moment  you  descry 
Mankind  as  half  yourself,  —  then,  fancy ^s  trade 
Eriila  onoe  and  always :  how  may  half  evade 
The  other  half  ?  men  are  found  naif  of  you. 
ihn  of  a  thousand  helps,  just  one  or  two 
( 'in  be  aeoomplisheil  presently  :  but  flinch 
Knmi  these  (as  from  the  falchion,  raised  an  inch, 
Kl>8,  described  a  couplet)  and  make  proof 

<  H  fane^,  —  then,  while  one  half  lolls  aloof 

r  the  vines,  oompletinj?  Rome  to  the  tip-top  — 

^4^  if,  for  that,  your  other  half  will  stop 

SfKMjid  the    A  tear,  begin  a  smile !    The  rabble ^s 

n»*w  •jrm*  woes, 

pat  iif'efl  al-    Ludicroos  in  their  patience  as  they 

W*  you.  chose 

To  sit  about  their  town  and  quietly 

H.»  slaughtered,  —  the  poor  reckless  soldiery. 

With  their  ifrnoble  rhymes  on  Richard,  how 

'  Polt^foot,'  sang  they,  *  was  in  a  pitfall  now,* 

<  'heerin^  each  other  from  the  enguie-mounta,  — 
That  crippled  sprawlinfi:  idiot  who  recounts 

f  low,  lapped  of  limbs,  he  lay,  stupid  as  stone. 
Till  the  pains  crept  from  out  him  one  by  one. 
And  wriggles  round  the  archers  on  his  head 
T41  <»am  a  morsel  of  their  chestnut  bread,  — 
And  Citio.  always  in  the  nelf-saiue  place 
W««4»ping ;  beside  that  other  wretch's  oise, 
£%**pits  to  ear.  one  gangrene  since  he  plied 
Th**  engine  in  hit  ooat  of  raw  shenp's  hide 
A  double  watch  in  the  noon  sun  ;  and  see 
Liicchino,  beauty,  with  the  favors  free, 
Trim  haoc^aeton.  spruce  beard  and  scented  hair, 

<  'anipaigning  it  for  the  first  time  —  cut  there 
III  two  alrea<ly,  boy  enousrh  to  crawl 

For  latter  orpine  round  the  southem  wall, 
Tumik,    where  Richard  *s   kept,    because  that 

whore 
Mai^sa,  the  fool  never  saw  before, 
>ifkened  for  flowers  this  wearisomest  siege : 
And  Tiso's  wife  —  men  Uked  their  pretty  liege, 
t  *aiwd  for  her  least  of  whims  once,  —  Berta,  wed 
A  twelvemonth  gone,  and,  now  poor  Tiso  *s  dead, 
I  VliTerinff  herself  of  his  nrst  child 
<>n  that  chance  heap  of  wet  filth,  reconciled 
To  fifty  gazers  I "  —  (Here  a  wind  below 
Mftde  moodjr  music  augural  of  woe 
Fnifii  the  pine  barrier)  —  '*  What  if,  now  the 

Mcene 


Draws  to  a  close,  yourself  have  really  been 

Time  having     —  You,  plucking  purples  in  Goito's 

beeu  lost,  moss 

ohooM  quick  I  Like  edges  of  a  trabea  (not  to  enw8 

Your  consul-humor)  or  dry  aloe-ehafts 

For  fasces,  at  Ferrara  — he,  fate  wafts. 

This  very  age^  her  whole  inheritance 

Of  opportunities  ?    Yet  yon  advance 

Upon  the  last  I    ISince  talking  is  your  trade. 

There  *s  Salingnerra  left  yon  to  persuade : 

FaU!  then"- 

"  No — no  — ^^  which  latest  chance  secure  I  " 
Leaped  up  and  cried  bordello :  **  this  made  sure. 
The  past  were  yet  redeemable :  its  work 
Was  —  help  the  Guelfs,  whom  I,  howe'er  it  irk. 
Thus  help  I  '^    He  shook  the  foolish  aloe-haubu 

aGuelf*  '^^  ^'*®  appointed  presence.    The 

large  hi'ad 
Turned  on  its  socket ;  *'  And  your  spokesman,* ' 

said 
The  large  voice,  *^  is  £lcorte*s  happy  sprout  ? 
Few  such  "  -*- (ho  finishing  a  speech  no  doubt 
Addressed  to  Falma,  silent  at  his  side) 
^*  —  My  sober  councils  have  diversified. 
Elcorte^s  son  !  good  :  forward  as  you  may. 
Oar  lady's  minstrel  with  so  much  to  say  I*' 
The  hesitating  sunset  floated  back. 
Rosily  traversed  in  the  wonted  track 
The  chamber,  from  tlie  lattice  o*er  the  girth 
Of  pines,  to  the  huge  ea?le  blacked  in  earth 
Opposite,  —  outlined  sudden,  spur  to  crest. 
That  solid  Salinguerni,  and  cares8e<l 
Paima's  contour ;  *t  was  day  looped  back  night's 

pall; 
Sordello  had  a  chance  left  spite  of  all. 

And  much  he  made  of  the  convincing  speech 
Meant  to  compensate  for  the  past  and  reach 
Through  his  youth's  daybreak  of  unprofit,  quite 
To  his  noon's  labor,  so  proceed  till  night 
Leisurely  I  ^  The  great  argument  to  bind 
Taurello  with  the  Guelf  Cause,  body  and  mind, 
—  Came  the  coiisimimate  rhetoric  to  that  ? 
Yet  most  Sordelln^s  argument  dropjied  flat 
Tlirongh  his  accustomed  fault  of  breaking  yoke. 
Disjoining  him  who  felt  from  him  who  spoke. 
Was  *t  not  a  touchine  incident  —  so  prompt 
A  rendering  the  world  its  just  aocompt, 
Once  proved  its  debtor  ?    Who  'd  suppose,  be- 
fore 
This  proof,  that  he,  Goit4)'s  g«)d  of  yore. 
At  duty^s  instance  could  d<^niean  himself 
So  memorably,  dwindle  to  a  Guelf? 
Be  sure,  in  such  delicious  flattery  steeped, 
His  inmost  self  at  the  out-portion  peeped. 
Thus  occupied ;  then  stole  a  glance  at  those 
Appealed  to,  curious  if  her  color  rose 
Or  nis  lip  moved,  while  he  discreetly  urged 
The  need  of  Lombardy  becoming  purged 
At  soonest  of  her  barons ;  the  poor  part 
Abandoned  thus,  missing  the  blood  at  heart 
And  spirit  in  brain,  unseasonably  off 
Elsewhere !    But,  though  his  speech  was  worthy 

scoff, 
Gnod-hnniored  Salingnerra,  famed  for  tact 
And  ton<;:ip,  who,  careless  of  his  phrase,  ne'er 


114 


SORDELLO 


The  tight   phrase,  and  harangued   Honorius 

damb 
At  his  aoctifwion.  —  looked  as  all  fell  plumb 
To  purpose  and  nimself  found  interest 
In  every  point  his  new  instructor  pressed 

—  Left  playing  with  the  rescripts  white  wax 

seal 
To  scrutinixe  Sordello  head  and  heel. 
He  means  to  vield  ament  sure  ?    No,  alas  1 
All  he  repliea  was,  **  What,  it  comes  to  pass 
That  poesy,  sooner  than  iiolitics. 
Makes  fokde  young  hair?''     To  think  such 

speech  could  Hx 
Tanrello ! 

Then  a  flash  of  bitter  truth  : 
So  fantasies  could  break  and  fritter  youth 
That  he  had  long  ago  lost  earnestness, 
D  **  ^^oat  will  to  work,  lost  power  to 

}y*A  even  express 

SiflfSintr"    The  need  of  working !    Earth  was 

turned  a  grave : 
No  more  occasions  now,  though  he  should  crave 
Just  one,  in  right  of  superhuman  toil. 
To  do  what  was  undone,  repair  such  spoil. 
Alter  the  past  —  nothing  would  give  the  chance  t 
Not  that  he  was  to  die  ;  he  saw  askance 
Protract  the  ignominious  yean  beyond 
To  dream  in  —  time  to  hope  and  time  despond, 
Remember  and  forget,  be  sad,  rejoice 
As  saved  a  trouble  ;  he  might,  at  his  choice. 
One  way  or  other,  idle  life  out,  drop 
He  msy  No  few  smooth  venes  by  the  way 

deep  on  the         —  for  prop, 
bed  he  bsa       A  thyrsus,  these  sad  people,  all 
"«*••  the  same. 

Should  pick  up,  and  set  store  by,  —  far  from 

blame. 
Plant  o'er  his  hearse,  convinced  his  better  part 
SurviTed  him.    * *'  Rather  tear  men  out  the  heait 
O'  the  truth  t'* — iSordello  muttered,  and  re- 
newed 
His  propositions  for  the  Multitude. 

But  Salinguerra,  who  at  this  attack 
Had  thrown  great  breast  and  ruffling  corselet 

back 
To  hear  the  better,  smilingly  resumed 
His    task;    beneath,    the   carroch's    warning 

boomed ; 
He  must  decide  with  Tito ;  courteously 
He  turned  then,  even  seeming  to  agree 
With  his  admonisher  —  '*  Assist  the  Pope, 
Extend  Gnelf  domination,  fill  the  scope 
O'  the  Church,  thus  based  on  All,  by  All,  for 

AU- 
Chanjce  Secular  to  Erangelical  *'  — 
Echoing  his  very  sentenc<*  :  all  seemed  lost, 
When  suddenly  he  looked  up,  laughingly  al- 

roost. 
To  Palma :  **  This  opinion  of  your  friend's  — 
For  iusftanee,  would  it  answer  Palma's  ends  ? 
Best,   were    it   not,  turn   Onelf,  submit   our 

Strength"  — 
(Here  he  drew  out  his  baldric  to  its  length) 

—  **  To  the  Pope's  Knowledge  —  let  our  captive 

slip. 
Wide  to  the  walls  throw  ope  our  gates,  equip 
A»o  with  .  .  .  what  I  hold  here !     Who  *]1 

subscribe 


To  a  trite  censure  of  the  minstrel  tribe 
Henceforward  ?  or  pronounce,  as  Huinrioh  used, 
*  Spear-heads  for    battle,    burr-heads  for  the 

joust  I ' 
—  When  Constance,  for  hia   couplets,  would 

promote 
Alcanio,  from  a  parti-colored  ooat. 
To  holding  her  lord's  stirrup  in  the  wars. 
Not  that  1  see  where  couplet-making  jars 
With  common  sense :  at  Mantua  I  had  borne 
This  chanted,  better  than  their  most  forlorn 
Of  bull-baits,  -  that 's  indisputable  I  " 

Brave ! 
Whom  vanity  nigh  slew,  contempt  shall  save  I 
All 's  at  an  end :  a  Troubadour  suppose 
Mankind  will  class  him  with  their  friends  or 
g^     - .  foes  ? 

colcTwatT  ^"^y  nnoouUi  aiUnir  vassal  think 
in  his  face     *^^  world  and  him  bound  in  some 

*       special  link  ? 
Abrupt  the  visionary  tether  burst. 
What  were  rewarded  here,  or  what  amerced 
If  a  poor  drudge,  solicitous  to  dream 
Deservingly,  got  tanrled  by  his  theme 
So  far  as  to  conceit  the  knack  or  gift 
Or  whatsoever  it  be,  of  Terse,  might  lift 
The  globe,  a  lever  like  the  hand  and  head 
Of  —  **  Men  of  Action,"  as  the  Jongleurs  said. 
— ''  The  Great  Men,"  in  the  people's  dialect  ? 

And  not  a  moment  did  this  scorn  affeot 
Arouses  him  Sordello:  acorn  the  poetV     They. 
St  last,  to        for  onee, 
some  pur-      Asking  "  what  was, "  obtained  a  full 


response. 

Bid  Naddo  think  at  Mantua,  he  had  but 
To  look  into  hia  promptuary,  put 
Finger  on  a  set  thought  in  a  set  speech  : 
But  was  Sordello  fitted  thus  for  each 
Conjecture  ?    Nowise ;  since  within  his  soitl. 
Perception  brooded  unexpressed  and  whole. 
A  healthy  spirit  like  a  hmlthv  frame 
Craves  aUnient  in  plenty  —  all  tlie  same, 
Changs,  assimilates  its  aliment. 
PerceivM  Sordello,  on  a  truth  intent  ? 
Next  day  no  formularies  more  you  saw 
Than  figs  or  olives  in  a  sated  maw. 
'T  is  Knowledge,  whither  such  peroeptiona  tend : 
They  lose  theinselves  in  that,  means  to  an  end. 
The  many  old  producing  some  one  new, 
A  last  unlike  the  first.    If  lies  are  tme. 
The  Caliph^s  wheel-work  man  of  brass  receives 
A  meal,   munched   millet  grains   and    lettuce 

leaves 
Together  in  his  stomach  rattle  loose ; 
You  find  them  perfect  next  day  to  produce : 
But  ne'er  expect  the  roan,  on  strength  of  tluit. 
Can  rfill  an  iron  caiiiel-oollar  fiat 
Like  Haroun*s  self  I  I  tell  you,  what  was  stored 
And  thus        Bit  by  bit  through  Sordello'a  life. 
Rets  the  ut-         outpoured 

mort  <mt  of     That  eve,  was,  for  that  age,  a  novel 
Wm.  thii«: 

And  round  those  three  the  People  farmed  a  ring. 
Of  visionary  judges  whose  award 
He  recogniied  in  full  •*  faces  that  barred 
Henceforth  return  to  the  old  careless  life. 
In  whose  great  presence,  therefore,  his  Hnt  «t  Hfe 
For  their  sake  must  not  be  ignobly  fontsht  ; 
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All  tlMse,  for  onoe,  apfwoved  of  him,  he  thoii|g;htt 
Soapeoded  their  own  Yengeanoe,  ehoae  await 
The  iame  of  this  itrif e  to  reinstate 
Them  in  the  right  of  taking  it —  in  fact 
He  miiat  he  proved  king  ere  they  coold  exact 
Vengeaaoe  for  sooh  king^s  defalcation.    Last, 
A  rnaiion  why  the  phrasee  flowed  so  fast 
Was  in  his  quite  forgetting  for  a  time 
Himself  in  his  amaxement  that  the  rhyme 
Diqgnised  the  royalty  so  much  :  he  there  — 
And  Sahngaerfa  yet  all  unaware 
Who  was  the  lord,  who  liegeman ! 

''Thnslhiy 
On  thine  my  spixit  and  compel  ohey 
Hm  lord,  —  my  liegeman.  —  impotent  to  hnild 
Another  Rome,  but  hardly  so  unskilled 
in  what  snoh  builder  should  have  been,  as  brook 
One  shame  beyond  the  ohaige  that  I  forsook 
His  function  I    Free  me  from  that  shame,  I  bend 
A  brow  before,  suppose  new  years  to  spend,  — 
ADow  eaeh  chanoe,  nor  f ruitleaaly,  recur  — 
Measnre  thee  with  the  Minstrel,  then,  demur 
Re  ■MM  fa    At  any  crowd  he  claims  1    That  I 
the  poet's         must  oede 

rank  and      Shamed  now,  my  right  to  my  especial 
ngkt,  meed  — 

Confess  thee  fitter  help  the  world  than  I 
Ordained  its  champion  from  eternity, 
Is  mm^  :  but  to  behold  thee  scorn  the  post 
Iquit  in  thy  behalf  —  to  hear  thee  boast 
What  makes  ray  own  despair !  *^    And  while  he 

rang 
The  changes  on  this  theme,  the  roof  up-sprung. 
The  sad  walls  of  the  presence-chamber  died 
Into  the  distance,  or  embowering  vied 
With  far-away  Qoito's  vine-frontier ; 
And  crowds  of  faces  —  (only  keeping  clear 
The  roae-light  in  the  midst,  his  vantage-ground 
To  6ght  Uieir  battle  from)  —  deep  clustered 

round 
Sordello,  with  good  wishes  no  mere  breath. 
Kind  prayera  for  him  no  vi^M>r,  since,  come 

death. 
Come  life,  he  was  fresh-sinewed  every  joint,  ^ 
Each  bone  new-marrowed  as  whom  gods  anoint 
Though  mortal  to  their  rescue.    Now  let  nirawl 
The  snaky  volumes  hither !    Is  Typhon  all 
For  Hercules  to  traroi^e  —  good  report 
From  Salinguerra  only  to  extort  ? 
'*  7n>  was  I  *^  (closed  he  his  inculcating, 
A  poet  must  be  earth's  essential  king) 
BMjjig         ^'  >So  was  I,  royal  so,  and  if  I  fail, 
tbeae  on       *T  is  not   the  royalty,  ye    witness 
their  quail, 

1*^*1*'         But   one   deposed  who,   caring  not 
f^'^  exert 

Its  proper  essence,  trifled  malapert 
Witn  accidents  instead  —  good  things  assigned 
As  heralds  of  a  better  thing  behind  — 
And,   worthy  through    diq>lay  of   these,  put 

forth 
Xever  the  inmost  all-surpassing  worth 
That  constitutes  him  king  precisely  since 
As  yet  no  other  spirit  may  evince 
Its  like :  the  power  he  took  most  pride  to  test. 
Whereby  all  forms  of  life  had  been  professed 
At  piesinire,  forms  already  on  the  earth. 
Was  hut  a  means  to  power  beyond,  whose  birth 


Should,  in  its  novelty,  be  kingship's  proof. 
Now,  whether  he  came  near  or  ke^t  aloof 
The  several  forms  he  longed  to  iimtate. 
Not  there  the  kingship  lay,  he  sees  too  late. 
Those  forma,  unalterable  first  as  last. 
Proved  him  ner  copier,  not  the  protoplast 
Of  nature  :  what  would  come  of  being  free, 
B^  action  to  exhibit  tree  for  tree. 
Bird,  beast,  for  beast  and  bird,  or  prove  earth 

bore 
One  veritable  man  or  woman  more  ? 
Means  to  an  end,  such  proofs  are:  what  the 

end? 
Let  essence,  whatsoever  it  be,  extend  — 
Never  oontraot.    Already  you  include 
The  multitude ;  then  let  the  multitude 
Include  yourself ;  and  the  result  were  new  : 
Themselves  before,  the  multitude  turn  you. 
This  were  to  live  and  move  and  have,  in  them. 
Your  being,  and  secure  a  diadem 
You  should  transmit  (becatun  no  cycle  yearns 
Beyond  itself,  but  on  itself  returns) 
When,  the  full  sphere  in  wane,  the  world  o*er- 

laid 
Long  since  with  you,  shall  have  in  turn  obeyed 
Some  orb  still  prouder,  some  displayer,  still 
More  potent  than  the  last,  of  human  will, 
Recognis-     And  some  new  king  depose  the  old. 
ing  feriM  Of  such 

dignity  in     Am  I  —  whom  pride  of  this  elates 
■errice,  too  much  ? 

Safe,  rather  say,  'mid  troops  of  peers  again ; 
L  with  my  words,  hailed  brother  of  the  train 
iJeeds  onoe  sufficed  :  for,  let  the  world  roll  back. 
Who  fails,  through  deeds  howe'er  diverse,  re- 
track 
M^  purpose  still,  my  task  ?   A  teeming  crust  — 
Air,  flame,  earth,    wave  at  conflict  I    Then, 

needs  most 
Emerge  some  Calm  embodied,  these  refer 
The  brawl  to  —  yellow-bearded  Jupiter  ? 
No  1    Saturn  ;  some  existence  like  a  pact 
And  protest  against  Chaos,  some  fint  faot 
I'  the  faint  of  time.    My  deep  of  life,  I  know. 
Is  unavailing  e'en  to  poorly  show  '*  .  .  . 
For  here  the  Chief  immeasurably  yawned) 
.  .  .  **  Deeds  in  theb  due  gradation  till  Song 

dawned  — 
The  fullest  effluence  of  the  finest  mind, 
All  in  degree,  no  wa^  diverse  in  kind 
From  minds  abont  it,  minds  which,  more  or 

lesB, 
Lofty  or  low,  move  seeking  to  impress 
Whether      Theposelves  on  somewhat ;  but  one 
Bucoes-  mind  has  climbed 

Bively  thftt    Step  after  step,  by  just  ascent  sub- 
of  epoUt,  Umed. 

Thought  is  the  soul  of  act,  and,  stage  by  stage, 
Soul  is  from  body  still  to  disengafpe 
As  tending  to  a  needom  which  rejects 
Such  help  and  incorporeaUy  affects 
The  world,  producing  deeds  but  not  by  deeds, 
SwayiiMC,  in  othOTs,  frames  itself  exceeds. 
Assigning  them  the  simpler  tasks  it  used 
To  patiently  perform  till  Song  produced  ^ 
Acts,  by  thoughts  (mly,  for  Ias  mind :  divest 
Mind  of  e'en  Thought,  and,  lo,  God*s  nnez- 
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Will  drewB  above  vm  I    All  then  is  to  win 
bave  that.     How  maoh  for  me,  then?  where 

begin 
Mr  work  ?     About  me,  faces  I  and  thev  flock, 
The  earnest  faces.    Wliat  shall  I  unlock 
By  SOUK  ?  behold  me  prompt,  whatever  it  be, 
To  minister  :  how  much  can  mortals  see 
Of  Life  ?     No  more  than  so  ?     I  take  the  task 
And  marshal  you  Lifers  elemental  masque, 
8how  Men,  on  evil  or  on  |cood  lay  stress, 
DmiMtl«t,   This  light,  this  shade  make  promi- 
or,  m  to  nent,  suppress 

call  hiiii.      All   ordinary    hues   that   softening 
•n^y**'.  blend 

Such  natures  with  the  lerel.    Apprehend 
Which  sinner  is,  which  saint,  if  1  allot 
Hell,  Purgatory,  Heaven,  a  blaze  or  blot. 
To  those  you  doubt  concerning !    I  enwomb 
Some  wretched  Friedrich  with liis  red-hot  tomb ; 
Some  dubious  spirit,  Lombard  Affilulph 
With  the  black  chastening  rirer  I  engulf  I 
Some  unapproached  Matilda  I  enshrine 
With  lau^ors  of  the  planet  of  decline  — 
These,  fail  to  recognize,  to  arbitrate 
Between  henceforth,  to  rightly  estimate 
Thus  marshalled  in  the  masque  I     Myself,  the 

while. 
As  one  of  yon,  am  witness,  shrink  or  smile 
At  my  own  showing  1     Next  age  —  what  *s  to 

do? 
The  men  and  women  stetioned  hitherto 
Will  I  uiistation*  good  and  bad,  conduct 
Each  nature  to  its  farthest,  or  obstruct 
At   s«)onefft,  in   the  world:    light,  thwarted, 

breaks 
A  limpid  purity  to  rainbow  flakes. 
Or  shadow,  masked,  freezes  to  gloom :  behold 
How  such,  with  fit  asHiRtance  to  unfold, 
C>r  obstacl*^  to  crush  them,  disengage 
Their   forms,    love,    luito,    hope,    fear,  peace 

make,  war  wage. 
In  presence  of  you  all  I    Myself,  fanplied 
Superior  now,  as,  by  the  platform^s  side, 
I  bade  them  do  and  suffer,  —  would  hist  con- 
tent 
The  worid  .  .  .  no  — that *s  too  fart     I  eir- 

cumrent 
A  few,  my  masque  contented,  and  to  these 
Offer  uuTeil  the  last  of  mysteries  — 
Man^s  inmost  life  shall  have  yet  freer  play : 
Once  more  I  cast  external  things  away. 
And  natures  composite,  so  decompose 
That"  .  .  .  Why,  he  writes  Sordello! 

'*  How  I  rose, 
And  how  have  yon  advanced  1  since  evermore 
Yotirselves  effect  what  I  was  fain  before 
Effect,  what  I  supplied  yourselves  sugi^est. 
What  I  leave  bare  yourselves  can  now  invest. 
How  we  attain  to  talk  ns  brothers  talk. 
In  half-words,  call  things  by  half-names,  no 

balk 
From  discontinuing  old  aids.    To-day 
Takes  in  account  the  work  of  Yesterday : 
Has  not  the  world  a  Past  now,  its  adept 
Consiilte  ere  he  dispense  with  or  accept 
New  aids  ?  a  single  touch  more  may  enhance, 
A  touch  less  turned  to  insignificance 
Those  structures'  aymmetiy  the  past  has  strewed 


The  world  with,  onoe  so  bare.    Lesre  the  mere 

_^  ^  mde 

ZdJ^  ExpKcit  details  I  \»  but  brother*s 

coursA  speecn 

■ynthetitt.   ^'®  need,  speech  where  an  aeoent's 

change  gives  each 
The  other*s  soul  —  no  speech  to  understand 
By  former  audience :  need  was  then  to  expand. 
Expatiate  —  hardly  were  we  brothers !    tme  — 
Nor  I  lament  my  small  remove  from  yon. 
Nor  reconstruct  what  stands  already.    Ends 
Accomplished  turn  to  means :  my  art  intends 
New   structure   from   the   ancient  :    as   they 

changed 
The  spoils  of  every  dime  at  Venice,  ranged 
The  horued  and  snouted  Libyan  god,  upright 
As  in  his  desert,  by  some  simple  bright 
Clay  cinerary  pitener  —  Thebes  as  lumie, 
Athens  as  Bjrumt  rifled,  till  their  Dome 
From  earth  *s  reputed  eonrammations  razed 
A  seal,  the  all-transmuting  Triad  blazed 
Above.     Ah,  whose  that  fortune  ?    Ne'erthe- 

less 
E^en  he  must  stoop  contented  to  express 
No  tithe  of  what  *s  to  say  —  the  vehicle 
Never  sufficient :  but  hia  work  is  still 
For  faces  like  the  faces  that  select 
Tbbfor       The    single    service    I   am    bound 
one  dsy :  effect,  *-* 

Dow.aerve   That  bid  me  cast  aside  siich  fancies, 
a*  Ouelf  I         \fQ^ 

Taurello  to  the  Guelf  cause,  disallow 

The  Kauier*s  coming  —  which  with  heart,  sonl, 

strength, 
I  labor  for,  this  eve,  who  feel  at  length 
My  past  career's  outrageous  vanity. 
Ana  would,  as  it  amends,  die,  even  die 
Now  I  first  estimate  the  boon  of  life. 
If  death  might  win  ccmipliance  —  sure,  thisstrifi 
Is  right  for  once  --the  People  my  support.'* 

M  V  poor  Sordello !  what  may  we  extort 
By  tnis,  I  wonder  ?    pHlnia^s  lighted  eyes 
Turned  to  Taurello  who,  hmg  itfMt  surprise. 
Began,  **  You  love  him  —  what  you  M  say  at 

large 
Let  me  say  briefly.    First,  vonr  father*s  ehaige 
To  me,  his  friend,  periue :  I  guessed  indeed 
You  were  no  stranger  t<»  the  connie  decreed. 
Baiin-  He  bids  me  leave  his  children  to  the 

Siiorrm,  samts : 

islodged  As  for  a  certain  project,  he  aoqnaints 
from  his  1l,e  Pope  with  that,  and  offers  hiDi 
P**^  the  best 

Of  your  possessions  to  permit  the  rest 
Go  peaceably  —  to  Eceiin,  a  strine 
Of  soil  the  cursed  \'i(fentines  will  gripe, 
—  To  Alberic,  a  patch  tlie  Trevisaa 
Clutches  already ;  extricate,  who  can, 
Treville,  Villaraxzi,  Puissolo, 
Loria  and  Cartiglione  I  —  all  ronst  gn. 
And  with  them  go  my  hopes.     'T  is  lost,  then  I 

Lost 
This  eve,  our  crisis,  and  some  pains  it  oost 
Procuring ;  thirtpr  years  —  as  good  I  'd  spent 
Like  our  admonisner  I     But  each  his  bent 
Pursues  :  no  question,  one  might  live  absurd 
One's  self  this  while,  by  deed  as  he  by  wot«f 
Persisting  to  obtrude  an  influence  wkert* 
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'T 18  made  aooonnt  of,  maoh  as  .  .  .  nay,  yon 

laro 
With  twice  the  fortune,  youngster  I  —  I  submit, 
Happy  to  parallel  m^  waste  of  wit 
With  the  renowned  Sordello*8  :  you  decide 
A  coune  for  me.    Romano  may  abide 
Romano,  —  Bacchus  I     After  all,  what  dearth 
( >f  Ecelins  and  Alberics  on  earth  ? 
Say  thvsre  *s  a  ^rize  in  prospect,  must  disgrace 
K«*tide  competitors,  unless  they  style 
ThemseWes  Romano  ?    Were  it  worth  my  while 
To  try  my  own  luck  I    But  an  obscure  place 
^nits   me  —  there  wants   a  youtli    to   bustle, 

stalk 
And  attitudinize  —  Pome  fight,  more  talk. 
Most  flaunting  badges — how,  I  might  make 

dear 
Since  Friedrich*s  rery  purposes  lie  here 
-  -  Here,  pity  they  are  like  to  lie !    For  me. 
With  station  fixed  unceremoniously 
Long  since,  small  use  contesting ;  I  am  but 
The  liegeman  —  you  are  bom  tiie  lieges  —  shut 
Tliat  gentle  mouth  now  1  or  resume  your  kin 
In  your  sweet  self ;  were  Palma  Ecelin 
For  me  to  work  with!    Could  that  neck  en- 
dure 
This  banUe  for  a  cumbrous  garniture, 
^^he  should  ...  or  might  one  bear  it  for  her  ? 

Stay  — 
I  have  not  been  so  flattered  many  a  day 
.  \s  by  your  pale  friend  —  Bacchus  I     The  least 

Would  Uck  the  hind^s  fawn  to  a  lion^s  whelp : 
His  neck  is  broad  enough  —  a  ready  tongue 
Beside  —  too  writhled  —  but,  the  main  thing, 

Toong  — 
I  oould  .  .  .  why,  look  ye  1  ^* 

And  the  badge  was  thrown 
f^^*^-  Across  SordeUo's  neck:  *'ThU 
^^•^n**"*        badse  alone 

Sar^Mo,      Makes   yon    Romano's   Head  — be- 
comes superb 
Ob  your  bare  neck,  wnich  would,  on  mine,  dis- 

torb 
The  paoldron,'*  said  TanreUo.    A  mad  act. 
Nor  cTeo  dreamed  about  before  —  in  fact, 
Not  when  his  sportire  arm  rose  for  the  nonce — 
Hut  he  had  dallied  orermuch,  this  once, 
VTiih  power :  the  thing  was  done,  and  he,  aware 
The  tiling  was  done,  proceeded  to  declare  — 
<Su  like  a  nature  maae  to  serve,  excel 
In  aerring,  only  feel  by  service  well !) 
-  -  That  he  would  nu&ke  Sordello  that  and  more. 
"  Aa  good  a  scheme  as  any.    What  *s  to  pore 
At  in  my  face  ?  "  he  asked  —  ""  ponder  instead 
This  piece  of  news  ;  yon  are  Romanovs  Head ! 
(  >ne  cannot  slacken  pace  so  near  the  goal, 
Stiff«r  my  Axzo  to  escape  heart-whole 
This     time  I       For    you    there  *s    Palma    to 


For  me,  one  crowning  trouble  ere  I  house 
Like  my  compeer.** 

On  which  ensued  a  strange 
And  solemn  visitation  ;  there  came  change 
0*«pr  svery  one  of  them ;  each  looked  on  each : 
I  'p  in  the  midst  a  truth  grew,  without  speeoh. 
Aim!  when  the  giddiness  sank  and  the  haxe 
>nfaiiided,  they  were  sitting,  no  amaae, 


Sordello  with  the  baldric  on,  his  sire 

Who  U  de-  i^iltint,  though  lus  proportions  seemed 

cUred  Sal-       aspire 

inguerra's    MomenUy ;     and,    interpreting    the 

■on,  thrill 

Right  at  its  ebb,  Palma  was  found  there  still 

Relating  somewhat  Adelaide  confessed 

A  year  ago,  while  dyins^  on  her  breast,  — 

Of  a  contrivance  that  Viceuza  night 

When  Ecelin  had  birth.   ^|  Their  convoy^s  flight. 

Cut  off  a  moment,  coiled  inside  tiie  flame 

That  wallowed  like  a  dragon  at  his  game 

The  toppling  city  through  —  San  Biagio  rocks  I 

And  wounded  lies  in  her  delicious  locks 

Retrode,  the  frail  mother,  on  her  face. 

None  of  her  wasted,  just  in  one  embrace 

Covering  her  child  :  when,  as  they  lifted  her. 

Cleaving  the  tumult,  mighty,  mightier 

Aud  mightiest  Tanrello^s  cry  outbroke. 

Leapt  hke  a  tongue  of  fire  that  cleaves  the 

smoke, 
Midmost   to    cheer  his   Mantuans   onward  — 

drown 
His  colleague  Ecelin's  clamor,  up  and  down 
The  disarray :  failed  Adelaide  see  then 
Who  was  the  natural  chief,  the  man  of  men? 
Outstripping    time,    her   infant    there    burst 

swathe. 
Stood  up  with  eyes  haggard  beyond  the  scathe 
From  wandering  after  his  heritage 
Lost  once  and  lost  for  aye  —  and  why  that  rage. 
That  deprecating  glance  ?    A  new  shape  leant 
On  a  familiar  shape  —  gloatingly  bent 
0*er  lus  discomfiture  ;  'mid  wreatiis  it  wore, 
Still  one  outflamed  the  rest  —  her  child  *s  be- 
fore 
*T  was  Salin^erra's  for  his  child :  scorn,  hate. 
Rage  now  might  startie  her  when  all  too  late  ! 
Then   was    uie   moment !  —  rival  *s   foot   had 
Hidden  spumed 

hitherto       Never  that  House   to   earth   else! 
by  Ade-  Sense  returned  — 

laide's         The  act  conceived,  adventared  and 
I»"'^y-  complete, 

Thev  bore  away  to  an  obscure  retreat 
Mother  and  child  —  Retrude's  self  not  sUdn  |' 
(Nor  even  here  Taurello  moved)  **  though  pain 


Was  fled :  and  what  assured  them  most  H 

fled. 
All  pain,  was,  if  they  raised  the  pale  hushed 

head 
'T  would  turn  this  way  and  that,  waver  awhile, 
And  only  settie  into  its  old  smile  — 
(Graceful  as  the  disquieted  water^flag 
Steadying  itself,  remarked  they,  in  the  quag 
On  either  side  their  path)  —  when  suffered  look 
Down  on  her  child.    They  marched:  no  sign 

once  shook 
The  company's  close  litter  of  crossed  spears 
Till,  as  tney  reached  Goito,  a  few  team 
Slipped  in  tne  sunset  from  her  lon^  black  lash. 
And  she  wasgone.    So  far  the  action  rash  ; 
No  crime.    They  laid  Retrude  in  the  font, 
Taurello's  very  gift,  her  child  was  wont 
To  sit  beneath  —  constant  as  eve  he  came 
To  sit  by  its  attendant  nrls  the  same 
As  one  of  them.    For  Palma,  she  would  blend 
With  this  magnific  spirit  to  the  end. 
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That  ruled  her  first ;  but  icu«ely  had  she 

darud 
To  diaobey  the  Adelaide  who  uared 
Her  into  vowiiw  nerer  to  disclofle 
A  secret  to  her  husband,  which  so  froze 
His  blood  at  half-recital,  she  contriyed 
To  hide  from  him  Taoiello^s  infant  tired, 
Lest,  by  reveaUn^  that,  biniself  should  mar 
Romano's  fortunes.    And,  a  crime  so  far, 
PaLma  receired  that  action :  she  was  told 
Of  SaUn^ierra^s  nature,  of  his  cold 
Calm  aoquiasctince  in  his  lot !    But  free 
To  impart  the  secret  to  Romano,  she 
How  tbe       £n^af(fd  to  repoasess  8ordello  of 
dlacorefj     Uis  heritage,  and  hers,  and  that  way 
movea  doff 

Balin-  The  uaskfbut  after  years,  long  years: 

guerra,  ^j^jj^  ^ow, 

Was  not  Romanovs  sign-mark  on  that  brow  ?  ** 
Aoroes  Taurello^s  heart  his  arms  were  locked : 
And  when  he  did  speak  *twas  as  if  he  mocked 
The  minstrel,  '*  who  had  not  to  move/*  he  said, 
*'  Nor  stir  —  should  fate  defraud  him  of  a  shred 
Of  his  son*s  infanopr  ?  much  less  his  ]^outh  I  *^ 
(Laughingly  all  this)  —  '*  which  to  aid,  in  truth, 
Himself,  reserved  on  purpose,  had  not  grown 
Old,  not  too  old  —  *t  was  best  they  kept  alone 
TUl  now,  and  never  idly  met  till  now  :  ** 

—  Then,  in  the  same  breath,  told  8oraello  how 
All  intimations  of  this  eve's  event 

Were  Ilea,  f  ir  Friedrich  must  advance  to  Trent, 
Thence  to  Verona,  then  to  Rome,  tliere  stop. 
Tumble  the  Ciiurch  down,  institute  a-top 
The  Alps  a  Prefecture  of  Lombardy : 

—  *' That*8  now  1  —no  prophesying  what  may 

be 
Anon,  with  a  new  monarch  of  the  cUme, 
Native  of  Qeni,  passing  his  youth's  prime 
At  Naples.    Tito  bids  my  choice)  decide 
On  whom  "... 

**  Embrace  him,  roadman  !  "  Palma  cried. 
Who  through  the  laugh  saw  sweat-drope  burst 

apace. 
And  his  lips  blanching :  he  did  not  embrace 
Sordellu,  bat  he  laid  Sirdellu's  hand 
On  his  own  eyes,  mouth,  forehead. 

Understand, 
This  while  Sordello  was  becoming  flushed 
And  Sor-      ^"^    ^^    ^'^    whiteneaii ;     thoughts 
deUo  tht  rushed,  fancies  rushed ; 

flii«Uv-d».    He  prt^sed  his  hand  upon  his  head 
termUied,        ^nd  signed 

Both  should  forbear  him.  *'  Nay,  the  beet 's  be- 
hind P' 
Tanrello  laughed  ~  not  quite  with  the  same 

laugh: 
**  The  truth  is,  thus  we  scatter,  ay,  tike  chaff 
These  Guelfs,  a  d.'Spicable  monk  recoils 
From  :^  nor  expect  a  fickle  Kaiser  spoils 
Our  triumph  I  —  Friedrich  f    Think  you,  I  in- 
tend 
Friedrich  shall  reap  the  fruits  of  blood  I  spend 
And  brain  1  waste  r  Think  you,  the  peofJe  clap 
Hieir  hands  at  ray  out-hewii^  this  wild  gap 
For  any  Friedrich  to  fill  up  ?   'T  is  mine  — 
That 's  youn :  I  tell  yon,  towards  some  sneli 

design 
Have  I  worked  Uiadly,  yet,  and  idly,  yes, 


And  for  another,  yes — but  worked  no  leas 
With  instinct  at  my  heart ;  I  else  had  swerved. 
While  now  — look  round  1  My  canning  has  pre- 
served 
Samminiato  —  that  *s  a  oentral  plane 
Secures  us  Florence,  boy,  —in  Pisa's  oaee. 
By  land  as  she  by  sea ;  with  I^sa  oura. 
And  Florence,  and  Pistoia,  one  devonra 
The  land  at  leisure  1    Gloriously  dispersed  — 
Brescia,  observe,  Milan,  Piaeenza  fint 
That  flanked  us  (ah,  yon  know  not!)  in  the 

March; 
On  these  we  pile,  as  keystone  of  our  arch, 
Romagna  ana  Bologna,  whose  first  span 
Covered  the  Trentine  and  the  Valsogan ; 
Sofia's  £gna  by  Bolgiano  'a  sure  I "  .  .  . 
!So  he  proceeded  :  half  of  all  this,  pure 
The  devil     Delusion,  doubtless,  nor  the  rest  too 
putting  true. 

forth  his      But  wnat  was  nndone  he  felt  sore  to 
potency :  Jq, 

As  ring  by  ring^  he  wning  off,  flung  away 
The  pMilaroorrings  to  give  his  sword-arm  play  -- 
Neea  of  the  awora  now  I    lliat  would  aoon  ad- 
just 
Aught  wrong  at  present :  to  the  sword  intrust 
Soraello's  whiteness,  nnoexsize :  't  was  |>lain 
He  hardly  rendered  right  to  his  own  brain  — 
Like  a  brave  hound,  men  educate  to  pride 
Himself  on  speed  or  soent  nor  ansht  beside. 
As  though  he  could  not,  nf  t  by  gift,  match  men ! 
Since  8or-    Palma  had  ustened  patiently  :  but 
deUo,  who       when 

began  iqr      'T  was    time    expostulate,  attempt 
rhyming,  withdraw 

Taurello  from  his  child,  she,  withont  awe 
Took  off  his  iron  arms  from,  one  by  one, 
Sordello's  shrinking  shoulden,  ana,  that  done, 
Made  him  avert  his  risage  and  relieve 
Sordello  (yon  might  see  his  oorselet  heaye 
The  while)  who,  looee,  roee  —tried  to  speak, 

then  sank : 
They  left  him  in  the  chamber.     AU  was  blank. 

And  even  reeling  down  the  narrow  stair 
Taurello  kept  up,  as  tJiotigh  unaware 
Palma  was  by  to  guide  him,  the  old  device 
—  Something    of    Milan  —  **  how    we    luustrt 

thrice 
The  Torriani's  strength  there :  all  aking 
Our  own  Visconti  cowed  them  *  —  thua  the  sonf 
Continued  even  while  she  bade  him  stoop, 
Thrid  somehow,  by  some  glimpse  of  arrow-loop^ 
The  turnings  to  the  gallery  below. 
Where   he  stopped  short  as  Palma  let  him 

ffo. 
When  ne  had  sat  in  silence  long  enoui^ 
Splintering  the  stone  bench,  braving  a  rebuff 
She  stopped  the  truncheon ;  only  to  oommeBoe 
One  of  Sordello's  poems,  a  pretence 
For  speaking,  some  poor  rhyme  of  **  Elys*  hair 
And  head  thiit  's  sharp  and  perfect  tike  a  pear. 
So  smooth  and  close  are  laid  the  few  fine  locks 
Ifsy,  efen    Stained  like  Dale  honey  ooscd  from 
from  the  topmost  rocKs 

depth*  of     Sutt-blanched  the  livelong 
fsllure  -from  his  went 

Performance,  the  Goito.  as  his  first : 
And  that  at  end,  eoneesviag  from  the  brew 
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A  lid  open  month  no  ailenoe  wonld  serve  now, 
WVut  oo  to  aaj  the  whole  world  loved  that  man 
And,  for  that  matter,  thonght  his  face,  though 


Eclipsed    the    Count  ^e  —  he  sucking   in   each 

phraee 
.\js  if  an  angel  wspoke»    The  foolish  praise 
Ended,  he  drew  her  on  his  mailed  kneee,  made 
H«>r  face  a  framework  with  his  hands,  a  shade, 
A  crown,  an  aureole :  there  must  she  remain 
iller  little  month  oompreased  with  smiling  pain 
Xa  in  his  gloves  she  feit  her  tresses  twitch) 
To  get  the  beet  look  at«  in  fittest  niche 
Di^oee  his  saint.    That  done,  he  kissed  her 


—  ^'  TAudmi  her  father  for  his  treason  now,*' 
He  told  her,  **  only,  how  could  one  suspect 
The  wit  in  him  ?  —  whose  clansman,  recollect. 
Was  evor  Salinguerra  —  she,  the  same, 
Kamano  and  his  lady  —  so,  might  claim 
To  know  all.  as  she  should  '*  — and  thus  begun 
Nrhemes  witn  a  vengeance,  schemes  on  schemes, 

**  not  one 
Fit  to  be  told  that  foolish  boy,"  he  said, 
"  But  only  let  bordello  Palma  wed, 
-Then!*^ 

*T  was  a  dim  long  narrow  place  at  best : 
Trt  spring    Midway  a  sole  grate  showed  the  fiery 
to  the  cum-        West, 

ait  of  mo-   As  shows  its  corpse  the  world*8  end 
••■^  some  split  tom  b  — 

A  glooHL,  a  rift  of  fire,  anothergloom. 
Faced  Palma  —  but  at  length  Taurello  set 
Her  free  ;  the  grating  held  one  rag^ped  jet 
Of  fierce  gold  fire :  he  lifted  her  within 
The  hollow  underneath  —  how  else  begin 
Fftte^s  seeood  marvellous  cycle,  else  renew 
The  ages  than  with  Palma  plain  in  view  ? 
Then  paced  the  pssssge,  hands  clenched,  head 


Poisning  his  discourse ;  a  grand  unchecked 
Monotony  made  out  £rom  his  quick  talk 
And  the  recurring  noises  of  his  walk ; 
—  Somewhat  too  much  like  the  o'ercharged  as- 
sent 
(>f  two  resolved  friends  in  one  danger  blent. 
Who  hearten  each  the  other  against  heart ; 
Bosating  there's  naught    to  care  for,  when. 


The  boaster,  all  *8  to  care  for.    He,  beside 
Same  shape  not  visible,  in  power  and  pride 
Approached,  out  of  the  dark,  ginglingiy  near. 
Nearer,  passed  dose  in  the  broad  light,  his  ear 
Crimson,     eyeballs     suffused,    temples     full- 
fraught, 
Jiut  a  snatch  of  the  rapid  speech  you  caught. 
And  on  he  strode  into  the  opposite  dark. 
Till  presently  the  harsh  heel  s  turn,  a  spark 
1'  the  stone,  and  whirl  of  some  loose  embossed 

thong 
That  crashed  against  the  angle  aye  so  long 
After  the  last,  punctual  to  an  amount 
Of  mailed  great  paces  you  could  not  but  count,  — 
Prepared  you  for  the  pacinijf  back  again. 
Ana  hnr  the  snatches  you  might  ascertain 
That,  Friedriclt^s  Prefecture  surmounted,  left 
I  •>-  this  alone  in  Italy,  they  cleft 
Asnnder,  crushed  together,  at  command 


Of  none,  were  free  to  break  up  Hildebrand, 
If  he  con-     Rebuild,   he  and  Hordeilo,   Charle- 
•ent  to  op-       inagne  — 

preM  the      But  garnished,  Strength  with  Know- 
world.  ij,<fee,  *'  if  we  deign 
Accept  that  compromise  and  stoop  to  give 
Rome  law.  the  Caesar '«  Representative." 
Enough,  that  the  illimitable  flood 
Of  triumphs  after  triumphs,  understood 
In  its  faint  reflux  (you  snail  hear)  sufficed 
Toung  Ecelin  for  appanage,  enticed 
Him  on  till,  these  long  quiet  in  their  graves. 
He  found  'twas  looked  for  that  a  whole  life's 

braves 
Should  somehow  be  made  good ;  so,  weak  and 

worn. 
Must  stagger  up  at  Milan,  one  gray  mom 
Of  the  to-come,  and  fight  his  latest  fight. 
But,  Salingnerra's  prophecy  at  height  — 
JuBt  thte     ^e  voluble  with  a  raised  arm  and 
decided,  u       stiff, 

it  now  may    A  blaring  voice,  a  blazing  eye,  as  if 
^t  He  had  our  very  Italy  to  keep 

Or  cast  away,  or  gather  in  a  heap 
To  garrison  the  better  —  a^,  his  word 
Was,  '*  run  the  cucumber  into  a  gourd. 
Drive  Trent  upon  Apulia  '*  —  at  their  pitch 
Who  spied  the  continents  and  islands  which 
Qrew    mulberry-leaves    and    sickles,    in    the 

map  — 
(Strange  uiat  three  such  confessions  so  should 

bap 
To  Palma,  Dante  spoke  with  in  the  clear 
Amorous  silence  or  the  Swooning^sphere,  — 
Cunizza^  as  he  called  her !    Never  ask 
Of  Palma  more !    She  sat,  knowing  her  task 
Was  done,  the  labor  of  it,  —  for,  success 
Concerned  not  Palma,  passion's  votaress) 
Triumph  at  height,  and  thus  Sordello  crowned  — 
Above  the  passage  suddenly  a  sound 
Stops  speech,^  stops  walk  :  back  shrinks  Tau- 
rello, bids 
With  large  involuntarr  asking  lids, 
Palma  interpret.^    '"T  is  his  own  foot-stamp  — 
Your  hand  f    His  summons  I    Nay,  this  idle 

damp 
Befits  not  f ''    Out  thev  two  reeled  diziily. 
**'  Visconti's  strong  at  Milan/'  resumed  he. 
In  the  old,  somewhat  insignificant  way  — 
(Was  Palma  wont,  years  afterward,  to  say) 
As  though  the  spirit's  flight.,  sustained  thus 

far. 
Dropped  at  that  very  instant. 

Gone  they  are  — 
Palma,  Taurello ;  Eglamor  anon, 
Ecelin,  —  only  Naddo  's  never  gone  I 
—  Labors,  this    moonrise,  what   the    Master 

meant  — 
*'  Is  Squarcialupo  speckled  ?  —  purulent, 
I  'd  say,  but  when  was  Providence  put  out  ? 
He  carries  somehow  handilv  about 
His  spite  nor  fouls  himself  f  "    Goito*s  vines 
Stand  like  a   cheat    detected  ~  stark    rough 

lines, 
The  moon  breaks  tlirough,  a  gray  mean  scale 

against 
The  vault  where,  this  eve*s  Miuden,  thou  re- 

main*st 
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Like  Home  fresh  martyr,  eyes  Hxed  —  who  can 

tell  ? 
As  Heaven,  now  all's  at  end, did  not  so  well, 
.    ,  Spite  of  the  faith  and  victory,  to 

^^^.^»  leave 

doue.  ^^  vinpn  quite  to  death  in  the  lone 

eve. 
\\liile  the  persisting?  hemiit-hee  ...  ha !  wait 
Xo  lan^r :  these  in  coiu|mis8,  forward  fate  1 


BOOK  THE  SIXTH 

The  thought  of  Eglamor^s  least  like  a  thonifht, 

Attba  And  yet  a  false  one,  was,   **Man 

cloM  of  a  shrinks  to  naught 

day  or  a       If  matched  with  symhols  of  immens- 

Ufe,  ity; 

Must  quail,  forsooth,  before  a  quiet  sky 

Or  sea,  too  little  for  their  quietude  :  '^ 

And,  trulv,  somewhat  in  »S)rdello's  mood 

Confirmea  its  specioiisness,  while  eve  shiw  sank 

Down  the  near  terrace  to  the  farther  bank. 

And  only  one  spot  left  from  out  the  ni^ht 

Glinuuered  upon  the  river  opposite  — 

A  breadth  of  watery  heaven  like  a  bay, 

A  sky-like  space  of  wat«r,  rav  for  ray. 

And  tit^ir  fur  star,  one    ricnness  where  they 

mixed 
As  this  and  that  wing  of  an  aiigel,  fixed. 
Tumultuary  splendors  folded  in 
To  die.    Nor  turned  he  till  Ferrara^s  din 
(Say,  the  monotonous  speech  from  a  maii^s  lip 
VHio  lets  some  first  and  eager  purpose  slip 
In  a  new  fancy's  birth  ;  the  speech  keeiis  on 
Though  elsewhere  its  informing  soul  be  gone) 
—  Aroused  him,  surely  offered  succor.    Fate 
Paused  with  this  eve ;  ere  she  precipitate 
Herself,  —  beat  pnt  off  new  strange  thooghts 

awhile. 
That  voice,  those  large  hands,  that  portentous 

smile,  — 
What  help  to  pierce  the  future  as  the  past, 
Lay  in  the  plaining  city  ? 

And  at  last 
The  main  discovery  and  prime  concern. 
All  that  just  now  imported  him  to  learn. 
Truth's  self,  like  yonder  slow  moon  to  com- 
plete 
Heaven,  ruse  affsin.  and,  naked  at  his  feet. 
Lighted  his  old  life  s  every  shift  and  change, 
Paat  pro-      Etfort  with  oonnter^ffort ;  nor  the 
cedure  la  range 

fitliaat  re-     Of  each  looked  wrong  except  wherein 
viewed,  {^  checked 

Sonne  other  ~  which  of  these  could  he  suspect. 
Prying  into  them  by  the  sudden  blaze  ? 
Tlie  real  way  seemed  made  up  of  all  the  ways  — 
Mimd  after  mood  of  the  one  mind  in  him ; 
Tokens  of  the  existence,  bright  or  dim. 
Of  a  transcendent  all-embracing  sense 
Demanding  only  outward  influence, 
A  soul,  in  P:dnm*s  phrase,  above  his  soul. 
Power  to  uplift  his  power,  — such  moon's  oon- 

tit>l 
Over  such  sea-depths.  —  and  their  mass  had 

swept 
Onward  from  the  beginning  and  still  kept 


Its  course :  but  yean  and  yean  the  sky  above 
Held  none,  and  so,  untasked  of  any  love. 
His  sensitiveness  idled,  now  amort. 
Alive  now,  and,  to  sullenness  or  sport 
Given  wholly  up,  disposed  itself  anew 
At  ever^  passing  instigation,  grew 
And  dwindled  at  capnce,  in  f oam-showen  spilt, 
Wedge^like  insistinjg,  quirered  now  a  gilt 
Shield  in  the  sunshine,  now  a  blinding  race 
Of  whitest  ripples  o'er  the  reef  —  found  pla^^ 
For  much  display ;  not  gathered  up  and,  hurle<l 
liight  from  ite  heart,  encompassing  tJie  world. 
So  had  Sordello  been,  bv  consequence. 
Without  a  function :  othera  made  pretence 
To  strength  not  half  his  own,  yet  had  some  core 
Within,  submitted  to  sonw  moon,  before 
Them  still,  superior  still  whate'er  their  force,  — 
Were  able  therefore  to  fulfil  a  course. 
Nor  missed  lifers  crown,  authentic  attribute. 
To  each  who  lives  must  be  a  certain  fruit 
Of  having  lived  in  his  degree,  —  a  stage. 
Earlier  or  later  in  men's  pilgrimage. 
To  stop  at ;  and  to  this  the  spirits  tend 
Who,  still  discovering  beautv  without  end. 
Amass  the  scintillations,  make  one  star 
— Something     unlike     them,      self-sustaiue<i. 

afar, — 
And  meanwhile  nurse  the  dream  of  being  bU^nt 
Bv  winning  it  to  notice  and  invest 
Their  souls  with  alien  glory,  some  one  day 
As  more       \Vhene'er    the    nncdens,    gatneriir^ 
spprecia-         shape  alway, 

ble  in  its       Round  to  the  perfect  mrele      wMin 
entirety.  or  bite. 

According  as  themselves  are  formed  to  wail ; 
Whether  mere  human  beauty  will  suffice 

—  The  yellow  hair  and  the  luxurious  eyes. 
Or  human  intellect  seem  best,  or  each 
Combine  in  some  ideal  form  past  reach 

On  earth,  or  else  some  shade  of  these,  some  aim. 
Some  love,  hate  even,  take  their  place,  the  same. 
So  to  be  served  —  all  this  they  do  not  lose. 
Waiting  for  death  to  live,  nor  idly  dioose 
What  must  be  Hell  —  a  progress  thus  pnnn««d 
Through  all  existence,  still  above  the  food 
That 's  offered  them,  still  fain  to  reach  beyoiul 
The  widened  range,  in  virtue  of  their  bomi 
Of  sovereignty.    Not  that  a  Palma's  Lovr. 
A  Salinguerra's  Hate,  would  eonal  prove 
To  swaying  all  Sordello :  but  why  doubt 
StroDR,  Im    Some  love  meet  for  such  stivni^h, 
needed  some  moon  without 

extenud       Would  mateh   his  sea  ?  —  or  leer. 
atreDfth :         Good  manifest. 
Only  Uie  Best  breaks  faith  ?  —  Ah,  but  tlie  I  :*^t 
Somehow  eludes  us  ever,  still  might  be 
And  is  not  I    Crave  we  gems  ?    No  penort* 
Of  Uieir  material  round  us !    Pliant  eaHh 
And  plastic  flame — what  balks  the  nuifr^  hi^ 
birth 

—  Jacinth  in  balls  or  lodestone  by  the  blnrk  1* 
Flinden  enrich  the  strand,  veins  swell  the  nn^k  ; 
Naught  more!    Seek  creatures?    Life*s  i*  tin* 

tempest,  thought 
Clothes  the  keen  hxll-top,  mid-day  wood^ 

fraught 
With  fervon:  human  forms  are  well  enoittrit 
But  we  had  hoped,  eneonmged  by  the  stuff 
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Profaae  at  nature^a  pleaaare,  men  beyond 
These  actual  men !  — and  thus  are  orer-f ond 
In  axvning,  from  Qood  ~  the  Begt,  from  force 
DiTickd  —  foroe  combined,  an  ocean  *8  comae 
From  this  oor  aea  whoae  mere  intestine  pants 
Mizht  seem  at  times  suiiieient  to  our  wants. 

External  power  ?    If  none  be  adequate. 
And  he  stand  forth  ordained  (a  prouder  fate) 
Hiniself  a  law  to  his  own  sphere  ?  —  remove 
All  incompleteness,  for  that  law,  that  love  ? 
Nsv,  if  all  other  laws  be  feints,  -^  truth  veiled 
Helpfully  to  weak  vision  that  had  failed 
T«»  ^rasp  angrht  but  its  special  want,  —  for  lure, 
Knibodied  ?    Stronger  vision  could  endure 
The  unbodied  want:  no  part  —  the  whole  of 

truth  1 
The  People  were  himself ;  nor,  by  the  ruth 
At  their  condition,  was  he  leas  impelled 
Even  now.    To  alter  the  discrepancy  beheld, 
wbrncan    Than  if,  from  the  sound  whole,  a 
be  |«r.  sickly  part 

«^Te  Subtracted  were  transformed,  decked 

»«'^*»^  out  with  art, 

Then  palmed  on  him  as  alien  woe  -y  the  Ouelf 
T(i  succor,  proud  that  he  forsook  himself. 
Iut««mja       All  is  himself ;  all  service,  therefore, 
%tr*iicth  rates 

mat*  «if.      Alike,  nor  serving  one  part,  immo- 
lirr  than,  lates 

The  rest:  but  all  in  time!    "That  lance  of 

yonrs 
Mak««  havoc  soon  with  Malek  and  his  Moors, 
lliat  buckler  *b  lined  with  many  agtant^s  beard, 
Kiv  long,  our  champion,  be  the  lance  upreared, 
'File  buckler  wielded  handsomeljjr  as  now  I 
But  view  y«Hir  escort,  bear  in  mmd  your  vow, 

<  Vmnt  the  pale  tracts  of  sand  to  pass  ere  that, 
Vnd.  if  you  hope  we  struggle  tlirough  the  ilat, 

I'ot  lanoe  and  buckler  by !    Next  half*month 

lacks 
)It*r(*  stardv  exercise  of  mace  and  axe 
To  cleave  tnis  dismal  brake  of  prickly^pwir 
Uliich  bristling  holds  (^ydippe  by  the  hair, 
I^iHiues   barefoot  Agathon:    this   felled,  we  *I1 

try 
The  pietnresqnc  achievements  by  and  by  — 
NVxt  Ufe ! " 

Ay,  rally,  mock,  O  People,  urge 
Vonr  claims!^ for  thus  he  ventured,  to  the 

vei^e, 
Pukh  a  vain  mummery  which  perchance  dis- 
trust 

<  >f  hi.H  fast-slippinjr  resolution  thrust 
Likewise :  aocordmgly  the  Crowd  —  (as  yet 
lit-  luid  unconsciously  contrived  forget, 

r  tlie  whole,  to  dwell  o'  the  points  .  .  .  one 

might  assnage 
Tlie  signal  horrors  easier  than  engage 
^N'ith  a  dim  vulgar  vast  unobvions  grief 
\«»t  to  be  fancied  off,  nor  gained  relief 
III  briUiant  fits,  cured  by  a  happy  quirk, 
Jr'it  by  dim  vulgar  vast  unobvions  work 
l.>  corrrespond  .  .  .) — this  Crowd  then,  forth 

Utey  stood. 
**  And  now  content  thy  stronger  vision,  brood 
i  Hm  thy  bare  want ;  uncovered,  turf  by  turf, 
^tndy  the  corpse-face  through  the  taint-worms* 


Down  sank  the  People^s  Then ;  up-roae  their 
Now 
These  aad  ones  render  service  tot    And  how 
Hiaaym-      Piteously   little   must   that  service 
pstby  prove 

with  the       —  Had  surely  proved  in  any  case  ! 
people,  to         for,  move 

^"  *  Each  other  obstacle  away,  let  youth 

Become  aware  it  had  surprised  a  truth 
*T  were  service  to  impart — can  truth  be  seized. 
Settled  forthwith,  and,  of  the  captive  eased. 
Its  captor  find  fresh  prey,  since  this  alit 
So  happily,  no  gesture  luring  it. 
The  earnest  of  a  flock  to  foUow  ?    Vain, 
Most  vain  I  a  life  to  spend  ere  tliis  he  chain 
To  the  poor  crowds  complacence :  era  the  crowd 
Pronounce  it  captured,  he  descries  a  cloud 
Its  kin  of  twice  the  plume ;  which  he,  in  turn. 
If  he  shall  live  as  many  lives,  mav  learn 
How  to  secure :  not  else.    Then  Mantua  called 
Back    to  his  mind   how  certain  bards  were 
thraUed 

—  Buds  blasted,  but  of  breath  more  like  per- 

fume 
Than  Naddo's  staring  noaegay*s  oarrimi  bloom  ; 
Some  insane  rose  that  burnt  heart  out  in  sweats, 
A  spendthrift  in  the  spring,  no  summer  greets ; 
Some  Dularete,  drunk  with  truths  and  wine. 
Grown  bestial,  dreaming  how  become  divine. 
Yet  to  surraonnt  this  obstacle,  commence 
With   the   commencement,   merits   crowning! 

Hence 
Must  truth  be  casual  truth,  elicited 
In  sparks  so  mean,  at  intervals  dispread 
So  rarely,  that 't  is  like  at  no  one  time 
Of  the  world^s  story  has  not  truth,  the  prime 
Of  truth,  the  very  truth  which,  loosed,  had 

buried 
The  world^s  coarse  right,  been  really  in  the 

world 

—  Content  the  while  with  some  mean  spark  by 

dint 
Of  some  chance-blow,  the  solitary  hint 
Of  buried  fire,  which,  rip  earth *s  breast,  woidd 

stream 
Sky-ward ! 

Sordello*8  miserable  gleam 
Was  lookod  for  at  the  moment :  he  wonld  dash 
This  badge,  and  all  it  brought,  to  earth,  — abash 
Tanrellu  thus,  perhaps  persuade  him  wrest 
The  Kaiser  from  his  purpose,  —  wonld  attest 
His  own  belief,  in  any  case.     Before 
Of  which,     He  dashes  it  however,  think  once 
try  now  more ! 

the  Inber-     For,  were  that  little,  truly  service  ? 
eiit  force !         **  \y 

V  the  end,  no  doubt ;  but  meantime  ?    Plain 

you  spy 
Its  ultimate  effect,  but  many  flaws 
Of  vision  blur  each  intervening  cause. 
Were  the  day^s  fraction  clear  as  the  life*s  sum 
Of  service,  Now  as  filled  as  teems  To-come 
With  evidence  of  good  —  nor  too  minute 
A  share  t<i  vie  with  evil !    No  dispute, 
^T  were  fitliest  maintain  the  Quells  in  rule : 
That  raakoH  your  hfe^s  work :  but  you  have  to 

school 
Your  day*s  work  on  these  natures  cirennmtnnced 
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Tlins  viuriouBly,  which  yet,  as  each  advanced 
(>r  might  impede  the  Guelf  rule,  moat  be  moved 
Now,  for  the  Then's  sake,  -*  hating  what  you 

loved, 
Lovinfir  old  hatreds  I    Nor  if  one  man  bore 
Brand  upon  temples  while  his  fellow  wore 
The  aureole,  would  it  task  you  to  decide : 
But,  portioiied  duly  out,  the  future  vied 
Never  with  the  nnparcelled  present !    Smite 
Or  spare  so  much  on  warrant  all  so  alight  ? 
The  present's  complete  sympathies  to  break. 
Aversions  bear  with,  for  a  future's  sake 
i!M>  feeble  ?    Tito  ruined  through  one  sneok. 
The  Legate  saved  by  his  sole  lightish  neck  ? 
This  were  work,  true,  but  work  performed  at 

cost 
Of  other  work ;  aught  gained  here,  elsewhere 

lost. 
For  a  new  segment  spoil  an  orb  half-done  ? 
Rise  with  the  People  one  step,  and  sink  —  one  ? 
Were  it  but  one  step,  less  than  the  whi^e  face 
Of  things,  your  novel  duty  bids  erase ! 
Harms  to  abolish  1    What,  the  prophet  saith. 
The  minstrel  sii^eth  vainly  then  ?    Old  faith. 
Old  courage,  only  bom  because  of  harms. 
Were  not,  from  highest  to  the  lowest,  charms  ? 
Flame  may  persist ;  but  is  not  glare  aa  stanch  ? 
Where   the   salt    marshes   stagnate,    crystals 

branch ; 
Blood  dries  to  crimson  ;  Evil 's  beaatified 
In  every  shape.    Thrust  Beauty  then  aside 
And  banish  Evil !    Wherefore?    After  aU, 
Is  Evil  a  result  less  natural 
Than  Good  ?    For  overlook  the  seasons'  strife 
With  tree  and  flower,  —  the  hideous  animal  life, 
(Of  which  who  seeks  shall  find  a  grinning  taunt 
Bow  much  For  his  solution,  and  endure  the  vaunt 
of  nuui^s      Of  nature's  angel,  as  a  child  that 
01  msy  be         knows 

removed  T    Himself  befooled,  unable  to  propose 
Aught  better  than  the  fooling) — and  but  care 
For  men,  for  the  mere  People  then  and  there,  — 
In  these,  could  yon  but  see  that  Good  and  111 
Claimed  you  alike  I    Whence  rose  their  claim 

but  still 
From  HI,  as  fruit  of  Bl?    What  else  ooold  knit 
You  theirs  but  Sorrow  ?    Any  free  from  it 
Were  also  free  from  you !    Wnose  happiness 
Could  be  distinguished  in  this  momii^  s  press 
Of  miseries  ?  —  the  fool's  who  passed  a  gibe 
*'  On  thee,*  jeered  he,  *  so  wedded  to  thj  tribe, 
Tliou  earnest  green  and  yellow  tokens  m 
Thy  very  face  that  thou  art  Ghibellin  ! ' 
Much  hold  on  you  that  fool  obtained !     Nay 

mount 
Yet  higher  —  and  upon  men's  own  account 
Bow  much    Mint  evu  stay :  for,  what  is  joy  ?  — 
oflUoaght       to  heave 

to  be  re-       Up  one  obstruction  more,  and  com* 
moved  ?  njon  leave 

What  was  peculiar,  bv  such  act  destroy 

Itself ;  a  partial  deatn  is  evei^  joy ; 

The  sensiUe  escape,  enfranchisement 

Of  a  sphere's  essence :  once  the  vexed  —  content. 

The  cramped — at  large,  the  growing  circle  — 

rouiiid, 
AU 's  to  begin  again  —  tome  novel  boond 
To  break,  some  new  enlanrement  to  entieat ; 


The  sphere  though  laiger  is  not  more  complete 
Now  tor  Mankuid's  experience :  who  alone 
Might  style  the  unobstructed  world  his  own  ? 
Whom  palled  Qoito  with  its  perfect  things  ? 
Sordello's  self :  whereas  for  Mankind  springs 
Salvation  by  each  hindrance  interposed. 
They  climb ;  life's  view  is  not  at  once  disdom^d 
To  creatures  caught  up,  on  the  summit  left. 
Heaven  pliun  above  them,  yet  of  wings  bereft : 
But  lower  laid,  as  at  the  mountain's  foot. 
So,  range  on  range,  the  girdling  forests  shoot 
Twixt  your  plain  prospect  and  the  throngs  who 

scale 
Height  after  height,  and  pierce  mists,  veil  by 

veiL 
Heartcnea  with  each  discovery  ;  in  their  soul. 
The  Whole  they  seek  by  Parts  —  but,  found  that 

Whole, 
Could  they  revert,  enjoy  past  gains  ?  The  space 
Of  time  yon  judge  so  meagre  to  embrace 
The  Parts  were  more  than  plenty,  once  attainted 
The  Whole,  to  quite  ezluMist  it :  nau|riit  were 

gained 
But  leave  to  look  —  not  leave  to  do :  Beneath 
Soon  sates  the  looker—  look  above,  and  Death 
Tempta  ere  a  tithe  of  Life  be  tasted.    Live 
First,  and  die  soon  enough,  Sordello  I    Give 
If  n-  Body  and  spirit  the  fint  right  th«Mr 

moved,  at        claim, 

what  cost     And  pasture  soul  on  a  volaptuons 
to  8or-  shame 

^^^  ^         That  you,  a  pageantpcity's  denixen. 
Are  neither  vilely  lodged  'midst  Lombard  men- 
Can  force  jov  out  of  sorrow,  seem  to  truck 
Bright  attributes  away  for  sordid  muck, 
Yet  manage  from  that  very  muck  educe 
Gold  ;  then  subject  nor  scruple,  to  your  eruoe 
The  world's  discardingsl    Though  real  ingots 

pay 
Your  pains,  the  clods  that  yielded  them  arv 

clay 
To  all  beside,  —  would  day  remain,  though 

quenched 
Your  piuging-fire ;  who's  robbed  then?    Hud 

you  wrenched 
An  ampler  treasuro  forth  I  —  As  't  is,  they  crave 
A  share  that  ruins  you  and  will  not  save 
Them.    Why  should  sympathy  command  yoo 

quit 
The  course  that  makes  your  joy,  nor  will  remit 
Their  woe  ?  Would  all  arrive  at  joy  ?    ReveiiM* 
Mpnwln       1^6  order  (time  instructa  you)  nor 
little  coerce 

thereby;      Each  unit  till,  some  pf«det«nmm<d 
*>•  '**•••  mode, 

^  *  The  total  be  emancipate  ;  roen*a  road 

Is  one,  men's  times  of  travel  many ;  thwiut 
No  enterprising  soul's  precocious  start 
Before  the  general  march  I    If  slow  or  fast 
All  straggle  up  to  the  same  point  at  last, 
Why  grudge  your  havine  gained,  a  month  ago. 
The  brakes  at  balm-ahea,  asphodeb  in  blow. 
While  they  were  landlocked  ?  Speed  tlietr  Then, 

but  liow 
This    badge  would  saffar  yon  improve  yout 
owl 
His  time  of  action  for,  against,  or 
Our  world  (I  labor  to  extract  the 
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•ejoy 


of  joy, 


<  H  clus  his  jwoblam)  grev.  tluift  evBii-tide, 

(licBntie  with  ita  ^wer  01  joy,  bende 

The  wovld's  etenuty  of  impotenoe 

To  pn»fit  thooffh  at  his  whole  joy's  ejcpense. 

-    -  **Make  aothins  of  my  day  beoanse 

so  brief  ? 
Bather  make  more :  instei 

use  grief 

Before  its  norelty  have  time  sabside  I 
Wait  not  for  the  late  saYor,  leave  untried 
Virtue,  the  ereamin^  honey-wine,  qniek  sqaeese 
Vke  like  a  biting  spirit  from  the  lees 
(»flifel    Together  let  wrath,  hatred,  hist, 
All  tyrannies  in  erery  shape,  be  thrust 
I'pon  this  Now,  whioh  time  may  reason  ont 
.Ki»  nusehiefs,  far  from  benefits,  no  doubt ; 
But  kmg  o>«  then  Sordello  wiU  have  slipped 
Away :  yon  teach  him  at  Goito's  erypt, 
There  s  a  blank  issue  to  that  fiery  thxvX, 
Ncirring,  the  few  eope  with  the  many,  still : 
S>  moui  of  sand  as,  quiet,  makes  a  mass 
rnable  to  produce  three  tufts  of  grass. 
Shall,  troooled  by  the  whirlwind,  render  Toid 
The  whole  ealm  glebe's  endeavor :  be  employed  I 
And  eVn  though  somewhat  smart  the  Crowd  for 


r<intribate  each  his  pang  to  make  your  bliss, 
Tu  but  one  pang  —  cme  Uood-diop  to  the  bowl 
Which  brimful  tempts  the  slnsgish  asp  unoowl 
At  last,  ataias  ruddily  the  dull  red  cape. 
And,  kindling  orbs  grav  sa  the  unripe  grape 
Rt^fore,  avails  forthwith  to  disentranoe 
The  povtetit,  soon  to  lead  a  mvatao  danoe 
Amun)|  you  t    For,  who  aits  luone  in  Rome  ? 
llave  Uiose  great  hands  indeed  hdwn  out  a  home. 
And  aet  me  there  to  live  ?    Oh  life,  life-breath, 
Life-Uood,  —  era  sleep,  come  travail,  life  ere 

death  I 
This  life  stream  00  my  soul,  direct,  oblique. 
But  always  streaming!     Hindrances?     They 

ptqne : 
Helps  r  such  .  .  •  but  why  repeat,  my  soul  o'er- 

ttffn 
Edch   hei»;ht,  then   every  depth   pntfoundlier 

drops? 
Eaioui^h  that  I  can  live,  and  would  live  !     Wait 
Ftir  itume  transcendent  life  reserved  by  Fate 
To  f ullow  this  ?    Oh,  never  I    Fate,  I  truKt 
The  same,  my  soul  to ;  for,  as  who  fliniss  dust, 
IVrvhamse  (so  facile  was  the  deed)  she  checked 
The  void  with  these  materials  to  affect 
My  sunl  diversely :  these  consigned  anew 
To  naught  bv  death,  what  marvel  if  she  threw 
A  .second  and  siiperber  spectacle 
1  (t*f  r»re  me  ?    What  may  serve  for  sun,  what  still 
Wander  a  moon  above  rae  ?    What  else  wind 
Aboot  me  like  the  pleasures  left  behind. 
And  how  shall  some  new  flesh  that  is  not  flesh 

<  ling  to  me  ?    What  ^s  new  laughter  ?    ISoothes 

the  fresh 
Sleep  like  sleep  ?  Fate 'sezhanstleas  for  my  sake 
In  brave  resource  :  but  whether  bids  she  slake 
My  thirst  at  this  first  rivulet,  or  count 
No  draught  worth  lip  save  from  some  rooky 

fonnt 
Above  i*  the  douds,  while  here  she 's  provident 

<  H  pare  loquacious  pearl,  the  soft  tree-tent 
(rnanlit.  with  its  face  of  reate  and  sedge,  nor  fail 


The  silver  globules  and  gold-sparkling  grail 
At  bottom  ?    Oh,  'twere  too  absurd  to  slight 
For  the  hereafter  the  to-day's  delight  1 
Quench  thirst  at  thia,  then  aeek  next  well««pring: 

wear 
Home-liliea  ere  strange  lotus  in  mv  hair  I 
Here  is  the  Crowd,  whom  I  with  treest  heart 
Offer  to  serve,  contented  for  my  part 
Freed  from  To  give  life  up  in  service,  —  onl^ 
a  proUes»>       grant 

•dc  obli-      That  I  do  serve ;  if  otherwise,  why 
«^<«.  want 

Au^t  further  of  me  ?    If  men  oannot  chooee 
But  aet  aside  life,  why  should  I  refuse 
The  gift  ?    I  take  it —  I,  for  one,  engage 
Never  to  falter  through  my  pilgrimage  — 
Nor  end  it  howling  tlutt  the  stock  or  stone 
Were  enviable,  truly :  I,  for  one. 
Will  praise  the  world,  von  style  mere  anteroom 
To  palaee  —  be  it  so  I  snail  I  aaaume 
—  My  foot  the  eourtly  gait,  my  tompie  the  trope, 
My  mouth  the  smirk,  before  the  oootb  fly  ope 
One  moment  ?    What  ?  with  guarders  row  on 

row, 
Gky  swarms  of  varletry  that  oome  and  go. 
Pages  to  dice  with,  waiting-girls  unlace 
The  plaoketa  of,  pert  claimants  help  displace, 
Heart-heavv  auitors  get  a  rank  for,  —  hiagh 
At  yon  aleea  parasite,  break  hia  own  staff 
'CrcaaBeetle-browsthe  Usher's  shoulder, — why, 
Admitted  to  the  presence  bv  and  by. 
Should  thought  of  having  lost  those  make  me 

grieve 
AmonjT  new  joys  I  reach,  for  joys  I  leave  ? 
Cool  atrineHirystals,  fierce  pyropna-stone. 
Are  floor-work  there  I    But  do  I  let  alone 
That  blaok-eyed  jpeasant  in  the  vestibule 
Once  and  forever  r  ~  Floor-work  ?  No  such  fool  I 
Rather,  were  heaven  to  forestall  earth,  I  'd  say 
I,  is  it,  must  be  blessed  ?    Then,  my  own  way 
And  no-        Bless  me  !     CKve  firmer  arm  and 
cepting  fleeter  foot, 

life  ou  its     I  Ul  thank  you :  but  to  no  mad  wings 
own  tenn^       transmute 
These  limbs  of  mine  —  our  greensward  was  so 

soft! 
Nor  camp  I  on  the  thunder-cloud  aloft : 
We  feel  the  bliss  distinctlier,  having  thus 
Enirines  subservient,  not  mixed  np  with  us. 
Better  move  palpably  through  heaven:   nor, 

freed 
Of  fleshj  forsooth,  from  space  to  space  proceed 
'Mid  flying  synods  of  worlds  I    No:  inneaven's 

maifre 
Show  Titan  still,  recumbent  o^er  his  targe 
Solid  with  stars  —  the  Centaur  at  his  game. 
Made  tremulously  out  in  hoarv  flame  1 

*'  Life  !   Yet  the  very  cup  whose  extreme  dull 
Dregs,  even,  I  would  quaff,  was  dashed,  at  full. 
Aside  so  oft ;  the  death  I  fly,  revealed 
So  oft  a  better  life  this  life  concealed. 
And  which  sage,  champion,  martyr,  through 
Which,  yet,      each  path 

othen  Have  hunted  fearlessly  —  the  horrid 

have  n-  bath, 

nouneed:     The   crippling  •  irons  and  the  fiery 
*»«''•  chair. 

'T  waa  well  for  them ;  let  me  become  aware 
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As  they,  and  I  relinciuiah  life,  too  I    Let 
What  mastera  life  diaoloae  itself  I    Forget 
Vain  ordinances,  I  have  one  appeal  — 
I  feel,  am  what  I  feel,  know  what  I  feel ; 
So  much  is  trath  to  me.    What  Is,  then  ?    Since 
One  object,  viewed  dive»ely,  may  evince 
Beanty  and  uf^liness  —  this  way  attract, 
That  way  repel,  —  why  gloze  upon  the  fact  ? 
W^hy  must  a  single  of  the  sides  be  rii^ht  ? 
What  bids  choose  this  and  leave  the  opposite  ? 
Where  's  abstract  Kight  for  me  ?  —  in  youth  en* 

dned 
With  Kis^ht  still  present,  still  to  be  pursued, 
Through  all  the  interchange  of  circles,  rife 
Each  with  its  proper  law  uid  mode  of  life. 
Each  to  be  dwelt  at  ease  in :  where,  to  sway 
Absolute  with  the  Kaiser,  or  obey 
Implicit  with  his  serf  of  fluttering  heart. 
Or,  like  a  sudden  thought  of  Goers,  to  start 
Up,  Brutus  in  the  presence,  then  go  shout 
Tliat  some  should  pick  the  unstrung  jewels  out — 
Each,  well  r* 

And,  as  in  moments  when  the  past 
Gave  partially  enfranchisement,  he  cast 
Himself  quite  through  mere  secondary  states 
Of  his  soul's  essence,  little  loves  and  hates, 
BecBOM       Into  the  mid  deep  yearnings  overlaid 
there  is  s      By  these ;  as  who  should  pierce  hill, 
life  beyond       plain,  grove,  glade, 
1^'^t  And  on  into  the  rei^  nucleus  probe 

That  first  determined  there  exist  a  globe. 
As  that  were  easiest,  half  the  globe  dissolved, 
»So  seemed  Sardello's  closing-truth  evolved 
Bv  his  flesh-half's  break  up ;  the  sudden  swell 
Ot  his  expanding  soul  showed  111  and  Well, 
Sorrow  and  Joy,  Beauty  and  Ugliness, 
Virtue  and  Vice,  the  Larger  and  the  Less, 
All  qualities,  in  fine,  recorded  here. 
Might  be  but  modes  of  Time  and  this  one  sphere. 
Urgent  on  these,  but  not  of  force  to  bind 
Eternitv,  as  Time  —  as  Matter  —  Mind, 
If  Mind,  Eternity,  should  choose  assert 
Their  attribates  within  a  Life :  thus  girt 
With  circumstance,  next  change  beholds  them 

cinct 

S|uit«  otherwise  —  with  Good  and  lU  distinct, 
oys,  sorrows,  tending  to  a  like  result  — 
Contrived  to  render  easy,  difficult. 
This  or  the  other  course  of  .  .  .  what  new  bond 
In  place  of  flesh  may  stop  their  flight  beyond 
Its  new  sphere,  as  that  eonme  does  harm  or  good 
To  its  arrangements.  ^  Once  this  understood, 
iVs  suddenly  he  felt  himself  alone. 
Quite  out  of  Time  and  this  world :  all  was 

known. 
What  made  the  secret  of  his  past  despair  ? 
—  Most  imminent  when  he  seemed  most  aware 
Of  his  own  self-sufficiency ;  made  mad 
By  craving  to  expand  the  power  he  had. 
And  not  new  power  to  be  expanded  ?  —  jnst 
This  made  it :  Soul  on  Matter  being  thrust, 
Joy  comes  when  so  much  Soul  is  wreaked  in 

Time 
On  Matter,  —  let  the  Soul's  attempt  sublime 
Matter  beyond  the  scheme  and  so  prevent 
By  more  or  leas  that  deed's  accomplishment. 
And  Sorrow  follows :  Sorrow  how  avoid  ? 
Let  the  employer  match  the  thing  employed. 


Fit  to  the  finite  his  infinityj 

And  thus  proceed  forever,  m  degree 

And  with      Chanfred  but  in  kind  the  same,  still 

new  oondip       limited 

tions  of        To  the  appointed  <aroamstaiic«  and 

•uccew,  dead 

To  all  beyond.    A  sphere  is  but  a  mihere ; 
Siuall,  Great,  are  merely  terms  we  bandy  hern  ; 
Siuce  to  the  spirit's  absoluteness  all 
Are  like.    Now,  of  the  present  sphere  we  call 
Life,  are  conditions ;  take  but  tliis  amoi^ 
Many  ;  the  body  was  to  be  so  long 
Youthful,  no  longer:  but,  since  no  control 
Tied  to  that  body's  purposes  his  sonl. 
She  chose  to  understana  the  body's  trade 
More  than  the  body's  self—  had  fain  eonreytnl 
Her  boundless,  to  Uie  body's  bounded  lot. 
Hence,  the  soul  permanent,  the  body  not,  — 
Scarcely  its  minute  for  enjoying  here,  — 
The  soul  must  needs  instruct  her  weak  oomp(><'r. 
Run  o'er  its  canabilities  and  wring 
A  joy  thence,  ane  held  wortJi  experienctng : 
Wliiehj  far  from  half  discovered  even,— To. 
The  minute  gone,  the  body's  power  let  go 
Apportioned  to  that  joy's  acquirement !    Broki* 
Nor  meh      Morning  o'er  earth,  he  yearned  for 
•s,  iathis,        all  it  woke  — 

J^rodttoe       From  the  volcano's  yapor^ag,  wind^ 
•»»»"•  hoist 

Black  o'er  the  spread  of  sea,  —  down  to  the  moiM 
Dale's  silken  barley-spikes  sullied  with  rain. 
Swayed  earthwards,  heavilv  to  rise  again  — 
The  Small,  a  sphere  as  perfect  as  the  Great 
To  the  soul's  absoluteness.    Meditate 
Too  long  on  such  a  morning's  clnster«hord 
And  the  whole  music  it  was  framed  afford,  — 
The  chord's  might  half  discovered,  what  should 

pluck 
One  string,  his  finger,  was  found  paky-struck. 
And  then  no  marvel  if  the  spirit,  shown 
A  saddest  sight  —  the  body  lost  alone 
Through  her  officious  proffered  help,  depriv«>d 
Of  this  and  that  enjoyment  Fate  coutrived,  - 
Virtue,  Good.  Beauty,  each  allowed  slip  hence. 
VaingloriousJy  were  tain,  for  recompense. 
To  stem  the  ruin  even  vet.  protract 
The  body's  torm,  supply  tne  power  it  lackinl 
From  her  infinity,  compel  it  learn 
These  qualities  were  only  Time's  oonoem. 
And  bcidy  may,  with  spirit  helping,  barrrd  — 
Advance  the  same,  vanquished  —  obtain  reward. 
Reap  joy  where  sorrow  was  intended  gitiw. 
Of  Wrong  make  Right,  and  turn  111  Good  b<*loii . 
And  the  result  is.  the  poor  body  soon 
Sinks  under  what  was  meant  a  wondrous  bonn. 
Leaving  its  bright  accomplice  all  aghast. 

So  much  was  plain  then,  proper  in  the  past ; 
To  be  complete  for,  satisfy  the  whole 
Series  of  spheres  —  Eternity,  his  sonl 
Needs  must  exceed,  prove  incomplete  for«  esfh 
Single  sphere  —  Time.     But  does  our  kn<»«  - 

leoge  reach 
No  farther  ?    Is  the  elond  of  hindranoe  brok«* 
But,  #Tea     But  by  the  failing  of  Uie  fleshly  yoke, 
here,  ia         Its  loves  and  hatea,  aa  now   w  hi-u 
fmilure  in-        death  lets  soar 
evitoUe  ?     Sordello,  sslf-soffioient  aa  befoiv. 
Though  during  the  mere  space  that  shall  «>U|i«r' 
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Or  may 
faUnra 
here  bt 


^Twixt  hiB  enthnlment  in  new  bonds,  perhaps  ? 
Mast  life  be  ever  just  escaped,  whioh  aboula 
llaTe  been  enjoyed  ?  — nay,  migrht  haye  been 

and  wuold. 
Each  piirpfue  ordered  right  —  the  soul 's  no  whit 
Beyond  tne  body's  mirpose  under  it  — 
Like  yonder  breadtli  ot  watery  heaven,  a  bay, 
And  that  sky-space  of  water,  rav  for  ray 
And  star  for  star,  one  richness  where  they  mixed 
As  this  and  that  wingr  of  an  angel,  fixed, 
Tumaltaary  splendors  folded  in 
To  die  —  would  soul,  proportioned  thus,  begin 
ExcitiiK^  discontent,  or  surelier  quell 
The  body  if,  aapirimp,  it  rebel  ? 
But  how  so  order  li^  ?    Still  brutalixe 
Tlie  soul,  the  sad  world's  way,  with  muffled  eyes 
To  all  that  was  before,  all  that  shall  be 
After  this  sphere  —  all  and  each  quality 
Save  some  sole  and  immutable  Great-Good 
And  Beauteous  whither  fate  has  loosed  its  hood 

To  follow?    Never  may  some  soul 
see  All 

—  The  Great  Before  and  After,  and 
the  Small 

Now,  yet  be  saved  by  this  the  sim- 
plest lore. 

And  take  the  single  course  prescribed  before, 
As  the  king-bird  with  ages  on  his  plumes 
Travels  to  die  in  his  ancestral  glooms  ? 
But  where  descry  the  Love  that  shall  select 
That  oooise  ?    Here  is  a  soul  whom,  to  affect, 
Natnn*  has  plied  with  all  her  means,  from  trees 
And  flowers  e'en  to  the  Multitude  I  —  and  these, 
Dvcidea  he  save  or  no  ?    One  word  to  end ! 

Ah,  my  Sordello,  I  this  once  befriend 
And  qieak  for  ^ou.    Of  a  Power  above  you  still 
Whien,  utterly  incomprehensible. 
Is  out  of  rivalry,  which  thus  you  can 
_,      ^         Love,  though  unlovii^  all  conoeived 

^^  ^      What   need  I     And  of  —  none  the 

minutest  duct 
To  that  out-nature,  naught  that  would  instruct 
And  so  let  rival^  begin  to  live  — 
But  of  a  Power  its  representative 
\^lio,  being  for  authority  the  same, 
Commanication  different,  should  claim 
A  coarse,  the  first  chose  but  this  last  revealed  — 
This  Human  clear,  as  that  Divine  concealed  -^ 
What  atter  need  I 

What  has  Sordello  found  ? 
Or  can  his  spirit  go  the  mighty  round. 
End  where  noor  Eglamor  begun  ?     So,  says 
Old  fable,  the  two  eagles  went  two  ways 
About  the  worid  :  where,  in  the  midst,  they  met, 
Thoiq^  on  a  shifting  waste  of  sand,  men  set 
Jove^s  temple.  Quick,  what  has  Soraello  found  ? 
For  they  aoproach —  approach  —  that 
Sorrlello  foot's  rebound 

^aow :        Palma  ?    No,  Salingnerra  though  in 

mail; 
They  mount^  have  reached  the  threshold,  dash 

the  veil 
<\aide  —  and  yon  divine  who  sat  there  dead, 
lender  his  foot  the  badge :  still,  Palma  said^ 
A  triami^  lingering  in  the  wide  eyes. 
Wider  than  some  spent  swimmer's  if  he  spies 
Ilnlp  from  above  in  his  extreme  despair. 


And,  head  far  back  on  shoulder  thrust,  turns 

there 
With  short  quick  paasicmate  cry :  as  Palma 

pressed 
In  one  great  kiss,  her  lipe  upon  his  breast. 
It  beat. 

B^  this,  the  hermit-bee  has  stopped 
His  dajr's  tod  at  Goito :  the  new-cropped 
Dead  vine-leaf  answers,  now  'tis  eve,  he  bit. 
Twirled  so,  and  filed  all  day :  the  mansion 's  fit, 
God  counselled  for.    As  easy  guess  the  word 
That  passed  betwixt  them,  and  become  the 

third 
To  the  soft  small  unfrig^ted  bee,  as  tax 
Him    with   one    fault  —  so,  no   remembrance 

racks 
Uto :  am       ^  ^^  "^^^  maidensand  the  font  of 
insect  stone 

knowB  He,  creeping  through  the   crevice, 

■ooner.  leaves  alone. 

Alas,  my  friend,  alas  Sordello,  whom 
Anon  they  laid  wiuiin  that  old  font-tomb, 
And,  yet  again,  alas  I 

And  now  is  't  worth 
Our  while  bring  back  to  mind,  much  less  set 

forth 
How  Salingnerra  extricates  himself 
Without  Sordello  ?     Qhibellin  and  Guelf 
Biay   fight   their   fiercest   out?     If   Kichard 

sulked 
In  durance  or  the  Marquis  paid  his  mulct. 
Who  cares,  Sordello  gone  ?    The  upshot,  sure, 
Onhladi»-    Was  peace;   our  chief  made  some 
appear-  frank  overture 

auoe  from    That    prospered ;    compliment  fell 
the  stage,        thick  and  fast 
On  its  disposer,  and  Tanrello  passed 
With  foe  and  friend  for  an  outstripping  soul. 
Nine  days  at  least.    Then,  —  fairly  reMhed  the 

goal,— 
He,  bv  one  effort,  blotted  the  i|reat  hope 
Out  of  his  mind,  nor  further  tned  to  cope 
With  Este,  that  mad  evening's  style,  but  sent 
Away  the  Legate  and  the  League,  content 
No  blame  at  least  the  brothers  had  incurred, 
—  Dispatched  a  message  to  the  Monk,  he  heard 
Patiently  first  to  last,  scarce  shivered  at. 
Then  curled  his  limbs  up  on  his  wolfskin  mat 
And  ne'er  spoke  more,  —  informed  the  Fer- 

rarese 
He  but  retained  their  rule  so  long  as  these 
Lingered  in  pupilage,  —  and  last,  no  mode 
Apparent  else  of  keeping  safe  the  road 
From  Germany  direct  to  Lombardy 
For  Friedrich,  —  none,  that  is,  to  guarantee 
The  faith  and  promptitude  of  who  should  next 
Obtain  Sofia's  dowry,  —  sore  |>erplexed  — 
(Sofia  being  youngest  of  the  tribe 
The  next      Ot  daughters,  Ecelin  was  wont  to 
aspirant  bribe 

can  pre—     The  envious  magnates  with — nor, 
forward ;  muse  he  sent 

Henry  of  Egna  this  fair  child,  had  Trent 
Once  failed  the  Kaiser's  purposes  ~  **  we  lost 
Egna  last  year,  and  who  takes  Egna's  post  — 

Spens  the  Lombard  gate  if  Friedrich  knock  ?  '*) 
imself  espoused  the  Lady  of  the  Rook 
In  pure  necessity,  and,  so  destroyed 
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His  slender  last  of  ohanoeB,  quite  made  Toid 
Old  propheoyf  and  spite  of  ail  the  sohemes 
Overt  and  oovert^outh's  deeds,  age's  dreams^ 
Was  sucked  into  Romano.    And  so  haahed 
He  up  this  eTemng's  work,  that,  when  *t  was 

brushed 
Somehow  afsainst  by  a  blind  chroniele 
Which,  ohxonieling  whaterer  woe  befell 
Ferrara,  noted  this  the  obsonre  woe 
Of  ^  *'  Saling:aeiTa*8  sole  son^  Giaoomo^ 
Deceased,  fatnous  and  doting,  ere  his  sire," 
The  townsfolk  robbed  their  eyes,  oould  but 

admire 
Which  of  Sofia's  five  was  meant. 

The  chaps 
Of  earth's  dead  hope  were  tardy  to  collapse, 
Obliterated  not  the  beantifnl 
Distinctive  features  at  a  crash :  but  dnll 
And  duller  these,  next  yew.  as  Guelfs  withdrew 
Each  to  his  stronghold.    Then  (securely  too 
£oelin  at  Campese  slept  {  dose  by. 
Who  likes  may  see  him  m  Solagna  lie. 
With  cushioned  head  and  gloved  hand  to  denote 
The  cavalier  he  was)  —  then  his  heart  smote 
Young  Eoelin  at  last :  long  sinoe  adult. 
And,  save  Vioenza's  ousineas,  what  result 
In  blood  and  blaae  ?    (80  hard  to  intercept 
tSordello  tiU  hb  plain  withdrawal  1)    Stepped 
Saiin-  Then  its  new  lord  on  Lombaray.    I* 

guerra^a  the  nick 

pATt  laps-     Of  time  when  Eoelin  and  Alberic 
*^,^  CkMed    with   Taurello,   come   pie- 

*^«^'  oisely  news 

Tliat  in  Verona  half  the  souls  refuse 
Allegiance  to  the  Marquis  and  the  Count  — 
Have  cast  them  f^m  a  throne  they  bid  him 

mount. 
Their  Podestjt,  through  his  ancestral  worth. 
Eoelin  flew  there,  and  the  town  henceforth 
Was  wholly  his  —  Taurello  sinking  back 
From  temporary  station  to  a  track 
That  suited.    News  received  of  this  acquist, 
Friedrioh  did  come  to  Lombardy  :  who  missed 
Taurello  then  ?    Another  year :  they  took 
Vicenza,  left  the  Marquis  scarce  a  nook 
For  refuge,  and,  when  hundreds  two  or  three 
Of  Guelfs  conspired  to  call  themselves  "'The 

Free," 
Opposing  Alberic,  — vile  Bassanese,  — 
(Without  Sordello !)  —  Ecelin  at  ease 
Slansrhtered  them  so  observably,  that  oft 
A  little  Salinguerra  looked  with  soft 
Bine  eyes  u^,  asked  his  sire  the  proper  age 
To  get  appomted  his  proud  uncle's  page. 
More  years  passed,  and  that  sire  had  dwindled 

down 
To  a  mere  showy  turbulent  soldierj  grown 
Better  through  age,  his  parts  still  m  repute. 
Subtle  —  how  else  ?  —  but  hardly  so  astute 
As  his  contemporaneous  friends  professed  ; 
Undoubtedly  a  brawler :  for  the  rest. 
Known  by  each  neighbor,  and  allowed  for,  let 
Keep  his  incorrigible  wa^rs,  nor  fret 
Men  who  would  mias  their  boyhood's  bugbear : 

"trap 
The  ostrich,  suffer  our  bald  osprey  flap 
A  battered  pinion  1 "  —  was  the  word.    In  fine, 
One  flap  too  much  and  Venice*s  marine 


Waa  meddled  with ;  no  oveiriookiiig  that  I 
She  captured  him  in  his  Fenara,  fat 
And  florid  at  a  banquet,  more  by  frand 
Than  force,  to  speak  the  truth  ;  there  ^a  slander 

land 
Ascribed  you  for  assisting  eighty  years 
To  pull  his  death  on  such  a  man ;  fate  shean 
The  life<cord  prompt  enough  whose  last  fine 

thread 
Yon  fritter  :  so,  presiding  his  board-head. 
The  old  smile,  your  assurance  all  went  weU 
With  Friedrich  (aa  if  he  were  like  to  tell  I) 
In  rushed  (a  plan  contrived  before)  our  friends. 
Made  some  pretence  at  fighting,  some  amenda 
For  the  shame  done  his  ei^^hty  veam  —  (apart 
The  princinle,  none  found  it  in  nis  heart 
To  be  mucn  aanv  with  Taurello)  —  gained 
Their  gaUe^rs  with  the  prize,  and  what  remained 
But  carry  him  to  Venice  for  a  show  ? 
—  Set  him,  as  *t  were,  down  gently  —  free  to  go 
His  gait,  inspect  our  square,  pretend  observe 
The  swallows  soaring  their  eternal  curve 
Twizt  Theodore  and  Mark,  if  citizens 
Gathered  imjwrtunately,  fives  and  tens. 
To  point  their  children  the  Magiufico, 
Who,  with   All  but  a  monarch  once  in  finn-4and, 
his  go 

brother,       His   gait   among   them   now — *'it 
pUyed  It  took,  indeed, 

out,  YvJlj  this  Ecelin  to  supersede 

That  man,^*  remarked  the  seniors.   Singular  I 
Sordello's  inability  to  bar 
Rivals  the  stage,  that  evemng,  mainly  brougfit 
About  by  his  strange  disbelief  that  aught 
Was  ever  to  be  done,  —  this  thrust  the  Twain 
Under  Taurello's  tutelage,  —  whom,  brain 
And  heart  and  hand,  he  forthwith  in  one  rod 
Indissolubly  bound  to  baffle  God 
Who  loves  the  world — and  thus  allowed  the 

thin 
Gray  wizened  dwarfish  devil  Ecelin,  ^ 
Ana  ma&sy-muscled  big-boned  Alberic 
(Mere  man,  alas !)  to  put  his  probltm  quick 
To  demonstration  —  prove  wnerever  's  will 
To  do,  there 's  plenty  to  be  done,  or  ill 
Or  good.    Anomted,  then,  to  rend  and  rip  — 
Kings  of  the  gag  and  flesh>hook,  screw  and 

whip. 
They  plagued  the  world :    a  touch  of  Ililde- 

brand 
(So  far  from  obsolete  !)  made  Lombards  band 
Toother,  cross  their  coats  as  for  Christ *8  cause. 
And  saving  Milan  win  the  world's  applause. 
Ecelin  perished :  and  I  think  grass  grew 
Never  so  pleasant  as  iu  Valley  Hh 
And  went     By  San  Zenon  where  Alberic  in  turn 
home  duly    Saw  his  ex^wperated  captors  bum 
to  their        Seven  children  and  their  mother; 
reward.  then,  regaled 

So  far.  tied  on  to  a  wild  horse,  was  trailed 
To  deatf)  through  raunce  and  bramble-bush.    1 

take 
God's  i>art  and  testify  tlmt  'mid  the  brake 
Wild  o^er  his  castle  on  the  pleasant  knoll, 
You  hear  its  one  tower  left,  a  belfry,  toll — 
Tlie  earthquake  spared  it  last  year,  lajring  flat 
The  modem   church   beneath,  —  no  harm  in 

thati 
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ChirrapB  the  contmnaoious  graasboppwr, 
Rustles  the  lizard  and  the  cushats  chirre 
Above  the  ravage  :  there,  at  deep  of  day 
A  week  sinoe.  heard  I  the  old  Canon  say 
He  saw  with  nis  own  eyes  a  barrow  burst 
And  Alberic's  huge  skeleton  unhearsed 
Only  five  Tears  ago.    He  added,  *'  June 's 
The  naontn  for  c^nling  off  our  first  cocoons 
The  silkworms  fabricate  "  —  a  double  news, 
Nor  he  nor  I  could  tell  the  worthier.     Choose ! 
And  Naddo  gone,  all 's  gone ;  not  Eglamor ! 
Believe,  I  knew  the  face  I  waited  for, 
A  guest  my  spirit  of  the  golden  courts  ! 
Oh  strange  to  see  how,  despite  ill-reports, 
l>L»use,  some  wear  of  years,  that  face  retained 
Its  joyous   look  of   love !     Suns  waxed  and 

waned. 
And  stiU  ray  snirit  held  an  upward  flight, 
Spiral  on  spiral,  gyres  of  life  and  light 
More  and  more  gorgeous  —  ever  that  face  there 
The  last  admitted  I  crossed,  too,  with  some  care 
As  perfect  triumph  were  not  sure  for  all, 
Good  win     But,  on  a  few,  enduring  damp  must 
—  ill  loek,       fall, 

get  aeGoad    —  A  tnuisient  struggle,  haply  a  pain- 
prixe  :  f  qJ  sense 

Of  the  inferior  nature  *s  clinging  —  whence 
.Slight  starting  tears  eaailv  wiped  away. 
Fine  jealousieB  soon  stifled  in  the  play 
Of  irrepressible  admiration  —  not 
Aspiring,  all  considered,  to  their  lot 
Who  ever,  jnst  as  they  prepare  ascend 
Spiral  on  q>iral,  wish  thee  well,  impend 
lliy  frank  delight  at  their  exclusive  track. 
That  upturned  fervid  face  and  hiur  put  back ! 

Is  there  no  more  to  say  ?    He  of  the  rhymes  — 
Bfany  a  tale,  of  this  retreat  betimes. 
Was  bom :  Sordello  die  at  once  for  men  ? 
The  Chroniclers  of  Mantua  tired  their  pen 
Telling  how  Sordello  Prince  Viacotdi  saved 
Mantua,  and  elsewhere  notably  behaved  — 
Who  thus,  by  fortune  ordering  events. 
Passed  with  posterity,  to  all  intents. 
For  inflt  the  god  he  never  could  become. 
Am  Knlffht,  Bard,  Gallant,  men  were  never 

dumb 
In  praiw  of  him  :  while  what  he  should  have 

been, 
(V>uld  be,  and  was  not  —  the  one  step  too  mean 
For  him  to  take,  —  we  suffer  at  this  day 
Becaoae  of :  Ecelin  had  pushed  away 
Its  r^M^ncA  ere  Dante  eomd  arrive  and  take 
Wiuii  1«M(  That  step  Sordello  spmned,  for  the 
one  may  I         world's  sake  : 
**afd  He  did  much  —  but  Sordello's  chance 

AnrdcDo  f         ^^8  eone. 

Tbos,  had  Sordello  dared  that  step  alone, 
Apollo  had  been  oompassed  —  't  was  a  fit 


He  wished  should  go  to  him.  not  he  to  it 
—^  As  one  content  to  merely  be  supposed 
Singing  or  fighting  elsewhere,  while  he  dozed 
Really  at  home  —  one  who  was  chiefiv  glad 
To  have  achieved  the  few  real  deeds  ne  had. 
Because  that  way  assured  they  were  not  worth 
Doing,  so  spared  from  doing  them  henceforth  — 
A  tree  that  covets  fruitage  and  yet  tastes 
Never  itself,  itself.    Had  he  embraced 
Their  cause  then,  men  had  plucked  Hesperian 

fruit 
And,  praising  that,  jnst  thrown  him  in  to  boot 
All  he  was  anxious  to  appear,  but  scarce 
Solicatous  to  be.    A  sorry  farce 
Such  life  is,  after  all !    Caimot  I  say 
This— that  He  lived  for  some  one  better  thing  ? 
miut  per-         this  way.  — 

foroe  oon-     Lo,  on  a  neathy  brown  and  nameless 
tent  hiiu,  \^\j^ 

By  sjMurkling  Asolo,  in  mist  and  chili, 

Morning  just  up,  lusher  and  higher  runs 

A  child  barefoot  ana  rosy.    See  I  the  sun  ^s 

On  the  square  castle's  inner-court's  low  wall 

Like  the  chine  of  some  extinct  animal 

Half  turned  to  earth  and  flowers ;  and  through 

the  haae 
(Save  where  some   slender   patches   of    gray 

maize 
Are  to  be  overleaped)  that  boy  has  crossed 
The  whole  hill-siae  of  dew  and  powder-frost 
Matting  the  balm  and  mountain  camomile. 
Up  and  up  goes  he,  singing  all  the  while 
Some  unintelligible  words  to^  beat 
Tlie  lark,  God  s  poet,  swooning  at  his  feet, 
So  worsted  is  he  at  **  the  few  fine  locks 
Stained  like  pale  honey  oozed   from  topmost 

rocks 
Son-blanched  the  livelong  summer,  '*  —  all  that 's 

left 
Of  the  Groito  lay !    And  thus  bereft. 
Sleep  and  forget,  Sordello  I    In  effect 
He  sleeps,  the  feverish  poet  —  I  suspect 
As  no  prise  Not^    utterly    companionless  ;   but, 
at  all,  has         friends, 

contented     Wake  up  I    The  ghost  *8  gone,  and 
"»••  the  stonr  ends^ 

I  'd  fain  hope,  sweetly;  seeing,^  peri  or  ghoul, 
That  spirits  are  <M>njectured  fair  or  foul. 
Evil  or  good,  judicious  authors  think, 
According  as  they  vanish  in  a  stink 
Or  in  a  perfume.    Friends,  be  frank !  ye  snuff 
Civet,  1  warrant.    Really?    Like  enough  1 
Merely  the  savor's  rareness  ;  any  nose 
Mav  ravage  with  impunitjr  a  rose :  ^ 
Rifle  a  musk-pod  and  't  will  ache  like  yours  I 
I  'd  ti^ll  you  that  same  pungency  ensures 
An  after«ust,  but  that  were  overbold. 
Who  woiud  has  heard  Sordello's  story  told. 
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A  DRAMA 


Bordello  did  not  prore  oommercially  buo- 
oeflfifiil,  aod  Browning  was  reluctant  to  go  on 
publiiihing  his  poetry  at  his  father ^s  expense. 
""  One  day,"  Mr.  Goase  says,  ^'as  the  poet  was 
discussing  the  matter  with  Mr.  Edward  Moxon, 
the  publisher,  the  latter  remarked  that  at  that 
time  he  was  bringing  oni  some  editions  of  the 
old  Elizabethan  dramatists  in  a  comparatively 
cheap  form,  and  that  if  Mr.  Browning  would 
consent  to  print  his  poems  as  pamphlets,  using 
this  cheap  tjrpe,  the  expense  would  be  rery  in- 
considerable.'* Browning  accepted  the  sugges- 
tion at  once  and  began  the  issue  of  a  cheap  se- 
ries of  pamphlets,  each  sixteen  octavo  pages  in 
double  otilunin,  printed  on  poor  paper  and  sold 
first  for  a  sixpence  each,  the  price  afterward  be- 
ing raised  to  a  shillii^  and  then  to  half  a  crown. 
The  series  consisted  of  eight  numbers  under  the 
general  fanciful  title  BetU  and  PomegrancUea, 
Apparently  the  passage  in  Exodus  xxviii.  33, 
**  And  beneath  upon  the  hem  of  it  [the  priest^s 
robu]  thou  shalt  make  pomegranates  of  blue, 
and  of  purple,  and  of  scarlet,  round  about  the 
hem  thereof ;  and  bells  of  gold  between  them 
roimd  about,**  suggested  the  title,  but  as  all 
torts  of  speculations  sprang  up  about  its  sig- 
nificance. Browning  appended  the  following 
note  to  the  eighth  and  final  number  of  the 
series:  — 

^^  Here  ends  my  first  series  of  Bells  and  Pome- 
granates,  and  I  take  the  opportunity  of  explain- 
ing, in  reply  to  inquiries,  that  I  only  m<^nt  by 
that  title  to  indicate  an  endeavor  towards  some- 
thing like  an  alteration,  or  mixture,  of  music 
with  diHConrsing.  nound  with  sense,  poetry  with 
thought ;  which  looks  too  ambitious,  thus  ex- 
presned,  so  the  symbol  was  preferred.  It  b 
little  to  the  purpose,  that  such  is  actually  one  of 
the  ni<iHt  familiar  of  the  many  Rabbinical  (and 
Patristic)  acc<»ptation8  of  the  phrase  ;  because  I 
confeas  that,  letting  authority  alone,  I  suppose 
the  bare  words,  in  such  juxtapomtion,  would 
snflieiently  convey  the  desired  meaning.    *  Faith 


and  good  works  *  is  another  fancy,  for  instance, 
and  perhaps  no  easier  to  arrive  at ;  yet  Giotto 
placed  a  pomegranate  fruit  in  the  hand  of  Dante, 
and  Raffaello  crowned  his  Theology  (in  the 
Camera  della  Segnatwra)  with  bloMoms  of  the 
same  ;  as  if  the  Bellari  and  Vasari  would  be 
sure  to  come  after,  and  explain  that  it  was 
merely  *  simbolo  delle  buone  opere  — 17  qua!  Porno- 
ffranatofu  perb  usato  nelle  veste  del  PonUi/iee 
appresso  gli  EbreU 

"  R.  B." 

The  first  number  of  BelU  and  Pomegranates 
contained  Pippa  Passes.  It  was  publialied  in 
1841  and  was  introduced  by  the  following  dedi- 
catory preface  :  — 

ADVERTISEMENT 

Two  or  three  yean  ago  I  wrote  a  Play,  about 
which  the  chief  matter  I  much  care  to  recollect 
at  present  is,  that  a  PitfuU  of  good-natured 
people  applauded  it :  ever  since,  I  have  b«*en 
desirous  of  doing  something  in  the  same  way 
that  should  better  reward  their  attention. 
What  follows,  I  mean  for  the  firat  of  a  aeries  of 
Dramatical  Pieces,  to  come  oat  at  intt'rvals; 
and  I  amuse  myself  by  fancying  that  the  cheap 
mode  in  which  they  appear,  will  for  once  hAp 
me  to  a  sort  of  Pit-audience  again.  Of  counM> 
such  a  work  must  go  on  no  lunger  than  it  in 
liked  ;  and  to  provide  against  a  too  certain  and 
but  too  possible  contingency,  let  me  hasten  to  sav 
now  —  what,  if  I  were  sure  of  sneceas.  I  woold 
try  to  Bay  circumstantially  enough  at  the  cIimc 
—  that  I  dedicate  my  best  int«ntions  moat  ad* 
miringly  to  the  Author  of  Jon  —  most  affe<.*tion- 
ately  to  idergeant  Talfourd. 

Robert  BitowMKn. 

The  phrases  in  the  closing  sentence  were  af  • 
terward  used  by  Browning  as  a  dedication  whra 
he  discarded  the  advertisement  in  the  ooUectiTe 
editions  of  his  poems. 


Ottima. 

KsBALb. 

Foiwif^  Btudouta. 

OOTTUSS. 

fV-H«4MM. 


PERSONS 


JvLm. 


AustriMi  Polloe. 

HhvmocKA, 

LuToi  uid  bis  mother. 

Poor  OirU. 

MomuoHoa  sod  his  sttendsnta. 
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INTRODUCTION 

New  Ysas's  Day  at  Asolo  in  the  Tkbvisan 

A  Urge  meau  airy  chamber.     A  girl,  Vmji^  from  the 
tUk-miiUi  spritiffing  out  0/  bed. 

Day! 

Faster  and  more  fast. 
O'er  ni^t's  brim,  day  boils  at  last : 
Boils,  pure  gold,  o'er  the  doad-^an^s  brim 
Where  q»artiiig  and  suppressed  it  lay. 
For  not  a  froth-flake  touched  the  rim 
^>f  yonder  gap  in  the  solid  gray 
Of  the  eastern  cloud,  an  hour  away  ; 
But  forth  one  wavelet,  then  another,  curled, 
Till  the  whole  sunrise,  not  to  be  suppressed, 
Rose,  reddened,  and  its  seething  breast 
Flickered  in  bounds,  grew  gold,  then  overflowed 
the  world. 

Oh  Day,  if  I  squander  a  wavelet  of  thee, 

A  mite  of  my  twelve-hours*  treasure, 

The  least  of  thy  gazm  or  glances, 

i  Be  they  grants  thou  art  bound  to  or  gifts  above 

nieasnre) 
On?  of  thy  choices  or  one  of  thy  chances, 
<Be  they  tasks  God  imposed  thee  or  fraaks^at 

thy  pleasure) 
—  My  Day,  if  I  squander  such  labor  or  leisure. 
Then  shame  fall  on  Asolo,  mischief  on  me  I 

Thy  loi^  bine  solemn  hours  serenelv  flowing:. 
Whence  earth,  we  feel,  gets  steady  help  and 

good  — 
Thy  fitful  sunshine-minutes,  cominsr,  going. 
As  if  eartii  turned  from   work  in  gamesome 

mood  — 
All  shall  be  mine  !    But  thou  must  treat  nie  not 
As  prosperous  ones  are  treated,  those  who  live 
At  nana  heie,  and  enjoj'  the  higher  lot. 
In  readiness  to  take  what  thou  wilt  give, 
And  free  to  let  alone  what  thou  refusest ; 
For,  Day,  my  holiday,  if  thou  ill-usest 
Me,  who  am  onlv  Pippa,  —  old-year's  sorrow, 
(*:vit  off  last  night,  will  come  again  to-morrow : 
Whereas,  if  thou  prove  gentle,  1  shall  borrow 
Sufficient  strengtli  of  thee  for  new-year's  sonow. 
.\11  other  men  and  women  that  this  earth 
Belongs  to,  who  all  dajrs  alike^  possess, 
Make  general  plenty  cure  particular  dearth, 
(hst  more  joy  one  way,  if  another,  less  : 
Thoa  art  my  single  day,  God  lends  to  leaven 
What  were  all    earth    else,    with    a    feel    of 

heaven,  — 
Sole  lig'ht  that  helps  me  through  the  year,  thy 

sun's ! 
Try  now !    Take  Asolo's  Four  Happiest  Ones  — 
And  let  thy  morning  rain  on  that  superb 
(ireat  hau^ty  Ottima ;  can  rain  disturb 
Her  Sebald's  homage  ?    All  the  while  thy  rain 
lieats  fiercest  on  her  shrub-house  window-pane 
He  will  but  press  the  closer,  breathe  more  warm 
.Vgaaast  her  cheek  ;  how  should  she  mind  the 

storm? 
And,  mcmiing  past,  if  mid-day  shed  a  gloom 
O'er  Jules  and  Phene,  -^  what  care  bride  and 


Save  for  their  dear  selves?     'Tis  their  mar- 
riage-day : 
And  while  they  leave  church  and  go  home  their 

way. 
Hand  clasping  hand^within  each  breast  would  be 
Simbeams  and  pleasant  weather  spite  of  thee. 
Then,  for  another  trial,  obscure  thy  eve 
With  mist,  —  will  Luigi  and  his  mother  grieve  — 
The  lady  and  her  childj  unmatched,  forsooth. 
She  in  her  age,  as  Luigi  in  hb  youth. 
For  true  content  ?    The  cheerful  town,  warm, 

close 
And  safe,  the  sooner  that  thou  art  morose, 
Receives  them.    And  vet  once  again,  outbreak 
In  storm  at  night  on  Monsignor,  they  make 
Such  stir   about,  —  whom  they  expect   from 

Rome 
To  visit  Asolo,  his  brothers'  home. 
And  say  here  masses  proper  to  release 
A  soul  from  nain,  —  what  storm  dares  hurt  his 

peace  r 
Calm  would  he  pray,  with  his  own  thoughts  to 

ward 
Thy  thunder  off,  nor  want  the  angels'  guard. 
But  PipiM  —  just  one  such  misclianoe  would 

spoil 
Her  day  that  lightens  the  next  twelvemonth's 

toil 
At  wearisome  silk-winding,  coil  on  coil  I 

And  here  I  let  time  slip  for  naught ! 
Aha,  you  foolhardy  sunbeam,  caught 
With  a  single  suhuui  from  my  ewer  I 
You  that  would  mock  the  bnst  pursuer, 
Was  my  basin  oversleep  ? 
One  splash  of  water  ruins  vou  asleep. 
And  up,  up,  fleet  your  brilliant  bits 
Wheehng  and  oounterwheeling, 
Reeling,  broken  bey<md  healing : 
Now  grow  toeether  on  the  ceiling ! 
That  will  task  your  wits. 
W^hoeverit  was  quenched  fire  first,  hoped  to  sea 
Morsel  after  morsel  flee 
As  merrily,  as  giddily  .  .  . 
Meantime,  what  lu^hts  my  sunbeam  on, 
Wliere  settles  bv  degrees  the  radiant  eripple  ? 
Oh,  is  it  surely  blown,  my  martagon  ? 
New-blown  and  ruddy  as  St.  Agnes'  nipple, 
Plump  as  the  flesh-bunch  on  some  Turk  bird's 

poll  I 
Be  sure  if  corals,  branching  'neath  the  ripple 
Of  ocean,  bud  there,  —  fairies  watoh  unroll 
Such  turoan-flowers ;  I  say,  such  lamps  disperse 
Thick  red  flame  through  that  dusk  green  nni- 

verse  I 
I  am  queen  of  thee,  floweret  I 
And  each  fleshy  bluasom 
Preserve  I  not  —  (safer 
Thau  leaves  that  embower  it. 
Or  shells  that  embosom) 

—  From  weevil  and  chafer  ? 

Laugh  through  my  pane  then ;  solicit  the  bee  1 
Gibe  him,  be  sure ;  and,  in  midst  of  thy  fi^ee. 
Love  thy  queen,  worship  me ! 

—  Worship  whom  else  ?  For  am  I  not,  this  day, 
Whate'er  I  please  ?  Wliat  shall  I  please  to-day  ? 
My  mom,  noon,  eve  and  night  —  now  spend  my 

day? 
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ToHuorrow  I  must  be  Pippa  vho  winds  silk, 
The  whole  year  round,  to  earn  jnat  bread  and 

milk: 
But,  this  one  day,  I  have  leave  to  {^o, 
And  play  out  my  fancy*B  fullest  nunes ; 
I  may  fancy  all  day  —  and  it  shall  be  so  — 
That  I  taste  of  the  pleasoreSf  am  called  by  the 

names 
Of  the  Happiest  Four  in  onr  Asolo ! 

See  I  Up  the  hillside  yonder,  through  the  mom- 

Some  one  shall  love  me,  as  the  world  calls  love  : 
I  am  no  leas  than  Ottiroa,  take  warning  I 
The  gardens,  and  the  great  stone  house  above, 
And  other  house  for  shrubs,  all  glass  in  front. 
Are  mine  ;  where  ^>ebald  steals,  as  he  is  wont, 
To  court  me,  while  old  Luoa  jret  reposes : 
And  therefore,  till  the  shrub-house  door  im- 

eloses, 
I  .  .  .  what  now? — give  abundant  oanse  for 

prate 
About  me  —  Ottima,  I  mean  —  of  late. 
Too  bold,  too  confident  she  *11  sdll  face  domi 
The  spitefnllest  of  talkers  in  our  town. 
How  we  talk  in  the  little  town  below  ! 
fint  love,  love,  love — there's  better  love,  I 

know  I 
This  foolish  love  was  only  day^s  first  oflPer ; 
I  chooee  my  next  love  to  defy  the  scoffer : 
Fur  do  nut  onr  Bride  and  Bridegroom  sally 
Out  of  Puesagno  church  at  noon  ? 
Their  house  looks  over  Oroana  valley  : 
AVhy  should  not  I  be  the  bride  as  soon 
As  Ottima  ?  For  I  saw,  beside. 
Arrive  last  night  that  little  bride  — 
Saw,  if  you  ciul  it  seeing  her,  one  flash 
Of  the  pale  snow-pure  cheek  and  black  bright 

tresses. 
Blacker  than  all  except  the  black  eyelash  ; 
I  wonder  she  contrives  those  lids  no  dresses ! 
— So  strict  was  she.  the  veil 
Should  cover  close  ner  pale 
Pure  cheeks  —  a  bride  to  look  at  and  scaroe 

touch, 
Scarce  touch,  remember.  Jules !  For  are  not  such 
I'sed  to  be  tended,  flower-Uke,  every  feature. 
As  if  one's  breath  would    fray  the  lily  of  a 

creature? 
A  soft  and  easy  life  these  ladies  lead : 
Whiteness  in  us  were  wonderful  indeed. 
Oh,  save  that  brow  its  virf^n  dimness. 
Keep  that  foot  its  lady  primness, 
Ijet  those  ankles  never  swerve 
From  their  exquisite  reserve. 
Yet  have  to  tnp  along  the  streets  like  me, 
All  but  naked  to  the  knee ! 
How  yifiW  she  ever  grant  her  Jules  a  bliss 
So  startling  as  her  real  first  infant  kiss  ? 
( >h,  no  —  not  envy,  this ! 

—  Not  envy,  sure  I  —  for  if  you  gave  me 

Leave  to  take  or  to  refuse. 

In  earnest,  do  you  think  I  'd  chooee 

That  sort  of  new  love  to  enslave  me  ? 

Mine  shonid  have  lapped  me  round  from  the 

beginning; 
As  little  fear  of  losing  it  as  winning : 


Lovers  grow  cold,  men  learn  to  hate  their  wives. 
And  uulv  iiarents'  love  can  last  our  lives. 
At  eve  the  Son  and  Mother,  gentle  pair. 
Commune  inside  onr  turret :  what  prevents 
Mv  being  Luigi  ?  While  that  mossy  lair 
Of  lizardiB  through  the  wiutei^time  is  stirred 
With  each  to  each  imparting  sweet  intents 
For  this  new-year,  as  orooding  bird  to  Inrd  — 
(For  I  observe  of  late,  the  evening  walk 
(H  Luigi  and  his  mother,  always  ends 
Inside  onr  ruined  turret,  where  they  talk. 
Calmer  than  lovers,  yet  more  kind  man  friends) 

—  Let  me  be  cared  about,  kept  out  of  harm. 
And  schemed  fur,  safe  in  love  as  with  a  charm; 
Let  me  be  Luigi  I    If  I  only  knew 

What  was  my  mother's  face  —  my  father,  too ! 

Nay,  if  you  come  to  tliat,  best  love  of  all 
Is  God*8;  then  why  not  have  God's  love  be- 

farf 
Myself  as,  in  the  palace  by  the  Dome, 
Monsignor  ?  —  who  to-night  will  bless  the  home 
Of  his  dead  brother ;  and  God  bless  in  tnni 
That    heart    which    beats,  those  eyes  which 

mildly  bnm 
With  love  for  all  men !  I,  to-night  at  least. 
Would  be  tliat  holy  and  belovra  priest. 

Now  wut  1  — even  I  already  seem  to  share 

In  God^s  love :    what  does  New-year's  hymn 

declare? 
^Vhat  other  meaning  do  these  verses  bear? 

All  service  ranks  the  same  with  God : 

LT  now^  as  formerly  he  trod 

Paradise,  his  presence, fills 

Our  earth.,  each  only  as  God  wills 

Can  work  —  God^s  puppets,  heai  and  wortl^ 

Art  we  ;  there  is  no  last  war  first. 

Say  not ''a  small  event !  "     Why  ''small »'  f 
Costs  it  more  pain  that  this,  ye  call 
A  ''  great  event,**  shoudd  com/e  to  pass. 
Than  that  t     l-  ntwine  me  from  the  man 
Of  deeds  which  make  up  l\fe,  one  deed 
Power  shall  fall  short  in  or  exceed  ! 

And  more  of  it,  and  more  of  it !  —  oh  yes  — 

I  will  pass  each,  and  see  their  happiness. 

And  envy  none  —  being  just  as  grmt,  no  doiabt, 

Useful  to  men,  and  dear  to  God,  as  they  ! 

A  pretty  thiiiff  to  care  about 

So  mightily,  this  single  holiday  ! 

But  let  the  sun  shine  !  Wherefore  repine  ? 

—  With  thee  to  lead  me,  O  Day  of  mine, 
Down  the  grass  path  gray  with  dew. 
Under  the  pine-wood,  blind  with  boogha. 
Where  the  swallow  never  fiew 

Nor  yet  cicala  dared  carouse  — 

No,  oared  caronse !  C^A«  enters  the 


I.  HORNING 

Cp  the  HWside,  insiHe  the  Shrvb-komse,    LorA*t  Wife, 
Ottdia,  and  her  Paramemr,  the  Oerw^am 


Sehald,  [sings.]    Let  the  watching  lids  wink  f 

Dtiy's  ablaze  wtth  eye»^  think  ? 
Deep  into  the  night,  drink  .' 
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OtttM4i.    Niglit  ?    Soeh  may  be  your  Rhia*- 

land  nii^hts,  perhaps ; 
But  thk  blood-red  beam  throng  the  shatter's 

ehink 
—  We  call  such  light,  the  mominff :  let  ns  see  I 
31ind  how  you  grope  your  way,  tnough  1    Uow 

these  tall 
Naked  geramvms  stmgijle  I  Push  the  lattice 
Behind  that  frame  I  — ^f ay,  do  I  bid  you  ?  — 

8ebald, 
It  shakes  the  dost  down  on  me!    Why,  of 

oonrse 
The  slide-bolt  oatohes.    Well,  are  yon  content, 
Or  most  I  find  you  something  else  to  moil  ? 
Kiss  and  be  friends,  my  Sebald  I     is 't  full 


Oh,  don't  speak  then  ! 

iieb.  Ay,  thns  it  used  to  be  ! 

Ever  your  house  was,  I  remember,  shat 
nil  mid-day ;  I  observed  that,  as  I  strolled 
On  moraings  through  the  vale  here;   country 

girls 
Were  noisy,  washing  garments  in  the  brook, 
Hinds  drove  the  slow  white  oxen  up  the  hilfa: 
But  noj  yonr  house  was  mute,  would  ofie  no  eye ! 
And  wisely :  yon  were  plotting  one  thing  there, 
Nature,  another  outside.    I  looked  up  — 
Koagh  white  wood  shutters,  rusty  iron  bars, 
Sleat  as  dwith,  bHnd  in  a  flood  of  light. 
Oh,  I  remember  I  —  and  the  peasants  laughed 
And  said,  "'  The  old  man  sleeps  with  the  young 

Srife." 
This  house  was  his,  this  chair,  this  window  — 
his. 

Otti.    Ah,  the  dear  morning  I   I  can  see  Saint 


s: 


That  black  streak  is  the  belfry.  Stop :  Vioensa 
Shonkl  lie  .  .  .  there's  Padua,  plain  enough, 

that  bine ! 
Look  o'er  my  shoulder,  follow  my  finser  I 

Sfb,  Muming? 

It  scnms  to  me  a  night  with  a  sun  added. 
Where  *s  dew,  where 's  freshness  ?  That  bruised 

plant.  I  bruised 
In  getting  through  the  lattice  jrestereve. 
Droops  as  it  did.    See,  here  *b  my  elbow's  mark 
r  the  dnst  o'  the  sill. 
(Jtti.  Oh,  shut  the  lattice,  pray ! 

Seb.    Let  me  lean  out.    I  cannot  scent  olood 
here. 
Fool  as  the  mom  may  be. 

There,  shut  the  world  out ! 
How  do  vou  feel  now,  Ottima  ?    There,  cutue 
The  world  and  all  outride  I    Let  us  throw  off 
This  mask :  how  do  you  bear  yourself  ?    Let 's 

out 
With  all  of  iti 
OttL  Best  never  speak  of  it. 

Seb.    Bast  speak  again  ana  yet  again  of  iL 
Till  words  et^ase  to  be  more  than  words.    **  His 

Mood," 
For  instance  —  let  those  two  words  mean,  **  His 

blood" 
And  nothing  more.    Notice,  I  '11  say  them  now, 
-  Hk  Mood.*' 

Otti,  Assuredly  if  I  repented 

The  deed  — 

Seb,    Repent  ?    Who  should  repent,  or  why  ? 


What  puts  that  in  your  head  ?    Did  I  once  say 
That  I  repented? 
OMi.  No;  I  said  the  deed  ..  . 

Stb.    *'The  deed"  and*' the  eTent''— just 

now  it  was 
''Our  passion's  fruit" — the  devil  take  sueh 

canti 
Say,  once  and  always,  Lnea  was  a  wittol, 
I  am  his  cutHthioat,  you  are  .  .  . 

Otti.  Here 's  the  wine ; 

I  brought  it  when  we  left  the  house  above. 
And  gLisses  too  —  wine  of  both  sorts.    Blade  ? 

White  then  ? 
Seb,    But  am  not  I  his  out-throat?    What 

areyou? 
Otti.    Tnere  tmdgas  on  his  business  from  the 

Duomo 
Benet  the  Capuchin,  with  his  brown  hood 
And  bare  feet ;  always  in  one  plaoe  at  eharoh, 
Close  under  the  stone  wall  by  the  soutli  entry. 
I  used  to  take  him  for  a  brown  cold  piece 
Of  the  wall's  self,  as  out  of  it  he  rose 
To  let  me  pass —  at  first^  I  say.  I  used : 
Now.  so  has  that  dumb  fagure  lastened  on  me, 
I  rather  should  aeoount  the  plastered  wall 
A  piece  of  him,  so  chilly  does  it  strike. 
This.  Sebald? 

•S€6.    No,  the  white  wine  — the  white  wine ! 
WeU.  Ottima,  I  promised  no  new  year 
Should  rise  on  us  the  ancient  shaauciul  wav ; 
Nor  does  it  rise.     Pour  on  I     To  your  black 

eyes! 
Doyou  remember  last  damned  New  Year's  dav  ? 
Utti.    You  brought  those  foreign  prints.    We 

looked  at  them 
Over  the  wine  and  fruit.    I  had  to  scheme 
To  get  him  from  the  fire.    Nothing  but  saying 
His  own  set  wants  the  proof*mark,  roused  him 

up 
To  hmt  them  out. 

Sfb.  'Faith,  he  is  not  alivn 

To  fondle  yon  before  my  face. 

Otti,  Do  you 

Fondle  me  then  I    Who  means  to  take  your  life 
For  that,  my  Sebald  ? 

Seb,  Hark  you,  Ottima  1 

One  thing  to  guard  against.    We  '11  not  make 

much 
One  of  the  other  —  that  is,  not  make  more 
Parade  of  warmth,  childidi  officious  coil. 
Than  yesterday :  as  if,  sweet.  I  supposed 
Proof  npon  proof  were  needed  now,  now  first, 
To  show  I  love  you  —  yes,  still  love  you  —  love 

you 
In  spite  of  Lnea  and  what 's  come  to  him 
—  Sure  sign  we  had  him  ever  in  our  thoughts. 
White  sneering  old  reproachful  face  and  all ! 
We  '11  even  quarrd,  love,  at  tames,  aa  if 
We  fltiU  coidd  lose  each  other,  were  not  tied 
By  this :  conosive  you  ? 
Otti,  Love  I 

Seb,  Not  tied  so  sure  I 

Because  tJiougk   I  was  wrought  upon,  have 

struck 
His  insolence  back  faito  him  —  am  I 
So  <«nrely  yours  ?  — therefore  forever  yonre? 
Otti,    Lore,  to  be  wise,  (one  eonasel  pays 

another,) 
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Should  we  have  —  months  ago,  when  fint  we 

loved, 
For  uistanoe  that  BCay  morning  we  two  stole 
Under  tlie  green  ascent  of  sycamores  — 
If  we  had  come  upon  a  thing  like  that 
Suddenly  .  .  . 

Seb,  *^A  thing"— there  again— **athing I" 

Otti.    Then,  Venus^  body,  nadwe  come  upon 
My  husband  Luca  Gaddi's  murdered  corpse 
Within  there,  at  his  couch-foot,  covered  close  — 
Would  you  have  pored  upon  it  ?    Why  persist 
In  poring  now  upon  it  ?    For  ^t  Lb  here 
As  much  as  there  in  the  deserted  house : 
You  cannot  rid  your  eyes  of  it.    For  me. 
Now  he  is  dead  I  hate  him  worse :  I  hate  .  .  . 
Dare  yon  stay  here  ?    I  would  go  back  and  hold 
His  two  dead  hands,  and  say,  *' I  hate  you  worse, 
Luca,  than  "... 

Seb,    Off,  off — take  your  hands  off  mine, 
*T  is  the  hot  evening  —  off  I  oh,  morning  is  it  ? 

Otti.    Them  ^s  one  tiling  must  be  done  ;  you 
know  what  thing. 
Come  in  and  help  to  carry.    We  may  sleep 
Anvwhere  in  the  whole  wide  house  to-nurht. 

JSeb,    What  would  come,  think  yon,  it  we  let 
him  lie 
Just  as  he  is  ?    Let  him  lie  Uiere  until 
The  angels  take  him  I    He  is  turned  by  this 
Off  from  his  face  beside,  as  ^ou  wUl  see. 

Otti,    This  dusty  pane  might  serve  for  look- 
ingichkae. 
Three,  four— four  gray  hairs  I    Is  it  so  you  said 
A  plait  of  hair  shomd  wave  acrosB  my  neck  ? 
No  —  this  way. 

^6.  Ottima,  I  would  give  your  neck. 

Each  splendid  shoulder,  both  those  breasts  of 

yours. 
That  this  were  undone!     Killing!    Kill  the 

world. 
So  Luca  lives  agmn  I  —  ay,  lives  to  sputter 
His  fulsome  dotage  on  you  —  yes,  and  feign 
Surprise  that  I  return  at  eve  to  sup, 
When  all  the  morning  I  wss  loitering  here  — 
Bid  me  dispateh  my  business  and  b^ione. 
I  wonld  .  .  . 

Otti,  See  I 

Seb.  No,  rU  finish.    Do  you  think 

I  fear  to  speak  the  bare  truth  once  for  all  ? 
All  we  have  talked  of,  is,  at  bottom,  fine 
To  softer ;  there  *s  a  recompense  in  guilt ; 
One  must  be  venturous  and  fortunate : 
What  is  one  young  for,  else  ?    In  a;;e  we  *11  sigh 
O  er  the  wild  reckless  wicked  days  flown  over ; 
Still,  we  have  lived  :  the  vice  wan  in  its  place. 
But  to  have  eaten  Lnca*s  bread,  have  worn 
His  clothes,  have  felt  his   money  swell   my 

purse  — 
Do  lovem  in  romances  sin  that  way  ? 
Whv,  I  was  starving  when  I  used  to  call 
And   teach   von    music,    starving   while   you 

plnckea  me 
These  flowers  to  smell ! 

Otti.  My  poor  lost  friend  I 

Seb,  He  gave  me 

Life,  nothing  leas :  what  if  he  did  reproach 
My  perfidy,  and  threaten,  and  do  more  — 
Had  he  no  right  ?    \Vhat  was  to  wonder  at  ? 
He  sat  by  us  at  table  quietly : 


Why  must  you   lean   across   till  our  eheekx 

touched  ? 
Could  he  do  less  than  make  pretence  to  strike  ? 
*Tis  not  the  crime^s  sake  —  I'd  commit  ten 

crimes 
Greater,  to  have  this  crime  wiped  out,  undone  I 
And  you  —  O  how  feel  you  ?    Feel  you  for  nii-  ? 

Otti.    Well  then,  I  love  you  better  now  than 
ever. 
And  best  (look  at  me  while  I  speak  to  yon )  — 
Best  for  the  crime ;  nor  do  I  grieve,  in  tmtli. 
This  mask,  this  simulated  ignorance. 
This  affectation  of  simplicitv. 
Falls  off  our  crime  ;  this  naiced  crime  of  onra 
May  not  now  be  looked  over :  look  it  down  ! 
Great  ?  let  it  be  great ;  but  the  joys  it  brought. 
Pay  they  or  no  its  price  ?    Come :  they  or  it  I 
Speak  not  I    The  past,  would  you  give  up  the 

past 
Such  as  it  is,  pleasure  and  crime  together? 
GKve  up  that  noon  I  owned  my  love  for  yon  ? 
The  garden^s  silence  :  even  the  single  bee 
Persisting  in  his  toil,  suddenly  stopped^ 
And  where  he  hid  you  only  could  surmsw 
By  some  campanula  chalice  set  a-swing. 
Who  stammered  —  "  Yes,  I  love  you  ?^' 

Seb.  And  I  drew 

Back ;  put  far  back  your  ftuoe  with  both  my  bands 
Lest  you  should  grow  too  full  of  me — your  face 
So  seemed  athirst  for  my  whole  soul  and  body  I 

Otti.    And  when  I  ventured  to  receive  yon 
here, 
Made  yon  steal  hither  in  the  mominga  — 

Stb.  When 

I  used  to  look  up  *neath  the  shmb-honse  here. 
Till  the  red  fire  on  its  glazed  windows  spread 
To  a  yellow  haze  ? 

Out.  Ah  —  my  sign  waa,  the  son 

Inflamed  the  sere  side  of  yon  chestnut-tree 
Nipped  by  the  first  frost. 

Seb.  You  would  always  laugh 

At  my  wet  boots :  I  had  to  stride  through  grass 
Over  my  ankles. 

OHi,  Then  our  crowning  night  I 

Seb.    The  July  night  ? 

Otti.  The  day  of  it  too,  Sebald  t 

When  heaven's  pillars  seemed  oVrbowed  with 

heat. 
Its  black-blue  canopy  suffered  descend 
Close  on  us  both,  to  weigh  down  each  to  each. 
And  smother  up  all  life  except  our  life. 
So  lav  we  till  the  storm  came. 

SfO.  How  it  eame ! 

Otti.    Bnried  in  woods  we  lay,  yoo  r^MoUect ; 
Swift  ran  the  SMtrching  tempest  overhead ; 
And  ever  and  anon  some  bright  white  shaft 
Burned  through  the  pine-tree  roof,  here  bnroed 

and  there. 
As  if  God's  messenger  through  the  close  wood 


screen 
Plunged  and  replnnged  his  weapon  at  a  venture. 
Feeling  for  guilty  thee  and  me :  then  iMt^w 
The  thunder  like  a  whole  sea  overhead  — 
S^b.    Y^l 

Otti.  —  Wliile  I  stretched  myself  npoa  yoa. 
hands 
To  hands,  my  mouth  to  your  hot  month,  and 
nhook 
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All  my  loekn  loofte,  and  oorered   jrou   yrith 

uiem  — 
Tom  i^ebald,  the  same  you  I 

Seb,  Siovrer,  Ottima ! 

Qtti.    And  as  we  lay  — 

Seb,  Lew  vehemently  1    Love  me  I 

Foi^Te  me  I     Take  not  wonUi  mere  words,  to 

heart! 
Your  breath  is  worse  than  wine.    Breathe  slow, 

speak  slow  1 
I>o  not  lean  on  me  I 

Otii»  Sebald,  as  we  lay. 

Rising  and  falling  onlv  with  our  pants, 
\Vlio  said,  "  Let  deatn  oome  now  1    *T  is  right 

todiel 
Right  to  be  punished  1    Naught  completes  sueh 

UisB 
But  woe  r*    Who  said  that? 

Seb.  How  did  we  ever  rise  ? 

Was 't  that  we  slept  ?    Why  did  it  end  ? 

Otti,  I  felt  you 

Taper  into  a  point  the  ruffled  ends 
Of  my  loose  locks  ^twizt  both  your  humid  lips. 
My  hair  is  fallen  now :  knot  it  again  I 

Sd>,    I  kiss  yon  now,  dear  Ottima,  now  and 
now! 
This  way'?     Will  you  forgive  me — be  once 

move 
My  great  queen  ? 

Oni,  Bind  it  thrice  about  m^  brow ; 

Crown  me  your  <)ueen,  your  spirit ^s  arbitress. 
Magnificent  in  sin.    8ay  that  I 

Seb,  I  crown  you 

My  great  white  queen,  my  spirit's  arbitress, 
Mafi^ifioent  .  .  . 

[/ViNM  without  ii  heard  the  voice  o/  Puva  singing  — 

The  pear  '<  ai  the  spring 
And  day '«  at  the  morn  ; 
Mornina  "»  at  seven  ; 
The  hillaide  's  dew-jiearUd  g 
The  lark  '«  on  the  wing  ; 
The  snail  ^son  t/ie  thorn: 
God '«  III  his  heatfen  — 
AU  ^s  right  with  the  world  ! 

[FxrPA  jMMief. 

Seb,    God 's  in  his  heaven  I     Do  you  hear 
that?    Who  spoke? 
Ton,  you  spoke  I 

(kti.  Oh  —  that  little  ragged  girl ! 

She  must  have  rested  on  the  step:    we  give 

them 
Bat  this  one  holiday  the  whole  year  round. 
I>id  yon  ever  see  our  silk-mills  —  Uieir  inside  ? 
There  are  ten  silk-mills  now  belong  to  you. 
^^he  stoops  to  pick  my  double  heartsease  .  .  . 

Sh! 
She  does  not  hear :  call  you  out  louder  I 

Stb.  Leave  me ! 

Go.  get  your  clothes  on — dress  those  shoulders ! 

Oflf .  8ebald  ? 

.S^6.    Wipe  off  that  paint  I    I  hate  you. 

Of/i.  Miserable! 

Seb,    My  Ood,  and  she  is  emptied  of  it  now  1 
(  hitrwht  now  1  —  how  miraculously  gone 
.Vll  of  the  grace  —  had  she  not  strange  grace 
ouce^ 


Why,  the  blank  cheek  hangs  listless  as  it  likeH, 
No  purpose  holds  the  features  up  together. 
Only  the  cloven  brow  and  ouckered  chin 
Stay  in  their  places :  and  the  very  hair. 
That  seemed  to  have  a  sort  of  life  in  it, 
Drops,  a  dead  web ! 

Otti,  Speak  to  me  —  not  of  me  I 

ikb.  —  That    round   great   full-orbed   face, 
where  not  an  angle 
Broke  the  delicious  indolence  —  all  broken ! 

Oui,    To  me  —  not  of  me  I    Ungrateful,  per- 
jured cheat  I 
A  coward  too :  but  ingrate  's  worse  than  all ! 
Be{jfi:ar  —  my  slave  —  a  fawning,  cringing  lie  ! 
Leave  me  I    Betray  me  I    I  can  see  your  drift  I 
A  lie  that  walks  and  eats  and  drinks  I 

6e6.  My  God  I 

Those  morbid  olive  faultless  shoulder-blades  — 
I  should  have  known  there  was  no  blood  be- 
neath I 

Oui.    You  hate  me  then?     You  hate  me 
then? 

Seb.  To  think 

She  would  succeed  in  her  absurd  attempt. 
And  fascinate  by  sinning,  show  herself 
Superior  —  guilt  from  its  excess  superior 
To  innocence  1    That  little  peasant^s  voice 
Has  righted  all  a«un.    Though  I  be  lost, 
I  know  which  is  Uie  better,  never  fear, 
Of  vice  or  virtue,  purity  or  lust. 
Nature  or  trick !    I  see  what  I  have  done, 
Entirely  now  I    Oh  I  am  proud  to  feel 
Such   torments  — let   the  world    take   credit 

thence  — 
I,  having  done  my  deed,  pay  too  its  price ! 
I  hate,  hate  —  curse  you  1    God  ^s  in  his  heaven ! 

Otti.  —  Me ! 

Me  !  no,  no,  Sebald,  not  yourself  —  kill  me  ! 
Mine  is  the  whole  crime.    Do  but  kill  me  — 

then 
Yourself  —  then  —  presently  —  first     hear     nie 

speak  I 
I  always  meant  to  kill  m3rself  —  wait,  you  ! 
Lean  on  my  breast  —  not  as  a  breast;    dou*t 

love  me 
The  more  because  you  lean  on  me,  my  own 
Heart's  Sebald  I     There,  there,  both  deaths 
presently  I        ^ 

Seb,    My    brain    is    drowned    now  —  quite 
drowned :  all  I  feel^ 
Is  ...  is,  at  swift-recurring  intervals, 
A  hurry-down  within  me,  as  of  waters 
Loosened  to  smotlier  up  some  ghastly  pit : 
Tliere  they  go  —  whirls  from  a  black  nery  sea ! 

Otti,    Not  me  —  to  him,  O  God,  be  merciful  I 

Talk  by  the  tray,  tehUe  Pippa  is  passing  from  the  hill- 
sitie  to  Orcnna.  Foreign  Students  of  painting  and 
sculptvrey/rotn  Venice,  axsembled  opposite  the  house 
o/ JuLBK,  a  young  French  statuary,  at  Passagno. 

\st  Student,  Attention !  My  own  post  is  be- 
neath this  window,  but  the  pomegranate  clump 
yonder  will  hide  three  or  tour  of  you  with  a 
little  squeezinij:,  and  Schramm  and  his  pipe 
must  lie  fiat  m  the  balcony.  Four,  five  — 
who 's  a  defaulter  ?  We  want  everybody,  for 
Jules  must  not  be  suffered  to  hurt  his  oride 
when  the  jest 's  found  out. 


134 


PIPPA   PASSES 


2d  Stud,  All  here  I  Only  oar  poet  *8  awny 
—  never  haTin^  much  meant  to  be  present, 
moonstrike  him  I  The  airs  of  that  fellow,  that 
QioYacchino  I  He  Mras  in  violent  love  with 
himself,  and  had  a  fair  prospect  of  thriving  in 
his  suit,  so  unmolested  was  it,  —  when  suddenly 
a  woman  falls  in  love  with  him,  too ;  and  out 
of  pure  jealousy  he  takes  himself  ofif  to  Trieste, 
immortal  poem  and  all :  whereto  is  this  pro- 
phetical epitaph  appended  already,  as  Blu- 
Jihocks  assures  me,  —  "''Here  a  mammoth-poem 
ie».  Fouled  to  death  by  butterflies/*  His  own 
fault,  the  simpleton  I  ^  Instead  of  cramp  coup- 
lets, each  like  a  knife  in  your  entnuls,  he 
should  write,  says  Bluphocks,  both  classically 
and  intellk^bly.  —  ^tculapius^  an  Epic,  Cat' 
alogue  qfthe  drugs :  Hebe^s  plaister  —  One  strip 
Cools  your  lip,  Phoebus^  emulsion  —  One  bottle 
CUars  your  thrcttie.  Mercury* s  bolus  —  One  box 
Otres  ,  .  . 

Sd  Stud.  Subside,  my  fine  fellow  !  If  the 
Xiiarriaee  was  over  by  ten  o^clock,  Jules  will 
certainly  be  here  in  a  minute  with  his  bride. 

2d  Stud.  Good  I  —  only,  so  should  the  poet*s 
n)use  have  been  univermlly  acceptable,  says 
Bluphocks,  ef  canibus  nostris  .  .  .  and  Delia 
not  better  known  to  our  literary  dogs  than  the 
boy  Gievacchino  ( 

\st  Stud.  To  the  point,  now.  Whereas  Gott- 
lieb, the  new-comer?  Oh,  —  listen,  Gottlieb, 
to  what  has  called  down  this  piece  of  friendly 
vengeance  on  Jules,  of  which  we  now  assemble 
to  witness  the  winding-up.  We  are  all  agreed, 
all  in  a  tale,  observe,  when  Jules  shall  burst  out 
on  us  in  a  fury  by  and  by :  I  am  spokesman  — 
the  verses  that  are  to  undeceive  Jules  bear  my 
name  of  Lutwyche  —  but  each  professes  him- 
self alike  insulted  by  thu  strutting  stone- 
aquarer,  who  came  along  from  Paris  to  Munich, 
and  thence  ^ith  a  crowd  of  us  to  Venice  and 
PoHsagno  here,  but  proceeds  in  a  day  or  two 
alone  again  —  oh,  alone  indubitably  I  —  to 
Rome  and  Florence.     He,  forsooth,  take  up  his 

itortion  with  tht^se  dissolute,  brutalized,  heart- 
ras  bunglf  re !  —  ho  he  was  heard  to  call  us  all. 
Now,  is  Schrnnim  brutalized,  I  should  like  to 
know  ?    Am  I  heartless  ? 

G<MtU.b,  Wliy,  somewhat  heartU'svi ;  for,  sup- 
prjse  Jules  a  coxcomb  as  much  as  you  choose, 
Htill,  for  this  niert*  coxcombry,  you  wUl  have 
bniBlied  off  —  what  do  folks  style  it  ?  —  the 
bl<M)m  of  his  life.  Is  it  too  late  to  alter? 
Thene  love-letters  now,  you  call  his  —  I  can't 
laiigli  at  them. 

4/A  Stud,  H4>oanse  you  never  read  the  f«ham 
lett»»r8  of  our  inditing  which  drew  forth  theiw». 

Gott.  His  discovery  of  the  truth  will  be 
frightful. 

4th  Stud,  That 's  the  joke.  But  you  should 
have  joined  us  at  the  beginning :  thi'n;  'it  no 
doubt  he  loves  the  girl  —  loves  a  model  he 
might  hire  by  the  hour ! 

Gott.  JSee  here !  **  He  has  been  accustomed," 
he  writes,  *'to  have  Canova's  women  about 
him,  in  stone,  and  the  world  s  women  beside 
him,  in  fleeh ;  these  being  as  much  below,  as 
those  above,  his  soul's  aspiration  :  but  now  he 
is  to  have   the    reality."      There   you  laugh 


again  1    I  say,  yon  wip«  off  the  rmj  dew  of  his 
youth. 

Ist  Stud,  Schramm  I  (Take  the  pipe  out  of 
his  mouthj  somebody !)  WUl  Jules  lose  the 
bloom  of  his  youth  ? 

Schramm.  Nothing  worth  keeping  is  ever 
lost  in  this  world  :  look  at  a  blossom  —  itdro^ 
presently,  having  done  its  sen'ice  and  lasted  its 
time :  but  fruits  snooead,  and  where  would  be 
the  blossom's  place  could  it  continue  ?  As  well 
afiirm  that  your  eye  is  no  longer  in  yonr  body, 
because  its  earliest  favorite,  whatever  it  may 
have  first  loved  to  look  on,  is  dead  and  done 
with  -^  as  that  any  affection  is  lost  to  the  soul 
when  its  first  object,  whatever  happened  &vt  to 
satisfy  it.  is  snpeneded  in  dne  course.  Keep 
but  ever  looking,  whether  with  the  body's  eye 
or  the  mind's,  and  yon  will  soon  find  something 
to  look  on!  Has  a  man  done  wonderinr  at 
women?  —  there  follow  men,  dead  and^ve, 
to  wonder  at.  Has  he  done  wondering  at  men  ? 
—  there 's  Qod  to  wonder  at :  and  the  f aoulty 
of  wonder  may  be,  at  the  same  time,  old  and 
tired  enough  with  respect  to  its  first  object,  and 
yet  young  and  fresh  sufficiently,  so  far  as  con- 
cerns its  novel  one.    Thus  .  .  . 

lat  Stud.^  Pot  Sehnanm*s  pipe  into  his 
mouth  again  I  There,  you  see  1  Well,  thi» 
Jules  ...  a  wretched  fribble  —  oh,  I  watched 
his  disportings  at  Possagno,  the  other  day ! 
Canova^s  gallery  —  you  know :  there  he  marchra 
first  resolvedly  past  great  works  by  the  dozen 
without  vonchsimng  an  eye :  all  at  once  he  stoiM 
full  at  the  PsicAe^anciuiUa  — cannot  pasa  that 
old  acquaintance  without  a  nod  of  enoonrage- 
ment — **In  yonr  new  place,  beautv?  Tlien 
behave  yourself  as  well  here  as  at  Munich  —  I 
see  you  I  '*  Next  he  posts  himself  deliberately 
before  the  unfinished  Pietd  for  half  an  hour 
without  moving,  till  up  he  starts  of  a  sudden, 
and  thrusts  his  Tery  nose  into  —  I  say,  into  — 
the  group ;  by  which  gesture  jrou  are  iiif  ornK^l 
that  precisely  the  sole  point  he  had  not  full> 
maKtered  in  Canova's  practice  was  a  certain 
method  of  using  the  drill  in  the  articulation  of 
the  knee-joint  —  and  that,  likewise,  has  he  mas- 
tered at  length  !  Good-by.  therefore,  to  po<»r 
Canova—  whof«e  eallery  no  longer  needs  detain 
his  successor  Jules,  the  predestinated  novel 
thinker  in  iiuirble !  ^ 

r*th  Stud.    Tell  him  about  the  women  :  go  on 
to  the  women  ! 

\st  Stud.  \Miy,  on  that  matter  he  conid  never 
be  supercilious  enough .  Hu^  should  we  be  ot  Xwr 
(he  said)  than  the  poor  devils  vou  si^^e,  with  tlue**- 
debasing  habits  we  chi  riiih  i^  He  was  not  to 
wallow  in  that  mire,  at  loa.st:  he  would  wait, 
and  love  only  at  the  proper  time,  and  mean wliiie 
put  up  with  the  Psichf-fanciulla.  Now,  I  hi\\>- 
ponea  to  hear  of  a  young  Greek  —  real  Qr*'^  k 
girl  at  Malamocoo ;  a  true  Islander,  do  v«>*i 
see,  with  Alciphron's '*hair  like  sea-moaa^^ 
Schramm  knows!  —  white  and  quiet  as  an  a|»- 
parition.  and  fourteen  years  old  at  farthest, 
a  danfirhter  of  Natalia,  so  she  swears  —  that  h:v»; 
Natalia,  who  helps  us  to  models  at  three  tir*  an 
honr.  We  selected  this  girl  for  th«  heroin**  *  •< 
our  jest,      ^^o  first,  Jules  received  a  sc«*nte<i 
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]etti*r  —  somebody  had  seen  his  Tvdeos  at  the 
Academv,  and  my  picture  was  notiuns:  to  it :  a 
prof oand  admirer  bade  him  penevere  —  would 
make  herself  known  to  him  ere  lonfp.  (Paolina, 
my  little  friend  of  the  Fenice,  transcribes  di- 
vinely.) And  in  due  time,  the  mysterious  cor- 
respondent gave  certain  hints  of  her  peculiar 
charms  —  the  pale  cheeks,  the  black  hair  — 
whateyer,  in  short,  had  struck  ns  in  our  Mala- 
moeco  model:  we  retained  her  name,  too  — 
Phene,  which  is,  by  interoretation,  sea-eagle. 
Xow,   think  of  Jules  finoing  himeelf   distin* 

r'shed  &om  the  herd  of  us  bysnoh  a  creature  1 
his  very  fint  answer  he  proposed  marrying 
his  monitreas  :  and  fancy  us  over  these  letters, 
two,  three  times  a  day,  to  receive  and  dispatch  I 
I  concocted  the  main  of  it  :  relations  were  in 
the  way —  secrecy  must  be  obserred — in  fine, 
would  ne  wed  her  on  trust,  and  only  roeak  to 
her  when  they  were  indissolubly  united  r  iSt  — 
St  —  Here  they  come  I 

6^  Stwi,  Both  of  them  I  Heaven^s  Iotc, 
speak  softly,  speak  within  younelTes  I 

SlM  Stnd,  Look  at  the  bridegroom  I  Half 
his  hair  in  storm  and  half  in  calm,  —  patted 
down  over  the  left  temple,  —  like  a  frothy  cup 
<ine  blows  on  to  cool  it :  and  the  same  old  blouse 
that  he  murders  the  marble  in. 

2d  Siud.  Not  a  rich  vest  like  yours,  Hanni- 
bal Semtefay !  —  rich,  that  your  face  may  the 
better  set  it  off. 

tiih  Stud,  And  the  bride  I  Tes,  sure  enouffh, 
oar  Phene !  bhould  you  have  known  her  in  her 
elothas  ?    How  magnitioently  pfde ! 

Gctt,  She  does  not  also  take  it  for  earnest,  I 
hope? 

1st  Stud,  Oh,  Natalia*s  concern,  that  is! 
We  settle  with  Natalia. 

ticA  Stmi.  She  does  not  sneak  —  has  evidently 
let  ont  no  word.  The  only  thing  is,  will  she 
equally  remember  the  rest  of  her  lesson,  and 
repeat  eoireotly  all  those  verses  which  are  to 
break  the  secret  to  Jules  ? 

CroCf.    How  he  gases  on  her !    Pity  —  pity ! 

Itt  Stud.  They  go  in :  now,  silence  I  You 
three,  —  not  nearer  the  window,  mind,  than  that 
namegranate :  just  where  the  little  girl,  who  a 
tew  minntes  ago  passed  us  singing,  is  seated  I 

II.  NOON 

Orifr  Orenna,  The.  htnue  of  JuLn,  who  croMeM  ita 
thrtshotd  with  Pbbtb  :  she  it  HUnt^  on  tchich  JuuH 
beffins  — 

l)o  not  die,  Phene !    I  am  yours  now,  you 
Are  mine  now  ^  let  fate  reach  me  how  she  likes, 
It  yon  *1I  not  die  :  so,  never  die  I    Sit  here  — 
Mv  work-room's  single  seat.     I  over-leaA 
This  length  of  hair  and  lustrous  front ;  they 

turn 
like  an  eotlie  flower  upward :  eyes,  lips,  last 
Your  chin  —  no,  last  your  throat  turns:  'tis 

their  aoent 
PuDa  down  ray  face  upon  you.    Nay,  look  ever 
This  one  way  till  I  change,  grow  you —  I  could 
Chaoge  into  you,  beloved  I 

You  by  me, 
And  I  by  joa ;  this  is  your  hand  in  mine. 


And  side  by  side  we  sit :  all  s  true.    Thank 

God! 
I  have  spoken :  speak  you ! 

O  my  life  to  come  ! 
My  Tydeus  must  be  carved  that 's  there  in  day  ; 
Yet  how  be  carved,  with  you  about  the  roomV 
Where  must  1  place  you?    When  1  think  that 

once 
This  room-full  of  rough  block-work  seemed  my 

heaven 
Without  you  I    Shall  I  ever  work  again, 
Get  fairly  into  m^  old  ways  again. 
Bid  each  conception  stand  while,  trait  by  trnit, 
My  hand  transfers  its  lineaments  to  stone  ? 
Will  my  mere    fancies  live    near   you,  their 

truth  — 
The  live  truth,  passing  and  repassing  me. 
Sitting  beside  nie  ? 

Now  speak  1 

Only  first, 
See,  all  your  letters!     Was't  not  well  con- 
trived? 
Their  hiding-place  is  Psyche's  robe  ;   she  keeps 
Your  letters  next  her  skin  :  which  drops  out 

foremast  ? 
All,  —  this  that  swam  down  like  a  first  moon- 
beam 
Into  my  world ! 

Again  those  eyes  complete 
Their  melancholy  survey,  sweet  and  slow. 
Of  all  my  room  holds ;  to  return  and  rest 
On  me,  with  pity,  yet  some  wonder  too  : 
As  if  God  bade  some  spirit  plague  a  world. 
And  this  were  the  one  moment  of  surprise 
And  sorrov  while  she  took  her  station,  pausiirg 
O'er  what  she  sees,  finds  good,  and  must  di: 

stray! 
What  gaze  you  at?    Those?    Books,  I  told 

you  of ; 
Let  your  first  word  to  me  re^oe  them,  too : 
This  minion,  a  Coluthus,  wnt  in  red. 
Bistre  and  azure  by  Bessarion's  scribe  — 
Read  this  line  .  *  .  no,  shame  —  Homer's  be  the 

Greek 
First  breathed  me  from  the  lips  of  my  Greek 

girl! 
This  Odyssey  in  coarse  black  vivid  type 
With  faded  yellow  blossoms  'twixt  page  and 

To  mark  great  places  with  due  gratitude ; 
^*  He  saia^  and  on  Antinous  directed 
A  hitter  shaft "...  a  flower  blots  out  the  rest  I 
Again  upon  your  search  ?    My  statues,  then  ! 
—  Ah,  do  not  mind  that —  better  that  will  look 
When  cast  in  bronze  —  an  Almaigii  Kaiser,  that. 
Swart-green  and  gold,  with  truncheon  based  on 

hip. 
This,  rather,  turn  to  I    What,  unrecognized  ? 
I  thought  ^ou  would  have  seen  that  here  you  sit 
As  I  imagined  you,  —  Hippolyta, 
Naked  upon  her  bright  Numidian  horse. 
Recall  yon  this  then  ?   ''  Carve  in  bold  relief  *'  — 
So  you  commanded  —  **  carve,  against  I  cunie, 
A  Greek,  in  Athens,  as  our  fashion  was, 
Feasting,  bay-filleted  and  thunder-free. 
Who  rises  'neath  the  lifted  myrtle-branch. 
*  Praise  those  who  slew  Hipparohns  ! '  cry  the 

guesta. 
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*  While  oW  thy  head  the  nnger's  myrtle  wayee 
Ab  ent  ahove  oar  champion  :  stand  np,  all  I  ^  ** 
See,  I  have  labored  to  express  your  thoneht. 
Quite  ronnd,  a  dnster  uf  mere  hands  and  arms 
(Thrust  in  all  senses^  all  ways,  from  all  sides, 
Only  consenting  at  the  branches  end 
They  strain  toward)  serves  for  frame  to  a  sole 

face. 
The  Praiser's,  in  the  centre  :  who  with  erea 
Si^htlew,  so  bend  they  back  to  Ught  inside 
His  brain  where  Tisionary  forms  throng  up, 
^ings,  minding  not  that  palpitating  aren 
Of  nands  and  arms,  nor  the  quick  drip  of  wine 
From  the  drenched  leaves  overhead,  nor  crowns 

cast  off, 
Violet  and  {laraley  crowns  to  trample  on  — 
Sings,  pansiny  as  the  patron-ghosts  approve, 
L>evoatly  their  unconquerable  hrmn. 
But  yuu  must    say  a  **well      to  that  —  say 

*'welir* 
Because  you  gaie  —  am  I  fantastic,  sweet  ? 
Gaze  like  my  very  life^s-stuif,  marble  —  mar- 

bly 
Even  to  the  silence  I    Why,  before  I  found 
The  real  flesh  Phenu,  I  inured  myself 
To  see,  throughout  ail  nature,  varied  stuff 
For  better  nature^s  birth  by  means  of  art : 
With  me,  each  substance  tended  to  one  form 
Of  heauty  —  to  the  human  archetype, 
(hi  every  side  occurred  suggestive  germs 
Of  that — the  tree,  the  flower  —  or  take  the 

fruit,  — 
Some  rosy  shape,  oontinning  the  peach, 
<  ^urved  beewise  o^er  its  bough ;  as  rosy  limbs. 
Depending,  nestled  in  the  leaves ;  and  iust 
From  a  cleft  rose-peach  the  whole  Dryad  sprang. 
But  of  the  stuffs  one  can  be  niaster  of. 
How  I  divined  their  capabilities  I 
From  the  soft-rinded  smootheiiii^?  facile  chalk 
That  yields  yonr  outline  to  the  air^s  embrace, 
IIa]f-s<iftene<l  by  a  halo's  pearly  gloom  ; 
Down  to  the  crisp  imperious  steel,  so  sure 
To  cut  its  one  confided  thought  clean  out 
Of  all  the  world.     But  marble!    -*neath  my 

tools 
More  pliable  than  ielly  —  as  it  were 
Some  clear  primordml  cr«*nturedug  from  depths 
In  the  earth^s  heart,  where  itself  breedn  itself. 
And  whence  all  baser  substance  may  be  worked  ; 
Kefine  it  off  to  air,  you  may,  — cond(*n»<*  it 
1  )own  to  the  diamond  ;  —  is  not  metal  there. 
When  o*er  the  sudden  speck  my  chisel  trips? 

-  Not  flesh,  as  flake  off  flake  1  sciUe,  approach, 
Ijay  bare  those  bluish  veins  of  blood  asleep  ? 
Lurks  flame  in  no  strange  windings  where,  snr- 

pris(«d 
llv  the  swift  implement  sent  home  at  once, 
Floshee  and  glowings  radiate  and  hover 
About  ito  track  ? 

Pheue  ?  what  —  why  is  this  ? 
That  whitening  cheek,  those  still  dilating  eyes ! 
Ah.  yon  will  die  —  I  knew  that  yon  would  die  ! 


bfffinsy  Oh  his  having  long  remained  silent. 

N«>w  the  end  *s  coming  ;  to  be  sure,  it  must 
Have  ended  sotnetiroe  I  Tush,  why  need  I  speak 
Their  foolish  speech  ?    I  cannot  bring  to  mind 
ihie  half  of  it,  beside  ;  and  do  not  cai« 


For  old  Natalia  now,  nor  anjr  of  then. 
Oh,  you  —  what  are  yon  ?  —  if  I  do  not  try 
To  say  the  words  Natalia  made  me  learn. 
To  please  yonr  friends,  —  it  is  to  keep  niyaelf 
Where  your  voice  lifted  me,  by  letting  that 
Proceea :  but  can  it  ?    Even  you,  pemapK, 
Cannot  take  up,  now  you  have  once  let  xall. 
The  music^s  lite,  and  me  along  with  that  — 
No,  or  you  would  I   We  'U  stay,  then,  aa  we  are : 
Above  the  world. 

You  ereature  with  the  eyes ! 
If  I  could  look  forever  up  to  Uiem, 
As  now  yon  let  me,  —  I  believe,  all  sin. 
All  memory  of  wrung  done,  suffering  boriMs 
Would  drop  down,  low  and  lower,  to  the  earth 
Whence  all  that  ^s  low  comes,  and  there  touch 
and  stay 

—  Never  to  overtake  the  rest  of  me. 
All  that,  unspotted,  reaches  up  to  yon. 
Drawn  bv  those  eyes  1    What  rises  is  inyeelf , 
Not  me  the  shame  and  suffering ;  but  they  sink. 
Are  left,  I  rira  above  them.    Keep  me  so. 
Above  the  world  I 

But  yon  sink,  for  voor  eycM 
Are  altering  — altered!    Stay  —  '*I  love  yon. 

love      ... 
I  could  prevent  it  if  I  nnderBt4MMl : 
More  of  your  words  to  me :  was 't  in  the  tone 
Or  the  words,  yonr  power  ? 

(Jt  stay  —  I  will  repeat 
Their  speech,  if  that  contents  you  I    Only  change 
No  more,  and  I  shall  find  it  presently 
Far  back  here,  iu  the  brain  yoniaelf  filled  nn. 
Natalia  threatene<l  me  that  harm  should  follow 
Unless  I  spoke  their  lesson  to  the  end. 
But  harm  to  me,  I  thought  she  meant,  not  yon. 
Your  friends,  —  Natalia  said  they  were  your 

friends 
And  meant  you  weU,  --  because,  I  doubted  it. 
Observing  (what  was  very  straiwe  to  see; 
On  every  face,  so  different  in  alielse. 
The  same  smile  girls  like  me  are  used  to  bear. 
But  never  men,  men  cannot  stoop  so  low ; 
Yet  your  friends,  speaking  of  yon,  naed  that 

smile. 
That  hateful  smirk  of  boundless  self-oonceit 
Which  seems  to  take  ]iossesNion  of  the  world 
And  make  of  God  a  tame  contederate. 
Purveyor  to  their  a]>petites  .  .  .  y«m  know  ! 
But  still  Natalia  said  they  were  your  friends. 
And  they  assented  though  they  smiled  the  raor«*. 
And  all  came  round  me,  —  that  thin  Englishman 
With  light  lank  hair  seemed  leader  of  the  rest  . 
He  held  a  paper  —  "  What  we  want,**  said  he. 
Ending  some  explanation  to  his  friends  — 
*'  Is  something  slow,  involved  and  mystical. 
To  hold  Jules  long  in  diMibt.  yet  take  his  taste» 
And  lure  him  on  until,  at  innermost 
Where  he  si>eks  sweetness*  soul,  he  may  find 

—  this  I 

—  As  in  the  applets  core,  the  noisome  fly : 
For  insects  on  the  rind  are  seen  at  once. 
And  brushed  aside  as  soon,  hut  this  ia  found 
Only  when  on  the  lips  or  loathing  tongue.^* 
Ana  so  he  read  what  I  have  got  by  heart : 

I'll  speak  it,  —  *'  Do  not  die.   love!      I  ntt* 

yours**  .  .  . 
No  —  b  not  that,  or  like  that,  part  of  ^i»rd«» 
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Toonelf  began  by  ispeiikinf?  ?    Strange  to  lose 
What  ooat  such  pauia  to  learn!    Is  this  more 
riirht? 

lam  a  ftainier  who  cannot  paitU  ; 

In  my  l{f€y  a  devil  rather  than  saint ; 

In  my  brain,  as  poor  a  creature  too : 

Ho  end  to  cUl  1  cannot  do  ! 

Yet  do  one  thina  at  least  I  can  ~ 

Love  a  man  or  note  a  man 

Supremely :  thus  my  lore  began. 

Through  the  Valley  of  Love  I  went, 

In  the  lovingest  spot  to  abide, 

A  fid  just  on  the  verge  where  I  pitched  my  tent, 

I  found  Hate  dwelling  beside. 

(Let  the  Bridegroom  ask  what  the  painter  meant^ 

Of  his  Bride,  qf  the  peerless  Bride!) 

And  further,  I  traversed  Haters  grove, 

In  the  hat^ullest  nook  to  dwell ; 

But  lo,  where  I /lung  myself  prone,  couched  Love 

Where  the  shcidow  threefold  fell, 

{The  meaning  —  those  black  bridt^s-eyes  above, 

yoi  a  painterU  lip  should  tell  I) 

**'  And  here/'  said  he,  **  Joles  probably  wiU 

ask, 
*  Yon  have  bUiek  eyes.  Love,  —  yon  are,  snre 

enough. 
My  peerless  bride,  —  then  do  you  tell  indeed 
Wnat  needs  some  explanation!    What  means 

this?'" 
—  And  I  am  to  go  on,  without  a  word — 

So,  /  grew  wise  in  Love  and  Hate, 
From  simple  that  I  was  of  late. 
Once,  when  I  loved,  I  would  enlace 
Breast,  eyelids,  hands,  feet,  form  and  face 
(ff  her  I  loved^  in  one  embrace  — 
As  if  by  mere  love  I  could  love  immensely  ! 
Once,  when  I  hated,  I  would  plunge 
My  sword,  and  wipe  with  the  first  lunge 
jiiyjfbe^s  whole  life  out  like  a  sponge  — 
As  if  by  mere  hate  I  could  hate  intensely  I 
But  now  I  am  wiser,  know  better  the  fashion 
How  passion  seeks  aid  from  its  opposite  pait- 

sion  : 
And  if  I  see  cause  to  love  more,  hate  more 
Than  ever  man  loved,  ever  hated  b^ore  — 
And  seek  in  the  Valley  of  Love 
The  nut,  or  the  nook  in  Haters  Grove 
Where  my  soul  may  surely  reach 
The  essence,  naught  less,  of  each. 
The  HaU  of  ail  Hates,  the  Love 
f>/aU  Loves,  in  the  Valley  or  Grove, — 
I\fi^  **««  '^«  very  warders 
Katk  of  the  other*  s  borders, 
Mlien  I  love  most.  Love  is  disguised 
In  Hate ;  and  when  Hate  is  surprised 
In  Love,  then  I  hate  most :  ask 
Ham  Love  smiles  through  Haters  iron  casque. 
Hate  or  ins  through  Lovers  rose-braided  mask, — 
And  how,  having  hated  thee, 
I  sought  long  and  painfully 
To  reach  thy  heart,  nor  prick 
The  skin  but  pierce  to  the  quick  — 
.  |«ir  this,  my  Jules,  and  be  answered  straight 
Hy  thy  bride  -  ~  how  the  painter  Lutwyrhf  can 

hate! 


JuLSB  interpoMes. 

Lutwychel    Who  else?    But  all  of  them,  no 

doubt. 
Hated  me :  tiiey  at  Venice — presently 
Their  turn,  however !    You  I  sJiall  not  meet : 
If  I  dreamed,  saying  this  would  wake  me. 

Keep 
What 's  here,  the  gold  — we  cannot  meet  again. 
Consider !  and  the  money  was  but  meant 
For  two  y^ears'  travel,  which  is  over  now, 
All  chance  or  hope  or  care  or  need  of  it. 
This  —  and  what  comes  from  selling  these,  my 

casts 
And  books  and  medals,  except ...  let  them  go 
Together,  so  the  produce  keeps  you  safe 
Out  of  Natalia^s  clutches  I    If  by  chance 
(For  all 's  chance  here)  I  should  survive  the  gang 
At  Venice,  root  out  all  fifteen  of  them. 
We  might  meet  somewhere,  since  the  world  is 

wide. 
IFrom  without  U  heard  the  voice  0/  Pitpa,  tinging  — 

Give  her  but  a  least  excuse  to  love  me  ! 
When  —  where  — 

How  —  can  this  arm  establish  her  above  me. 
If  fortune  fixed  her  €U  my  lady  there. 


lere  cdready,  to  etemaUy  reprove  me  f 
h 
But 


(*•  Hist !"   -  said  Kate  the  (^en ; 

**  Oh ! "  cried  the  maiden,  binding  fier 
tresses, 
'"T^ijr  onlif  a  patfe  that  carols  unseen^^ 
Crumbling  yoar  howtds  their  messes  !    ) 

Is  she  wronged  f  —  To  the  rescue  qf  her  honor. 

My  heart  ! 

Is  she  poor? —  What  costs  it  to  be  styled  a  do- 

norf 
Merely  an  earth  to  cUave,  a  sea  to  part. 
But  that  fortune  should  have  thrust  all  this  upon 

her! 
("  Nay,  list !  "  —  bade  Kate  the  Queen  ; 
And  still  cried  the  maiden,  binding  her  tresses, 
**\T  is  otUy  a  paae  that  carols  unseen. 
Fitting  your  hawks  their  jesses  !  ") 

[PiPTA  paste*. 

JnuM  retumes. 
What  name  was  that  the  little  girl  sang  forth  ? 
Kate  ?    The  Comaro,  doubtless,  who  renounced 
The  crown  of  Cyprus  to  be  lady  here 
At  Asolo,  where  still  her  memory  stays, 
And  peasants  sing  how  once  a  certain  page 
Pinea  for  the  grace  of  her  so  far  above 
His  power  of  doing  good  to,  *'  Kate  the  Queen  — 
She  never  could  be  wronged,  be  poor,"    he 

sighed, 
"  Need  him  to  help  her ! " 

Yes,  a  bitter  thii^; 
To  see  our  lady  above  all  need  of  us ; 
Yet  so  we  look  ere  we  will  love  ;  not  I, 
But  the  world  looks  so.     If  whoever  loves 
Must  be,  in  some  sort,  god  or  worshipper. 
The  blessing  or  the  blest  one,  queen  or  nage. 
Why  should  we  alwavs  choose  the  page  s  part  ? 
Here  is  a  woman  with  utter  need  of  me,  — 
I  find  myself  qneen  here,  it  seems ! 

How  strange* ! 
Look  at  the  woman  here  with  the  new  soul. 
Like  my  own  Psyche,  — fresh  npon  her  lips 
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A  lit,  the  viiiioiiarv  butterfly. 

Waiting  my  word  to  enter  and  make  bright, 

Or  flutter  off  and  leave  all  blank  as  firat. 

This  bodv  had  no  soul  before,  but  slept 

Or  stirred,  was  beauteous  or  unjcainly,  free 

From  taint   or  foul  with   stain,  as   outward 

thinfipB  ^ 
Fastened  uieir  image  on  its  passiveness  :  ^ 
Now,  it  will  wake,  feel,  live  — or  die  again  ! 
Shall  to  produce  form  out  of  unshaped  stuff 
Be  Art  —  and  further,  to  evoke  a  soul 
From  form   be   nothing?    This  new   soul   is 

mine! 

Now,  to  kill  Lutwyche,  what  would  that  do?  — 

save 
A  wretched  dauber,  men  will  hoot  to  death 
Without  me,  from  their  hooting.    Oh,  to  hear 
Ood*8  voice  plain  as  I  heard  it  first,  before 
They  broke  in  with  their  laughter  I    I  heard 

them 
Henceforth,  not  God. 

To  Anoona  —  Greece — some  isle  I 
I  wanted  silence  only  ;  there  is  clay 
Everywhere.    One  may  do  whatever  one  likes 
In  Art  :  the  only  thing  is,  to  make  sure 
That  one  does  uke  it  —  which  takes  pains  to 

know. 
Scatter  all  this,  my  Phene  ~  this  mad  dream  I 
W^ho,  what  is  Lutwyche,  what  Natalia ^s  friends. 
What  the  whole  world  exoept  our  love  —  my 

own. 
Own  Phene  ?    But  I  told  you,  did  I  not. 
Ere  night  we  travel  for  your  land  —  some  isle 
With  Uke  sea's  silence  on  it  ?    Stand  aside  — 
I  do  but  break  these  paltry  models  up 
To  begin  Art  afresh.    Meet  Lutwyche,  I  — 
And  save  him  from  my  statue  meeting  him  ? 
Some  nnsusnected  isle  in  the  far  seas ! 
Like   a  goa   going  through  his  world,  there 

stands 
One  mountain  for  a  moment  in  the  dusk. 
Whole  brotherhoods  of  cedars  on  its  brow : 
And  you  are  ever  by  me  while  I  gaze 
—  Are  in  my  arms  as  now  —  as  now  —  as  now  ! 
Some  unsuspected  isle  in  the  far  seas ! 
Some  unsuspected  isle  in  f aroff  seas  I 

Talk  by  the  wajf^  while  VmAupaating/rom  Oreana  to 
the  Turret,  Two  or  three  nj  the  Austrian  Police 
loitering  with  Bldphocu,  an  English  vagabond^ju^ 
in  view  of  the  Turret. 

Bluphocks,^  So,  that  is  your  Pippa,  the  lit- 
tle girl  who  passed  us  singing?  Well,  your 
Bishop^s  Litendant*8  money  shall  be  honestly 
eamea :  —  now,  donH  make  me  that  soar  face 
because  I  bring  the  Bishop's  name  into  the  biisi- 
n«fM ;  we  know  he  can  have  nothing  to  do  with 
such  horrors :  we  know  that  he  is  a  saint  and 
all  that  a  bishop  should  be,  who  is  a  great  man 
beside.  Oh  ttere  but  every  irorm  a  magffOt„ 
Ex^ery  fly  a  grig^  Every  bough  a  Christmas  fagots 
Every  tune  a  jig  !  In  fact,  1  have  abjured  all 
religions;  but  the  last  I  inclined  to  was  the 
Armenian  J  for  I  have  travelled,  do  you  see, 
and    at    Koenigsberg,    Prussia    Improper    (so 

*  "  fie  maketh  his  ran  to  rise  on  the  evtl  sad  on  the 
good,  and  smdfftii  nin  oa  the  Just  and  oo  the  uajiMt.*' 


styled  because  there  's  a  sort  of  bleak  hunexy 
sun  there),  you  might  remark,  over  a  venerable 
house-porch,  a  certain  Chaldee  inscription  ;  and 
brief  as  it  is,  a  mere  glance  at  it  used  absolutely 
to  change  the  mood  of  every  bearded  passenger. 
In  they  turned,  one  and  all ;  the  young   and 
liglitsome,  with  no  irreverent  pause,  the  aged 
and  diicrepit,  with  a  sensible  alacrity  :  *t  was 
the  Grand    Rabbi's  abode,  in  short.    Struck 
with  curiosity,  I  lost  no  time  in  learning  Syriac 
—  (these  are  vowels,  you    dogs,  —  follow    my 
stick's   end   in   the   mud — Celarent^    Darit^ 
Ferio!)    and    one  morning  presented  mvself, 
spelling-book  in  hand,  a,  b,  c,  —  I  picked  it  out 
letter  by  letter,  and  what  was  the  purport  of 
this  miraculous  posy  ?    Some  cherished  legend 
of  the  past,  you*lI  sav — **"  How  Mones  hocus- 
pocussea  Egypt^t  lantf  with  fiy  am/Zomsl,'*  — 
or,  ""  How  to  Jonah  sounded  harahiih^  Gtt  thee 
up  and  go  to  Tarthish^  ^]  —  or  *'  How  the  angel 
tneeting    Balaam^    Straight   htM    as»    returned 
a   tuilaam.^^    In   no   wisel     *^  Shackabrack  — 
Boach  —  somebody  or  other  —  Isaach,  Re^cei-ver^ 
Pur-cha-ser   and    Ex-chan-ger     qf — Stoien 
Goods !  "    So,  talk  to  me  of  the  religion  of 
a  bishop  !    I  have  renounced  all  btskops  save 
Bishop   Beveridge! — mean  to  live  so  — and 
die  —  As  some  Greek  dog-sage^  dead  and  merry. 
HeliuHurd  bound  in  Charon's  wherry.  Withfomi 
for  both  worlds^  under  and  upper^  Lupine-seed 
and  Hecate's    supper.   And   never    an    obolwt 
.  .  .  (though  thanks  to  von,  or  this  latendant 
through  you,  or  this  Bishop  through  his  Inten- 
dant  —  I  possess  a  burning  pookei-fnll  of  xwan- 
tigers)  .  .  .To  pay  the  Stygtan  Ferry  f 

1st  Policeman,  There  is  the  gin,  then  ;  gtt 
and  deserve  them  the  moment  you  have  pointed 
out  to  us  Signor  Luigi  and  his  mother.  [  To  the 
rest,]  I  have  been  notieing  a  house  yonder,  this 
long  while :  not  a  shutter  unclosed  since  mont- 
ingl 

2d  Pol.  Old  Luca  Gaddi's,  that  owna  the 
silk-mills  here:  he  doies  by  the  hour,  %rak«w 
up.  sighs  deefily,  aayn  he  should  like  to  bt- 
FVmoe  Mettemich,  and  then  doase  again,  after 
having  bidden  young  Sebald,  the  foreigner,  set 
his  wife  to  playiiu:  draughts.  Never  molest 
such  a  household,  they  mean  well. 

Blup.  Only,  cannot  you  tell  me  something  of 
this  little  Pippa,  I  mnst  have  to  do  with  ?  One 
could  make  something  of  that  name.  Pippa  — 
that  is,  short  for  Felippa— rhyming  to  Panurgr 
consults  Hertrippa  —  Believest  thou.  King  Agnp- 
pa  f  Something  might  be  done  with  that  nam<*. 

'2d  Pol.  Put  into  rhyme  that  your  head  and 
a  ripe  mnskmelon  would  not  be  dear  at  half  a 
zwanziger  !  Leave  this  fooling,  and  look  out ; 
the  afternoon  's  over  or  neariy  so. 

.'k/  Pol.  Where  in  this  passport  of  Sign«>r 
Luigi  does  our  Principal  instruct  yon  to  watch 
him  BO  narrowly?  llkere?  What  *8  there  bt^ 
side  a  simple  signature  ?  (That  Eog^isli  fool  \ 
busy  watcning.) 

'id  Pol.  Ffourish  all  round  — ''  Put  all  po«»ii- 
ble  obstacles  in  his  wav ;  *'  oblong  dot  at  th<' 
end  — ''  l>etain  him  till  further  advioea  reiu^l 
you;"  scratch  at  bottom  — **  S^ml  him  Ymm-V 
on  pretence  of  some  informality  in  the  above  ;  ** 
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ink-spirt  oa  nghthuid  aide  (vhioh  is  the  eMe 
here)  —  ^^Airmt  him  at  onee."  Why  and 
whcreforet  I  don*t  conoeru  myaelf,  but  my  iii> 
gtroetioiia  amount  to  this :  if  Signer  Loigi  leaves 
home  to-night  for  Vienna — well  and  i^od,  the 
naasDort  deposed  with  us  for  our  visa  is  really 
tor  nis  own  use,  they  have  misinfonned  the 
Offiee,  and  he  means  well ;  but  let  him  stay 
over  to-DU^ht  --  there  has  been  the  pretenee  we 
snspeet»  ue  aoconnts  of  his  eorreapoiiding  and 
holding  inteUigence  with  the  Carbonari  are  oor^ 
rect,  we  arrest  him  at  onoe.  to-morrow  comes 
Veniee,  and  presently  Spielbeig.  Bluphoeks 
makes  the  signal,  sure  enough  I  That  is  he, 
entering  the  turret  with  his  mother,  no  doubt. 

III.  EVENING 

ImHde  the  Turret  on  the  Hill  above  Asdo.    Lnoi  and 
his  MoTHas  entering. 

Mother.    If  there  blew  wind,  you  *d  hear  a 
long  sigk,  easing 
The  utmost  heaviness  of  musie^s  heart. 
Xiiioi.    Here  in  the  archway  ? 
Mother,  Oh  no,  no  —  in  farther, 

Where  the  eeho  is  made,  on  the  ridge. 

Luigi.  Here  surely,  then. 

How  plain  the  tap  of  my  heel  as  I  leaped  up ! 
Hark  —  **  Lucius  Junius !  "    The  very  ghost  of 

avoioe 
Whose  body  is  caught  and  kept  by  .  .  .  what 

are  those? 
Mere  withered  wallflowers,  waving  overhead  ? 
They  seem  an  elviah  group  with  tnin  bleached 

hair 
That  lean  out  of  their  topmost  fortress  —  look 
And  listen,  mountain  men,  to  what  we  say. 
Hand  under  chin  of  each  grave  earthv  face. 
Up  and  show  faces  all  of  you  I  —  "  All  of  you  I  " 
That  *8  the  king  dwarf  with  the  scarlet  comb ; 

old  Franz, 
Come  down  and   meet  your  fate?     Hark  — 
**  Meet  your  fate !  '^       . 
Mather,    Let  him  not  meet  it,  my  Luigi  —  do 
not 
Go  to  his  City  I    Putting  crime  aside, 
Half  of  these  ills  of  Italy  are  feigned : 
Your  PeDicos  and  writers  for  effect. 
Write  for  effect. 
Luiai.  Hush  !    Say  A  writes,  and  B. 

Mather.    These  A's  snd  B\  write  for  effect, 
I  say. 
Then,  evil  is  in  its  nature  loud,  while  good 
Is  nlent  :  you  hear  each  petty  injury. 
None  of  nis  virtues :  he  is  old  beside. 
Quiet  and  kind,  and  densely  stupid.    Why 
l>o  A  and  B  kill  not  him  themselves  ? 

Litigi.  They  teaoh 

Others  to  kiU  him  —  me-y-and,  if  Ifail, 
(Hheis  to  sucoeed ;  now,  if  A  tried  and  failed, 
1  could  not  taaoh  that :  mine^^s  the  lesser  task. 
Mother,  thej  visit  night  by  night  .  .  . 

Mother.  -You,  Luigi? 

Ah.  will  TOO  let  me  teU  yon  what  vou  are  ?  | 

Imigi.  Why  not  ?  Oh,  the  one  toing  you  fear 
to  hint. 
Yon  may  assure  youiaelf  I  say  and  say 
KT«r  to  myself  1  At  timas  —  nay,  even  aa  now 


We  sit  —  I  think  my  mind  is  touched,  suspect 
All  is  not  sound :  but  is  not  knowing  that, 
What  constitutes  one  sane  or  otherwise  ? 
I  know  I  am  thus  —  so,  all  is  right  again. 
I  laugh  at  myself  aa  thirough  the  town  I  walk. 
And  see  men  merry  as  if  no  Italy 
Were  suffering ;  then  I  ponder  —  *^  I  am  rich, 
Young,  healthy;  whv  should  this  fact  trouble  me. 
More  than  it  troubles  these  ? ''    But  it  does 

trouble. 
No,  trouble^^s  a  bad  word :  for  as  I  walk 
There 's  springing  and  melody  and  giddiness, 
And  old  quaint  turns  and  passages  of  my  youth. 
Dreams  long  forgotten,  little  in  themselves. 
Return  to  me  —  whatever  may  amuse  me : 
And  earth  seems  in  a  truce  with  me,  and  heaven 
Accords  with  me,  all  things  suspend  their  strife. 
The  very  cicala  laughs     There  goes  he,  and 

there! 
Feast  him,  the  time  is  short ;  he  is  on  his  way 
For  the  world^s  sake  :  feast  him  this  once,  our 

friend  1 '' 
And  in  return  for  all  this.  I  can  trip 
Cheerfully  up  the  scaffola-steps.    1  go 
This  evening,  mother  I 

Mother.  But  mistrust  yourself '* 

Mistrust  the  judgment  you  pronounce  on  him ! 
Luigi.  Oh,  there  I  feel  —  am  sure  that  I  am 

right! 
Mother,  Mistrust  your  judgment  then,  of  the 

mere  means 
To  this  wild  enterprise:  say,  yon  are  right,  — 
How  should  one  in  your  state  e*er  bring  to  pass 
What  would  require  a  cool  head,  a  cool  heart. 
And  a  oahn  hand  ?    Yon  never  will  escape. 
Luigi.  Escape?    To  even  wish  that,  would 

spoil  all. 
The  dymg  is  best  part  of  it.    Too  much 
Have  I  enjoyed  these  fifteen  years  of  mine. 
To  leave  mvself  excuse  for  longer  life : 
Was  not  life  pressed  down,  running  o^er  with 

joy. 
That  I  might  finish  with  it  ere  my  fellows 
Wlio,  sparelier  feasted,  make  a  longer  stay  ? 
I  was  put  at  the  board-head,  helped  to  all 
At  first ;  I  rise  ud  happy  and  content. 
God  must  be  glad  one  loves  his  world  so  much. 
I  can  give  news  of  earth  to  all  the  dead 
Who  ask  me :  —  last  yearns  sunsets,  and  great 

stars 
Which  had  a  right  to  come  first  and  see  ebb 
The  crimson  wave  that  drifts  the  sun  awav  — 
Those  orescent  moons  with  notched  and  burn- 
ing rims 
That  strengthened  into  sharp  fire,  and  there 

stood. 
Impatient  of  the  azure  —  and  that  day 
In  March,  a  double  rainbow  stopped  the  storm  — 
May^s    warm    slow    yellow    moonlit   summer 

nights  — 
Gone  are  they,  but  I  have  them  in  my  soul ! 
Mother.    (He  will  not  go  I) 
Luigi.  You  smile  at  roe  ?    *T  is  true,  — 

Voluptuousness,  grotesqueness,  ghastliness. 
Environ  my  devotedness  as  quaintly 
As  round  about  some  antique  altar  wreathe 
The  rose  festoons,  goats     Vorvs,  and   oxen^s 

akalls. 
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Mother.  8e«  now :  you  reacb  the  city,  you  must 

crom 
liii)  threshold  —how  ? 

Luigi,  Oh,  that  *s  if  we  conspired ! 

Then  would  oome  pains  in  plenty,  as  yon  ^ess  — 
But  gnen  not  how  the  qualities  most  fit 
For  such  an  office,  qualities  I  have. 
Would  little  stead  me,  otherwise  employed, 
Yet  prove  of  rarest  merit  only  here. 
Every  one  knows  for  what  his  excellence 
Will  serve,  hut  no  one  ever  will  consider 
Fur  what  hii  worst  defect  might  serve :  and  yet 
Have  yon  not  seen  me  nuiKe  our  coppice  yonder 
In  search  of  a  distorted  aui  f  —  I  find 
The  wry  spoilt  branch  a  natural  perfect  bow. 
Faacjr  the  thrice-sage,  thrice-precautioned  man 
Arrivii^  at  the  palace  on  my  errand  t 
No,  no  I    I  have  a  handsome  dress  packed  up — 
\Mute  satin  here,  to  set  off  my  black  hair ; 
In  I  shall  march  —  for  you  may  watch  your  life 

out 
Behind  thick  walls,  make  friends  there  to  be- 
tray you ; 
More  than  one  man  spoils  everything*     March 

straight  — 
(hily,  no  clumsy  knife  to  fumble  for. 
Take  the  great  gate,  and  walk  (not  saunter)  on 
Through   guards  and  guards  —     I  have  re- 

heaiied  it  all 
Inside  the  turret  here  a  hundred  times. 
I)on*t  ask  the  war  of  whom  you  meet,  observe  I 
But  where  they  cluster  tbickliest  is  the  door 
Of  doors :  they  *11  let  you  paas —  they  '11  never 

blab 
Each  to  the  other,  he  knows  not  the  favorite, 
Wlience  he  is  bound  and  what 's  his  business 

now. 
Walk  in  —  straight  ap  to  him ;  you  have  no 

knife : 
Be  prompt,  how  should  he  scream  ?   Then,  out 

with  yon  I 
Italy,  Italy,  my  Italy ! 
Yon  're  free,  you  're  free  I    Oh  mother,  I  ooidd 

dream 
They  got  about  me  —  Andrea  from  his  exile. 
Pier  from  his  dungeon,  Oualtier  from  his  grave  I 
Mother.  Well,  you  shall  go.    Yet  seems  this 

patriotism 
The  easiest  virtue  for  a  selfish  man 
To  acquire :  he  loves  himself  —  and  next,  the 

world — 
If  he  must  love  beyond,  — but  naught  between: 
As  a  short-dghted  man  sees  nanght  midway 
His  body  and  the  sun  above.    But  you 
Are  my  adored  Luigi,  ever  obedient 
To  mv  least  wish,  and  running  o*er  with  love : 
I  could  not  call  yon  cruel  or  nnkind. 
(hiee  more,  your  ground  for  killing  him !  —  then 

Luigi.  Now  do  yon  try  me,  or  make  sport  of 
me? 
How  first  the  Aiistrians  got  these  provinces  .  .  . 
(If  that  is  all,  I  'U  satisfy  von  soon) 
—  Never  by  conquest  but  by  cunning,  for 
That  treaty  whereby  .  .  . 

Moiktr.  WeU  ? 

Lmgi,  (Sore,  he 's  airived, 

rhe  tell-tale  enekoo :  spring  *s  his  eooftdant. 


And  he  lets  out  her  April  purposes  1) 

Or  .  .  .  better  go  at  once  to  modem  time. 

He  has  .  .  .  they  have  ...  in  fact,  I  nnde^ 

stand 
But  can't  restate  the  matter ;  that 's  my  boast : 
Others  could  reason  it  out  to  yon,  and  prove 
Things  they  have  made  me  feel. 

Mother.  Why  go  to-night  ? 

Mom 's  for  adventure.    Jupiter  is  now 
A  morning^star.    I  cannot  hear  yon,  Luigi  I 

Luiffi.  ^'  I  am  the  bright  and  moraiag«tar,*' 
saithOod- 
And,  **  to  such  an  one  I  give  the  moming^tar.* 
The  giftof  the  moming^Ur  I  Have  I  Qod's  gift 
Of  tnemc»niing4tar? 

Mother,^  Chiara  will  love  to  see 

That  Jupiter  an  avening-star  next  June. 

Luigi,    True,  mother.    Well  for  those  who 
live  through  June  I 
Great  noontides,  Uiunder-storms,  all   glaring 

pomps 
That  triumph  at  the  heels  of  June  the  god 
Leading  his  revel  through  our  leafy  wOTid. 
Yes.  Chiara  will  be  here. 

Mother.  In  June :  remember. 

Yourself  appointed  that  month  for  her  coming. 

Luigi.    Waa  that  low  noise  the  echo  ? 

Mother.  The  night-wind. 

8he  must  be  grown  —  with  her  blue  eyes  up- 
turned 
As  if  life  were  one  long  and  sweet  surprise : 
In  June  she  comes. 

Luigi.  We  were  to  see  together 

The  Titian  at  Treviso.    There,  again  I 

[fVofM  urUhont  U  heard  the  voice  of  Pitta,  aimgimg  ^ 

A  king  lived  long  ago^ 

In  the  morning  qfthe  worlds 

When  earth  was  nighr  htaven  than  note  : 

And  the  king* a  locks  curled^ 

Diipartina  o*er  a  forehead  full 

A»  the  miOc-white  apace  ^twizt  horn  and  harm 

Qfwme  aacrificiafbull  — 

Only  calm  cu  a  babe  new-born : 

For  he  was  got  to  a  eleejry  mood^ 

So  wafefrom  all  decrepitude^ 

Age  with  its  bane^  $o  sure  gone  by. 

(The  godsMO  loved  him  while  he  areawted) 

That^  having  lived  thus  long,  there  uemtt' 

A'o  need  the  king  should  ever  die. 


Luigi.    No  need   that  sort  of   king  should 
ever  die  I 

Among  the  rocks  his  city  waa : 
lie/ore  his  palace,  in  the  ran. 
He  sat  to  see  his  people  imim, 
A  nd  judge  them  every  one 
From  its  threshold  qf  smooth  stone. 
They  haled  him  many  a  vailev4hief 
Caught  in  the  sheep-pens.  robber^ie/ 
Su'arthy  and  shameless^  beggar^heai^ 
Svy-urowler,  or  rough  pirate  found 
On  the  sea-sand  left  aground; 
And  sometimes  dung  about  his  feet  ^ 
With  bleedinp  lip  and  burning  chefk^ 
A  woman,  bitterest  wrong  to  speak 
Of  one  with  sullen  thickset  brows  : 
And  sometimes  f^m  the  prison  haum 
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The  angry  priests  a  pale  wretch  brought^ 
Whothrtrngk  some  chink  hctd  pushed  and  pressed 
On  knees  and  elbows^  bellp  and  breast^ 
Warm4ike  into  ihe  temple,  —  caught 
He  was  by  the  very  god. 
Who  eoet  in  the  darkness  strode 
Haekward  and  forward,  keeping  watch 
iVer  his  brazen  bowls,  such  rogues  to  catch  I 
These,  all  and  every  one. 
The  king  judged^  sitting  in  the  sun. 

Luigi,    That  kinn:  Bhoald  atill  judge  sitting  in 
the  sun  I 

Bis  councillors,  on  /</)  and  right. 
Looked  anxious  up,  — but  no  surprise 
Distwbed  the  king^s  old  smiling  eyes 
Where  the  verublue  had  turned  to  white, 
*T  is  said,  a  Pi(thon  scared  one  day 
The  breathless  city,  till  he  came, 
Withforky  tonaue  and  eyes  on,  ft  a  me. 
Where  the  old  king  sat  to  judae  alway  ; 
But  when  he  saw  the  sweepy  hair 
Girt  with  a  crown  0/ berries  rare 
Which  the  god  will  hardlv  give  to  wear 
To  the  maiden  who  singetn^  dancing  bare 
In  the  altar'smoke  by  tkejpine-torch  lights^ 
At  his  wondrous  forest  rttes,  — 
Seeing  this,  he  did  not  dare 
Appnaeh  that  threshold  in  the  sun, 
Assault  the  old  king  smiling  there. 
Suck  grace  had  kings  when  the  world  begun  ! 

IPoTA  passes, 

Luigi,    And  anch  fpraee  have  they,  now  that 
die  world  enda  I 
The  Python  at  the  oity«  on  the  thione. 
And  brave  men,  Qod  would  crown  for  slaying 


Lark  m  by-oomen  lest  they  fall  his  prey. 

Are  crowns  yet  to  be  won  in  this  late  time, 

Wfaieh  weakness  makes  me  hesitate  to  reach  ? 

T  TM  (iod^s  Toioe  ealls:  how  could  I  stay? 
FaieweU ! 

TnUt  by  the  way,  whUe  VirwkU paasimg  from  the  Turret 
to  tks  Biahsfp**  Brother*s  House,  doss  to  the  Duomo 
S.  Mmria,    Poor  Gnu  aUting  on  the  steps, 

1st  Girl.    There  goea  a  swallow  to  Venioe  — 
the  stoat  seararer ! 
^^eeing  those  birds  fly,  makes  '«ne  wish  for  wings. 
Ijei  OS  all  wish ;  you,  wish  first ! 

'2difirl.  I?    This  sunset 

Xo  fimsh. 

:W  Girl.    That  oU  —  somebody  I  know, 
fsmjer  and  older  than  my  grandfather. 
To  nve  me  die  same  treat  he  gave  last  week  — 
FeediBg  me  on  his  knee  with  n^peokers. 
Lampreys  and  red  fireganze^wine,  and  mum- 

bOnflr 
The  while  some  foUy  about  how  well  I  fare. 
Let  sh  and  eai  mT  supper  quietly : 
Sinoe  had  he  not  himself  been  late  this  morning 
l>etained    at— -never   mind   where, —  had    he 


Eh,  biiffgage,  had  I  not !  ''  — 
2ff  Oirt,  How  she  can  lie ! 

:W  Girl.    Look  there—  by  the  nails ! 
2d  OirL  Whmt  makes  your  fingeis  red  ? 

:  id  Girl.    Dipping  them  into  wine  to  write  bad 
wrords  with 


On  the  bright  table :  how  he  laughed  i 

\st  Girl.  My  turn. 

Spring  *8  come  and  sunmier  *s  eoming.    1  would 

wear 
A  long  loose  gown,  down  to  the  feet  and  hands. 
With  plaite  here,  dose  about  the  throat,  all  day ; 
And  all  night  lie,  the  cool  long  nights,  in  bed  ; 
And  have  new  milk  to  drink,  apples  to  eat, 
Deuzans  and  junetii^,  leather-eoate  .  .  .  ah,  I 

should  say. 
This  is  away  in  the  fields  —  miles  I 

'Sd  Girl.  Say  at  once 

You  'd  be  at  home :  she  M  always  be  at  home  ! 
Now  oomes  the  story  of  the  farm  among 
The  cherry  orchards,  and  how  April  snowed 
White  blossoms  on  her  as  she  ran.    Why,  fool 
They  've  rubbed  the  chalk-mark  out,  now  tall 

you  were, 
Twisted  your  starling^s  neck,  broken  his  cage. 
Made  a  aung>hill  of  your  garden  ! 

Ut  Girl.  They  destroy 

My  garden  since  I  left  them  ?  well  —  perhaps 
I  would  have  done  so :  so  I  hope  they  nave  f 
A  fig-tree  curled  out  of  our  cottage  wall ; 
They  called  it  mine.  I  have  forgotten  why, 
It  must  have  been  there  long  ere  I  was  bom  : 
Cric  —  eric  —  I  think  I  hear  the  wasps  over- 
head 
Pricking  thepapers  strung  to  flutter  there 
And  keep  off  birds  in  fruii-time —  coarse  long 

papers. 
And  tne  wasps  eat  them,  prick  them  through 

andthrong^h. 
3d  Girl.    How  her  mouth  twitches  !    Where 

was  I  ?  ~7  before 
She  broke  in  with  her  wishes  and  lonfp  gown^ 
And  wasps  —  would  I  be  such  a  fool !  —  Oh, 

here! 
This  is  my  way  :  I  answer  every  one 
Who  asks  me  why  I  make  so  much  of  him  — 
(If  you  say,  *'  you  love  him  "  —  straight  "  he  II 

not  be  gulled  ! '') 
**  He  that  seduced  me  when  I  was  a  girl 
Thus  high  —  had  eyes  like  yours,  or  hair  like 

3rours, 
Brown,  red,  white,'^  — as  the  case  may  be: 

that  pleases  I 
See  how  that  beetle  bomishes  in  the  path  I 
There  sparkles  he  along  the  dust :  and,  there  — 
Your  jonmey  to  that  maixe-tuft  snoiled  at  least  I 
1st  Girl.    When  I  was  young,  tney  said  if  you 

killed  one 
Of  those  sunshinv  beetles,  that  his  friend 
Up  there,  would  shine  no  more  that  day  nor 

next. 
2d  Girl.    When  you  were  young  f    Nor  are 

you  young,  that  *s  true. 
How  your  plump  arras,  that  were,  have  dropped 

away  I 
Why,  I  can  span  them.    Ceceo  beats  you  still? 
No  matter,  so  you  keep  your  curious  hair. 
I  wish  they  *d  find  a  way  to  dye  our  hair 
Your  color  —  any  lighter  tint,  indeed. 
Than  black  :  the  men  say  they  are  sick  of  black, 
Black  eyes,  black  hair  ! 

4lh  Gtrl,  Sick  of  yours,  like  enough. 

Do  vou  pretend  you  ever  tasted  lampreys 
Ana  ortolana?    Giovita,  of  the  palaee. 
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Engaged  (but  there  *■  no  tmatinsr  him)  to  alioe 

me 
Polenta  with  a  knife  that  had  ont  np 
An  ortolan. 

2d  Girl.    Whv,  thero  I    Is  not  that  Pinpa 
We  are    to  taUc    to,  under   the   window,  — 

qniok  I  — 
Where  the  lifi4itBaie? 

l8t  Girl,  That  she  ?  No,  or  she  would  sing, 
For  the  Intendant  said  .  .  . 

'Sd  Girl.  Oh,  jon  sing  first  I 

Then,  if  she  listens  and  conies  close  .  .  .  I  *11 

tell  you,  — 
Sing  that  song  the  young  English  noble  made, 
Who  took  you  for  uie  purest  of  the  pure, 
And  meant  to  leave  the  world  for  you  —  what 
fun  I 
2dGirL    [Singi,] 

You  *ll  love  me  yet  !  —  and  I  ain  tarry 
Your  lovers  protracted  growing : 

June  reared  thai  hunch  oj  flower*  you  carry ^ 
From  teeds  t^fApriCg  aowing. 

I  plant  a  htMrtfull  now  :  same  seed 

At  least  is  sure  to  strike. 
And  yield  —  what  you  ''U  not  pluck  indeed. 

Not  love^  but,  may  be,  like. 

You  ^U  look  at  least  on  lovers  remains, 

A  gravels  one  violet: 
Your  look  t  —  that  pays  a  thousand  pains. 

What 's  death  t     You'll  love  me  yet  I 

dd  Girl,  \ToPiTTA  who  approaches,]  Oh.  you 

lay  eome  closer — we  shall  not  eat  you  !    Why, 

/ou  seem  the  very  person  that  the  ^[reat  rich 

handsome  Englishman  has  fallen  so  violently  in 

love  with.    I  U  tell  yon  all  about  it. 

IV.  NIGHT 

Inside  the  Palace  by  the  Dwnno.    Movuasos,  diS" 
missing  his  Atteadaoti. 

Monsignor.  Thanks,  friends,  many  thanks! 
I  chiefly  deeire  life  now,  that  I  may  recompense 
every  one  of  you.  Most  I  know  something  of 
already.  What,  a  repast  prepared  ?  H^neaicto 
benedicatur  .  .  .  ngh,  ugh  I  Where  was  1  ?  Oh, 
as  yon  were  remarking,  Ilgo,  the  weather  is  mild, 
very  unlike  winter*weather :  but  I  am  a  Sicilian, 
vou  know,  and  shiver  in  your  Julys  here.  To 
be  sure,  when  ^t  was  full  summer  at  Messina,  as 
we  priests  used  to  cross  in  prooesriun  the  great 
square  on  Assumption  Day,  yon  might  see  our 
thickest  yellow  t^Mis  twist  suddenly  in  two, 
each  like  a  falling  star,  or  sink  down  on  them- 
selves in  a  gore  of  wax.  But  go,  my  friends,  but 
go!  [ To eAf  Intendant.]  Not  yon,  Ugo  I  [The 
others  leave  the  apartment.]  I  have  lung  wanted 
to  converse  with  you,  Ugo. 

Intendant,    Ugnoeio  — 

Mon,  ,  ,  ,  *gDccio  Stefani,  man !  of  Asouli, 
Fermo  and  Fossombmno;  ^  what  I  do  need  in- 
structing about,  are  these  aeoomits  of  your  ad* 
ministnition  of  my  poor  brother^s  aifaini.  I  Tgh  ! 
I  shall  never  get  tfiroiwh  a  third  part  of  your 
iM*counts ;  take  some  of  these  dainties  before  we 


attempt  it,  however.    Are  yon  bashful  to  that 
degree  ?    For  me,  a  crust  and  water  suffice. 

Inten.  Do  you  choose  this  esoecial  night  to 
question  me  ? 

Mon,  This  night,  Ugo.  Yon  have  managed 
my  late  brother ^s  affairs  since  the  death  of  our 
elder  brother :  fourteen  years  and  a  month,  all 
but  three  days.  On  the  lliird  of  December,  1 
nnd  him  .  .  . 

Inten,  If  yon  have  so  intimate  an  acquaintaiicp 
with  your  brotlier*s  affiurs,  you  will  be  teud«*r 
of  turning  so  far  back :  they  will  hardly  bear 
looking  into,  so  far  back. 

Mon.  Ay,  ay,  ugh,  ugh,  —  nothing  but  dissp- 
pointments  here  below  I  I  remark  a  consider- 
able  payment  made  to  yourself  on  this  Third  of 
December.  Talk  of  disappointments !  There 
was  a  young  fellow  here,  Jules,  a  foreign  sculpt/«r 
I  did  my  utmost  to  advance,  tliat  uie  Churt'h 
might  be  a  gainer  by  us  both  :  he  was  ginng  on 
hopefully  enough,  and  of  a  sudden  he  notifies  U» 
me  some  marvellotis  change  that  has  happened  in 
his  notions  of  Art.  Here  ^s  his  letter,  —  '"  He 
never  had  a  clearly  conceived  Ideal  within  hitf 
brain  till  to-day.  Tet  since  his  hand  could  man- 
age a  chisel,  he  has  practised  expressing  other 
men^s  Ideals  ;  and,  in  the  very  peitectioiihe  luw 
attained  to,  he  foresees  an  ultimate  failure :  his 
unconscious  hand  will  pursue  its  prescribed 
course  of  old  years,  and  will  reproduce  witli  n 
fatal  expertness  the  ancient  types,  let  the  novel 
one  ^pear  never  so  palpably  to  his  spirit. 
There  is  but  one  method  of  escape  :  connding 
the  virgin  type  to  as  chaste  a  hauct,  he  will  turn 
painter  instead  of  sculptor,  and  paint,  not  carve, 
its  characteristios,'*^ —  strike  out,  I  dare  sav,  a 
school  like  Correggio :  how  think  you,  Ugo  . 

Inten,    Is  Correggio  a  painter  ? 

Mon,  Foolish  Jules !  and  yet,  after  all,  why 
foolish  ?  He  may  —  probably  will  —  fail  egre- 
giously ;  but  if  there  should  arise  a  new  painter, 
will  it  not  be  in  some  such  way,  by  a  iioet  now , 
or  a  musician  (spirits  who  have  eonoeivad  and 
perfected  an  Ideal  through  some  other  channel), 
transferring  it  to  this,  and  escaping  our  ooaven- 
tional  roads  bv  pure  ignovanee  m  them:  eh. 
Ugo  ?  If  you  nave  no  appetite,  talk  at  le«st, 
Ugo!  . 

Inten.  Sir,  I  can  submit  no  longer  to  tliia 
course  of  yours.  First,  you  select  the  gnmp 
of  which  I  formed  one,  —  next  yon  thin  it 
gradually,  —  always  retaining  me  with  vonr 
smile,  —  and  so  do  ^ou  proceed  till  jov  mve 
f  airiy  got  me  alone  with  von  between  loor  atone 
walls.  And  now  then  ?  Let  this  faroa«  this 
chatter  end  now :  what  is  it  yoo  want  with  id«  ? 

Mon,    ITgo ! 

Inten.  From  the  instant  yon  anived,  I  fek 
your  smile  on  me  as  yoo  qnestioiied  me  abo«t 
this  and  the  other  article  in  those  papam  — 
why  your  brother  should  have  given  mm  tlua 
villa,  that  nodere,  — and  your  nod  at  tha  end 
meant,  —  what  ? 

Jfoa.  Poasiblythatl  wished  for  no  load  talk 
here.    If  once  yon  set  me  coughing,  Ugo  I  — 

Inten,  I  have  ymir  brother's  hand  and  aottl 
to  aU  I  poaaeaB :  now  ask  me  what  for !  wlMkt 
service  I  did  him    -  ask  me ! 
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I  glioold  rip  up 
r  brother's  weak- 


Mon.  I  would  better  not: 
old  disgraoes,  let  out  my j 
nneses.  By  tlie  wa^,  Maneo  of  Forli,  (which.  I 
forgot  to  obsezre,  u  your  true  name,)  was  the 
interdict  ever  taken  off  you  for  robbing  that 
ehurch  at  Ceiiena  ? 

Inten,  No,  nor  needs  be  :  for  when  I  mur- 
dered your  brother^s  friend,  Pasquale,  for 
him  ... 

Mon.  Ah,  he  employed  you  in  tliat  busi« 
nem^  did  he  ?  Well,  I  must  let  you  keep,  as 
Tou  say,  this  villa  and  that  podire^  for  fear  the 
world  should  find  out  my  relations  were  of  so 
indifferent  a  stamp  ?  Maff eo,  my  family  is  the 
oldest  in  Messina,  and  century  after  century 
haye  my  progenitors^  gone  on  polluting  them- 
Helres  witn  every  wickedness  under  heaven  : 
my  own  father  .  .  .  rest  his  soul!  —  I  have,  I 
know,  a  chapel  to  support  that  it  may  rest: 
my  dear  two  dead  brothers  were,  —  what  yon 
know  tolerably  well;  I,^  the  youu||[est,  might 
have  rivalled  them  in  vice,  if  not  in  wealth : 
bat  from  my  boyhood  I  came  out  from  among 
th«m,  and  so  am  not  partaker  of  their  plagues. 
My  glory  springs  from  another  sonroe ;  or  if 
from  this,  by  contrast  only,  —  for  I,  the  bishop, 
am  the  brother  of  your  employers,  Ugo.  I 
liope  to  repair  some  of  their  wrong,  however ; 
BO  far  afl  my  brother *s  ill-gotten  treasure  reverts 
to  me,  I  can  stop  the  consequences  of  his  crime : 
and  not  one  tolJo  shall  escape  me.  Maffeo,  the 
sword  we  ouiet  men  spurn  away,  you  shrewd 
knaves  pick  up  and  commit  murders  with ; 
what  opportumties  the  virtuous  forego,  the 
villanous  seize.  BecausCj  to  pleasure  myself 
apart  from  other  considerations,  my  food 
would  be  millet-cake,  mv  dress  sackcloth,  and 
my  conch  straw, —  am  I  therefore  to  let  you, 
the  off-scouring  of  the  earth,  seduce  the  poor 
and  ignorant  by  appropriating  a  pomp  these 
will  be  sure  to  think  lessens  the  aDominations 
so  onaccountably  and  exclusively  associated 
with  it?  Must  I  let  villas  and  poderi  eo  to 
TOU,  a  mnrderer  and  thief,  that  you  may  Beget 
b^  meana  of  them  other  murderers  and  thieves  ? 
ho  —  if  mycough  would  but  allow  me  to  speak  I 

InUn.  What  am  I  to  expect  ?  You  are  go- 
ii^r  to  punish  me  ? 

Mon.  Must  punish  vou,  Maffeo.  I  cannot  af- 
ford to  cast  away  a  cnauoe.  I  have  whole  cen- 
turies of  sin  to  redeem,  and  only  a  month  or  two 
of  life  t4>  do  it  in.^  How  should  I  dare  to  say  .  .  . 

Inten,     "  For^ve  us  our  trespasses  '^  ? 

Mon.  My  Inend,  it  is  because  I  avow 
myself  a  very  worm,  sinful  beyond  measure. 
rliat  I  reject  a  line  of  conduct  you  would 
Applaud  perhaps.  Shall  I  proceed,  as  it  were. 
;»-pardomng  ?  —  I  ?  —  who  have  no  symptom  01 
rvtason  to  assume  that  aught  leas  than  my  stren- 
uonsest  efforts  will  keep  myself  out  of  mortal 
win,  much  leas  keep  others  out.  No  :  I  do 
t  rrspass,  but  will  not  double  that  by  allowing 
>  cMi  to  trespass. 

InUn.  And  suppose  the  villas  are  not  your 
brother's  to  give,  nor  yours  to  take  ?  Oh,  you 
Mr«  haaty  enough  Just  now  ! 

Jifoa.    1,  2  —  N^  3 1  --ay,  can  you  read  the 

batance  of  a  letter,  N<*  ^i,  I  na 


■tit 


ou 
ve  received 


from  Home  ?  It  is  precisely  on  the  ground 
there  mentioned,  of  the  suspicion  1  have 
that  a  certain  child  of  my  late  elder  brother, 
who  would  have  succeeded  to  his  estates,  was 
murdei«d  in  infancy  by  you,  Maffeo,  at  the  in- 
stigation of  my  late  younger  brother  —  that  the 
Pontiff  enjoins  on  me  not  mei-ely  the  bringing 
that  Maffeo  to  condign  punishment,  but  the 
taking  all  pains,  as  guardian  of  the  infantas 
heritage  for  the  Church,  to  recover  it  parcel 
by  parcel,  howsoever,  whensoever,  and  where- 
soever. While  ^  you  are  now  gnawine  those 
fingers,  the  police  are  engaged  in  seuing  up 
your  papers,  Maffeo,  and  the  mere  raising  my 
voice  Dnngs  my  people  from  the  next  room  to 
dispose  of  yonnelf .  But  I  want  you  to  confess 
quietly,  and  save  me  raiaing  my  voice.  Why, 
man,  do  i  not  know  the  old  story  ?  The  heir 
between  the  succeeding  heir,  and  this  heir^s 
ruffianly  instrument,  and  their  completes  ef- 
fect, and  the  life  of  fear  and  bribes  and  omi- 
nous smUing  silence  ?  l>id  you  throttle  or  stab 
my  brother  s  infant  ?    Come  now  I 

Inten.  So  old  a  story,  and  tell  it  no  better  ? 
When  did  such  an  instrument  ever  produce 
such  an  effect  ?  Either  the  child  smiles  in  his 
face;  or,  most  likely,  he  is  not  fool  enough 
to  put  himself  in  the  employer's  power  so 
thoroughly  :  the  child  is  always  ready  to  pro- 
duce—  as  yon  say  —  howsoever,  wheresoever, 
and  whensoever. 

Mon.    Liar  I 

Iwten.  Strike  me?  Ah,  so  might  a  father 
chastise!  I  shall  sleep  soundly  to-night  at 
least,  though  the  gallows  await  me  to-morrow  ; 
for  what  a  life  did  I  lead  I  Carlo  of  Cesena  re- 
minds me  of  his  connivance,  every  time  I  pay 
hia  annuity ;  which  happens  commonly  thrice  a 
year.  If  I  remonstrate,  he  will  confess  all  to 
the  good  bishop  —  you  t 

Mon.  I  see  through  the  trick,  caitiff  I  I 
would  you  spoke  truth  for  once.  All  shall  be 
sifted,  however —seven  times  sifted. 

Inltn.  And  how  my  absurd  riches  encum- 
bered me  I  I  dared  not  lay  claim  to  above  half 
my  poasesaions.  Let  me  but  once  unbosom 
myself,  glorify  Heaven,  and  die  I 

Sir,  you  are  no  brutal  dastardly  idiot  like 
your  brother  I  frightened  to  death :  let  us 
understand  one  another.  Sir,  I  will  make 
away  with  her  for  yon  —  the  girl  — here  close 
at  hand ;  not  the  stupid  obvious  kind  of  kill- 
ing ;  do  not  speak  —  anew  nothing  of  her  nor 
ox  me  I  I  see  her  every  day  —  saw  her  this 
morning  :  of  course  Uiere  is  to  be  no  killing ; 
but  at  Rome  the  courtesans  perish  off  every 
three  years,  and  I  can  entice  her  thither —  have 
indeed  begun  operations  already.  There 's  a 
certain  lusty  Une^yed  florid-oomplexioned 
English  knave,  I  and  the  Police  employ  occa- 
sionally. You  assent,  I  perceive  —  no,  that 's 
not  it  —  assent  I  do  not  say  —  but  you  will  let 
me  convert  my  j>reaent  havings  and  holdings 
into  cash,  and  give  me  time  to  cross  the  Alps  ? 
^Tis  but  a  little  black-eyed  pretty  singing  Fe- 
lippa,  gay  silk-winding  girL  I  have  kept  her 
out  of  harm's  way  up  to  this  present ;  for  I 
always  intended  to  make  your  life  a  plague  t«) 
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TOO  with  her.  'Tift  m  well  lettled  onee  and 
lorerer.  fekmM  women  I  hmwe  proevTed  wiD 
MMS  Bluphoelu,  mr  handeome  Hooandrel,  off 
tor  fomebodT ;  ana  onee  Pip^  entani^led  !  — 
▼on  eonoeive  r  Through  her  nnfcinir  ^  le  it  a 
MNvain? 

IFnnn  wUhout  it  heard  the  voire  o/Vvnk^  Hnfing  — 

Overkead  ike  tree-i€p9  meet^ 
Flower  $  and  ffrau  Baring  'neaih  ofte*»/eet ; 
There  was  namght  above  me^  naught  beunt. 
My  chUdkood  nod  not  learned  to  know : 
For,  what  are  the  voices  of  birds 
—  Ay,  and  qf  beasts^  —  hut  words,  ow  words, 
(hUy  so  much  more  sweet  f 
The  knowledge  of  that  with  my  life  begun. 
But  J  had  to  near  made  out  the  sun. 
And  counted  your  stars,  the  seven  and  one, 
Like  thefinaers  of  my  hand : 
Nay,  I  couta  ail  but  uwierstand 
Wher^ore  through  heaven  the  white  moon  ran- 
ges: 
And  just  when  out  of  her  soft  fifty  changes 
No  ut^familiar  face  might  overlowc  me  — 
Suddenly  Uod  took  me. 

[PVTA  passe*. 

Mon.  [Springing  up.]  My  people  — one  and 
all  ~  all  —  within  there  I  Gng  thia  yillain  — 
tie  him  hand  and  foot !  He  diues  ...  I  know 
not  half  he  dares-;'  hat  remove  him  — qoick  ! 
Miserere  mei,  Domine  !    Quick,  I  my  ! 

Pitta's  Chamber  again.    She  enter*  it. 

The  hee  with  his  oomh, 

The  mouse  at  her  dray, 

The  cmh  in  his  tomb, 

While  winter  away : 

But  the  fire-fly  and  hedge^hrew  and  lob-worm, 

I  pray* 
How  fare  they  ? 

Ha.  ha,  thanks  for  yonr  conneel,  my  Zanze  1 
""  Keast  upon  lamnreys,  quaff  Breininze"  -- 
The  summer  of  lire  so  easy  to  spend. 
And  eare  for  to-morrow  so  soon  put  away  I 
But  winter  hastens  at  summer *s  end. 
And  fire-fly,  hedi^e-shrew,  lob-worm,  pray, 
How  fare  they? 

No  bidding  me  then  to  . . .  what  did  Zanie  say  ? 
*'  Pare  vour  nails  peariwise,  get  your  small  feet 

snoes 
More  like  **  .  .  .  (what  said  she  ?)  —  ^*  and  less 

like  canoes  t  ** 
How  pert  that  girl  was !  —  would  I  be  those  pert 
Impudent  sturing  women  !     It  had  done  me. 
However,  surely  no  such  mighty  hurt  ^ 
To  learn  his  name  who  pamed  that  jest  upon 

me: 
No  foreigner,  that  I  can  recollect, 
( 'ame.  as  she  says,  a  month  since,  to  inspect 
<hir  silk-mills  —  none  with  blue  eyes  and  thick 

rings 
r>f  raw-silk-colored  hair,  at  all  events. 
Well,  if  old  Liiea  keep  his  good  intents. 
We  fdiall  do  better,  see  what  next  year  brings  I 
I  umy  biiy^  whoes,  my  Zanze,  not  appear 
M«>n*  destitute  than  yon  perhaps  next  year  I 
IUi«ph  .  .  .  something!    I  had  caught  the  an« 

roiitli  name 


Bat  for  Monaignor^s  people^s  sadden  datter 

Above  ns — hoond  to  spoil  soch  idle  chatter 

As  onn  :  it  were  indeM  a  Mtioas  matter 

If  silly  talk  like  oars  should  pnt  to  shame 

The  pious  man,  the  man  devmd  of  blame, 

The  ...  ah  bat — ah  but,  all  the  same. 

No  mere  mortal  has  a  ri^t 

To  carry  that  exalted  air ; 

Best  people  are  not  ai^pels  quite : 

While  —  not  die  worst  of  people's  doings  scare 

The  devil^ ;  so  there  *s  that  proud  look  to  niare! 

Which  is  mere  counsel  to  myself,  mind  f  for 
I  have  jost  been  the  hol^r  Monsignor : 
And  I  was  yon  too,  Luigi^s  gentle  mother, 
And  yon  too,  Lnigi !  —  how  that  Lnigi  started 
Out  of  the  turret  —  doubtlessly  departed 
On  some  good  errand  or  another. 
For  he  passed  just  now  in  a  traveller's  trim. 
And  the  sullen  company  that  prowled 
About  his  path,  I  noticed,  scowled 
As  if  they  had  lost  a  prey  in  him. 
And  I  was  JnleM  the  sculptor's  bride. 
And  I  was  (Htinui  beside. 
And  now  what  am  I  ?  -  -  tired  of  fooling. 
Day  tor  foUy.  ni||^t  for  schooling ! 
New  year 's  day  is  over  and  spent, 
111  or  well,  I  must  be  content. 

Even  my  lily  *8  asleep,  I  vow  : 
Wake  ap  —  here  's  a  friend  I've  plucked  you ! 
Call  this  ilower  a  heart 'a-ease  now ! 
Something  rare,  let  ine  instruct  yon, 
Is  this,  with  petals  trinly  swollen, 
Three  times  spotted,  thrice  the  pollen  ; 
While  the  leaves  and  parts  that  witness 


Old  proportions  and  their  fitness. 

Here  remain  anchaneed,  unmoved  now : 

Gall  this  pampered  tniug  improved  now  I 

Suppose  tnere  V  a  kin^  of  the  flowers 

And  a  girl-show  held  m  his  bowers  — 

'*  Look  ye,  buds,  this  growth  of  oors," 

Says  he,  '*  Zanie  from  the  Brenta, 

I  have  made  her  gorge  polenta 

Till  both  cheeks  are  near  as  bouncing 

As  her  .  .  .  name  there  ^s  no  pronouncing  ! 

See  this  heightened  color  too. 

For  she  swilled  BrM^anze  wine 

Till  her  nose  tumecT deep  carmine  ; 

'T  was  but  white  when  wild  she  grew. 

And  onlv  by  this  Zanze^s  eyes 

Of  which  we  could  not  change  the  size. 

The  magnitude  of  all  achieved 

Otherwise,  may  be  perceived.'' 

Oh  what  a  drear  dark  close  to  my  poor  dmv  ! 
How  could  that  red  sun  drop  in  that  black 

cloud  ? 
Ah  Pippa,  morning's  rule  is  moved  away. 
Dispensed  with,  never  more  to  be  allowed  ! 
Day  's  turn  is  over,  now  arrives  the  night  *a. 
Oh  lark,  be  dav*s  apostle 
To  mavis,  merle  and  throstle. 
Bid  them  their  betters  jostle 
From  da^  and  its  delights  I 
But  at  mght.  brother  owlet,  over  the  wooda, 
ToO  the  world  to  thy  cbantrv  ; 
Siiur  to  the  bats*  sleek  sisterhoods 
Ftifl  complines  with  gallantry : 
Then,  owls  and  bats. 
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Cowls  and  twafts. 

Monks  snd  nims,  in  s  oloister's  moods, 

Ad  jonm  to  the  oak-stump  pantry  I 

iA/ler  the  htu  te^ua  /•  wtdreu  kert^f. 
Now,  ono  thinflT  I  should  like  to  really  know : 
IIov  near  I  eTer  might  approaoh  all  these 
1  only  fancied  beiner,  this  long:  day : 
—  Approach,  I  mean,  so  as  to  toaoh  them,  so 
As  to  ...  in  some  way  .  .  .  move  them  —  if 

yon  please. 
Do  good  or  evil  to  them  some  slight  way. 
For  instance,  if  I  wind 
Silk  tOHoiorrow,  my  silk  may  Innd 

[SmUig  on  the  bedHde. 


And  border  Otdma's  cloak's  hem. 

Ah  me,  and  mv  important  nart  wttli  them. 

This  morning's  hymn  half  promised  when  I 

rose  I 
True  in  some  sense  or  other,  I  suppose. 

lAt  the  Uet  down. 

God  bless  me  I    I  can  pray  no  more  to-night. 
No  donbt,  some   way   or   other,  hymns   say 
right. 

All  service  ranks  the  $ame  with  God  — 
With  €hd.  whose  puppets,  best  and  worm, 

Are  we  ;  there  is  no  last  norjiret. 

iShe  aieept. 
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A   TRAGEDY 


This  was  No.  II.  of  Bells  and  Pomegranates 
and  was  ivned  in  1843,  though  it  appears  to 
have  been  written  before  the  publication  of 
Pippa  Passes,  The  following  is  the  advertise- 
ment prefixed  to  the  tragedy  when  first  pub- 
lished and  always  slterward  retained. 


i»( 


So  far  as  I  know,  this  tragedy  is  the  first  ar- 
tixtic  consequence  of  what  Voltaire  termed  *  a 
terrible  event  without  consequences ;  *  and  al- 
though it  professes  to  be  historical,  I  have  taken 
more  pains  to  arrive  at  the  history  than  most 
readers  would  thank  me  for  particularizing: 
nnoe  acquainted,  as  I  will  hope  them  to  be,  with 
the  chief  droumstances  of  Victor^s  remarkable 
European  career  —  nor  quite  ignorant  of  the  sad 
and  Boprising  facts  I  am  about  to  reproduce  (a 
tolerable  account  of  which  is  to  be  found,  for 
instance,  in  Abbe  Romanes  R4cit,  oat  even  the 
fifth  of  Lord  Orrery's  Letters  from  Italy)  —  I 
cannot  expect  them  to  be  versed,  nor  desirous 


of  beooming  so,  in  all  the  detail  of  the  memoirs, 
correspondence,  and  relations  of  tiie  time. 
From  these  only  may  be  obtained  a  knowledge 
of  the  fiery  and  audadous  temper,  unscrupu- 
lous selfishness,  profound  dissimulation,  and 
singular  fertility  in  resources,  of  Victor  —  the 
extreme  and  painful  sensibility,  prolonged  im- 
maturity of  powers,  earnest  good  purpose  and 
vacillating  wiU  of  Charles  —  d^e  noble  and  right 
woman  ^8  manliness  of  his  wife  —  and  the  ill- 
considered  rascality  and  subsequent  better- 
advised  rectitude  of  D'Ormea.  When  I  say, 
therefore,  that  I  eannot  but  believe  my  state- 
ment (combtning  as  it  does  what  appears  cor- 
rect in  Voltsdre  and  plausible  in  Condorcet) 
more  true  to  person  and  thing  than  any  it  has 
hitherto  been  my  fortune  to  meet  with,  no 
doubt  my  word  will  be  taken,  and  my  eridence 
spared  as  readily.  R.  B.*' 

L0MD05,  1842. 


PERSONS 

TicTcw  AMAOSua,  flnfe  Kinff  of  Sardinia. 
Cbaslbs  Emavusl,  his  Mm,  Prince  of  Piedmont. 
PoLTXXSA,  vrife  of  Charleii. 
D'Obhxa,  minister. 


FIRST    YEAR,   1730.  — KING   VICTOR 

PART  I 


f^msn.  —  The  Cotmeii  Chamber  0/  Bivcti  Palace,  near 
Turim,  eotmnunicating  tcith  a  Halt  at  the  back,  an 
Apartment  to  the  lejt,  and  another  to  the  right  oj  the 
stage. 

Tims,  173&>31. 

Cauujn,  PoLTxairA. 

Charles.    You  think  so  ?    Well,  I  do  not. 


Pdyxena.  My  beloved, 

All  roust  clear  up ;  we  shall  be  happv  jret : 
This  cannot  last  forever  —oh,  may  change 
To-day  or  any  day ! 

(Jha.  —  May  change  ?    Ah  yes  -* 

May  change ! 

Pol.  Endure  it,  then. 

Cha.  No  donbt  a  life 

Like  this  drags  on,  now  better  and  now  worse. 
My  father  may  .  .  .  may  take  to  loving  me ; 
And  he  may  tiuce  D^Ormea  closer  yet 
To  counsel  him ;  —  may  even  cast  off  her 
—  That  bad  Sebastian ;  but  he  also  may 
...  Or  no,  Polyxena,  my  only  friend. 
He  may  not  force  you  from  me  ? 

Pol.  Now,  force  me 
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From  you  I  ~  me,  close   by  you  as   if   then 

ffkwmed 
No  SelMistiaiiB.  no  D'OmoMs  on  our  p«tb  — 
At  KiToli  or  Turin,  still  at  hand, 
Areh-oonnsellor,     prime    oonfioant  .  .  .  foroe 

me  I 
Cha,    Because  I  felt  ae  sore,  as  I  feel  sure 
We  clasp  hands  now,  of  beiuff  h^py  once. 
Youttsr  was  I,  quite  nef^lected,  nor  concerned 
By  the  world's  business  that  eneroesiKi  so  much 
My  father  and  my  brother :  if  1  peered 
From  out  mv  iniyacy,  —  amid  the  crash 
And  blaze  of  nations,  domineered  those  two. 
*T  was  war,  peace  —  France   our  foe,  now  — 

Enfclana,  friend  — 
In  love  with  hpain  —  at  feud  with  Austria  I 

WeU- 
I  wandered,  laughed  a  moment's  laugh  for  pride 
In  the  chivalrous  couple,  then  let  droo 
My  curtain  —  **  I  am  out  of  it,''  I  saia  — 
when  .  .  . 
Pol,  You  have  told  me,  Charles. 

Cha,  Polyzena — 

When  suddenly,  —  a  warm   March  day,  just 

that! 
Just  so  much  sunshine  as  the  cottage  child 
Basks  in  delighted,  while  the  cottager 
Takes  off  his  bonnet,  as  he  ceases  work. 
To  catch  the  more  of  it  —  and  it  must  fall 
Heavily  on  m^  brother !    Had  you  seen 
Philip— the  hon-featured  I  not  like  me ! 
Pd,    I  know  — 

Cha,      And  Philip's  month  Tet  fast  to  mine. 
His  dead  cheek  on  my  cheek,  his  arm  still 

round 
My  neck,  —  they  bade  me  rise,  **  for  I  was  heir 
To  the  Duke,"  they  said,  ''the  right  hand  of 

the  Duke : " 
Till  then  he  was  my  father,  not  the  Duke. 
So  ...  let  me  finish  .  .  .  the  whole  intricate 
World'a-bosiness  their  dead  boy  was  bom  to,  I 
Must  conquer,  —  ay.  the  brilliant  thing  he  was 
I  of  a  sudden  must  oe  :  my  faults,  my  follies, 
—  All  bitter  truths  were  told  me,  all  at  once. 
To  end  the  sooner.    What  I  simply  styled 
Their  overlooking  me,  had  been  contempt : 
How  should  the  Duke  emplov  himself,  fonooth. 
With  such  an  one,  while  loralv  Philip  rode 
By  him  their  Turin  through  ?    But  he  was 

punished. 
And  must  put  up  with  -  me  I      'T  was   sad 

enough 
To  learn  mv  fntnre  portion  and  submit. 
And  then  the  wear  and  worry,  blame  on  blame ! 
For,  springHioundfl  in  my  ears,  spring-Nmells 

about. 
How  conld  1  but  grriw^  dizzy  in  their  pent 
Dim  palace-rrmiiM  at  first  ?    My  mother's  look 
As  they  diseuNsed  my  insignificance. 
She  and  my  father,  and  I  sitting  by,  — 
I  bore :  I  knew  how  brave  a  son  they  mimed  ; 
Philip  had  gayly  run  state^papers  through. 
While  Chanee  was  spelling  at  them  painfully  ! 
But  Victor  was  my  mther  spite  of  that. 
''  I>uke  Victor's  entire  life  has  been,"  I  said, 
"  Innumerable  efforts  to  one  end  ; 
And  on  the  p<nnt  now  of  that  end's  snoeesa. 
Our  Ducal  turning  to  a  Kingly  crown, 


Where 's  time  to  be  reminded  'tis  his  ehild 
He  spurns?"     And  so  I  suffered — aoaioely 

suffered. 
Since  I  had  yon  at  length  I 

Pel.  To  serve  in  plaoe 

Of  monarch,  minister  and  mialicsa,  Chanes  I 

Cha,    But,  once  that  erown  obtained,  then 
waa't  not  like 
Our  lot  would  alter?    '*  When  he  rests,  takes 

breath, 
Olances  around,  sees  who  there  'a  left  to  love  — 
Now  that  my  mother's  dead,  sees  I  am  left  — 
Is  it  not  like  he  '11  h>ve  me  at  the  last  ?  " 
Well,  Savoy  turns  Sardinia ;  the  Duke  's  King : 
Could  I  -precisely  then  — could  yon  exiiect 
His  harshness  to  ledouble  ?   These  few  months 
Have  been  .  .  .  have  been  .  .  .  Polyzena,  do  yon 
And  Grod  conduct  me,  or  I  lose  myself  I 
What  would  he  have?    What  is't  they  want 

with  me  ?  ^ 
Him  with  this  mistress  and  this  minister. 
—  You  see  me  and  you  hear  him;  jndg«  n* 

both! 
Pronounce  what  I  should  do,  Polyxena  I 

Pol,     Endure,  endure,  beloved!     Say  yon 
not 
He  is  yonr  f sther  ?    All  *s  so  incident 
To  novel  sway !    Beside,  our  life  must  change : 
Or  you  '11  acquire  his  kingcraft,  or  he  '11  find 
Harshness  a  sorry  way  of  teaching  it. 
I  bear  this  —  not  that  there  *s  so  much  t4»  bear. 

Cha.    You  bear?    Do  not  I  know  that  yon. 
though  bound 
To  silence  for  my  sake,  are  perishtnr 
I^eoemeal  beside  me  ?    Ana  how  otaerwise 
When  every  creephole  from  the  hideous  Court 
Is  stopped  ;  the  Sfinister  to  dog  me.  here  — 
The  Mistress  posted  to  entrap  ycm.  there  ! 
And  thus  shall  we  grow  old  m  snoii  a  life ; 
Not  careless,  never  estranged,  —  but  old:   te 

alter 
Our  life,  there  is  so  much  to  alter  J 

Pol.  Come 

Is  it  agreed  that  we  forego  complaint 
Even  at  Turin,  yet  complain  we  here 
\t  Rivoli  ?    'T  were  wuwr  you  announced 
Our  presence  to  the  King.    What 's  now  afooc 
I  wonder  ?    Not  that  any  more  's  to  dread 
Than  evenr  day's  embarrassment :  but  [cnsas 
For  me.  why  train  so  fast  succeeded  tram 
On  the  nigh-road,  each  gayer  still  than  each  I 
I  noticed  your  Archbishop's  pursuivant. 
The  sable  cloak  and  silver  cross ;  such  pomp 
Bodes  .  .  .  what  now,  Charles  ?    Can  yon  con- 
ceive ? 

Cha.  Not  I. 

Pol.    A  matter  of  some  moment  — 

Cha.  There 's  oar  life  ! 

^Vhich  of  the  gronp  of  loiterers  that  stare 
From  the  lime-avenue,  divines  that  I  — 
About  to  fignre  presently,  he  thinks, 
In  face  of  all  assembled  —  am  the  one 
Who  knows  precisely  leant  about  it  ? 

Pol.  Tnsh! 

D'Ormea's  contrivance  I 

Cha.  Ay,  how  otherwine 

Should  the  young  Prince  serve  for  the  old  Kinsr** 
foil? 
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1  yet  may  see  your  Rhine*land,  who  can  tell  f 
Ouee  away,  ever  then  away  I    I  breathe. 

Pol,    And  I  too  breathe. 

Cka.  Come,  my  Polyxena ! 


KING  VICTOR 

PART  II 

Enier  Kmo  Yictob,  bearing  the  regalia  on  a  «tt«Aiofi, 
/>-«■■  kis  aparimeiU.    He  calU  loudly  — 

O'Ormea !  —  for  patience  fails  ine,  treading  thus 
Among  the  obeoure  trains  I  have  laid, — my 

knights 
Safe  in  the  hall  here  —  in  tiiat  anteroom, 
My  BOO,  —  D'Ormea,    where?     Of    this,  one 

toneh  —  [Layinff  down  the  crown. 

This  fireball  to  these  mnte  black  cold  trains  — 

then 
Oatbreak  enoagh ! 

[Ccniempiafing  it,]    To  lose  all,  after  all ! 
This,  ghucing  o*er  my  house  foras^es — shaped, 
Brare  meteor,  like  the  crown  of  Cyprus  now, 
Jerasalem,  Spain,  England,  every  change 
The  braver,  —  and  when  1   have  clutched  a 

prize 
My  ancestry  died  wan  with  watching  for, 
To  lose  it !  —  by  a  slip,  a  fault,  a  trick 
Leamt  to  advantage  once  and  not  unlearned 
When  past  the  use,  —  ""  just  this  once  more  "  (I 

thought) 
**  Use  it  with  Spain  and  Austria  happily. 
And  then  away  with  trick  !  *^    An  ovendght 
I  'd  have  repaued  thrioe  over,  any  time 
These  fifty  years,  must  happen  now  I    There  ^s 


At  length ;  and  I^  to  make  the  most  of  peace, 

Ventured  my  project  on  our  people  here. 

Am    needing   not   their   help:   which  Europe 

knows. 
And  means,  cold-blooded,  to  dispose  herself 
<  Apart  from  plausibilities  of  war) 
To  crash  the  new-made  King  —  who  ne^er  till 

now 
Feared  her.    As  Duke,  I  lost  each  foot  of  earth 
And  laughed  at  her:  my  name  was  left,  my 

sword 
Left,  all  was   left!    But  slie  can  take,  she 

knows. 
Tins  erown,  herself  conceded  .  .  . 

That's  to  try, 
Kind   Europe  I --My  career  ^s   not   dosed  as 

yet. 
This  boy  was  ever  subject  to  my  will. 
Timid  and  tame  ~  the  fitter !  — D'Ormea,  too 
What  if  the  sovereign  also  rid  himself 
Of  thee,  his  prime  ox  parasites  ?     I  delay ! 
IVOrmea! 

{As  D*OBiaA  mtere,  the  King  aetOo  kimuo^.) 

My  son,  the  Prince  —  attends  he  ? 
D'O.  Sir, 

He  does  attend.     The  orown  prepcuredt— it 


That  yon  persist  in  your  resolve. 

Ktdor.  Who's  some? 

The   ehanoeUor  and   the  chamberlain?     My 


D^O.    The  whole  Annunziata.    If,  my  liege. 
Your  fortune   had   not  tottered  worse  than 
now  .  .  . 

Vie.   Del  Borgo  has  drawn  np  the  schedules  ? 
mine  — 
Mv  son^s,  too  ?    Excellent !    Only,  beware 
Oi  the  least  blunder,  or  we  look  but  fools. 
First,  you  read  the  Annulment  of  the  Oaths ; 
Del  Borgo  follows  .  .  .  no,  the  Prince  shall  sign ; 
Then  let  Del  Borgo  read  the  Instrument : 
On  which,  I  enter. 

D^O.  Sir,  this  may  be  truth  ; 

You,  sir,  may  do  as  you  affect — may  break 
Your  engine,  me,  to  pieces :  try  at  least 
If  not  a  spring  remam  worth  saving !  ^  Take 
My  counsel  as  I  've  counselled  many  times ! 
What  if  the  Spaniard  and  the  Austrian  tlireat  ? 
There 's  England,  Holland,  Venice — which  ally 
Select  you  ? 


Vic, 


Aha!   Come,  D'Ormea,—" truth" 


Was  on  your  lip^  a  minute  since.    Allies  ? 
I  \e  broken  faith  with  Venice,  Holland,  Eng- 
land 

—  As  who  knows  if  not  you  ? 

D'  O.  But  why  with  me 

Break  faith  —  with  one  ally,  your  best,  break 
faith? 

Vic,    When  first  I  stumbled  on  you.  Marquis 
—  ^twas 
At  Moodovi  —  a  little  lawyer^s  clerk  .  .  . 

D^O,     Therefore   your   soul's    ally !  —  who 
brought  )rou  through 
Your  c|iiarrel  with  the  Pope,  at  pains  enough  — 
Who  simply  eeboed  yon  in  these  affairs  — 
On  whom  you  cannot  therefore  visit  these 
Affairs'  ill  fortune  —  whom  you  trust  to  guide 
Yon  safe  (yes,  on  my  soul)  through  tliese  affain ! 

Vic,    I  was  about  to  notice,  had  you  not 
Prevented  me,  that  since  that  great  town  kept 
With  itM  chicane  D'Ormea^s  satchel  staffed 
And  D*Ormea^s  self  suiHcienUy  recluse. 
He  missed  a  sight,  —  my  naval  armament 
When  I  burned  Toulon.    How  the  akiff  exalts 
Upon  the  galliot's  wave  I  —  rises  ita  hught, 

0  ertops  it  even ;  but  the  great  wave  bnnia. 
And  hell-deep  in  the  horrible  profound 
Buries  itself  the  ealliot :  shall  the  skiff 
Think  to  escape  ttie  sea's  black  trough  in  toxn  ? 
Apply  this :  you  have  been  my  minister 

—  Next  me,  above  me  possibly ;  — sad  post, 
Huge  care,  abundant  liick  of  peace  of  mind ; 
Who  would  desiderate  the  emuienoe  ? 

You  gave  your  soul  to  get  it ;  yon  'd  vet  give 
Your  soul  to  keep  it,  as  I  mean  von  shall, 
D'Ormea  I    What  if  the  wave  ebbed  with  me  ? 
Whereas  it  cants  you  to  another  crest : 

1  toss  yon  to  my  son ;  ride  out  j^iit  riae  I 
D^O.    Ah,  yon  so  much  despise  me  ? 

Vic,  You,  lyOrmea  ? 

Nowise :  and  I  *11  inform  you  wh^.    A  king 
Must  in  lus  time  have  many  ministers. 
And  I  Ve  been  rash  enough  to  part  with  mine 
When  I  thought  proper.    Of  the  tribe,  not  one 
(  ...  Or  wait,  did  PianeBe?  ...  ah,  just  the 

same!)    ■ 
Not  one  of  them,  ere  his  remonstranoe  reached 
The  length  of  yours,  but  has  assured  me  (ooiur 

monly 
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Thw  mmeh  to  baffle  »Spsin :  he  i»oi«»«<, , 
Then  oomee  SSpain,  breathleee  lest  ahe  be  fore- 

Htalled. 
Her  offer  follows ;  and  he  pronuaes  .  .  . 

Cha.  —  Promisee,  sir,  when  he  has  just  agreed 
To  Austria's  offer? 

D'  O.  That 's  a  ooansel,  Prinee ! 

Bnt    past  our    foresight,  8paiu  and  Anstria 

(choosing 
To  make  their  quarrel  ap  between  themselves 
Without  the  intwrention  of  a  friend)  ^ 
Produce  both  treaties,  and  both  promises  .  .  . 

Cha.    How? 

D^O,    Prince,  a  counsel  I    And  the  fruit  of 
that? 
fioth  parties  corenaat  afresh,  to  fall 
Together  on  their  friend,  blot  out  his  name, 
Abolish  him  from  Europe.    So,  take  note, 
Here's    Austria    and    here's  Spain  to  fight 

against. 
And  what  sustains  the  King  bnt  Sstot  here, 
A  miserable  people  mad  with  wrongs  ? 
You  're  not  the  King  I 

Cha,  Poljrxena,  yon  said 

All  would  elear  up :  all  does  clear  up  to  me. 

D'O.     Clear   up  I     'T  is   no  such  thing  to 
enry,  then? 
You  see  the  King's  state  in  its  length  and 

breadth? 
You  Uame  me  now  for  keepii^  you  aloof 
From  counsels  and  the  fruit  of  counsels  ?   Wait 
Till  I  explain  this  mormng  's  business ! 

Cha,    [Agidt,]  No- 

Stoop  to  my  father,  yes,  —  D'Ormea,  no ; 

—  The  King's  son,  not  to  the  King  *s  counsel- 

lor! 
I  will  do  something,  biit  at  least  retain 
The  crodit  of  my  deed  I    [  Aloud. ^    Then  it  is 

this 
Yon  now  expressly  come  to  tell  me  ? 

D'O.  This 

To  tell  I    Yon  apprehend  me  ? 

Cha,  Perfectly. 

Further,  D  'Ormea,  you  have  shown  yonnelf , 
For  the    first    tame    these    many  weeks  and 

months. 
Disposed  to  do  my  bidding  ? 
D'  O.  Fram  the  heart ! 

Cha.    Acquaint  my  father,  first,  I  wait  his 
nleasnre  i 
Next  .  .  .  or,  i  'U  tell  yo«  at  a  fitter  time. 
Acquaint  the  King ! 

DO.    [Aside.]        If  I  *8CApe  Victor  yet ! 
First,  to  prevent  this  stroke  at  me :  if  not,  — ^ 
Then,  to  ayenge  it!     [To  CiiA.j    Gracious  sir, 
I  go.  iG049. 

Cha,    Ood,  I  forbore  I    Which  more  offends, 
that  man 
Or  that  man's  mast(>r  ?    Is  it  eome  to  tliis  ? 
Have  they  supposed  (the  sharpest  insult  yet) 
I  needed  e'en  his  intervention  ?    No  I 
No  —  dull  am  I,  conceded,  —  bnt  so  dull, 
Scaroely  I    Their  step  deeides  me. 

Pol,  How  decides? 

Cha,     Yon  would  be  freed  DX)nnea*s  eye 
and  hen? 

—  Could  fl^  the  ooari  with  ass  and  live  content? 
N>,  this  it  IS  for  which  the  knights  aasemble  I 


The  whispeis  and  the  closeting  of  late. 
The  savageness  and  inaolenoe  of  old, 
—  FotUimI 

Pol.     What  mean  you? 

Cha,  How?    You  fail  to  catch 

Their  clever  plot  ?    I  missed  it,  but  could  yuu  ? 
These  last  two  months  of  care  to  inculcate 
How  dull  I  am,  — ^  D'Ormea's  present  visit 
To  prove  that,  being  dull,  I  might  be  worse 
Were  I  a  IQng  — as  wretched  as  now  dull  — 
You  recognize  in  it  no  winding  up 
Of  a  long  plot? 

Pd.  Why  should  there  be  a  plot? 

Cha,    The  crown's  secure  now;   I  should 
shame  the  crown  — 
An  old  complaint ;  the  point  is,  how  to  gain 
M^  place  for  one  more  nt  iu  Victor's  eyes, 
His  mistress  the  Sebastian's  child. 

Pol,  In  truth? 

Cha,    They  dare  not  quite  dethrone  ^Mtfdi' 
nia*ft  Prince : 
Bnt  the^  may  descant  on  my  dulneas  till 
They  sting  me  into  even  praying  them 
Grant  leave  to  hide  my  head,  resign  my  state, 
And  end  the  coil.    Not  see  now  ?    In  a  word. 
They  'd  have  me  tender  them  myself  mj  rights 
As  one  incapable ;  —  some  cause  for  that. 
Since  I  delated  thus  long  to  see  their  drift ! 
I  shall  apprise  the  King  ne  may  resume 
My  rights  this  moment. 

PoL  Pause !  I  dare  not  think 

So  ill  of  Vict4)r. 

Chi.  ^  Think  no  ill  of  him ! 

Pol,  —  Nor  think  him,  tliea,  so  shallow  as  to 
suffer 
His  purpose  be  divined  thus  easily. 
And  yet  —  you  are  the  last  of  a  great  line  ; 
There 's  a  great  heritage  at  stake ;  new  days 
Seemed  to  await  this  newest  of  the  realms 
Of  Eorope  :  —  Charles,    you   must  withstand 
this! 

Cha,  Ah ! 

Yon  dare  not  then  renounce  the  splendid  oovrt 
For  one  whom  all  the  world  despoM?    Speak ! 

Pol.    My  gentle  husband,  speak  I  will,  and 
truth. 
Were  this  as  you  believe,  and  I  once  sore 
Your  duty  lay  in  so  renoundne  rule, 
I   could  .  .  .  could?     Oh  what  happinaas  it 

were 
To  live,  my  Charles,  and  die,  alone  with  yon  ! 

Cha.    I  grieve  I  asked  you.    To  the  pres- 
ence, then ! 
By  this,    D'Ormea   acquaints    the   King,   no 

donbt. 
He  fears  I  am  too  simple  for  mere  hints. 
And  that  no  leas  will  serve  than  Victoria  month 
Demonstrating  in  council  what  I  am. 
I  have  not  breathed,  I  think^  these  maay  yearM  ! 

Pol,    Why,  it  may  be  I  —  if  he  desire  to  w«*<i 
That  woman,  call  legitimate  her  child. 

Cha,    You  see  as  much  ?    Oh,  let  his  will 
have  way  1 
You  11  not  repent  confiding  in  roe,  love  ? 
There 's  maay  a  brighter  spot  in  Piedmont,  €ar. 
Than  Rivoli.    I  *I1  seek  him  :  or,  suppose^ 
Yon  hear  fint  how  I  nMsan  to  speak  my  mia»d  ? 
Loudly  and  firmly  both,  this  time,  be  sare  ! 
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I  yet  nufty  see  your  Khine^Iand,  who  can  tell? 
Oiice  away,  ever  then  away !    I  breathe. 

Pol.    And  I  too  breathe. 

Cha.  Come,  my  Polyxena ! 


KING  VICTOR 

PART  II 

Knter  Kiho  Victob,  bearing  the  rtpaUa  m  a  eushiont 
/rom  Aw  aparttu£Hi.    He  ealU  ImuUy  — 

D'Ormea !  —  for  patience  fails  ine,  treading  thus 
Amooff  the  obscure  trains  i  have  laid,  —  my 

^  kni{irhts 
Safe  in  the  hall  here  —  in  that  anteroom, 
My  son,  —  D  'Ormea,    where  ?     Of    this,  one 

touch  -^  {.I^'*yi^9  down  the  erowu. 

Hiis  fireball  to  these  mute  black  cold  trains  — 

then 
Chitbreak  enough ! 

WontempUuing  tf .]    To  lose  all,  after  all ! 
Tliis,  irlancinfl:  o^er  mv  house  for  ajres — shaped, 
Brave  meteor,  like  the  crown  of  Cjrprus  now, 
Jeruaalem,  &)pain,  England,  every  change 
The  bimTer,  —  and  when  1   have  clutched  a 

prize 
My  ancestry  died  wan  with  watching  for, 
To  lose  it  t  —  by  a  slip,  a  fault,  a  trick 
Learnt  to  advantage  once  and  not  unlearned 
When  past  the  use,  —  ^*  just  this  once  more  *'  (I 

thought) 
**  Use  it  with  Spain  and  Austria  happily. 
And  then  awa^  with  trick  ! "    An  ovenright 
I  *d  have  repaired  thrice  over,  any  time 
These  fifty  years,  must  happen  now  I    There  *s 


At  length ;  and  I^  to  make  the  most  of  peaee, 

Ventured  my  project  on  our  people  here, 

Aa   Beedingr   not   their   help:   which  Europe 

knows. 
And  means,  cold-blooded,  to  dispose  herself 
« Apart  from  plausibilities  of  war) 
To  cmsb  the  new-made  King  —  who  ne*er  till 

now 
Feared  her.    As  Duke,  I  lost  each  foot  of  earth 
And  langhed  at  her:  my  name  was  left,  my 

sword 
Left,  all  was   left !    But  she  can  take,  she 

knows. 
This  erown,  herself  conceded  .  .  . 

That  *s  to  try, 
Kind   Europe  I -*  My  career  ^s   not   dosed  as 

yet. 
Thin  boy  was  ever  subject  to  my  will. 
Timid  and  tame  —  the  fitter !  —  D'Ormea,  too 
Whm/L  if  the  sorersiffn  also  rid  himself 
i  H  tb«e,  his  prime  m.  parasites  ?      I  delay  ! 
irOniMal 

iAa  D^Obmba  emt»»^  the  King  mate  kUnee^.) 

My  son,  the  Prince  —  attends  he  ? 
D'O.  Sir, 

He   does  attend.     The  orown  prepared!— it 


That  yon  penist  in  your  resolve. 

Vietcr.  Who'seome? 

The    ehanesUor  and   the  chambertain?     My 
kmghts? 


D'O.    The  whole  Annuaziata.    If,  my  liege. 
Your  fortune   had    not   tottered  worse  than 

now  .  .  . 
Vie,   Del  Borgo  has  drawn  up  the  schedules  ? 

mine  — 
Mv  aon^s,  too  ?    Excellent !    Only,  beware 
Oi  the  least  blunder,  or  we  look  but  fools. 
First,  you  read  the  Aunnlmeut  of  the  Oaths ; 
Del  Borgo  follows  .  .  .  no,  the  Prince  shall  sign ; 
Then  let  Del  Boigo  read  the  Instrument : 
On  which,  1  enter. 

D^O.  Sir,  this  may  be  truth : 

You,  sir,  may  do  as  you  affect  —  may  break 
Your  engine,  me,  to  pieces :  try  at  least 
If  not  a  spring  remam  worth  saving  I    Take 
Mv  counsel  as  I  *ve  counselled  many  times ! 
What  if  the  Spaniard  and  the  Austrian  threat  ? 
There 's  England,  Holland,  Venice — which  ally 
Select  you  ? 

Vic.  Aha!   Come,  D'Ormea, —" truth  " 

Was  on  your  lip  a  minute  since.    Allies  ? 
1  've  broken  faith  vrith  Venice,  HoIImmI,  Eng>- 

land 

—  As  who  knows  if  not  you  ? 

D'O.  But  why  with  me 

Break  faith  —  with  one  ally,  your  best,  break 
faith? 

Vic.    When  first  I  stumbled  on  you,  Marquis 
—  *t  was 
At  Mondovi  —  a  tittle  lawyer^s  clerk  .  .  . 

D^O.     Therefore   your   sunl^s    ally  I  —  who 
brought  jrou  through 
Your  c|iiarrel  with  the  Pope,  at  pains  enough  — 
Who  simply  eehoed  you  in  tliese  affairs  — 
On  whom  you  cannot  therefore  visit  these 
Affairs*  ill  fortune  —  whan  yon  trust  to  guide 
You  safe  (yes,  on  my  soul)  through  these  affairs ! 

Vic.    1  was  about  to  notice,  had  you  not 
Prevented  me,  that  since  that  great  town  kept 
With  itM  chicane  D*Ormea*s  satchel  stuffed 
And  D'Ormea^s  self  snffioienUy  reclase. 
He  missed  a  sight,  —  my  naval  annament 
When  I  burned  Toulon.    How  the  skiff  exults 
Upon  the  galliot *s  wave  !  —  rises  ita  height, 

0  ertops  it  even ;  but  the  great  wave  bnraCa, 
And  heUnleep  in  the  horrible  profound 
Buries  itself  the  galliot :  shall  the  skiff 
Think  to  escape  the  sea^s  black  trough  in  toxn  ? 
Apply  this :  you  have  been  my  minister 

—  Next  me,  above  me  possibly ;  — sad  post. 
Huge  care,  abundant  liick  of  peace  <^  mind  ; 
Who  would  desiderate  the  eminence  f 

You  gave  your  soul  to  get  it ;  you  'd  Tet  give 
Your  soul  to  keep  it,  as  I  mean  yon  shalL, 
irOrmeai    What  if  the  wave  ebbed  with  me ? 
Whereas  it  cants  you  to  another  crest ; 

1  toes  yon  to  my  son ;  ride  out  your  riae  I 
D^O.    Ah,  yon  so  much  despise  me  ? 

Vic.  You,  D'Ormea  ? 

Nowise :  and  I  *U  inform  you  wh^.    A  king 
Must  in  lus  time  have  many  mimsten. 
And  I  Ve  been  rash  enough  to  part  with  mine 
When  I  thought  proper.    Of  the  tribe,  not  one 
(  ...  Or  wait.  Old  Pianesse?  .  .  .  ah,  just  the 

same!) 
Not  one  of  them,  ere  his  remonstranoe  reached 
The  length  of  yours,  but  has  assured  me  (cuiu- 

monly 
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Veng«NUioe  (Ml  yoo,  D'Ormea !    No :  sneh  am  I, 
Connt  Tende  or  C^ount  aavthinif  ]rou  please, 
—  Only,  th«  tuuue  that  did  the  things  yon  say, 
And,  amon^c  other  things  you  say  not,  used 
Your  finest  fibre,  meanest  muscle,  —  ^oa 
I  used,  and  nov,  since  yon  will  have  it  so. 
Leave  to  your  fate  —  mere  lumber  in  the  midst, 
You  and  your  works.    Why,  what  on  earth  be- 
side 
Are  you  made  for,  yon  sort  of  mimsters  ? 

/>X>.  ^  Not  left,  though,  to  my  fate  I    Your 
witleasson 
Has  more  wit  than  to  load  himself  with  lumber: 
He  foils  you  that  way,  and  I  follow  you. 

Vic,    stay  with  my  son  —  protect  the  weaker 
side! 

D'O.    Ay,  to  be  tossed  the  people  like  a  rag, 
And  flung  by  them  for  fcSpam  and  Austria  a 

sport, 
Abolishing  the  record  of  your  part 
In  aU  this  pwfidy  ! 

Vic.  Prevent,  beside. 

My  own  return ! 

D'O,  That 's  half  prevented  now  I 

*T  will  go  hard  but  yon  find  a  wondrona  eliarm 
In  exile,  to  discredit  me.    The  Al^, 
Silk-mills  to  watch,  vines  asking  vigilance  — 
Hounds    open   for    the   stag,    your    hawk  's 

arwing  — 
Brave  days  that  wait  the  Louis  of  the  South, 
Ital^'^s  Janus  1 

I  ic,  80,  the  lawyer^s  clerk 

Won't  tell  me  that  I  shall  repent  I 

VO,  You  give  me 

Full  leave  to  ask  if  you  repent  ? 

Vic.  Whene'er 

^iulficient  time  's  elapsed  for  tliat,  you  judge ! 

iHkauis  inside,  '*  Ki««  CHASLBi !  " 

7)'  O.    Do  you  repent  ? 
Tic.     [After  a  diqht  pauge.]  .  .  .  I  've  kept 
them  waiting  r       Ye«  I 
Come  in,  complete  the  Abdication,  sir !    [  They 

go  out. 

{Bnttr  PoLTzaMA.) 

Pel.    A  shout  I    The  sycophants  are  free  of 
Charles  I 
Oh,  is  not  this  like  Italy  ?    No  fmit 
Of  his  or  my  distempered  fancy,  this. 
But  just  an  ordinary  fact !    Beside, 
Here  they  >e  set  forms  for  such  proceedings ; 

Victor 
Imprisoned  his  own  mother :  he  should  know, 
If  any,  how  a  son  *s  to  be  deprived 
Of  a  son^s  right.    Onr  duty  's  palpable. 
Ne*er  was  my  husband  for  the  wily  king 
And  the  unworthy  subjects :  be  it  so  I 
Come  you  safe  out  of  them,  my  Charles  !    Our 

Ufe 
Grows   not   the   broad   and    dazzling   life,    I 

dreamed 
Might  prove  your  lot ;  for  strength  was  shut  in 

yon 
None  guessed  but  I  —  strength  which,  untram- 
melled once, 
Had  little  shamed  your  vaunted  ancestry  — 
Patience  and  self-c(evotion.  fortitude, 
Simplicity  and  utter  truthfulness 
-  All  wHich.  thov  shout  to  lose ! 


So,  BOW  ny  wcrii 
Begins  —  to   save    liim   from    regret.     iSave 

Charles 
Regret? — the  noble  nature  1    He  *8  not  made 
Like  these  Italians :  *t  is  a  Qerman  soaL 

(CRABUBi  »KteT9  CTOITIMtf.) 

Oh,  whereas  the  Kimrs  heir?  Qons:  — the 
Crown-prince  ?    Gone :  ^ 

Where's  Savoy?  Gone!— Saidima?  Goae! 
But  Charles 

Is  left !  And  when  my  Rhina>land  bowers  ar- 
rive, 

If  he^  looked  almost  handsome  yester-twilight 

As  his  gray  eyes  seemed  widenmg  into  black 

Because  I  praised  him,  then  how  will  he  look  ? 

Farewell,  you  stripped  and  wbited  mulberry- 


Bound  each  to  each  by  laxy  ropes  of  vine  I 
Now  I  '11  teach  you  my  language :   I  'm  not 

forced 
To  q>eak  Italian  now,  Charles  ? 
[She  gees  the  rroim.l  What » thk ? 

Answer  me  —  who  has  done  this  ?    Answer ! 

I  am  KiuR  now. 

Poi.  Oh  worst,  worst,  wont  of  all ! 

Tell  me!    Wliat,   Victor?  He  hm  made  }uu 

King? 
What 's  he  then?  What 's  to  follow  this?  Ycm. 
King?  ^ 

Cka.  Have  I  done  wroi^  ?  Yea,  for  you  were 
not  bv  I 

Pol.  Tell  me  from  first  to  last. 

Cha.  Hush  ^  a  new  world 

Brightens  before  me  ;  he  is  moved  away 
—  Tne  dark  form  that  eclipsed  it,  he  snbaidm 
Into  a  shape  supporting  me  like  yon. 
And  I,  alone,  tend  upward,  more  and  more 
Tend  upwara :  I  am  grown  Sardinia's  King. 

Poi.    Now  stop:  was  not  this  Victor,  Ihike 
of  Savoy 
At  ten  years  old  ? 

Cha.  He  was. 

Pol.  And  the  Duke  spent. 

Since  then,  just  f onr-aud-fifty  years  in  toil 
To  be  — what? 

Cha.  ^^%, 

Pol.  Then  why  unking  himself  ? 

Cha.  Those  yean  are  cauae  enoogfa. 

Pol.  The  only  cans**:* 

Cha.    Some  new  perplexities. 

Pol.  Which  yon  can  suh  e 

Although  he  cannot  ? 

Cha.  He  aasurea  me  so. 

Pol.    And  this  he  means  shall  last  — how 
long? 

Cha.  How  long? 

Think  you  I  fear  the  perils  I  confront? 
He 's  praising  me  before  the  people's  faoa  — 
My  people ! 

Pol.    Then  he 's  changed  —grown  kind,  the 
King? 
Where  can  the  trap  be  ? 

Cha.  Heart  and  soul  I  pMgn ! 

My  father,  could  I  guard  the  crown  you  gained 
Transmit  as  I  received  it,  —  all  good  else 
Would  I  surrender ! 

Pol.  Ah,  it  opens  thea 
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BcCoro  jOMy  aD  yon  divided  f orm«ilv  f 
Yoo  are  rejoioea  to  be  a  kine,  my  Cnartes  ? 

do.  So  nurah  to  dare  ?  The  better,  —  xnaeh 
to  dread; 
The  better.    I  HI  adTentnre  though  aloae. 
Trimnpii  or  die,  there  *s  Vietor  still  to  witness 
Who  dies  or  triumphs —  either  way,  alone  I 

Pol,  Onoe  I  had  loand  my  share  in  triumph, 
Charles, 
Or  death. 

Cka.       Bat  you  are  1 1    But  yon  I  call 
To  take,    Hearen's  proxy,  vows  I    tendered 

Heaven 
A  mooient  sinoe.    I  will  deserve  the  crown  1 

Pol.  Ton  will.  [Aiide.]  No  doubt  it  were  a 

dorions  thinflT 
For  any  people,  if  a  heart  like  his 
Ruled  over  tt.    I  wonld  I  saw  the  trap. 
iStUer  YmoB.) 

'Tis  he  most  show  me. 
Vie.  So,  the  mask  falls  off 

An  dkd  ibbb's  f oidish  love  at  last.  Spare  thanks  I 

I  know  yon,  and  Polyzena  I  know. 

Here  *s  Charles  —  I  am  his^est  now  —  does  he 
bid  me 

Be  seated?     And  my  light-haired  blue-eyed 
ekild 

Most  not  forget  the  old  man  far  away 

At  Chambery,  who  doies  while  she  reigns. 
Pol.    Most  grateful  shall  we  now  be,  talking 
least 

Of  giatitnde  — indeed  of  anjrthing 

That  hinders  what  yourself  must  need  to  say 

To  Charles. 
Cha.        Pray  speak,  sir ! 
Vic.  *Faith,  not  much  to  say : 

Only  what  shows  itself,  yon  once  i*  the  point 

Of  sight.    You  ^re  now  the  King :  yon  11  com- 
prehend 

Much  yon  may  oft  have  wondered  at  —  the 

wiliams  I  showed. 
Far  what  *s  our  post  ?  Here  *s  Savoy  and  here 's 

Piedmont, 
Here  *s  Montlerrat  —  a  breadth  here,  a  space 

there  — 
To  oW'Sweep  all   these,  what^s  one  weapon 

worth  r 
I  often  think  of  how  they  foiwht  in  Greece 
vOr  Rome,  which  was  it  ?    xou  *re  Uie  scholar, 

Oiarisal) 
V<Mi  made  a  f  ront'thrust  ?    But  if  your  shield 

too 
Were  not  adroitly  planted,  some  shrewd  knave 
R4fached  you  behind  ;  and  him  foiled,  straight  if 

thong 
And  handle  of  that  shield  were  not  cast  loose, 
And  yon  enabled  to  outstrip  the  wind, 
Fremh  foes  assailed  yon,  either  side  ;  "scape  these, 
AjmI    reach  your  place  of  refuge  —  e'en  then, 

odds 
If  tlie  gate  openad  unless  breath  enough 
Were  left  in  yon  to  make  its  lord  a  speech. 
f>h,  YOU  will  see! 

Chct,  No :  strairiit  on  shall  I  go, 

Tmth  helving ;  win  with  it  or  die  with  it. 
Yic,    Taith,    Charles,    you^re    not    made 
£nrope*s  fighting-man  I 


The  barrierfriuwder,  if  ^on  please.   You  clutch 
Hold  and  consolidate,  with  envious  France 
This  side,  with  Austria  that,  the  territory 
I  held  —  ay,  and  will  hold  .  .  .  which  you  shall 

hold 
Despite  the  couple !    But  I  *ve  surely  earned 
Exemption  from  these  weary  politics, 

—  The  privilege  to  prattle  with  my  son 

And  daughter  here,  though  Europe  wait  tlie 
while. 

Pol.    Nay,  sir,  —  at  Chambery .  away  forever, 
As  soon  yon  will  be,  *t  is  farewell  we  bid  you : 
Turn  these  few  fleeting  moments  to  account ! 
*T  is  just  as  though  it  were  a  death. 

Vic.  Indeed ! 

Pol.  [ii«t</e.]    Is  the  trap  there  ? 

Qha .  Ay,  call  tnis  parting — death  1 

The  sacreder  your  memory  becomes. 
If  I  misrule  Sardinia,  how  bring  back 
My  father? 

Vic.  I  mean  .  .  . 

Pol.     \veho    watches    Victor    narrowly  this 
while].         ^  Your  father  does  not  mean 
Yon  should  be  ruling  for  your  father's  sake : 
It  is  your  people  roust  concern  you  wholly 
Instead  ot  him.  You  mean  thw,  sir  ?   (He  drops 
My  hand!) 

Cha.  That  people  is  now  part  of  me. 

Vic.     About   the  people !     I  took   certain 
measures 
Some  short  time  sinoe  .  .  .  Oh,  I  know  well, 

yon  know 
But  little  of  my  measures  I    These  affect 
The  nobles;  weVe  resumed  some  grants,  Im- 
posed 
A  tax  or  two :  prepare  yourself,  in  short, 
For  clamor  on  that  score.    Mark  me :  you  yield 
Nqjot  of  aught  entrusted  you ! 

Pol.  No  jot 

Ton  yield  I 

Cha.  My  father,  when  I  took  the  oath. 

Although  my  eye  might  stray  in  search  of  youis, 
I  heard  it,  understood  it,  promised  God 
What  you  require.    Till  from  this  eminence 
He  move  me,  here  I  keep,  nor  shall  concede 
The  meanest  of  my  rights. 

Vic.  [  Aside.]  The  boy 's  a  fool ! 

—  Or  rather,  I  m  a  fool :  fori  what  *s  wrung 

here? 
To-day  the  sweets  of  reigning :  let  to-monow 
Be  ready  with  its  bitters. 

{Enter  D*Osmba.) 

There  's  beside 
Somewhat  to  press  upon  your  notice  flrst. 

Cha.    Then  why  delav  it  for  an  instant,  sir  ? 
That  Spanish  claim  peronance  ?    And,  now  you 
speak,  ^ 

—  This  morning,  my  opinion  was  mature,^ 
Which,  boy-like,  1  was  bashfid  in  producing 
To  one  I  ne*er  am  like  to  fear  in  future  ! 

My  thon^t  is  formed  upon  that  Spanish  claim. 

Vic.    Betimra  indeed.     Not  now,  Charles! 
You  require 
A  host  of  papers  on  it. 

D'O.  [Com ittf/ forward.]    Here  they  are. 
\To  Cha.]    I,  sir,  was  minister  and  much  beside 
Of  the  late  monarch  ;  to  say  little,  him 
I  served  :  on  you  I  have,  to  say  e'en  less. 
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No  cUini.     Thw  caae  contaiiui  those  papers: 

with  them 
I  tender  you  my  oiRoe. 

Vic.  [lJa4aUy.]  Keep  him,  Charles  1 

There  ^s  reason  for  it  —  many  reasons :  you 
Distrust  him,  nor  are  so  far  wrone  there,  —  bat 
He  *s  mixed  iu>  in  this  matter —  he  '11  desire 
To  quit  yon,  for  occasions  known  to  me  : 
Do  not  accept  those  reasons  :  have  him  star ! 

Pol.  [Aside.]    His  minister  thmst  on  os  I 

Cka.  [To  D'0.1  Sir,  beUere, 

In  justice  to  myself,  you  do  not  need 
E*en  this  commending:  howsoever  might  seem 
My  feelings  toward  you,  as  a  private  man. 
They  ^uit  me  in  the  vast  and  untried  field 
Of  action.    Though  I  shall  myself  (as  late 
In  your  own  hearing  I  engaged  to  do) 
Preside  o'er  mySarainia,  yet  your  help 
Is  necessary.    Think  the  past  forgotten 
And  serve  me  now  I 

D'O.  I  did  not  offer  yon 

My  service  —  would  that  I  could  serve  yon,  ar  I 
As  for  the  Spanish  matter  •  .  . 

Vic.  But  dispatch 

At  least  the  dead,  in  my  good  daughter's  phrase, 
Before  the  living  I    Help  to  house  me  sale 
Ere  with  D'Ormea  you  set  the  world  agape  I 
Here  is  a  paper  —  will  you  overlook 
What  I  propose  reserving  for  my  needs? 
I  get  as  far  from  yon  as  possible  : 
Here  's  what  I  reckon  m][  expenditure. 

Cka.  [Reading,]    A  miserable  fifty  thousand 
crowns  1 

Vic.    Oh,  quite  enough  for  country  gentle- 
men I 
Beside,  the  exchequer  happens  .  .  .  but  find 

out 
All  that,  Tourself  I 

Cka.    (StiU  reading.]    "Count    Tende"  — 
what  means  this? 

Vic,    Me  :  you  were  but  an  infant  when  I 
burst 
Through  the  defile  of  Tende  upon  France. 
Had  only  my  allies  kept  true  to  me ! 
No  matter.    Tende 's,  then,  a  name  I  take 
Just  as  .  .  . 

/>*0.        —The  Marchioness  Sebastian  takes 
The  name  of  Spigno. 

Cka.  How,  sir? 

Vic.    [roD'O.l  Fool!    AU  that 

Was  for  mv  own  detailing.    [To  Cba.]    That 
anon  I 

Cka.    [To  P'OJ]     Explain  what  you  have 
said,  sir  I 

D^O.  I  sumnaed 

The  marriage  of  the  King  to  her  I  named, 
Profoundly  Kept  a  secret  these  few  weeks, 
Was  not  to  be  one,  now  he 's  Count. 

Pol.    [Aside.]  With  OS 

The  miniMt4>r  -  -  with  him  the  mistrem  I 

Cka.    [To  Vic]  No  — 

Tell  me  you  have  not  taken  her  -  -  that  wo- 
man— 
To  live  with,  ]Mist  recall  I 

Vir.  And  where  *h  the  crime  .  .  . 

Pol.    [To  Cha.]    True,  sir,  this  is  a  matter 
past  recall 
.\nd  |mst  your  cnignimnce.    A  day  before. 


And  yon  had  been  compelled  to  note  dus  — 

now 
Wky  note  it  ?     The  King  saved  his  House 

from  shame: 
What  the  Count  did,  is  no  ccmoem  of  ^nrs. 
Cka.    [After  a  paute.]    The  Spanish  claim, 

D'Orau 


I 


Fic. 


Why,  iny  son, 
I  took  some  ill-advised  .  .  .  one's  age,  in  fact. 
Spoils  everything :    though  I  waa  overreached, 
A  younger  brain,  we  '11  trust,  may  extricate 
Sardinia  readily.    To-morTOw,  D'Ormea, 
Inform  the  King  I 
D'O,  ,  [Without    regarding    VicrOB,    and 
leiitarely^ 

Thus  stands  the  case  with  Spain : 
When  first  the  Infant  Carlos  claimed  his  proper 
Succeesian  to  the  throne  of  Tuscany  .  .  • 
Vic.    I  tell  yon,  that  stands  over  I    Let  that 
rest! 
There  b  the  policy ! 

Cka.    [ToD'O.]    Thus  much  I  know. 
And  more  —  too  much.    Tlie  remady  ? 

D'O.  Ofoonrae! 

No  fflimpse  of  one. 

Vic,  No  remedy  at  all ! 

It  makes  the  remedy  itself  —  time  makes  it. 
D'O.    rroCHA.1    Butif  .  .  • 
Fic.    IStiU  more  kastily.]    In  fine,  I  shaU 
take  care  of  that : 
And,  with  another  project  that  I  have  •  .  . 
/>'0.    [Turning  on  Aim.]     Oh,  sines  Count 
Tende  means  to  take  again 
King  Victor's  crown !  — 
Pol.    [Throwing  kerwelf  at  Victor's  feet.] 

£i  en  now  retake  it,  sir ! 
Oh,  speak  I     We  are  your  snbjeota  both,  once 

more! 
Say  it  —  a  word  effects  it  I    Ton  meant  not, 
Nor  do  mean  now,  to  take  it :  but  yon  must ! 
'Tis  in  von  —  in  your  nature — and  the  shame  *• 
Not  halt  the  shame 't  would  grow  to  afterwards ! 
Cka.    Polyxenal 

Pol.  A  word  recalla  the  kni^ts  - 

Say  it  I  —What  'a  prumising  and  what 's  the 

past? 
Say  von  are  still  King  Victor ! 

2>H>.  Better  say 

The  Count  repents,  in  brief ! 

Cka,  With  sneh  a  crime 

I  have  not  chatgsd  yon,  sir! 
Pol,  Charles  turns  from  me  t 
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Pol.    And  now,  sir,  what  have  yon  to  saj  ? 

D'O.  CovBfc  Tends  .. . 

Pol.    Affirm  not  I  betrayed  yon ;  yon  f» 
solve 
On  uttering  this  strange  intelligenoe 
—  Nay,  post  voursell  to  find  me  ere  I  reaeh 
The  capital,  because  you  know  King  (liarles 
Tarries  a  day  or  two  at  Kvian  baths 
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Uehind  me :  —  but  take  warning',  —  here  and 
thus  [Seating  herulj  in  tht  rojfol  sra/, 

I  Hsten,  if  I  listen  —  not  your  friend. 
£xplicit]y  the  statement,  if  you  still 
Persist  to  orve  it  on  me,  must  proceed : 
I  am  not  made  for  au?ht  else. 

D'O.  Good  I    Count  Tende  .  .  . 

Pol,    1^   who  mistmst  you,  shall  acquaint 
King  Charles, 
Who  even  more  mistrusts  you. 

D'O,  Does  he  so? 

Pol.    Why  should  he  not  ? 

D'O.  Ay,  whjrnot?    Motires,  seek 

YoQ  virtnoua  people,  motives !    Say,  I  serve 
(Sod  at  the  devil's  bidding  —  will  that  do  ? 
I  *m  proud :  onr  people  have  been  pacified. 
Really  I  know  not  how  — 

Pol,  By  tmthf  ulneas. 

D"0.    Ezaetly  ;  that  shows  I  had  naught  to 
do 
With  pacifying  them.    Our  foreign  perils 
Abo  ezeeed  my  means  to  stay :  but  here 
T  is  otherwise,  and  niy  pride 's  piqued.    Count 

Tende 
C<»mpletes  a  full  year's  absence  :  would  yon, 

madam. 
Have  the  old  monarch  back,  his  mistress  back. 
His  measares  back  ?    I  pray  you,  act  upon 
My  ooonsel,  or  they  will  be. 

Pol.  When? 

D*0.  Let 's  think. 

Home-matters  settled  —  Victor  's  coming  now ; 
I^  foreign  matters  settle  -*  Victor 's  here 
Unless  I  stcq>  him  ;  as  I  wilL  this  way. 

Pol.    [Reading  thepaper»M  prtteiUtA  If  this 
should  prove  a  plot  'twixt  yon  and  Victor  ? 
Ton  seek  annoyances  to  give  die  pretext 
For  what  yon  say  yon  fear  1 

D'O.  Oh,  poanUy ! 

Igo  for  nothing.    Only  show  King  Charles 
That  thus  Count  Tenoe  purposes  return, 
And  style  me  his  inviter,  if  ^on  please  I 

Pol,    Half  of  your  tale  is  brue ;   most  like, 
tkeCoont 
^^ks  to  return :  but  whj  stay  you  with  ns  ? 
To  aid  in  siieh  emergencies. 

D'O.  Keep  safe 

Those  papers :   or,  to  serve  me,  leave  no  proof 
I  thus  nave  counselled  1    When  the  Count  re- 


And  the  King  abdicates,  't  will  stead  me  little 

To  have  thus  counselled. 

Pol.  The  Kmg  abdieate  I 

D*0.    He's  good,  we   knew   long   since  — 
wise,  we  cuscover  — 

Firm,  let  ns  hope :  —  bnt  I  'd  have  gone  to  work 

With  him  away.    Weill 

iCHABLBB  vi<Aoflif  .1  In  the  Cottucil  Chamber  ? 
>'0.    AU'skistl 

rU,    Oh,  surely  not  King  Charles!     He's 
changed  — 
That 's  not  this  year's  care-burdened  voice  and 

step: 
T  i«  hist  year's  step,  the  rrinoe's  voice ! 
D'O.  I  know. 

iBnUr  Cbablm  — D'Osmsa  retiring  a  liUU.) 

Cha.    Now  wish  me  joy,  Polyxena  I    Wish  it 


The  old  wny !  C^^  embraceM  him. 

There  was  too  much  cause  for  that  t 
But  I  have  found  myself  again.    What  news 
At  Turin  ?    Oh,  if  you  but  felt  the  load 
I  'm  fiiie  of — free  1     I  said  tlus  year  would 

end 
Or  it,  or  me  —  but  I  am  free,  thank  God  I 

Pol.    How,  Charles? 

Cha.    Yon  do  not  ruess  ?     The  day  I  found 
Sardinia's  hideous  cou,  at  home,  abroad. 
And  how  my  father  was  involved  in  it,  — 
Of  course,  I  vowed  to  rest  and  smile  no  more 
Uutil  I  cleared  his  name  from  obloquy. 
We  did  the  people  right  —  't  was   much   tci 

gain 
That  point,  redress  our  nobles'  grievance,  too  -^ 
Bnt  that  took  place  here,  was  no  crying  shame : 
All  must  be  dmie  abroad,  —  if  I  abroad 
Appeased  the  justly-angered  Powers,  destroyed 
The  scandal,  took  down  Victor^s  name  at  last 
From  a  bad  eminence,  I  then  might  breathe 
And  rest  1    No  moment  was  to  lose.    Behold 
The  proud  result  —  a  Treaty,  Austria,  bpain 
Agree  to  — 

7)'0.  [Aside.]  I  shall  merely  stipulate 
For  an  experienced  headsman. 

Cha.  Not  a  soul 

Is  compromised :  the  blotted  pmit  's  a  blank  : 
Even  D'Ormea  escapes  unquestioned.    ISee  I 
It  reached  me  from  Vienna ;  I  reniained 
At  Evian  to  dispatch  the  Count  his  news ; 
'Tis  gone  to  Chambery  a  week  ago  — 
And  here  am  I :  do  I  deserve  to  feel 
Your  warm  white  arms  around  me  ? 

D'O.    Womiup  forward.]      He  knows  that  ? 

Cha.    What,  m  Heaven's  name,  means  this  ? 

D'O.  He  knows  that  matters 

Are  settled  at  Vienna?    Not  too  latu  ! 
Plainly,  unless  you  post  this  very  hour 
Some  man  yon  trust  (say,  me)  to  Chambery 
And  take  precautions  I  acquaint  yon  with. 
Your  father  will  return  here. 

Cha,  Are  yon  crazed, 

D'Ormea?     Here  ?     For  what?    As  well  re- 
turn 
To  take  his  crown ! 

D'O.  He  will  return  for  that. 

Cha.  [To  Poii.]     You  have  not  listened  to 
this  man? 

Pol,  He  spoke 

About  your  safety — and  I  listened. 

[H€  ditengaget  hinuelf/rom  her  arm*. 

Cha.  [To  D'0.1  ,  What 

jon  of  the  Count's  intentions  ? 
VO.  Me  ? 

His  heart,  sir ;  yon  may  not  be  used  to  read 
Such  evidence  however ;  therefore  read 

[Pointing  to  Folxxmra''*  papers. 
My  evidence. 

Cha.  [  To  Pou]  Oh,  worthy  this  of  yon  I 
And  of  your  wpeech  I  never  have  forgotten. 
Though  I  professed  forgetfulness  ;  which  haunts 

me 
As  if  I  did  not  know  how  false  it  was ; 
Which  made  me  toil  unconsciously  thus  long 
That  there  might  be  no  least  occasion  left 
For  aught  of  its  prediction  coming  trtie  I 
And  now,  when  there  is  left  no  leaMt  rKHjafiion 
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To  instigate  my  father  to  saoh  orime  — 
When  I  mirht  ventore  to  foivet  (I  hoped) 
That  epeeoii  and  reeogntze  Pomena  — 
Oh  worthy,  to  revive,  and  tenfold  woiMj 
That  phigoe  I    U'Ormea  at  yoor  ear,  his  ahui- 

ders 
StUl  in  your  hand  I    Silent? 

Pol,  Ae  the  wronged  are. 

Cha,    And  yon,  D^Ormea,  since  when  have 
yon  presumed 
To  spy  npmi  my  father  ?    I  oonoeive 
What  that  wise  paper  shows,  and  easily. 
•Since  when  f 

WO,     llie  when  and  where  and  how  helong 
To  me.    ^T  is  sad  work,  but  I  deal  in  such. 
Yon  of  ttimes  serve  yourself  ,*  I  'd  serve  yon  here : 
Use  makes  me  not  so  squeamish.    In  a  word, 
Since  the  first  hour  he  went  to  Chambery, 
Of  his  seven  servants,  five  have  I  suborned. 

Cha,    You  hate  my  father  ? 

D'O.  Oh,  just  as  yon  will  1 

ILookmg  at  Poltxhia. 
A  minute  since,  1  loved  him  —  hate  him,  now ! 
What  matter  ?  —  if  yon  ponder  |ust  one  thing : 
1  fas  he  that  treaty  ?  —  he  is  setting  forward 
.\lready.    Are  your  guards  here  ? 

Cha,  WeU  for  yon 

They  are  not  I   [  To  Pol.]    Him  I  knew  of  old, 

but  yon  — 
To  hear  that  pivkthank,  further  his  designs  t 

Guards  ?  —  were  they  here,  I  'd  bid  them,  for 

your  trouble. 
Arrest  you. 

lyO.        Guanls  you  shall  not  want.    I  lived 
TIm  tMTvaiit  of  yoor  choice,  not  of  yonr  need. 
You  never  greatly  needed  me  till  now 
'lliat  you  discard'  me.    This  is  m^  arrest. 
Ainun  I  t4»nder  you  my  charge— > its  duty 
Would  bid  nie  press  yon  read  those  documents. 
Here,  sir !  [Offerinf  kU  badgt  qf  O^ee. 

Cha.  [  Takitig  if.]    The  papers  also  I    Do  yon 
think 
I  dare  not  read  them  ? 

Pol,  Read  them,  sir ! 

Cha,  They  prove, 

My  father,  still  a  month  within  the  year 
Since  he  so  solemnly  consigned  it  nie, 
Means  to  resume  his  crown  ?    They  shall  prove 

that. 
Or  my  best  dungeon  .  .  . 

/)*0.  Even  say,  Chambery  ! 

*T  is  vacant,  I  surmise,  by  this. 

Cha.  You  prove 

Your  words  or  pay  their  forfeit,  sir.  ^  Go  there  I 
Polyxena,  one  rhanee  to  rend  the  veil 
Tliickening  and  blackening  'twixt  ns  two !    I>o 

say 
You  *11  see  the  falsehood  of  the  charges  proved ! 
l)o  say,  at  least,  you  wish  to  see  them  proved 
False  cnarges  —  my  heart's  love  of  other  times  I 

Pol.    Ah,  Charles! 

Cha.  [  To  D'O,]  Precede  me,  sir  I 

D'O,  And  I  *m  at  length 

A  martyr  for  the  truth !    No  end,  thev  say, 
t>f  miracles.    My  eonscions  innoeenoel 
[Ai  they  go  ovi,  aUtr  ^bfike  middlt  rfo«r,  mt  vMeh 
he  pmtMn  —  ynios.) 


Kic.       Sure  1  heard  voieeB?    No.    Wall,  I 

do  best 
To  make  at  onoe  for  thia,  the  heart  o*  llie  place. 
The  old  room !    Nothing  ohaiiged !  bo  aaar  niy 

seat, 
D*Ormea  ?    [Pushimg  awap  the  ttool  wkiek  is  bff 

the  King's  cAair. 

I  want  that  meeting  over  first, 
I  know  not  why.    Tush,  he,  D'Ormea.  alow 
To  hearten  nie,  the  supple  knave  ?    That  bunt 
Of  spite  so  eased  him  I    He  'U  inform  lue  .  .  . 

What  ? 
Why  oome  I  hither  ?    AU  *s  hi  rough  :  let  all 
Remain  rough.  There 's  full  time  to  draw  back 

—  nay. 
There 's  naught  to  draw  baek  from,  as  yet ; 

whereas. 
If  reason  should  be,  to  arrest  a  course 
Of  error—  reason  good,  to  interpose 
And  save,  as  I  have  saved  so  manv  times, 
Our  House,  admonish  my  son's  giddy  youth. 
Relieve  him  of  a  weight  that  proves  tooBsaoh  — 
Now  is  the  time,  —  or  now,  or  never. 

Taith, 
This  kind  of  step  is  pitiful,  not  due 
To  Charles,  this  steaUiig  back  —  hither,  be* 


He's  from  his  oMitall    OhVietorl    Viotorl 

But  thus  it  is.    The  age  of  erafty  man 

Is  loathsome  ;  youth  contrives  to  carry  oif 

Dissimulatiou ;  we  may  intersperse 

Extenuating  passages  of  strength. 

Ardor,  vivscity  and  wit  —  may  turn 

E'en  guile  into  a  voluntary  grace : 

But  one's  old  age.  when  graoes  drop  away 

And  leave  guile  the  pure  staple  of  our  lives  ^ 

Ah,  loathsmne ! 

Not  so  —  or  why  nauae  I P    Turin 
Is  mine  to  have,  were  I  so  niinaed,  for 
The  aiding :  all  the  army  *s  mine  —  I  'va  wit- 
nessed 
Each  private  %ht  beneath  me ;  all  the  Gouit  ^ 
Mine  too ;  and,  best  of  all,  DXJkrmaa's  still 
D'Ormea  and  mine.    Tliere  *s  soma  giaos  ding- 
ing yet. 
Had  I  decided  on  this  step,  era  mtdnight 
I  'd  take  the  erown. 

No.    Just  this  step  to  rise 
Exhausts  me.    Here  am  I  arrived :  the  rsst 
Must  be  done  for  me.    W^onld  I  could  ait  here 
And  let  ihn^B  right  themselves,  the  masque 

unmasqne 
Of  the  old  King,  orownless,  gray  hair  and  hut 

blood. 
The  young  King,  crowned,  but  eafan  before  h» 

time. 
They  say,  —  the    eager    mistreas    with     m^ 

taunts, — 
And  the  sad  earnest  wife  who  motioas  roe 
Away  —  ay,  there  she  knelt  to  roe  I    E*ea  yet 
I  can  return  and  sleep  at  Chambery 
A  dream  out. 

Rather  shake  it  off  at  Turin. 
King  Victor!    Say :  to  Turin —  vea,  ornof 

'Tk  this  relentless  noonday-lighted  ehambtr 
Lighted  like  life  but  silent  aa  the  grave, 
That  disooneerts  me.    That 's  the  ehaage  rouM 
strike. 
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last  year  I    Some  one  flung  doon 


(Them  two  great  dooxs  which  semtinise  me  now) 
Andootlwent  'mid  erowds  of  men  —  men  talk- 
Men  watfuiing  if  mj  lip  feU  or  brow  knit, 
Men  saw  me  aaf e  forth,  put  me  oo  my  road  : 
That  makes  the  miMiv  of  this  return. 
Oh  had  a  batUe  done  it  I    Had  I  dropped, 
Haling  some  battle,  three  entire  days  old, 
Hither  and  thither  by  the  forehead  —  dropped 
In  Spain,  in  Austria,  best  of  all,  in  Franoe  — 
Npunied  on  its  horns  or  underneath  its  ho^, 
\Vhen  the  spent  monster  went  upon  its  knees 
To  pad  and  pash  the  prostrate  wretch  —  I,  Vio- 

tor. 
Sole  to  haTO  stood  up  against  Franoe,   beat 

down 
By  inohea,  brayed  to  pieces  finally 
In  some  vast  unimaginable  charge, 
A  flying  hell  of  horse  and  foot  and  guns 
Over  me,  and  all 's  lost,  forever  lost. 
There  *a  no  move  Victor  when  the  world  wakes 

vpl 
Then  silenee,  as  of  a  raw  battlefield, 
Throoiriiont  the  world*    Then  alter  (as  whole 

days 
After,  yon  eateh  at  interrak  faint  noise 
Through  the  stiff  omat  of  frosen  blood)  —  there 


A  rumor  forth,  so  faint,  no  noise  at  all. 

That  a  strange  old  man,  with  face  outworn  for 

wounds. 
Is  stnmblii^  on  from  frontier  town  to  town, 
Hfumng  a  pittance  that  may  help  him  find 
His  TnriB  <Nit ;  what  scorn  and  laughter  follow 
The  coin  you  mug  into  his  cap !    And  last, 
.Sane  bright  mom,  how  men  crowd  about  the 

midst 
0'  the  marketrplaoe,  where  takes  the  old  king 

breath 
Rre  with  his  erateh  he  strike  the  palace-gate 
Wideopel  F~«--» 

To  Turin,  yes  or  no — or  no  ? 
(Me-emler  CmAMim  with  ptipen.) 
Cka,    Just  aa  I  tnonght  1   A  miseisble  false- 
hood 
Of  hirelings  discontented  with  their  pay 
And  kinging  for  enfranchisenient  I    A  few 
Testy  ezpresrions  of  old  age  that  thinks 
To  keep  aUre  its  dignity  o'er  slaves 
By  means  that  suit  their  natures  I 

[Teariiuf  tkem . ]  Thns  they  shake 

MyfaithinVKtort 

[Tumingt  he  tHaompern  \untmm 

Vic.  [Afier  a  wnue.\   Not  at  Evian,  Charles  f 

^Miat  's  this  ?     Why  do  you  nui  to  close  the 

doon? 
No  welecme  for  your  father  ? 

Cka,  l^AgideJ]  Not  his  voice ! 

What  would  I  give  for  one  imperious  tone 
( H  the  old  sort!    That 's  gone  forever. 

Vic,  Must 

I  ank  once  more  ... 

Cha,  No  —  I  conoede  it,  sir ! 

Yon   are  returned  for  .  .  .  true,  your  health 

deelinea; 
Tme.  fhambery  *s  a  bleak  uakindly  spot ; 


You  *d  ehooae  one  fitter  for  your  final  lodge  — 
Veneria,  or  MoneagUer  —  ay,  that  *s  dose 
And  I  conoede  it. 

Ftc.  I  received  advices 

Of  the  condnsion  of  the  Spanish  matter. 
Dated  from  Evian  Baths  .  .  . 

Cha»  And  yon  forbore 

To  visit  me  at  Evian,  satisfied 
The  work  I  had  to  do  would  fully  taak 
The  little  wit  I  have,  and  that  your  presence 
Woidd  only  disocmoert  me  — 

Vic.  Charles? 

Cha.  —  Me,  set 

Forever  in  a  foreign  course  to  yours, 
And  ,  ,  .        ^ 

Sir,  this  way  of  wile  were  good  to  catch, 
Bnt  I  have  not  the  sleight  of  it.    The  truth  I 
Though  I  sink  under  itl     What  brings  you 
here? 
Vic,    Not  hope  of  this  reception,  certainly. 
From  one  who  ^d  scarce  assume  a  straagsr  mode 
Of  speech,  did  I  return  to  bring  about 
Some  awf ullest  calamity  1 

Cha.  —  You  mean. 

Did  you  require  your  crown  again  I    Oh  yes, 
I  should  speak  otherwiae !    But  turn  not  that 
To  jesting  I    8ir,  the  truth  1    Your  health  de- 
clines ?  ^ 
Is  aught  deficient  in  your  equipage  ? 
Wisenr  vou  seek  myself  to  make  complaint. 
And  toil  the  maliee  of  the  world  which  laughs 
At  petty  discontents ;  bat  I  shall  care 
That  not  a  sonl  knows  of  this  visit.    Speak  I 
Vic.  \^Agide,\  Here  is  the  grateful  much-pro- 
fessing son 
Prepared  to  worship  me,  for  whose  sole  sake 
I  thuk  to  waive  my  plans  of  public  good  I 
[Aloud,]  Nay,  Charles,  if  I  did  seek  to  take 

once  more 
My  crown,  were  so  disposed  to  pla^e  myself. 
What  would  be  warrant  for  this  bitterness  ? 
I  gave  it  —  grant  I  would  resume  it  —  well  ? 
Cha,    I  uiottld  say  simply  —  leaving  out  the 
why 
And  how — you  made  me  swear  to  keep  that 

crown: 
And  as  you  then  intended  .  .  . 

Vie,  Fool  I    What  way 

Could  I  intend  or  not  intend  ?    As  man. 
With  a  man's  will,  when  I  say  *'  I  intend," 
I  can  intend  up  to  a  certain  point. 
No  farther.    I  intended  to  preaerve 
The  crown  of  Savoy  and  Sardinia  whole : 
And  if  events  arise  demonstrating 
The  wa^,  I  hoped  should  guard  it,  rather  like 
To  lose  it  .  .  . 

Cha,         Keetp  within  your  sphere  and  mine  I 
It  is  God's  provmoe  we  usurp  on,  else. 
Here,  blincuold  through  the  maae  of  things  we 

walk 
Bv  a  slight  due  of  falae,  true,  right  and  wrong  x 
All  else  is  rambling  and  presumption.    1 
Have  sworn  to  keep  this  kingdom :  there  ^s  my 
truth. 
Vic,    Trndi,  boy,  is  here,  within  my  breaat ; 
and  in 
Your  recognition  of  it,  truth  is,  too ; 
And  in  the  effeet  of  all  this  tortuous  deahng 
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With  falsehood,  lued  to  €«it>'  out  the  truth,  ! 
—  lu  its  suoceas,  this  faL«eli<MMi  turns,  agiuu,  I 
Truth  for  the  world  I   liut  you  sre  right :  these   i 

themes 
Are  orer-snhtle.    I  should  rather  say 
In  such  a  case,  frankly,  —  it  fails,  my  scheme : 
I  hoped  to  see  you  bring  about,  yourself, 
What  I  must  brinsr  about.    I  interpose 
(hi  vour  behalf  —  with  my  son's  good  in  sight  — 
To  hold  what  he  is  nearly  letting  go. 
Confirm  his  title,  add  a  grace  perhaps. 
There  ^s  Sicily,  for  instance.  — ^^ granted  me 
And  taken  back,  some  years  since :  till  1  give 
That  island  with  the  rest,  my  work  ^s   half 

done. 
For  his  sake,  therefore,  as  of  those  he  rules  .  .  . 
Cha.  Our  sakes  are  one ;  and  that,  yon  ooold 

not  say, 
Because  my  answer  would  present  itself 
Forthwith :  ^  a    year   has    wrought  an  age^s 

change. 
This  people  *s  not  the  people  now,  yon  once 
(>>nla  beiiefit ;  nor  is  my  poHcy 
Your  policy. 

Vic.  [WitkanmitbuniJ\  Iknowitl  Yon  undo 
All  I  faftTe  done  —  my  life  of  toil  and  care  ! 
I  left  yon  this  the  absolntest  rule 
In  Europe  :  do  yon  think  I  sit  and  smile. 
Bid  yon  throw  power  to  the  populace  — 
See  my  Sardinia,  that  has  kept  apart. 
Join  in  the  mad  and  democratic  whiri 
Whereto  I  see  all  Europe  haste  full  tide  ? 
Fjigland  easts  off  her  kings ;  France  mimics 

England; 
This  realm  I  hoped  was  safe !    Yet  here  I  talk, 
When  I  can  save  it,  not  by  force  alone, 
But  bidding  plagues,  which  follow  sons  like  yon, 
Fasten  upon  my  disobedient  .  .  . 

[itecoUfcting  himae{fJ]    Surelv 
I  could  sav  this  —  if  minded  so  —  my  son  r 
Cha,    Yon  eonld  not.    Bitterer  curses  than 

your  enne 
Have  t  long  since  denounced  upon  mvself 
If  I  misnaea  my  power.    In  fear  of  these 
I  entered  ob  those  measures  —  wiU  abide 
By  them  :  so,  I  should  say,  Count  T«nde  .  .  . 
Vic.  No  I 

But  no  1  But  if,  my  Charles,  your  —  more  than 

old  — 
Half-foolish  father  urged  these  arguments. 
And  then  confessed  them  futile,  but  said  plainly 
That  he  forgot  his  promise,  found  his  strength 
Fail  him.  had  thonght  at  savage  Chambery 
Too  mucn  of  brilliant  Turin,  BUvoli  here 
And  Snsa,  and  Veneria,  and  Snperga  — 
Pined  for  the  pleasant  places  he  hsd  built 
When  he  was  fortunate  and  young  — 
Cha.  My  father ! 

Vic.  Stay  yet  I  —  and  if  he  said  he  could  not 

die 
Deprived  of  baubles  he  had  put  aside. 
He  deemed,  forever  —  of  the  Crown  that  binds 
Yonr  brain  up,  whole,  sound  and  impregnable, 
(^renting  kingliness  —  the  Sceptre  too. 
Whose  mere  wind,  should  yon  wave  it,  back 

would  beat 
Invaders  —  and  the  golden  Ball  which  throbs 
A«  if  yo«  giaspwd  the  palpitating  heart 


Indeed  o'  the  realni«  to  mould  as  eiioooe  yon 
may  I 

—  If  I  must  totter  up  and  down  the  streets 
My  sires  built,  where  myself  have  introdueed 
And  fostered  laws  and  letters,  sciences. 

The  civil  and  the  military  arts  1 

Stay,  Charles  I    I  see  yon  letting  me  pretend 

To  live  my  former  self  once  more  —  King  Victor. 

The  venturous  yet  politic :  they  style  me 

Again,  the  Father  hi  the  Prince  :  friends  wink 

Good-hnmoredly  at  the  delusion  you 

So  sedulously  guard  from  all  rough  truths 

That  else  would  break  upon  my  dotage!-' 

You^ 
Whom  now  I  see  preventin|r  my  old  shame  — 
I  tell  not,  point  by  cruel  pomt,  my  tale  — 
For  is 't  not  in  your  breast  my  brow  is  hid  ? 
Is  not  your  hand  extended  ?    Say  yon  not  .  .  . 

(Rnier  D*Obiiba,  leadimp  4n  Polyzsma.) 
Pol.  [Advancing  and  withdrawing  Charlis 

—  to  VlOTOB.) 

In  this  eon|unotnre  even,  he  would  say 
(Though  with  a  moistened  eye  and  quivering  lip^ 
The  suppliant  is  mv  father.    I  must  save 
A  great  man  from  himself,  nor  see  him  fling 
His  weU-earaed  fame  away :   there  must  not 

foUow 
Ruin  so  utter,  a  break-down  of  worth 
So  absolute :  no  enemy  shall  leani. 
He  thrust  his  child  'twixt  danger  and  himself. 
And,  when  that  child  somehow  stood  danger 

out. 
Stole  back  with  serpent  wiles  to  min  Charles 

—  Body,  that  *8  much,  —  and  aool,  thai  ^s  roorr 

—  and  realm. 

That  *s  most  of  all !    No  enemy  shall  say  .  .  . 

D^O.    Do  you  repent,  sir  P 

Vic.  [Reanming  kimtt^.]  D^Omioa?   This  it 
well  I 
Worthily  done.  King  Charles,  craftily  done  1 
Judiciously  you  post  these,  to  o^eihear 
The  little  your  impottunate  father  thrusts 
Himself  on  yon  to  say  I  —  Ah,  they  11  eorrect 
The  amiable  blind  facility 
Yon  show  in  answering  his  peevish  suit. 
What  ean    he   need    to  sue   for?      Thanks, 

D*(htnea! 
You  have  fulfilled  ^ronr  offioe :  but  for  yoo. 
The  old  Count  might  have  drawn  aonae  few 

more  livres 
To  swell  his  income  I  ^  Had  you,  lady,  missed 
The  moment,  a  permission  might  be  granted 
To  buttress  up  my  ruinous  oki  pile  I 
But  you  remember  properly  the  list 
Of  wise  prscautionsl  took  when  I  gave 
Nearly  as  much  away  —  to  reap  the  fruits 
I  should  have  lookea  for  I 

Cha.  Hianks,  sir:  degrade  moi 

So  you  remain  yourself  I    Adieu  I 

Vie.  in  not 

Forget  it  for  the  future,  nor  presume 
Next  time  to  slight  such  meaiatoni  I    Nay  — 
Had  I  first  moved  them  both  to  intereede, 
I  might  secure  a  chamber  in  Monoaglier 

—  Who  knows? 

Cha.  Adieu ! 

Vie.  You  bid  me  this  sdieu 

With  the  old  spirit? 
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Cka,  Adieu  I 

Vie,  Charles  —  CharleB  1 

Cha,  Adieu  1 

[ViCTOB  goes. 

Cka.    Yon  were  mistaken,  Marquis,  as  you 
hear! 
Twas  for  another  purpose  the  Count  came. 
Hie  Count  desires  Monoa^lier.  Give  the  order  I 
D'O.     [Leuwreiy.]    Your  minister  has  lost 
your  confidence, 
Amatmti  late,  for  his  own  purposes. 
Count  Tende  would  .  .  . 
Cka.    IFiingifightMbadffeback,]    Be  still  the 
minister! 
And  pTO  a  loose  to  your  insultingr  joy ; 
It  iru  me  more  thus  stifled  than  expressed : 
Loose  it! 

D^O.        There 's  none  to  loose,  alas  I     I  see 
I  never  am  to  die  a  martyr. 
Pol.  Charles! 

Cka,     No   praise,  at   least,  Polyzena— no 
I 


KING  CHARLES 

PART  11 

D^OiKBA  smUsd^/Ming  papert  he  ha*  beenewamining. 

This  at  the  last  effects  it:  now,  Kinir  Charles 
Or  else  Kii«  Victor— that's  a  balance:  but 


D*Ormea  the  arch-culprit,  either  turn 

0*  the  scale,  —  that  *s  sure  enoufrh.   A  point  to 

solve. 
My  masten,  moralirts,  whate'er  your  style  I 
Wnen  you  discover  why  I  push  myself 
Into  a  pitfall  yon  'd  pans  safely  by. 
Impart  to  me  among*  the  rest  I    No  matter. 
Ptompt  an  the  righteous  ever  with  their  rsde 
To  us  the  wrongful :  lesson  them  this  once ! 
For  iaf e  among  the  wicked  are  you  set, 
D'Ormea  I     We  Umient  tife's  brevity. 
Vet  quarter  e'en  the  threescore  jrears  and  ten. 
Nor  stick  to  call  the  quarter  roundly  **  life." 
D'Ormea  was  wicked,  say,  some  twenty  years ; 
A  tiee  so  long  was  stunted ;  afterward. 
What  if  it  grew,  continued  growinr,  till 
No  fellow  dp  the  forest  equalled  it  ? 
*T  was  a  stump  then ;  a  stump  it  still  must  be : 
Wliile  forward  saplings,  at  the  outset  checked. 
In  virtue  of  that  nnt  sprout  keep  their  style 
Amid  the  f orast's  grsen  fraternity. 
Thus  I  shoot  up  to  surely  get  lopped  down 
And  bound  up  for  the  burning.    Now  for  it  1 

(Emier  Crasum  and  Poltxbsa  uilh  AttmdsoU.) 

D'O.    [Rites.]  Sir,  in  the  due  discharge  of 
thismy  omoe  — 
This  enforced  summons  of  yourself  from  Turin, 
And  the  diwlosure  I  am  bound  to  make 
To-tnght,  —  there  must  already  be,  I  feel. 
So  much  that  wounds  .  .  . 

rha.  WeU,sir? 

D'O.  —  That  I,  perchance. 

May  nttsr  also  what,  another  time, 
W^Mild  irk  much,  — it  may  prove  less  irksome 


Cka.   What  would  you  utter)* 


D'O.  That  I  from  my  soul 

Grieve  at  to-night's  event :  for  you  I  grieve, 
E'en  grieve  for  .  .  . 

Cha.  Tush,  another  time  for  talk ! 

My  kingdom  is  in  imminent  danger? 

jyO.  Let 

The    Count   communicate   with    France  —  itn 

King, 
His  grandron,  will  have  Fleury's  aid  for  this. 
Though  for  no  other  war. 

Cha.  First  for  the  levies : 

What  forces  can  I  muster  presently  ? 

[D'OsasA  deliver*  paper*  which  CHASLSi  U%*pecU, 

Cha.     Good  —  very    good.      Montorio  .  .  . 
how  is  this  ? 
—  Equips  roe  double  the  old  complement 
Of  soldiers? 

D^O.  Since  his  land  has  been  relieved 

From  double  imposts,  this  he  manages  : 
But  under  the  late  monarch  ... 

Cha.  Peace  I  I  know. 

Count  Spava  has  omitted  mentioning 
What  proxy  is  to  head  these  troops  of  his. 

D'  O.     Count  Spava  means  to  head  his  troops 
himself. 
Something  to  fight  for  now ;  "  Whereas,"  says 

he, 
"  Under  the  sovereign's  father  '*  .  .  . 

Cha.  It  would  seem 

That  all  my  people  love  me. 

D'O.  Yes. 

[To  PoLTXiVA  whUe  Chablbi  eontiiuu*  to  imtpeet  the 

paper*. 

A  temper 
Like  Victor's  may  avail  to  keep  a  state  ; 
He  terrifies  men  and  thev  fall  not  off ; 
Good  to  restrain :  best,  it  restraint  were  all. 
fiut,  with  the  silent  circle  round  him,  ends 
Such  sway :  our  King's  begins  precisely  there. 
For  to  suggest,  impel  and  set  at  work. 
Is  quite  another  function.    Men  may  slight. 
In  time  of  peace,  the  King  who  brought  them 

peace: 
In  war,  —  his  voice,  his  eyes,  help  more  than 

fear. 
Thev  love  you,  sir  I 
Cha.     [To  Attendants.]     Bring  the  regalin 
forth  1 
Quit  the  room!    And  now.  Marquis,  answer 

me! 
Why  should  the  King  of  France  invade  my 
realm? 
D'O.    Why?    Did  I  not  acquaint  your  Ma- 
jesty 
An  hour  ago  ? 

Cha.  I  choose  to  hear  again 

What  then  I  heard. 

D'O,  Because,  sir,  as  I  said. 

Your  father  is  resolved  to  have  his  crown 
At  any  risk ;  and,  as  I  judge,  calls  in 
The  foreigner  to  aid  him. 

Cha.  And  your  reason 

For  saying  this  ? 

D'O.    [Aside.]    Ay,  just  his  father's  way ! 
[To  Cha.  J    The  Count  wrote  yesterday  to  your 

forces'  Chief, 
Rhebinder  --  made  demand  of  help  —      _ 
Cha.  To  try 
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Rhebbider  —  lie  *ii  of  alien  blood.    Ang^t  else  ? 

D^O,      Receiving    a  refusal,— some  lionn 
after, 
The  Count  oalled  on  Del  Boigo  to  deliver 
The  Act  of  Abdication :  he  reforing, 
Or  hesitatinfft  rather  — 

Cha.  What  ensued  f 

D'O.     At  midnight,  only  two  bonis  siaoe,  at 
Turin, 
He  rode  in  person  to  the  citadel 
With  one  attendant,  to  ISoooorso  gate. 
And  bade  the  governor,  San  Remi,  optia  — 
Admit  him. 

Cha,  For  a  imrpose  I  divine. 

These  three  were  faithful,  then  ? 

D'O,  They  told  it  me : 

Andl- 

Cha,       Most  faithful — 

D'O,  TeU  it  you  —  with  this 

Moreover  of  my  own :  if,  an  hour  hence, 
Ton  have  not  interposed,  the  Count  will  be 
O*  the  road  to  Prance  for  succor. 

Cha,  Very  good  t 

Yon  do  your  duty  now  to  me  your  monarch 
Fully,  I  warrant  ?  —  have,  that  is,  vour  project 
For  saving  both  of  us  disgrace,  no  dfoubt  ? 

D'O,     1  give  my  counsel,  —  and  the  only 
one. 
A  month  since,  I  besought  you  to  employ 
Restraints  which  had  prevented  many  a  pang : 
But  now  the  harsher  course  must  be  pursued. 
These  papers,  made  for  the  emer^enov. 
Will  pain  you  to  subscribe :  this  is  a  fist 
Of  tiiose  suspected  merely  —  men  to  watch  ; 
This  —  of  the  few  of  the  Count  ^s  very  honso' 

hold 
Ton  must,  however  reluctantly,  arrest ; 
While  here  *s  a  method  of  remonstrance  —  sure 
Not  stronger  than  the  case  demands  —  to  take 
With  the  Count's  self. 

Cha.  Deliver  those  three  papers. 

Pol.     [While  Charles    inspects   them ^ to 
D'Ormra.] 
T<mr  measures  are  not  over-harsh,  sir :  France 
Will  hardly  be  deterred  from  her  intents 
By  these. 

D'O.         If  who  proposes  miglit  dispose, 
I  could  soon  satisfy  yon.     Even  these. 
Hear  what  he  Ml  say  at  mv  presenting  I 

Cha,     [who  has  Ktgned  them].  There  1 

About  the  warrants !  You  've  mv  signature. 
What  turns  you  pale  ?  I  do  my  duty  by  you 
In  acting  bofdlv  thus  on  your  advice. 

D^O.    [Reaaingthem  ftfjHiratfiff.]    Arrest  the 
peoole  I  su8|>ected  iiiert*ly  ? 

Cha,     Did  you  suspect  them  ? 

D'O.  Doubtlem:  but  — but— sir. 

This  Porquieri  *s  governor  of  Turin, 
And  Rivarol  and  he  have  influence  over 
Half  of  the  capital  I    RabeUa,  too? 
Whv.sir- 

Cha.    Oh,  leave  the  fear  to  me  I 

D'O,    [Still  reading,]  You  bid  me 

Incaroeiate  the  people  on  this  list  ? 
Sir  — 

Cha,    But  yon  never  bade  arrest  those  sen, 
80  close  related  to  my  father  too, 
On  trifling  gronndit  ? 


D'O,  Oh,  as  for  that,  St.  Gsoige, 

President  of  Chambery^s  senators, 
Is  hatching  treason  I  still  — 

[More  troubled,]    Sir,  Count  Cumiane 
Is  brother   to  your  lather's  wifel     What's 

here? 
Arrest  the  wife  henelf  ? 

Cha,  You  seem  to  think 

A  venial  crime  this  plot  against  me.    Well  ? 

D'O,    [who  has  read  the  last  pau&r].    Where- 
fore am  I  thus  mined  ?    Way  not  take 
My  life  at  once  ?    This  poor  formauty 
Is,  let  me  say,  unworthy  yon  \    Prevent  it 
Yon,  madam!     I  have  served  yon,  am  pTv> 

pared 
For  all  disgraces :  only,  let  disgraoe 
Be  plain,  be  proper  —  proper  for  the  world 
To  pass  its  judgment  on  ^twizt  you  and  me ! 
Take  back  your  warrant,  I  will  none  of  it  \ 

Cha,    Here  is  a  man  to  talk  of  ficklenem ! 
He  stakes  his  life  upon  my  father's  falsehood ; 
I  bid  him  .  .  . 

D'O,  Not  you  !    Were  he  trebly  faliie, 

You  do  not  bid  me  .  .  . 

Cha,  Is 't  not  written  there  ? 

I  thought  so :  give  —  I  *11  set  it  right. 

DO.  bit  then*  ? 

Oh  yes,  and  plain  —  arrest  him  now  —  dmi; 

here 
Your  father  1    And  were  all  mx  times  as  plain, 
Doyou  suppose  I  trust  it  ? 

Cha,  Just  one  word ! 

You  bring  him,  taken  in  the  act  of  flight. 
Or  else  your  life  is  forfeit. 

D'O,  Ay,  to  Turin 

I  bring  him,  and  to-morrow  ? 

Cha,  Here  and  now ! 

The  whole  thing  is  a  lie,  a  hateful  lie. 
As  I  believed  and  aa  my  father  said. 
I  knew  It  from  the  first,  but  was  compelled 
To  droumvent  yon ;  and  the  great  IVOrmea. 
That  baffled  Alberoni  and  tricked  Coscia, 
The  miserable  sower  of  snoh  diseord 
'Twizt  sire  and  son,  is  in  the  toils  at  last. 
Oh  I  see  I  yon  arrive  —  this  plan  of  youn. 
Weak  as  it  is,  torments  sufficientlv 
A  sick  old  peevish  man  <—  wrings  hasty  speech. 
An    ill -considered  threat  from   him;  that'i 

noted; 
Then  out  you  ferret  papers,  his  amusement 
In  lonely  nonts  of  lassitude  —  esuunine 
The  day-by-day  report  of  your  paid  spies  — 
And  bsirk  you  come:  sll  was  not  rifie,  yon  find, 
And,  as  you  hope,  may  keep  from  ripening  yet% 
But  yon  were  in  bare  time  I    Only,  't  were  Dfsst 
I  never  saw  my  father  —  these  old  men 
Are  potent  in  excuses :  and  meanwhile. 
D'Ormea  *8  tlie  man  I  cannot  do  withont ! 

PU.    nwrles— 

Cha,  Ah,  no  question  1    Yon  against  me  too  ^ 
You  'd  have  me  eat  and  drink  and  sleep,  live, 

die. 
With  this  lie  cofled  about  me,  choking  me ! 
No,  no,  D^Ormea !    You  venture  life,  you  say. 
ITpon  my  f ather^s  peifidjr :  and  I 
Have,  on  the  whole,  no  right  to  disregard 
The  chains  of  testimony  you  thus  wind 
About  me;  though  I  do -do  from  my  soaZ 
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LHwredit  theni :  still  I  must  Mithorise 
Theie  meMONS,  and  I  will.    Perugial 

[Many  Offioen  enter.]  Count  — 

Too  aid  Sour,  with  all  the  f oroe  yon  have, 
Suad  at  the  Marqnis'  ordeis :  what  he  bids, 
Implicitly  perform  I    Yon  are  to  bringr 
A  traitor  here ;  the  man  that  *■  likeet  one 
At  prannt,  fronts  me ;  you  are  at  his  beck 
For  a  fall  hour  1  he  undertakes  to  show 
A  fooler  than  himself,  —  bat,  failing  that, 
Retom  with  lum,  and^as  my  father  lives, 
lie  dies  this  ni^ht !    The  clemency  you  blame 
N>  oft,  shall  be  reroked  —  riflrhts  ezereisedt 
Too  lonr  abjured. 

[  To  D'O,]  Now,  sir,  about  the  work ! 

To  MTe  your  kingr  and  country  I    Take  the 

warrant  I 
D'O.    You  hear   the  sovereign's  mandate, 

Count  Perugia  f 
Obey  me !    As  vour  diligence,  expect 
Reward  1    All  follow  to  Montcaglier  I 

CAo.  [In  great  anguigh.]  D'Ormea ! 
He  goes,  Kt  up  with  that  apiialling  smile  I 

Src  PoLTZBiiA  m/ler  a  pauM, 
all  this? 

Fot.  These  means 

Of  our  defence  —  these  measures  of  precaution  ? 

Cha.    It  must  be  the  best  way:  I  should 
hatveebe 
Withered  beneath  his  scorn. 

Fol,  What  would  you  say? 

Cha.    Why,  do  you  think  I  mean  to  keep 
the  orown,  Polyzeua  ? 

Poi.  Vou  then  believe  the  story 

In  spite  of  all  -^tiiat  Victor  comes  ? 

Cha.  Believe  it? 

I  know  that  he  is  eomtug  —  feel  the  strength 
That  has  upheld  me  leave  me  at  his  coming^  1 
T  was  mine,  and  now  he  takes  his  own  again. 
Some  kindi  of  strength   are  well  enough  to 

have; 
But  who's  to  have  that  strength?    Let  ray 

crown  go! 
1  meant  to  keep  it ;  but  I  cannot  —  cannot  1 
^hily,  he  shall  not  taunt  me  —  he,  the  first  .  .  . 
N^  if  he  would  not  be  the  first  to  taunt  me 
With  hnving  left  his  kingdom  at  a  word. 
With  letting  it  be  conouered  without  stroke, 
With  .  .  .  no  — no — t  is  no  worse  than  when 

heleft! 
I  've  just  to  bid  him  take  it.  and,  that  over, 
W»*  *fl  fly  away  —  fiy.  for  I  loathe  this  Turin, 
Thbi  RivoH,  aft  titfes  loathe.  aU  state. 
^^  (*  *d  best  go  to  your  country  —  unlen  God 
Sfnd  1  die  now  ! 

Pol.  Charles,  hear  me  1 

Cha,  And  again 

^Hall  yo«  be  my  Polintena  —  you  '11  take  me 
<>at  of  this  woe  I    Yes,  do  speak,  and  keep 

making  I 
I  wovild  not  let  you  speak  just  now,  for  fear 
1  on  M  counsel  me  against  nim :  but  talk,  now, 
Ah  we  two  used  to  talk  in  blesBcd  times: 
L;>d  me  endure  all  his  caprices ;  take  me 
From  thk  mad  post  above  him  I 

/  o/.  I  believe 

^  <*  are  undone,  but  from  a  different  cause. 


All  your  resources,  down  to  the  least  guarcl. 
Are  at  D'Ormea's  beck.    What  U,  the  whi^e. 
He  aot  in  concert  with  your  father  ?    We 
Indeed  were  lost.    This  Imiely  Kivoli  —        ^ 
Where  find  a  better  place  for  them  ? 

Cha,    [Pacing  the  room,]  And  why 

Does  Victor  come  ?    To  uudo  all  that 's  done, 
Restore  the  past,  prevent  the  future !    il^eat 
His  mistrew  in  your  seat,  and  place  in  mine 
.  .  .  Oh,  my  own  people,  whom  will  you  find 

there. 
To  ask  of,  to  consult  with,  to  care  for. 
To  hold  up  with  your  hands  ?    Whom  ?    One 

that 's  false  — 
False  — from  the  head's  crown  to  the  foot^s 

sole,  false  I 
The  best  is,  that  I  knew  it  in  my  heart 
From  the  begiiming,  and  expected  this, 
And  hated  you,  Polyzena,  becaose 
You  saw  throngh  him,  though  I  too  saw  through 

him. 
Saw  that  ne  meant  this  while  he  crowned  me, 

while 
He  prayed  for  me,  — nay,  while  he  kissed  my 

brow, 
I  saw  — 

Pol,  But  if  yonr  measures  take  effect, 

D^Ormea  true  to  you  ? 

Cha,  Then  worst  of  all ! 

I  shall  have  loosed  that  callous  wretch  on  him  I 
Well  may  the  woman  taunt  him  with  his  child  — 
I,  eating  here  his  bread,  clothed  in  his  clothes. 
Seated  upon  his  seat,  let  slip  D'Onuea 
To   outrage    himl    We    talk  —  perchance    he 

tears 
My  father  from  his  bed ;  the  old  hands  feel 
For  one  who  is  not,  but  who  should  be  there : 
He  finds  D'Ormea  1    D*Omiea  too  finds  him ! 
The  crowded   cluunber  when    the  lights  go 

out  — 
Closed  doors  —  the  horrid  scuffle  in  the  dark  — 
The  aoonrsed  prompting  of  the  minute  I    My 

guards! 
To  horse  —  and  after,  with  me  —  and  prevent ! 
Pol,     [Seizing  kii  hand.]     King    Chariest 

Pause  here  upon  this  strip  of  time 
Allotted  you  out  of  eternity  ! 
Crowns  are  from  Qod :   yon  in  his  name  hold 

^jTours. 
Your  life  *s  no  least  thing,  wero  it  fit  yonr  life 
iShonld  be  abjured  along  with  rule ;  but  now. 
Keep  both !    Your  duty  is  to  live  and  rule  — 
You,  who  would  vulgarly  look  fine  enough 
In   the   worid^s    eye,    deserting    your    soul's 

charge.  — 
Ay,  you  would  have  men^s  praise,  this  Rivoli 
Would  be  illnniined  !  While,  as  't  is,  no  doubt. 
Something  of  stain  will  ever  rest  on  you  ; 
No  one  will  rightly  know  why  yon  refused 
To  abdicate ;  they  11  talk  of  deeds  ycm  could 
Have  done,  no  doubt,  —  n<»  do  I  much  expect 
Future  achievement  will  blot  out  the  past. 
Envelope  it  in  haze  —  nor  shall  we  two 
Live  happy  any  more.    T  will  be,  I  feel. 
Only  in  moments  that  the  duty  *s  seen 
As  palpably  as  now :  the  months,  the  years 
Of  painful  indistinctness  are  to  come. 
While  daily  must  we  tread  these  palace-rrmras 
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Prennant  with  memories  of  the  past :  yonr  eye 
Ma?^  tarn  to  mine  and  find  no  comfort  there, 
Th  roasrh  fancies  that  beset  me,  as  yonrself , 
C^  other  oonises,  with  far  other  iflsaes. 
We  might  haTe  taken  this  great  nig^ht:  snch 
/  Dear, 

As  I  will  bear  f    What  matten  happiness  ? 
I>ut3r  1    There  ^s  man^s  one   moment :   this  is 
Sroors! 

[Putting  the  crown  on  hU  head^  and  th*  treptre  in  hit 
hnndt  the  placet  him  on  his  teat :  a  long  pause  and 
etienee, 

{Bnier  D*OaiaA  and  Victob,  with  Omrdt.) 

Vie.    At  last  I  speak  ;  but  once  —  that  onoe, 
to  you ! 
^  is  von  I  ask.  not  these  your  varletry, 
Who  s  Kins:  ot  ns  f 

Cha,    [.From  Ai«  sea/.]    Count  Tende  .  .  . 

Vic,  What  your  s|nes 

Assert  I  ponder  in  my  soul,  I  say  — 
Here  to  yonr  face,  amid  your  guards !  I  choose 
To  take  again  the  crown  whose  shadow  I  gave  — 
For  still  its  potency  surrounds  the  weak 
White  locks  their  felon  hands  have  discomposed. 
Or  I  *11  not  ask  who  *s  Kin|p,  but  simply,  who 
Withholds  the  crown  I  claim  ?    Deliver  it ! 
I  have  no  friend  in  the  wide  world :  nor  France 
Nor  Ei^land  cares  for  me :  yon  see  the  sum 
Of  what  I  can  avail.    Deliver  it ! 

Cha.    Take  it,  my  father  I 

And  now  say  in  turn. 
Was  It  done  well,  my  father  —  sure  not  well. 
To  try  me  thus !   I  might  have  seen  much  cause 
For  keeping  it  —  too  easily  seen  cause  I 
But.  from  that  moment,  e  en  more  woefully 
Mv  life  had  pined  away,  than  pine  it  will. 
Already  you  have  much  to  answer  for. 
Mv  life  to  pine  is  nothing,  —  her  sunk  eves 
Were  happy  once  !^   No  doubt,  my  people  think 
I  am  their  King  still  .  .  .  but  I  cannot  strive  I 
TakeH! 

Vic.   [Ont  hand  on  the  nwm  Chakles  qfferM^ 
the  other  on  hig  neci:]  iSo  few  years  give  it 


quietly. 
It 
not? 


My  son !     It  will  drop   from  me.     See  yon 


A  crown  V  unlike  a  sword  to  give  away  — 
That,  let  a  strong  hand  to  a  weak  hand  give ! 
Bat  crowns  should  slip  from  palsied  brows  to 

heads ^ 
Tonng  as  this  head  :  yet  mine  is  weak  enough, 
E*en  weaker  than  I  knew.    I  seek  for  phraaes 
To  vindicate  my  right.     *T  is  of  a  pieoe ! 
All  is  alike  gone  by  with  me  —  who  beat 
Onoe  D^OrlMns  in  his  lines  —  his  very  lines  ! 
To  have  be«n  Engene^s  oomiade,  Louisas  rival, 
And  now  ... 
Cha,  [Putting  the  crown  on  Aim,  to  the  rest,} 

The  King   neaks,  yet   none  kneels,  I 

thinki 
Vie,    I  am  then  King !    As  I  became  a  King 


Despite  the  nations,  kept  mjrself  a  King, 
So  I  die  Kingi  with  Kingship  dying  too 
Around  me  1    I  have  larted  Eiuope*s  time ! 
What  wants  my  story  of  completion  f    When 
Must  needs  the  damning  break  ahow  f    Who 

mistrusts 
My  children  here  —  tell  thev  of  any  break 
'Twisct  my  day's  sunrise  ana  its  fiery  fall  ? 
And  who  were  by  me  when  I  died  but  they  ? 
D'Ormea  there  1 
Cha,  What  means  he? 

Vie,  Ever  there ! 

Charles  —  how  to  save  your  story  1    Mine  most 

gol 
Say  —  say  that  yon  refused  the  crown  to  me  I 
Charles,  yours  shall  be  my  story  1    Yon  im- 
mured 
Me,  sav,  at  Rivoli.    A  single  year 
I  spend  without  a  sight  of  yon,  then  die. 
That  will  serve  every  purpose  —  tell  that  tale 
The  world  I 
Cha.      Mistrust  me?    Help! 
Vic.  Pnst  help,  past  reaek ! 

'T  is  in  the  heart  —  you  oanaot  reaeh  the  heart: 
This   broke   mine,  that   I  did   believe,  yon. 

Charles, 
Would  have  denied  me  and  disgraced  me. 

Pol.  ihu\m 

Has  never  ceased  to  be  yonr  subject,  sir ! 
He  reigned  at  first  through  setting  up  yourself 
As  pattern :  if  he  e'er  seemed  harsh  to  you, 
'T  was  from  a  too  intense  appreciation 
Of  yonr  own  character :  he  acted  you  — 
Ne'er  for  an  instant  did  I  think  it  real, 
Nor  look  for  any  other  than  this  end. 
I  hold  him  wonds  the  worse  on  that  aeeount ; 
But  so  it  was. 

Cha.  [To  Pol.]  I  love  yon  now  indeed ! 
[To  Vic]  You  never  knew  me ! 

Vic.  Hardly  till  this  moment, 

Wlien  I  seem  learning  many  other  things 
Because  the  time  for  using  them  is  past. 
U 't  wera  to  do  again !    That 's  idly  wished. 
Truthfulness  might  prove  policy  as  good 
As  guile.     Is  this  my  daughter's  forehead? 

Yes: 
I  've  made  it  fitter  now  to  be  a  queen's 
Than  formerly:  I  've  ploughed  the  deep  Itwe 

there 
Which  keep  too  well  a  crovm  from  slipping  off. 
No  matter.    Onile  haB  made  roe  King  again. 
Louis  —  'f  was  in  King   Victor* s   tints  :  —  long 

since. 
When  Louis  reigned  and,  also,  Victor  reigned. 
How  the  world  talks  already  of  ns  two  1 
God  of  eclipse  and  each  diaoolored  star. 
Why  do  I  linger  then? 

Hal    Where  Inrka  he  ? 
D'Ormea  I   Nearer  to  your  King  1    Now  stand ! 

ICoUeeting  M*  etrntpth  as  fyOmsBSk  opproacAfrti 
You  lied,  D'Ormea !    I  do  not  repeat.       [/>*'« 
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Thr  third  nnmber  of  Bella  and  Pomegranates^ 
pttbliahed  in  1812,  contained  a  collection  of  short 
poenu  under  the  general  head  of  Dramatic  Lyr- 
ics. When  Browninu^  nude  his  first  collective 
(Hiition,  he  redistributed  all  his  fi^ruups  of  poeras, 
r«tuning  this  title  and  making  it  corer  some  of 
the  poemfl  included  in  the  original  group,  but 
manj  more  first  published  under  other  headings. 
The  arrangement  here  given  is  that  adopted 
finallj  by  Browning.  ^*  Such  Poeins,"  he  sajrs, 
"as  the  majority  in  this  volume  {Dramatic  Lyr- 


ict)  might  also  come  properly  enough,  I  sup- 
pose, under  the  head  of  Dramatic  Pieces;  be- 
ing, though  often  Lyric  in  expressiou,  always 
Dramatic  in  principle,  and  so  many  utterances 
of  so  many  imaginary  persons,  not  mine.  Part 
of  the  Poems  were  inscribed  to  my  dear  friend, 
John  Kenyon  ;  I  hope  tlie  whole  may  obtain  the 
honor  of  an  association  with  his  memory." 

The  tliird  of  the  Cavalier  Tunes  was  originally 
entitled  My  Wife  Gertrude,  The  three  songs 
have  been  set  to  music  by  Dr.  Villiers  btanfoid 


CAVALIER  TUNES 


I.  MARCHING   ALONG 

Kjcxtiob  Sir  Byng  stood  for  his  King, 
Bidding  the  crop-headed  Parliament  swing : 


Ant),  pressing  a  troop  unable  to  st«M>p 

And  lee  the  rogues  flourish  and  honest  folk 

droop, 
Hsrehed  them  along,  fifty-score  strong, 
Great-hearted  gentfomen,  singing  this  song. 

(rod  for  King  Charles !    Pjrm  and  such  carles 
To  the  DeYiTthat  prompts  *em  their  treasonous 

paries ! 
raraliers,  up !     Lips  from  the  cup, 
lUnds  from  the  pasty,  nor  bite  take  nor  sup 
TiU  you  're  — 
Cbobus.  —  Marching  along,  fifty-«core  strong. 
Great-hearted  gentlemen,  singing 
this  song. 

Hsmpden  to  hell^nd  his  obsequies'  knell. 
S^rre  Hazelriff*  riennes,  and  young  Harry  as 

weU! 
Esiclaiid,  good  cheer !    Rupert  is  near ! 
K<nitiih  and  loyalists,  keep  we  not  here. 
Cho.  —  Marching  along,  fifty-score  strong. 

Great-hearted  gentlemen,  singing  this 
•ong? 

Then,  God  for  King  Charles  I     Pym  and  his 

snaris 
To  the  Devil  that   pricks  on  such  pestilent 


HoU  by  the  ririit,  you  double  your  might : 
K  oswafd  to  NottUMham,  fresh  for  the  nght, 
Cbo.  —  March  we  along,  fifty-ecore  strong. 

Great-hearted  gentlemen,  singing  this 


II.  GIVE  A  ROUSE 

5>^  Charies,  and  who  11  do  him  right  now  ? 
KiagChailes,  ami  who  's  ripe  for  fi^pht  now  ? 
•t*^*  ft  rouse :  here  's,  in  heU*s  despite  now, 
>ii«rhafl«sl 


Who  gave  me  the  goods  that  went  nnce  ; 
Who  nused  me  the  house  that  sank  once  ? 
Who  helped  me  to  upold  I  spent  since  ? 
Who  found  me  in  wine  you  drank  once  ? 
Cho.  — King  Charles,  and  who'll  do   him 
right  now  ? 
King  Charles,  and  who 's  ripe  fur  fighr 

now  ? 
Give  a  rouse :   here  *s,  in  hell's  de 

spite  now, 
King  Charles  I 

To  whom  used  my^  boy  George  quaff  else. 
By  the  old  fool's  side  that  begot  him  ? 
For  whom  did  he  cheer  and  laugh  else. 
While  Noll's  danmed  troopers  shot  him  ? 
Cho.  —  King  Charles,  and  who'll   do  him 
right  now  ? 
King  Charles,  and  who  'a  ripe  for  fight 

now? 
Give  a  rouse :  here  s,  in  hell's  d« 

spite  now. 
King  Charles ! 


III.   BOOT   AND   SADDLE 

Boot,  saddle,  to  hoise,  and  away ! 
Rescue  my  castle  before  the  hot  day 
Brightens  to  blue  from  its  silvery  gray. 
Cho.  —  Boot,  saddle,  to  h<nse,  and  away ! 

Ride  past  the  suburbs,  asleep  as  you  *d  say ; 
Many  *s  the  friend  there,  will  listen  and  pray 
*'  God's  luck  to  gaUants  that  strike  up  the  hiy 
Cho.  —  Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away  I  '* 

Forty  miles  off,  like  a  roebnek  at  bay. 

Flouts   Castle    Branoepeth    the  Roundheads' 

array: 
Who  laughs, "  Good  fellows  ere  this,  by  my  fay. 
Cho.  —  Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  ana  away ! "' 

Who?     My  wife  Gertrude;   that,  honest  and! 

gay 
Laughs  when  you  talk  of  surrendering,  *'  Nay  I 
I  've  better  counsellors ;  what  counsel  they  f 
Cho.  —  Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  r  way  *  '^ 
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THE  LOST   LEADER 

Browning  was  beaet  with  qnestious  by  peo- 
ple asking  if  he  referred  to  Wordsworth  in  this 
poem.  He  answered  the  question  more  than 
once,  as  an  artist  would  :  the  following  letter 
to  Kev.  A.  B.  Grosartf  the  editor  of  Wordfl- 
worth^B  Prose  }Vorhf,  sufficiently  states  his  po- 
sition. 

"  19  Wsrwick-Cmcent,  W.,  Feb.  24,  TO. 

^*  Dkab  BIb.  Gbosabt,  —  I  have  been  asked 
the  question  you  now  addresi  me  with,  and  as 
duly  answered  it,  I  can^t  remember  how  many 
times ;  there  is  no  sort  of  objection  to  one  more 
assurance  or  rather  confession,  on  my  part,  that 
I  did  in  my  hasty  youth  presume  to  use  the 
great  and  venerated  personality  of  Wordsworth 
as  a  sort  of  painter^s  model ;  one  from  which 
this  or  the  other  particular  feature  may  be 
selected  and  turned  to  account ;  had  I  intended 
more,  above  all,  such  a  boldness  as  portraying 
the  entire  man,  I  should  not  have  talked  about 
*  handfuls  of  silver  and  bits  of  ribbon.*  These 
never  influenced  the  change  of  politics  in  the 
great  poet,  whose  defeotion«  nevertkeless,  ac- 
companied as  it  was  by  a  regular  face-about 
of  hii  special  party,  was  to  my  juvenile  appre- 
hennon,  and  even  mature  consideration,  an 
event  to  deplore.  But  just  as  in  the  tapestiy 
on  my  wall  I  can  reoogniie  figures  which  have 
sfrudb  oitf  a  fancy,  on  oooaaioB,  that  though 
truly  sBongh  thus  derived,  yet  would  be  pre- 
posterous as  a  copy,  so,  though  I  dare  not  deny 
the  original  of  my  little  poem,  I  altogether  re- 
fuse to  have  it  considered  as  the  *  very  effigies ' 
of  such  a  moral  and  intellectual  superiority. 
''  FaithfuUy  youts, 

""  ROBBBT  BbOWIOVO." 

JuBT  for  a  handful  of  silver  he  left  us. 

Just  for  a  riband  to  stick  in  his  eoat  — 
Found  the  one  gift  of  which  fortune  bereft  na. 

Lost  all  the  others  she  lets  na  devote  ; 
They,  with  the  gold  to  give,  doled  him  out 
silver. 
So  much  was  theirs  who  ao  Httle  allowed  : 
How  all  oar  copper  had  gone  for  hie  aervioe ! 
Rags  —  were  they  purple,  his  heart  had  been 
proud! 
We  that  had  loved  him  so,  followed  him,  hoa- 
otwlhim. 
Lived  in  his  mild  and  magnificent  eye. 
Learned  his  great  language,  eanght  hie  clear 


Blade  him  our  pattern  to  live  and  to  die  ! 
Shakespeare  was  of  ua,  Biilton  was  for  as. 

Bums,  Shelley,  were  with  us,  —  they  watch 
from  their  graves  ! 
He  slone  brsaks  tram  the  vanand  the  fiuumen, 

—  He  alooa  aaaks  to  the  rear  and  the  alavaa  1 


We  shall  march  prospering,  —  not  through  his 
presence  ; 
Songs  may  inspirit  us,  —  not  from  his  lyre : 
Deeds  will    be  done,  —  while    he    boasts    his 
quiescence. 
Still  bidding  crouch    whom   the  rest  bade 
aspire  : 
Blot  out  his  name,  then,  record  one  lost  soul 
more. 
One  task  more  declined*  one  more  footpath 
nntrod. 
One  more  devils*-triumph  and  sorrow  for  an* 
gels. 
One  wrong  more  to  man,  one  more  insult  tv 
God! 
Life*s  night  begins  :  let  him  never  come  back 
tons! 
There  would  be  doubt,  hesitadon  and  pain , 
Forced  praise  on  our  part  —  the  glimmer  of 
twdight. 
Never  glad  ccmfident  momii^  again  ! 
Best  fight  on  well,  for  we  tau^t  him  —  strike 
gallantlv, 
Blenace  our  heart  ere  we  master  his  own ; 
Then  let  him  receive  the  new  knowledge  ami 
wait  us, 
Fudoned  in  heaven,  the  first  by  the  throne ! 


"HOW     THEV     BROUGHT     THE    GOOD 
NEWS   FROM   GHENT   TO   AIX " 

Browning  wrote  to  an  American  inquirer 
about  this  poem  :  **"  There  is  no  sort  of  hiatiiri- 
cal  foundation  for  the  poem  about  *  Good  NewM 
from  Ghent.*  I  wrote  it  under  the  bulwark  uf 
a  vsaseL,  off  the  African  coast,  after  I  had  been 
at  sea  long  enough  to  appreciate  even  the  lanc\ 
of  a  gallop  on  the  back  of  a  certain  good  horn*' 
*  York,*  then  in  my  stable  at  home.  It  wan 
written  in  pencil  on  the  fly4eaf  of  Bartoli'a 
Sitmboli,  I  remember.*' 

[IB-] 

I  flFBANO  to  the  stirrup,  and  Joris,  and  he  ; 
I  galloped,  IHrck  galloped,  we  gall<^>ed  all  thre«- ; 
'  Gooa  speed !  *'  criea  the  watch,  as  the  gat«^ 

bolts  undrew  ; 
Speed  !  **  echoed  the  wall   to  us  gallopiniB 

through; 
Behind  shut  the  postern,  the  lights  sank  to 

rest. 
And  into  the  midnight  we  galloped  abreast. 

Not  a  word  to  each  other ;  we  kept  the  great 

pace 
Neck  oy  neck,  stride  by  stride,  never  ehangiai: 

our  place ; 
I  turned  in  my  saddle  and  made  its  girthati|{lit. 
Then  shortened  each  stirrup,  and  set  the  piqa« 

Rebnokled  the  efaeek««trap,  chained  alaeker  tK« 

bit. 
Nor  gaHoped  less  steadily  Roland  a  whH. 


t4 


»( 


THROUGH   THE  METIDJA  TO  ABD-EI^KADR 


i6s 


T  was  moonaet  «t  sUrtiiig  ;  but  wliilc  we  drew 


liokereD,  the  oocke  erew  and  twiUfirht  dawned 


At  Boom,  a  onreat  jellow  star  oame  out  to  aee  ; 
At  £>affeld,  t  was  luoming  as  plau 


kin  as  oonld 


be; 


And  from  Mecheln  cfanrch-^teeple  we  heard  the 

half-ehinie, 
oo  Joris  broke  silenoe  with,   **Tet  there   is 

timer* 

At  Aershot,  np  leaped  of  a  sodden  the  snn. 
And  against  nim  the  cattle  stood  blaok  eyery 

one. 
To  stave  throngh  the  mist  at  ns  eallopiug  past. 
And  I  saw  my  stout  galloper  Roland  at  last. 
With  rMolnte  shouldeFS,  each  battin«p  away 
TIm  base,  as  some  bluff  river  headland  its  spray : 

And  his  low  head  and  orest,  just  one  sharp  ear 

bent  back 
For  my  Toice,  and  the  other  pricked  oat  on  has 

track; 
And  one  eye's  black  intelligence,  —  cTer  that 

glance 
O'er  its  white  edge  at  me,  his  own  master, 

askance! 
And  the  thick  heavy  spume-Bakes  which  aye 

and  anon 
fierce  Ups  shook  upwards  in  galh^nng  on. 


By  Hawselt,  Dirck  groaned ;  and  cried  Joris, 

**  Stay  spur! 
Tour  Roos  galloped  bravely,  the  fault 's  not  in 

her. 
We  'U  remember  at  Aix  "  —  for  one  heard  the 

quick  wheese 
Of  her  chest,  saw  the  stretched  neck  and  stag- 


And  suik  tail,  and  horrible  heave  of  the  flank. 
As  down  on  her  haunches  she  shuddered  and 
sank. 

So,  we  were  left  galloping,  Joris  and  I, 
Past  Look  and  paat  Tongres,  no  dool  in  the  sky ; 
The  broad  sun  above  laughed  a  pitiless  laugh, 
'Neath  our  feet  broke  the  brittle  bright  stubble 

like  chaff : 
IIQ  over  by  Dalnem  a  dome-spire  sprang  white, 
And  ''Gaflop,"  gasped  Joris,  ^^for  Aix  is  in 

sight!*^ 

*''  How  they  'U  greet  us  I "  —  and  all  in  a  moment 

his  roan 
Rolled  neck  and  croup  over,  lay  dead  as  a  stone ; 
And  there  waa  my  Roland  to  bear  the  whole 

weight 
Of  the  news  which  alone  could  save  Aiz  from 

her  fate. 
With  his  nostrils  like  pits  full  of  blood  to  the 


And  with  ardes  of  red  for  his  eye-sockets'  rim. 

Then  I  cast  loose  my  buffcoat,  each  holster  let 
falL 
I  off  both  my  jack-boots,  let  go  belt  and  all, 


Stood  up  in  the  stirrup,  leaned,  patted  his  ear. 

Called  my  Roland  his  pet-name,  my  home  with- 
out peer ; 

Clapped  my  hands,  laughed  and  sang,  any  noise, 
bad  or  good. 

Till  at  length  into  Aix  Roland  galloped  and 
stood. 

And  all  I  remember  is — friends  flocking  round 
As  I  sat  with  his  head  ^twixt  my  knees  on  the 

ground; 
And  no  voice  but  was  praising  this  Roland  of 

mine, 
As  I  poured  down  his  throat  our  last  measure 

of  wine. 
Which  (the  burgesses  voted  by  common  consent) 
Was  no  more  than  his  due  who  brouflht  good 

news  from  Ghent. 


THROUGH   THE  METIDJA  TO  ABD-EL- 

KADR 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride, 

^th  a  full  heart  for  ray  guide, 

So  its  tide  rocks  my  side. 

As  1  ride,  as  I  ride. 

That,  as  I  were  double-eyed. 

He,  in  whom  our  Tribes  ixmndft. 

Is  descried,  ways  untried. 

As  1  ride,  as  I  ride. 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride 

To  our  chief  and  lus  Allied, 

Who  dares  chide  my  hearths  pride 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride  ? 

Or  are  witnesies  denied  — 

Through  the  desert  waste  and  wide 

Do  I  glide  unesiiied 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride  ? 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride. 

When  an  inner  voice  has  cried. 

The  sands  slide,  nor  abide 

(As  I  ride,  as  I  ride) 

O'er  each  visioned  homicide 

That  came  vauntine  (has  he  lied?) 

To  reside  —  where  he  died, 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride. 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride. 

Ne'er  lias  spur  my  swift  horw  plied. 

Yet  his  hide,  streaked  and  piea. 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride. 

Shows  where  sweat  has  sprung  and  dried, 

—  Zebra-footed,  ostrich-uiighed  — 

How  has  vied  stride  with  stride 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride  I 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride. 

Could  I  loose  what  Fate  has  tied. 

Ere  I  i>ried,  she  should  hide 

(As  I  ride,  as  I  ride) 

All  that  'a  meant  me  —  satisfied 

When  the  Prophet  and  the  Bride 

Stop  veins  I  'd  have  subside 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride ! 
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NATIONALITY   IN   DRINKS 

The  fint  two  of  this  group,  under  the  titles 
Claret  and  Tokay^  were  published  in  IlooePM 
Magazine^  June,  1S44,  at  the  request  of  Richard 
Monokton  Milnes,  who  was  editingr  the  magazine 
during  Hood's  illness.  The  thiid,  first  entitled 
Beer,  was  called  out  by  the  description  of  Nel- 
■on*s  coat  at  Greenwich,  given  by  Uie  captain  of 
the  vessel  in  which  Browning  was  sailing  to  Italy. 


Mt  heart  sank  with  our  Claret-IIask, 
Just  noWf  beneath  the  heavv  sedges 

Hiat  serve  this  pond^s  black  taoe  for  mask ; 
And  still  at  yonder  broken  edges 

O*  the  hole,  where  uu  the  bubbles  glisten. 

After  my  heart  I  look  and  listen. 

Our  laughing  little  flask,  compelled 

Through  depth  to  depth  more  bleak  and 
shady; 
As  when,  both  arms  beside  her  held. 

Feet  straightened  out,  some  gay  FVench  lady 
Is  caught  up  from  life's  light  tmd  motion. 
And  cuopped  into  death's  silent  ocean  I 

II 

—  Up  jumped  Tokay  on  our  table, 

Like  a  pygmy  castle-warder, 

Dwarfian  to  see,  but  stout  and  able, 

Arms  and  accoutrements  all  in  order ; 

And  fierce  he  looked  North,  then,  wheeling 

Sontii, 
Blew  with  his  bugle  a  challenge  to  Drouth, 
Cocked  his  flap-hat  with  the  tosspot-feather. 
Twisted  his  thumb  in  his  red  moustache. 
Jingled  his  huge  brass  spurs  together, 
'n^tened  his  waist  with  its  Buda  sash. 
And  then,  with  an  impudence  naught  could 


Shmgsed  lus  hump-shoulder,  to  tell  the  be- 

nolder. 
For  twen^  such  knaves  he  should  laugh  but 

the  bolder: 
And  so,  with  his  sword-hilt  gallantly  jutting. 
And  dexter-hand  on  his  haunch  abutting. 
Went  the  little  naan,  Sir  Ansbmch,  strutting ! 

Ill 

—  Here  *b  to  Nelson's  memory ! 
'Tis  the  second  time  that  I,  at  sen. 
Right  off  Ca^  Trafalgar  here. 
Have  drunk  it  deep  in  British  Beer. 
Nelson  forever  —  any  time 
Am  I  his  to  command  in  prose  or  rhyme  I 
Give  me  of  Nelson  only  a  touch. 
And  I  save  it,  be  it  little  or  much : 
Here  *s  one  our  Captain  gives,  and  so 
I>own  at  the  word,  by  George,  shall  it  go ! 
He  says  that  at  Greenwidi  they  point  the  be- 
holder 
To  Nehion's  coat,  *'  still  with  tar  on  the  nhonlder : 


For  he  used  to  lean  with  one  shoulder  digguig. 
Jigging,  as  it  were,  and  zig^«ag^zigging 
Up  against  the  minen-rigging  1  '* 


GARDEN   FANCIES 

Tliese  two  poems  also  appeared  in  Hootti 
Magaxine,  July,  1844. 

I.  THE  flower's  name 

Herb  's  the  garden  she  walked  across. 

Arm  in  my  arm,  such  a  short  while  sinees 
Hark,  now  I  push  its  wicket,  the  moss 

Hinders  the  hinses  and  makes  them  wince ! 
She  must  have  reacned  this  shrub  ere  she  tamed. 

As  back  with  that  murmur  the  wicket  swniv ; 
For  she  laid  the  poor  snail,  my  chance  foot 
spumed. 

To  ffwd  and  forget  it  the  leaves  among. 

Down  this  side  of  the  gravel-walk 

She  went  while  her  robe's  edge  brushed  tht 
box: 
And  here  she  paused  in  her  gracious  talk 

To  point  me  a  moth  on  the  milk-white  phkn. 
Roses,  ranged  in  valiant  row, 

I  wUl  never  think  that  she  paMed  yon  by  t 
She  loves  you,  noble  roses,  I  know  ; 

But  yoiKler,  see,  where  the  rock-plants  He  t 

This  flower  she  stoiiped  at,  finger  on  lip, 

Stooped  over,  in  doubt,  as  settling  its  claim; 
Till  she  gave  me,  with  pride  to  make  no  slip. 

Its  soft  meandering  Spanish  name : 
What  a  name!    Was  it  love  or  praise? 

Speech  half -asleep  or  song  han-awake  f 
I  must  leara  Spanisn,  one  of  these  davs. 

Only  for  that  slow  sweet  name's  saxe. 

Roses,  if  I  live  and  do  well. 

I  may  bring  her,  one  of  tnese  days. 
To  fix  you  fast  with  as  fine  a  spell, 

Ftt  you  each  with  his  Spanisn  phrase ; 
But  do  not  detain  me  now ;  for  sne  limeers 

There,  like  sunshine  over  the  gronno. 
And  ever  I  see  her  soft  white  fingers 

Searching  after  the  bud  she  found. 

Flower,  you  Spaniard,  look  that  you  grow  not 

Stay  as  von  are  and  be  loved  forever ! 
Bud,  if  I  kiss  you  *t  is  that  von  blow  not, 

Biindj  the  shut  pink  mouth  opens  never  t 
For  while  it  pouts,  her  fingers  wrestle, 

Twinkling  the  audacious  leaves  between. 
Till  round  tney  turn  and  down  they  nestle  — 

Is  not  the  dear  mark  still  to  be  seen  ? 


Where  I  find  her  not,  beauties  vaaiA ; 

Whither  I  follow  her,  beauties  flee ; 
Is  there  no  method  to  tell  her  in  Spaalih 

June 's  twice  June  since  i^e  breathed  it  with 
me? 
Come,  bud,  show  me  the  least  of  her 

Treasure  my  lady's  lightest  footfall ! 
—  Ah,  you  may  flout  and  turn  up  your  fi 

Roses,  you  are  not  so  fiiir  after  sJl ! 
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II.   SIBRANDUS  SCHAFNABURGENSIS 

PlaflToe  take  all  jcfor  pedants,  say  I ! 

He  who  wrote  what  I  hold  in  my  hand, 
Centnriee  back  was  so  grood  as  to  die, 

Learing  this  rabbish  to  camber  the  land ; 
ThiS;  that  was  a  book  in  its  time, 

Printed  on  paper  and  bound  in  leather, 
Last  month  in  the  white  of  a  matin-prime, 

Just  when  the  birds  san^  all  toj^etner. 

Into  the  garden  I  bronght  it  to  read,^ 

Ajid  under  the  arbute  and  laurustine 
Read  it,  so  help  me  grace  in  my  need. 

From  title-page  to  closing  line. 
Clu^iter  on  chapter  did  I  count, 

As  a  enrious  traveller  counts  Stonehenge ; 
Added  up  the  mortal  amount ; 

And  then  proceeded  to  my  revenge. 

Yonder  *s  a  plum-tree  with  a  crevice 

An  owl  would  bnild  in,  were  he  but  sage ; 
For  a  lap  of  moss,  like  a  fine  pont-levis 

In  a  castle  of  the  Middle  Age, 
Joins  to  a  lip  of  gum,  pure  amber  ;^ 

When  heM  be  private,  there  might  he  spend 
Hours  alooe  in  his  lady's  chamber  :^ 

Into  this  orevioe  I  dropped  our  friend. 

SpUsh,  went  he,  as  under  he  ducked, 
—  At   the   bottom,  I   knew,  rain-drii^nngs 


Xext,  a  handful  of  blossoms  I  plucked 
To  bury  him  with,  my  booksheirs  magnate ; 

Then  I  went  in-dooxs,  brought  out  a  loaf, 
Half  a  cheese,  and  a  bottle  of  Chablis ; 

Lav  on  the  crass  and  forgot  the  oaf 
Over  a  joUy  chapter  of  Rabelais. 

Now,  this  morning,  betwixt  the  moss 
And  gum  that  looked  our  friend  in  limbo, 

A  spider  had  spun  his  web  across, 

^  And  sat  in  the  midst  with  arms  akimbo  : 

So,  I  took  inty,  for  leaming^s  sake. 
And,  de  profundU^  accentihua  Itwtia, 

CanieUe  !  anoth  I,  aa  I  got  a  rake  ; 
And  up  1 6shed  his  delectable  treatise. 

Here  you  have  it,  dry  in  the  sun. 

With  an  the  binding  all  of  a  blister. 
And  great  blue  spots  where  the  ink  has  run. 

And  reddish  streaks  that  wink  and  glister 
0*er  the  page  so  beaudf nlly  yellow  : 

Oh,  well  have  the    droppings  played  their 
tricks! 
Did  he  guess  how  toadstools  grow,  this  fel- 
low ? 

Here  *s  one  stuck  in  his  chapter  six ! 

How  did  he  like  it  when  the  live  creatures 
Tiekled  and  toused  and  browsed  him  all 
over, 
And  worm,  slug,  eft,  with  serious  features. 

Came  in.  each  one,  for  his  right  of  trover  ? 
—  When  tne  water-beetle  with  great  blind  deaf 
face 
Made  of  her  eggs  the  stately  depocnt, 


And  the  newt  borrowed  just  so  much  of  the 
preface 
As  tiled  in  the  top  of  his  black  wife's  closet  ? 

AU  that  life  and  fun  and  romping. 

Ail  that  frisking  and  twisting  and  coupling, 
While  slowl:^  our   poor  friend  ^s   leaves  were 
swamping 

And  clasps  were  cracking  and  covers  sui^ling ! 
As  if  you  had  carried  sour  John  Knox 

To  the  play-house  at  Paris,  Vienna  or  Munich, 
Fastened  him  into  a  front-row  box. 

And  danced  off  the  ballet  with  trousers  and 
tunic. 

Come,  old  martyr !  What,  torment  enough  is  it  ? 

Back  to  my  room  shall  you  take  your  sweet 
self. 
Oood-bve,  mother-beetle ;  husband-eft,  sv^Mcit ! 

See  the  snue  niche  I  have  made  on  my  snelf ! 
A's  book  shall  prop  you  up,  B*s  shall  cover  you. 

Here  *s  C  to  be  grave  with,  or  D  to  be  gay, 
And  with  E  on  each  side,  and  F  right  over  you, 

Dry-rot  at  ease  till  the  Judgment-day  I 


SOLILOQUY  OF  THE  SPANISH 
CLOISTER 

When  first  printed  in  Bells  and  Pome- 
ffranaies,  this  poem  was  the  second  of  a  group 
of  two  bearing  the  general  title  Camp  and 
Cloigter^  the  first  of  the  two  being  Incident  qf 
the  French  Camp. 

Gr-b-b  —  there  go,  my  heart's  abhorrence ! 

Water  ^our  diunned  flower-pots,  do  f 
If  hate  killed  men.  Brother  Liawrenoe, 

Ood's  blood,  would  not  mine  kill  yon  ! 
What  ?  your  myrtle-bush  wants  trimming  ? 

Oh,  that  rose  nas  prior  claims  — 
Needs  its  leaden  vase  filled  brimming  ? 

Hell  dry  you  up  with  its  filames  I 

At  the  meal  we  sit  together : 

Salve  tibi !    I  must  hear 
Wise  talk  of  the  kind  of  weather, 

Sort  of  season,  time  of  year : 
Not  a  plenteous  corlcHTon :  scarcdy 

Dare  tee  hope  oah-gaus,  I  doubt : 
What  *«  the  Latin  name  for  ''parsley  "  f 

What 's  the  Greek  name  for  Swine's  Snout  ? 

Whew !    We  '11  have  our  platter  burnished, 

Laid  with  care  on  onr  own  shelf  I 
With  a  fire-new  spoon  we  're  furnished. 

And  a  goblet  for  ourself , 
Rinsed  liae  something  sacrificial 

Ere  't  is  fit  to  touch  onr  chaps  — 
Marked  wiUi  L  for  onr  initial  t 

(He-he  1    There  his  lily  snaps  I) 

Saintt  forsooth !    While  brown  Dolorss 

Souats  outside  the  Convent  bank 
With  Sanchicha,  telling  stories. 

Steeping  tresses  in  the  tank. 
Blue-black,  lustrous,  thick  like  horsehaira, 

—  Can^t  I  see  his  dead  eye  glow, 
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Brislit  as  *t  were  a  Barbary  ootaair's  ? 
(That  U,  if  he  *d  let  it  show  I) 

When  he  finiflhea  refeotion. 
Knife  and  fork  he  never  Liya 

Cron^wiae,  to  my  reooUeetion, 
.  Ab  do  I,^  in  Jeui*8  praise. 

I  the  Trinity  illustrate^ 
DriukinK  watered  orange-pulp  — 

In  three  sips  the  Arian  frustrate ; 
While  he  drains  his  at  one  gvlp. 

Oh,  those  melons !    If  he  *s  able 

We  *re  to  have  a  feast !  so  nioe  I 
One  sroes  to  the  Abbot's  table, 

AUof  ns  get  each  a  slice. 
How  go  on  vour  floweni  *?    None  double  ? 

Xot  one  nruit-sort  can  you  spy  ? 
Strange !  —  And  I,  too,  at  such  trouble 

Keep  them  ohise-nipped  on  tlie  sly ! 

There 's  a  great  text  in  Galatians, 

Onoe  you  trip  on  it,  entails 
Twenty-^dne  distinot  dananations, 

One  sure,  if  another  fails : 
If  I  trip  him  just  a-dying, 

Sore  of  heaven  as  sure  can  be, 
Spin  him  round  and  send  him  flying 

Off  to  hell,  a  Manichee  ? 

Or.  my  serofalous  French  novel 

On  grav  paper  with  blunt  type  J 
Simply  glance  at  it,  von  grovel 

Hand  and  foot  in  Belial^s  gripe : 
If  I  double  down  its  pages 

At  the  woeful  sixteenth  print. 
When  he  j^athers  his  greengages. 

Ope  a  sieve  and  slip  it  in  t  ? 

Or,  there  *s  Satan  !  —  one  might  venture 

Pledge  one's  soul  to  him,  yet  leave 
Such  a  flaw  in  the  indenture 

As  he  'd  miss  till,  past  retrieve. 
Blasted  lay  that  ros<*-acaoiH 

We  ^re  so  proud  of !     //i/«  Zj/,  Hine  .  • 
^St,  there  *8  Vesiiers  1     Plt'na  gratiti^ 

Ave,  Virgo  !    Or-r-r  —  you  Hwiue  I 


THE  LABORATORY 

AN'CIEN    REGIME 

Publishod  first  in  HotxTg  Mmjazinf,  June, 
1844.  In  Belli  and  Vomeyranatt-s  it  was  grouped 
with  Thf  Confessional  under  the  title  Franop 
and  Spain. 

Now  that  I,  tying  thy  glass  mask  tightly. 
May  gaze  through  these  faint  smokes  curling 

whitely. 
As  thou  pliest  thy  trade  in  this  devil^s-smithy  — 
Which  is  the  poison  to  poison  her,  prithee  ? 

He  is  with  her,  and  they  know  that  I  know 
Where  they  are,  wliat  they  do  :  they  believe 
my  tears  flow 


While  their  laugh,  laugh  at  me,  at  me  fled  to 

theorear 
Empty  church,  to  pray  God  in,  for  them  I  —  I 

am  here. 

Orind  awav,  moisten  and  mash  up  thw  paste, 
Pound  at  thy  powder,  —  I  am  not  in  murte ! 
Better  sit  thus,  and  observe  thy  strange  thinn. 
Than  go  where  men  wait  me  and  dawse  Attain 
King's. 

That  in  the  mortar  —  you  call  it  a  gum  ? 

Ah,  the  brave  tree  whenoe  such  gold  ooangs 

come! 
And  yonder  soft  phial,  the  ezqnimte  blue, 
Sure  to  taste  sweetly,  —  is  that  poison  too  ? 

Had  I  but  all  of  them,  thee  and  thy  treasnrw, 
What  a  wild  crowd  of  invisible  pleasures  ! 
To  carry  pure  death  in  an  earring,  a  casket, 
A  signet,  a  fan-mount,  a  filigree  basket ! 

Soon,  at  the  King^s,  a  mere  losenge  to  |pve. 
And  Pauline  should  have  just  thirty  mmnt^ti  to 

live  ! 
But  to  light  a  pastile,  and  BHise,  with  her  head 
And  her  breast  and  her  arms  and  her  hancU. 

should  drop  dead  I 

Quick  —  is  it  finished  ?    The  color  ^s  too  grim  ! 
Why  not  soft  like  the  phial's,  entieiug  and 

^  dim?  ^^ 

Let  it  brighten  her  drink,  let  her  turn  it  and 

stir. 
And  try  it  and  taste,  ere  she  fix  and  prefer ! 

What  a  drop  1    She 's  not  little,  no  minimi  like 

me  I 
That  *s  why  she  ensnared  him :  this  never  will 

free 
The  soul  from  those    mascnline    eyes,  — saj. 

"nol" 
To  that  pulse^s  magnifioent  come-«iid-go. 

For  only  last  night,  as  they  whispered.  I  brosglit 
My  own  eyes  to  bear  on  ber  so,  that  I  thought 
Could  I  keep  them  one  half  minute  fixed,  shf 

would  fall 
Shrivelled  ;  she  f eU  not ;  yet  this  does  it  all ! 

Not  that  I  bid  you  spare  her  the  pain  ; 
Let  death  be  felt  and  the  proof  remain : 
Brand,  bum  up,  bite  into  its  graoe  — 
He  is  sure  to  remember  her  dying  face ! 

Is  it  done  ?    Take  my  mask  off  I    Nay,  be  not 

morose; 
It  kills  her,  and  this  prevents  seeing  it  close : 
The  delicate  droplet,  my  whole  fortune's  fee  I 
If  it  hurts  her,  beside,  can  it  ever  hurt  me  ? 

Now,  take  all  my  jewels,  gorge  gold  to  your 

fill. 
You  may  kiss  me,  old  man,  on  my  month  if  yoa 

wm: 

But  brash  this  dust  off  me,  lest  horror  it  brings 
Ere  I  know  it  —  next  moment  I  dance  at  th** 
King's  I 
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It  »  a  lie  —  their  Priests,  their  Pope, 
Their  Saints,  their  ...  all  they  fear  or  hope 
Are  Hea,  and  lies  —there !  through  my  door 
And  eeilins,  there  1  and  walls  and  floor, 
There,  lies,  they  lie --shall  still  be  hurled 
Till  spite  of  them  I  reach  the  world  ! 

Yon  think  Priests  just  and  holy  men ! 
Before  they  put  me  in  this  den 
I  was  a  huitaan  creature  too, 
With  flesh  and  blood  like  one  of  you, 
A  eirl  that  laughed  in  beauty^s  pride 
Like  lilies  in  your  world  outside. 

I  had  a  lorer  -->  shame  avaout  I 

This  poor  wrRnehed  bod^,  ^m  and  gaunt, 

Was  kissed  all  over  tUl  it  burned, 

B^  lips  the  truest,  love  eW  turned 

Hm  heart's  own  tint  :^  one  uigrht  they  kissed 

My  tioul  out  in  a  bunung  mist. 

So,  next  day  when  the  accustomed  train 
iH  thincs  grew  round  my  sense  again, 
"  That  IS  a  sin,"  I  said :  and  slow 
With  downcast  eyes  to  church  1  go, 
And  pass  to  the  oonf ession^chair, 
And  t^  the  old  mild  father  there. 

Bnt  when  I  falter  Beltran*s  name, 

'^  Ha ! "  quoth  the  father ;  ''  nmoh  I  bUuue 

Th«  sin  ;  yet  wherefore  idly  fpneve  ? 

IXespair  not  —  strenuously  retrieve  1 

Nay,  I  wiU  turn  this  love  of  thine 

To  lawful  love,  almost  divine  ; 

'*  For  he  is  young,  and  led  astray. 
This  Beltrao,  and  he  schemes,  men  say, 
To  change  the  Uws  of  church  and  state ; 
So.  thine  shall  be  an  angers  fate, 
Wlio,  ere  the  tlinnder  breaks,  shiould  roll 
Its  cloud  away  and  save  his  soul. 

**"  For,  when  he  lies  upon  thy  breast. 
Thou  mayest  demand  and  be  possessed 
(H  all  his  plana,  and  next  day  steal 
To  me.  and  all  those  plans  reveal. 
That  I  and  every  priest,  to  purge 
His  soul,  may  fast  and  use  the  scourge.'* 

That  father ^s  beard  was  long  and  white. 
With  love  and  truth  his  brow  seemed  bright ; 
I  went  back,  all  on  fire  with  joy, 
AimI,  that  same  evening,  bode  the  boy 
Tfil  me,  as  lovers  should,  heart-free. 
Something  to  prove  his  love  of  me. 

He  told  me  what  he  would  not  teU 
Far  hope  of  heaven  or  fear  oi  hell ; 
And  I  lay  Ustening  in  such  pride  1 
And^  soon  as  he  had  left  my  side. 
Tripped  to  the  church  by  morning-light 
To  aave  his  soul  in  lua  despite. 


I  told  the  father  all  his  schemes. 
Who  were  his  comrades,  what  their  dreams ; 
**  And  now  make  haste,"  I  said,  *'  to  pray 
The  one  spot  from  his  soul  awi|y  ; 
To-night  he  comes,  but  not  the  same 
Will  look  I  '*    At  night  he  never  came. 

Nor  next  night :  on  the  after-mom, 
I  went  forth  with  a  strength  new-bom. 
The  church  was  empty ;  something  drew 
My  steps  into  the  street ;  I  knew 
It  led  me  to  the  market-place: 
Where,  lo,  on  high,  the  tather^  face  I 

That  horrible  black  scaffold  dressed, 
That  stapled  block  .  .  .  Qitd  sink  the  rest  t 
That  head  strapped  back,  that  blinding  vest. 
Those  knotted  nands  and  naked  breast, 
Till  near  one  busy  hangman  pressed, 
And,  on  the  neck  these  arms  caressed  .  .  . 

No  part  in  at^g^t  they  hope  or  fear  ! 
No  heaven  with  them,  no  hell !  —  and  here, 
No  earth,  not  so  much  space  as  pens 
My  body  in  their  wont  of  dens 
But  shall  bear  God  and  man  my  cry. 
Lies  —  lies,  again  —  and  still,  they  lie ! 


CRISTINA 

In  Hells  and  Pomegranates^  this  poem  was 
the  second  of  a  group  headed  Queenr  Worship^ 
the  tirst  being  Hudei  and  the  Lady  of  Tripoli. 

8hk  should  never  have  looked  at  me 

If  she  meant  I  should  not  love  her  ! 
There  are  plenty  .  .  .  men,  you  call  such, 

I  suppose  .  .  .  she  may  discoyer 
All  her  soul  to,  if  she  pleases, 

And  yet  leave  much  as  she  found  them  : 
But  I  *m  not  so,  and  she  knew  it 

When  she  fixed  me,  glancing  round  them. 

What  ?    To  fix  me  thus  meant  nothing  ? 

But  I  can't  tell  (there 's  m^  weakness) 
What  her  look  said  I  —  no  vile  cant,  sure. 

About  ^^  need  to  strew  the  bleakness 
Of  some  lone  shore  with  its  pearl-seed. 

That  the  sea  feels  ^*  —  no     strange  yearning 
That  such  souls  have,  most  to  lavish 

Where  there  ^s  chance  of  least  returning.^' 

Oh,  we  *re  sunk  enough  here.  God  knows ! 

But  not  Quite  so  sunk  that  moments. 
Sore  thongn  seldom,  are  denied  m. 

When  the  spirit's  true  endowments 
Stand  out  plainly  from  its  false  ones, 

And  apprise  it  if  pursuing 
Or  the  ngtit  way  or  the  wrong  way. 

To  its  triumph  or  undoing. 

There  are  flashes  struck  from  midnights. 
There  are  flre>ilamee  noondays  kindle. 

Whereby  piled-np  honors  perish. 
Wheieoy  swollen  ambitions  dwindle. 
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While  just  this  ur  that  poor  impulse, 
Which  for  ouce  had  plS'y  uustlfled. 

Seems  the  sole  work  of  a  lifetime, 
That  away  the  rest  have  triiied. 


■'^, 


I)ouht  you  if,  in  some  such  moment. 

As  i^e  fixed  me,  she  felt  clearly, 
M  past  the  soul  existed, 

flere  an  age  ^t  is  restiui;  merely, 
And  henoe  neets  again  for  ages. 

While  the  true  end,  sole  and  single. 
It  stops  here  for  is,  this  love-wav. 

With  some  other  soul  to  mingle  ? 

Eke  it  loses  what  it  lived  for. 

And  eternally  must  lose  it ; 
Better  ends  may  he  in  prospect. 

Deeper  hlisses  (if  you  choose  it). 
But  this  lifers  end  and  this  love-bliss 

Have  been  lost  here.    Doubt  you  whether 
This  she  felt  as,  looking  at  me, 

Mine  and  her  souls  rushed  together  ? 

Oh,  observe  1    Of  course,  next  moment, 

Tlie  world*s  honors,  in  derision. 
Trampled  out  the  light  forever : 

Never  fear  but  there  's  provision 
Of  the  devil^s  to  quench  knowledge 

Lest  we  walk  the  earth  in  rapture  1 
—  Making  those  who  catoh  Goa*s  secret 

Just  so  much  more  priie  their  capture  ! 

Such  am  I :  the  secret  ^s  mine  now  ! 

She  has  lost  me,  I  have  gained  her ; 
Her  soul  *s  mine :  and  thus,  grown  perfect. 

I  shall  ^ass  my  lifers  remainder. 
Life  will  just  hold  out  the  proving 

Both  our  powers,  alone  and  blended : 
And  then,  come  the  next  life  quickly  I 

This  world's  use  wiU  have  been  ended. 


THE  LOST   MISTRESS 

All  *s  over,  then :  does  truth  sound  bitter 

As  one  at  first  believes  ? 
Hark,  *t  is  the  sparrows'  good-night  twitter 

About  your  cottage  eaves  I 

And  the  leaf-buds  on  the  vine  are  woolly, 

I  noticed  that,  to-day ; 
Chie^  dav  more  bnistM  them  opm  fully 
—  Yon  know  the  red  turns  gray. 

To-morrow  we  meet  the  same  then,  dearest  ? 

May  I  take  your  hand  in  mine  ? 
Slere  friends  are  we,  —  well,  friends  the  merest 

Keep  much  that  1  resign : 

For  each  glance  of  the  eye  so  bright  and  Uaek 
^  Though  I  keep  with  heart's  endeavor,  — 
Yuur  voice,  when  ^oo  wish  the  snowdrops  back, 
Though  it  stay  m  my  soul  forever  !  — 


all  may. 


Y**t  I  will  but  say  what  mere 
(  h-  only  a  thought  stronger ; 

I  will  hold  your  hand  but  as  long 
ihrmt  v#*r>  !ittl«»  long«*r  ! 


EARTH'S   IMMORTALITIES 

FAME 

See,  as  the  pettiest  graves  will  do  in  time. 
Our  poet's  wants  the  freshness  of  its  prime : 
Spite  of  the  sexton's  browsing^  horse,  the  suds 
Have  struggled  through  its  binding  osier  rodt ; 
Headstone  and  half*«nnk  footstooe  lean  awr)-, 
Wanting  the  brick-work  promised  by-and-by ; 
How  the  minute  gray  lichens,  plate  o'er  plate. 
Have  softened    down  the  eri^Hsnt  name  sad 
date  I 

LOVE 

So,  the  year  *•  done  with  C 

(Love  mefortver  1) 
All  March  b^^nn  with, 

April's  endeavor ; 
May-wreaths  that  bound  me 

June  needs  must  sever ; 
Now  snows  fall  round  me, 

Quenching  Juie*s  fever — 

QUove  mefortver  I) 


MEETING   AT   NIGHT 

This  and  its  eompaaion  piece  were  pnUidied 
originally  simply  as  Night  and  Morning, 

The  gray  sea  and  the  long  black  land ; 
And  the  yellow  half-moon  large  and  low  ; 
And  the  startled  little  waves  that  leap 
In  fiery  ringlets  from  their  sleep, 
As  I  gain  the  cove  with  pushing  prow. 
And  quench  its  speed  i*  the  slitthy  sand. 

Then  a  mile  of  warm  sea-scented  beach  ; 
Three  fields  to  cross  till  a  farm  appeals ; 
A  tap  at  the  pane,  the  quick  sharp  sctmteh 
And  blue  spurt  of  a  lighted  match. 
And  a  voice  leas  loud,  through  its  joys  and 

fears. 
Than  the  two  hearts  beating  each  to  each  ! 


PARTING   AT   MORNING 

RoiTND  the  cape  of  a  sudden  came  the  sea^ 
And  the  sun  looked  over  the  mountain's  rim : 
And  straight  was  a  path  of  gold  fur  him. 
And  the  need  of  a  world  of  men  for  me. 


SONG 

Nat  but  yon,  who  do  not  love  her. 
Is  she  not  pure  gold,  my  mistress  ? 

Holds  earth  aught  —  speak  truth  —  abow  her? 
Aught  like  this  tress,  see,  and  this  trem. 

And  this  last  fairest  tress  of  all, 

So  fair,  see,  ere  I  let  it  fall  f 

Because  ^ou  spend  your  livas  in  praising  ; 
To  praise,  you  search  the  wide  world  over  : 
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Then  whT  not  wituMS,  calmly  eaziiiif. 
If  earth  holds  aosrht — sprak  tmth  —  aboYe 
her? 
AboTe  this  tresa,  and  this,  I  touch 
But  eannot  pnuse,  I  love  so  much  1 


A   WOMAN'S   LAST   WORD 

Let  *8  contend  no  more,  Loye, 

IStrive  nor  weep : 
AU  be  as  before,  Love, 

—  Only  sleep ! 


What  so  wild  as  words 

I  and  thou 
In  debate,  as  birds  are, 

Hawk  on  bons^h ! 


See  the  ereatvre  stalking 

While  we  speak  I 
Hnsh  and  lude  the  talking. 

Cheek  on  cheek  ! 

What  so  false  as  tmth  is, 

False  to  thee  ? 
Where  the  serpent's  tooth  is 

Shan  the  tree  — 

Where  the  apple  reddens 

Never  pry — 
Lest  we  lose  oar  Edens, 

JSve  and  I. 

Be  a  god  and  hold  me 

With  a  charm  I 
Be  a  maui  and  fold  me 

With  thine  arm  ! 

Teach  me,  only  teach.  Love  1 

As  I  oorbt 
I  will  speak  thy  speech.  Love, 

Think  thy  thought  — 

Meet,  if  thou  require  it, 

Both  demands. 
Laying  flesh  and  spirit 

In  thy  hands. 

Hiat  shall  be  to-morrow, 

Not  t4>«ight : 
I  must  bury  sonow 

Out  of  sight : 

—  Musi  a  little  weep,  Love, 

(Foolish  met) 
And  so  fall  asleep.  Love, 

Loved  by  thee. 


EVELYN   HOPE 

BsAiniFui*  Evelyn  Hope  is  dead  1 
Sit  and  watch  by  her  side  an  hour. 

That  is  her  book-shelf,  this  her  bed  ; 
She  iilncked  that  piece  of  genninm-flower, 

1  Winning  to  die  too,  in  the  glass ; 
Little  has  yet  been  changed,  I  think  : 


The  shatters  are  shut,  no  light  may  pass 
Save  two  long  rays  tlirougn  the  hinge's  chink. 

Sixteen  years  old  when  she  died  I 

Perhaps  she  had  scarcely  heard  my  name  ; 
It  was  not  her  time  to  love  ;  beside. 

Her  life  had  many  a  hope  and  aim. 
Duties  enough  and  little  cares. 

And  now  was  quiet,  now  astir. 
Till  Ood's  hand  beckoned  unawares,  — 

And  the  sweet  white  brow  is  all  of  her. 

Is  it  too  late  then,  Evelyn  Hope  ? 

What,  your  soul  was  pure  and  true. 
The  good  stars  met  in  j|rour  horoscope, 

M^e  you  of  spirit,  hre  and  dew  — 
And,  iust  because  I  was  thrice  as  old 

And  our  paths  in  the  world  diverged  so  wide, 
Each  was  nauu'ht  to  each,  most  I  be  told  ? 

We  were  fellow  mortals,  naught  beside  ? 

No,  indeed  I  for  God  above 

Is  great  to  grant,  as  mighty  to  make. 
And  creates  Uie  love  to  reward  the  love : 

I  daim^  you  still,  for  my  own  love's  sake  ! 
Delayed  it  nuty  be  for  more  lives  yet. 

Through  worlds  I  shall  traverse,  not  a  few : 
Much  is  to  learn,  much  to  foiget 

Ere  the  time  be  come  for  taking  you. 

But  the  time  will  come,  —  at  last  it  will. 

When,  Evelyn  Hope,  what  meant  (I  shall  say) 
In  the  lower  earth,  in  the  years  long  still. 

That  body  and  soul  so  pure  and  gay  ? 
Why  vour  hair  was  amber,  I  shall  divine. 

And  your  month  of  your  own  geranium's 
red  — 
And  what  yon  would  do  with  me,  in  fine. 

In  the  new  life  come  in  the  old  one's  stead. 

I  have  lived  (I  shall  say)  so  much  since  then. 

Given  up  myself  so  many  times. 
Gained  me  the  gains  of  various  men. 

Ransacked  the  ages,  spoiled  the  climes ; 
Tet  one  thin^,  one,  in  my  soul's  full  scope. 

Either  I  nuased  or  itself  missed  me : 
And  I  want  and  find  you,  Evelyn  Hope  t 

What  is  the  issue  ?  let  us  see  1 

I  loved  you,  Evelyn,  all  the  while  I 

My  heart  seemed  full  as  it  could  hold  ; 
There  was  place  and  to  spare  for  the  frank 
young  smile. 
And  the  red  young  mouth,  and  the  hair*8 
younggold. 
S(K  hush,  —  rwill  give  von  this  leaf  to  keep : 

See,  I  shut  it  imode  the  sweet  cold  hand  I 
There,  that  ia  our  secret :  go  to  sleep  I 
Tou  will  wake,  and  remember,  and  under- 
stand. 
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Whkbb  the  quiet-oolored  end  of  evening  smili^ 
Miles  and  miles 


On  the  solitary  pastures  where  our  sheep 
HaU-asUep 
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Tinkle  homeward  through  the  twiHflrhtf  stniy 
or  atop 

Am  they  crop  — 
Was  the  Bite  once  of  a  eity  great  and  gay, 

(So  they  say) 
Of  our  country*s  very  capital,  its  prince 

Ages  since 
Held  his  court  in,  gathered  councils,  wielding  far 

Peace  or  war. 

Now,  —  the  country  does  not  even  boast  a  tree. 

As  prou  see, 
To  distinguish  slopes  of  verdure,  certain  rills 

From  the  hills 
Intersect  and  give  a  name  to,  (else  they  run 

Into  one,) 
Where  the  domed  and  daring  palace  shot  its 
spires 

Up  like  fites 
O'er  the  hundred*gated  circuit  of  a  wall 

Bounding  all. 
Made  of  marble,  men  might  march  on  nor  be 
pressed. 

Twelve  abreast. 

And  sttoh  plenty  and  perfection,  see,  of  gram 

Never  was ! 
Such  a  carpet  as,  this  8nmmer*ttme,  o'erspreMb 

And  embeds 
Every  vestige  of  the  city,  guessed  alone. 

Stock  or  stone  — 
Where  a  multitude  of  men  breathed  joy  and  woe 

Long  ago: 
Lust  of  glory  pricked  their  hearts  un,  dread  of 
shame 

Struck  them  tame ; 
And  that  glorv  and  that  shame  alike,  the  gold 

Bougnt  and  sold. 

Now,  —  the  single  little  turret  that  remains 

On  the  plains. 
By  the  caper  overrooted,  by  the  gourd 

Oveiscored, 
While  the  patching  honseleek's  head  of  Uos- 
som  winks 
Through  the  chinks  — 
Marks  the  basement  whence  a  tower  in  ancient 
time 
Sprang  sublime. 
And  a  burning  ring.  aU  round,  the  chariots 
traced 
As  they  raced. 
And   the  monarch  and  his   mimoos  and   his 
dames 
Viewed  the  games. 

And  I  know,  while  thus  the  quiet-oolored  eve 

Smiles  to  leave 
To  their  folding,  all  our  many-tinkling  fleeee 

In  such  peace. 
And  the  slopes  and    rills  in  undistinguished 

'Tr.lt.w.r- 

That  a  girl  with  eager  eyes  and  yellow  bur 
WMts  me  uiere 


In  the  turret  whence  the 
soul 
For  the  goal. 


oanght 


When  the  king  looked,  where  ahe  looka  uov, 
breathless,  dumb 
Till  I  come. 

But  he  looked  upon  the  dty,  every  aide. 

Far  and  wide, 
All  the  mountains  topped  with  temples,  all  the 
glades* 

Colonnades, 
All  the  cauaeys,  bridges,  aqnedneta,  ~  and  then. 

All  the  men ! 
When  I  do  come,  she  will  speak  not,  she  will 
stand, 

Either  hand 
On  my  shoulder,  give  her  eyes  the  first  embrace 

Of  my  tace. 
Ere  we  rush,  ere  we  extinguish  aight  and  speech 

Each  on  each. 

In  one  year  they  sent  a  million  fighters  forth 

South  and  North, 
And  they  built  their  gods  a  braaen  ptUnr  high 

As  the  sky, 
Tet  reserved  a  thousand  chariots  in  full  force  — 

Gold,  of  oouiae. 
Oh  heart  1  oh  blood  that  Ireezea,  Uood  that 
bumsl 

Earth's  returns 
For  whole  centuries  of  folly,  noise  and  sia ! 

Shut  them  in, 
With  their  triumphs  and  their  gkiries  and  the 
rest! 

Love  is  best. 


A   LOVERS'  QUARREL 

Or,  what  a  dawn  of  day  I 

How  the  March  ann  feels  like  May  I 

All  is  blue  again 

After  last  night's  rain. 
And  the  South  dries  the  hnwthom  aptay. 

Only,  my  Love 's  away ! 
I  M  as  Hex  that  the  blue  were  gray. 

Runnels,  which  rillets  sweU, 
Must  be  dancing  d^iwa  the  dell. 

With  a  foaming  heed 

On  the  beryl  bed 
Paven  smooth  aa  a  hermit's  oafl ; 

Each  with  a  tale  to  tall. 
Could  my  Love  but  attend  aa  walL 

Deareat,  three  months  ago  I 

Wheu  we  lived  bloeked-np  with  aaov,  -* 

When  the  wind  woud  adge 

In  and  in  his  wedge. 
In,  as  far  as  the  ]>oint  eoold  go — 

Not  to  our  ingle,  though. 
Where  we  loved  each  the  other  so  I 

Langha  with  so  little  cause  I 
We  aeviaed  games  out  of  atmwB, 

We  would  try  and  traoa 

One  anothei^s  f aoe 
In  the  aak,  aa  an  artist  dmws ; 

Free  on  aaoh  other's  flaws^ 
How  w%  ehattarad  like  two  church  ds  ira ' 
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What '8  in  the ''Times  "?  ~  a  Mold 
At  the  Empeior  deep  and  oold ; 

He  has  taken  a  bride 

To  his  gruenome  side, 
Tbst  ^s  as  &ur  as  himself  is  bold : 

There  they  sit  erroine-stoied. 
And  the  powders  her  hair  with  gold. 

Fancy  the  Pampas'  sheen ! 
Miles  and  miles  of  gold  and  green 

Where  the  sunflowers  blow 

In  a  solid  glow, 
And  —  to  break  now  and  then  the  screen  - 

Black  neck  and  eyeballs  keen, 
Up  a  wild  horse  leaps  between ! 

Try,  will  otir  table  turn  ? 

Imy  your  hands  there  light,  and  yeam 

Till  the  yearning  sUim 

Through  the  finger-tips 
In  a  fire  which  a  few  disoern. 

And  a  Tory  few  feel  bum. 
And  the  rest,  they  may  live  and  learn  I 

Then  we  would  up  and  pace. 
For  a  change,  about  the  place. 

Each  witlh  arm  o'er  neck : 

'T  is  our  ouarteiHleck, 
We  are  seamen  In  woeful  case. 

Help  in  the  ooean-«paoe  1 
Or,  if  no  help,  we  '11  embrace. 

See,  how  she  looks  now,  dresMd 
In  a  sled^ng-cap  and  vest ! 

'T  is  a  huge  fur  cloak  — 

Like  a  reindeer's  yoke 
Falls  the  lappet  along  the  bniast : 

Sleeves  for  her  arms  to  rest, 
Or  to  hang,  aa  my  Love  likes  best. 

Teaoii  me  to  flirt  a  fan 
As  the  Spanish  ladies  can. 

Or  I  tint  your  lip 

With  a  burnt  stick's  tip 
And  you  tun  into  snoh  a  man ! 

Just  the  two  spots  that  span 
Half  the  bill  of  the  young  male  swan. 

IXsarest,  three  months  ago 
When  the  mesmeiizer  Snow 

With  his  hand's  first  sweep 

Pnt  the  earth  to  sleep  : 
T  was  a  time  when  the  heart  ooald  show 

All  —  how  was  earth  to  know, 
'Neath  the  mute  hand's  to-and-fto  ? 

Dearest,  three  months  ago 
When  we  loved  each  other  so. 

Lived  and  loved  the  same 

Till  an  evening  came 
When  a  shaft  from  the  devil's  bow 

Piereed  to  our  ingle-elow. 
And  the  friends  were  friend  ana  foe ! 

Kot  from  the  heart  beneath  — 
*Twai  a  bnbbls  bom  of  breath. 

Neither  sneer  nor  vaant, 

Nor  reproach  nor  taunt. 


See  a  word,  how  it  severeth ! 

Oh,  power  of  life  and  death 
In  the  tongue,  as  the  Preacher  saitli  I 

Woman,  and  will  you  cast 

For  a  word,  quite  o£F  at  last 

Me,  your  own,  your  You,  — 
Since,  as  truth  is  true, 

I  was  You  all  the  happy  past  — 
Me  do  you  leave  aghast 

With  the  memories  We  amassed  T 

Love,  if  you  knew  the  light 

That  your  sonl  oasts  in  my  si|^t. 
How  I  look  to  you 
For  the  pure  and  true. 

And  the  beauteous  and  the  right,  — 
Bear  with  a  moment's  spite 

When  a  mere  mote  threats  the  white  I 

What  of  a  hasty  woid  ? 

Is  the  fleshly  heart  not  stirred 
By  a  worm's  pin^prick 
Where  its  roots  are  quick  f 

See  the  eye,  by  a  fly 's^foot  blurred  '- 
Ear,  when  a  straw  is  heard 

Scratch  the  brain's  coat  of  curd  I 

Foul  be  the  world  or  fair 

More  or  less,  how  can  I  care  f 
'T  is  the  world  the  same 
For  my  praise  or  blame, 

And  endurance  is  easy  there. 

Wrong  in  the  one  thing  rare  — 

Oh,  it  is  hara  to  bear ! 


Here 's  the  spring  back  or  dose, 
When  the  almond-bloesom  blows ; 

We  shall  have  the  word 

In  a  minor  third. 
There  is  none  bat  the  cuckoo  kao 

Heaps  of  the  guelder-rose  I 
I  must  bear  with  it,  I  suppose. 


Could  but  November  come. 
Were  the  noisy  birds  struek  dumb 

At  the  warning  slash 

Of  his  driver's'lash  — 
I  would  laugh  like  the  valiant  Thumb 

Facing  the  castle  glum 
And  the  giant's  fee-faw-fom  I 

Then,  were  the  world  well  stripped 

Of  the  gear  wfiereia  equipped 
We  can  stand  apart. 
Heart  dispense  with  hearty 

In  the  sun,  with  the  flowers  anni|iped,  - 
Oh,  the  world's  hangings  npped. 

We  were  both  in  a  bare-walled  orypt ! 

Each  in  the  crypt  would  cry 

^*  But  one  freezes  here  !  and  why  P 
When  a  heart,  aa  ehiU, 
At  my  own  wonld  thrill 

Back  to  life,  and  its  fires  out*fly  f 
Heart,  shall  we  live  or  die  f 

The  rest,  .  .  .  settle  by  ami  by  1*' 
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So,  she  'd  efiFaoe  the  aeore. 
And  fuTfdve  me  as  befcnre. 

It  is  twelve  o'clock : 

I  shall  hear  her  knock 
In  the  worst  of  a  stonu^s  nproar, 

I  shall  pull  her  through  the  door, 
1  shall  have  her  for  evermore  I 


UP  AT  A  VILLA  — DOWN  IN  THE  CITY 

(AS  DISTINGUISHBD   BY  AN   ITALIAN  PERSON  OP 

QUALITY) 

Had  I  bnt  plenty  cyf  money,  money  enough  and 

to  spare. 
The  house  for  me,  no  doobt,  were  a  house  in  the 

cityHKj^nare ; 
Ah,  such  a  life,  sueh  a  life,  as  one  leads  at  the 

window  there  I 

Something  to  see,  by  Baochoa,  something  to 

hear,  at  least  I 
There,  the  whole  day  long,  one's  life  is  a  perfect 

feast ;       ^ 
While  up  at  a  villa  one  lives,  I  maintain  it,  no 

more  than  a  beast. 

Well  now,  look  at  our  villa !  stuck  like  the  horn 
of  a  bull 

Just  on  a  mountain-edge  as  bare  as  the  crea- 
ture's skuU, 

Save  a  mere  shag  of  a  bush  with  hardly  a  leaf 
to  pull! 

—  I  scratch  my  own,  sometimes,  to  see  if  the 
h^  's  turned  wool. 

But  the  city,  oh  the  city  —  the  square  with  the 
houses!    Why? 

They  are  stone-faced,  white  as  a  cord,  there  *8 
something  to  take  the  eye  I 

Houses  in  four  straight  lines,  not  a  sini^e  front 
awry; 

Ton  watch  who  crosses  and  gossips,  who  saun- 
ters, who  hurries  by ; 

Green  blinds,  as  a  matter  of  oonrse,  to  draw 
when  the  sun  gets  high ; 

And  the  shops  with  f ancUul  signs  which  are 
painted  properly. 

What  of  a  villa?  Though  winter  be  over  in 
March  by  rights, 

'T  is  May  perhaps  ere  the  snow  shall  have  with- 
ered well  off  the  heights  : 

Ton  Ve  the  brown  ploughed  laud  before,  where 
the  oxen  steam  and  wheeze. 

And  the  hiUs^  over-smoked  behind  by  the  faint 
gray  oltve-trees. 

Is  it  better  in  May,  I  ask  yon ?  YoaWe  sum- 
mer all  at  once ; 

In  a  day  he  leaps  oomplele  with  a  few  strong 
April  suns. 

'Mid  the  sharp  short  emerald  wheat,  scarce 
risen  three  fingers  well. 

Hie  wild  tulip,  at  end  of  its  tube,  blows  out  its 
great  red  bell 

Like  a  thin  dear  bubble  of  blood,  for  the 
children  to  pick  and  sell. 


Is  it  ever  hot  in  the  square  ?  There  'a  a  foun- 
tain to  spout  ana  splash ! 

In  the  shade  it  sings  ana  springs ;  in  the  shine 
such  foambows  Bash 

On  the  horses  with  curling  fish-tails,  that  piance 
and  paddle  and  pash 

Round  the  ladv  atop  in  her  oonoh  —  fifty  gazen 
do  not  abash. 

Though  all  that  she  wears  is  some  weeds  round 
her  waist  in  a  sort  of  sash. 

All  the  year  long  at  the  villa,  nothing  to  sm* 

though  you  liiuper. 
Except  yon  cypress  that  points  like  death^s  lean 

lifted  forefinger. 
Some  think  fireflies  pretty,  when  they  mix  i*  tht* 

com  and  mii^ple. 
Or  thrid  the  stinking  hemp  till  the  stalks  of  it 

seem  a-tingle. 
Late  August  or  early  September,  the  stunniiig 

cicala  is  shrill. 
And  the  bees  keep  their  tiresome  whine  round 

the  resinous  firs  on  the  hilL 
Enough    of    the    seasons,  —  I  spare  yon  the 

months  of  the  fever  and  chuL 

Ere  you  open  your  eyes  in  the  city,  the  blessed 
church-bells  begin : 

No  sooner  the  bells  Imvo  off  than  the  diUgencN* 
rattles  in : 

Ton  get  the  piek  of  the  news,  and  it  oosts  you 
never  a  piu. 

By  and  by  there  *s  the  travellinsr  doefcor  gives 
pills,  lets  blood,  draws  teetn ; 

Or  the  Pulcinello*trumpet  breaks  up  the  mar> 
ket  beneath. 

At  the  post-office  such  a  soeno-pietnre — th« 
new  |>lay,  piping  hot ! 

And  a^  notice  how,  only  this  raondng,  three 
liberal  thieves  were  shot. 

Above  it,  behold  the  Arehbishop^s  most  fa- 
therly of  rebukes. 

And  beneath,  with  his  orown  and  his  lion,  some 
little  new  hiw  of  the  Duke's  I 

Or  a  sonnet  with  flowery  marge,  to  tho  Rever- 
end Don  So-and-so, 

Who  is  Dante,  Boooaocio,  Petiaraa,  Saint  Je- 
rome, and  Cicero, 

**And  moreover,"  (the  sonnet  goes  rhyming, * 
*'  tl)e  skirU  of  ^«int  Paul  has  raaehed. 

Having  preached  us  those  six  Lent4eetores  more 
unctuous  than  ever  he  preached.** 

Noon  strikes.  —  here  sweeps  the  praoeasion ! 
our  Lady  borne  smiling  and  smart 

With  a  pink  ganae  gown  all  spangles,  and  seven 
swords  stuek  in  her  heart  f 

BanQ-whang-whang  goes  the  drum,  tMilt^r- 
tootU  the  fife ; 

No  keeping  one's  haunches  still :  it  *s  the  gieat- 
est  pleasure  in  life. 

But  bless  yoo,  it's  dear  — it *s  doarl   fowb. 

wine,  at  doable  the  rata. 
They  have  clapped  a  new  tax  upon  salt,  and 

what  oil  pays  passing  the  gate 
It 's  a  horror  to  think  of.   And  so,  the  villa  fttr 

me,  not  the  city ! 


A   TOCCATA   OF   GALUPPrS 
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UegKUB  ean  aearcely  be  ohooseni :  but  still  — 

ah,  the  pity,  the  pity  ! 
Look,  two  and  two  go  the  priests,  then  the 

monks  with  cowls  and  saAdals, 
And  the    penitents    dressed    in  white  shirts, 

a-holdin|f  the  yellow  candles ; 
(hie,  he  carries  a  ilaf;  up  straifirht,  and  another 

a  cross  with  handles, 
And  the  Duke^s  g^uard  brings  up  the  rear,  for 

the  better  prevention  of  scandals : 
Bang^whanff-whanggP^the  drum,  tootle4&4ooUe 

the  fife. 
(Hi,  a  day  in  the  city-square,  there  is  no  sooh 

pleasure  in  life ! 


A  TOCCATA  OF  GALUPPI'S 

Published  in  itfen  and  Women  in  1855.  Aiin 
American  author,  Tisiting  Browning  and  his 
vife  at  Casa  Guidi  in  1847,  wrote  of  their  occu- 
pations :  "  Mrs.  Browning,*'  he  said,  "  was  still 
t4M>  much  of  an  invalid  to  walk,  but  she  sat 
under  the  great  trees  upon  the  lawn-like  hill- 
nides  near  the  convent,  or  in  the  seats  of  the 
dosky  convent  chapel,  while  Robert  Broyning 
at  the  organ  chased  a  fugue,  or  dreamed  out 
upon  the  twilight  keys  a  faint  throbbing  toccata 


1 


uf  Galuppi. 
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Oh  GaluppI,  Baldassare,  this  is  very  sad  to 

fmdl 
I  can  hardly  misconceive  you ;  it  wcmld  prove 

me  deaf  and  blind  ; 
Bat  although  I  take  your  meaning,  't  is  with 

such  a  heavy  mind ! 

Here  yon  come  with  vour  old  music,  and  here  *s 

all  the  good  it  brings. 
What,  they  tived  once  urns  at  Venice  where 

the  merchants  were  the  kings. 
Where  St.  Mark's  is,  where  the  Dirges  used  to 

wed  the  sea  with  rings  ? 

Ay,  because  the  sea's  the  street  there;  and 
't  is  arched  bv  .  .  .  what  you  call 

.  .  .  Shylock's  brioge  with  houses  on  it,  where 
they  kept  the  carnival : 

I  was  never  out  of  England  —  it 's  as  if  I  saw  it 
aU. 

Did  young  people  take  their  pleasure  when  the 

•ea  was  warm  in  May  ? 
Balls  and  masks  begun  at  midnight,  burning 

ever  to  mid-day, 
MThen  they  made  up  fresh  adventures  for  the 

morrow,  do  you  say '? 

Was  a  lady  such  a  lady,  cheeks  so  round  and 
lips  so  red,  — 

<>n  her  neck  the  small  face  buoyant,  like  a  bell- 
flower  on  its  bed. 

O'er  the  breast's  superb  abundance  where  a 
man  nught  base  his  head  ? 

Well,  and  it  was  graceful  of  them  — they'd 
break  talk  ofiand  afford 


—  She,  to  bite  her  mask's  black  velvet  —  he,  to 

finger  on  his  sword, 
While  vou  sat  and  played  Toccatas,  stately  at 

tne  clavichord  ? 

What  ?  Those  lesser  thirds  so  plaintive,  sixths 

diminished,  si^h  on  sigli. 
Told   them    sometlimg?      Those  suspensions, 

those  solutions  ^  **  Must  we  die  r  " 
Those  commiserating  sevenths  —  ''*'  Life  might 

last  1  we  can  but  try  I  " 

"  Were   you  happy  ?  "  -  "  Yen."  ~  "  And  are 
you   still   as   happy?"  —"Yes.     And 


-"tJ! 


ou  ?  " 


len,  more  kisses  I  "  —  "  Did  /stop  them, 
when  a  million  seemed  so  few  ?  " 
Hark,  the  dominant's  persistence  till  it  must 
be  answered  to ! 

So,  an  octave  struck  the  answer.     Oh,  they 

praLied  you,  I  dare  say  I 
**  Brave  Galuppi  I  that  was  music  I  good  alike 

at  grave  and  gay  I 
I  ean  always  leave  off  talking  when  I  hear  a 

master  play  1 " 

Then  they  left  yon  for  their  pleasure  :  till  in 

due  time,  one  by  one. 
Some  with  lives  that  came  to  nothing,  some 

with  deeds  as  well  undone. 
Death  stepped  tadtlv  and  took  them  where 

they  never  see  the  sun. 

But  when  I  nt  down  to  reason,  think  to  take 

my  stand  nor  swerve. 
While  I  triumph  o'er  a  secret  wrung  from  nar 

tnre's  dose  reserve. 
In  you  come  with  your  cold  music  till  I  creep 

through  every  nerve. 

Yes,  you,  like  a  ghostly  cricket,  creaking  where 

a  house  was  burned : 
**  Dust  and  ashes,  dead  and  done  with,  Venice 

spent  what  Venice  earned. 
The  soul,  doubtless,  is  immortal  —  where  a  soul 

can  be  discerned. 

**  Yours  for  instance :  yon  know  phyncs,  some- 
thing of  geology. 

Mathematics  are  your  pastime ;  souls  shall  rise 
in  their  degree : 

Butterflies  may  dreaa  extinction,  —  you  '11  not 
die,  it  cannot  be ! 

"  As  for  Venice  and  her  people,  merely  bom 
to  bloom  and  drop. 

Here  on  earth  Uiey  bore  their  fruitage,  mirth 
and  folly  were  the  crop : 

Wliat  of  soul  was  left,  I  wonder,  when  the  kiss- 
ing had  to  stop  ? 

**  Dust  and  ashes  ! "    So  vou  creak  it,  and  I 

want  the  heart  to  scold. 
Dear  dead  women,  with  snch  hair,  too  -  -  what  *s 

become  of  all  the  gold 
Used  to  hang  and  brush  their  bosimis  ?    I  f  «*«*1 

chilly  and  grown  old. 
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OLD  PICTURES  IN  FLORENCE 

The  mom  when  first  it  thandetB  in  Mareh, 

The  eel  in  the  pond  Kives  a  leap,  they  say  : 
Ab  I  leaned  and  looked  over  the  akied  arch 

Of  the  villa-gate  this  vitatn  Blaroh  day. 
No  flash  snanped,  no  dumb  thunder  rolled 

In  the  valley  beneath  where,  white  and  wide 
And  washed  by  the  morning  waterfrold, 

Florence  lay  out  on  the  mountain-^de. 

River  and  bridge  and  street  and  square 

Lay  mine,  as  much  at  my  beck  and  call, 
Through  the  live  translucent  bath  of  air, 

As  the  sights  in  a  magic  crystal  baU. 
And  of  all  I  saw  and  of  all  I  praised. 

The  most  to  praise  and  the  best  to  see, 
Was  the  startliiig  bell-tower  IHotto  raised : 

But  why  did  it  more  than  8tai*tle  me  ? 

Giotto,  how,  with  that  soul  of  youiv. 

Could  you  play  me  false  who  loved  you  so  ? 
Some  slights  \f  a  certain  heart  endures 

Yet  it  feels,  I  would  have  your  fellows  know ! 
I^  faith,  I  perceive  not  why  I  should  care 

To  break  a  silence  that  suits  them  best. 
But  the  thing  grows  somewhat  hard  to  bear 

When  I  find  a  Giotto  join  the  rest. 

On  the  arch  where  olives  overhead 

Print  the  blue  skv  with  twig  and  leaf, 
(That  sharp-curled  leaf  which  they  never  shed) 

^Twixt  the  aloes,  I  used  to  lean  in  chief. 
And  mark  through  the  winter  afternoons, 

Bv  a  gift  God  grants  me  now  and  then, 
In  ttie  mild  decline  of  those  suns  like  moons. 

Who  walked  in  Florence,  besides  her  men. 

They  might  chirp  and  chaffer,  come  and  go 
For  pleasure  or  profit,  her  men  alive  — 

My  business  was  hardly  with  them,  I  trow. 
But  with  empty  cells  of  the  human  hive  ; 

—  With  the  cfaiapter-room,  the  cloister-porch, 
The  church's  apsis,  aisle  or  nave. 

Its  crypt,  one  fingers  along  wiUi  a  torch. 
Its  face  set  full  for  tlie  sun  to  shave. 

Wherever  a  fresco  peeb  and  drops. 
Wherever  an  outline  weakens  and  wanes 

Till  the  latest  life  in  the  painting  stops. 
Stands  One    whom    each  fainter  pulse-tick 
^ins  : 

One,  wishful  each  scrap  should  clutch  the  brick, 
Each  tinge  not  wholly  escape  the  plaster, 

—  A  lion  who  dies  of  an  ass's  kick. 

The  wronged  great  soul  of  an  ancient  Master. 

For  oh,  this  world  and  the  wrong  it  does ! 

They  are  safe  in  heaven  with  their  backs  to 
It, 
The  Michaels  and  Rafaels,  you  hum  and  buzz 

Round  the  works  of,  you  of  the  little  wit  I 
Do  their  eyes  contract  to  the  earth^s  old  scope, 

Now  that  they  see  God  face  to  face. 
And  have  all  attained  to  he  poets,  I  hope  ? 

*T  is  their  holiday  now,  in  any  oase. 


Mueh  they  reek  of  vour  praise  and  yon  I 

But  the  wronged  great  souls — can  they  be 
quit 
Of  a  world  where  their  work  is  all  to  do, 

Where  you  style  them,  you  of  the  littlA  wit. 
Old  Master  This  and  Early  the  Other, 

Not  dreaming  that  Old  and  New  are  fellows  : 
A  younger  succeeds  to  an  elder  brother. 

Da  Vmcis  derive  in  good  time  from  DelloA. 

And  here  where  your  praise  might  yield  returns. 

And  a  handsome  word  or  two  give  help, 
Here,  after  your  kind,  the  masim  girns 

And  the  puppy  pack  of  poodles  yelp. 
What,  not  a  word  for  Stefano  there, 

Of  brow  once  prominent  and  starry. 
Called  Nature's  Ape^  and  the  world's  despair 

For  his  peerless  pamting  ?  (See  Vasuri.) 

There  stands  the  Master.     Study,  my  friends. 
What  A  man's  work  oomes  to  1     So  he  plans 

Performs  it,  perfects  it,  makes  amends 
For  the  toiling  and  moiling,  and  then,   sic 
transit ! 
Happier  the  thrifty  blind*folk  labor,  ^ 

With  upturned  eye  while  the  hand  is  busy. 
Not   sidlmg   a   glance   at   the    coin  of   tneir 
neighbor  1 
^T  is  looking  downward  that  makes  one  dizzy. 

**  H  you  knew  their  work  you  would  deal  your 
dole." 

May  I  take  upon  me  to  instruct  you  ? 
When  Greek  Art  ran  and  reached  the  goal. 

Thus  nmch  had  the  world  to  boast  infructu  — 
The  Truth  of  Man.  as  by  God  first  spoken, 

Which  the  actual  generations  garble. 
Was  re-uttered,  and  Soul  (which  Limbs  oetoken) 

And   Limbs   (Soul   infoims)    made   new   in 
marble. 

So  you  saw  yourself  as  yon  wished  you  were. 

As  you  might  have  been,  as  you  cannot  be  ; 
Earth  here,  rebuked  by  Olympus  there : 

And  grew  content  in  your  poor  d^ci'ee 
With  vour  little  power,  by  those  statues*  god- 
head. 

And  your  little  scope,  by  their  eyes'  full  sway. 
And  your  little  graoe,  by  their  grace  embodied. 

And  your  little  date,  by  their  forms  that  stay. 

You  would  fain  be  kinglier,  say.  than  I  am  ? 

Even  so,  you  will  not  sit  like  Theseus. 
Yott  would  prove  a  mcidel  ?    The  Son  of  Priam 

Has  yet  the  lulvantage  in  anus'  and  knees' 
use. 
You  're  wroth  —  can  you  slay  your  snake  like 
Apollo  ? 

You  're  grieved  —  still  Niobe  's  the  grander ! 
Yon  live  —  there 's  the  Racers'  frieze  to  follow : 

You  die  —  there 's  the  dying  Alexander. 

So,  testing  your  weakness  by  their  strength. 
Your  meagre  charms  by  their  rounded  beauty. 

Measured  by  Art  in  your  breadth  and  length. 
Yon  learned  —  to  anbooit  is  a  mortal's  duty. 
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"  you  '^  'tis  the  oommoD  aooL, 


—  \VhenIfla7 

The  ooUectiTe^  I  mean  :  the  race  of  Man 
That  reoeiyee  life  in  partB  to  Uve  in  a  whole. 

And  grow  here  aocozding  to  Gkid*s  clear  plan. 

Growth  came  when^  loohing  your  laat  on  them 
aU« 

You  turned  your  eyes  inwardly  one  fine  day 
And  eried  with  a  start  —  What  if  we  so  small 

Be  greater  and  grander  the  while  than  they  ? 
Are  uey  perfect  of  lineament^  perfect  of  stat- 
ure? 

In  hoth,  of  such  lower  types  are  we 
Precisely  because  of  our  wider  nature ; 

For  time,  thein  — ours,  for  eternity. 

To-day's  brief  pasaaon  limits  their  range ; 

It  seethes  with  the  marrow  for  us  iwd  more. 
They  are  perfect  —  how  else  ?  they  shall  never 
change  : 
We  are  faulty  —  why  not  ?  we  hare  time  in 
st<»e. 
The  Avtifioer*s  hand  is  not  arrested 
With  us;   we  are  rough-hewn,  nowise  pol- 
islied: 
Tliey  stand  for  our  copy,  and,  once  invested 
\\  ith  all  thev  oan  teach,  we  shall  see  them 
aboliahea. 

'T  is  a  life-long  toil  till  our  lump  be  leaven  — 

The   better!      What's   come  to  perfection 
perishes. 
Things  learned  on  earth,  we  shall  practise  in 
heaven : 

Works  done  least  rapidly.  Art  most  cherishes. 
Thyself  shalt  afford  the  example,  Giotto!  ^ 

Thy  one  work,  not  to  decrease  or  diminish, 
Done  at  a  stroke,  was  just  (was  it  not  ?)  *^  O I " 

Thy  great  Campanile  is  ami  to  finish. 

ht  it  true  that  we  are  now,  and  shall  be  here- 
after. 

But  what  and  where  depend  on  life's  minute  ? 
Hails  heavenly  cheer  or  infernal  lan^ter 

(>nr  first  step  oat  of  the  gulf  or  in  it  ? 
Shall  Man,  such  step  within  his  endeavor, 

Man*s  face,  have  no  more  pla^  and  action 
Tlian  jcrsr  which  is  crystallized  forever. 

Or  gnef ,  an  eternal  petrifaction  ? 

On  wliich  I  conclude,  that  the  early  painters, 
To  cries  of  "  Greek  Art  and  what  more  wish 
you?"- 
Replied,  ^^  To  become  now  self-aoquainters. 
And  paint  man,  iuan«  whatever  the  issue  1 
Make  new  hopes  shine  tliruugh  the  flesh  they 
fray. 
New  fears  aggrandize  the  rags  and  tatters : 
To  bring  the  invisible  full  into  play  I 

Let  the  visible  gu  tA»  the  dogs  —  what  roat- 
?" 


Give  tikese,  I  exhort  you,  their  gneirdon  and 
elo^ 

For  daruig  so  much,  before  they  well  did  it. 
The  first  of  the  new,  in  our  race's  storr. 

Beats  the  last  of  uie  old  :  't  is  no  idieqttiddlt. 
The  worthies  began  a  revolution, 


Which  if  on  earth  you  intend  toaeknowledge, 
Why,  honor  them  now  I  (ends  my  allooution) 
Nor  confer  your  degree  when  the  folk  leave 
eollege. 

There 's  a  fancy  some  lean  to  and  othets  hate  — 

That,  when  this  life  is  ended,  begins 
New  work  for  the  soul  in  another  state. 

Where  it  strives  and  gets  weary,  loses  and 
wins: 
Where  the  strong  and  the  weak,  this  world's 
oon^ries, 

Repeat  m  lam  what  they  practised  in  small. 
Through  life  atter  life  in  unlimited  series  ; 

Only  the  scale 's  to  be  changed,  that 's  all. 

Tet  I  hardly  know.    When  a  soul  has  seen 

Bv  the  means  of  Evil  that  Good  is  best. 
And,   through   earth  and   its  noise,   wliat   is 
heaven's  serene,  — 

When  our  £uth  in  the  same  has  stood  the 
test  — 
W]by,  the  child  grown  man,  you  bom  the  rod. 

The  uses  of  Imot  are  surely  doae  ; 
There  remaineth  a  rest  for  the  people  of  God  : 

And  I  have  had  troubles  enough,  for  one. 

But  at  any  rate  I  have  loved  the  season 

Of  Art's  s^rinpr-birth  so  dim  and  dewy  ; 
My  sculi)tor  is  Nicolo  the  Pisan, 

My  painter  —  who  but  Cimabue  ? 
Nor  ever  was  man  of  them  all  indeed. 

From  these  to  Ghiberti  and  Ghirlandajo, 
Could  say  that  he  missed  my  critic-meed. 

So,  now  to  my  special  grievaiuse  ~  heigh-ho ! 

Their  ghosts  still  stand,  as  I  said  before. 

Watching  each  fresco  flaked  and  rasped, 
Blocked  up,  knocked  out,  or  whitewashed  o'er : 

—  No  getting  again    what  the   church   has 
grasped  I 
The  works  on  the  wall  must  take  their  chance  ; 

*^  Works  never  conceded  to  England^s  thick 
dime!" 
(I  hope  they  prefer  their  inheritance 

Of  a  bucketful  of  Italian  quick-lime.) 

When  they  go  at  length,  with  such  a  shaking 

Of  heads  o'er  the  old  delusion,  sadly 
Each  master  liis  way  through  the  black  streets 
taking, 
Where   many  a  lost  work  breathes  though 
badly - 
Why  don't  they  bethink  them  of  who  has  mer- 
ited? 
Why  not  reveal,  while  their  pictures  dree 
Such  doom,  how  a  captive  might  be  outr ferreted  ? 
Wliy  is  it  they  never  remember  me  ? 

Not  that  I  expect  the  great  Bignrdi, 

Nor  Sandro  to  henr  me,  chivalric,  bellicose  ; 
Nor  the  wronged  Lippino  ;  and  not  a  word  I 

Say  of  a  scrap  of  Fr4  Angelico's : 
But  are  you  too  fine,  Taddeo  Chuldi, 

To  grant  me  a  taste  of  your  intonaeo. 
Some  Jerome  that  seeks  the  heaven  with  a  sad 
eye  ? 

Not  a  churiish  saint,  Lorenao  Monaco  ? 
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Could  not  the  gtuiot  with  the  cloHe  red  cap, 

My  Polhfcjolo,  the  twice  a  craf  tiimaii. 
Save  me  a  sample,  givu  me  the  hap 

Of  a  muscular  Christ  that  shown  the  drmughts- 
man? 
No  Virion  by  him  the  somewhat  petty. 

Of  finical  touch  and  tempera,  crumbly  — 
Could  not  Alesso  Baldovinetti 

Contribute  so  much,  I  aak  him  humbly  ? 

Maivheritone  of  Arezao, 

mth  the  grave-clothes  garb  and  swaddling 
barret, 
(Why  purse  up  mouth  and  beak  in  a  pet  so. 

You  bald  old  saturnine  pollnslawed  parrot  ?) 
Not  a  poor  glimmering  Crucifixion, 

Where  in  the  foreground  kneels  the  donor  ? 
If  such  renukin,  as  is  my  oonviction. 

The  hoarding  it  does  you  but  little  honor. 

They  peas ;  for  them  the  panels  may  thrill. 

The  tempera  grow  alive  and  tin^lish  ^ 
Their  piotuxes  are  left  to  the  mercies  stdl 

Of  dealers  and  stealers,  Jews  and  the  £ng^ 
lish. 
Who,  seeing  mere  monev's  worth  in  their  prize, 

Will  sell  It  to  somebodjr  calm  as  Zeno 
At  naked  High  Art,  and  in  ecstasies 

Before  some  day^oold  vile  Carlino  I 

No  matter  for  these !    But  Giotto,  yon. 

Have  yon  allowed,  as  the  town-tongues  babble 
it,- 
Oh,  never  I  it  shall  not  be  oonnied  true  *- 

That  a  certain  precious  little  tablet 
Which  Buonarroti  eyed  like  a  lover  — 

Was  buried  so  Irnig  in  oblivion  ^s  womb 
And,  left  for  another  than  I  to  discover. 

Turns  up  at  last  I  and  to  whom  ?  —  to  whom  ? 

I,  iha,t  have  haunted  the  dim  San  Spirito, 

(Or  was  it  rather  the  Ognissanti  ?) 
Patient  on  altar-step  planting  a  weary  toe  I 

Nav,  I  shall  have  it  yet  I     Detur  amanti  ! 
My  Koh-i-noor  —  or  (if  that  ^s  a  platitude) 

Jewel  of  Giamsehid,  the  Persian  Sofi*s  eye ; 
So,  in  anticipative  gratitude, 

What  if  I  take  up  ray  hope  and  prophesy  ? 

When  the  hour  grows  ripe,  and  a  certain  do- 
tard 

Is  pitched,  no  parcel  that  needs  invoicing. 
To  the  worse  side  of  the  Mont  St.  Gothara, 

We  shaU  begin  hj  wav  of  rejoicing ; 
None  of  that  snooting  the  sky  (bUuiR  cartridge), 

Nor  a  civic  guard,  all  plumes  and  lacquer, 
Unnting  Radetzk^^s  soul  like  a  partridge 

Over  Morello  with  squib  and  cracker. 

This  time  we  *U  shoot  better  game  and  bag  *em 
hot  — 

No  mere  display  at  the  stone  of  Dante, 
Bnt  a  kind  of  sober  Witanagemot 

(Ex  :  '^ClasaGuidi/'  quod  videos  antf) 
Shall  ponder,  once  Freedom  restored  to  Florence, 

How  Art  may  return  that  departed  with  her. 
(io,  hated  house,  go  each  trace  of  the  Looiune's, 

And  bring  as  the  days  of  Orgagna  hither  I 


How  we  sliall  prologuize,  how  we  shall  perumtt*. 

Utter  fit  things  upon  art  and  history, 
Feel  truth  at  blood-heat  and  falsehood  at  sero 
rate. 

Make  of  the  want  of  the  age  no  mystery  ; 
Contrast  the  f  ructuous  and  sterile  eras. 

Show  —  monarchy  ever  its  uncouth  cub  lick;* 
Out  of  the  bear's  snai»e  into  Chimssra^s, 

While  Pure  Art^s  birth  is  still  the  republic*  V. 

Then  one  shall  propose  in  a  speech  (cart  Tnacsaa, 
Expurgate    and     sober,    with    scarcely     an 

To  end  now  our  half-told  tale  of  OambnscMi, 
And  turn  the  bell-tower's  ait  to  alttsmmo  : 

And  fine  as  the  beak  of  a  young  beccaooia 
The  Campanile,  the  Duomo's  fit  ally. 

Shall  soar  up  in  gold  full  fifty  braocia, 
Completinig  Florence,  as  Florence  Italy. 

Shall  I  be  alive  that  morning  the  scaffold 

Is  broken  awav,  and  the  long^peut  fire. 
Like  the  golden  nope  of  the  world,  aubalBe<l 

Springs  from  its  sleep,  and  up  goes  the  sinre 
While  ^^God  and  the  People '^  phiin   for   Un 
motto. 

Thence  the  new  tricolor  flaps  at  the  sky  ? 
At  least  to  foresee  that  glory  of  Giotto 

And  Florence  together,  the  first  am  I ! 
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Your  t^on^  will  walk,  ^ou  lover  of 

(If  our  lovee  remain) 

In  an  English  lane. 
By  a  oomfield-side  arflatter  with  poppies. 
Hark,  those  two  in  the  hasel  coppice  — 
A  boy  and  a  girl.,  if  tlie  good  fates 

Making  love,  say,  — 

The  happier  they  I 
Draw  yoarself  up  from  the  li^ht  of  the 
And  let  them  pass,  as  they  will  too  soon. 

With  the  beanflowen'  boon. 

And  the  black  bird  *s  tune. 

And  May,  and  June  1 

What  I  love  best  in  all  the  world 

Is  a  castle,  precipioe-encuried, 

In  a  gash  ot  the  wiiid-grieved  Apennine. 

Or  look  for  me,  old  fellow  of  mine, 

(If  I  get  my  head  from  out  the  month 

O'  the  grave,  and  loose  my  spirit's  baiida. 

And  come  again  to  the  land  of  lands)  — 

In  a  seaniide  house  to  the  farther  Sonth, 

Where  the  baked  cicala  dies  of  drontb. 

And  one  sharp  tree  —  't  ii  a  Cjrpress  —  sUUMin. 

By  the  many  nnndred  years  led-msted. 

Rough  iron-spiked,  ripe  fmit-o'eromatad. 

My  sentinel  to  guiu^  the  sands 

To  ihe  water's  edge.    For,  what  expands 

Before  the  hoiii4e,  bnt  the  great  opaque 

Blue  breadth  of  sea  without  a  break  f 

While,  in  the  house,  forever  crumbles 

Some  fragment  of  the  frescoed  walls. 

From  blisters  where  a  scorpion  sprawls. 

A  giri  bare-footed  brings,  and  tnmblea 

Down  on  the  pavement,  green-flenh  melonm 
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And  nja  there  's  news  to-day  —  the  kins 

Was  shot  at,  Umehed  in  the  UYer*wiiiff, 

Goes  with  hia  Bourbon  arm  in  a  aling: : 

—  She  hopes  they  have  not  caoght  the  felons. 

Italy,  m  Italy  f 

Qneen  Mary^s  sayinsr  aerres  for  me  — 

(When  fortvne's  malice 

Lost  her,  Calais) 
Open  my  heart  and  yon  will  see 
Grayed  inside  of  it,  ^'  Italy." 
i»aeh  Wers  old  are  I  and  she : 
So  it  always  was,  so  shall  ever  be  I 


HOME^THOUGHTS,  FROM   ABROAD 

This  and  the  following  poem  were  first  pnV 
lished  alonff  with  Beer^  which  bore  the  name 
Here 's  to  Nel»on^$  Memory,  under  the  general 
^B^u^Htme'TkomghU^  from  Abroad,  The  final 
member  of  the  gronp,  Home-Thougkts^  from  the 
Sea,  was  written  under  the  same  circumstances 
as  the  poem.  How  They  brought  the  Good  New$ 
from  Ghent  to  Aix, 

<>H,  to  be  in  England 

Now  that  April 's  there. 

And  whoerer  wakes  in  England 

!s«H>s,  some  morning,  unaware. 

That  the  lowest  boughs  and  the  bn]sh<^ood 

sheaf 
Konnd  the  elm-tree  bole  are  in  tiny  leaf. 
While  Uie  chaffinch  sings  on  the  orohara  bough 
In  Eni^and-*  now  1 


And 
And 


after  Apil.  when  May  follows, 
tha  whitethroat  builds,  and  all  the 
lowsl 


swal- 


Hark,   where  my  bloaaomed  pear-tree  in  the 

hedn 
Imsns  to  the  field  and  scatters  on  the  clorer 
Bloasotna  and  dewdrops — at  the  bent  spray's 

edge  — 
That 's  the  wise  thrush ;  he  sings  each  song 

twice  oyer. 


f^at  yon  should  think  he  neyer  could  recapture 
first 
klioi_ 
dew. 


The  Bfst  fine  careless  rapture  1 

And  though  the  fields  look  rough  with  hoary 


All  will  be  xay  when  noontide  wakes  anew 
The  buttercups,  the  little  children's  dower 
—  Far  brighter  than  this  gaudy  melon-flower  1 


HOMEr-THOUGHTS,  FROM   THE  SEA 

NoBLT,  nobl^  Cape  Saint  Vincent  to  the  North- 
west died  away ; 

Sunaet  ran,  one  glorious  blood-^ed,  reeking  into 
Cadis  Bay; 

Bluidi  *mid  the  burning  water,  full  in  face  Tra- 
fakarlay; 

la  the  mmmest  Northeast  distance  dawned 
Gibraltar  grand'and  gray  : 

**  Here  and  here  did  England  help  me :  how  can 
I  help  En^andT"  — say. 


Whoso  turns  as  I,  this  evening,  turn  to  God  to 

praise  and  pray. 
While  Jove*s  planet  rises  yonder,  silent  oyer 

Africa. 

SAUL 

The  first  nine  sections  of  this  poem  were 
printed  under  the  same  title  in  No.  VII.  of  BdU 
and  Pomegranates,  in  1H45.  The  poem  as  en- 
larged was  published  in  Men  and  Women  in 

1855. 

I 

Said  Abner,  "  At  last  thou  art  come  !  Ere  I 

tell,  ere  thou  speak. 
Kiss  my  cheek,  wish  me  well ! ''  Then  I  wished 

it,  and  did  kiss  his  cheek. 
And  he :  *^  Since  the  King,  O  my  friend,  for  thy 

countenance  sent. 
Neither  drunken  nor  eaten  haye  we ;  nor  until 

from  his  tent 
Thou  return  with  the  joyful  assurance  the  King 

liyeth  yet. 
Shall  our  lip  with  the  honey  be  bright,  with  the 

water  be  wet. 
For  out  of  the  black  mid-tent*s  silence,  a  space 

of  three  davs. 
Not  a  sound  hath  escaped  to  thy  seryants,  of 

prayer  nor  of  praise. 
To  betoken  that  Saul  and  the  Spirit  haye  ended 

their  strife, 
And  that,  faint  in  his  triumph,  the  monarch 

sinks  back  upon  life. 

II 

**  Tet  now  my  heart  leaps,  O  beloved  I    Qitd't 

child  with  his  dew 
On  thy  gracious  gold  hair,  and  those  lilies  still 

living  and  bine 
Just  broken  to  twine  round  thy  harp-strings,  as 

if  no  wild  heat 
Were  now  raging  to  torture  the  desert  I  ** 

111 

Then  I.  as  was  meet. 
Knelt  down  to  the  God  of  my  fathers,  and  rose 

on  my  feet. 
And  ran  o'er  the  sand  burnt  to  powder.    The 

tent  was  nnlooped ; 
I   pulled  up  the  spear  that    obstructed,  and 

under  I  stooped ; 
Hands  and^  knees  on  the  slippery  grass-patch, 

all  withered  and  gone. 
That  extends  to  the  second  enclosure,  I  groped 

my  way  on 
Till  I  felt  where  the  foldskirts  fly  open.   Then 

once  more  I  prayed. 
And  opened  the  foldskirts  and  entered,  and  was 

not  afraid 
Bat  spoke,  "Here  is  David,  thy  servant!** 

And  no  voice  replied. 
At  the  first  1  saw  naught  but  the  blackness: 

but  soon  I  descried 
A  something  more  black  than  the  blackness — 

the  vast,  the  upright 
lia  prop  which  sustains  the  pavilion :  and  slow 

into  siKht 
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Grew  a  figure  against  it,  gigantic  and  blaekest 

of  all. 
Then  a  annbeam,  that  buist  throngh  the  tent- 

roof,  showed  8aal. 

IV 

He  stood  as  erect  as  that  tent-prop,  both  anna 

stretched  out  wide 
On  the  great  oroas-inipport  in  the  centre,  that 

goes  to  each  aide  ; 
He  reuuced  not  a  muscle,  bnt  hung  there  as, 

caught  in  his  pai^cB 
And  waiting  his  change,  the  king-eerpent  all 

heavily  hangs. 
Far  away  from  his  kind,  in  the  pine,  till  deHr- 

eranoe  come 
With  the  spring-time,  —  so  aguniied  Sanl,  drear 

and  stark,  blind  and  dumb. 


Then  I  tuned  my  harp,  —  took  off  the  lifiaa  we 

twine  round  its  chords 
Lest  they  snap  'neath  the  stress  of  the  noontide 

—  those  sunbeams  like  swords  I 

And  I  fint  played  the  tnne  all  our  sheep  know, 

as,  one  after  one. 
So  doeile  they  oonoe  to  the  pen-door  till  folding 

be  done. 
Hiey  are  white  and  nntoni  by  the  bushes,  for 

lo.  they  have  fed 
Where  tae  long  eraasea  stifle  the  water  within 

the  stream  a  bed ; 
And  now  one  after  one  seeks  its  lodging,  as  star 

follows  star 
Into  eve  and  the  blue  far  above  us,  —  so  blue 

and  so  far ! 

VI 

—  Then  the  tune  for  which  quails  on  the  oonir 

land  will  each  leave  his  mate 
To  fly  after  the  player ;  then,  what  makes  the 

crickets  elate 
Till  for  boldness  they  fight  one  another;  and 

then,  what  has  weight 
To  set  the  quick  jerboa  a-mnsing  outside  his 

sand  house  •*- 
There  are  none  such  as  he  for  a  wonder,  half 

bird  and  half  monae  ! 
God  made  all  the  creatures  and  gave  them  oar 

iove  and  our  fear, 
To  give  si^,  we  and  they  are  his  children,  one 

famdy  here. 

VII 

Then  I  played  the  help-tune  of  oar  reapers, 
their  wine-song,  when  hand 

Grasps  at  hand,  eye  lights  eye  in  good  friend- 
ship, and  great  hearts  eaqnand 

And  grow  one  in  the  sense  of  this  world's  Kfe. 
~  And  then,  the  last  song 

When  the  dead  man  in  praised  on  kis  journey-* 
*^  Bear,  bear  him  alon^. 

With  his  few  faults  ahut  np  hkedead  flowerets  I 
Are  balm  R(»eda  not  nere 

To  eonsole  us  f  The  land  has  none  left  sneh  as 
he  on  the  bier. 

Oh,  would  we  might  keep  thee,  my  brother  1  ** 

—  And  then,  the  glad  channt 


Of  the  marriage,  — -  first  go  the  young  maidens, 

next,  she  whom  we  raunt 
As  the  beauty,  the  pride  of  our  dwelHng. — And 

Uien,  the  great  maroh 
Wherein  man  runs  to  man  to  assist  him  and 

buttress  an  arch 
Naught  can  break  ;  who  shall  harm  them,  oar 

friends  ?    Then,  the  chorus  intoned 
As  the  Levites  go  np  to  the  altar  in  gkvy  en* 

throned. 
Bnt  I  stopped  here:  for  hsrs  in  the  darkness 

Saul  groaned. 

VIII 

And  I  paused,  held  my  breath  in  snob  silence, 

and  listened  apart ; 
And  the  tent  shook,  lor  mighty  Saul  shuddered : 

and  sparkles  *gaii  dart 
From  the  jewels  that  woke  in  his  turban,  at 

once  with  a  start, 
All  its  lordly  male-sapphires,  and  rubies  ooom- 

geous  at  heart. 
So  the  iiead :  but  the  body  stiU  moved  not,  still 

hung  there  erect. 
And  I  bent  once  again  to  my  playing,  punned 

it  unchecked. 
As  I  sang:  — 

IX 

**  Oh,  our  manhood's  prime  vigor !    No  spirit 

feels  waste. 
Not  a  muscle  is  stopped  in  its  playing  nor  sinev 

unbraced. 
Oh,  the  wild  joys  erf  living !  ^tho  leaping  from 

rook  np  to  roek. 
The  strong  rending  of  boughs  from  the  fir>tree. 

the  cool  silver  shock 
Of  the  plunge  in  a  pooVs  living  water,  dbe  hunt 

01  the  Iiear, 
And  the  sultriness  ahowing  the  lion  is  eoucbed 

in  his  lair. 
And  the  meal,  tlie  rich  dates  yellowed  over  with 

gold  dost  divine, 
And  the  looust-flesli  stepped  in  the  pitdier,  the 

full  draught  of  wine. 
And  the  sleep  in  the  dried  rivei^<ohaiinel  where 

bulrushes  tell 
That  the  water  was  wont  to  go  warbling  so 

softly  and  well. 
How  good  is  man's  life,  the  men  living  I  how 

fit  to  emplov 
All  the  heart  ana  the  soid  and  the  senses  for^ 

ever  in  jov ! 
Hast  thou  loved  the  white  locks  of  thy  father, 

whose  sword  thou  didst  guard 
When  he  truated  thee  forth  with  the  armiea. 

for  glorious  reward  ? 
Didst  thou  see  the  thin  hands  of  thy  mother. 

held  up  as  men  sung 
The  low  song  of  the  neansr-depaited,  and  hear 

her  faint  tongue 
Joining  in  while  it  could  to  the  ■lilmisi    '  I^t 

one  move  attest, 
I  have  lived,  seen  God's  hand  throni^  a  life 

time,  and  all  was  for  best '  ? 
Then  they  sung  throngh  their  tsars  in  strong 

triumph,  not  much,  bnt  the  resL 
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Ami  thy  brothers,  the  help  and  the  contest,  the 

working  whence  grew 
Nuch  resnlt  as,  from  seething  grape^bnndles,  the 

spirit  strained  true : 
And  the  friends  of  thv  boyhood  —  that  boyhood 

of  wonder  and  hope. 
Present  promise  and  wealth  of  the  future  beyond 

the  eye*s  soope,  — 
Till  lo,  thon  art  grown  to  a  monaroh ;  a  people 

is  thine ; 
And  all  gifts,  which  the  world  oifers  singly,  on 

one  head  combine ! 
Chi  one  head,  all  the  beauty  and  strength,  love 

and  rage  (like  the  throe 
Tluit,  a-work  in  the  rock,  helps  its  labor  and 

lets  the  gold  go) 
High  ambition  and  deeds  which  sarpaas  it,  fame 

crowning  them,  —  all 
Brought  to  bwee  on  the  head  of  one  creature  — 

KinglSanl!'' 


Asd  Id,  with  that  leap  of  my  spirit,  —  heart, 

hand,  harp  and  voice. 
Each  hfting  8aul^s  name  out  of  sorrow,  eadi 

bidding  reioioe 
Saurs  fame  m  tne  light  it  was  made  for  —  as 

when,  dare  I  say, 
'Die  Lord^s  army,  in  rapture  of  service,  strains 

through  its  array, 
And  upsoareth  the  cherubim-chariot — **  Saul ! " 

cried  I.  and  stopi>«»d, 
A  lid  waited  tne  thing  that  should  follow.    Then 

^Sanl,  who  hung  propped 
Hy  the  tenths  omss-support  in  the  centre,  was 

stmck  by  his  name. 
!Uve  ye  seen  when  5pring*s  arrowy  summons 

gOHS  right  to  the  aim, 
And  some  mountain,  the  last  to  withstand  her, 

that  held  (he  alone. 
While  the  rale  laughed  in  freedom  and  flowers) 

on  a  broad  bust  of  stone 
A  year's  snow  bonnd  about  for  a  breastplate,  •— 

leaves  grasp  of  the  sheet  ? 
Fold  on  fold  all  at  once  it  crowds  thunderously 

down  to  his  feet. 
And  there  fronts  you,  stark,  black,  but  alive 

vet«  your  mountain  of  old. 
With  his  rents,  the  successive  bequeathings  of 

ages  untold  — 
Yea,  each  harm  got  in  fighting  your  battles, 

^  each  fnrrow  and  sear 
<)f  his  head  thmst  *twizt  you  and  the  tempest 

— all  hail,  there  they  are  I 
—  Xow  again  to  be  softened  with  verdure,  again 

hold  the  nest 
f  >f  the  dove,  tempt  the  goat  and  its  young  to 

the  green  on  his  crest 
Fur  their  food  in  the  ardors  of  summer.    One 

long  shudder  thrilled 
All  the  tent  tUl  the  very  air  tingled,  then  sank 

and  was  stilled 
At  the  King's  self  left  standing  before  me,  re* 

leasea  and  aware. 
What  was  gone,  what  remained  ?    All  to  tra- 
verse 'twixt  hope  and  despair. 
Death  was  Mat,  life  not  come :  so  he  waited. 

Awhile  his  right  hand 


Held  the  brow,  helped  the  eyes  left  too  vacant 

forthwith  to  remand 
To  their  place  what  new  objects  should  ent«r : 

*t  was  8anl  as  before. 
I  looked  up  and  dared  gaze  at  those  eyes,  nor 

was  hurt  any  more 
Than   by  slow  pallid   sunsets  in  autumn,  ye 

watch  from  the  shore, 
At  their  sad  level  gaxe  o'er  the  ocean  —  a  sun's 

slow  decline 
Over  hills  which,  resolved  in  stem  silence,  over- 
lap and  entwine 
Base  witn  base  to  knit  strength  more  intensely : 

so,  arm  folded  arm 
OVr  the  chest  whose  slow  hearings  subsided. 

XI 

What  spell  or  what  charm, 
(For  awhile  there  whs  trouble  within  me,)  what 

next  should  I  urge 
To  sustain  him  where  song  had  restored  him  ? 

—  ISong  filled  to  the  verge 
His  cup  with  the  wine  of  this  life,  pressiiM;  all 

that  it  yields 
Of  mere  fruitage,  the  streiu^  and  the  beauty : 

beyond,  on  what  fields. 
Glean  a  vintage  more  potent  and  perfect  to 

brighten  the  eye 
And  brii^  blood  to  the  lip,  and  commend  them 

the  cup  they  put  by  ? 
He  aaith,  **  It  is  srood ; "  still  he  drinks  not :  he 

lets  me  praise  Ufe, 
Gives  assent,  yet  would  die  for  his  own  part. 

Xll 

Then  fancies  grew  rife 
Which  had  come  long  ago  on  the  pasture,  when 

^  round  me  the  uieep 
Fed  in  silence — above,  the  one  eagle  wheeled 

slow  as  in  sleep ; 
And  I  lay  in  mr  hollow  and  mused  on  the  worid 

that  might  lie 
'Naath  his  ken,  though  I  saw  but  the  strip 

^twixt  the  hill  and  the  sky : 
And  I  laughed  —  **  Since  my  days  are  ordained 

to  be  passed  with  my  flocks. 
Let  me  people  at  least,  with  my  fancies,  the 

plams  and  the  rocks. 
Dream  the  life  I  am  never  to  mix  widi,  and 

image  the  show 
Of  mankind  as  they  live  in  those  fashions  I 

hardly  shall  know ! 
Schemes  of  life,  its  best  rules  and  rqiht  uses, 

the  courage  that  gains, 
And  the  prudence  that  keeps  what  men  strive 

for.^'    And  now  these  old  trains 
Of  vague  thought  eanae  a|^n ;  I  grew  surer ; 

so,  once  more  the  stnng 
Of  my  harp  made  response  to  my  spirit,  as 

thus— - 

XIII 

"  Yea,  my  Kin^," 
I  began — "thon  dost  well  m  r«jeeiing  mere 

comforts  that  spring 
From  the  mere  mortal  lite  held  in  common  by 

man  and  by  brute : 
In  our  flesh  grows  the  branch  of  this  life,  in  onr 

soul  it  bears  fruit. 
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Thon  hunt  marked  the  slow  rise  of  the  tree,  — 

how  *  vS  stem  trembled  fint 
Till  it  pnwMHJ  the  kid^ji  lip,  the  stages  aotler; 

then  safely  outbnnt 
The  fan-branches  all  round  ;  and  thou  mindest 

when  these  too,  in  turn. 
Broke  a-bloom  and  the  palm-tree  seemed  per- 
fect: yet  more  was  to  learn, 
E^en  the  good  that  comes  in  with  the  palm-fruit. 

Our  dates  shall  we  slight. 
When  their  juice  brines  a  cure  for  all  sorrow  ? 

or  care  for  the  pliKht 
Of  the  palm*s  self  whose  slow  growth  produced 

them  ?    Not  so !  stem  and  brancn 
Shall  decay,  nor  be  known  in  their  place,  while 

the  palm-wine  shall  stanch 
Every  wound  of  man*s  spirit  in  winter.    I  pour 

thee  such  wine. 
Leave  the  flesh  to  the  fate  it  was  fit  for  I  the 

spirit  be  thine ! 
By  the  spirit,  when  age  shall  overcome  thee, 

thon  still  shalt  enjoy 
More  indeed,  than  at  first  when  inconscious,  the 

life  of  a  boy. 
Crush  that  life,  and  behold  its  wine  running  1 

Each  deed  thon  hast  done 
Dies,  revives,  ffoes  to  work  in  the  world  ;  until 

e*en  as  tne  sun 
Looking  down  on   the   earth,    tliough  clouds 

spoil  him,  though  tempests  efface. 
Can  find  nothing  his  own  deed  produced  not, 

must  everywhere  tmoe 
The  results  of   his  past  summer-prune, — so, 

each  ray  of  thy  vnll, 
Every  flash  of  thy  nassion  and  prowess,  long 

over,  shall  tnriU 
Thy  whole  people,  the  ooontleH,  with  ardor, 

till  they  too  give  forth 
A  like  cheer  to  their  sons,  who  in  turn,  fill  the 

8outh  and  the  North 
With  the  radiance  thy  deed  was  the  germ  of. 

Carouse  in  the  past ! 
But  the  license  of  age  has  its  limit ;  thou  diot 

at  last : 
As  the  lion  when  age  dims  his  eyeball,  the  rase 

at  her  height. 
So  with  man  —  so  his  power  and  his  beauty  for- 
ever take  flight. 
No  *    Again  a  long  draught  of  my  soul-wine  I 

Look  forth  o  er  the  years  I 
Thon  hairt  done  now  with  eyes  for  the  actual ; 

brnpn  with  the  se<*r^s  I 
Is  Saul  dead  ?    In  the  depth  of  the  vale  taake 

his  tomb  —  bid  arise 
A  gi«j  mountain  of  marble  heaped  f ouT'flqnare, 

,  tiU,  built  to  the  skies. 
Let  it  mark  where  the  great  First  King  slnmr 

hers  :  whose  fame  would  ye  know  ? 
Up  above  see  the  rook^s  naked  face,  where 

the  record  shall  go 
In  great  characters  cut  by  the  scribe,  —  Such 

was  Saul,  so  he  did  : 
With  the  sages  directing  toe  work,  by  the  popu- 
lace chid,  — 
For  not  half,  they  *ll  alRrm.  is  oomptised  there  I 

Which  fault  to  amend. 
In  the  grove  with  his  kind  grows  the  cedar, 

whereon  they  shall  iqiena 


(See,  in  tablets  *t  is  level  before  them)  their 

praise,  and  record 
With  the  gold  of  the  graver,  Saul*B  story, 

the  statesman's  great  word 
Side  by  side  with  the  poet's  sweet  comment. 

The  river  's  a-wave 
With  smooth  paper-reeds  grazing  each  oth**? 

when  prophet- winds  rave : 
So  the  pen  gives  unborn  generatioiw  their  dnt 

and  tneir  part 
In   thy  beiuff !    Then,    first   of   the    mights 

thank  Ood  that  thou  art  I  " 

XIV 

And  behold  while  I  sang  .  .  .  but  O  Thou  «  hi 

didst  fprunt  me  that  day, 
And  before  it  not  seldom  hast  granted  thy  h«*lp 

to  essay. 
Carry  on    ana  ooraplete  an  adventure,  ~    my 

shield  and  my  sword 
In  that  act  where  my  soul  was   thy  servant. 

thy  word  was  my  word,  — 
Still  be  with  me,  who  then  at  the  summit  ui 

human  endeavor 
And  scaling  the  highest,  man*s  thought  coult!. 

gasea  hopeless  as  ever 
On  the  new  stretch  of  heaven  above  me  ■     till. 

mighty  to  save. 
Just  one  lift  of  thy  hand  cleared  that  distantr 

—  God's  throne  from  man's  grave  I 
Let  me  tell  out  my  tale  to  its  ending  —  ro> 

voice  to  my  heart 
Which  can  scarce  dare  believe  in  what  marv«'U 

last  night  1  took  paK. 
As  this  morning  I  gather  tlie  fragments,  alitiit* 

with  my  sheep. 
And  still  fear  lest  tiie  terrible  gloiy  evauitth 

like  sleep  I 
For  I  wake  in  the  gray  dewy  covert^  whil** 

Hebron  upheaves 
The  dawn  struggling  with  night  on  his  sliould«*i . 

and  Kidron  retrieves 
Slow  the  damage  of  yesterday's  sunshine. 

XV 

I  say  then,  —  my  aoiiif 
While  I  sang  thus,  assuring  tlie  monarch,  aii«l 

ever  mora  strung 
Blade  a  proffer  of  Kood  to  console  liim  —  hr 

slowly  resumed 
His  old  moUons  and  habitudes  kingly.    Tlir 

right  hand  replumed 
His  blauK  locks  to  tlieir  wonted  composure,  ad- 
justed the  swathes 
Of  his  turban,  and  see  —the  huge  sweat  that 

his  oountetianoe  bathes. 
He  wipes  off  with  the  robe ;  and  he  girds  now 

nis  loins  as  of  yore. 
And  feels  slow  for  the  armlets  of  priee,  with 

the  clasp  set  before. 
He  is  Saul,  ye  reniember  in  glory,  —  ers  errt>r 

had  bent 
The  broad  brow  horn  the  daily  oommunftim: 

and  still,  though  much  spent 
Be  the  life  end  the  bearing  that  front  yon,  tb# 

same,  God  did  choose. 
To  receive  what  a  man  maj'  waste,  desefrat** 

never  quit**  l<me. 
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xi  sank  he  along  by  the  tent-prop  till,  stajred 

by  tlie  pile 
i  H  Yon  annor  and  war-oloak  and  garments,  he 

leaned  there  awhile, 
And  eat  out  my  singing,  —  one  ami  ronnd  the 

tant-prup,  to  raise 
His  bent  head,  and  the  other  hung  slack — till 

1  touched  on  the  jiraise 
I  foresaw  from  all  men  in  all  time,  to  the  man 

natient  there ; 
And  tnus  ended^  the  harp    falling   forvard. 

Then  first  I  was  Vare 
lliat  he  sat,  as  I  say,  with  my  head  just  above 

his  Tast  knees 
\Vhieh  were  thrust  out  on^  each  side  around 

me,  like  oak  roots  which  please 
To  encircle  a  lamb  when  it  slunaibers.    I  looked 

up  to  know 
If  the  best  I  oonld  do  had  brought  sohu» :  he 

spoke  not,  but  slow 
I  jf  ted  up  the  hand  sUck  at  his  side,  till  he  laid 

it  with  care 
Sifft  and  grave,  but  in  mild  settled  will,  on  ray 

brow  :  through  my  hair 
T)h*  large  fingers  were  pushed,  and  he  bent 

hu;k  ray  head,  with  kind  power  — 
All  my  face  back,  intent  to  peruse  it,  aB  men  do 

a  flower. 
TIioN  held  he  me  there  with  his  great  eyes  that 

scrutinized  mine  — 
And  oh.  all  my  heart  how  it  loved  him  I  but 

wnere  was  the  sign  ? 
I  yearned —  *' Could  1  help  thee,  my  father, 

inventing  a  bliss, 
I  would  add,  to  that  life  of  the  past,  both  the 

future  and  this ; 
i  would  give  thee  new  life  altogether,  as  good, 

ages  hence, 
As  this  moment,  —  had  love  but  the  warrant, 

lovers  heart  to  dispense  I  ^' 

XVI 

Then  the  truth  came  upon  me.    No  harp  more 
—  no  song  more  I  outbroke  — 

XVII 

**  I  have  gone  the  whole  round  of  creation  :  I 

saw  and  I  spoke : 
I.  a  work  of  Ood  s  hand  for  that  purpose,  re- 

ceired  in  my  brain 
And  praoounoed  on  the  rest  of  his  handwork  — 

retamed  him  again 
His  creation  *s  approviJ  or  censure :  I  spoke  as 

I  saw : 
I  report,  as  a  man  may  of  God^s  work  —  all  *s 

love,  yet  all 's  law. 
Now  I  lav  down  the  judgeship  he  lent  me. 

Each  facultv  tasked 
Tu  perceive  him,  has  gained  an  abyss,  where  a 

dewdrop  was  asked, 
llave  1  knowled^?  confounded  it  shrivelB  at 

Wtsdoni  laid  bare. 
I  iSTe  I  forethought  ?  how  purblind,  how  Uank, 

to  the  Infinite  Care  I 
I>o  I  task  any  faculty  highest,  to  image  sno- 


I  hnt  open  my  eyes,  —  and  perfection,  no  more 
Slid  no  less. 


In  tlie  kind  I  imagined,  full-frouts  me,  and 

God  is  seen  Gud 
In  the  star,  in  the  stone,  in  the  flesh,  in  the 

soul  aud^  the  clod. 
And  thus  looking  within  and  around  me,  I  ever 

renew 
(With  that  stoop  of  the  soul  which  in  bending 

upraises  it  too) 
The  Hubniission  of   man's    nothing-perfect  to 

God's  all-complete, 
As  by  each  new  obeisance  in  spirit,  I  climb  to 

his  feet. 
Yet  with  all  this  abounding  experience,  this 

deity  known, 
I  shall  dare  to  discover  some  province,  some 

gift  of  my  own. 
There  s  a  faculty  pleasant  to  exercise,  hard  to 

hoodwink, 
I  am  fain  to  keep  still  in  abeyance,  ( I  laugh  as 

I  think) 
Lest,  insisting  to  chum  and  parade  in  it,  wot  ye, 

I  worst 
E'en  the  Giver  in  one  gift.  —  Behold,  I  could 

love  if  I  durat  I 
But  I  sink  the  pretension  as  fearing  a  man  may 

o'ertake 
God's  own  speed  in  the  one  way  of  love  :  I  ab- 
stain for  love's  sake. 
—  What,  my  soul  ?  see  tiius  far  and  no  farther  ? 

when  doors  great  and  small, 
Nine-and-ninety  flew  ope  at  our  touch,  should 

the  hundredth  appall  ? 
In  the  least  things  have  faith,  yet  distrust  in 

the  fl^reatest  of  all  ? 
Do  I  find  love  so  full  in  my  nature,  God*s  ulti- 
mate gift, 
That  I  doubt  his  own  love  can  compete  with 

it  ?    Here,  the  parts  shift  ? 
Here,  the  creature  surpass  the  Creator,  —  the 

end,  what  Began  ? 
Would  I  fain  in  my  impotent  yearning  do  all 

for  this  man. 
And  dare  doubt  he  alone  shall  not  help  him, 

who  yet  alone  can  ? 
Would  it  ever  have  entered  my  mind,  the  hare 

will,  much  less  power. 
To  bestow  on  this  Saul  what  I  sang  of,  the 

marvellous  dower 
Of  the  life  he  was  gifted  and  filled  with  ?  to 

make  such  a  soul, 
Such  a  bodv,  and  then  such  an  earth  for  iuspher- 

ing  the  whole  ? 
And  doth  it  not  enter  my  mind  (as  my  warm 

tears  attest) 
These  ^ood  things  being  given,  to  go  on,  and 

give  one  more,  the  best  ? 
Ay,  to  save  and  redeem  and  restore  him,  main- 
tain at  the  height 
This    perfection,  —  succeed    with    life's   day- 
spring,  death's  minute  of  night  ? 
Interpose  at  the  difficult  minute,  snatch  Saul 

the  mistake, 
Saul  the  failure,  the  ruin  he  seems  now,  —  and 

bid  him  awake 
From  the  dream,  the  probation,  the  prelude,  to 

find  himself  set 
Clear  and  safe  in  new  light  and  new  life,  •  -  a 

new  hamiouy  yet 
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To  be  run,  Hiid  continned,  and  ended— *  who 
knows  ?  —  or  endure ! 

The  man  tauf^ht  enough  by  lifers  dream,  of  the 
rest  to  nuke  sure ; 

By  the  pain-throb,  triumphantly  winningr  inten- 
sified bliss. 

And  the  next  world's  reward  and  repose,  by  the 
struggles  in  this. 

XVIII 

**I  believe  it!    'Tis  thou,  God,  that  givest, 

'tis  I  who  receive  : 
In  the  fitiit  is  the  last,  in  thy  will  is  my  power 

to  believe. 
All  *8  one  gift :  thon  canst  grant  it  moreorer, 

as  prompt  to  m^  prayer 
As  I  breathe  out  thw  breath,  as  1  open  these 

arms  to  the  air. 
Fnnn  thy  will  stream  the  worlds,  life  and  na- 

ture.  thy  dread  Sabaoth : 
I  will  ?  —  the  mere  atoms  despise  me !     Why 

am  I  not  loth 
To  kmk  that,  even  that  in  the  face  too  ?    Why 

is  it  I  dare 
lliink  but  lightlv  of  such  impnissance  ?    What 

stops  my  desoair  ? 
This ;  -^  t  is  not  wiiat  man  ^  Does  which  exalts 

him,  but  what  man  Would  do  I 
See  the  King  —  I  would  help  him  but  cannot, 

the  wishes  fall  throuf^. 
Conld  I  wrestle  to  raise  him  from  sorrow,  grow 

poor  to  enrich. 
To  fill  up  his  life,  starve  my  own  out,  I  wonld  — 

knowing  wnichj 
I  know  that  my  service  is  perfect.    Oh,  speak 

through  me  now  ! 
Wonld  I  suffer  for  him  that  I  love  ?  So  wonldst 

thou  —  so  wilt  thou  I 
So  shall  crown  thee  the  topmost,  ineffablest, 

uttermoet  crown  — 
And  thy  love  fill  infinitude  wholly,  nor  leave  up 

nor  down 
One  spot  for  the  orsatnre  to  stand  in  I    It  is  by 

no  breath. 
Turn  of  eye,  wave  of  hand,  that  salvation  joins 

issue  with  death  ! 
As  thv  Love  is  disoovered  almighty,  almighty 

be  proved 
Hiy  power,  that  exists  with  and  for  it,  of  beinfp 

Beloved ! 
He  who  did  most,  shall  bear  most ;  the  strong- 
est shall  stand  the  nicMt  weak. 
Tia  the  weakness  in  strength,  that  I  cry  for ! 

niy  flesh,  that  I  seek 
In  the  Godhead  !   I  seek  and  I  find  it.    OSanl, 

it  shall  be 
A  Face  like  my  face  tha^  receives  thee ;  a  Man 

like  to  me, 
ThoQ  shalt  love  and  be  loved  by,  forever:    a 

Hand  tike  this  hand 
Shan  throw  open  Uie  gates  of  new  life  to  thee  I 

See  the  Christ  stand  ! " 

XIX 

I  know  not  too  well  how  I  found  my  way  home 

in  the  night. 
There  were  witnesses,  cohorts  aboot  me,  to  left 

and  to  right. 


Angela,  powers,  the    nnnttered,  unseen,    the 

alive,  the  aware : 
1  represMd,  I  got  throngh  them  as  hardly,  at 

■trugglingly  there. 
As  a  mnner  beset  by  the  populace  famished 

for  news  — 
Life  or  death.  Tlie  whole  earth  was  awakened. 

hell  loosed  with  her  orews ; 
And  the  stars  of  night  beat  with  emotion,  ainl 

tingled  and  shot 
Out  in  fire  the  strong  pun  of  pent  knowledge* : 

but  I  fainted  not. 
For  the  Hand  still  impelled  me  at  once  ami 

supported,  suppressed 
All  the  tumult,  ana  quenched  it  with  quift. 

and  holy  behest. 
Till  the  rapture  was  shnt  in  itself,  and  thi> 

earth  sank  to  rest. 
Anon  at  the  dawn,  all  that  trouble  had  with- 
ered from  earth  — 
Not  so  much,  but  I  saw  it  die  out  in  the  day'n 

tender  birth ; 
In  the  gatherad  intensity  brought  to  the  gmy 

of  the  hills ; 
In  the  shuddering  forests'  held  breath ;  in  tlu' 

sudden  wind-thrills ; 
In  the  startled  wild  beasts  that  bore  off,  each 

with  eye  sidling  still 
Though  averted  with  wonder  and  dread ;  in  tb» 

birds  stiff  and  chill 
That  rase  heavilv,  as  I  approached  them.  road« 

stupid  with  awe : 
E^en  the  serpent  that  slid  away  silent,  —  he  f«-lt 

the  new  law. 
The  same  stared  in  the  white  humid  face*  up- 
turned by  the  flowers ; 
The  same  worked  in  the  heart  of  the  cedar  aii<l 

moved  the  vine-bowers : 
And  the  little  brooks  witnessing  ranrmnrvvi. 

persistent  and  low. 
With  their  obstinate,  all  but  hushed  voic*«>«i  — 

'*  £*en  so,  it  is  so !  *' 
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This  poem  has  been  held  to  refer  pointedly  t 
Mrs.  Browning.  An  inference  to  this  end  niay 
be  drawn  from  the  fact  tliat  it  stands  firNt  in  h 
volume  ol  iifUctiotu/rom  the  Poetical  H'ori^  »/ 
Robert  Browning^  published  in  1H7!f  and  dncii- 
cated  to  Alfred  Tennyson.  **In  Poetry  — Il- 
lustrious and  consummate  :  In  Friendship  - 
Noble  and  sincere.^*  The  selection  was  ni^ul*' 
under  Browning^s  supervision  and  contains  the 
following  preface :  — 

*'In  the  present  selection  from  mypoetn. 
there  is  an  attempt  to  escape  from  the  emhai^ 
rassment  of  appearing  to  pronounce  upon  wluit 
myself  may  consider  the  best  of  it.  I  adopt 
another  principle ;  and  by  simply  strioging  ti» 
gether  certain  pieces  on  the  thread  of  an  iroa- 
giBsd  penooality,  I  pi  saint  them  in  saeeemimi 
rather  as  the  natural  development  of  a  parti. .. 
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lar  experienee  than  beeawe  I  aeoouut  them  tiie 
most  noteworthy  porikm  of  my  work.  Such  an 
attempt  was  made  in  the  volume  of  selections 
from  the  poetry  of  Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning : 
to  which  —  in  outward  uniformity,  at  least  — 
mj  own  would  venture  to  become  a  companion. 

**  A  few  years  ago,  had  such  an  opportnnity 
presented  itself,  I  might  have  been  tempted  to 
«iy  s  word  in  reply  to  the  objections  my  poetry 
was  used  to  encounter.  Time  has  kindly  coop- 
erated with  my  disinclination  to  write  the  poetry 
and  the  criticism  besides.  The  readers  I  am  at 
last  privileged  to  expect,  meet  me  fully  half- 
way ;  and  if,  from  the  fitting  stand-point,  they 
must  sdll  *  censure  me  in  their  wisdom,^  they 
havd  prwionsly  *  awakened  their  senses  that 
they  may  the  better  judge.'  Nor  do  I  appre- 
hend any  more  charges  of  being  willfully  ob- 
scure, unconscientionsly  careless,  or  perversely 
hatsh.  Having  hitherto  done  my  utmost  in  the 
art  to  which  my  life  is  a  devotion,  I  cannot  en- 
K3f^  to  increase  the  effort ;  but  I  conceive  that 
there  may  be  helpful  light,  as  well  as  reassuring 
warmth,  in  the  attention  and  sympathy  I  grate- 
fully  acknowledge.  R-  B." 

Loanws,  May  14, 1872. 

All  that  1  know 

(>f  a  certain  star 
Lh.  it  can  throw 

(Lake  the  angled  spar) 
Now  a  dart  of  red, 

Now  a  dart  of  blue  ;  ^ 
Till  my  friends  have  said 
They  would  fain  see,  too. 
My  star  that  dartles  the  red  and  the  bine  I 
Then  it  stop  like  a  bird :  like  a  flower,  hangs 
furiea: 
They  must  solace  themselves  with  the  Saturn 
above  it. 
What,  matter  to  me  if  their  star  is  a  world  ? 
Mine  has  opened  its  soul  to  me ;  therefore  I 
love  it. 


BY   THE  FIRESIDE 

The  scene  of  the  declaration  in  this  poem  is 
laid  in  a  little  mountain  gorge  adjacent  to  the 
Baths  of  Lncca,  where  the  Brownings  siient 
the  summer  of  IHj.3. 

How  well  I  know  what  I  mean  to  do 
When  the  long  dark  autumn  evenings  come  ; 

And  where,  my  soul,  is  thy  pleasant  hue  ? 
With  the  music  of  all  thy  vcnoes,  dumb 

In  life's  November  too  1 

I  fthall  be  found  by  the  fire,  suppose, 
(yar  s  great  wise  book  as  beseemeth  age. 

While  the  shutters  flap  as  the  cross-wind  blows, 
And  I  tarn  the  page,  and  I  turn  the  page. 

Nut  verse  noW|  only  prose  I 


Till  the  yoaaij:  ones  whisper,  finger  on  Up, 
''  There  he  is  at  it,  deep  in  Greek : 

Now  then,  or  never,  out  we  slip 
To  out  from  the  hazels  by  the  ereek 

A  mainmaBt  for  onr  ship  I " 

I  shall  be  at  it  indeed,  my  friends  I 
Greek  puts  already  on  either  side 

Such  a  branch-work  forth  as  soon  extends 
To  a  vista  opening  far  and  wide. 

And  I  peas  out  where  it  ends. 

The  outside-frame,  like  your  hasel-trees  — 
But  the  inside-arohwivf  widens  fast^ 

And  a  rarer  sort  snooeeds  to  these, 
And  we  slope  to  Italy  at  last 

And  youUi,  by  green  degrees. 

I  follow  wherever  I  am  led. 
Knowing  so  well  the  leader's  hand  : 

Oh  woraan^onntry,  wooed  not  wed. 
Loved  all  the  more  by  earth^s  male-lands, 

Laid  to  their  hearts  instead ! 

Look  at  the  mined  ehapel  again 
Half-way  up  in  the  Alpine  gorge  1 

Is  that  a  tower.  I  point  yon  plain, 
Or  is  it  a  mill,  or  an  iron  foige 

Breaks  solitude  in  vain  ? 

A  turn,  and  we  stand  in  the  heart  of  things ; 

The  woods  are  round  us,  heaped  and  dim ; 
From  slab  to  slab  how  it  slips  and  springs. 

The  thread  of  water  single  and  sura. 
Through  the  ravage  some  torrent  brings  ! 

Does  it  feed  the  little  lake  below  ? 

That  speck  of  white  just  on  its  marge 
Is  Pella :  see,  in  the  eveninp«low. 

How  sharp  the  silver  s|)eap-heads  charge 
When  Alp  meets  heaven  in  snow  ! 

On  our  other  side  is  the  straight-np  rook ; 

And  a  path  is  kept  'twixt  the  gorge  and  it 
Byboulder-stones  where  lichens  mock 

The  marks  on  a  moth,  and  small  ferns  fit 
Their  teeth  to  the  polialied  block. 

Oh  the  seme  of  the  yellow  mountain-flowers. 
And  thorny  balls,  each  three  in  one. 

The  chestnuts  throw  on  imr  path  in  showers ! 
For  the  drop  of  the  woodland  fruit  \  begui^ 

Tliese  early  November  hours. 

That  crimson  the  creeper^s  leaf  across 
Like  a  splash  of  blood,  intense,  abrupt. 

O'er  a  shield  else  gold  from  rim  to  boss. 
And  lay  it  for  show  on  the  fairy-cupped 

£lf-needled  mat  of  moss. 

By  the  rose-flesh  mushrooms,  nndivnlged 
Xast  evening  ~  nay,  in  to-dav's  first  dew 

Yon  sudden  coral  nipple  bulged. 
Where  a  freaked  tawn-colured  flaky  crew 

Of  toad-stools  peep  indulged. 

And  yonder,  at  foot  of  the  fronting  ridg» 
That  takes  the  turn  to  a  ramre  beyond. 
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Is  the  chapel  reached  by  the  one-arehed  bridf^ 
Where  the  water  in  fitopped  in  a  atagnant  pond 
Danced  over  by  the  midge. 

The  chapel  and  bride:e  are  of  stone  alike , 

Blackish-frray  and  inostiv  wet ; 
Cut  hemp-stalks  steep  in  tne  narrow  dyke. 

See  here  ajcain,  how  the  lichens  fret 
And  the  roots  of  the  ivy  strike ! 

Poor  little  place,  where  its  one  priest  oomes 
On  a  festa-dav,  if  he  comes  at  all. 

To  the  dozen  folk  from  their  scattered  homes, 
Cohered  within  that  precinct  small 

By  Uie  dozen  ways  one  roams  — 

To  drop  from  the  oharooal-bumers*  hnts, 
(h  cumb  from  the  hemp-dressers*  low  shed, 

Jjeave  the  grai^e  where  the  woodman  stores 
hiannta. 
Or  the  wattled  cote  where  the  fowlers  spread 

Their  gear  on  the  rock's  bare  juts. 

It  has  some  pretennon  too,  this  front. 
With  its  bit  of  fresco  half-moon-wise 

Set  over  the  porch,  Art*s  early  wont: 
*T  is  John  m  the  Desert,  I  surmise. 

Bat  has  borne  tha  weather's  brunt  — 

Not  from  the  fault  of  the  builder,  thoufirh. 
For  a  pent^honae  properly  projects 

Where  three  carved  beams  make  a  certain  show, 
Datinf?  —  f^o*'^  thougrht  of  our  architect's  — 

*Flve,  six,  mne,  he  lets  you  know. 

And  all  day  long:  a  bird  sings  there. 

And  a  stray  sheep  drinks  at  the  pond  at  times ; 
The  place  is  silent  and  aware  ; 

It  has  had  its  scenes,  its  joys  and  crimes. 
But  that  is  its  own  affair. 

My  perfect  wife,  my  Leonor, 
On  heart,  my  own.  oh  eyes,  mine  too, 

Whom  else  oonld  I  aare  look  backward  for. 
With  whom  beside  should  I  dare  pursue 

Tlie  path  gray  heads  abhor  ? 

For  it  leads  to  a  crag*s  sheer  edge  with  them  ; 

Yonth,  flowerv  all  the  way,  there  stops  — 
N(it  they ;  age  threatens  anci  the^  contemn. 

Till  thej  reach  the  gidf  wherem  youth  drops. 
One  inch  from  life's  safe  hem  I 

With  me,  yonth  led  ...  I  will  speak  now. 

No  longer  watch  you  as  you  sit 
Reading  by  fire-light,  that  mat  brow^ 

And  the  spirit-small  hana  propping  it, 
Mutely,  my  neart  knows  how  — 

When,  if  I  think  but  deep  enough, 
You  are  wout  to  answer,  prompt  as  riiyme ; 

And  yon,  too,  find  without  rebuff 
Response  your  sonl  seeks  many  a  time 

Piercing  its  fine  flesh-stuff. 

Mv  own.  cotifinn  me !     If  I  tread 

riuH  iMith  liftrk.  in  it  mit  in  pride 
Tf>  thhik  h  m  little  1  dreamea  it  led 


To  an  age  so  bleat  that,  by  its  side. 
Youth  seems  the  waste  instead  ? 

My  own,  see  where  the  yean  conduct  1 
At  fintj  't  was  something  our  two  souls 

Should  mix  as  mists  do  ;  each  is  sucked 
In  each  now  :  on,  the  new  stream  rtdle, 

Whaterer  roeks  obstruct. 

Think,  when  our  one  soul  nnderstaods 
The  great  Word  which  makes  all  things  nen; 

When  earth  breaks  up  and  heaven  ezpanda. 
How  will  the  chanefe  strike  me  and  you 

In  the  house  not  made  with  hands  ? 

Oh,  I  mnst  feel  your  brain  prompt  mine, 

Your  heart  anticipate  my  heart. 
You  must  be  just  before,  in  fine. 

See  and  make  me  see,  for  your  part. 
New  depths  of  the  divine  I 

But  who  oonld  have  ezpeeted  this 

When  we  two  drew  together  first 
Just  for  the  obvious  human  blisa, 

To  satisfy  life's  daily  thirst 
Wiih  a  thing  men  seldom  miss  ? 

Gome  back  with  me  to  the  first  of  all. 
Let  us  lean  and  love  it  over  asain. 

Let  us  now  foiKet  and  now  recall. 
Break  the  roaary  in  a  pearly  rain 

And  gather  what  we  let  fall  I 

What  did  I  say  ?  —  that  a  small  bird  ai«i 
All  day  long,  save  when  a  brown  pair 

Of  hawks  from  the  wood  float  with  wide  wingi 
Strained  to  a  bell :  'gainst  noon-day  glare 

You  count  the  streaks  and  rings. 

But  at  afternoon  or  almost  eve 
'T  is  better ;  then  the  silence  grows 

To  that  degree^  you  half  believe 
It  mnst  get  na  of  what  it  knows, 

Its  bosom  does  so  heave. 


Hither  we  walked  then,  side  by  side. 
Arm  in  arm  and  cheek  to  cheek, 

And  still  I  questioned  or  replied, 
While  my  heart,  convulsed  to  really 

Lay  choking  in  its  pride. 


Silent  the  orumblinfc  bridge  we 
And  pity  and  praise  the  chapel  sweet. 

And  care  about  the  frescoes  loss, 
And  wish  for  our  souls  a  like  retreat. 

And  wonder  at  the  moas. 

Stoop  and  kneel  on  the  settle  under. 
Look  through  the  window's  grated  sqvare : 

Nothing  to  see  I     For  fear  of  mnnder. 
The  cross  is  down  and  the  altar  bare. 

As  if  thieves  don't  fear  thunder. 

We  stoop  uid  look  in  throng  the  grate. 
See  the  little  porch  and  mstic  door. 

Read  duly  the  dead  builder *8  date ; 
Then  cross  the  bridge  that  we  rnissed  hefor* 

Take  the  path  again      bnt  watt  ! 


ANY  WIFE  TO  ANY  HUSBAND 


187 


Oh  moment,  one  and  infinite  ! 

The  water  alipa  o*er  stock  and  stone ; 
Thc^  West  k  tender,  hardly  bright : 

How  gray  at  once  is  the  evening  grown — 
C  hae  star,  its  ehrysolite ! 

We  two  stood  there  with  never  a  third, 
Bat  each  by  each,  as  each  knew  well  : 

The  nsfats  we  saw  and  the  sounds  we  heard. 
Thelighta  and  the  shades  made  np  a  spdl 

Till  tlie  trouble  grew  and  stirred. 

(  iIl»  the  little  more,  and  how  much  it  is  t 
And  the  little  less,  and  what  worlds  away  I 

How  a  sound  shall  quicken  content  to  bliss. 
Or  a  broath  suspend  the  blood^s  best  play, 

And  tife  be  a  proof  of  this  I 

Had  she  vrilled  it,  still  had  stood  the  screen 
iSo  alight,  so  sure,  'twixt  my  love  and  her  : 

I  coold  fix  her  face  with  a  guard  between, 
And  find  her  soul  as  when  friends  confer, 

Friends  —  lovera  that  might  have  been. 

For  m^  heart  had  a  touch  of  the  woodland- 
time. 

Wanting  to  sleep  now  over  its  best. 
SShake  the  whole  tree  in  the  summer^prime, 

But  bring  to  the  last  leaf  no  such  test  I 
**  Hold  the  last  fast !  "  runs  the  x4iyme. 

For  a  chance  to  make  vour  little  much, 
To  gain  a  lover  and  looe  a  friend. 

Venture  the  tree  and  a  myriad  such, 
When  nothing  yon  mar  but  the  year  can 
mend: 

But  a  last  leaf  —  fear  to  touch ! 

Vet  should  it  unfasten  itself  and  fall 
Elddying  down  till  it  find  your  face 

At  some  uight  wind  —  best  chance  of  all  t 
Be  your  heart  henceforth  its  dwelling-place 

Von  trembled  to  forestall  1 

Worth  how  well,  those  dark  gray  eyes. 
That  hair  so  dark  and  dear,  how  worth 

Thattfi  man  alumld  strive  and  agonize. 
And  taste  a  veriest  hell  on  earth 

For  the  hope  of  such  a  prize  1 

Von  mi^t  have  turned  and  tried  a  man, 
Set  him  a  q»oe  to  weary  and  wear. 

And  prore  which  suited  more  your  plan. 
His  best  of  hope  or  his  worst  despair. 

Vet  end  as  he  began. 

But  yoQ  spared  me  this,  like  the  heart  you 


And  fiUisd  my  empty  heart  at  a  word. 
If  two  lives  join,  there  is  oft  a  scar. 

They  are  one  and  one,  with  a  shadowy  third ; 
One  near  one  is  too  far. 

A  moment  after,  and  hands  unseen 
Were  hanging  the  night  around  us  fast ; 

But  we  knew  that  a  bu*  was  broken  between 
Life  and  life :  we  were  mixed  at  last 

In  spite  of  the  mortal  screen. 


The  forests  had  done  it ;  there  they  stood ; 

We  caught  for  a  moment  the  {lowers  at  play : 
Thev  had  mingled  us  so,  for  once  and  gooa. 

Their  work  was  done  —  we  might  go  or  stay, 
They  relapsed  to  their  ancient  mood. 

How  the  world  is  made  for  each  («f  lu ! 

How  all  we  perceive  and  know  in  it 
Tends  to  some  moment *s  product  thus, 

When  a  soul  declares  itself  —  to  wit^ 
By  its  fruit,  the  tiling  it  does ! 

Be  hate  that  fruit  or  love  that  fruit. 
It  forwards  the  general  deed  of  man. 

And  each  of  the  Many  helps  to  recruit 
The  life  of  the  race  by  a  general  plan  ; 

Each  living  his  own,  to  boot. 

I  am  named  and  known  by  that  mementos  feat ; 

There  took  my  stetion  and  degree ; 
So  grew  my  own  small  life  complete, 

As  nature  obtained  her  best  of  me  — * 
One  bom  to  love  you,  sweet  I 

And  to  watch  you  sink  by  the  fireside  now 

Back  again,  as  you  mutely  sit 
Musing  by  fire-light,  that  great  brow 

And  the  q>irit«mall  hand  propping  it, 
Yonder,  my  heart  knows  how ! 

So,  earth  has  gained  by  one  man  the  more. 
And  the  gain  of  earth  must  be  heaven's  gain 
too; 

And  the  whole  is  well  worth  thinking  o*er 
When  autumn  comes :  which  I  mean  to  do 

One  day,  as  I  said  before. 


ANY  WIFE  TO  ANY  HUSBAND 

Mt  lore,  this  is  the  bitterest,  that  thou  — 
Who  art  all  truth,  and  who  dost  love  me  now 

As  Uiine  eyes  say,  as  thy  voice  breaks  to  say  — 
Shouldst  love  so  truly,  and  conldst  love  me  still 
A  whole  long  life  through,  had  but  love  its  will. 

Would  death  that  leads  me  from  thee  brook 
delay. 

I  have  but  to  be  by  thee,  and  thy  hand 
Will  never  let  mine  gn,  nor  heart  withstand 

The  beating  of  mv  heart  to  reach  ito  place. 
When  shall  Ilook  for  thee  and  feel  thee  gone  ? 
When  cry  for  the  old  comfort  and  find  none  ? 

Never,  I  know !    Thy  soul  is  in  thy  face. 

Oh,  I  should  fade  — 'tis  willed  sol    Might  I 

save. 
Gladly  I  would,  whatever  beauty  gave 

Joy  to  thv  sense,  for  that  was  precious  too. 
It  is  not  to  be  granted.    But  the  soul 
Whence  the  love  comes,  all  ravage  leaves  that 
whole ; 
Vainly  the  flesh  fades ;  soul  makes  all  things 
new. 

It  would  not  be  because  my  eye  grew  dim 
Thou  couldst  not  find  the  love  there,  thanks  to 
Him 
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Who  never  ia  duhonoxed  in  the  spark 
He  gave  us  from  hia  fire  of  firee,  and  bade 
Remember  whence  it  sprang,  nor  be  afraid 

While  tliat  burns  on,  Uiough  all  the  rest  grow 
dark. 

So,  how  thou  wouldst  be  perfect,  white  and 

^  clean 
Outside  as  inside,  soul  and  sonl^s  demesne 

Alike,  tliis  body  given  to  show  it  by ! 
Oil,   three-parts   through   the  wont  of   life's 

abyss. 
What  plaudits  from  the  next  world  after  this, 
Couldst  tliott  repeat  a  stroke  and  gain  tlie 
sky! 

And  is  it  not  tlie  bitterer  to  think 

That  disengage  our  hands  and  thou  wilt  sink 

Although  toy  love  was  lore  in  very  deed  ? 
I  know  that  nature  I    Pass  a  festive  day, 
Thou  dost  not  throw  its  relio-flower  away 

Nor  bid  its  musie^s  loiterii^f  echo  speed. 

Thou  let*st  the  stranger's  glove  lie  where  it  fell ; 
If  old  things  remain  old  things  all  is  well. 

For  thou  art  grateful  as  becomes  man  best : 
And  hadst  thou  only  heard  me  play  one  tune. 
Or  viewed  me  from  a  window,  not  so  soon 

With  thee  would  such  things  fade  as  with  the 
i-est. 

I  seem  to  see  !     We  meet  and  part ;  *t  is  brief ; 
The  book  1  u|jeiied  keeps  a  folaed  leaf, 

Tlie  very  chair  I  sat  on,  breaks  the  rank  ; 
That  is  a  portrait  of  me  on  the  wall  — 
Three  Hues,  niv  face  comes  at  so  alight  a  call : 

And  for  all  tiiis,  one  little  hour  to  tluuik  ! 

But  now,  because  the  hour  through  years  was 

fixed, 
Because  our  inmost  beings  met  and  mixed. 
Because  thou  once  hast  loved  me  —  wilt  thon 
dare 
Say  to  thy  soul  and  Who  may  list  beside, 
^*  Therefore  she  is  immortally  my  bride ; 
Chance  cannot  change   my  love,  nor   time 
impair. 

*^  So,  what  if  in  the  dusk  of  life  that's  left, 
I,  a  tired  traveller  of  my  sun  bereft. 
Look  from  my  path  when,  mimicking  the 
same. 
The  fire-fiy  gUmiiaes  past  me,  come  and  gone  ? 
—  Where  was  it  till  the  simset.  ?    Where  anon 


It    will    be    at 
bUuue?'' 


the    sunrise !      What  *s    to 


Is  it  so  helpful  to  thee  ?    Canst  thou  take    0 
The  mimic  up,  nor,  for  the  true  tiling's  sake. 

Put  gently  by  auoh  efforts  at  a  beaoi  ? 
Is  the  remainder  of  the  way  so  long. 
Thou  need'st  the  little  solace,  thou  the  strong  ? 

Watch  oat  thy  watch,  let  weak  ones  doce  and 
dream  I 

Ah,  bttt  the  fresher  faces  I    *'  Is  it  true," 
ThouUt  ask,  "some  eyas  ars  beautiful  and 
new? 


Some  hfdr,  —how  can  one  choose  but  gras]i 
^  such  wealth  ? 
And  if  a  man  would  press  his  lips  to  lips 
Fresh  as  the  wilding  hedge-mse-onp  there  slips 

The  dewdrop  out  of,  must  it  be  by  stealth  ? 

*'  It  cannot  change  the  love  still  kept  for  Her, 
More  than  if  such  a  picturu  I  prefer 

Passing  a  day  with,  to  a  room's  bare  side  : 
The  painted  form  takes  nothing  she  possessed. 
Tet,  while  the  Titian's  Venus  Hes  at  rest, 

A  man  looks-      Once  more,  what  is  there  to 
chide?" 

80  must  I  see,  from  where  I  sit  and  watch. 
My  own  self  sell  myself,  mv  hand  attach 

Its  warrant  to  the  very  thefts  from  me  — 
Thy  singleness  of  soul  that  made  me  proud. 
Thy  purity  of  heart  I  loved  aloud. 

Thy  manVtmth  I  was  bold  to  bid  God  see  1 

Love  so,  then,  if  thou  wilt !  Give  all  thou  canst 
Away  to  the  new  faces  —  disentranoed, 

(Say  it  and  think  it)  obdurate  no  more : 
Re-issue  looks  and  words  from  the  old  mint. 
Pass  them  afresh,  no  matter  whose  the  print 

Image  and  superscription  onoe  they  bore  I 

Re-coin  thj'self  and  give  it  them  to  spend,  — 
It  all  coma»  to  the  same  thin^^  at  the  end. 
Since  mine  thou  wast,  mine  art  and  miue 
shaltbe. 
Faithful  or  faithless,  sealing  up  the  sum 
Or  lavish  of  my  treasure,  thou  must  come 
Back  to  the  heart's  place  here  I  keep  for 
thee! 


Only,  why  should  it  be  with  stain  at  all  ? 
Why  must  I,  'twixt  the  leaves  of  coronal. 

Put  any  kiss  of  pardon  on  thy  brow  ? 
Whv  need  the  other  women  know  so  much. 
And  talk  together,  "'Such  the  look  and  such 

The  smile  lie  used  to  love  with,  then 


r  »» 


now; 


Might  I  die  last  and  show  thee !     Should  I  find 
Such  hardship  in  the  few  years  left  behind. 

If  free  to  take  and  light  my  lamp,  and  go 
Into  thy  tomb,  and  slint  the  door  and  sit. 
Seeing  thy  face  on  those  four  sides  of  it 

The  better  that  they  are  so  blank,  I  know ! 

Wliv,^  time  was  what  I  wanted,  to  turn  o'er 
Within  my  mind  each  look,  get  more  and  more 
By  heart  each  word,  too  much  to  learn  at 
^  first  : 
And  join  thee  all  the  fitter  for  the  pause 
'Neath  the  low  doorway's  linteL     That  wero 
cause 
For   lingering,   though   thou  calledst,  if   I 
durst! 

And  yet  thou  art  the  nobler  of  us  two : 

What  dare  I  dream  of,  that  thou  canst  not  do. 

Outstripping  my  ten  smaU  steps  with  one 
stride  ? 
I  '11  say  then,  here 's  a  trial  and  a  task  — 
Is  it  to  bear  ?  —  if  easy,  I  '11  not  ask  : 

Though  love  fail,  I  can  trust  on  in  thy  pride 
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Pride  ?  —  when  those  eyes  forestall  the  life  be- 
hind 
The  death  I  have  to  go  through !  —  when  I  find, 

Now  that  I  want  thy  help  most,  all  of  thee  1 
Wliat  did  I  fear  ?    Thy  love  shall  hold  me  fast 
Until  the  little  minute's  sleep  is  past 

And  I  wake  saved.  —  And  yet  it  will  not  be ! 


TWO   IN  THE  CAMPAGNA 

I  wovDKB  do  you  feel  to-dajr 
As  I  have  felt  since,  hand  in  hand, 

We  sat  down  on  the  grass,  to  stray 
In  spirit  better  through  the  land, 

This  mom  of  Rome  and  May  ? 

For  me,  I  touched  a  thought,  I  know. 

Has  tantalized  me  many  times, 
(Like  turns  of  thread  the  spiders  throw 

Mocking  across  our  path)  for  rhymes 
To  catch  at  and  let  go. 

HcOp  me  to  hold  it  I    First  it  left 
Tne  yellowing  fennel,  run  to  seed 

There,  branching  from  the  brickwork*s  cleft. 
Some  old  tomb's  ruin :  yonder  weed 

Ttjok  up  the  floating  weft. 

Where  one  small  orange  cup  amassed 
Five  beetles,  —  blind  and  §Teeu  they  grope 

Among  the  honey-nteal :  and  last, 
Everywhere  on  the  grassy  slope 

I  traced  it.    Hold  it  fast  I 

The  champaign  witlt  its  endless  fleeoe 

Of  featiiery  grasses  everywhere ! 
ISilenoe  and  passiou,  joy  and  peace, 

An  everlasting  wash  of  air  — 
Rome*s  ghost  since  her  decease. 

.Such  life  here,  thronjch  such  lengths  of  hours, 
Snch  miracles  performed  in  play. 

Such  primal  naked  forms  of  flowers, 
Snco  letting  nature  have  her  way 

While  heaven  looks  from  its  towers ! 

How  say  vou  ?    Let  us,  0  my  dove, 

Let  OS  be  unashamed  of  soul. 
Am  earth  Ues  bare  to  heaven  above  I 

How  is  it  under  our  control 
To  love  or  not  to  love  ? 

I  would  that  you  were  all  to  me, 
^  You  that  are  just  so  much,  no  more. 
Nor  yonn  nor  mine,  nor  slave  nor  free  ! 

Where  does  the  fault  lie  ?    What  the  core 
O'  the  wound,  since  wound  must  be  ? 

I  would  I  could  adopt  your  will. 
See  with  your  eyes,  and  set  my  heart 

Beating  by  yonrs,  and  drink  my  fiU 
At  your  souVs  springs,  —  your  part  my  part 

In  life,  for  good  and  ill. 

No.    I  yearn  upward,  touch  you  close. 
Then  stand  away.    I  kiss  your  cheek. 


Catch  your  soul's  wamtth,  —  I  pluck  the  rose 
And  love  it  more  than  tongue  can  speak  — 
Then  the  good  minute  goes. 

Already  how  am  I  so  far 
Out  of  that  minute  ?    Must  I  go 

IStill  like  the  thistle-ball,  no  bi», 
Oiiwaixi,  whenever  light  winds  blow, 

Fixed  by  no  friendly  star  ? 

Just  when  I  seemed  about  to  learn  I 
Where  is  the  thread  now  ?    OS  again  I 

The  old  trick  I    Only  I  discern  — 
Infinite  passion,  and  tlie  pain 

Of  finite  hearts  that  yearn. 


MISCONXEPTIONS 

This  is  a  sprav  the  Bird  dung  to. 

Making  it  blossom  with  pleasure, 

Ere  the  high  tree^p  she  sprung  tOi 

Fit  for  her  nest  and  her  treasure. 

Oh,  what  a  hope  beyond  measure 

W^as  the  poor  spray's,  which  the  flying  feet 

huiig  to,  — 
So  to  be  singled  out,  built  in,  and  sung  to  ! 

This  is  a  heart  the  Queen  leant  on, 

Thrilled  in  a  miimte  erratic, 
Ere  the  true  bosom  she  bent  on. 
Meet  for  lovers  regal  dalmatic. 
Oh,  wliat  a  fancy  ecstatic 
Was  the  poor  heart's,  ere  the  wanderer  went 

on— 
Love  to  be  saved  for  it,  proffered  to,  spent  on  I 
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That  was  I,  you  heard  last  night. 
When  there  rose  no  moon  at  all. 

Nor,  to  pieixM)  the  strained  and  tight 
Tent  of  heaven,  a  planet  funnll ; 

Life  was  dead  and  so  was  light. 

Not  a  twinkle  from  the  fly. 
Not  a  glimmer  fruin  the  worm  ; 

When  the  crickets  stopped  their  cry, 
W^hen  the  owIh  forebore  a  terut. 

You  heard  music ;  that  was  I. 

Earth  tiimed  in  her  sleep  with  pun, 

Sultrily  suspired  for  proof : 
In  at  heaven  and  out  a^in, 

Ligfatniug !  —  where  it  broke  the  roof  1 
Bloodlike,  some  few  drops  of  rain. 

What  they  oould  mv  words  expressed, 

O  my  love,  my  all,  my  one  I 
Singing  helped  the  venes  best. 

And  when  siiudi^^s  best  was  done. 
To  my  lute  I  lert  t^e  rest. 

So  wore  night ;.  the  East  was  gray, 

White  the  broad-face<l hemlock-flowers: 
There  would  be  another  day  ; 
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Kre  lis  fint  of  heavj  honra 
Found  roe,  I  had  paiwed  Away. 

What  became  of  all  the  hopeH, 
Words  and  song  and  lute  a8  well  ? 

^iay,  thin  struck  you  —  **  When  life  gropes 
Fuebly  for  the  path  where  fell 

Light  last  on  the  CTening  slopes, 

'*  One  friend  in  that  path  shall  be. 
To  secure  m^  step  from  wrong ; 

(hie  to  count  night  day  for  me, 
Patient  throng  the  watches  long, 

Serving  most  with  none  to  see.'* 

Never  sav  —  as  something  bodes  — 
"  So,  the  worst  has  yet  a  worse  I 

When  life  halts  ^neath  double  loads, 
Better  the  task-master's  cune 

Than  such  music  on  the  roads  1 

"  When  no  moon  succeeds  the  sun. 
Nor  can  pieroe  the  midnight  *s  tent 

Anv  star,  the  smallest  one. 
While  some  drops,  where  lightning  rent. 

Show  the  final  storm  begun  — 

**  When  the  fin»-flv  hides  its  spot, 
When  the  garaen-voices  fail 
In  the  darkness  tibick  and  hot,  — 

Shall  another  voice  avail, 
That  shape  be  where  these  are  not  f 
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Has  some  plague  a  longer  lease. 
Proffering  its  help  uncouUi  ? 

Can't  one  even  die  in  peace  ? 
As  one  shuts  one^s  eyes  on  vouth. 

Is  that  face  the  last  one  sees ?  ** 

Oh,  how  dark  your  villa  was, 
Windows  fast  and  obdurate ! 

How  the  garden  grudged  me  gran 
Where  I  stood  —  the  iron  gate 

Ground  its  teeth  to  let  me  pass  I 


ONE  WAY  OF  LOVE 

All  June  I  bound  the  rose  in  sheavet. 
Now,  rose  bv  rose,  I  strip  the  leaves 
And  strew  tnem  where  Pauline  may 
She  will  not  turn  aside  ?    Alas ! 
Ijet  them  He.    Suppose  they  die  ? 
The  chance  was  they  might  take  her  eye. 

How  manv  a  month  I  strove  to  suit 
These  stubborn  fingers  to  the  lute ! 
To-da^  I  venture  tdl  1  know. 
She  will  not  hear  my  music  ?    So  I 
Break  the  string ;  fold  mn8ic*s  wing : 
Suppose  PauHne  had  bade  me  sing  I 

My  whole  life  long  I  learned  to  love. 
This  hour  my  utmost  art  I  prove 
And  speak  m^^  passion  —  heaven  or  hell  ? 
She  will  not  give  me  heaven  f    *Tb  well ! 
Lose  who  ma^  —  I  still  can  say. 
Those  who  wm  heaven,  blest  are  they ! 


ANOTHER  WAY   OF   LOVE 

Ji^R  was  not  over 

Though  past  the  full. 
And  the  best  of  her  roses 
Had  yet  to  blow. 
When  a  man  I  know 
(But  shall  not  discover. 

Since  ears  are  dull, 
And  time  discloses) 
Turned  him  and  said  with  a  man's  tme  air, 
Half  sighing  a  smile  in  a  jrawn,  as  H  were,  — 
*'  U  I  tire  of  your  June,  will  she  giMitly  eaie?*" 

Well,  dear,  in-doors  with  you  I 

True !  serene  deadness 
Tries  a  man^s  temper. 
What  *s  in  the  blossom 
June  wears  on  her  bosom  P 
Can  it  clear  scores  with  you  ? 
Sweetness  and  redness, 
Eadtm  temper  ! 
Go,  let  me  care  for  it  greatly  or  sligrhtly  I 
U  June  mend  her  bower  now,  yonr  nand  left 

unsightly 
By  plucking   the   roses,  —  my  June  will  do 
rightly. 

And  after,  for  paadme, 
If  June  be  refulgent 
With  flowers  in  completeness, 
All  petals,  no  pricRles, 
Delicious  as  trickles 
Of  wine  poured  at  mans-  time,  — 
And  choose  One  indulgent 
To  redness  and  sweetness: 
Or  if,  with  experience  of  man  and  of  spider, 
June  use  my  June-lightning,  the  strong  inseot- 

ridder, 
And  stop  the  fresh  film-work,  —  why,  June  f»'iL' 
consider. 


A   PRETTY  WOMAN 

That  fawn-skin-dappled  hair  of  hers. 

And  the  blue  eye 

Dear  and  dewy, 
And  that  infantine  nesh  air  of  hen  I 

To  think  men  cannot  take  you.  Sweet, 

And  enfold  you. 

Ay,  and  hold  you. 
And  so  keep  yon  what  they  make  yon.  Sweet  t 

Ton  like  us  for  a  glance,  you  know  — 

For  a  word^s  sake 

Or  a  sword  8  sake, 
All  *s  the  same,  whate  W  the  ohanee,  ycm  know 

And  in  turn  we  make  yon  ours,  we  say  '— 

Yon  and  youth  too. 

Eves  and  mouth  too. 
All  the  face  composed  of  flowers,  we  say. 

AU  *H  onr  own,  to  make  the  most  of,  Sweet  — 
Sing  and  say  for, 
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Watch  and  pray  for, 
Keep  a  secret  or  go  boast  of,  Sweet  I 

But  for  loving:,  why,  yon  would  not,  Sweet, 

Though  we  prayed  yon, 

Paid  you.  brayed  you 
In  a  mortar  —  for  you  could  not,  Sweet  I 

^>o,  we  leare  the  sweet  face  fondly  there : 

Be  its  beauty 

Its  sole  duty  I 
Let  all  hope  of  grace  beyond,  lie  there  ] 

And  while  the  face  lies  quiet  there. 

Who  shall  wonder 

Thatl  nonder 
A  eonclnnon  r    I  will  try  it  there. 

Ab,  —  why  most  one,  for  the*  love  foregone, 

Soont  mere  liking  ? 

Thnnder«triking 
Earth,  —  the  heaven,  we  looked  above  for,  gone  I 

Why,  with  beauty,  needs  there  money  be, 

Love  with  liking  ? 

Cmab  the  ily-king 
In  his  gauze,  because  no  honey-bee  ? 


May  not  liking  be  so  simple-sweet. 

If  love  grew  there 

'T  would  undo  there 
AH  that  breaks  the  cheek  to  dimples  sweet  ? 


Is  the  creature  too  imperfect,  say  ? 

Would  yon  poena  it 

And  so  end  it  ? 
Since  not  all  addition  peifeeti  aye  I 

Or  is  it  of  its  kind,  perhaps. 

Just  perfection  — 

Whence,  rejection 
Of  a  grace  not  to  its  mind,  periu^is  ? 

Shall  we  bnni  up,  tread  that  £aoe  at  once 

Into  tinder. 

And  so  hinder 
Sparks  from  kindling  all  the  place  at  once  ? 


Or  eke  kim  away  one's  soul  on  her? 

Tour  love-fancies  I 

—  A  sick  man  sees 
Truer,  when  his  hot  eyes  roll  on  her  I 

Thus  the  craftsman  thinks  to  grace  the  rose,  — 

Plucks  a  mould-flower 

For  his  gold  flower. 
Uses  fine  things  that  efface  the  rose : 

Rosy  mines  make  its  cup  more  rose. 

Precious  metals 

Ape  the  petals, — 
I.jMt,  some  old  king  locks  it  up,  morose  I 

Then  bow  grace  a  rose  ?    I  know  a  way  I 

Leave  it,  rather. 

Hast  yon  gather  ? 
•^fiu*!!,  kim,  wear  it  —  «t  laiit,  throw  away ! 


RESPECTABILITY 

Dbab,  had  the  world  in  its  caprice 
Deigned  to  proclaim  **  I  know  yon  both, 
Have  recognized  your  plighted  troth. 

Am  sponsor  for  ^on :  live  in  peace  1  '*  — 

How  manv  nrecioos  months  and  years 
Of  voutn  nad  passed,  that  speed  so  fast, 
Before  we  found  it  out  at  last, 

The  world,  and  what  it  fears  I 

How  much  of  priceless  life  were  snent 
With  men  that  every  virtue  decks. 
And  women  models  of  their  sex. 

Society's  true  ornament,  — 

Ere  we  dared  wander,  nights  like  this. 
Through  wind  and  rain,  and  watch  the  Seine, 
And  feel  the  Boulevard  break  again 

To  warmth  and  light  and  bliss  I 

I  know  I  the  world  proscribes  not  love ; 

Allows  my  finger  to  caress 

Tour  lips'  contour  and  downiness, 
Provided  it  supply  a  glove. 
The  world's  ^ood  wcra  1  —  the  Insdtote  I 

Guizot  receives  Montalembert  I 

£h?    Down  the  court  three  lampions  flare : 
Put  forward  your  best  foot  I 


LOVE  IN  A   LIFE 

Room  after  room, 

I  hunt  the  house  through 

We  inhabit  together. 

Heart,  fear  nothing,  for,  heart,  thoa  shalt  find 
ner  — 

Next  time,  herself  1 — not  the  tronble  behind 
her 

Left  in  the  curtain,  the  conch's  perfnme ! 

As  she  brushed  it,  the  cornice-wreath  blos- 
somed anew : 

Ton  looking^laas  gleamed  at  the  wave  of  her 
feather. 

Tet  the  day  wears. 

And  door  succeeds  door ; 

I  try  the  fresh  fortune  — 

Range  the  wide  house  from  the  wing  to  the 
centre. 

Still  the  same  chance  !  she  goes  out  as  I  enter. 

Spend  my  whole  day  in  the  quest,  —  whocareH  ? 

But 't  is  twilight,  yon  see,  —  with  such  suites  to 
explore, 

Such  closets  to  search,  such  alcoves  to  impor- 
tune ! 


LIFE  IN    A   LOVE 

Escape  me  ? 
Never  — 
Beloved  I 
While  I  am  I.  and  yon  are  yon. 
So  long  as  the  world  contains  ns  both, 
I      Me  the  loving  and  yon  the  loth, 
i  While  the  one  elude*,  must  the  other  pnrHua 
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My  life  ui  a  fault  at  last,  I  fear : 

it  seems  too  mneh  like  a  fate,  indeed  ! 

'fhon^h  I  do  my  best  I  shall  scarce  succeed. 
But  what  if  I  fail  of  my  purpose  here  ? 
It  is  but  to  keep  the  nervM  at  straau, 

To  dry  <me'8  eyes  and  lao^h  at  a  fall, 
And  baffled,  get  up  and  begin  M^ain,  — 

^So  the  chase  takes  up  one  s  life,  that 's  alL 
Wliile,  look  but  once  from  your  farthest  bound 

At  nie  so  deep  in  the  dust  and  dark. 
No  sooner  the  old  hope  goes  to  ground 

Than  a  new  one,  straight  to  the  selfsame  mark, 
I  shape  me  — 
Ever 
Removed  1 


IN   THREE  DAYS 

So,  I  shall  see  her  in  three  days 
And  just  one  night,  but  nights  are  short. 
Then  two  l<nig  hours,  and  that  is  mom. 
See  how  I  come,  uncnaoged,  unworn  1  ^ 
Feel,  where  my  life  broke  off  from  thine, 
How  frtnili  the  splinters  keep  and  fine,  — 
Only  a  toneh  ana  we  combine  I 

T(x>  long,  this  time  of  year,  the  days  I 
But  nights,  at  least  the  nights  are  short. 
As  night  shows  where  her  one  moon  is, 
A  hand  Vbreadth  of  pure  light  and  bliss, 
So  life*s  night  gives  my  lady  birth 
And  ray  eyes  hold  her !    ^^  nat  is  worth 
The  rest  of  heaven,  the  rest  of  earth  ? 

O  loaded  curls,  release  your  store 
(>f  warmth  and  scent,  sm  once  before 
"^nie  tingling  luur  did,  %ht8  and  darks 
(hitbreaking  into  fairy  sparks. 
When  under  curl  and  curl  I  ^ried 
After  the  warmth  and  scent  mside. 
Through  lights  and  darks  how  manifold  — 
The  dark  inspired,  the  light  controlled  I 
As  early  Art  embrowns  the  gold. 

What  great  fear,  should  one  say,  *'  Three  days 

That  change  the  world  might  cluuige  as  well 

Your  fortune ;  and  if  joy  oelays. 

Be  happy  that  no  wonie  befell !  '* 

WTiat  small  fear,  if  another  say's, 

^*  Three  days  and  one  short  night  beside 

May  throw  no  shadow  on  your  ways ; 

But  years  must  teem  with  change  untried. 

With  chance  not  easily  defied. 

With  an  end  somewhere  undeftcried/* 

No  fear  1  —  or  if  a  fear  be  bom 

This  minute,  it  dies  out  in  scorn. 

Fear  ?     1  shall  see  her  in  three  days 

And  one  night,  now  the  nights  are  short. 

Then  just  two  hours,  and  that  is  mom. 


IN   A   YEAR 

Nkvp.r  any  more. 

While  I  live, 
Nf*ed  I  hope  to  see  his  f  ju*e 

As  before. 


Once  his  love  grown  ehill. 
Mine  may  strive : 

Bitterly  we  re-embrace, 
ISinc^stiU. 
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Was  it  something 

Something  done. 
Vexed  him  ?    Was  it  touch  of  hand. 

Turn  of  head  ? 
Strange  I  that  very  way 

Love  begun : 
I  as  little  nnderstand 

Lovers  decay. 

When  I  sewed  or  drew, 

I  recall 
How  he  kwked  as  if  I  mmg, 

— Sweetly  too. 
If  I  spoke  a  word. 

First  of  all 
Uphis cheek  the  color spmng, 

Then  he  heard. 

Sitting  by  my  side. 

At  my  feet. 
So  he  breathed  but  air  I  breathed, 

Satisfied  I 
I,  too,  at  love*s  brim 

Touched  the  sweet : 
I  would  die  if  death  bequeathed 

Sweet  to  him. 

Speak,  I  love  thee  best  t  ^' 

He  exclaimed : 
Let  thy  love  my  own  foretell  I " 

I  confeMed : 
Clasp  my  heart  on  thine 

Now  unblamed, 
Since  upon  th^  soul  as  well 

Hiuigeth  nime  I  '* 

Was  it  wrong  to  own. 

Being  truth  ? 
Why  should  all  the  giving  prore 

His  alone  ? 
I  had  wealth  and  ease, 

Beauty,  youth : 
Since  my  lover  gave  me  love, 

I  gave  these. 

That  was  all  I  meant, 

-  To  be  jnst. 

And  the  passion  I  had  raised. 

To  content. 
Since  he  chose  to  chiuige 

Gold  for  dust. 
If  I^gave  him  what  he  pmiied 

Was  it  strange  ? 

Would  he  loved  me  yet, 

(hi  and  on. 
While  I  found  some  way  midreaned 

—  Paid  my  debt ! 
Gave  more  life  and  more, 

Till,  all  gone. 
Hf  should  smile  **She  never  seemed 
Mine  before. 


BEFORE 
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''  What,  she  felt  the  while. 
Hurt  I  think  ? 
Lore  *s  eo  different  with  us  men  1  " 
He  ehgiiild  nnile  : 


ti 
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lite  and  pink  I 
Can't  we  touen  theee  hubUet  then 
Bat  they  braak?*' 

Dear,  the  pani?  ie  brief. 

Do  thy  part, 
Hnre  thy  pleasure !    How  perplexed 

Grows  belief  I 
Well,  this  oold  clay  clod 

Waa  man's  heart : 
Crumble  it,  and  what  comes  next  ? 

Is  it  God? 


WOMEN  AND  ROSES 

Written  on  the  suggestion  of  some  roses  sent 
Mrs.  Browning.  At  the  time  of  writing, 
BrewBiMg  was  carrying  out  a  resoWe  to  write  a 
poem  a  day,  a  resolve  wMeh  lasted  a  fortnight. 


I  DRBAM  of  a  red-rose  tree. 
And  which  of  its  roses  three 
Ib  the  dearest  rose  to  me  ? 

II 

Roond  and  round,  like  a  dance  of  suow 
In  A  dazzling  drift,  ae  its  giuirrliaiis,  go 
Floating  the  women  fadea  for  ages. 
Sculptured  in  stone,  on  the  iM^et's  pages. 
Then  follow  women  fresh  and  gay, 
Living  and  loving  and  loved  to-clay. 
Last,  m  the  rear,  flee  the  multitude  of  maidens, 
Beauties  vet  unborn.    And  all,  to  one  cadence, 
They  circle  their  rose  on  my  rose  tree. 

tii 

Dear  rose,  thy  term  is  reached. 
Thy  leaf  hangs  loose  and  bleached : 
Bees  pass  it  unimpeaehed. 

IV 

Stay  then,  stoop,  since  I  cannot  climb. 
Von,  Deat  shapes  of  the  antique  time  I 
How  ihall  I  fix  you,  fire  you,  freeze  you. 
Break  my  heart  at  your  feet  to  please  yon  ? 
( ^h,  to  possess  and  be  possessed !  ^ 
Hearts  that  beat  *neatn  euch  imllid  breast ! 
<  hice  but  of  love,  tlie  pttesy,  the  passion. 
Drink  but  once  and  die :— >  In  vain,  the  same 

fashion, 
They  circle  theii*  ruse  on  my  rose  tree. 


l>ear  rose,  thv  jo>;  's  undimmed. 

Thy  cup  is  mby-rimmed. 

Thy  cQp'n  heart  nectar-brimme<l. 

VI 

Deep,  SB  drops  from  a  statne*s  plinth 
The  bee  sucked  in  by  the  hyacinth, 


80  will  I  burv  me  while  homing, 

guench  like  him  at  a  plunge  my  yearning, 
yes  in  your  eyes,  lips  on  your  lips ! 
Fold  me  fast  where  the  cincture  slins, 
Prison  all  my  soul  in  eternities  of  pleasure, 
Girdle  me  for  onoe  I   But  no  —  the  old  measure, 
They  circle  their  rose  on  my  rose  tree. 

VII 

Dear  rose  without  a  thorn, 
Thj  bud  "s  the  babe  unborn : 
Fiivt  streak  of  a  new  morn. 

VlII 

Wings,  lend  wings  for  tlie  cold,  the  clear ! 
What  is  far  conquers  what  is  near. 
Roses  will  bloom  nor  want  beholders, 
Spmng  from  the  dust  where  our  flesh  moulders. 
What  shall  arrive  with  the  cyclers  change  ? 
A  novel  grace  and  a  beauty  strange. 
I  will  make  an  Eve,  be  tlie  artist  tliat  began  her, 
8haped  her  to  his  mind  !  —  Alas !  in  like  man- 
ner 
They  circle  their  rose  on  my  rose  tree. 


BEFORE 

Let  them  fight  it  out,  friend !  things  have  gone 

too  far. 
God  mnst  jndge  the  couple :  leave  them  as  they 

are 
—  Wliichever  one  's  the  guiltlesM,  to  his  glory. 
And  whichever  one  the  guilt 's  with,  to  my 

story  I 

Why,  you  would  not  bid  men,  sunk  in  such  a 
slough. 

Strike  no  arm  out  further,  stick  and  stink  as 
now. 

Leaving  right  and  wrong  to  settle  the  embroil- 
ment. 

Heaven  with  snaky  hell,  in  torture  and  entoil- 
ment? 

Who*s  the  culprit  of  them?    How  must  he 

conceive 
God  — the  queen  he  caps  to,  laughing  in  his 

sleeve, 
"  'T  is  but  decent  to  profess  one^s  self  beneath 

her: 
Still,  one  must  not  be  too  much  in  earnest, 

either !  ** 


Better  rin  the  whole  sin,  sure  that  God  ob- 
serves; 

Then  go  live  his  life  out!  Life  will  try  his 
nerves, 

When  the  sky,  which  noticed  all,  makes  no  dis- 
closure. 

And  the  earth  keeps  up  her  terrible  composure. 

I^t  him  pace  at  pleasure,  past  the  walls  of  rose. 
Pluck  their  fruits  when  grape-trees  graze  him 

as  he  goes! 
For  he  *gins  to  guess  the  purpns«»  of  the  garden, 
With  the  sly  mute  thing,  beside  ther^,  for  a 

warden. 
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What  *s  the  leopard-dug^thiiig,  constant  at  his 
aide, 

A  leer  and  lie  in  ever}'  eye  of  its  obsequious  hide? 

\Vlien  will  come  an  end  to  all  the  mock  obei- 
sance, 

And  the  price  appear  that  imys  for  the  misfea- 
sance? 

SSo  much  for  the  culprit.     Wlio  ^s  the  martyred 

uuui  ? 
Let  him  bear  one  stroke  more,  for  be  sure  he  can! 
lie  that  strove  thus  eTil*s  lump  with  good  to 

leaven. 
Let  him  give  his  blood  at  last  and  get  his 

heaven I 

All  or  nothing,  stake  it  I    Trusts  he  QoA  or  no  ? 
Thus  far  ana  no  farther  ?  farther  ?  be  it  so  I 
Now,  enough  of  your  chicane  of  prudent  pauses. 
Sage  provisos,  suh-intents  and  saving-clauses ! 

Ah,  *' forgive"  ^ou  bid  him?    WhUe  Qod*8 

champion  hves. 
Wrong  shall  be  resisted :  dead,  why,  he  forgives. 
But  you  must  not  end  my  friend  ere  you  begin 

him; 
Evil  stands  not  crowned  on  earth,  while  breath 

is  in  him. 

Once  more  —  Will  the  wronger^  at  this  last  of  all, 
l)are  to  say,  **"  I  did  wrung,    nsiug  in  his  fall? 
No  ?  —  Let  go,  then !    Both  the  fightem  to  their 

places! 
While  I  count  three,  step  you  back  as  many 


paces 


AFTER 


Take  the  cloak  from  his  face,  and  at  first 
Let  the  corpse  do  its  worst ! 

How  he  lies  in  his  rights  of  a  man  I 

Death  has  done  all  death  can. 
And,  absorbed  in  the  new  life  he  leads. 

He  recks  not,  he  heeds 
Nor  his  wrong  nor  my  vengeance  ;  both  strike 

On  his  senses  alike. 
And  are  lost  in  the  solemn  and  strange 

Surprise  of  the  change. 

Ha,  what  avails  death  to  eraMt* 

His  offence,  itay  disgrace  V 
I  would  we  were  boys  as  of  old 

In  the  field,  by  the  fold : 
His  outrage,  Ood^s  patience,  man^ssoom 

Were  so  easily  borne  ! 

I  stand  here  now,  he  lies  in  his  place ; 
Cover  the  face  '• 


THE  GUARDIAN-ANGEL 

A   riCTUKE   AT   FANO 

Dkar  and  great  Angel,  wouldst  thon on! v leave 
That  child,  when  Ihon  luMt  done  with  him, 
for  mi  I 


Let  me  sit  all  the  day  here,  that  when  eve 

Shall  find  performed  thy  special  ministry. 
And  time  come  for  departure,  thon,  suspending. 
Thy  flight,  mav^st  see  another  ehild  for  tending, 
Auotner  still,  to  quiet  and  retrieve. 

Then  I  shall  feel  thee  step  one  step,  no  more. 
From  where  thou  standest  now,  to  where  I 

—  And  suddenly  my  head  is  covered  o*er 
With  those  wings,  white  above  the  child  who 
prays 
Now  on   that   tomb  —  and  I  shall '  feel   thee 

guarding 
Me,  out  of  all  the  world ;  for  me,  disoardinf^ 
Yon  heaven  thy  home,  that  waits  and  opes  its 
door. 

I  would  not  look  up  thither  past  thy  head 

Because  the  door  opes,  like  that  child,  I  know. 
Few  I  should  have  thy  gracious  faoe  instead, 
Thon  bird  of  God  f   And  wilt  thou  bend  me 
low 
Like  him,  and  lay,  like  his,  my  hands  tosether. 
And  lift  tiiem  up  to  pray,  and  eently  tether 
Me,  as  thy  bunb  there,  witn  thy  garment '» 
spreao  ? 

If  this  was  ever  granted,  I  would  rest 
My  head  beneath  thine,  while  thy  healing 

Close-covered  both  my  eyes  beside  thv  breast. 
Pressing  the  brain,  which  too  much  thought 
expands. 
Back  to  Its  proper  nze  again,  and  smoothing 
Distortion  down  till  every  nerve  had  soothing. 
And  all  lay  quiet,  happy  and  suppressed. 

How  soon  all  worldly  wrong  would  be  repaired ! 

I  think  how  I  should  view  the  earth  and  skit* 
And  sea,  when  once  a^in  my  brow  was  bared 

After  thy  healing,  with  such  different  eyes. 
O  world,  as  God  has  made  it !  All  is  beauty  : 
And  knowing  this,  b  love,  and  love  is  duty. 

What  further  may  be  sought  for  or  dechuvd  ? 

Guercino  drew  this  sngel  I  saw  teach 

(Alfred,  dear  friend  I/- that  little  child  to 
pray. 
Holding  the  little  hands  un,  each  to  each 
Pressed  gently,  —  with  his  own  head  turned 
away 
Over  the  earth  where  so  much  lay  before  him 
Of  work  to  do,  though  heaven  was  opening  oVr 
him. 
And  he  was  left  at  Fano  by  the  beach. 

We  were  at  Fano,  and  three  times  we  went 
To  sit  and  see  him  in  his  chapel  there. 

And  drink  his  beauty  to  our  sours  content 
—  My  angel  with  me  too :  and  since  1  care 

For  dear  Guercino's  fame  (to  which  in  power 

And  glorj'  comes  this  picture  for  a  dower. 
Fraught  with  a  pathos  so  magnificent)  — 

And  since  he  did  not  work  thus  earnestly 
At  all  times,  and   has  else  endnren  "M'tu^ 
wrong  — 
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I  took  one  thought  his  picture  struck  from 
me. 
And  spread  it  out,  translating  it  to  songr. 
My  love  is  here.    Where  ai-e  yon,   dear  old 

friend? 
How  rolls  the  Wairoa  at  your  world^s  far  end  ? 
Thb  is  Anoona,  yonder  is  the  sea. 


MEMORABILIA 

Ah,  did  you  once  see  Shelley  plain. 
And  did  he  stop  and  speak  to  yon, 

And  did  yon  speak  to  him  again  ? 
How  stiwige  it  seems  and  new  I 

Bat  yon  were  living  before  that. 
And  also  you  are  living  after ; 

And  the  memory  I  started  at  — 
My  starting  moves  your  laughter  I 

I  croased  a  moor,  with  a  name  of  its  own 
And  a  certain  use  in  the  world  no  doubt, 

Vet  a  lumd  Vbreadth  of  it  shines  alone 
'Mid  the  blank  miles  round  about : 

For  there  I  picked  op  on  the  heather, 
And  diere  I  put  inside  my  breast 

A  moulted  feather,  an  eagle-feather ! 
Well,  I  forget  the  rest. 


POPULARITY 

As  the  previous  poem  was  an  appreciation  of 
Shelley,  so  this,  of  Keats. 

Stakd  still,  true  poet  that  yon  are  I 
I  know  you ;  let  me  try  amd  draw  you. 

Some  ni^t  you  11  fail  us :  when  afar 
Ton  nse,  remember  one  man  saw  you. 

Knew  you,  and  named  a  star ! 

Mystar,  God^s  glow-worm !    W\\j  extend 
That  loving  hand  of  his  which  leads  you. 

Yet  locks  von  safe  from  end  to  end 
Of  this  dark  world,  unleas  he  needs  yon. 

Just  saves  your  light  to  qwnd  ? 

His  clenched  hand  shall  unclose  at  last, 
I  know,  and  let  out  all  the  beauty  : 

My  poet  holds  the  future  fast, 
Aecepts  the  eoming  agn'  duty. 

Their  present  for  this  past. 

That  day,  the  earth's  feast*master's  brow 
Shall  dear,  to  God  the  chaHce  raising ; 
"  f  Jthen  give  best  at  first,  but  thou 
^  Forever  set*st  our  table  praising, 
Keep'st  the  good  wine  till  now  !  '^ 

Meantinie,  I  HI  draw  you  as  you  stand. 

With  few  or  none  to  watch  and  wonder : 
I  'U  say  —  a  fisher,  on  the  sand 

By  Tyre  the  old,  witli  ooean-plunder, 
A  netfol,  brought  t4i  land. 


Who  has  not  heard  how  Tyriau  shells 
Enclosed  the  blue,  that  aye  of  dyes 

Whereof  one  di*op  worked  niiiudes. 
And  colored  like  Astart«-^s  eyes 

Raw  silk  the  merchant  selU  ? 

And  each  bystander  of  them  all  ^ 
()ould  criticise,  and  auote  tmdition 

How  depths  uf  blue  suolimed  some  ^dl 

—  To  get  wliich,  pricked  a  king's  arabitiun  - 

Worth  sceptre,  crown  and  ball. 

Tet  there 's  the  dje,  in  tliat  rough  mesh. 
The  sea  has  only  just  o'er-whispered  I 

Live  whelks,  each  lip's  beard  dripping  fresh. 
As  if  they  still  the  water's  lisp  neara 

Through  foam  the  rock-weeds  tnresh. 

Enough  to  furnish  Solomon 
^>ucn  hangings  for  his  cedar-house, 

That,  when  gold-robed  he  took  the  throne 
In  that  abyss  of  blue,  the  Spouse 

Might  swear  his  presence  shone 

Most  like  the  centre-spike  of  gold 
Which  bums  deep  in  Uie  bluebell's  womb 

What  time,  with  ardors  manifold. 
The  bee  goes  singing  to  her  groom. 

Drunken  and  overbold. 

Mere  conchs  I  not  fit  for  warp  or  woof ! 

Till  cunning  come  to  pound  and  squeezi* 
And  clarify,  —  refine  to  proof 

The  liquor  filtered  by  degrees, 
While  the  world  stands  aloof. 

And  there  's  the  extract,  flasked  and  fine, 

And  priced  and  salable  at  last ! 
And  Hobbs,  Nobbs,  Stokes  and  Nokes  combine 

To  naint  the  future  from  the  past. 
Put  blue  into  their  line. 

Hobbs  hints  blue,  —  straight  he  turtle  eati  : 
Nobbs  prints  blue,  —  claret  crowns  his  cup : 

Nokes  outdares  Stokes  in  aznre  feats,  — 
Both  gor^.    Who  fished  the  murex  up  T 

What  porridge  had  John  Keats  ? 


MASTER   HUGUES  OF  SAXE-GOTHA 

Whomever  Browning  may  have  had  in  mind, 
there  was  no  historical  figure  with  this  name 
and  place. 

HiflT,  but  a  word,  fair  and  soft ! 

Forth  and  be  judged.  Master  Hugnes  1 
Answer  the  question  I  've  put  you  so  oft :  ^ 

W^hat  do   von  mean  by  your  mountainous 
fugues? 
See,  we  're  alone  in  the  loft,  — 

I,  the  poor  organist  here, 

Hngues,  the  composer  of  note, 
Dead  though,  and  done  with,  this  many  a  year : 

Let 's  have  a  colloquy,  something  to  quot«>. 
Make  tlie  world  prick  up  its  ear  I 
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See,  the  church  eui]>tie8  apace  : 

Fast  they  extinf^nish  the  lights. 
Hallo  there,  sacrMtan !    Five  minutes*  grace  ! 

Here  ^s  a  crank  pedal  wants  setting  to  rights, 
Balks  one  of  holding  the  base. 

See,  our  huge  house  of  the  sounds. 

Hushing  its  hundreds  at  once 
Bids  the  ust  loiterer  back  to  his  bounds  ! 

—  O  yon  may  challenge  them,  not  a  response 
Get  the  churchHUtints  on  their  rounds  ! 

(Saints  go  their  rounds,  -who  shall  doubt  ? 

—  Biarch,  with  the  moon  to  admire. 

Up  nave,  down  chancel,  turn  transept  about, 
supervise  all  betwixt  pavement  and  spire, 
Put  rats  and  mice  to  the  rout  — 

Aloys  and  Jurien  and  Just  — 

Order  things  back  to  their  place. 
Have  a  sharp  eye  lest  the  candlesticks  rust, 

Rub  the  church-plate,  dam  the  sacrament- 
lace. 
Clear  the  desk- velvet  of  dust.) 

Here  *b  vonr  book,  younger  folks  shelve ! 
Played  I  not  off-hand  and  runningly. 


In  strikes  a  Fourth,  a  Fifth  thmsts  in  his  nose. 

So  the  crjy  *s  open,  the  kennel  ^s  a-yelp, 
Argument  s  hot  to  the  close. 

One  dissertates,  he  is  candid  ; 

Two  must  discept,  — has  distinguished ; 
Three  helps  the  couple,  if  ever  yet  man  did ; 

Four  protests  ;   Five  makes  a  dart  at  the 
thmg  wished : 
Back  to  One,  goes  the  ease  bandied. 

One  says  his  say  with  a  difference ; 

More  of  expounding,  explaining  ! 
All  now  is  wrangle,  «>use  and  vocif  erance : 

Now    there  *8  a  truce,  all 's  subdued,  self-re- 
straining: 
Five,  though,  stands  out  all  the  stiffer  heuce. 

One  is  incisive,  corrosive ; 

Two  retorts,  nettled,  curt,  crepitant ; 
Three  makes  rejoinder,  expansive,  explosive' ; 

Four  overbears  them  all,  strident  and  stn* pi- 
tant: 
Five  .  .  .  O  Danaides,  O  Sieve  1 

Now,  thev  ply  axes  and  crowbars ; 
Now,  they  prick  pina  at  a  tissue 


Just    now,    your   masterpiece,    hard   number  j  Fine  as  a  skem  of  toe  oasnist  £seobar*s 


twelve  ? 

Here  *s  what  should  strike,  could  one  handle 
it  cunningly : 
Help  the  axe,  give  it  a  helve ! 

Page  after  page  as  I  played, 

Every  bar^s  rest  where  one  wipes 
Sweat  from  one^s  brow,  I  looked  up  and  sur- 
veyed. 

O'er  my  three  claviers,  yon  forest  of  pipes 
Whence  you  still  peeped  in  the  shade. 

Sure  yon  were  wishful  to  speak  ? 

Tou,  with  brow  ruled  like  a  score, 
Tes,  and  eyes  buried  in  pits  on  each  cheek, 

Like  two  great  breves,  as  they  wrote  them  | 
of  yore, 
Each  nde  that  bar,  your  straight  beak  1 

Sure  yon  said—- "  Good,  the  mere  notes ! 
Still,  oouldst  thou  take  my  intent. 


Worked  on  the  bone  of  a  lie.    To  what  isiue  ? 
Where  is  our  gain  at  the  Twf>*bani  ? 

Estfuga^  volvitur  rota. 

On  we  drift :  where  looms  the  dim  port  ? 
One,  Two,  Three,  Four,  Kve,  contribute  thf  ir 
quota ;  ^ 
Something  is  gained,  if  one  caught  but  (he 
import  — 
Show  it  us,  Hugues  of  Saxe-Gotlm  ! 

What  with  affinning,  dea^ng. 

Holding,  rispoatiiig,  subjoining. 
All  *s  like  ...  it 's  like  .  .  .  tor  au  iastancr 
I  'm  trying  .  .  . 
There !    See  our  roof,  its  gilt  moulding  nii<l 
groining 
Under  those  spider-webs  lying ! 

So  your  fogoe  broadens  and  thickens, 
Greatens  and  deepens  and  lengthens. 


Know   what    procured    me    our    Company^s  ]  Till  we^  exclaim  —  "'  But  where 's  music,  tht 


votes  — 

A  master  were  landed  and  sek>lists  shent, 
Pftrted  the  sheep  fram  the  goats ! ' ' 

Well  then,  speak  up,  never  flinch ! 

Quick,  ere  my  candle  *s  a  snuff 
—  Burnt,  do  you  see  ?  to  its  uttermost  ineh  — 

/  believe  in  you,  but  that  ^s  not  enough  : 
Give  my  conviction  a  clinch  I 

First  you  deliver  yoar  phrase 

—  Nothing  propound,  that  I  see. 
Fit  in  itself  for  much  blame  or  much  praise  >*- 

Answered  no  less,  where  no  answer  needs  be ; 
Off  start  the  Two  on  their  ways. 

Stnugfat  must  a  Third  interpose, 
Vmuuteer  needlessly  help ; 


dickens? 

I       Blot   ye   the  gold,   while   your  spider-wfb 
I  strengthens 

I  —Blacked  to  the  stoutest  of  tiekens?*' 

I  I  for  man*s  effort  am  lealons : 

Prove  me  such  eensnxe  unfounded ! 
Seems  it  surprising  a  lover  grows  jealous  —  ^ 
Hopes  *t  was  for  sometiungt  his  ofgan-pipf^ 
sounded. 
Tiring  three  boys  at  the  bellows  ? 

Is  it  your  BMind  of  lafe  ? 

Such  a  web,  simple  and  subtle. 
Weave  we  on  earth  here  in  impotent  strife,     , 

Baokwaid  and  forward  eash  throwing  hi* 
shuttle. 
Death  ending  all  with  a  knife  ? 
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Orer  onr  heiuU  tmtk  and  mitare  — 
Still  oar  lifers  zifpza^  and  dod^tM, 

In*  and  outs,  weavinfp  a  new  legUUtnTe  ~* 
God's  Kola  just  shining  its  umt  where  that 

lodi;ei»« 
Palled  b«««ath  inan's  usnrpatnre. 

So  we  o^ershmud  stars  and  roses, 

rhemb  and  trophy  and  garland  ; 
Nothings  ROW  something  whieh  qnietlj  doses 

UeaTen^s  earnest  eye :  not  a  glimpse  of  the 
far  land 
GeU  through  our  oonunents  and  glaaes. 

Ah,  hat  teaditions,  inTsntions, 

(Nay  we  and  make  up  a  vitiage) 
So  uiauv  men  with  sncn  varioas  intentions, 
Down  the  past  ages,  nraat  know  more  than  this 

agef 
Leare  we  the  web  its  dimensicms  I 

Who  thinks  Hiigues  wrote  for  the  deaf, 
Proved  a  mere  raonntain  in  labor  ? 

Better  submit ;  trjr  again ;  what 's  the  clef  f 
'Faith,  't  is  no  trifle  for  pipe  and  for  tabor  ^ 

Fonr  flats,  the  minor  in  F. 


Friend,  ^our  fugue  taxes  the  finger : 
Learinng  it  once,  who  would  lose  it  ? 

Tet  all  the  while  a  misgiving  will  linger. 
Truth's  golden  o*er  us  uthough  we  refuse 
it  — 

Nature,  through  cobwehs  we  string  her. 

Huguee  I    I  advise  met)  joctn& 
(Couuterpoiut  glares  like  a  Gorgon) 

Bid  One,  Two,  Three,  Fonr,  Five,  clear  the 
arena  1 
Say  the  word,  straight  I  unstop  the  full  or- 

gwi. 
Blare  out  the  mode  Palestrina, 

While  in  the  roof,  if  I  'm  right  there, 

.  .  .  Lo  you,  the  wick  in  the  soeket  I 
Hallo,  you  saoristan,  show  us  a  light  there  I 

Down  it  dips,  gone  like  a  rocket. 
What,  you  want,  do  you,  to  come  unawares, 
Sweeping   the  church   up    for  first  mornings 

prayers. 
And  find  a  poor  devil  has  ended  his  cares 
At  the  foot  of  your  rotten-rui^ped  rat-riddled 
stairs? 
Do  I  oanry  the  moon  in  my  poeket? 
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PERSONS 

The  Gnind-3Csafcer*a  Prefect. 
The  Piitrimrch**  5uncio. 
The  Republfc'e  Admlnil. 
Lon  OS  Dasirx,  KnighiSotice, 


Initiated  Druaea  —  DjASAtt  Kbalil,  Akabl,  Maasti, 
KABtaoox,  Raobb,  Atoob,  end  otbere. 

UniiiitiAted  DriiHea,  Prefect's  Guard,  Nundo'e  Attend- 
ant*, Admiral^e  Foroe. 

Tims,  14—. 

Flags,  An  Itfet  0/  the  Sonikem  SporatisSf  coloniud  hp 
Drtuet  0/  Lebanon^  and  gttrri*oned  by  the  k'night*- 
HotpitaiUn  of  Bhodet. 

SOBHB,  A  Uatt  in  the  Pre/ecCs  Palace. 


ACT   I 

Snier  MtntUkU^  KABflBOOK,  Rasbib,  Avoob,  and  dher 
iniiitOed  Druses,  eaeh  aa  he  nUers  ntsting  off  a  robe 
thai  tvmreai*  kit  diUineiire  btaek  reM  and  white  iur- 
&<in  ;  then,  aa  giving  a  loose  to  exuttutiony  — 

Kartikoek.  The  moon  is  carried  off  in  purple 
fire : 
Day  breaks  at  last  t    Break  glory,  with  the  day, 
^>n  Djabal's  dread  ineamate  mystery 
Now  ready  to  resume  its  pristine  shape 
<>f  Hakeem,  aa  the  Khahf  vanished  erst 
In  what  seemed  death  to  nninstnicted  eyes, 
<  >n  red  Mokattam^s  verge — our  Founder's  flesh, 
As  he  resumes  our  Pounder's  function ! 

Haghib,  —  Dealih 

Sweep  to  the  Chffstiaa  Prefect  that  enslaved 
So  long  OS  sad  Dmise  exiles  oVr  the  sea ! 

^^1^006.  —  Most  joy  be  thhie,  O  Mother^momit  I 
^sy  biood 


Returns  to  thee,  no  outcasts  as  we  left. 

But  thus  —  but  thus!    Behind,  our  Prefect's 

corse; 
Before,  a  presence  like  the  morning  —  thine. 
Absolute  Djabal  late,  —God  Hakeem  now 
That  day  breaks ! 

Kar,  Off  then,  with  disguise  at  last  t 

As  from  our  forms  this  hateful  garb  we  strip, 
Lose  every  tongue  its  gloxing  accent  too. 
Discard  each  limb  the  ignoble  gesture  1    Cry, 
^Tis  the  Druse  Nation,  warders  on  our  Mount 
Of  the  world's  seoret,  since  the  birth  of  time, 
—  No  kindred  slips,  no  offsets  from  thy  stock, 
No  spawn  of  Christians  are  we,  Pref  eet,  wa 
Who  rise  .  .  . 

A)f.  Who  shout  .  .  . 

Kagh,  Viho seiie,  a  first-fruits,  ha  — 

Spoil  of  the  spoiler !    Brave  ! 
{TkeM  Itegin  to  tear  d<ntn^  and  to  ditpulefor,  the  dfcora- 

Umuo/thehaiL 
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Kar,  Hold  1 

Aif.  — Mine,  I  say  ; 

And  mine  shall  it  continue ! 

liar.  Just  this  frii^^  I 

Take  anything  beside  I    Lo,  spire  on  spire. 
Curl  serpentwise  wreathed  columns  to  the  top 
O'  the  ruof,  and  hide  themselves  mysteriously 
Amoi^  the  twinkling  lights  and  darks  that 

haunt 
Yon  cornice  I   Where  the  huge  veil,  thev  suspend 
Before  the  Prefect's  chamber  of  delight. 
Floats  wide,  then  falls  again  as  if  its  slave, 
The  scented  air,  took  heart  now,  and  anon 
Lost  heart  to  buoy  its  breadths  of  gorgeon»> 


Above  the  gloom  they  droop  in  —  all  the  poroh 

Is  jewelled  o*er  with  frostwork  charactery ; 

And,  see,  von  eight-point  cross  of  white  flame, 
winking 

Hoar -silvery  like  some  fresh -broke  marble 
stone: 

Rase  out  the  Rhodian  cross  there,  so  thou  leav^st 
me 

This  single  fringe ! 
Ay,  Ha,  wouldst  tliou,  dog-fox  ?   Help  I 

—  Three  hand-breadths  of  gold  fringe,  my  son 
was  set 

To  twist,  the  night  he  died  I 
Kar,  Nay,  hear  the  knave ! 

And  I  could  witness  my  one  daughter  borne, 

A  week  since,  to  the  P^fect's  conch,  yet  fold 

These  arms,  be  mute,  lest  word  of  mine  should 
mar 

Our  Ma8ter*8  work,  delay  the  Prefect,  here 

A  day,  prevent  his  sailing  hence  for  Rhodes  *— 

How  know  I  else  ?  —  Hear  me  denied  my  right 

By  such  a  knave ! 
Bagh,    [InterpOBing.]    Each  ravage  for  him- 
self I 

Booty  enough  I    On,  Druses !    Be  there  found 

Blooa  and  a  he^>  behind  us ;  with  us,  Djabal 

Turned  Hakeem  :  and  before  us,  Lebanon  1 

Yields  the  noreh  ?    Spare  not  I    There  his  min- 
ions aragged 

Thy   daughter,    Karshook,    to  the    P^fect*s 
couch ! 

Ayoobl     Thy  son,  to    soothe   the    Prefect *s 
pride. 

Bent  o'er  that  task,  the  death-sweat  on  his 
brow, 

Carvinff  the  spice-tree's  heart  in  sotoU-work 
Uiere  I 

Onward  in  Djabars  name ! 

{As  the  tumult  U  at  height^  entrr  Khaui..    A  pattm  and 

tUemee.) 

Khalii.  Was  it  for  this, 

Pjabal  hath  summoned  you?      Deserve  you 

thus 
Anortion  in  to-day's  event  ?    What,  here  — 
Wnen  most  behoves  your  feet  fall  soft,  yonr 

eyes 
Sink  low,  yonr  tongues  lie  still,  —  at  I)]abal*8 

side. 
Close  in  his  very  hearing,  who,  perchance. 
Assumes   e'en   now  God    Hakeem's  dreaded 

shape,  — 
Dispnta  yon  for  these  ganda  ? 
Ai/.  How  say'st  thou,  Khalii  ? 


Doubtless  our  Master  prompta  thee  I    Take  tht 

fringe. 
Old  Karshook !    I  supposed  it  was  a  day  .  .  . 

Kha,    For  pillage? 

Kar.  Hearken,  Khalii !    Nf  \  er  s^mke 

A  bo^  so  like  a  song-bird  ;  we  avouch  the« 
Prettiest  of  all  our  Master's  instrumf^ntA 
Except  thy  bright  twin-sister ;  thon  and  Atmel 
Challenge  his  prime  regard :  but  we  may  crave 
(Such  nothiiws  as  we  be)  a  portion  tor* 
Of  Djabal  ^s  fa.roT ;  in  him  we  believed. 
His    bound    ourselves,    him    moon   by   moon 

obeyed. 
Kept  silence  till  this  daybreak  —  so,  may  dain 
Reward :  who  grudges  me  my  claim  ? 

Ap,  To-dAj 

Is  not  as  yesterday  I 

Eagh.  Standoff! 

Kka,  Rebel  yon  ? 

Must  I,  the  delegate  of  Djabal,  draw 
His  wrath  on  you,  the  day  of  our  Return  ? 

Other  Druaet.    Wrench  from  their  grasp  tbf 
fringe  I    Hounds  I  must  the  earth 
Vomit  her  plagues  on  ns  through  thee  ?  —  and 

thee? 
Pla^e  me  not,  KhaliL,  for  their  fault  1 

Kha,  Oh,  shame  I 

Thus  breaks  to-day  on  you,  the  mystic  tribe 
Who,  flying  the  approach  of  Osmaii,^  bore 
Our  faith,  a  merest  spark,  from  Syrians  ridc«. 
Its  birthplace,  hither  I    "  Let  the  sea  divide 
These    hunters  from   their  prey,"  you  said: 

"  and  safe 
In  this  dim  islet's  virgin  solitude 
Tend  we  our  faith,  the  spark,  till  happier  timc 
Fan  it  to  fire ;  till  Hakeem  rise  again. 
According  to  his  word  that,  in  the  flesh 
Wliich  fsded  on  Hokattam  ages  since. 
He,  at  our  extreme  need,  would  interpone. 
And,  reinstatins'  all  in  power  and  bliss. 
Lead  us  himself  to  Lebanon  once  more." 
Was 't  not  thus  vou  departed  years  ago. 
Ere  I  waa  bom  ? 

Druses,  'T  was  even  thus,  jeaiti  airn 

Kha.    And  did  you  call  ~  (aooording  to  M 
laws 
Which  bid  us,  lest  the  sacred  grow  profane. 
Assimilate  ourselves  in  outwaid  rites 
With  strangers  fortune  makes  onr  kirds,  swi 

live 
As  Christian  with  the  Christian,  Jew  with  Jew 
Druse  only  with  the  Druses)  —  did  you  call 
Or  no,  to  stand  'twist  yon  and  Osman's  ragp, 
^fad  to  pursue  e'en  hither  through  the  sea 
The  remnant  of  our  tribe,)  a  race  self  vowed 
To  endless  warfare  with  his  hordes  and  hiro. 
The  White-cross  Knighto  of  the  adjacent  Uk*  ? 

Kar.    And  why  else  rend  we  down,  wrewk 
up,  raae  out  ? 
These  Knights  of  Rhodes  we  thus  soliated 
For  help,  bestowed  on  ns  a  fieroer  peat 
Than  aught  we  fled  —  their  Prefect ;  who  hf^^ 
His  promised  mere  paternal  governance. 
Bv  a  prompt  massacre  of  all  onr  Sheikhn 
Able  to  thwart  the  Order  in  its  scheme 
I  Of  crushing,  with  onr  nation ^s  memory. 
I  Each  chance  of  onr  return,  and  taminc  v*- 
<  Bondalaves  to  Rhodes  forerer  —  all,  be  thiit^^ 
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To  end  by  this  day's  treason. 

Kka.  Say  I  not? 

Tou,  fitted  to  the  Order^s  purposes, 
Vour  iS^ikfas  cut  off,  your  rigrhts,  your  gsrh 

proscribed. 
Most  yet  receive  one  degradation  more ; 
The  feiicrhts  at  last  throw  o€F  the  mask  — 

transfer. 
As  tributary  now  and  appanage, 
This  islet  they  are  but  protectors  of, 
To  their  own  ever-cravme  liege,  the  Choroh, 
Wlio  Uoenses  all  crimes  that  pay  her  thus. 
You,  from  their  Prefect,  were  to  be  consigned 
(Pursuant  of  I  know  not  what  vile  pact) 
To  the  Knights'  Patriarch,  ardent  to  outvie 
His  predeoeaior  in  all  wickedness. 
When  suddenly  rose  Djabal  in  the  midst. 
DjsImI,  the  man  in  semblance,  but  our  Grod 
Confessed  by  signs  and  portents.    Ye  saw  fire 
Bicker  round  Diabal,  heard  strange  music  flit 
Hird-like  about  his  brow  ? 

Lhruges.  We  saw  —  we  heard ! 

Diabal  is  Hakeem,  the  incarnate  Dread, 
The  phantasm  Khalif ,  Kins  of  Prodigies ! 
Kha.    And  as  he  said  has  not  our  Khalif 

done. 
And  so  disposed  events  (from  land  to  land 
Passing  invisibly)  that  when,  this  mom. 
The  pact  of  villuiy  complete,  there  comes 
This    Patriardi's   Nuncio  with  this  Master's 

Prefect 
Their  treason  to  consummate,  —  each  will  face 
For  a  crouching  handful,  an  uplifted  nation ; 
Fur  simnlated  Christians,  confessed  Druses ; 
And,  for  slaves  psst  hope  of  the  Mother-mount, 
Freedmen  returning  there  'neath  Venice*  flag ; 
That  Veiiioe  which,  the  Hospitallers'  foe. 
Grants  us  from  Candia  escort  home  at  price 
Of  our  relinquished  isle,  Rhodes  counts  her 

own  — 
Venice,  whose  promised  argosies  should  stand 
Toward  harbor :  is  it  now  that  you,  and  you, 
And  yon.  selected  from  the  rest  to  bear 
The  burden  of  the  Khalif 's  secret,  further 
To-day's  event,  entitled  by  your  wrongs. 
And  witness  in  the  Prefect's  hall  his  fate  — 
That  you  dare  dutch  these  gauds  ?    Ay,  drop 

them! 
Kar.  True, 

Most  true,  all  this ;  and  yet,  may  one  dare  hint, 
Thoa  art  the  youngest  of  us?  —  though  em- 

Jtloyed 
antly  as  I>]abal*s  confidant. 
Transmitter  of  his  mandates,  even  now. 
Macfa  less,  whene'er  beside  him  Anael  graces 
llie  cedar  throne,  his  queen-bride,  art  thou  like 
To  occupy  its  lowest  step  that  day ! 
Vow,  Knalil,  wert  thou  checked  as  thou  aspir- 

.est, 
Kf*rbidden  such  or  such  an  honor,  —  say, 
SVonId  silence  serve  so  amply  ? 

Kha.  Karshook  thinks 

I  ef >vet  booors  ?  Well,  nor  idly  thinks ! 
Honors  ?  I  have  demanded  of  them  all 
The  fsreatesti 

Kar,  I  supposed  so. 

Kha,  Judge,  yourselves  I 

Tvm,  thus :  't  is  m  the  alcove  at  the  back 


Of  yonder  columned  porch,  whose  entrance  now 
The  veil  hides,  that  our  Prefect  holds  his  state, 
Receives    the    Nuncio,  when   the    one,  from 

Rhodes, 
The  other  lands  from  Syria ;  there  they  meet. 
Now,  I  have  sued  with  earnest  prayers  .  .  . 

Kar.  For  what 

Shall  the  Bride's  brother  vainly  sue  ? 

Kha,  That  mine — 

Avenging  in  one  blow  a  myriad  wrongs 

—  Might  be  the  hand  t<o  slay  the  Prefect  there ! 
Djabid  reserves  that  office  for  himself. 

[A  tilenee. 

Thus  far,  as  youngest  of  you  all,  I  speak 

—  Scarce  more    enlightened  than  yourselves; 

since,  near 
As  I  approach  him,  nearer  as  I  trust 
boon  to  approach  our  Master,  he  reveals 
Only  the  God's  power,  not  the  glory  yet. 
Therefore  I  reasoned  with  you :  now,  as  servant 
To  Djabal,  bearing  his  authority. 
Hear  me  appoint  your  several  posts  I   Till  noon 
None  see  him  save  myself  and  Anael :  once 
The  deed  achieved,  our  Khalif,  casting  off 
Tlie  embodied  Awe's  tremendous  mystery, 
The  weakness  of  the  flesh  disguise,  resumes 
His  proper  glory,  ne'er  to  fade  again. 

{Enter  a  Druae.) 

The  Drtute.    Our  Prefect  lands  from  Rhodes ! 
—  without  a  sign 
That  he  suspects  aught  lunce  he  left  our  Isle ; 
Nor  in  his  train  a  single  guard  beyond 
The  few  he  sailed  with  hence:  so  have  we 

learned 
From  Leys. 

Kar.  Loys  ?    Is  not  Loys  gone 

Forever? 

Ay.         Loys,  the  Frank  Knight,  returned  ? 

Tne  Druse.    Loys,  the    boy,  stood  on  the 
leadiuf^  prow 
Conspicuous  m  his  gay  attire,  and  leapt 
Into  the  surf  the  foremost.    Since  day-dawn 
I  kept  watch  to  the  Northward  ;  take  but  note 
Of  my  poor  vigilance  to  Djabal ! 

Kha.  Peace! 

Thou,  Karshook,  with  thy  company,  receive 

The  Prefect  as  appointed :  see,  all  keep 

The  wonted  show  of  servitude :  announce 

His  entry  here  by  the  accustomed  peal 

Of  trumpets,  then  await  the  further  pleasure 

Of  Diabal !     (Loys  back,  whom  Djabal  sent 

To  Rhodes  that  we  might  spare  the  single  Knight 

Worth  sparing !) 

{StUer  a  »eeond  Dniw.) 

The  Druse.         I  espied  it  first !    Say,  I 
First  spied  the  Nuncio's  gallev  from  the  South  ! 
Said'st  thou  a  Crossed-keys'  nag  would  flap  the 

mast  ? 
It  nears  apace  I    One  gaUey  and  no  more. 
If  Djabal  chance  to  ask  who  spied  the  flag, 
Fomt  not,  I  it  was ! 

Kha.  Thou,  Ayoob,  bring 

The  Nuncio  and  his  followers  hither  !    Break 

One  rule  prescribed,  ye  wither  in  your  blood. 

Die  at  your  fault ! 

{Enter  n  third  Druae.) 

The  Druse,  I  shall  see  home,  see  home ! 

~-  ^thall  banquet  in  the  sombre  groves  again  ! 
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HjuI  to  thee,  Khalil  I    Venice  loome  afar  ; 
The  aigoeies  of  Veoioe,  like  a  olond. 
Bear  up  from  Candia  in  the  diMtanoe ! 

Kha.  Joy ! 

Summon  onr  people,  Raflrhib  !    Bid  all  forth  1 
Tell  them  the  louf^kept  iiecret,  old  and  yoang  I 
tSet  free  the  captive,  let  the  trampled  raise 
Their  faces  from  the  dust,  because  at  length 
llie  cycle  is  complete,  God  Hakeem^s  reira 
Beiniui  anew  !    bay,  Venice  for  our  fcaard. 
Ere  night  we  steer  for  Syria !    Hear  yon,  I>rns«a  ? 
Hear  you  this  orowninK  witness  to  the  claims 
C>f  Djabal  f    Oh,  I  spoke  of  hope  and  fear, 
Reward  and  punishment,  because  he  bade 
Who  baa  the  right :  for  me.  what  should  I  say 
But,  mar  not  those  imperial  lineamenta. 
No  majesty  of  all  that  rapt  resard 
Vex  by  the  least  omission  !    Let  him  rise 
Without  a  check  from  you ! 

VnutM.  Let  Djabal  rise  I 

{Enter  tori.  —  The  DruaM  are  silent.) 

Loy§.    Who  speaks  of  Djabal  ?  —  for  I  sedc 

him,  friends ! 
[Aside.]    TuDieu!    *T  is  as  our  Isle  broke  out 

insouir 
For  ioy,  its  Prefect-incubus  drops  off 
To-oay,  and  I  succeed  him  in  his  rule ! 
But  no  —  they  cannot  dream  of  their  good  for- 
tune! 
[.l/ow/.]    Peace  to  you,  DruHCH !    I  have  tidings 

for  yon. 
But  first    for  Djabal :    where  *s  yoor  tail  be- 

witcher. 
With  that  small  Arab  thin-lipped  silver^roouth  ? 
Kha,    [Ande  to  Kah.]    Loys,  in  truth !    Yet 

Djabal  cannot  err  ! 
Kar,    [7b  Kha.]    And  who  takes  chatge  of 

JLiovB^    That 's  f  otn^ten. 
Despite  th^  wariness  I    W  ill  Loys  stand 
Ana  see  his  comrades  slaughtered  ? 

Loya,    [Aside.]  How  they  shrink 

And  whisper,  with  those  rapid  faoes  1    What  ? 
'Fhe  sight  of  me  in  tlieir  o^pre^tfors*  garb 
Strikes    terror  to    the    simple   tribe?     God's 

shame 
On  those  that  bring  our  Order  ill  repnte  \ 
But  all  *s  at  end  now  ;  better  days  begin 
For  these  mild  mountaineeni  frmu  over-sea  .* 
Tlte  timidest  shall  have  in  me  no  Prefect 
To    cower    at   thus !    [AUmd.]    1    asked  for 

DialMl- 
Kar.  [Aside.]        Better 
One  lured  him,  ere  he  canBiisp<>ct,  inside 
The  corridor ;  *t  were  easy  to  dispatch 
A  youngster.    (To  Lots.]    I >jabAl  passed  some 

minutes  since 
Through  yonder  porch,  and  .  .  . 

Kha.    MffiW^'.l  Hold  !    Wliat.  him  dispatch? 
The  only  (^liristian  of  them  all  we  charge 
No  tvranny  upon  ?    Who,  —  noblest  Knight 
Of  all  that  learned  from  time  to  time  their 

trade 
Of  lust  and  cruelty  among  us,  —  heir 
To  Europe  8  pomp,  a  truest  child  of  pride,  — 
Yet  stood  between  the  I*ref<'ot  and  onneWes 
From  the  beginning?    liOys.  Djabal  makes 
Account  of,  and  precisely  sent  Ut  Rhodes 
For  safety  ?    I  take  ebarge  of  hfan  ! 


LroLoTB.]  Sir  Loys,— 

LoifM.    There,  cousins  !    Does  Sir  Loys  etrikf 

you  dead  ? 
Kha,  ^  lAdtMuieinQ,]    djabal  has  intsrooaisv 
with  few  or  none 
Till  noontide :  but,  your  pleasure  ? 

Lou$.  *^  Intereourse 

With  few  or  none  ?  ^*  —  (Ah,  KhaUi,  when  you 

spoke 
I  saw  not  your  smooth  face !    AU  health  I  — 

and  health 
To  Anael !    How  farM  Anael  ?)  —  "  Interoovne 
With  few  or  none  ?  "    Forget  yon,  1  've  been 

friendly 
With  L>jabal  long  ere  von  or  any  Draae  ? 
—  Enough  of  him  at  Hennes.  1  Uiink,  beneath 
The  Duke  my  father's  roof  !    He  'd  tall  by  the 

hour. 
With  iuced  white  eyes  beneath  his  swarthy  brow, 
Plausiblest  stories  •  .  . 

Kha.  Stories,  say  yon  ?  —  Ah, 

The  quaint  attire  I 

Lojfs.  My  dress  for  the  last  time ! 

How  sad  1  cannot  make  yon  uaderstaad. 
This  ermine,  o'er  a  shield,  betokens  me 
Of  Bretagne.  ancientest  of  provinces 
And  noblest ;  aad,  what  'a  iMst  and  oldest  there. 
See,   Dreuz\  our  house's  Uason,   which    the 

Nuncio 
Tacka  to  an  Hospitaller's  vest  to-day  I 
Kha.    The  Nnncio  ve  await  ?    What  brings 
yon  back 
From  Rhodes,  Sir  Loys  ? 

Loifg.  How  yon  island-tribe 

Foiget  the   woiid's  awake   wmle   hers    you 

drowse  1 
AVhat  brings  me  baek  7    What  should  not  bring 

me^  rather  1 
Onr  Patriarch's  Nuncio  visits  yon  to-day  — 
Is  not  my  year's  probation  out  ?    I  come 
To  take  the  knigntly  vows. 
Kha,  What 's  that  you  wear  ? 

Loys.    This  Rhodian  cross?    The  eroas  3'our 
Prefect  wore. 
Yon  should  have  seen,  as  I  saw,  the  full  Chap- 
ter 
Rise,  to  a  man,  while  they  transferred  this  cross 
From  that   unworthy  Prefect's  neck    to  .  .  . 

(f«iol  — 
My  secret  will  escape  me  I)    In  a  word. 
My  year's  probation  passed,  a  Knight  ere  ere 
Am  1  ;  bound,  like  the  rest,  to  yield  my  wealth 
To  the  common  stock,  to  live  in  chasdty, 
(We  Knights  espouse  alone  our  Order's  fame) 

—  ('hange  this  gay  weed  for  the  black  whit4*- 

crossed  gown. 
And  fight  to  death  against  the  Infidel 

—  Not,  therefore,  against  yon,  you  Chriatiaiis 

with 

Snch  pai  :ial  difference  only  as  befits 

Tlie  peMcef oUest  of  trib«a.     Bot  Khalil,  pri- 
thee. 

Is  not  the  Isle  brighter  than  wont  tonlay  f 
Khn.    Ah,  the  new  sword  1 
Loys.  See  now  !    Yon  hawUe  sword 

As  't  were  a  camel-etaff  1    Pull  I    That  'a  m; 
motto. 

Annealed  **  Pro  fide,'*  m  the  ^kde  in  bine. 
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Kka,   No  oanre  in  it  ?  Smely  a  blade  shanld 

enrre. 
Xi«y«.    Stnif ht  from  tho  wrist  I    Loose  —  it 

■hould  pcoae  itself ! 
Kka .    [  Wavii^  with  irrej^nttibU  exultaiiom  the 

gmord.]   Wtt  are  a  nation,  Loys,  of  old  fame 
Amooe  the  mountains  I     Rights   nave  we  to 

keep 
With  the  sword  too  I 
[Rem^Kbering  him$eif.]    But  I  forget  —  you  bid 

me 
SeekDjabal? 
Lays,    What  I     A  sword^s  sight  soaies  you 

not? 
<The  People  I  will  make  of  him  and  them  1 
Oh  let  my  Prefect-sway  begin  at  onoe  I) 
Bring  pjabal  —  say,  indeed,  that  oome  he  must ! 
Kha.    At  noon  seek  lijabal  in  the  Prefect *8 

Chamber, 
And  find  .  .  ,  [Aside,]    Nay,  *t  is  thy  cufsed 

race's  token, 
Frank  pride,  no  special  insolence  of  thine  I 
[Aloual]    Tarry,  and  I  will  do  your  bidding, 

Loys  1 
[To  the  rest  (uidfA    Now,  forth  you  I     I  pro- 
ceed to  Djabal  straight. 
Leave  this  poor  boy,  who  knows  not  what  he 

says  I 
Oh  wUl  it  not  add  joy  to  even  thy  joy, 
Djabal,  that  I  report  all  friends  were  true  ? 

[Khaul  goUt/oUowtd  by  the  DruMB. 

L^ys.     TV  Ditu  I    How  happy  I  shall  make 
these  Druses  I 
Was  *t  not  surpassingly  contrived  of  me 
Tu  get  the  long  list  of  tlieir  wrongs  b^  heart. 
Then  take  the  first  pretence  for  steaUng  off 
From  these  poor  islanders,  present  myself 
Sudden  at  Rhodes  before  the  noble  Cluipter, 
And  (as  best  proof  of  a^dor  in  its  liause 
Whieh  ere  to-night  will  have  become,  too,  mine) 
Acquaint  it  with  this  plague-sore  in  its  body, 
This  Prefect  and  his  vulanous  career  ? 
The  princely  Synod !    All  I  dared  request 
Was  nis  dismiwal ;  and  they  graciously 
Consigned  his  very  ollice  to  myself  — 
MyeeU  may  cure  the  Lde  diseased  I 

And  well 
For  them,  they  did  so !    Since  I  never  felt 
How  h»ne  a  lot,  though  brilliant,  I  embrace, 
Till  now  that,  past  retrieval,  it  is  mine. 
To  live  thus,  and  thus  die  !    Yet,  as  1  leapt 
<>n  shore,  so  home  a  feelini;  srreeted  me 
That  I  conld  half  believe  in  Djabal \s  Htory, 
He  used  to  tempt  mv  father  with,  at  Kenut's  — 
And  me,  too,  unce  the  story  brought  me  here  — 
C  >f  flome  Count  Dreux  and  ancestor  of  ours 
>Vho.  sack  of  wandering  from  Bouillon's  war, 
I>>ft  nis  old  name  in  Lebanon. 

I^ng  days 
At  least  to  spend  in  the  Isle !  and,  my  news 


An  hour  benoe.  what  if  Anael  turn  on  me 
The  great  black  eyes  I  must  forget  ? 

Why,  fool. 
Recall  them,  then  ?     My  business  is  with  Dja- 
bal, 
Not  Anael  I    Djabal  tarries :  if  I  seek  him  f  -^ 
The  Isle  in  knighter  than  its  wont  to^lav  ' 


ACT   II 
Enter  Djabal. 

Dja,    That  a  strong  man  should  think  him- 
self a  God! 
I  —  Hakeem  ?    To  have  wandered  through  the 

workl. 
Sown  falsehood,  and  thence  reaped  now  scorn, 

now  faith. 
For  my  one  chant  with  many  a  change,  my 

tale 
Of  outrage,  and  my  prayer  for  Tengeanoe  —  this 
Required,  forsooth,  no  mere  man's  faculty, 
Naught  less  than  Hakeem's  ?    The  persuading 

Loys 
To  pass  probation  here  :  the  getting  aoeess 
Bv  Loys  to  the  Prefect ;  worst  of  ul. 
The  gaininsT  my  tribe's  confidence  by  fraud 
That  would  di^nace  the  very  Frank, '—  a  few 
Of  Europe's  Mcrets  which  subdue  the  flame. 
The  wave,  —  to  ply  a  simple  tribe  with  these. 
Took  Hakeem? 

And  I  feel  this  first  to-day  ! 
Does  the  day  break,  is  the  hour  imminent 
When  one  deed,  when  my  whole  life's  deed,  my 

deed 
Must  be  accomplished  ?    Hakeem  ?    Why  the 

G»id? 
Shout,     rather,     "'  Djabal,    Voussof's     child, 

thought  slain 
With  his  whole  race,  the  Drases'  Sheikhs,  this 

Prefect 
Endeavored  to  extirpate  —  saved,  a  child, 
Returns  from  traversing  the  world,  a  man. 
Able  to  take  revenge,  lead  back  the  march 
To  Lebanon  ''  —  so  shout,  and  who  gainsays  f 
But  now,  because  delusion  mixed  itself 
Insensibly  with  this  career,  all 's  changed ! 
Have  I  brought  Venice  to  afford  us  convoy  ? 
^^True  —  but    my  jugfplings  wrought    that!'* 

Put  I  heart 
Lito  our  people  where  no  heart  lurked  ?  —  *'  Ah, 
What  cannot  an  impostor  do  !  *' 

Not  this ! 
Not  do  this  which  I  do !    Not  bid  avauut 
Falsehood  !    Thou  shalt  not  keep  thy  hold  on 

me ! 
—  Nor  even  get  a  hold  on  me  !    'T  is  now  — 
This  day  -^  hour—  minute  —  *t  is  as  here  I  stand 
On  the  accursed  threshold  of  the  Prefect, 
That  1  am  found  deceiving  and  deceived  ! 
And  now  what  do  I?  —  liaHten  to  the  few 
Deceived,  ere  tliey  deceive  tiie  many  —  shout, 
'*  As  I  professed,  1  did  believe  myself  I 
Say,  Druses,  had  you  seen  a  butcnery  — 

If  Ayoob,  Karshook  saw Maani  there 

Must  tell  you  how  I  saw  m^  father  sink  ; 
My  mother's  arms  twine  still  about  my  neck  ; 
I  hear  my  brother  shriek,  here  *s  yet  uie  soar 
Of  what  was  meant  for  my  own  death-blow  — 

If  you  had  woke  like  me,  grown  year  by  year 
Out  of  the  tumult  in  a  far-off  clime. 
Would  it  be  wondrous  such  delusion  grew  ? 
I  walked  the  world,  asked  help  at  every  hiuid  : 
Came  help  or  no  ?    Not  this  and  this  ?    Whieh 
helus 
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When  I  retnmed  with,  fonnd  the  Prefect  here, 
The  Dnuea  here,  all  here  but  Hakeem's  self, 
The  Khalif  of  the  thousand  prophecies. 
Reserved  for  such  a  juncture,  —  could  I  call 
My  miasion  aught  but  Hakeem's?    Promised 

Hakeem 
More  than  performs  the  Djabal  —  yon  absolve  ? 

Me,  yon  will  never  shame  before  the  crowd 
Vet  happily  ignorant  ?  —  Me,  both  throngs  sur- 
round, 
The  few  deceived,  the  manv  unabused, 
—  Who,  thus  surrounded,  slay  for  you  and  them 
rhe  Prefect,  lead  to  Lebanon  ?    No  Khalif, 
But  bheikh  once  more !  Mere  Djabal  —  not  '* . . . 
{.EnUr  Kji ALU.  hatiily.) 
KKa.  —  God  Hakeem  I 

*T  is  told !  The  whole  Druse  nation  knows  thee, 

Hakeem, 
.\a  we  1  and  mothers  lift  on  high  their  babes 
AVho  seem  aware,  so  glisten  their  great  eyes, 
Thou  hast  not  failed  us ;  ancient  brows  are 

Srond ; 
ers  could  not  earlier  die,  it  seems. 
Than  at  thy  coming  I  The  Druse  heart  is  thine  I 
Take  it !  my  lord  and  theirs,  be  thou  adored  I 
J)ja,    [Aaide.]     Adored  I  —  bat  I  renonnee 

it  utterly ! 
Kha,    Already  are  thev  instituting  ohoixs 
And  dances  to  the  Khalif,  as  of  old 
'T  is  chronicled  thou  bad'st  them. 

Dja,   [Aside,]  I  abjure  it  I 

'T  is  not  mine  —  not  for  me  ! 

Kha,  Why  pour  they  wine 

FlavoiMMl  like  honey  and    bruised  mountain- 
herbs, 
Or  wear  those  strings  of  snn-dried  cedar- fruit  ? 
Oh,  let  me  tell  thee  — Esaad,  we  supposed 
Doting,  is  carried  forth,  eager  to  see 
The  last  sun  rise  on  the  Isle  :  he  can  see  now  I 
Tlie  shamed  Dmae  women  never  wept  before : 
They  can  look  up  when  we  reach  home,  they 

say. 
Smell  I  —  sweet  cane,  saved  in  Lilith's  breast 

thus  long  — 
Sweet !  —it  grows  wild  in  Lebanon.    And  I 
Alone  do  nothing  for  thee !     'T  is  my  office 
Jutt  to  announce  what  well  thou  know 'st--  but 

thus 
Thou  bidst  me.    At  this  self-same  moment  tend 
The  Prefect,  Nuncio  and  the  Admiral 
Hither  by  their  three  sea-oaths :  nor  foivet 
Who  were  the  trusty  watcners  !  —  thou  forget  ? 
Like  me,  who  do  forget  that  Anael  bade  .  .  . 
Dja,  [/IfftWf].     Ay,  Anael,  Anael  — is  that 

said  at  last  ? 
Louder  than  all,  that  would  be  said,  I  knew  I 
\\^at  does  abjuring  mean,  confessing  mean. 
To  the  peoples  ?    Till  that  woman  crossed  my 

path. 
On  wi»nt  L  9ol»»lv  for  my  people's  sake : 
I  Haw  her.  and  1  then  first  snw  myself. 
And  slackened  iw&ce  :  *'  If  I  should  prove  iudeed 
Mukeeni —  with  Anael  by  I  " 

Kha.  [Aiftide.]  Ah,  he  b  rapt  I 

I  >Hre  I  at  such  a  moment  break  on  him 
F>en  to  do  rav  sister's  bidding  ?    Yes : 
The  eyes  are  Uiabal's  and  not  Hakeem's  vet, 
lliough  but  till  1  hav«  spoken  this,  perchance. 


Dja.  [Aside.]    To  yearn  to  tell  her,  and  yet 
have  no  one 
Great  heart's  word  that  will  tell  her  I    I  conld 


Doubtless  one  such  word  out,  and  die. 

[Aloud.]  You  said 

That  Anael  .  .  . 
Kha,     .  .  ,  Fain  would  see  thee,  speak  witli 
thee. 
Before  thou  change,  discard  this  Djabal's  shape 
She  knows,  for  Hakeem's  shape  she  is  to  know. 
Something  to  say  that  will  not  from  her  mind  I 
I  know  not  what  —  ^*  Let  him  but  oome  I  "  sh<* 
said. 
Dja.      [tialf  apart,]    My  nation  —  all    niy 
Druses  —  how  fare  they  ? 
Those  I  must  save,  and  suffer  thus  to  save. 
Hold  they  theur  posts  ?    Wait  they  their  Khalif 
too? 
Kha,    All  at  the  signal  pant  to  flock  aroond 
That  banner  of  a  brow  i 

Dja.     {Aside.y  And  when  they  floek. 

Confess  them  this:  and  after,  for  reward. 
Be  chased  withlhowlings  to  her  feet  per(jiance  ! 
—  Have  the  poor  outraged  Druses,  deaf  and 

blind, 
Precede  me  there,  forestall  my  story  there. 
Tell  it  in  mocks  and  jeers  I 

I  lose  mjrself ! 
Who  needs  a  Hakeem  to  direct  him  now  f 
I  need  the  veriest  child  —  why  not  this  child  ? 

[Turning  abruptly  to  KwaijIn 

You  are  a  Druse  too,  Khalil ;  jjron  were  nourished 

Like  Anael  with  our  mysteries :  if  she 

Could  vow,  so  nourished,  to  love  onlv  one 

Who  should  avenge  the  Druses,  whenoe  pro- 
ceeds 

Your  silence  ?    Wherefore  made  you  no  essay. 

Who  thus  implicitly  can  execute 

My  bidding  ?  What  have  I  done,  you  could  not  ? 

Wlio,  knowing  more  than  Anael  the  prostration 

Of  our  once  lofty  tribe,  tlie  daily  life 

Of  tlus  detested  .  .  . 

Does  he  oome,  yon  any. 

TliiH  Prefect  ?    All 's  in  readiness  ? 
Kha.  ^  The  sword. 

The  sacred  robe,  the  Khnlirs  mystic  tiar. 

Laid  np  so  long,  are  ail  disposed  beside 

The  Pi-efect^s  chamber. 
Dja.  —  Why  did  you  despair  V 

Kha,    I  know  our  nation's  state  7  Too  siuvl> 
know. 

As  thou  who  speak'st  to  prove  roe !    Wrongs 
like  ours 

Should  wake  revenge  :  but  when  I  sought  thr 
wronged 

And  spoke,  —  "*  The  Prefect  stabbed  your  son  - 


arise 


» 


Your  daughter,  while  you  starve,  eats  sham^U 

bread 

In  his  pavilion  —  then  arise  I  "  — niy  speech 
Fell  idly  :  't  was,  *'  Be  silent,  or  worse  farv  ' 
Endure  till  time 's  slow  ovde  prove  complete ! 
Who  raay'st  thou  be  that  takest  on  thee  t« 

thrust 
Into  this  peril — art  thou  Hakeem  ?  "     No! 
Only  a  mission  like  thy  mission  renders 
All  these  obedient  at  a  breath,  subdues 
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Their  priTate  paasious,  briugs  their  wills  to  one ! 
DJa.    Too  think  ao  ? 

Kka»  Even  now  —  when  they  have  witnessed 
Thy  miracles  —  had  I  not  threatened  all 
With  Hakeem *s  TeageBnee,  they  would  mar  the 

work, 
And  oonch  ere  this,  each  with  his  special  prize, 
Safe  in  his  dwelliiuF.  leaTinp;  our  main  hope 
To  perish.    No !    When  these  have  kissed  thy 

feet 
At  Lebanon,  the  post  pnrf^  off.  the  present 
Clear,  — for  the  fntnre,  even  Hakeem's  mission 
May  end,  and  I  perchance,  or  any  youth. 
Shall  rale  them  thus  renewed.  —  1  tutor  thee  I 
Dja,    And  wisely.    (He  is  Anaers  brother, 
pure 
\a  AnaePs  self.)    Qto  say,  I  come  to  her. 
Haste !    I  will  follow  yon.  [Kjulil  gou* 

Oh,  not  confess 
To  these,  the  blinded  multitude  —  confess, 
Before  at  least  the  fortune  of  my  deed 
Half  authorise  its  means !    Only  to  her 
Let  me  oonfeas  my  fault,  who  in  mv  path 
Curled  up  like  incense   from   a  Magfr-kii^'s 

tomb 
\llien  he  would  have  the  wavfarer  descend 
Throuffh  the  earth  *s  rift  ana  bear  hid  treasure 

forth  I 
How    should    child^s-carelessness  prove  man- 
hood's crime 
Till  now  that  I.  whose  lone  youth  hurried  past, 
Letting:  each  joy  *scape  for  tne  Druses'  sake, 
At  ienicth  recover  in  one  Druse  all  jov  ? 
Were  her  brow  brig^hter,  her  eyes  ncner,  still 
Would  I  confess  \    On  the  ^ulrs  verg^e  I  pause. 
How  could  I  slay  the  Prefect,  thus  and  thus  ? 
A iiael,  be  mine  to  gruard  me,  not  destroy  I    [Ooet, 
{Knter  Ajiabl,  and  If  A  Am  who  is  oMsUting  to  arrap  her 
is  the  oneient  dreu  qfthe  Dnuet.) 
Anad.    Those  saffron  vestures  of  tne  tabret- 
Kirk! 
Comes  I^bal,  think  you  P 
MaamL  Doubtless  Djabal  comes. 

An,    Dost  thon  snows wathe  thee  king'lier, 
Lebanon, 
Than  in  my  dreams?  —  Nay,  all  the  tresses  off 
My  forehead  1    Look  I  lovely  so  ?    He  says 
That  I  am  lovely. 

Maa.  Ijovely :  nay,  that  hangs 

Awry. 

An.    Ton  tell  me  how  a  khandjar  hanf{s? 
The  sharp  side,  thus,  alongr   the  heart,  see, 

marks 
The  maiden  of  oar  cbus.    Are  you  content 
For  Djabal  as  for  me  ? 
Maa.  Content,  my  child. 

^1n.    Oh  mother,  tell  me  more  of  him  i    He 
comes 
Ev^n  now  —  tell  more,  fill  up  my  soul  with  him  I 
Maa,    And  did  1  not  .  .  .  yes,  surely  .  .  . 

teUvon  all  ? 
An,    Wnat  will  be  changed  in  I>)aba]  when 
the  (Change 
ArriTes  ?    Which  feature  ?    Not  his  eves ! 

Maa.  ^T  is  writ 

f>ar  Hakeem^s  eyes  railed  fire  and  clove  the 
dark 


A  R.  Not  his  eyes  1    His  voice  perhaps  ? 

Tet  that 's  no  change  ;  for  a  grave  current  bved 

—  Grandly  beneath  the  surface  ever  lived, 
That,  scattering,  broke  as  in  live  silver  >prav 
While  .  .  .  ah,  the  bliss  ...  he  would   ois- 

course  to  me 
In  that  enforced  BtUl  fashion,  word  on  word ! 
'T  is  the  old  current  which  must  swell  througr^ 

that. 
For  what  least  tone,  Maani,  could  I  lose  ? 
'T  is  surely  nut  his  voice  will  change ! 

—  If  Hakeem 
Only  stood  by !     If  Djabal,  somehow,  passed 
Out  of  tlie  radiance  as  from  out  a  robe ; 
Possessed,  but  was  not  it  I 

He  lived  with  vou  ? 
Well  —  and  that  morning  pjabal  saw  me  nrst 
And  heard  me  vow  never  to  wed  but  one 
Who  saved  my  People  —on  that  day  .  •  .  pro- 
ceed I 
Maa.    Once  more,  then  :  from  the  time  oi 
his  return 
In  secret,  changed  so  since  he  left  the  Isle 
That  I,  who  screened  our  Emir's  last  of  soha, 
This  Djabal,  from  the  Prefect's  maasaei'e 

—  Who  bade  him  ne'er  forget  the  child  he  was, 

—  Who  dreamed  so  long  the  youth  he  mig^ht  be- 

come— 
I  knew  not  in  the  man  that  child ;.  ihe  man 
Who  spoke  alone  of  hope  to  save  our  tribe. 
How  he  had  gone  from  land  to  land  to  save 
Our  tribe  —  allies  were  sure,  nor  foes  to  dread  ; 
AimI  much  he  mused,  days,  nigrhts,  alone  he 

mused : 
But  never  till  that  day  when,  i>ale  and  worn 
As  by  a  persevering  woe,  he  cried 
*^Is  there  not  one  Druse  left  me?"  —  and  I 

showed 
The  way  to  KhalU's  and  vonr  Jiidin^place 
From  the  abhorred  eye  of  the  Prefect  here. 
So  that  he  saw  you,  heard  vou  speak  —  till  then. 
Never  did  he  announce  —  (now  tne  moon  seemed 
To  ope  and  shut,  the  while,  above  us  both !) 

—  His  mission  was  the  mission  promised  us ; 
The  cycle  had  revolved ;  all  things  renewing. 
He  was  lost  Hakeem  clothed  in  nesh  to  lead 
His  children  home  anon,  now  veiled  to  work 
Great  purposes :  the  Druses  now  would  change  \ 

An.    And  they  have  changed !    And  obsta- 
cles did  sink. 
And  furtherances  rose  I    And  round  his  form 
Played  fire,  and  music  beat  her  angel  wings  I 
My  people,  let  me  more  rejoice,  oh  more 
For  yon  than  for  nnrself  I    Did  I  but  watch 
Afar  the  pageant,  feel  our  Khalif  pass. 
One  of  the  throng,  how  proud  were  I  — thougli 

ne'er 
Singled  bv  Djabal's  glance !    But  to  be  chosen 
His  own  from  all,  the  most  his  own  of  all. 
To  be  exalted  with  him,  side  by  side. 
Lead  the  exulting  Druses,  meet  ...  ah,  how 
Worthily  meet  the  maidens  who  await 
Ever  beneath  the  cedars  —  how  deserve 
This  honor,  in  their  eyes  ?    So  bright  are  thoy 
Who  saffron-vested  sound  the  tabret  there. 
The  girls  who  throng  there  in  my  dream  !    (>ii« 

hour 
And  all  is  over :  how  shall  I  do  aught 
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That  may  deaenre  next    boiir*B    ezaltinff?  — 
How  ?  —  iHuddenly toUAAMi, 

Mother,  I  ton  not  worthy  hitn  !    I  read  it 
Mill  in  hi*  eyes  t    He  etaads  ae  if  to  tell  me 
I  am  not,  yet  forbean.    Wliy  ebe  revert 
To  one  theme  ever  ?  —  how  mere  human  ^if t« 
Stifiic'e  him  in  myself — whoee  wonhlp  fades, 
Whoee  awe  ^oeH  ever  off  at  his  approach, 
As  now,  who  when  he  comes  .  .  . 

(Djabal  enitrt.) 

Oh  why  ia  it 
!  cannot  kneel  to  yon  ? 

Dja.  Rather,  'tis  I 

Should  kneel  to  yon,  my  Anael  I 

An,  Even  so  I 

For  never  seem  yon  —  shall  1  speak  the  truth  ?  — 
Never  a  God  to  roe  1    *T  is  the  Man's  hand. 
Eye,  voice  I  Oh,  do  yon  veil  these  to  our  people, 
(>r  but  to  me  ?    To  them.  I  think,  to  them  f 
And  brightness  is  their  veil,  shadow  —my  truth  t 
Vou  mean  that  I  should  never  kneel  to  yon 

—  So,  thus  I  kneel ! 

Dja,  [Prevtntinf/ her,]  No  —  not 

IFeeling  tft^  khanHjnr  as  hs  raises  her. 

Ha,  have  yon  chosen  .  .  • 

An.    The  khandiar  with  onr  ancient  gmrb. 

But,  Djabal, 
Chanre  not,  be  not  exalted  yet  I    Give  time 
That  I  may  plan  more,  perfect  more  I  My  blood 
Beats,  beats  ! 
[Aside.]    Oh,  mnst  I  then  —  since  Loys  leares 

us 
Never  to  come  aerain,  renew  in  me 
Tliese  doubts  so  near  effaced  already— > mnst 
I  needs  confess  them  now  t4i  Djabal  ?  —  own 
That  when  I  saw  that  straniser,  heard  his  voice. 
My  faith  fell,  and  the  woeful  thongrht  flashed 

first 
That  each  effect  of  Djabal's  presence,  taken 
For  proof  of  more  than  human  attribntaa 
In  him,  by  me  whoee  heart  at  his  approach 
Beat  fast,  whose  brain  while  he  was  by  swam 

round. 
Whose  sonl  at  his  departure  died  away, 

—  That  every  such  effect  might   nave  been 

wrought 
In  other  fnunes,  though  not  in  mine,  hr  Lcyya 
Or  any  merely  mortal  presence  ?    Doubt 
Is  faaing  fast :  shall  I  reveal  it  now  ? 
How  shidl  I  meet  the  rapture  presently. 
With  donbt  nnexpiated,  undisclosed  ? 
Dja.  [Aeide.]    Avow  the  truth  ?    I  cannot  I 

In  what  words 
Avow  that  all  she  loved  in  me  was  falao  ? 

—  Which  yet  has  served  that  flower-like  lore  of 

hem 
To  climb  by,  Uke  the  clinging  gourd,  and  chiap 
With  its  divinest  wealth  of  leaf  and  bloom, 
(^ould  I  take  down  the  prop-work,  in  itself 
So  vile,  yet  interlaced  and  overhud 
With  painted  cups  and  fruitage  ~  might  these 

still 
Bnsk  in  the  sun,  unconscioos  their  own  strength 
( H  matted  stalk  and  tendril  had  replaoed 
The  old  support  thns  silently  with<uawn  I 
But  no;  the  beauteous  fabric  cmshee  too. 
'Tis  not  for  my  sake  but  for  Anaers 
I  leave  her  soul  this  Hakeem  where  it  U 


Oh  conld  I  vaoiah  from  her,  qoit  the  Isle  I 
And  yet  —  a  thought  comes :  here  my  work  isi 

done 
At  every  point ;  the  Druses  must  return  — 
HaTO  oonvov  to  their  birth-place  back,  whueVr 
The  leader  be,  myself  or  any  Druse  — 
Venice  is  pledged  to  that :  't  is  for  myself. 
For  my  own  vengeance  in  the  Prefect  s  death, 
I  stay  now,  not  K>r  them :  to  slay  or  spare 
The  Prefect,  whom  imports  it  save  myself? 
He  eaonot  bar  their  passage  from  the  Isle  ; 
What  would  his  death  be  but  my  own  reward  ? 
Then,  mine  X  will  foreiro.    It  is  toregone  I 
I^t  him  escape  with  all  my  House's  blood ! 
Ere  be  can  rMch  land,  Djabal  disappears, 

,  And  Hakeem,  Anael  loved,  sluUl,  tresh  as  first. 
Live  in  her  memory,  keeping  her  aubllnie 

,  Above  the  world.   She  cannot  touch  that  world 

'  By  cTer  knowing  what  I  truly  am. 
Since  tay*^  —  of  mankind  the  only  one 

I  Able  to  link  my  present  with  ray  past, 

I  My  life  in  Europe  with  my  Island  life. 

I  Thence,  able  to  unmask  me,  —  I  've  disposed 
Safely  at  laat  at  Rhodes,  and  .  .  . 

I  {Enter  Khaul.) 

Kha,  Loys  jmets  thee  I 

I      Dja.    Loys?    To  drag  me  back  ?    It  cannot 
I  bel 

I      An.  [Aside,]  Loys  I    Ah,  donbt  may  not  be 
I  stifled  so  I 

I      Aha,    Can  I  hare  erred  that  thou  so  gazeat  ? 
i  Yes,  "^ 

I  told  thee  not  in  the  glad  press  of  tidings 
Of  higher  import,  Loys  is  returned 
1  Before  the  jEVefect,  with,  if  possible. 
Twice  the  light-heartedness  of  old.    Aa  though 
On  some  inauguration  he  expects. 
To-day,  the  world's  fate  hung  I 
Dja.  —  And  asks  for  me  ? 

2Uui.     Thon  knowest  all  things.     Thee  in 
chief  he  greets. 
But  every^  Druse  of  us  is  to  be  happy 
At  his  arriTal,  he  declares :  were  Loys 
Thon.  Master,  he  could  have  no  wider  soul 
To  take  us  in  with.    How  I  love  that  Loya ! 
Dja»    [Aeide,]    Shame  winds  me  wtin  her 

tether  round  and  raund  I 
An.    [Ande.]    Loys?    I  take  the  trnai  H 
is  meet. 
The  little  I  can  do,  be  done  :  that  faith. 
All  I  can  offer,  want  no  perfecting 
Which  my  own  act  may  ootnpass.     Ay,  thin 

way 
All  may  go  well,  nor  that  ignoble  donbt 
Be  chased  by  other  aid  than  mine.    Advance 
Close  to  m^  fear,  weigh  Ixtys  with  my  Lord. 
The  mortal  with  the  more  tlum  mortal  gifta ! 
Dja.     [Aside.]    Before,   there  were  so  few 
deceived!  and  now 
There's  doubtless  not  one  least  Dmse  in  the 

Isle 
Bnt,  having  learned  ray  superhuman  daima. 
And  calling  me  his  KhalifHtod,  will  clash 
The  whole  truth  out  from  Loys  at  &nt  word  ! 
While  Loys,  for  his  port,  will  hold  me  up. 
With  a  Frank's  unimaginable  sooni 
Of  such  imposture ,  to  my  people*s  eyes  I 
Could  I  but  keep  him  longer  yet  awhile 
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Prom  theo^  amiiM  him  here  until  I  plan 
How  he  ana  I  at  onoe  may  leare  the  Isle  I 
Khalll  I  oaaaot  part  with  from  my  aide  — 
My  only  help  in  this  emeisenoy : 
There^Anaell 

An.  Please  yoo  ? 

Dja,  Anael  —  none  but  the  I 

[  To  Amabi*.]    I  pan  some  minntee  in  the  cham- 
ber there, 
Rre  I  see  Loya :  yon  shall  soeak  with  him 
Until  1  join  yon.    KhalU  follows  me. 

.-In.    \ Aside,]    Am  I  divined:    he  bids  me 
saTB  myself,^ 
(MTars  me  a  probation  —  I  accept  I 
Let  me  see  Loys ! 

Lo!f9.    [IVtaiola.]    Djaball 

An,    [Aside,]  *T  is  his  voice. 

The  smooth  Frank  trifler  with  onr  people^s 

wrongs. 
The  self-«omplaoent  boy-inqnirer,  load 
()n  this  and  that  inflicted  tjrranny, 
~  Aught  serrine  to  parade  an  ignorance 
(H  how  wrong  feels,  inflicted  f    Let  me  dose 
With  what  I  riewed  at  distance :  let  myself 
Probe  this  delusion  to  the  core  I 

Dja,  He  comes. 

Khalil,  along  with  me !    while  Anael  waits 
Till  1  retnm  once  more  — *  and  but  onoe  more  I 

ACT  III 
Amabl  Olid  LoTt. 

.'Is.    Here  leave  me !     Here  I  wait  another. 

'Twas 
For  no  mad  protestation  of  a  love 
Like  this  yon  say  possesses  yon,  I  came. 
Loss*    Love  ?  how  protest  a  love  I  dare  not 

feel? 
Mad  words  may  doubtless  have  escaped  me : 

yoo 
Are  here  —  I  only  feel  yon  here  I 
An.  No  more  I 

Lo^,    Bat  onee  again,  whom  oonld  yon  love  ? 

I  dan, 
Alas,  sav  nothing  of  myself,  who  am 
A  Knignt  now,  for  when  Knighthood  we  em- 

brseoi 
Love  we  ahpire :  so,  speak  on  saf elv :  speak, 
I.iest  I  speak,  and  betray  my  faith  I    And  yet 
To  say  yonr  breathing   passes  through   me, 

changes 
My  blood  to  spirit,  and  my  spirit  to  you. 
As  Heaven  the  saerificer's  wine  to  it  —  ^ 
This  is  not  to  protest  my  love  I    Yon  said 
Yon  oonld  love  one  .  .  . 

Ah.  One  onl^  I  We  are  bent 

To  ea^rth  ~  who  raises  up  my  tnbe,  I  love ; 
The  Prefect  bows  us  —  who  removes  him ;  we 
Have  aaeisat  rights  — who  gives  them  back  to 

I  love.    Forbear  me  I    Let  my  hand  go  I 

Loy».  Him 

You  oonld   love  only?      Where   is   Djabal? 

Stayl 
[Aside.]    Yet  wherefore  stay?    Who  does  this 

Irat  myself? 
Dad  I  apprised  her  that  I  come  to  do 


Just  this,  what  more  could  she  acknowledge  ? 

No, 
She  sees  into  my  heart's  core  1    What  is  it 
Feeds  either  check  with  red,  ss  June  some 

rose? 
Whv  turns  she  from  me  ?    Ah  fool,  over-fond 
To  aream  I  could  call  up  .  .  . 

.  .  .  What  never  dream 
Yet  feigned  t     *T  is  h>ve !     Oh  Anael,  speak  to 

me! 
Djabal— 

An,     Seek  Pjabal  by  the  Prefect's  chamber 
At  noon  I  VS^  paces  ike  room. 

Loys.    [Aside,]    And  am  I  not  the  Prefect 
now  ? 
Is  it  my  fate  to  be  the  only  one 
Able  to  win  her  love,  tho  onlyone 
Unable  to  accept  her  love  ?    The  past 
Breaks  up  beneath  my  footing :  came  I  here 
This  mom  as  to  a  slave,  to  set  her  free 
And  take  her  thanks,  and  then  spend  day  by 

dav 
Content  oeside  her  in  the  Isle  ?    What  works 
This  knowledge  in  me  now?      Her  eye  has 

broken 
The  faint  disguise  away :  for  Anael's  sake 
I  left  the  Isle,  for  her  espoused  the  cause 
Of  the  Druses,  all  for  her  I  thought,  till  now. 
To  live  without ! 

—  Aa  I  must  live !    To-dav 
Ordains  me  Knight,  forbids  me  .  .  .  never  shaU 
Forbid  me  to  profess  myself,  heart,  arm, 
Thv  soldier  I 
An,  ^  Djabal  you  demanded,  comes ! 

Itoys,    [Aside.]    What  wonldst  thou,  Loys ? 
see  him  ?    rifaught  beside 
la  wanting :  I  have  Mt  his  voice  a  spell 
From  first  to  last.    He  brought  me  here,  made 

known 
The  Druses  to  me,  drove  me  hence  to  seek 
Redress  for  them ;  and  shall  I  meet  him  now, 
WHien  naught  is  wanting  but  a  word  of  his,  ^ 
To  —  what  ?  —  induce  me  to  spurn  hope,  faith, 

pride. 
Honor  away,  — to  cast  my  lot  amomp 
His  tribe,  become  a  proverb  in  men^  mouths. 
Breaking  my  high  pact  of  companionship 
With  those  who  graciously  bestowed  on  me 
The  very  opportunities  I  turn 
Against  them  !    Let  roe  not  see  Djabal  now  I 
A  n.    The  Prefect  also  comes  i 
Loy*^     [Aside.]  Him  let  me  see, 

Not  Djabal !    Him,  degraded  at  a  word. 
To  soothe  me,  —  to  attest  belief  in  me  — 
And  after,  Diabal  1    Yes,  ere  I  retnm 
To  her,  the  Nuncio^s  vow  shall  have  destroyed 
This  hearths  rebellion,  and  coerced  this  will 
Forever. 

Anael,  not  before  the  vows 
Irrevocably  fisc  me  .  .  . 

Let  me  fly  I 
The  IVefeet,  or  I  lose  myself  forever !        [Ooe*. 
An.    Yes,   I    am  calm  now ;    jnat  one  way 


One,  to  attest  my  faith  in  him  :  for.  see, 
I  were  quite  lost  else  :  Lovs,  Djabal,  stand 
On  either  side  —  two  men  f  I  balance  looks 
And  words,  give  Djabal  a  man's  prefersnoe. 
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No  more.  In  Djabal,  Hakeem  is  absorbed  I 
And  for  a  love  like  this,  the  God  who  saree 
My  race,  aeleets  nie  for  his  bride  ?    One  way  1  — 

{Enter  Djabal.) 

Dja,    [To  himself.]    No  moment  is  to  waste 

then ;  't  b  resolved. 
If  Khalil  may  be  trusted  to  lead  back 
My  Druses,  und  if  Loys  can  be  lured 
Out  of  the  isle  —  if  I  proonre  his  silence. 
Or  promise  never  to  return  at  least,  — 
All 's  over.    Even  now  my  bark  awaits : 
I  reach  the  next  wild  islet  and  the  next. 
And  lose  myself  beneath  the  sun  forever. 
And  now,  to  Anaal  I 
An,  Djabal,  I  am  thine ! 

Dja.    Mine?     £Habal's?-As  if   Hakeem 

had  not  been  ? 
An.    Not  Djabal's?    fSay  first,  do  yon  road 

my  thouflrht  ? 
\fhj  need  I  speak,  if  yon  ean  read  my  thought? 
Dja.    I  do  not,  I  have  said  a  thousand  times. 
An.    (My  secret  *s  safe,  I  shall  surprise  him 

yet!) 
Djabu,  I  knew  your  secret  from  the  first : 
l)jabal,  when  first  I  saw  vou  .  .  .  (by  our  porch 
You  leant,  and  pressed  tne  tinklini;  veil  away. 
And   one   fringe   fell   behind   your    neck — I 

seel) 
...  I  knew  you  were  not  human,  for  I  said 
**  This  dim  secluded  house  where  the  sea  beats 
Is  heaven  to  me — my  people^s  huts  are  hell 
To  Uiem ;   this  august  form  will  follow  me. 
Mix  with  the  waves  his  voice  will, — I  have 

him; 
And  they,  the  Prefect  1    Oh,  my  happiness 
Hounds  to  the  full  whether  I  choose  or  no ! 
llis  eves  met  mine,  he  was  about  to  speak. 
His  nand '  grew  damp  —  surely  he  meant  to 

say 
He  let  me  love  him  :  in  that  moment's  bliss 
I  shall  forget  rov  people  pine  for  home  — 
They  pass  and  tney  repass  with  pallid  eyes !  ^' 
I  vowed  at  once  a  certain  vow  :  this  vow  — 
Not  to  embrace  you  till  my  trioe  was  saved. 
Embrace  me  1 
Dja.    [/Import.]   And  she  loved  me !    Naught 

But  that  1    Nay,  Anael,  &b  the  Prefect  dead  ? 
An,    Ah,  yon  reproach  me  1    True,  his  death 

etowiM  all, 
I  know  —  or  should  know :  and  I  would  do 

miieh. 
Believe  1    but,    death !    Oh,    yon,    who   have 

known  death. 
Would  never  doom  the  Prefect,  were  death 

fearful 
As  we  report  I 

Death  t  —  a  fire  curb  within  us 
From  the  foot^s  palm,  and  fills  up  to  the  brain. 
Up,  out,  then  shatt<>rs  the  whole  pnbble  shell 
of  flesh,  perchance  I 

Death  t  —  witness,  I  wonM  die, 
Whate*er  dearth  be,  would  venture  now  to  die 
For  Khalil,  for  Maani  —what  for  thee  ? 
Nay,  bnt  embrace  me,  Djabal,  in  aasnranoa 
My  vow  will  not  be  broken,  for  I  must 
Vhi  something  to  attest  my  faith  in  yon. 
Be  worthy  yon  I 


Dja.    [Avoiding  hi8rJ\    I  oomefortbit^to 
say 
Such  an  oooasion  is  at  hand  :  *t  is  like 
I  leave  you  —  that  we  part,  my  Anael,  —  part 
Forever  \ 
An,     We     part?    Just   so!     I   have   snc- 
oumhsd, — 
I  am,  he  thinks,  unworthy — and  naught  lees 
Will  serve  than  such  approval  of  my  raith. 
Then,  we  part  not  I    Aemaias  Uiere  no  way 

short 
Of  that?    Oh,  not  that  I 

Death  I  —yet  a  hurt  birrl 
Died  in  my  hands ;  its  eyes  filmed  ~>  "  Nay,  it 

sleeps,*' 
I  said,  '^  will  wake  to-morrow  well:'*   'twas 
dead. 
Dja.    I  stand  here  and  time  fleets,    Anael 
—  I  come 
To  bid  a  last  farewell  to  you  :  peihaas 
We  never  meet  again.    But,  era  the  Profeet 
Arrive  .  .  . 

{Enter  Kbaul,  breaihU9*ly,) 
Kha.     He's  hero!    The  Prefect!    Twenty 
guards. 
No  mora  —  no  sign  he  dreams  of  danger.    Ail 
Awaits  thee  only.    Ayoob,  Karshook,  keep 
Their  posts — wait  but  the  deed's  aeoompli«h* 

ment 
To  toin  us  with  thy  Druses  to  a  man. 
Still  holds  his  course  the  Nuncio  —  near  and 

near 
The  fleet  from  Candia  steering. 

Dja,    [Agide.]  AU  is  lost! 

—  Or  won  ? 

Kha.  And  I  have  laid  the  saered  rob^. 

The  sword,  the  head-tiar,  at  the  porch  —  thb 

place 
Commanded.     Tliou  wilt  hear  the   Prefect  *s 
trumpet. 
Dja.    Then  I  keep  Anael,  —  him  then,  past 
recall, 
I  slay  —  't  is  forced  on  me !    As  I  began 
I  must  oondnde  —  so  be  it  1 

Kha.  For  the  rest. 

Save  Loys,  our  foe's  solitary  sword. 
All  is  so  safe  that  .  ;  .  I  will  ne'er  entreat 
Thy  post  again  of  thee  :  though  danger  none. 
There  must  be  glory  only  meet  for  t£ae 
In  slaying  the  rref  eot  I 

An.    [Atide.]         And  't  is  now  that  I)iab«] 

Would  leave  me  !  —  in  the  glory  meet  for  him  ! 

Dja.    As  glory,  I  would  yield  the  deed  to 

you 


Or  any  Druse :  what  peril  thero  dmj  be, 
I  keep.    [Aside.]    Au  things  oonspif 


on  I 


oonspue  to  bovnd 


Not  now,  my  soul,  draw  back,  at  least!    Not 

now ! 
The  oonrM  is  plain,  howe'er  obeeuro  all  else. 
Once  offer  this  tremendous  sacrifice. 
Prevent  what  else  will  be  irrepai»ble. 
Secure  these  transcendental  helps,  regain 
The  Cedars— then  let  all  dark  clear  Haalf  t 
I  slav  him ! 

Kna.  Anael,  and  no  part  for  ns ! 

[To  DjA.l    Hast  thou  posH  -iised  her  vith  .   .  . 

Dja.    [To  Ak.]  Whom  spe^  yon  to  ? 
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VVhiit  U  it  you  behold  there  ?    Nay,  this  smile 
Turns    stran^r.     IShudder   you?     The   man 

must  die, 
As  thousands  of  our  race  have  died  through 

him. 
One  blow,  and  I  dischai|pe  his  weary  soul 
From  the  flesh  that  pollutes  it !    Let  him  fill 
Stnught  some  new  expiatory  form,  of  earth 
( >r  seftj  the  reptile  or  some  aery  thing : 
What  IS  there  in  his  death  ? 

An.  My  brother  said, 

Is  there  no  part  in  it  for  us  ? 

Dja.  For  Khalil,  — 

The  trumpet  will  announce  the  Nuncio^s  entry ; 
Here,  I  sluill  find  the  Prefect  hastening 
In  the  Pavilion  to  receive  him  —  here 
I  slaT  the  Prefect ;  meanwhile  Ayoob  leads 
The  Nuncio  with  his  guards  within :  once  these 
Secured  in  the  outer  hall,  bid  Ayoob  bar 
Entry  or  ^ress  till  I  ^ve  the  sign 
Which  waits  the  landing  of  the  argosies 
You  will  announce  to  me  :  this  double  sign 
That  justice  is  performed  and  help  arrived, 
^Vhen  Ayoob  shall  receive,  but  not  before. 
Let  him  throw  ope  the  palace  doon,  admit 
llie  Druses  to  beliold  tneir  tyrant,  ere 
We  leave  forever  this  detested  spot. 
(to,  Khalil.  hurry  all  I    No  pause,  no  pause ! 
Whirl  on  the  dream,  secure  to  wake  anon  t 

Kha.    What  sign  ?  and  who  the  bearer? 

DJa.  ^  Who  shall  show 

My  riiMT*  admit  to  Ayoob.    How  she  stands ! 
Have  rnot  ...  I  must  have  some  task  for  her. 
Anael,    not   that   way !    *T  is   the   P^feot^s 

chamber  I 
Anael,  keep  you  the  ring — give  you  the  tApi  I 
I  It  holds  her  safe  amid  Uie  stir.)    Yon  will 
Be  faithful? 

An,    [Taking  the  ring,]   I  would  fain  be  wor- 
thy.   Hark !  [Tnanpet  vUkout. 

JOuL.    He  comes ! 

DJa,  And  I  too  oome. 

An,  One  word,  but  one  I 

Say,  shall  you  be  exalted  at  the  deed  r 
Then  ?    On  the  instant  ? 

DJa.  I  exalted?    What? 

He,  there  ~  we,  thus  —  our  wrongs  revenged, 

onr  tribe 
Set  free  ?    Oh,  then  shall  I,  assure  yourself. 
Shall  you,  shall  each  of  us,  be  in  his  death 
Exalted! 

Kha,       He  is  here ! 

DJa.  Away  —  away !    C  W«y  go. 

(Bnttr  the  PsancT  with  OuAam,  a»<l  Lots.) 

Tht  Prtfed,    [To  Guards.]    Back,  I  say,  to 
the  galley  every  guard  1 
That  *s  my  sole  care  now  ;  see  each  bench  re- 
tains 
Its  complement  of  rowers ;  I  embark 
O*  the  instant,  since  this  Knight  will  have  it 

BO. 

Alas  me !    Could  you  have  the  heart,  my  Loys  I 
[To  a  Guard  who  whispers.]    Oh,  bring  the  holy 

Nuncio  here  forthwith  !       [The  Ousrds  go. 
Loys,  a  rueful  sight^oonfess,  to  see 
The  gray  discarded  Prefect  leave  his  post, 
With  tears  i'  the  eye  I    So,  you  are  Vretect 

now? 


You  depose  me  —  you  succeed  me  ?    Ha,  ha ! 
Loys.    And  dare  you  laugh,  whom  laughter 
less  becomes 
Than   yesterday^s   forced    meekness   we    be- 
held .  .  . 
Pr4^,  —  When   you   so   eloquently  pleaded, 
Loys, 
For  my  dismissal  from  the  post  ?    Ah,  meek 
With  cause  enough,  consult  the  Nuncio  else  I 
And  wish  him  the  like  meekness :  for  so  stanch 
A  servant  of  the  church  can  scarce  have  bought 
His  share  in  the  Isle,  and  paid  for  it,  hard 

pieces! 
You  Ve  my  successor  to  condole  with.  Nuncio ! 
I  shall  be  safe  by  then  i'  the  galley,  hoys  I 
Loys.    You  make  as  you  would  tell  me  you 
rejoice 
To  leave  your  scene  of  .  .  . 

Pref,  Trade  in  the  dear  Druses  ? 

Blood  and  sweat  traffic  ?   Spare  what  yesterday 
We  heard  enough  of  !    Drove  I  in  the  Isle 
Aprofitable  game  ?    Learn  wit,  m^  son. 
Which    you  *11  need    shortly  1    Did    it   never 

breed 
Suspicion  in  you,  all  was  not  pure  profit. 
When  L  the  insatiate  .  .  .  Mid  so  forth  —  was 

bent 
On  havin{r  a  partaker  in  m^  rule  ? 
Why  did  1  yield  this  Nuncio  half  the  gain. 
If  not  that  I  might  also  shift  —  what  on  him  ? 
Half  of  the  peru,  hoyh  I 
Loys.  Peril  ? 

Prff,  Hark  you ! 

I  *d  love  yon  if  yon  M  let  me  — this  for  reason. 
You  save  my  life  at  nrioe  of  .  .  .  well,  say  risk 
At  least,  of  yours.    I  came  a  long  time  since 
To  the  Isle  ;  our  Ho^tallers  bade  me  tame 
These  ■•▼aee  wizards,  and  reward  mysdf  — 
Loys.  ^  The  Kn^hts  who  so  repudiate  your 

crime? 
Pr^.    Loys,  the  Knights !  we  donbtlesB  un- 
derstood 
Each  other ;  as  for  trusting  to  reward 
From  any  friend  beside  myself  .  .  .  no,  no  I 
I  clutched  mine  on  the  spot,  when  it  was  sweet, 
And  I  had  taste  for  it.    I  felt  these  wizards 
Alive  —  was  sure  they  were  not  on  me,  only 
When  I  was  on  them:  but  with  age  comes 

caution : 
And  stinging  pleasures  please  less  and  sting 

more. 
Year  by  year,  fear  by  fear  *.     The  girk  were 

brighter 
Than  ever  ('faith,  there  *s  yet  one  Anae^  left, 
I  set  my  heart  upon  —  Oh,  prithee,  let 
That  brave  new  sword  lie  still  1)  —  These  joys 

looked  brighter, 
But  silenter  the  town,  too,  as  I  passed. 
With  this  alcove's  delicious  memories 
Began  to  mingle  virions  of  gaunt  fathers. 
Quick-eyed  sons,  fugitives  from  the  mine,  the 

oar. 
Stealing  to  catch  me.    Brief,  when  I  began 
To  qnaJce  with  fear— (I  think  I  hear  the  Chap- 
ter 
Solicited  to  let  me  leave,  now  all 
Worth  staying  for  was  gained  and  gone  ! )  —  1 
say, 
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Jnst  wlieu,  for  the  remainder  of  my  life, 
All  methods  of  escape  seemed  lost  —  that  then 
Up  should  a  yonnn:  hot-headed  Loys  sprini?, 
Talk  very  lonf?  and  loud,  ~  in  fine,  compel 
llie  Kni(;ht8  to  break  their  whole  arrangement, 

have  me 
Home  for  pure  shame  —  from  this  saf ehold  of 

mine 
Where  but  ten  thousand  Druses  seek  m^  life. 
To  mr  wild  place  of  banishment,  San  Gines 
By  Muroia,  where  my  three  fat  manors  lyiufr. 
Purchased  by  irains  here  and  the  Nuncio^s  fcold. 
Are  all  I  have  to  g^nard  me,  —  that  such  fortune 
Should  fall  to  me,  I  hardly  could  expect. 
Therefore  I  say,  I  *d  love  you. 

Lop8,  Can  it  be  ? 

Iplav  into  your  hands  then  ?    Oh  no,  no ! 
Tne  Venerable  Chapter,  the  Great  Order 
Sunk  o*  the  sudden  into  fiends  of  the  pit  ? 
But  I  will  back  —  will  yet  unveil  you  : 

Prtf.  Me? 

To  whom  ?  —  perhaps  Sir  Galeae,  who  in  Chapter 
Shook  his  white  head  thrice  —  and  some  dosen 

times 
My  hand  next  rooming  shook,  for  value  paid  1 
To  that  Italian  saint.  Sir  Cosimo?  — 
Indiiniant  at  my  wringing^  vear  by  year 
A  thousand  bezants  from  tne  coral  divers. 
As  von  recounted :  felt  the  saint  aggrieved 
Well  might  be  —  1  allowed  for  his  nalf-share 
Merely  one  hundred  I    To  Sir  .  .  . 

Lays.  See  t  you  dare 

Inculpate  the  whole  Order  ;  yet  should  I, 
A  youth^  a  sole  voice,  have  the  power  to  change 
Their  evil  way,  had  they  been  nrm  in  it  ? 
Answer  roe  I 

Prtf.  Oh,  the  son  of  Bretagne*s  Duke, 

And  that  son's  wealth,  the  father's  inflnenoe, 

too. 
And  the  young  arm,  we  'U  even  sav,  my  Loys, 
—  The  fear  of  losing  or  diverting  these 
Into  another  channel,  by  gainsaying 
A  novice  too  abruptly,  could  not  iiAuence 
The  Order  I    Yon  might  join,  for  aught  they 

cared. 
Their  red-<;ross  rivals  of  the  Temple  I    Well, 
I  thank  you  for  my  part-,  at  all  events. 
Stay  here  till  they  withdraw  yon  I    Yon  '11  in- 
habit 
My  palace  —  sleep,  perchance,  in  the  alcove 
Whither  I  go  to  meet  our  holy  friend. 
Good  t  and  now  disbelieve  me  if  yon  can,  — 
This  is  the  first  time  for  }ong  yearn  I  enter 
Thus  [iifts  the  arras]  without  feeling  just  as  if 

1  lifted 
Fhe  lid  up  of  my  tomb. 

Loys.  ^        Tliey  share  his  crime  ! 

t)od*A  punishment  will  overtake  yon  yet. 
Pre/,    Thank  you  it  does  not !    Pardon  this 

last  flash: 
I  bear  a  sober  visage  Drf>sently 
With  the  disinterestea  Nuncio  here  — 
His  purchase-money  safe  at  Murvia,  too  I 
[jet  me  repeat —  for  the  first  time,  no  draught 
INiming  as  from  a  sepalchre  salutes  me. 
When  we  next  meet,  this  follv  may  have  paiwed. 
We  'U  hope.     Ha,  ha !        [we*  through  tht  arras. 
Loys,  Assure  me  but  ...  he  V  g'me  ! 


He  oould  not  lie.    Then  what  have  I  escaped. 
L  who  had  so  nigh  given  up  happiness 
Forever,  to  be  linked  with  nim  and  them  ! 
Oh,  opportunest  of  discoveries  1    I 
Their  Knight  ?    I  utterly  renounce  them  all  * 
Hark !    What,  he  meets  by  this  the  Nnaciu  r 

Yes. 
The  same  nyiena  groan-like  laughter !  Quick  -^ 
To  Djabal !    I  am  one  of  them  at  last. 
These  simple-hearted  Druses  —  Anael's  tribe  ! 
Djabal !    She  *8  mine  at  last.    Djabal,  I  say ! 

ACT  IV 
Enter  l>9AMku, 

DJa,    Let  me  but  slay  the  Prefect.    The  eud 
now! 
To-morrow  will  be  time  enough  to  pr^' 
Into  the  means  I  took :  suffice,  they  served. 
Ignoble  as  they  were,  to  hurl  revenge 
True  to  its  object.      iSfeing  the  robe^  etc.  dhpoMtJ, 

Mine  should  never  so 
Have    hurried    to    accomplishment!      ThM^, 

Djabal, 
Far  other  mood  befitted !    Calm  the  Robe 
Should  clothe  this  doom's  awarder  ! 

[Takifm  the  robe.]  ^  Shall  I  daiv 

Assume  my  nation's  Robe  ?    I  am  at  least 
A  Druse  again,  chill  Europe^s  policy 
Dropa  from  roe :  I  dare  take  the  Kobe.    Why 

not 
The  Tiar  ?    I  rule  the  Druses,  and  what  more 
Betokens  it  than  rule  ?  —  yet  —  yet  — 

iLof*  down  the  tint. 
[Footsteps  in  the  alcove,]        He  comes ! 

[TViHti^  tht  tir«,rd. 

If  the  Sword  serve,  let  the  Har  lie !    So,  feiK 
Clogged  with  the  blood  of  twenty  years  c^iui 

fall 
Thus  lightly!    Round  me,  all  ye  ghosts!   He*U 

lif t  .  .  . 
Which  arm  to  pnsh  the  arraa  wide  ?  —  or  both  V 
Stab  from  the  neck  down  to  the  heart  —  thttrv 

stoyi 
Near  he  comes  —  nearer  —  the  next  footstep ! 

Now! 
{As  he  dashes  aside  the  arras.  Avail  is  dUrortrrd. 

Ha!    Anael!    Nay,  my  Anael,  can  it  be  ? 
Heard  yon  the   trumpet  ?     I  must  slay  lura 

here. 
And  here  you  ruin  all.    Why  speak  yon  not  ? 
Anael,  the  Prefect  comes!     [Amabl  scrrams,] 

So  slow  to  feel 
'T  is  not  a  sight  for  yon  to  look  upon  ? 
A  moment*s  work  —  but  such  work!    Till  yxm 

I  roust  be  idle  —  idle,  I  risk  all ! 

IPoimiimg  io  her  Aair, 
Those  locks  are  well,  and  you  are  beaiiteou* 

thus. 
But  with  the  daj^ger  't  is,  I  have  to  do! 

An,    Witlinune! 

Dja.  Blood -Anael? 

.1  n.  Djabal^ ' t  is  th;r  de««l ! 

It  must  be !    I  had  hoped  to  claim  it  mine  — 
Be  worthy  thee  —  but  I  must  needs  ooofesn 
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*T  was  not  L  Irat  thjaelf  .  .  .  not  I  hftve  .  .  . 

Diabia! 
Speak  to  me! 

Dja,  Oh  mj  punishment ! 

An.  Speak  to  me 

WhUe  I  can  speak !  touch  me,  despite  the  blood ! 
When  the  oommand  pawed  from  thy  soul  to 


I  went,  fixe  leadinpr  me,  muttering  of  Uiee, 
And  the  Mproachin^  exalt-ation,  —  '*  make 
One  aaeiinoe !  '*  I  said,  —  and  he  sat  tbera. 
Bade  me  apnroach ;  and,  as  I  did  approach. 
Thy  fixe  with  music  burst  into  my  brain. 
*T  wasbnt  amoment^s  work,  thou  saidst  —  per- 
chance 
It  may  hare  been  so !    Well,  it  is  thy  deed ! 
Dja,    It  is  mv  deed  I 

An,         His  blood  all  this !  —  this !  and  .  .  . 
And  more !    Sustain  me,  Djabal  I    Wait  nut  — 

now 
Let  flash  thy  glory !    Change  thyself  and  me ! 
It  mast  be!    Ere  the  Druses  iloek  to  us! 
At  least  confirm  met     Djabal,  blood  grushed 

futtk  — 
He  was  oar  tyrant  —but  I  looked  he  *d  fall 
Prone  «§  adeep  —  why  else  is  death  called  sleep  ? 
Sleep?    He  bent  o'er  his  breast !    *T  is  sin,  I 


no  worse!    Bestow  the  new  life, 


Punish  me,  Djabal,  but  wilt  thou  let  him? 
I>e  it  thou  that  pvnishest,  not  he  —  who  creeps 
(hi  hk  red  breast  — is  here  I    'Tis  the  small 

KToan 
<>f  a  dild  — 1 

then! 

Too  swift  it  cannot  be,  too  strange,  surpassing ! 

IFoUowiiff  him  up  as  he  retreat*. 
Now!     Change   us   both!      Clumge   me   and 
change  thou! 
D/aTlSinkt  on  hit  kfU€M.]    Thus! 
Behold  my  change!     You  have  done  nobly. 
I!- 
An.    Can  Hakeem  kneel  ? 
Dja.  No  Hakeemj  and  scarce  Djabal ! 

I  have  dealt  falsely,  and  this  woe  is  come. 
No  -  -  hear  me  ere  scorn  blast  me  !    Once  and 

eyer. 
The  deed  is  mine !    Oh  think  upon  the  past ! 
^In.  [To  kerte^fJ]  Did  I  strike  once,  or  twice, 

ur  many  times  ? 
Dja.    I  came  to  lead  my  tribe  where,  bathed 
in  glooms. 
Doth  Bahumid  the  Renovator  sleep: 
AnaeU  I  saw  my  tribe  :  I  said,  '*  Without 
A  miiacle  this  cannot  be  "  —  I  said 
*  Be  there  a  minde!  "  —  for  I  saw  you ! 
An.    His  head  lies  south  the  |)ortal ! 
Dja.  —  Weighed  with  tliis 

The   general   good,  how  could  I  choose    my 

own? 
What  matter  wss  my  purity  of  soul  ? 
Utile  by  little  I  engaged  myself  — 
Ileftven  would  accept  nie  for  its  instrument, 
I  hoped:  I  said  Heaven  had  accepted  rae  ! 
Am.    Is  it  this  blood  breeds  dreams  in  rae  ? 
—  Who  said 
Ton  wete  not  Hakeem  ?    And  your  miracles  — 
Tbe  fife  that  plays  innocuous  round  your  form  ? 

{Afnin  ekoftgimg  her  vhole  manner. 


Ah,  thou  wouldst  try  me  —  thou  art  Hakeem 

BtiUl 
Dja.    Woe — woe!    As  if  the  Druses  of  the 

Mount 
^caroe  Arabs,  even  there,  but  here,  in  the  Isle. 
Beneath  their  former  selves)  should  comprehend 
The  subtle  lore  of  Europe !    A  few  secrets 
That  would  not  easily  anect  the  meanest 
Of  the  crowd  there,  could  wholly  subjugate 
'l*he  best  of  our  poor  tribe.    Again  that  e^e  ? 
An.  [  A/ttr  a  pause  springs  to  his  neck,  ]  Djabal, 

in  this  there  can  be  no  deceit ! 
Why,  I>jabal.  wero  yon  human  only, —  think, 
Maani  b  but  human,  Khalil  human^ 
Loys  is  human  even  —  did  their  words 
Haunt  me,  their  looks  pursue  me  ?    £>liame  on 

you 
So  to  have  tried  me  !    Rather,  shame  on  me 
iSo  to  need  trying !    Could  I,  with  the  Prefect 
And  the  blood,  there  —  could  I  see  only  vou  ? 

—  Hang  by  your  ueck  over  this  ^ulf  of  blood  ? 
Speakf  I  am  saved  I    Speak,  Djabal  I     Am  I 

saved? 
[As  Djabal  slowiy  nndatpt  her  arms,  and  puts  her 
sUenilyJrom  him. 

Hakeem  would  save  me  I     Thou  art  £)jabal  I 

Crouch  1 
Bow  to  the  dust,  thou  basest  of  our  kind ! 
The  pile  of  thee,  I  reared  up  to  the  cloud  — 
Full,  midway,  of  our  fathers^  trophied  tombs. 
Based  on  the  living  rock,  devoured  not  by 
The  unstable    desert^s    jaws  of   sand,  —  falls 

prone  I 
Fire,  music,  quenched :  and  now  thou  liest  there 
A  ruin,  obscene  creatures  will  moan  through  I 

—  Let  us  come,  Djabal ! 

Dja.  Whither  come  ? 

An.  At  once  — 

Lest  so  it  grow  intolerable.    Come  1 
Will  I  not  share  it  with  thee  ?    Best  at  once  ! 
So,  feel  less  pain  I  Let  them  deride,  —  thy  tribe 
Now  trusting  in  thee,  —  Leys  shall  deride  ! 
Come  to  them,  hand  in  hand,  with  me  I 
Dja.  Where  come  ? 

An.     Where?  — to  the    Druses   thou   hast 

wronged  I    Confess, 
Now  that  the  end  is  gained  —  (I  love  thee  now  — ) 
That  thou  hast  so  deceived  them  —  (perchance 

love  thee 
Better  than  ever  I)    Come,  receive  their  doon. 
Of  infamy  I    Oh,  best  of  all  I  love  thee  I 
Shame  with  the  man,  no  triumph  with  the  God, 
Bp  mine  !    Come  1 

Dja.      Never  !    More  shame  yet  ?  and  why  ? 
Why  ?    You  have  called  this  deed  mine  —  it  is 

mine ! 
And  with  it  I  accept  its  circumstance. 
How  can  I  longer  strive  with  fate  ?    The  past 
Is  past :  my  false  life  shall  henceforth  show 

true. 
Hear  me !    The  argosies  touch  land  by^  this  ;^ 
They  bear  us  to  f  rmdi  iicenes  and  happier  skiei> 
What  if  we  reign  together  ?  —  if  we  keep 
Our  secret  for  the  Druses*  good  ?  —  by  means 
Of  even  their  superstition,  plant  in  them 
New  life  ?  I  learn  from  Enrope :  all  who  seek 
Man*H  good  must  awe  man,  by  such  means  sh 

these. 


2fO 
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We  two  wiU  be  divine  to  them  —  we  are  I 

All  great  works  in  this  world  spring  from  the 

nuns 
Of  greater  projects  —  ever,  on  our  earth. 
Babels  men  block  oat,  Babylons  thev  build. 
I  wrest  the  weapon  from  your  hand  I  I  claim 
The  deed  i  Retire !  You  have  my  ring  —  you  bar 
All  access  to  the  Nuncio  till  the  forces 
From  Venice  land  I 
An,  lliott  wilt  feign  Hakeem  then  ? 

Dja.   [Putting  the   Tiara  of  Hakeem  on  his 

head,]     And  from  this  moment  that  I 

dare  ope  wide 
Eves  tliat  till  now  refused  to  see,  begins 
My  true  dominion :  for  I  know  myself. 
And  what  am  I  to  personate.    No  word  ? 

[Ahail  goe*. 
'Tis  come  on  me  at  last !      His  blood  on  her  — 
What  memories  will  follow  that  {    Her  eye. 
Her  fierce  distorted  Up  and  ploughed  black 

brow ! 
Ah,  fool  I    Has  Europe  then  so  poorlytaiued 
The  Syrian  blood  from  out  thee  ?    Thou,  pre- 
sume 
To  work  in  this  foul  earth  by  means  not  foul  ? 
Scheme,  as  for  heaven,  —  but,  on  the  earth,  be 

ghid 
If  a  least  ray  like  heaven*s  be  left  thee  ! 

Thus 
I  shall  be  eabn —  in  readiness  —  no  way 
Surprised.  l^  noim  teithout. 

This  shunld  be  Khalil  and  my  uruses. 
Venice  is  come  then  I  Thus  I  grasp  thee,  sword ! 
Drnses,  't  is  Hakeem  saves  yon  !  In !  Behold 
Your  Prefect  I 

{Enter  Lots.    Djabal  hule*  the  khandjar  in  Ms  robe.) 
Loy»,  Ok,  well  foond,  Djabal !  —  but  no  time 

for  words. 
You  know  who  waits  there  ? 

IPoinHng  to  the  aleore. 
Well !  —  and  that 't  is  then 
He  meets  the  Nuncio  ?  Well  ?  Now,  a  surprise — 
He  there  — 
Dja,       I  know  — 

Loys.  —  is  now  no  mortal^s  lord. 

Is  absolutely  powerless  —  call  him.  dead  — 
He  is  no  kinger  Prefect  —  tou  are  Prefect  1 
Oh,  dirink  not!    I  do  nothing  in  the  dark. 
Nothing  unworthy  Breton  blM>d,  believe  ! 
I  understood  at  onoe  yonr  urgency 
That  I  shook!  leave  tms  isle  for  Khodes ;  I  felt 
What  you  were  loath  to  speak  —your  need  of 

help. 
I  have  fumlled  the  task,  that  earnestness 
Imposed  on  me :  have,  face  to  face,  confronted 
The  Prefect  in  full  Chapter,  charged  on  him 
The  enormities  of  his  long  rule  j  he  stood 
Mute.  offertMl  no  defence,  no  crime  denied. 
On  which,  I  appke  of  you,  and  of  your  tribe. 
Your  faith  so  like  our  own,  and  all  yon  urged 
Of  old  to  me  —  I  spoke,  too,  of  your  goodness. 
Your  patience  —  brief,  I  hold  henceforth  the 

Ida 
In  charge,  am  nominally  lord,  —  but  you, 
You  are  associated  in  my  rule  ~ 
Are  the  true  Prefect  I  A  v.  such  faith  had  they 
In  my  assurance  of  ^our  loyalty 
(For  who  insnlt.s  an  mibtH'il?  old  man  ?) 


Tlmt  we  assume  the  Prefecture  this  hour ! 
You  gaze  at  me  ?    Hear  greater  wonders  yet  — 
I  cast  down  all  the  fabric  I  have  built ! 
These  Knights,  I  was  prepaid  to  worship  .  .  . 

but 
Of  that  uiother  time  ;  what  *8  now  to  say. 
Is  —  I  shall  uerer  be  a  Knight !   Oh,  l>jatMil, 
Here  first  I  throw  all  prejudice  aside. 
And  call  you  brother  f  I  am  Ihmse  like  yon  : 
My  wealth,  my  friends,  my  power,  are  wholly 

3'onrs, 
Your  people^B,  which  is  now  my  people :  for 
There  is  a  maiden  of  ^onr  tribe,  1  love  — 
She  loves  me  —  KliahPs  sister — 

Dja.  Anael? 

Loys.  Start  yon  ? 

Seems  what  I  aay,  uuknightly  ?  Thus  it  chanced  : 
When  first  I  came,  a  novice,  to  the  isle  .  .  . 
{Ktitrr  onf  of  the  Nuscio^i  Guards /rOtn  thf  olcore.) 

Guard.  Oh  horrible !  Sir  Loys !  Here  is  Loyw  ! 

And  hers  —  L^'^^*  enter /rom  the  alcore. 

[Pointing  to  Djabal.}  Secure  him,  bind  him  — 

this  is  he  I  {They  eumnmd  IXiasal. 

Loys.    Madmen  —  what  is  't  you  do  ?    Stand 
from  my  friend, 
And  tell  me ! 

Guard,  Thou  canst  have  no  part  in  this  — 
Surely  no  part  !  But  slay  him  not  I  The  Nuncio 
Commanded,  slay  him  not  I 

Loy»'  Speak,  or  .  .  . 

Guard,  The  Prefect 

Lies  murdered  there  by  him  thou  dost  embrait*. 

LoyB.  Bt  Djabal?   Miserable  fools  I     How 
Djabal  ? 

lA  Ottsid  lift*  DiABAL**  robf  ;  DjAa*].  Jtinye  dmm  the 

khamtjar. 

Loyu.  lAJUr  a  pause.  1  Thou  hast  reoeiTed 
some  insult  worse  than  all, 
Some  outrage  not  to  be  endured  — 

[To  the  Qnaxdm,]  Stand  back  ! 
He  is  my  friend  —  more  than  my  friend  !  Thou 

hast 
Slain  him  upon  that  proroeation  I 

Guard,  No ! 

No  provocation !    ^T  is  a  long  devised 
Conspiracy  :  the  ^hole  tribe  is  involved. 
He  is  their  Khalif  —  H  is  on  that  pretence  — 
Their  mighty  Khalif  who  died  long  ago. 
And  now  comes  back  to  life  and  Iq^t  again ! 
All  is  jiuit  now  revealed,  I  know  not  how, 
By  one  of  his  confederates  —  wlio,  stmck 
W  ith  horror  at  this  murder,  first  anprised 
Tlie  Nuncio.  As  *t  was  said,  we  fina  this  Djabal 
Here  where  we  take  him. 

Dja.     [/Xside.]      Who  broke  faith  with  me*  ? 

Loys.  [To  Djabal.]  HearV  thou?    Speak! 
Till  thou  speak  I  keep  off  these. 
Or  die  with  thee.     Deny  tliis  tfUsry  !    Hioa 
A  Khalif,  an  im)Mwtor  ?    Thou,  my  friend^ 
Whose  tale  was  of  an  inoffensive  tribe. 
With  ...  but  thou  know'st  —  on  that  tale's 

truth  I  pledged 
My  faith  before  the  Chimter:  wliat  art  ihtm  ? 

Dja,    Loys,  I  am  as  thou  hast  heard.    All  *a 
true ! 
No  more  coneealroent  t    As  these  t*>\\  thee,  all 
Was  long  since  planned,  (htr  lh^9»*«iar«*eiiongK 
To  crush  this  handfnl :  the  VtiiHti.-tiiH  Uitd 
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£▼«!!  now  ia  our  behalf.    Loyg.  ve  part ! 
Thou,  Mrriosr  mudif  wouldst  taui  ha,re  mewed 

me  iBOre; 
It  miglii  not  be.    I  thank  thee.    As  thou  hear- 


We  are  a  aepamted  tribe :  farewell ! 

Lo^,  Oh,  where  will  truth  be  found  now? 
Canst  thou  so 
Belie  the  Druses  ?  Do  they  share  thy  erime  ? 
Those  thou  professest  of  our  Breton  stock, 
Are  paitaen  wK^i  thee  ?     Why,  I  saw  but 

now 
Khalil,  wj  friend — he  spoke  with  me — no 

word 
Of  tins  1  and  Anael  —  whom  I  love,  and  who 
LoTes  me  — *  she  spoke  no  word  of  tnis  I 

D/a.  Poor  boy  I 

AnaeLwho  lores  thee  ?  Khalil,  fast  thv  friend  ? 
We,  ottseto  from  a  wandering:  Count  of  Dreux  ? 
No :  elder  than  the  oldest,  princelier 
Than  Europe^s   princelieet   race,    our    tribe: 

enenni 
For  thine,  Uiat  on  our  simple  faith  we  found 
A  moBarehy  to  shame  your  monarchies 
At  their  own  trick  and  secret  of  saooess. 
The  eh3d  of  this  our  tribe  shall  langrh  upon 
The  palace-step  of  him  whose  life  ere  night 
Is  forfeit,  as  that  child  shall  know,  and  yet 
Shall  laug-h  there  I  What,  we  Druses  wait  for- 
sooth 
The  kind  interpeeitiaa  of  a  bo^ 

—  Can  only  save  oarselvee  if  thou  ooneede  ? 

—  Khalil  admire  thee  ?    He  is  my  right  hand, 
My  delegate !  —  Anael  aceept  thy  love  ? 

She  is  my  bride ! 

Lo^,  Thy  bride  ?    She  one  of  them  ? 

Dja.  My  bride ! 

Ijoi^.  And  she  retains  her  glorious  eyes ! 

She,  with  those  eyes,  has  shared  this  miscreant  *8 

gmlt! 
Ah  —  who  but  she  direoted  me  to  find 
Djabal  within  the  Prefect's  chamber  ?    Khalil 
Bade  me  seek  Djabal  there,  too !    All  is  truth  I 
^^Hiat  spoke  the  Prefect  worse  of  them  than 

this? 
Did  the  Church  ill  to  institute  long  since 
Perpetual  warfare  with  such  serpentry  ? 
And  I  —  have  I  desired  to  shift  my  part, 
Evade  my  share  in  her  design  ?    *T  is  well  t 

DJa.  Lo3rs,  I  wronged  thee  —  but  unwittingly : 
I  never  tliought  there  was  iu  thee  a  virtue 
That  could  attach  itself  to  what  thou  deem- 
est 


A  raee  below  thine  own.    I  wronged  thee,  Lo3rs, 
But  that  is  over:  all  is  over  now. 
Save  the  protection  I  ensure  against 
My  people^s  anger.     By  their  Khalifas  side, 
'  Thou  art  secun*  and  may*st  depart :  so,  come  I 
Lopa.  Thv  ride?    I  take  protection  at  thy 
hand> 

( BnUr  Mher  Otisrds.  > 

GaorcfA.  Fly  with  him !   FIy,SirLoy8!    Tis 
too  true ! 
And  only  by  his  ride  thou  may^st  escape  I 
Fhe  whole  tribe  is  in  full  revolt :  they  flock 
About  the  palace  —  will  be  here — on  thee  — 
And  rhere  are  twenty  of  us,  we  the  Guards 
iV  the  Nnncio,  to  withstand  them  \    Even  we 


Had  stayed  to  meet  our  death  in  ienorance. 
But  that  one  Druse,  a  single  faithful  Druse, 
Made  known  the  horror  to  the  Nuncio.    Fly  ] 
The  Nuncio  stands  aghast.    At  least  let  us 
Escape  th]^  wrath,  O  Hakeem !    We  are  naught 
In  thy  tribe's  peiseentionl  [To  Lots.]  Keep 

by  him  1 
They  haO  him  Hakeem,  their  dead  Prince  re- 
turned : 
He  is  their  God,  they  shout,  and  at  his  beck 
Are  life  snd  death ! 

[Lots,  tpringing  at  the  khandiar  Djabal  had  thrown 
dmon^  aeizt*  him  by  the  throat. 

Thus  by  his  ride  am  1 1 
Thus  I  resume  my  knightlMod  and  its  war- 
fare. 
Thus  end  thee,  miscreant,  in  thy  pride  of  place  I 
Thus  art  thou  caught.    Without,  thy  dupes  may 

cluster. 
Friends  aid  thee,  foes  avoid  thee,  —  thou  art 

Hakeem, 
How  say  they  ?  —  God  art  thou  I  but  also  here 
Is  the  least,  youngest,  meanest  the  Church 

calls 
Her  servant,  and  his  ain^^  arm  avails 
To  aid  hot  aa  she  lists.    1  rise,  and  thou 
Art  crushed  1    Hordes  of  thy  DruBcs  flock  with* 

out: 
Here  thou  haat  me,  who  represent  the  Cross, 
Honor  and  Faith,  Against  Hell,  Mahound  and 

thee. 
Die  I    [Djabal  resiotiu  cu/m.]    Implore  my 

mercy,  Hakeem,  that  my  scorn 
May  helprae I    Nay,  I  cannot  ply  thy  trade ; 
I  am  no  Druse,  no  stabber :  and  thine  eye. 
Thy  form,  are  too  much  as  they  wer»-my 

friend 
Had  such  I   Speak !   Beg  for  mercy  at  my  foot ! 

[PikMhUtHaMUent. 
Heaven  could  not  ask  so  much  of  me  —  not, 

sure. 
So  much !    I  cannot  kill  him  so  I 

[After  a  paumJ]    Thou  art 
Strong  in  thy  cause,  then  —  dost  outbrave  us, 

then. 
Heardst  thou  that  one  of  thine  accomplices. 
Thy  very  people,  has  accused  thee  ?    Meet 
His  charge  I    Thou  hast  not  even  slain  the  Pre- 
fect 
As  thy  own  vile  creed  warrants.    Meet  that 

Druse! 
Come  with  me  and  disprove  him  —  be  thou  tried 
By  him,  nor  seek  appeal !     Promise  me  this, 
Or  I  will  do  God's  office  1    What,  shalt  thou 
Boast  of  assassins  at  thy  beck,  yet  truth 
Want  even  an  executioner  ?    Consent, 
Or  I  will  strike  —  look  in  my  face  —  I  wiU  I 
Dja.    Give  nie  again  my  khandjar,  if  thou 
daretft !  [Uyn  give*  it. 

Let  but  one  Druse  accuse  me,  and  I  plunge 
This  home.    A  Druse  betray  me  ?    Let  us  go  ! 
[Aside.]  Who  has  betrayed  me  2 

[ShoHis  without. 

Hearest  thou  ?    I  hear 
No  plainer  than  long  years  ago  I  beard 
That  shout  —  but  in  no  dream  now  I    They  re- 
turn I 
^?nit  thou  be  leader  with  me,  Leys  ?    Well ! 
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ACT  V 

The  vnmUiated  DnuM,  AUing  the  haU  tumnituouay^ 
and  speaJting  together. 

Here  flook  we,  obejring  the  Bunmoiis.  Lo, 
Hakeem  hath  appeared,  and  the  Prefect  is 
dead,  and  we  return  to  Lebanon  I  My  nuuia> 
factore  of  g:oata^  fleece  must,  I  doubt,  aoon  fall 
away  there.  Come,  old  Naaif  —  link  thine  arm 
in  mine  —  we  fight,  if  needs  be.  Come,  what 
is  a  great  fight-word  ?  —  ''  Lebanon  ?  '^  (My 
daughter  —  my  daughter!)  —  But  is  Khalil  to 
have  the  office  of  Hamza  ?  —  Nay,  rather,  if  he 
be  wise,  the  monopoly  of  henna  and  cloves. 
Where  is  Hakeem  ?  —  The  only  prophet  I  ever 
saw,  prophesied  at  Cairo  once,  m  mv  youth :  a 
little  bbusk  Copht,  dressed  all  in  black  too, 
with  a  great  stripe  of  yellow  cloth  flapping 
down  behind  him  like  the  back-fin  of  a  waters 
serpent.    Is  this  he  ?    Biamrallah  1    Biamreh  I 

Hakeem ! 

{Enter  the  Nokcio,  with  Giutrd*.) 

Nuncio.  [To  his  Attendants.]  Hold  both,  the 

sorcerer  and  this  aooomplioe 
Ye  talk  of,  that  aceuseth  bim  t    And  tell 
Sir  Ij4)ys  he  is  mine,  the  Churches  ho|>e : 
Bid  him  approve  himself  oxir  Knight  iudt*«d ! 
Ix),  this  blaick  disembo^ing  of  the  Isle ! 
[  To  the  Druses.]  Ah,  children,  what  a  sight  for 

these  old  eyes 
That  kept  themselves  alive  thisYorage  through 
To  smile  their  very  last  on  you  !    I  came 
To  gather  one  and  all  you  wandering  sheep 
Into  my  fold,  as  though  a  father  came  .  .  . 
As  though,  in  coming,  a  father  should  .  .  . 

J  To  ht  Guards.]     (Ten,  twelve 
s  of  yon,  and  not  an  outlet? 
None"? 
The  wizards  stop  each  avenue  ?    Keep  close !) 
[  To  the  Druses.  ]  As  if  one  came  to  a  son^s  house, 

I  say, 
So  did  I  come  — no  guard  with  me — to  find  .  . . 
Alas— alas  I 
A  Druse,  Who  is  the  old  man  ? 
A  noiher.  Oh,  ye  are  to  shout  I 

Children,  he  styles  yon. 

Druse*.  KTn  the  Prefect  ^s  slain ! 

Glory  to  the  Khalif ,  our  Father ! 

Nuncio.  Even  so  I 

I  find  (ye  prompt  aright)  your  father  slain  t 
While  most  he  plotted  for  your  good,  that  father 
(Alas,  how  kind,  ye  never  knew)  —  lies  slain ! 
{Aside.]  (And  hell's  worm  gnaw  the  gloxing 

knave  —  with  me. 
For  being  duped  by  his  cajoleries  I 
Are  these  the  Christians?    These  the  docile 

crew 
My  bezants  went  to  make  me  Bishop  o^er  ?) 
[lb  his  Attendants,  who  whimr.]  What  say  ye 

does  this  wizard  style  himself  ? 
Hakeem?    Biamrallah?    The  third  Fatemite ? 
What  is  this  jargon  ?     He  —  the  insane  Khalif, 
Dead  near  three  hundred  years  ago,  come  back 
In  flesh  and  blood  again  ? 

Druses.  He  mutters !    Hear  ye  ? 

He  is  blaspheming  Hakeem.    The  old  man 
Is  our  dead  Prefect's  friend.    Tear  him  1 


Nuncio.  Ye  dare  nuc  I 

I  stand  here  with  my  five-and-aeventy  years* 
The  Patriarch's  power  behind  me,  God  s  above  I 
Those  years  have  witnessed  sin  enough ;  era  now 
Miaeuided  men  arose  against  their  lordsv 
Ana  found  excuse ;  but  ye,  to  be  enslaved 
By  soreeries,  cheats  —  alasl  the  same 

tried 

On  my  poor  children  in  this  nook  o'  the  earth. 
Could  triumph,  that  have  been  sncoesnvely 
Exploded,  laughed  to  scorn,  all  nations  through : 
**  Bomaioi.  loudaioitekai  proselutoi, 
Cretes  and  Arabians,"—  yon  ara  dnped  th« 

last. 
Said  I,  refarain  from  tearing  me?    I  pray  ^a 
Tear  me  1    Shall  I  return  to  tell  the  Patnaroh 
That  so  much  love  was  wasted  —  every  gift 
Rejected,  from  his  benison  I  brought, 
Down  to  the  galley-full  of  bezants,  sunk 
An  hour  since  at  the  harbor's  montn,  by  that  •  .  . 
That  .  .  .  never  will  I  speak  Kui  hated  name ! 
[To  his  Servants.]    What  was  the  name  hia  fel- 
low alip^fetter 
Called  their  arch-wizard  by?    [They  whisper  A 
Oh,Djabalwas't? 

Druses.  But  how  a  sorcerer  ?  false  wheraiii  ? 

Nuncio.  (Ay,  Djabal  !i 

How  false?    Ye  know  not,  Djabal  has  ooa- 

Nay,  that  by  tokens  found  on  him  we  learn .  .  . 
What  I  sailed  hither  solely  to  divulge  — 
How  by  his  spells  the  demons  were  allured 
To  aeize  yon :  not  that  theae  be  aiurht  save  Iimi 
And  mere  illusions.    Is  this  clear  ?    I  say. 
By  measures  such  as  these,  he  would  have  led 

you 
Into  a  monstrous  ruin :  follow  ye  ? 
Say,  shall  ye  perish  for  his  sake,  my  aona  ? 

Druses.    Hark  ye  I 

Nuncio.  —  Be  of  one  privile^  ameretsd  ? 

No  I    Infinite  the  Patriarch's  meroies  are  I 
No  I    With  the  Patriarch's  license,  stUl  I  bid 
Tear  him  to  pieces  who  misled  you  I    Haste ! 

Druses.     The  old  man's  beard  shakes,  and 

his  eyes  are  white  fire  I    After  all,  I  know  n<^ 

thing  of  Diabal  beyond  what  Karshook  aayn : 

he  knows  but  what  Khalil  says,  who  kno«» 

just  what  Diabal  says  himself.    Now,  the  littli* 

Copht  Prophet,  I  saw  at  Cairo  in  my  youth, 

began  by  promising  each  bystander  three  fvU 

measures  of  wheat  .  .  • 

{Enter  Kbaul  and  the  initiated  Drnass.) 

Kha.    Venice  and  her  deliverance  are  at  IuumL 

Their  fleet  standa  through  the  harbor!    Hath 

he  slain 
The  Prefect  yet  ?    Is  Diabal's  change  oome  v«|  :* 
Nuncio.    [To  Attendants.]    What's  thsu  '4 

Venice?    Who 's this  boy  ? 

[Attendants  whisper, ]    One  Khalil  T 
Diabal's  accomplice,  Lojs  called,  bnt  now. 
The  only  I>ruse.  save  Pjabal's  self,  to  fear  ? 
[To  Me  Druses.]    I  cannot  hear  ye  with  th«*^- 

aged  ears; 
Is  it  so  ?    Ye  would  have  my  troops  assist  ? 
Doth  be  abet  him  in  hia  soroeries  r 
Down  with  the  cheat,  guards,  aa  my  childrHir 

bid! 

IThey  spring  of  Kraul;  a*  he  heats  Ihem  b^*^. 
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Stey  I     No  more  bloodshed  !     Spare  deluded 

yonth  t 

Wbom  seek'st   thoa?     (I  will  teaoh  him) — 

whom,  my  child  ? 
TlioB  know 'si  not  what  these  know,  what  these 

declare. 
I  am  an  old  man,  as  thou  seest  —  haye  done 
With  life ;  and  what  should  moye  me  but  the 

truth? 
Art  thou  the  only  fond  one  of  thy  tribe  ? 
*T  is  I  interpret  for  thy  tribe  I 

Kha.  Oh,  this 

Is  the  expected  Nuncio !    Druses,  hear  — 
EAdore  ye  this  ?    Unworthy  to  partake 
The  i^ory  Hakeem  rains  you !     While  I  speak. 
Tlie  ships  touch  land :  who  makes  fur  Lebanon  ? 
They  plant  the  winfr|M  lion  in  these  halls  t 
Numeio.     [Aside,]    If  it  be  true  !    Venice  ? 
CMi,  nerer  true ! 
Yet  Venice  would  so  t^ladly  thwart  our  Knights, 
2So  fain  get  f ootiug  here,  stand  close  bs"  Rhodes ! 
Oh,  to  he  duped  this  way  ! 

Kka,  Ere  he  appear 

And  lead  yon  gloriously,  repent,  I  say  1 
Numeio,    [Aside.]    Kor  any  way  to  stretch 
Uie  arch-wizard  stark 
Ere  the  Venetians  come  ?    Cut  off  the  head. 
The  trunk  were  easily  stilled.    [To  the  Druses.] 

He  f    Bring  him  forth ! 
Snoe  so  ^on  needs  will  haye  it,  I  assent ! 
You  *d  judge  him,  say  you,  on  the  spot  ?  — 

eonfonnd 
7*he  sorcerer  in  his  yery  circle  ?    Where  *s 
Our  short  black-bearded  sallow  friend  who  swore 
He  M  earn  the  Patriarch's  guerdon  by  one  stab  ? 
Bring  Djabal  forth  at  once  I 

Dntses»  Ay,  bring  him  forth  ! 

The  Patriarch  drives  a  trade  in  oil  and  silk, 
And    we  *re    the    Patriarch's   children  ~  true 

men.  we  I 
Where  is  the  glory  ?    Show  us  all  the  glory ! 
Kka.    You  dare  not  so  insult  him  1    What, 
notsee  .  .  . 
(I  teU  thee,  Nuncio,  these  are  uninstmcted, 
Untmsted— thejy  know  nothing  of  our  Khalif  I) 
—  Not  see  that  if  he  lets  a  doubt  arise 
'T  is  but   to  give  yourselves  the  chance  of 

seeming^ 
To  have  some  influence  in  your  own  return  I 
That  all  may  say  ye  would  have  trusted  him 
Without  the  all-cony incing  glory  —  ay, 
And  did !    Embrace  the  occasion,  friends  I    For, 

think  — 
What  wonder  when  his  change  takes  place  ? 

But  now 
For  yovr  sakes,  he  should  not  reveal  himself. 
No  —  oould  I  ask  and  have,  I  would  not  ask 
The  diaiige  yet  I 

{Enter  IUabal  and  LoT».) 

Spite  of  all,  reveal  thyself  ! 
I  had  said,  pardon  them  for  me  —  for  Anael  — 
For  onr  sakes  pardon  these  besotted  men  — 
Ay,  for  thine  own  —  they  hurt  not  thee !    Yet 

now 
One  thoaght  swells  in  me  and  keeps  down  all 


This  Nnneio  eoonles  shame  with  thee,  has  called 
Imposture  thy  wnole  course,  all  bitter  things 


Has  said :  he  is  but  an  old  fretful  man ! 
Hakeem  —  nay,  I  must  call  thee  Hakeem  now  — 
Reveal  thyself  !    Seel    Where  is  Anael  ?    See! 
Lays,  [  jTo  Dja.]   Here  are  thy  people  I   Keep 

thy  word  to  me  ! 
Dja.    Who  of  my  people  hath  accused  me  ? 
Nuncio.  So ! 

So  this  lA  Diabal,  Hakeem,  and  what  not  ? 
A  fit  deed,  Loys,  for  thy  first  Knieht's  day  1 
May  it  be  augury  of  thy  after-life  1 
Ever  prove  truncheon  of  the  Church  as  now 
That,  Nuncio  of  the  Patriarch,  having  charge 
Of  the  Isle  here^  I  claim  thee  [turning  to  IXiA.] 

as  these  bid  me. 
Forfeit  for  murder  done  thy  lawful  prince. 
Thou  conjurer  that  peep'st  and  mutterest ! 
Why  should  I  hold  thee  from  their  hands  ? 

(Spells,  children  ? 
But  hear  how  I  dispose  of  all  his  spells !) 
Thou    art   a   propnet  ?  —  wooldst   entice   thy 

tribe 
From  me  ?  —  thou  workest  miracles  ?  (Attend  I 
Let  him  but  move  me  with    his  spells !)    I, 

Nuncio  .  .  . 
Dja.  .  .  .  Which  how  thou  camest  to  he,  I 

say  not  now. 
Though  I  have  also  been  at  Stambonl,  Luke ! 
Ply  thee  with  spells,  forsooth !     What  need  of 

^ells? 
If  Venice,  in  her  Admiral's  peison,  stoop 
To  ratify  thy  compact  with  her  foe. 
The  Hospitauers.  for  this  Isle  —  withdraw 
Her  warrant  of  tne  deed  which  reinstates 
My  people  in  their  freedom,  tricked  away 
By  him  I  slew,  —  refuse  to  convoy  us 
To  Lebanon  and  keep  the  Isle  we  leave  — 
Then  wiU  be  time  to  try  what  spells  can  do ! 
Dost  thou  dispute  the  Republic  s  power  ? 

Nuncio.  Lo  ye  I 

He  tempts  me  too,  the  wily  exorrist  t 
No  1    Tne  renowned  Republic  was  and  is 
The  Patriarch's  friend:   'tis  not  for  courting 

Venice 
That  I  —  that  these  implore  thy  blood  of  me ! 
Lo  ye,  the  subtle  miscreruit  I     Ha,  so  subtle  ? 
Ye  Druses,  hear  him !      Will  ye  be  deceived  ? 
How  he  evades  me !    Where 's  the  miracle 
He  works  ?    I  bid  him  to  the  proof  —  fish  up 
Your  galley  full  of  bezants  that  he  sank  I 
That  were  a  miracle  !    One  miracle ! 
Enough  of  trifling^or  it  chafes  my  years. 
I  am  the  Nuncio,  Druses !    I  stand  forlii 
To  save  you  from  the  good  Republic's  rage 
When  she  shall  find  her  fleet  was  summoned  here 
To  aid  the  mummeries  of  a  knave  like  this  i 

[A»  the  DmaM  kesUnte^  Ma  Attendante  whisper. 
Ah,  well  suggested  I    Why,  we  hold  the  whue 
One  who.  Ms  close  confederate  till  now. 
Confesses  Djalud  at  the  last  a  cheat. 
And  every  miracle  a  cheat !    Who  throws  me 
His  head  ?    I  make  three  offers,  once  I  offer,  — 
And  twice  .  .  . 
Dja.  Let  who  moves  perish  at  my  foot ! 

Kha.    Thanks,  Hakeem,  thanks !  Oh,  Anael, 
,  Maani, 
Why  tarry  th#»y? 
Druses.    [To  each  other.]    He  can  I    He  can  t 

Live  ore  — 
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[To  the  Nuifcio.l    1  my  he  eaa,  old   man  I 

ThoQ  know^st  him  not. 
LiTe  fire  like  that  thon  iieest  now  in  hie  eyea. 
Plays  fawnine  roond  him.     See !     The  change 

begins! 
All  the  brow  listens  aa  he  lifts  his  ann  ! 
Look  not  at  me  1    It  was  not  I ! 

Dja.  What  Dmae 

Accused  me,  as  he  saith  ?    I  bid  eadi  bone 
(*rurable  within  that  Druse  !    None,  Loya,  none 
(>f  my  own  people,  aa  thou  eaid^st,  have  raised 
A  voice  against  me. 
Nuncio.    [AsideA    Venice  tooomet    Death  I 
Dja,  [Continuing^  Confess  and  go  unscathed, 
however  false  t 
Seest  thou  my  Druses,  Luke  ?    I  would  submit 
To  thy  pure  malice  did  one  Druse  confess  I 
How  said  I.  Ijovs? 
Nuncio.  [  To Ai«  Attendants  wAoioAwper.]  Ah, 
ye  counsel  so  ? 
[Aloua.]    Bring  in  the  witness,  then,  who,  first 

of  all. 
Disclosed  the  treason!      Now    I   have   thee, 

wizard ! 
Te  hear  that  ?    If  one  speaks,  he  bids  you  tear 

him 
Joint  after  joint:  well  then,  one  does  speak ! 

One, 
Befooled  by  Djabal,  even  as  yonrselvea. 
But  who  hath  voluntarily  proposed 
To  expiate,  by  confessing  thus,  the  fault 
Of  having  trusted  him. 

[They  bring  im  a  weiied  Dnite. 
LoVB*  Now,  Diabal,  now ! 

Nuncio.    Friend,  Djabal  fronts  thee !  Make 
a  ring,  sons.    Speak  1 
Expose  this  Djabal  —  what  he  was,  and  how  ; 
The  wiles  he  used,  the  aims  he  ohuislied ;  all. 
Explicitly  as  late  *t  was  spoken  to  these 
My  servants :  I  absolve  and  pardon  thee. 
Xoya.    Thon  hast  the  dagger  ready,  Djabal  ? 
Dja,  Speak, 

Recreant  I 
Dru»e».    Stand  baok^  foolt    farther!     Sud- 
denly 
You  shall  see  some  huge  serpent  glide  from 

under 
The  empty  vest,  or  down  will  thunder  crash  1 
Back,  KhalU  I 

Kha.  I  go  back  ?    Thus  go  I  back  I 

[To  Ak.]    Unveil !    Nay,  thou  shalt  face  the 
Khalif!    'llius! 

[He  ttart  oway  AitASL^t  vril  ;  Djabal  MdM  ki$  mrms 
and  bows  kit  head ;  the  Dnian  /alt  back ;  LoTi 
tprtt^/r&m  the  side  f^f  Djabai.  and  the  Nvncio. 

Xioys.    Then  she  was  true  —  she  only  of  them 

aU! 
True  to  her  eyes  —  may  keep  those  glorious 

eyes, 
And  now  be  mine,  once  again  mine!      Oh, 

Anael! 
Dared  I  think  thee  a  partner  in  his  crime  — 
That  bkxMl  could  soil  that  hand  ?   nay,  *t  is 

mfaie  —  Afiael, 
~  Not  mine  ?  -    Who  offer  thee  before  all  these 
My  heart,  my  sword,  my  name  — so  thon  wilt 

say 
That  Piabal,  who  affiima  thon  art  hia  bride. 


Idea  —  say  but  that  he  Uea  I 
Dja,  Thou,  Anael? 

lAjyg,    "S^jt  Djabal,  nay,  one  chance  for  nie 
—  the  hist ! 
Thou  hast  had  every  other ;  thou  hast  spoken 
Days,  nights,  what  falsehood  listed  thee — let 

me 
Speak  first  now ;  I  will  speak  now  I 

Nuncio.  LovB,  panae  I 

Thou  art  the  Duke's  son,  Bietagne^i  ohoieeat 

stock, 
Loys  of  Dreux,  Ood's  sepulchre's  first  sword : 
This  wilt  thou  spit  on,  this  degtade,  this  tram- 
ple 
To  earth? 
Loys,    [  To  Am.]   Who  had  foreseen  Uiat  nne 
day,  Loys 
Would  stake  tnese  gifts  against  some  other  good 
In  the  whole  world?    I  give  them  thee!      I 

would 
My  strong  will  might  bestow  real  shape  on  theni« 
That  I  might  see,  Mriih  my  own  eyes,  thy  foot 
Tread  on  tneir  very  neck  I    'T  is  not  by  gifts 
Iput  aside  this  Djabal :  we  will  stand  — 
Wa  do  stand,  see,  two  men  I     Djabal,  stand 

forth! 
Who's  worth  her,  I  or  thou?    I  —  who  for 

Anael 
Uprightly,  purely  kept  my  way,  the  Ions 
True  way —  left  thee  each  by-path,  boldly  lived 
Without  the  lies  and  blood,  —  or  thou,  or  thou  ? 
Me !    love  me,  Anael !      Leave  the  blood  and 

him! 
[To  Dja.]    Now  speak  — now,  quick  on  tkia 

that  I  have  said,  — 
Thon  with  the  blood,  speak  if  thou  art  a  luan  ! 
Dja.    [To  Am.]    And  was  it  thou  betrayedst 
me?    'T is  well! 
I  have  deserved  this  of  thee,  and  submit. 
Nor  't  is  much  evil  thou  infiictest :   life 
Ends  here.    The  cedars  sliall  not  wave  for  ua  : 
For  there  was  crime,  and  must  be  pumshment. 
Si'e  fate  !     By  thee  I  was  seduced,  ny  thee 
I  perish :  yet  do  I  —can  I  repent  ? 
I  with  rav  Arab  instinct,  thwarted  ever 
By  my  Frank  policy,  —  and  with,  in  turn. 
My  Frank  bram,  thwarted  by  my  Arab  heart  — 
WlKile  these  remained  in  equipoise,  I  lived 
—  Nothing ;  had  either  been  predominant. 
As  a  Frank  schemer  or  an  Anb  mystic, 
I  had  been  something ;  —  now,  each  haa  de- 
stroyed 
The  other  —  and  behold,  from  out  thmr  craah, 
A  third  and  better  nature  rises  up  — 
My  mere  nian's-nature  !     And  I  yield  to  it : 
I  love  thee,  I  who  did  not  love  before  I 
An,    Djabal! 

Dja,         It  seemed  love,  but  it  waa  not  Iot«  : 
How  could  I  love  while  thou  adoredst  me  ? 
Now  thou  despisest,  art  above  me  so 
Immeasurably  I   Thou,  no  other,  doomest 
My  death  now  ;  this  my  steel  shall  exeonte 
Thy  judgment ;  I  ahall  feel  thy  hand  in  it ! 
Oh,  luxury  to  worship,  to  submit. 
Transcended,  doomea  to  death  by  thee  I 

An,  MyDjahnl' 

'  Dja,    Doat  heaitats?     I  forae   tfaee  th^nl 
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Dnues !  for  I  am  out  of  reach  of  fate ; 

No  further  evil  waits  me.    Speak  the  doom  1 

Hear,   Druses,  and   hear,  Nancio,  and  hear, 

Am.     iCkebm!  [She /alU  dead. 

IThe  DruMa  Kream^  ffroreUing  be/ore  Mm. 
Dnuet-    Ah,  Hakeem  1  —  nut    on   me    thy 
wrath! 
Biamrallah,  piirdon  t  never  doubted  I ! 
Ha,  dofiT,  how  sayettt  tliou  ? 

ITkeif  ntmnmd  trnd  seise  the  Nomcio  arul  hi*  Gtuurda. 
Lots  /ling*  hinuelf  upon  the  body  0/  Ahasl,  on 
vhich  Djaial  coniinueM  to  gaze  a*  stupefied. 

Nuncio,  CaitifFs  I    Have  ye  eyes  ? 

Whips,  racks  should  tnach  yuul     What,  his 

fools?  his  dupes? 
Leave  me  I  unhand  me ! 
Kka,    [Approaching  Djabal  timidly.]    Save 
her  for  my  sake  I 
She  was  already  thine  ;  she  would  haye  shared 
To^ay  thine  exaltation :  think,  this  day 
Her  hair  was  plaited  thus  because  of  thee  I 
Yes,  feel  tlie  soft  briK:ht  hair  — -  feel ! 
Nuncio.  [Struoglina  with  those  who  have  seized 
Aim.  J    What,  because 
His  leman  dies  for  him  ?    Yon  think  it  hard 
To  die  ?    Oh,  would  yon  were  at  Rhodes,  and 

ohoiee 
Of  deaths  should  suit  you ! 
Kha,    [Bending  over  Anael's  body.]    Just 
restore  her  uf  e  t 
So  little  does  it  I    there  —  the  eyelids  tremble ! 
*T  was  not  my  breath  that  made  them :  and  the 

lips 
Mots  ot  themselves.    I  could  restore  her  life  I 
Hakeem,  we  have  forfpotten  —  hare  presumed 
On  our  free  converse :  we  are  better  taught. 
8ee,  I  kiss — how  I  kiss  thy  garment^s  hem 
For  her  I    She  kisses  it  —  Oh,  take  her  deed 
In  mine  I    Thou  dost  believe  now,  Anael  ?  — 


She  angles  t    Were  her  lips  open  o^er  the  teeth 
Thui,  when  I  spoke  first?    She  believes  ia 

theet 
60  not  without  her  to  the  cedars,  lord  ! 
Or  leave  as  both  —  I  cannot  go  alone ! 
I  have  obeyed  thee,  if  I  dare  so  speak : 
Hath  Hakeem  thus  forgot  all  Djabal  knew  ? 
Thon  feelest  then  my  teais  fall  not  and  fast 
Upon  thy  hand,  aind  yet  thon  speakest  not  ? 
Ere  the  Venetian  trranpet  sound  —  ere  thon 
Exalt  thyself,  O  Hakeem  I  save  thou  her  t 
Numeio.     And  the  accursed   Republic  will 

arrive  ^ 
And  find  me  in  their  toils  —  dead,  very  like. 
Under  their  feet ! 

What  way  —  not  one  way  yet 
To  foil  them  ?     None  ?      [  Observing  Dj a  r a  l'b 

/ooe.l    What  ails  the  KhaUf  ?    Ah, 
That  ghastly  face  I     A  way  to  foil  them  yet  I 
[To  lAe  Dmses.]   Look  to  your  Khalif,  Druses ! 

Is  that  face 
God  Hakeem's?    Where  is  triumph,— where 

is  .  .  .  what 
Said  he  of  exaltation  —  hath  he  promised 
So  much  to-day  ?    Why  then,  exalt  thyself  I 
Cast  oCF  that  husk,  thy  form,  set  free  thy  soul 


In  splendor  I     Now,    bear    witness!     here  I 

stand  — 
I  challenge  him  exalt  himself,  and  I 
Become/ior  that,  a  Druse  like  all  of  you  I 
The  Druses.    Exalt  thyself  I    Exalt  thyself, 

O  Hakeem  1 
DJa.     [Advances.]     I  can  confess   now  all 
frcHn  first  to  last. 
There  is  no  longer  shame  for  me.    I  am  .  .  . 

[Here  the  ^'eneiidn  trumpet  sounds:  the  Dnuea<A<m/, 
Djabal's  eye  catches  the  mpression  of  those  about 
Mm.  andt  as  the  old  drenm  comes  baek,  he  is  again 
confldmt  and  inspired. 

—  Am  I  not  Hakeem  ?    And  ye  would  have 

cniwled 
But  yesterday  within  these  impure  courts 
Where  now  ye  stand  erect !   Not  grand  enough  ? 

—  What  more  could  be  conceded  to  such  beasts 
As  all  of  you,  so  sunk  and  base  as  you. 

Than  a  mere  man  ?    A  man  among  such  beasts 
Was  miracle  enough :  yet  him  you  doubt. 
Him  you  forsake,  him  fain  would  yon  destroy  — ' 
With  tiie  Venetians  at  your  gate,  the  Nuncio 
Thus  —  (see  the  baffled  hypocrite ! )  and,  bestt 
The  IVfect  there ! 
Druses.  No,  Hakeem,  ever  thine ! 

Nuncio.    He  lies  —  and  twice  he  lies —and 

thrice  he  lies ! 
Exalt  thyself,  Mahonnd  !    Exalt  thyself ! 
Dja.    Druses  I   we  shall  heuoeforth  be  far 

away  — 
Out  of  mere  mortal  ken  —  above  the  cedars  — 
But  we  shall  see  ye  go,  hear  ye  return, 
Repeopling  the  old  solitudes,  —  through  thee, 
My  KhaUlI    Thou  art  f uU  of  me :  I  fill 
Thee  full— my  hands  thus  fill  thee  I    Yester- 

eve, 

—  Nay,  but  this  mom,  I  deemed  thee  igno- 

rant 
Of  all  to  do,  requiring  word  of  mine  ^ 
To  teach  it :  now,  thou  hast  all  gifts  in  one, 
With  truth  and  puritjr  go  other  gifts. 
All  gifts  come  clustering  to  that.    Go,  lead 
My  people  home  whatever  betide  I 

[  Turning  to  the  Dmses.  1    Te  take 
ThisKhalilformydeleeate?    To  him 
Bow  as  to  me  ?    He  leads  to  Lebanon  — 
Yefolfew? 
Druses.    We  follow !    Now  exalt  thyself ! 
Dja.    [Raises  L0Y8.I    Then  to  thee,  Loys! 
How  I  wronffed  thee,  Lojrs  I 
Tet,  wronged,  no  less  thou  shalt  have  full  re- 
venge. 
Fit  for  thy  noble  self,  revenge  —  and  thus. 
Thou,  loaded  with  such  wrongs,  the  princely 

soul. 
The  first  sword  of  Christ^s  sepulchre  —  thon 

shalt 
Guard  Khalil  and  my  Dmses  home  again  I 
Justice,  no  less,  GocTs  justice  and  no  more. 
For  those  I  leave  I  —  to  seeking  this,  devote 
Some  few  days  out  of  thy  Knight's  brilliaat 

life: 
And,  tbis  obtained  them,  leave  their  Lebanon, 
Mv  Ih'tiseM'  blessing  in  thine  ears  —  (tliey  shall 
Bless  thee  with  blearing  sore  to  have  its  way) 

—  (>ne  ce<1ar-bIcNwoni  in  thy  ducal  cap. 

One  th«>tight  of  Anael  in  thy  heart,  —  perchance^ 
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thongrht  of  him  who  thus,  to  bid  thee 

His  List  woitl  to  the  livine  speaks  t    This  done. 
Resume  thy  coarse,  and,  first  amidst  the  first 
In  Europe,  take  my  heart  along  with  thee  I 
(to  boldly,  go  serenely,  go  augustly  — 
What  shall  withstand  tnee  then  ? 

[He  bends  over  Anael.]    And  last  to  thee  I 
Ah,  did  I  dream  I  was  to  have,  this  day. 
Exalted  thee  ?      A  vain  dream :  hast  thou  not 
Won  greater  exaltation  ?    What  remains 
But  press  to  Uiee,  exalt  myself  to  thee  ? 


Thus  I  exalt  myself,  set  free  my  soul  1 

lUe  slab*  hinuelf.    A*  he  /ff/if,  tupported  by  Kmaui. 

and  Lot*,  the  VsHSTiAJn  etiler;  the  Adihbal  ad^ 

raneea. 

Admiral,  Qod   and  St.  Mark  for  Venice! 
Plant  the  Lion  I 
lAt  the  etash  of  the  planted  iUmdard^  the  Dniuss  dkout^ 
and  move  tumultuously  /ortoard.  Lots  drau  ing  kU 
npord. 

Dja,  [Leculing  them  afew  steps  between  Kha- 
LiL  and  LoybJ  On  to  the  Mountain  I 
At  the  Mountain,  Druses  I  [iXe* 
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This  play  was  written  in  1843  at  the  request 
of  Macready,  and  very  rapidly,  in  four  or  five 
days.  A  misunderstanding  with  Macready, 
fully  related  in  Mrs.  Orr^s  Life  and  Letters  of 
Robert  Browning,  1. 168-184,  and  in  Mr.  Gosse's 
Personalia,  led  to  a  breach  between  the  two 
friends. 

The  pUy  was  received  with  great  applause, 


but  ciroumstanoes  prevented  it  from  being  kept 
on  the  boards.  It  has,  however,  been  repro- 
duced both  in  England  and  in  America,  near  thm 
dose  of  Browning^s  life  and  after  his  death. 
Helen  Faucit,  afterward  Lady  Martin,  took  tk«> 
part  of  Mildred.  The  play  was  printed  shortly- 
after  it  first  appeared,  as  No.  V.  of  HelU  and 
Pomegranates, 


PERSONS 

MiLOSBD  TftaBMAM. 

OvsiiDOLBir  Thbuuh. 

IHOBOLO,  Earl  TrMhsm. 

AumsTsBSHAH. 

HxHBT,  Earl  Mertoun. 

GsRAKO,  and  other  Betaiaert  of  Lord  Itsihsak. 

TkHB,17~ 

ACT  I 

Bran  L  The  inlertor  o/  a  iadae  4n  Loan  TinnAM^ 
park.  Many  Retainer*  ermrded  at  the  window,  tup- 
poted  to  command  a  Hew  of  the  entrance  to  hit  man- 
sion. OssAKO,  the  Warrencrf  hit  back  to  a  table  on 
vhieh  are /Itigottt,  He. 

1st  Retainer,     Ay,  do!  push,  friends,  and 

then  yon  '11  push  down  me  I 
—  What  for  ?    Does  any  hear  a  runner's  foot 
Or  a  steed  *s  trample  or  a  coach^wheePs  cry  ? 
Is  the  Earl  come  or  his  least  poursnivant  ? 
But  there  *s  no  breeding  in  a  man  of  von 
Save  Gerard  yonder :  here  *s  a  half-place  yet. 
Old  Gerard ! 

Gerard.         Save  yonr  courtesies,  my  friend. 
Here  is  my  place. 

2d  Ret.  Now,  Gerard,  out  with  it ! 

What  makes  yon  sullen,  this  of  all  the  days 
I^  the  year  ?    To-day  that  young  rich  bountiful 
Handsome  Earl    Mertoun,  whom  alone  they 

match 
^th  our  Lord  Treaham  through  the  oountrjr- 

side, 
h  coming  here  in  utmost  bravery 


To  ask  our  master's  sister's  hand  ? 
Ger.  What  then  ? 

2d  Ret.    What  then?  Why,  yon, she spt-aks 
to,  if  she  meets 

Your  worship,  smiles  on  as  yon  hold  apart 

The  boughs  to  let  her  through  her  forest  walks, 

Tou,  alwajrs  favorite  for  yonr  no-deserts. 

Yon  've  heard,  these  three  days,  how  Eisn  Mer- 
toun sues 

To  lay  his  heart  and  house  and  broad  lands  too 

At  Lady  Mildred's  feet :  and  while  we  squ«exo 

Ourselves  into  a  mousehole  lest  we  miss 

One  congee  of  the  least  page  in  his  train. 

You  sit  o'  one  side  —  *'  there 's  the  EarL'*  aay 
I- 

"  What  then  ?  "  say  you  ! 
^  Ret.  IllwaeerhehMilet 

Both  swans  he  tamed  for  Lady  Bludred  swim 

Over  the  falls  and  gain  the  river  I 
Ger.  Ralph, 

Is  not  to-morrow  my  inspecting^day 

For  von  and  for  yonr  hawks  ? 
4tA  Ra.  Let  Gaiaid  be  ! 

He's   coarse-gnuned,    like    his  eanred  black 
cross-bow  stock. 

Ha,  look  now,  while  we  squabble  with  htm, 
look! 

Well  done,  now — is  not  this  beginning,  now. 

To  purpose  ? 
1st  Ret.  Our  retainers  look  as  fine  — 

That's  comfort.    Lord,  how    Richard    h«>1«K 
himself 

With  his  white  staff  I  Will  not  a  knave  behind 

Prick  him  upright  ? 
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ah  Bet.  He  '■  only  bowipff,  fool  t 

The  Eari'e  man  bent  mi  lower  hj  this  muoh, 
1st  Bet,  That  *8  oomfort.   Here  ^e  a  very  cav- 

aleadel 
3d  BeL    I  don't  lee  wherefore  Richard,  and 
histrooo 
Of  silk  and  nlTer  varlets  there,  should  find 
Their  nevf omed  wives  so  indispensable 
On  hign  days.  hoUdaprs  t    Woiud  it  so  dissrraoe 
Onr  fsmilv,  it  I,  for  instance,  stood  — 
In  my  right  hand  a  cast  of  Swedish  hawks, 
A  leash  of  greyhounds  in  my  left  ?  — 

Ger.  —With  Hugh 

Hie  locman  for  supporter,  in  his  right 
The  bul-hook,  in  his  left  the  brushwood-shears ! 
3d  Bet.     Out   on   you,  crab !    What  next, 

what  next?     The  Earl! 
\at  Bet,    Oh  Walter,  groom,  our  horses,  do 
they  mateh 
TheEari^?    Alas,  that  first  nur  of  the  six — 
They  paw  the  ground  —  Ah,  Walter  1  and  that 

brute 
Just  on  his  hannohes  by  the  wheel  I 

titkBet.  Ay  — Ay  I 

Ytm,  Philip,  are  a  special  hand,  I  hear. 
At  soaps  and  sauces :  what 's  a  horse  to  you  ? 
I>*  ye  mark  that  beast  they  >e  slid  into  the 

midat 
So  cunningly?  —  then,  Philip,  mark  this  fur- 
ther: 
No  leg  has  he  to  stand  on  I 
let  Bet.  No?    That V comfort. 

2d  Bet.    Peace,  Cook  I    The  Earl  descends. 
—  Well,  Gerard,  see 
The  Earl  at  least  I    Come,  there's  a  proper 

I    hope !    Why,    Ralph,    no   falcon,    Pole  or 

Swede, 
Has  got  a  starrier  eye. 

'Jd  Bet.  His  eyes  are  blue  — 

But  leave  my  hawks  alone ! 

4tJk  Bet.  So  young,  and  yet 

So  tall  and  shiqwly ! 

:itM  Bet,  Here's  Lord  Treeham's  self! 

There  now  —  there 's  what  a  nobleman  should 

bel 
He  *8  older,  graver,  loftier,  he  *s  more  like 
A  House's  liead  t 

'2d  Bet.  But  you  *d  not  have  a  boy 

—  And  what 's  the  Earl  beside  ?  — possess  too 

soon 
That  statelinees  ? 

Ift  Bet.  Our  master  takes  his  hand  — 

Kk'hard  and  his  white  staff  are  on  the  move  — 
liai'k  fall  onr  people  —  (tsh !  —  there  's  Timo- 
thy 
Sure  to  get  tangled  in  his  ribbon-ties. 
And  Peter *8  cursed  roeette  ^s  a-coniing  off !) 

—  \t  last  I  see  onr  lord's  back  and  his  friend's ; 
And  the  whole  beautiful  bright  company 
Close  round  them :  in  they  go  I    IJumjiing  down 

from  the  window-bench^  and  making  for  the 

table  and  itBjMmA  Good  health,  long  life 

Cvivtat  ioy  to  our  Lord  Tresham  and  his  House ! 

^h  Bet,    My  father  drove  his  father  first  to 

court, 

AftcY  his  marriage^y  —  ay,  did  he  I 

•Jd  Bet.  God  bless 


Lord  Tresham,  Lady  Mildred,  and  the  Earl ! 
Here,  Gerard,  reach  your  better ! 

Ger.  Drink,  my  boyd ! 

Don't  mind  me  —  all 's  not  right  about  me  -  - 
drink! 

2d  Bet.    [Atide.]    He 's  vexed,  now,  that  he 
let  the  show  escape  1 
[To  Geb.]    Remember  that  the  Eari  returns 
this  way. 

Ger.    That  way? 

*2d  Bet.  Just  so. 

Ger.  Then  my  way 's  here.  iOoeg. 

2d  Bet.  Old  6erar<l 

Will  die  soon  —  mind^  I  said  it  I    He  was  used 
To  care  about  the  mtifullest  thing 
That  touched  the  House's  honor,  not  an  eye 
But  his  could  see  wherein :  and  on  a  cause 
Of  scarce  a  quarter  this  importance,  Gerard 
Fairly  had  fretted  flesh  ana  bone  away 
In   cares  that    this  was  right,  nor  that  was 

wrong. 
Such  point  decorous^  and  such  square  by  rule  — 
He  knew  such  niceties,  no  herald  more  : 
And  now  — >  you  see  his  humor :  die  he  will  I 

2d  Bet.    God   help   him !    Who 's   for   the 
great  servants -hall 
To  hear  what 's  going  on  inside  ?    They  'd  fol- 
low 
Lord  Tresham  into  the  saloon. 

lid  Bet.  I !  — 

4iA  Bet.  ,  I !    - 

I.«eave  Frank  alone  for  catching,  at  the  door, 
Some  hint  of  how  the  parley  goes  inside  I 
Ptasperity  to  the  great  House  once  more  I 
Here 's  the  last  drop  I 

let  Bet.  Have  at  you  I    Boys,  hurrah  I 

BcaxB  II.    A  taioom  in  the  Mansion. 
Enter  Loed  Tbisham,  Lord  Msbtouit,  Avvtik,  and 

OVSMDOLSM. 

Tresham.    I  welcome  you.  Lord  Mertonn,  yet 
once  more, 
To  this  ancestral  roof  of  mine.    Tour  name 
—  Noble  among  the  noblest  in  itself. 
Yet  taking  in  yonr  person,  hone  ave». 
New  price  Mid  lustre,  —  (as  that  gem  you  wear. 
Transmitted  from  a  hundred  knightly  brpaKa, 
Fresh  chased  and  set  and  fixed  by  its  last  lord, 
Seems  to  rekindle  at  the  core)  *-  your  namt 
Would  win  yon  welcome  I 

Mertaun.  Thanks ! 

Trenh.  —  But  add  to  that. 

The  worthiness  and  grace  and  dignity 
Of  yonr  proposal  for  uniting  both 
Our  Houses  even  closer  than  respect 
Unites  them  now —  add  these,  and  you  must 

grant 
One  favor  more,  nor  that  the  least,  — ^  to  think 
The  welcome  1  should  give  ;  —  't  is  given  !    My 

lord, 
My  only  brother,  Austin  —he 's  the  king's. 
Our  cousin.  Lady  Gnendden  —  betrothed 
To  Atsftin :  all  are  yours. 

Mer.  I  thank  yon  —  lea* 

For  the  expressed  oommendings  which  yonr  seal. 
And  onl^  that,  authenticates  ~  forbids 
My  puttuig  from  nie  ...  to  my  heart  I  take 
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bat   praise   leas  claims  my 


Your  praise  .  . 

Gratitude, 
Than  tne  indulgent  insight  it  miplies^ 
Of  what  must  needs  be  uppermost  with  one 
Who  coraes,  like  me,  ivith  the  bare  leave  to 

ask, 
In  weighed  and  measured  unimpassioned  words, 
A  gift,  which,  if  as  calmly  't  is  denied. 
He  must  withdraw,  content  upon  his  cheek. 
Despair  within  his  soul.    That  I  dare  ask 
Firmly,  near  boldly,  near  with  confidence 
That  gift,  I  have  to  thank  you.    Yes,  Lord 

TVesham, 
I  love  TOur  sister — as  you  *d  have  one  lore 
That   lady  ...  oh   more,  more  I  love   her! 

Wealth, 
Rank,  all  the  world  thinks  me,  they  *re  yours, 

you  know, 
To  hold  or  part  with,  at  your  choice  —  but  grant 
My  true  seu ,  me  wiliiout  a  rood  of  land, 
A  piece  of  gold,  a  name  of  yesterday, 
Grant  me  that  lady,  aad  you  .  .  .  Death  or 

life? 
Guendolen,    [AjMui  to  Aus.]    Why,  this  is 

loving,  Austin  I 
A  ugttn.  He 's  so  Toung  1 

Guen.    Young  ?   Old  enough,  1  think,  to  half 

surmise 
He  never  had  obtained  an  enlnnoe  here, 
Were  all  this  fear  and  trembling  needed. 

AuM.  Hush  I 

He  reddens. 

Guen.    Mark  him,  Austin ;  that 's  true  lore  I 
Oura  must  begin  again. 

7Ve«A.  We  '11  sit,  my  lord. 

Ever  with  best  desert  goes  diffidence. 
I  may  speak  plainly  nor  be  misconceived. 
That  I  am  wholly  satisfied  with  you 
On  this  occasion,  when  a  faloon's  eye 
Wero  dull  compared  with  mine  to  search  out 

faults. 
Is  somewhat.    Mildred's  hand  is  hen  to  give 
Or  to  refuse. 

Mer,  But  Ton,  you  grant  my  suit  ? 

I  have  your  word  if  hers  ? 

Tresh.  My  best  of  words 

If  hen  enoouraee  you.    I  trust  it  will. 
Have  you  seen  Lady  Mildred,  by  the  way  ? 
Mer,    I  .  .  .  I  .  .  .  our   two  demesnes,  re- 
member, touch ; 
I  have  been  used  to  wander  carelessly 
After  ray  stricken  game  :  the  heron  roused 
Deep  in  my  woods,  has  trailed  its  broken  wing 
Through  thicks  and  glades  a  mile  in  yours,  — 

or  else 
Some  eyass  ill-feclaimed  has  taken  flight 
And  lured  me  after  her  from  tree  to  tree, 
I  marked  not  whitlier.    I  have  come  upon 
The  lady's  wondrous  beauty  unaware. 
And  —  and  then  ...  I  have  seen  her. 

Guen.    [Aside  to  Ars.]  Note  that  mode 

Of  faltering  out  that,  when  a  ladv  passed. 
He,  havii^r  ores,  did  see  her  t     x  on  had  said  — 
^*  Ou  sach  a  day  I  scanned  her,  head  to  foot ; 
Observed  a  red,  where  red  should  not  have 

been. 
Outside  her  elbow ;  but  was  i>leased  enough 
Upon  the  wliale.'*    Let  such  irreverent  talk 


Be  lessoned  for  the  future  1 

Tresh.  What's  to  say 

May  be  said  briefly.    She  has  never  known 
A  mother's  care  ;  I  stand  for  father  too. 
Her  beauty  is  not  strange  to  yon,  it  seems  — 
You  cannot  know  the  good  and  tender  hearty 
Its  girPs  trust  and  its  woman's  constancr. 
How  pure  yet  passionate,  how  calm  yet  klml. 
How  grave  yet  joyous,  how  reserved  yet  free 
As  light  where  fnends  are  —  how  imbued  with 

lore 
The  world  most  prizes,  yet  the  simideat,  yet 
The  .  .  .  one  might  know  I  talked  of  Mildred 

—  thus 
We  brothen  talk  I 

Mer.  I  thank  yon. 

Tresh.  In  a  word« 

Control 's  not  for  this  ladj; ;  but  her  wish 
To  please  me  outstrips  in  its  subtlety 
My  power  of  being  pleased :  herself  creates 
The  want  she  means  to  satisfy.    M^  heart 
Prefers  your  suit  to  her  as  't  wero  its  own. 
Can  I  say  mora  ? 

Mer.    No  mora  —  thanks,  thanks —  no  more  ! 

Tresh.    This  matter  then  disotissed  .  .  . 

Mer.  —  We  '11  waste  no  brenth 

On  aught  leas  procions.    I  'm  beneath  the  roof 
Which  holds  her  :  while  I  thought  of  that,  my 

speech 
To  you  would  wander  —  as  it  must  not  do. 
Since  as  you  favor  me  I  stand  or  fall. 
I  pray  you  suffer  that  I  take  my  leave ! 

7V«tA.    With  less  regret  't  »  suffered,  that 
again 
We  meet,  I  hope,  so  shortly. 

Mer.  We?  again?-- 

Ah  yes,  f orgire  me  —  when  shall  .  .  .  you  will 

crown 
Your  goodnesB  by  forthwith  ap^rinng  me 
When  ...  if  ...  the  lady  will  appoint  a  day 
For  me  to  wait  on  you  —  and  her. 

Treth.  So  soon 

As  I  am  made  acquainted  with  her  thoughts 
On  your  proposal  —  howsoe'er  they  lean  — 
A  meaaenger  shall  brin^  you  the  result. 

Mer.     £  ou  cannot  bmd  me  more  to  you,  my 
lord. 
Farewell  till  we  renew  ...  I  trust,  renew 
A  converM  neVr  to  disunite  again. 

Treah.    So  may  it  prove  ! 

Mer.  You,  lady,  yon,  sir,  take 

My  humble  salutation  t 

Guen.  and  Aw.        Thanks  I 

Tresh.  Within  there  ! 

(BervsnU  enttr.     Tsskram   eondveU  Mwxtwru  to  th^ 
door.    Meantime  Austin  retnark*) 

WelU 
Here  I  have  an  advantage  of  the  Earl, 
(^^nfess  now  t    I  M  not  think  that  all  was  safe 
Because  my  lady's  brother  stood  mv  friend  ! 
Why,  he  makes  sure  of  her — '*ao   yon  aay. 

yes  — 
She  '11  not  say.  no."  —  what  comes  it  to  beside  '.* 
I  should  have  prayed  the  brother,  *"*"  speak  thia 

speech. 
For  Heaven^s  sake  urge  this  on  her — imt  in 

this  — 
For^t  not,  as  you  'd  save  me,  t'  other 
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Then  Mt  down  what  ahe  si^,  and  how  she  looks, 
And  if  she  smiles,  and ''  (m  an  under  breath) 
**  Only  let  her  accept  me,  and  do  yon 
And  all  the  world  refuse  roe,  if  yon  dare  !  *' 

G'Nf a.    That  w«y  you'd  take,  friend  Austin  ? 
MThat  a  shame 
I  was  yonr  cousin,  tamelv  from  the  first 
Yonr  bride,  and  all  this  terror  ^s  run  to  waste  I 
I)o  you  know  yon  speak  sensibly  to-day  ? 
The  Earl 's  a  fool. 

Ahm.  Here 's  Thorold.    Tell  him  so ! 

Tresh,  [Returning.]  Now,  roices,  Toices !  'St  I 
the  lady 's  first  I 
How  seems    he  ?  —  seems  he  not  .  .  .  come, 

faith  give  fraud 
The  mercy-etroke  whenever  they  enea^  I 
Down  with  f rand,  up  with  faith  i    How  seems 

the  Earl? 
A  name  1  a  blazon  I  if  yon  knew  their  worth, 
An  yon  will  never !  oome  —  the  Eari  ? 

Guen.  He's  young. 

Tresh,    What 's  she  ?  an  infant  save  in  heart 
and  brain. 
Yonnip!   Mildred  is  fourteen,  remark  !    And 

you  .  .  . 
Austin,  how  old  is  she  ? 

Guen,  There 's  tact  for  yon  I 

I  meant  that  beinff  yonng  was  good  excuse 
If  one  should  tax  nim  .  .  . 

Tresh,  WeU  ? 

Guen.  —  With  lacking  wit. 

TretM.    He  lacked  witf    Where  might  he 
lack  wit,  so  please  you  ? 

Guen.    Ill  standing  straighter  than  the  stew^ 
ard*srod 
And  makittff  yon  the  tiresomest  harangue. 
Instead  of  uipping  over  to  my  side 
And  softly  wntspering  in  my  ear,  *^  Sweet  lady, 
Yonr  cousin  there  will  do  me  detriment 
He  little  dreams  of :  he  *s  absorbed,  I  see. 
In  my  old  name  and  fame  —  be  sure  he  *11  leave 
My  Mildred,  when  his  best  account  of  me 
Ih  ended,  in  full  confidence  I  wear 
My  grandsire^s  periwig  down  either  cheek. 
1  *m lost  unless  vonr  gentleness  vouchsafes  "... 

TVesA.  .  .  .  '  To  give  a  best  of  best  accounts, 
yourself, 
Of  me  and  my  demerits."    Yon  are  right ! 
He  should  have  said  what  now  I  say  for  him. 
Yon  golden  creature,  will  you  help  us  all  ? 
Here  *s  Auiftiu  means  to  vouch  for  much, but  yon 

—  You  are   .  .    .    what  Austin  only  knows  I 

Come  up. 
All  three  of  us :  she  's  in  the  library 
No  doubt,  for  the  day  ^s  wearing  fast.  Precede ! 

Guen,    Austin,  how  we  must  —  ! 

TVesh,  Miist  what  ?    Must  speak  truth. 

Malignant  tongue !    Detect  one  fault  in  him  ! 
I  challenge  you  1 

Guen.  Witchcraft 's  a  fault  in  him. 

For  you  're  bewitched. 

Tresh.  What  *s  nigent  we  obtain 

Is,  that  she  soon  receive  him  —  say,  to-morrow  — 
Next  day  at  furthest. 

Guen.  Ne'er  instruct  me  ! 

Tregh.  Come ! 

—  He 's  out  of  your  good  graces,  since  forsooth, 
He  stood  not  as  he  *a  carry  us  by  storm 


With  his  perfections  I    You're  for  the  00m- 

posea 
Manly  assured  becoming  confidence  I 

—  Got  her  to  say,"  To-morrow,"  and  1*11  give 

you  .  .  . 
I  '11  give  yon  black  Utganda,  to  be  spoiled 
With    petting    and    snail-paces.     Will  you? 

Come ! 

ScBifB  III.    MoAtBD't  Chamber.    A  pahUed  wimiow 
ovtrlookt  the  Park.    Maosso  and  GusvDOUor. 

Guen.    Now,  Mildred,  spare  these  pains.    I 
have  not  left^ 
Our  talkers  in  the  library,  and  dinbed 
The  wearisome  ascent  to  this  your  bower 
In  company  with  you,  —  I  have  not  dared  .  .  . 
Nay,  worked  such  prodigies  as  sparing  you 
Lord  Mertoun^s  peoigree  before  the  flood, 
Which  Thorold  seemed  in  very  act  to  tell 

—  Or  bringing  Austin  to  pluck  up  that  most 
Firm-rooted  heresy  —  your  suitor's  eyes. 

He  would  maintain,  were  gray  instead  of  blue  — 
I  think  I  brought  him  to  contrition  I  —  Well, 
I  have  not  done  such  things,  (all  to  deserve 
A  minute's  quiet  cousins'  talk  with  yoaj 
To  be  dismissed  so  coolly  1 

Mildred.  Quendolen  I 

What  have  I  done  ?  what  eould  sunest  .  .  . 

Guen.  Tnere,  there ! 

Do  I  not  comprehend  you  'd  be  alone 
To  throw  those  testimonies  in  a  heap^ 
Thorold's  enlargings,  Austin  *s  brevittes. 
With  that  poor  sillv  heartless  Ouendolen's 
m-timed  misplaced  attempted  smartneeses  — 
And  sift  their  sense  out  ?  now,  I  oome  to  spare 

you 
Nearly  a  whole  night's  labor.    Ask  and  have ! 
Demand,  be  answered !    Lack  I  ears  and  eyes  ? 
Am  I  perplexed  which  side  of  the  roek-table 
The  Conqueror  dined  on  when  he  landed  first. 
Lord  Mertonn's  ancestor  was  bidden  take  — 
The  bow-hand  or  the  arrow-hand's  great  meed  f 
Mildred,  the  Eari  has  soft  blue  eyes  I 

Mil.  My  brothe*-  — 

Did  he  .  .  .  yon  said  that  he  received  him  well  ? 

Guen.    If  I  said  only  "  well  "  I  said  not  much. 
Oh,  stay  —  which  brother  ? 

Mil.  Thorold  ?  who  —  who  else  ? 

Guen.    Thorold  (a  secret)  is  too  proud  by 
half,  — 
Nay,  hear  me  out  —  with  us  he 's  even  f^ntler 
Than  we  are  with  our  birds.    Of  this  great 

House 
The  least  retainer  that  e'er  caught  his  glance 
Would  die  for  him,  real  dying  —  no  mere  talk  : 
And  in  the  world,  the  court^f  men  would  cite 
The  perfect  spirit  of  honor,  Thorold's  name 
Rises  of  its  clear  nature  to  their  lips. 
But  he  should  take  men's  homage,  trust  in  it. 
And  care  no  more  about  what  drew  it  down. 
He  has  desert,  and  that,  acknowledgment ; 
Is  he  content  ? 

Mil.  Yon  wrong  him,  Quendolen.^ 

Guen,    He  's  proud,  confess ;  so  proud  with 
brooding  o'er 
The  light  of  his  interminable  line. 
An  ancestry  with  men  all  paladins, 
And  women  all  .  .  . 
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Mil,  Dear  Onendolenf  *t  is  late  I 

When  yonder  purple  pane  the  climbing  moon 
Pieroes,  I  know  *t  ia  midnight. 

Guen,  WeU,  that  Thotold 

Should  rise  up  from  such  mnrin^,  and  receive 
One  come  audaoioiwly  to  graft  himaelf 
Into  this  peerless  stock,  yet  find  no  flaw. 
No  Hlightest  spot  in  sucn  an  one  .  .  . 

Mil.  Who  finds 

A  spot  in  Mertonn  ? 

Guen,  Not  your  brother ;  therefore, 

Not  the  whole  world.  • 

Mil,  I  am  weary,  Quendolen. 

Bear  with  me  I 

Guen,  I  am  foolish. 

Mil.  Oh  no,  kind  I 

But  I  would  rest. 

Guen,  Oood  night  and  rest  to  yon  I 

I  said  how  gracefully  his  mantle  lay 
Beneath  the  rings  of  his  light  hair  r 

Mil,  Brown  hair. 

Guen,    Brown  ?  why,  it  is  brown :  how  could 
you  know  that  ? 

MU,    How  ?  did  not  yon — Oh,  Austin  *t  was 
declared 
His  hair  was  light,  not  brown  — my  head!  — 

and  look. 
The  moon-beam  purpling  the  dark  chamber! 

iSweet, 
Good  night  1 

Guen,    Forgive  me  — sleep  the  aonndlier  for 
«iie  I  iOomgf  she  turns  suddenly. 

Mildred! 
Perdition  I  all 's  disoorered  1    Thorold  finds 
—  That  the  EarVn  greatest  of  all  srandmothets 
Was  grander  daughter  still  —  to  that  fair  dame 
Whose  garter  slipped  down  at  the  famous  dance ! 

[fives. 

Mil,    Is  she  —  can  she  be  really  gone  at  last  ? 

My  heart !    I   shall  not   reach   uie    window. 

Needs 
Must  I  have  nnned  much,  so  to  suffer ! 
She  lifts  the  small  lamp  vhieh  is  suspended  before  the 
Virgin*s  image  in  the  window ^  tmd  places  ii  by  the 
purple  pane. 

There  I 

[She  returns  to  the  sent  in  front. 

Mildred  and  Mertoun !    Mildred,  with  consent 

Of  ^  the  world  and  Thorold,  Mertonn's  bride ! 

Too  late !     'T  is  sweet  to  think  of,  sweeter 

still 
To  hope  for,  that  this  blessed  end  soothes  up 
The  cnrRC  of  the  becnnning ;  but  I  know 
It  comes  too  late :  ^t  will  sweetest  be  of  all 
To  dream  my  soul  away  and  die  upon. 


[A  noise  without. 
lided  sin  the  snake 


Die  voice  I    Oh  why,  why  glid« 

Into  the  paradise  Heaven  meant  us  both  ? 

[The  wi9idow  opens  softlg.    A  low  voice  sings. 

There ^»  a  woman  like  a  dew-drop^  she^$  so  purer 

than  the  purest ; 
And  her  noble  heart  ^s  the  noblest,  yes,  and  her 

sure  faith  ^s  the  surest : 
And  her  eyes  are  dark  and  humid,  like  the  depth 

on  depth  of  lustre 
Hid  P  the  harebell,  while  her  tresses,  sunnier  than 

the  wild-grape  duster. 


Gush  in  golden-tinted  plenty  daum  her  nsdb*!  i 

misted  marble  : 
Then  her  voice^s  music  .  .  .  ccdl  it  the  weits  hmb- 

bling,  the  bird^s  wurhle  I 

[A  figure  wrapped  in  a  mantle  appears  at  the  window. 

And  this  woman  says,  **  My  days  were  sunless 

and  my  nights  were  moonless. 
Parched  the  pleasant  April  herbage^  and  tie 

lark's  hearths  outbreak  tuneless. 
If  you  loved  me  not !  '*    And  I  who —  {ah.  Jar 

words  of  ,fiame  !)  adore  her^ 
Who  am  mad  to  lay  my  spirit  jirostrate  palpably 

b^ore  her  — 

[He  enters,  approaches  her  seat,  and  bends  orer  her. 

I  may  enter  at  her  portal  soon,  as  now  her  lattice 

takes  me. 
And  by  noontide  as  by  midnight  make  her  aofir« 

as  hers  she  makes  me  I 

[The  Kabl  throws^  off  his  touched  hat  and  long  ^oaJt. 
My  very  heart  sings,  so  I  sing,  Beloved  I 

Mil,    Sit,  Henry  —  do  not  take  my  hand  I 

Mer,  *T  is  mine. 

The  meeting  that  appalled  us  both  so  much 
Is  ended. 

Mil,       What  begins  now  ? 

Mer. 
Such  as  the  world  contauis  not. 

Mil,  That  is  it. 

Our  happiness  would,  as  you  say,  exceed 
The  whole  world^s  best  of  blisses :  we  —  do  w«« 
Deserve  that  ?    Utter  to  your  soul,  what  miiif 
Long  since.  Beloved,  has  grown  used  to  hear. 
Like  a  death-knell,  so  much  regarded  once. 
And  so  familiar  now  ;  this  will  not  be ! 

Mer.    Oh,  Mildred,  have  I  met  your  brother *a 
face? 
Compelled  myself  ~  if  not  to  speak  nntroth. 
Yet  to  disguise,  to  shun,  to  put  aside 
The  truth,  as  —  what  had  e'er  prevailed  on  me 
Save  you,  to  venture  ?    Have  I  gained  at  laat 
Your  brother,  the  one  scarer  of  your  dreama. 
And  waking  thoughts^  sole  apprehensicm  too  f 
Does  a  new  life,  like  a  young  sunrise,  break 
On  the  strange  unrest  of  our  night,  confused 
With  rain  and  stormy  flaw  —  and  will  yon  see 
No  dripping  blossoms,  no  fire-tinted  drops 
On  eacli  live  spray,  no  vapor  steaming  np. 
And  no  ezprewiless  glory  \n  the  East  ? 
Wlieu  I  am  by  you,  to  be  ever  by  yon,^ 
When  I  hare  won  yon  and  may  worship  too. 
Oh.  Mildrnl,  can  you  say  '*  thu  will  not  be  **  ? 

Mil.    Sin  has  surprised  us,  so  will  pnniahroteat, 

MfT.    No  —  me  alone,  who  sinnea  alone  t 

Mil.  ^  Tlienicht 

You  likened  our  past  life  to  —  was  it  storm 
Throughout  to  you  then,  Henry  ? 

Mer.  Of  your  life 

I  spoke  —  what  am  I,  what  my  life,  to  waste 
A  thought  about  when  yon  are  by  me  ?  —  yo« 
It  was,  I  said  my  folly  called  the  storm 
And  pulled  the  night  upon.    'Twas  day 

me  — 
Perpetual  dawn  with  me. 

Mil.  Come  what  coiim* 

You  have  been  happy :  take  my  hand ! 


will 
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Mer.  [/l/ier  a  Datttf.] 
Tour  brotber  b  f   I  figfured  him  a  oold  — 


How  good 


They  told  me  all. 
It  will  soon  be  over. 


2>hall  I  aaj,  haughty  man  ? 

MU. 
1  knowalL 
Jf^r 

MU.       ^  Over? 

Oh,  what  IB  oyer  ?  what  most  I  live  through 
And  aay,  *^  *t  is  over  '*  ?    Is  our  meeting  over  ? 
Have  I  reeeived  in  presence  of  them  all 
The  partner  of  my  guilty  love  —  with  brow 
Trving  to  aeem  a  maiden's  brow  — with  lips 
Which  make  believe  that  when  they  strive  to 

form 
Replies  to  you  and  tremble  as  thev  strive^ 
It  IS  the  aeanst  ever  they  approached 
A  stranger's  .  .  .  Henry,  yours  that  stranger's 

,  .  .  lip  — 
%Vith  cheek  that  looks  a  virnn's,  and  that  is  «  .  . 
Ah  God,  some  prodigy  of  tnine  will  stop 
This  planned  piece  of  deliberate  wiokeaness 
In  its  birth  even  I  some  fieroe  leprous  spot 
Will  mar  the  brow's  dissimulating  I    I 
Shall  murmur  no  smooth  speeches  got  by  heart, 
Bat,  freaaed,  pour  forth  sil  our  woeful  stor^. 
The  love,  the  shame,  and  the  despair  — with 

them 
Round  me  aghast  as  round  some  cursed  fount 
That  shoold  spirt  water,  and  spouts  blood.    I  'U 

not 
•  .  •  Henry,  you  do  not  wish  that  I  should 

draw 
This  vengeance  down  ?     I  'U  not  affect  a  grace 
That's  gone  from  me  —  gone  once,  and  gone 

foraverl 
Mer,    Mildred,  my  honor  is  your  own.     I  '11 

share 
Disgrace  I  cannot  suffer  bv  myself. 
A  word  informs  your  brother  I  retract 
This  morning's  offer ;  time  will  yet  bring  forth 
Some  better  way  of  saving  both  of  us. 
Jfi7.    I  '11  meet  their  faces,  Henry ! 
Mer.  When?  to-morrow  I 

G«t  done  with  it  I 

MU.  Oh,  Henry,  not  to-morrow ! 

Next  day  I    I  never  shall  prepare  my  words 
And  looks  and  gestures  sooner. — How  yon 

must 
Demise  UM I 

Mtr.  Mildred,  break  it  if  yon  choose, 

A  heart  the  love  of  yon  uplifted  — still 
Uplifts,  throogh  this  protracted  agony. 
To  heaven  I    bat,  Mildred,  answer  me,  —  fiist 

pace 
The  Chamber  with  me  —  once  ag^ain  —  now,  say 
Calmly  the  part,  the  .  .  .  what  it  is  of  me 
Ton  see  contempt  (for  vou  did  say  contempt) 

—  Contempt  for  yon  in  I    I  would  pluck  it  off 
And  cast  it  from  me  1  —  but  no — no,  you  '11  not 
Repeat  that  ?  — will  you,  Mildred,  repeat  that  ? 

MiL    Dear  Henry  I 

Mer.  I  was  scarce  a  boy  —  e'en  now 

What  am  I  more  ?    And  yon  wero  infantine 
When  first  I  met  yon  ;  why,  vour  hair  fell  loose 
On  either  side  I     My  fool's-cneek  reddens  now 
Only  in  die  recalling  how  it  burned 
That  mom  to  see  the  shape  of  many  a  dream 

—  Ton  know  we  boys  are  prodigal  of  charms 


To  her  we  dream  of  —  I  had  heard  of  one. 
Had  dreamed  of  her,  and  1  was  close  to  her. 
Might  speak  to  her,  might  live  and  die  her  own. 
Who  knew  ?     I  spoke.     Oh,  Mildred,  feel  you 

not 
That  now,  while  I  remember  every  glance 
Of  yours,  each  word  of  yours,  with  power  to  test 
And  weiffh  them  in  the  diamond  scales  of  pride, 
Resolvea  the  treasnro  of  a  first  and  last 
Heart's  love  shall  have  been  bartered  at  its 

worth, 
—  That  now  I  think  upon  ^our  purity 
And  utter  ignorance  or  f^ult  —  your  own 
Or  other's  guilt  —  the  girlish  undisguised 
Delight  at  a  strange  novel  piixe  —  (I  talk 
A  silly  language,  but  interprot,  you  I) 
If  I,  with  fancy  at  its  full,  and  reason 
Scarce  in  its  germ,  enjoined  you  secrecy. 
If  you  had  pity  on  ray  passion,  pity 
On  my  protested  sickness  of  the  smil 
To  sit  beside  you,  hear  you  breathe,  and  watch 
Your  eyelids  and  the  eyes  beneath  —  if  you 
Accorded  gifts  and  knew  not  they  were  gifts  — 
If  I  grow  mad  at  last  with  enterprise 
And  must  behold  my  beauty  in  her  bower 
Or  perish  —  (I  was  ignorant  of  even 
My  own  desires  —  what  then  wero  you  ?)  if  sor- 
row— 
Sin  —  if  the  end  came  —  must  I  now  renounce 
My  reason,  blind  myself  to  light,  say  truth 
Is  false  and  lie  to  God  and  my  own  soul  ? 
Contempt  wero  all  of  this ! 

Mil.  Do  you  believe  .  .  . 

Or,  Henry,  1 11  not  wrong  you  —  ^on  believe 
That  I  was  ignorant.    I  scarce  gneve  o'er 
The  past !     We  '11  love  on ;  you  will  love  me 
stiU! 

Mer.    Oh,  to  love  less  what  one  has  injured ! 
Dove, 
Whose  pinion  I  have  rashly  hurt,  my  breast  — 
Shall  my  hearths  warmth  not  nnne  thee  into 

strength  ? 
Flower  I  have  crushed,  shall  I  not  care  for 

thee? 
Bloom  o'er  my  crest,  mv  fight-mark  and  device ! 
Mildred,  I  love  you  and  you  love  me  t 

MiL  Go ! 

Be  that  your  last  word.    I  shall  sleep  to-night. 

MfT.    This  ia  not  our  last  meeting  ? 

Mil.  One  night  moro. 

Mer,    And  then  —  think,  then  I 

Mil.  Then,  no  sweet  courtship-days. 

No  dawning  consciousness  of  love  for  us. 
No  strange  and  palpitating  births  of  sense 
From  words  ana  looks,  no  innocent  fears  and 

hopes. 
Reserves  and  confidences  :  morning's  over  I 

Jkf«r.    How  else  should  love's  penected  noon- 
tide  follow  ? 
All  the  dawn  promised  shall  the  day  perform. 

MU.    So  may  it  be  1  but  — 

Yon  aro  cautions.  Love  ? 
Are  sura  that  unobserved  you  scaled  the  walls  ? 

Mer.    Oh,  trust  me  1     Then  our  final  meet- 
ing 's  fixed 
To-morrow  night  ? 

MiL    Farewell!      Stay,  Henry  .  .  .  where- 
fore? 
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His  foot  is  on  the  j«w-tree  booiph :  the  turf 
Receives  him :  now  the  moonligrht  as  he  runs 
Kmbraces  him  —  but  he  must  go  —  is  Kone. 
Ah,  once  aigain  he  turns  —  thanks,  tJurnks,  my 

Love! 
He  *s  gone.    Oh,  I  *U  believe  him  every  word ! 
I  was  so  youni;,  I  loved  him  so,  I  had 
No  mother,  God  forgot  me,  ana  I  fell. 
There  may  be  pardon  vet :  all  *s  doubt  beyond. 
Surely  the  bittemeeB  of  death  is  past  t 


ACT  II 

BosMB.    TheLibrmry, 

Enter  Loai>  Tisuum,  hxuliiy, 

TVesA.    This  way !    In,  (Gerard,  quick  I 

\^Am  Obkasi)  emtert,  Thshiam  mcutm  tkB  do9r. 

Now  speak  1  or«  wait-- 
I  *U  bid  yon  speak  directly.  [Seau  himue^f. 

Now  repeat 
Firmly  and  oiroumstantiallir  the  tale 
Yon  just  now  told  me  ;  it  eludes  me ;  either 
I  did  not  listen,  or  the  half  is  gone 
Away  from  me.     How  long  have  yon  lived 

here? 
Here  in  my  house,  your  father  kept  our  woods 
Before  yon? 

Ger.  — As  his  father  did,  my  lord. 

I  have  been  eating,  sixty  years  almost. 
Your  bread. 

Trtak,         Yes,  yes.    You  ever  were  of  all 
The  servant  in  my  father's  house,  I  know. 
The  trusted  one.    Yon  *11  speak  the  truth. 

Ger,  I  'U  speak 

God's  truth.    Night  after  night  •  .  . 

Tresk,  Since  when  ? 

G'er.  At  least 

A  month  —  each  midnight  has  some  man  aooess 
To  Lady  Mildred's  chamber. 

Treah.  Tush,  "  aooees  "  — 

No  vride  words  like  **  aooess  '*  to  me ! 

Ger,  He  runs 

A^aaig  the  woodside,  crosses  to  the  south. 
Takes  the  left  tree  that  ends  the  avenue  .  •  . 

Treah,    The  last  great  yew-tree  ? 

Ger,  Yon  might  stand  noon 

The   main   bonghs   like   a   platform.      Then 
he  ... 

Tresh.  Quick ! 

Ger.    Climbs  up,  and,  where  they  lessen  at 
the  top, 
—  I  cannot  see  distinctly,  but  he  throws, 
I  think  —  for  this  I  do  not  vouch  —  a  line 
That  reaches  to  the  lady's  casement  — 

Tresk.  —Which 

He  enters  not  I    Gerard,  some  wretched  fool 
Dares  pry  into  my  sister's  privacy  1 
When  snch  are  young,  it  seems  a  predons  thing 
To  have   approached,  —  to   merely   have   ap- 
proached. 
Got  sight  of.  the  abode  of  her  they  set 
Their  frantic  thoughts  upon!     He   does  not 

enter? 
Gerald? 

^Gtr.    There  is  a  lamn  that  'sfnlli'  the  midst. 
Under  a  red  square  in  the  painted  glass 


Of  Lady  Mildred's  .  .  . 

Tresh,  Leave  that  name  oot  t    Well? 

ThatUunp? 

Ger.  —  Is  moved  at  midnight  hig^her  ap 

To  one  pane  —  a  small  dark-blue  pane :  be  waits 
For  that  among  the  boughs :  at  sight  of  that, 
I  see  him,  plain  as  I  see  you,  my  lord. 
Open  the  lady's  caaementf  enter  there  •  •  . 

TrecA.  — AndsUv? 

Ger,  An  hour,  two  horns. 

Trtak.  And  this  yon  sav 

Once?  —twice ?  —quick  I 

Ger.  Twenty  times. 

Tresh,  And  what  brings  yoa 

Under  the  yew-trees  ? 

Ger.  The  first  nisht  I  left 

My  range  so  far,  to  track  the  stranger  stafp 
That  broke  the  pale,  I  saw  the  man. 

Tresh.  Y«t  sent 

No  cross-bow  shaft  through  the  marauder  ? 

Ger.  But 

He  came,  my  lord,  the  first  time  he  was  seen. 
In  a  great  moonlight,  liffht  as  any  day. 
From  Lady  Mildred's  chamber. 

Tresh,    \After  a  jMiiae.]    Yon  have  no  canop 
—  Who  oould  have  cause  to  do  my  abter  wrong  * 

Ger,    Oh,  my  lord,  only  once  —  let  nie  this 
once 
Speak  what  is  on  my  mind  I    Sinoe  first  I  noted 
All  this,  I  've  groaned  as  if  a  fiery  net 
lynched  me  this  way  and  that  —  fire  if  I  tnmed 
To  her,  fire  if  I  turned  to  von,  and  fiiw 
If  dovm  I  flung  myself  ana  strove  to  die. 
The  lady  could  not  have  been  seven  years  old 
When  I  was  trusted  to  conduct  her  safe 
Throuch  the  deer-herd  to  stroke  the  snow-white 

favm 
I  brought  to  eat  bread  from  her  tiny  hand 
Within  a  month.    She  ever  had  a  smile 
To  greet  me  with  —  she  ...  if  it  eonld  nndo 
What 's  done,  to  lop  eaeh  limb  from  off  this 

trunk  .  .  . 
All  that  is  foolish  talk,  not  fit  for  yon  — 
I  mean,  I  could  not  speak  and  bring  her  hurt 
For  Heaven's  compelling.     But  when  I  was 

fixed 
To  hold  my  peace,  each  morsel  of  yoor  food 
Eaten  beneath  your  roof,  my  birth-plaoe  too. 
Choked  me.  I  wish  I  had  grown  mad  in  donbts 
What  it  behoved  me  do.    This  mom  it  seemed 
Either  I  most  confess  to  you.  or  die : 
Now  it  is  done,  I  seem  the  vilest  worm 
That  crawls,  to  have  betrayed  my  lady  I 

Tre»h,  No  — 

No,  Gerard ! 

Ger.  Let  roe  go ! 

Tresh,  A  man,  yon  say  : 

What  man?    Young?     Not  a  vnlgar  hind? 
What  drees? 

Ger,  A  slouched  hat  and  a  large  dark  f orngn 
cloak 
Wraps  his  whole  form  \  even  his  face  is  kid ; 
But!  should  judge  hmn  young:    no  hiad,  be 
sure  I 

Treslu  Why  ? 

Ger,       He  is  ever  armed:  his  sword  pru)ect% 
Beneath  the  oloak. 

Trtsh.  Gerard,  — I  wiU  not  say 
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No  word,  no  breath  of  this  I 
Ger,  Thanks,  thanks,  my  lord  1    iOoet. 

Tbmham  pace*  the  room.    After  a  paute^ 
Oh,  thoa^ht  *8    absurd  1  —  as  with  some  mon- 

stroOB  £aot 
Which,  when  ill  thong:hta  beset  us,  seems  to 

give 
Merdful  God  that  made  the  sun  and  stars, 
The  waters  and  the  green  delights  of  earth. 
The  lie  I    I  apprehend  the  monstreus  fact  -* 
Yet  know  the  maker  of  all  worlds  is  good. 
And  yield  my  reason  up  inadequate 
To  reconcile  what  vet  I  do  behold  — 
Blasting  my  sense  I  There  ^s  cheerful  day  ont^ 

side: 
This  is  my  library,  and  this  the  chair 
Mj  father  used  to  sit  in  carelessly 
After  his  soldier-fashion,  while  I  stood 
Between  his  knees  to  question  him :  and  here 
(Terard  our  gray  retainer,  — as  he  says. 
Fed  with  oar  food,  from  sire  to  son,  an  age  — 
Has  told  a  story —  I  am  to  beHcYe ! 
That  Mildred  .  .  .  oh,  no,  no!  both  tales  are 

true. 
Her  pore  cheek's  story  and  the  forester's  I 
Woold  she,  or  could  nie,  err  —  much  leas,  con- 
found 
An  gnilta  of  treachery,  of  craft,  of  .  .  .  Heaven 
Keep  me  within  its  hand  1  —  I  will  sit  here 
Until  tboog-ht  settle  and  I  see  my  course. 
Avert,  O  God,  only  this  woe  from  me  1 
lA*  he  eimke  hie  head  betteeen  hie  arms  on  the  UMe, 

OimooLSir*8  voice  U  heard  mi  the  door. 
Lord  Treaham  1  IShe  knocks.]  Is  Lord  Tresham 

there? 
[TSiaiM.  Jksiftfv  tem^,  putts  d^vm  the  firat  booh 
More  him  and  opene  U. 

Trtak.  Come  in  I  iSke  enlere. 

Ha,  Guendden  I  —  good  mominr. 

Gmen.  Nothing  more  ? 

TresA.     What  should  I  say  more  ? 

Guen,  Pleasant  question  I    more  f 

This  more.    Did  I  besiege  poor  Mildred's  brain 
Last  nislit  till  dose  on  mormng  with  **  the  Earl,** 
**  The  Earl  "  —  whose  worth  did  I  asseverate 
Till  I  am  veiy  fain  to  hope  that  .  .  .  Tliorold, 
What  is  aU  this  ?    You  are  not  weU  ! 

Treeh,  Who,  I  ? 

Tou  laugh  at  me. 

Own,  Has  what  I  *ni  fain  to  hope. 

Arrived  then  ?  Does  that  huge  tome  show  some 

blot 
In  the  £arl*s  'scutcheon  come  no  longer  back 
Than  Arthur's  time  ? 

Treeh,       When  left  yon  Mildred *8  chamber? 

Omen.  Oh,  late  enough,  I  told  yon !  The  main 
thinff 
To  ask  is,  now  I  left  her  chamber,  —  sure, 
i^ontent  yourself,  she  *U  grant  this  paragon 
Of  Earls  no  such  ungracious  .  .  . 

Trtak,  Send  her  here ! 

Cnen,    Thorold  ? 

Trtah,        I  mean  —  acquaint  her,  Guendolen, 
-  Bat  mildly  I 

Gu^.  Mildly  ? 

Trtak.  ^  Ah,  yon  guessed  aright  I 

I  am  not  well :  there  is  no  hiding  it. 
Bat  tell  her  I  woukl  see  her  at  her  leisure  — 


That  is,  at  once  1  here  in  the  library  \ 
The  passage  in  that  old  Italian  book 
We  hunted  for  so  long  is  found,  say,  found  — 
And  if  I  let  it  slip  again  .  .  .  yoii  see. 
That  she  must  come  —  and  instantly  I 

Guen.  I  *U  die 

Plecemed,    record    that,    if   there  have   not 

gloomed 
Some  blot  i'  the  'scutcheon ! 

TresA.  Go  !  or,  Guendolen, 

Be  yon  at  call,  —  with  Austin,  if  you  choose,  — 
In  tne  adjoining  gallery  !    There,  go : 

[QjjwattMJU  goee. 

Another  lesson  to  nie !    Yon  might  bid 

A  child  disguise  his  heart's  sore,  and  conduct 

Some  sly  investigation  point  by  point 

WiUi  a  smooth  orow,  as  well  as  old  me  catch 

The  inouisitorial  cleverness  some  praise  ! 

If  you  nad  told  me  yesterday,  "  There 's  one 

You  needs  mnst  circumvent  and  practise  with. 

Entrap  bv  policies,  if  you  would  worm 

The  truth  out :  and  that  one  is  —  Mildred ! " 

There, 
There  —  reasoning  is  thrown  away  on  it  I 
Prove  she 's  unchaste  .  .  .  why,  you  may  after 

prove 
That  sne  's  a  poisoner,  traitress,  what  you  will ! 
Where  I  can  comprehend  naught,  naught 's  to 

say. 
Or  do,  or  think  !  Force  on  me  but  the  fint 
Abomination,  —  then  outpour  all  plagues. 
And  I  shall  ne'er  make  count  of  tnera  I 
{Enter  Modkbd.) 
Mil.  What  book 

Is  it  I  wanted,  Thorold  ?    Guendolen 
Thought  you  were  pale;    you  are  not  pale. 

That  book? 
That 's  Latin  surely. 

TWsA.  Mildred,  here 's  a  line, 

(Don't  lean  on  me :  I  '11  English  it  for  von) 
'^  Love  conquers  all  things."    What  love  con- 
quers them  ? 
What  love  should  you  esteem  —  best  love  ? 
Mil.  True  love. 

TVeiiA.    I  mean,  and  should  have  said,  whose 

love  b  best 
Of  all  that  love  or  that  profess  to  love  ? 
Mil.     The  list's  so  long:  there's  father's, 

mother's,  hnsband's  .  .  . 
Trttk.  Mildred,  I  do  believe  a  brother's  love 
For  a  sole  sister  mnst  exceed  them  all. 
For  see  now,  only  see  !  there  's  no  alloy 
Of  earth  that  creeps  into  the  perifect'st  gold 
Of  other  loves  —  no  gratitude  to  claim  ; 
You  never  gave  her  life,  not  even  an^ht 
That  keeps  life  —  never  tended  her,  instructed, 
Enriched  her  —  so,  vour  love  can  claim  no  right 
O'er  her  save  pure  love's  claim  :  that 's  what  I 

call 
Freedom  from  earthliness.    You  '11  never  hope 
To  be  snch  friends,  for  instance,  nhe  and  you. 
As  when  you  hunted  cowslips  in  tlie  woods 
(hr  played  together  in  the  meadow  hay. 
Oh  yes  —  with   age,  respect  comes,  and  yonr 

worth 
Is  felt,  there  *«  growing  sympathy  of  taster. 
lliere  's  ripened  friendship,  there  's  cuiiiirnied 

esteem : 
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—  Much  head  thete  make  against   the 

comer  1 
The  startUng  apparition,  the  etmnRe  yonth  — 
Whom  one  half-boar*B  oonversing  with,  or,  aay. 
Mere  jnzing  at,  shall  change  (beyond  all  change 
This  Ovid  ever  wnff  about)  your  ttonl 
.  .  .  Hersonl,  that  is,  —  the  sister *8  soul  I  With 

her 
^  was  winter  vesterda^ ;  now.  all  is  warmth. 
The  ^reen  leaf  s  springing  and  the  turtle*s  voice, 
**  Arise  and  come  away !  **  Come  whither  ?  — 

far 
Knongh  from  the  esteem,^  respect,  and  all 
The  brother's  somewhat  insigiiiiiciiut 
Array  of  rights !    All  which  he  knows  before, 
lias  calculated  on  so  long  ago  I 
I  think  such  love,  (apart  from  yours  and  mine,) 
Contented  with  its  little  term  of  life, 
Iiitendiug  to  retire  betimes,  aware 
flow  soon  the  background  must  be  place  for  it, 

-  1  think,  ain  sure,  a  brotber*s  love  exceeds 
All  the  world's  love  in  its  unworldliness. 

MiL    What  is  Uiis  f  or  ? 

Tresh,  This,  Mildied,  is  it  for  1 

Ih*.  no,  I  cannot  go  to  it  so  soon ! 
Tliat  's  one  of  many  puints  iinr  haste  left  out  — 
Each  day,  each  hour  throws  forth  its  silk-slight 

fihn 
B4*t  ween  the  being  tied  to  yon  by  birth. 
And  vou,  until  those  slender  threads  compose 
A  web  that  shrouds  her  daily  life  of  hofies 
And  fears  and  fancies,  all  her  life,  from  yours : 
So  close  you  live  and  yet  so  far  apart ! 
And  must  I  rend  this  web.  tear  up,  break  down 
The  sweet  and  palpitating  mjrstery 
That  makes  her  sacred  ?  You  —  for  you  I  mean. 
Shall  I  speak,  shaU  I  not  speak  ? 

Mil,  Speak  I 

Treth. 
In  there  a  story  men  could  —  any  man 
(  ould  tell  of  you,  you  would  conceal  from  me? 
I  '11  never  tliink  there 's  falsehood  on  that  lij^. 
Say  **  There  is  no  such  story  men  could  tell. 
And  I  '11  believe  you.  though  I  dtsbelieve 
The  world  —  the  world  of  better  men  than  I, 
And  women  such  as  I  suppme  von.    Speak  ! 
[A/ier  a  pause.]    Not  sneak  *     Elxplain  then! 

Clear  it  up  then  I    >Iove 
Some  of  the  miserable  weight  away 
That  presses  lower  than  the  grave  I    Not  s^eak  ? 
Stime  of  the  dead  weight.  Mildred  !    Ah,  if  I 
Could  bring  myself  to  plainly  make  their  charge 
Against  you  !    Muiit  I.  Mildred  ?    Silent  still  ? 
[A/lir  a  vawte.]^   Is  there  a  gallant  that  has 

iiignt  by  night 
\droittauoe  to  your  chamber  ? 

lAjfi^rapaujie.]  Then,  his  name  ! 

Till  now.  I  only  had  a  tliought  for  you : 
But  now,  —  his  name  I 

J/i7.  Thorold,  do  yon  devise 

Fit  expiation  for  my  gnilt.  if  fit 
Tliere  be  !    'T  is  naught  to  ny  that  I  '11  endure 
And  blefis  you, —  that  my  spirit  yemnm  to  purge 
Her  stains  oif  in  the  fierce  renewing  fire : 
But  do  not  plunge  me  into  other  guilt  I 
Oh.  guilt  enough  I    I  cannot  tell  his  name. 

TffMh,    Then  judge  yourwlf !    How  should  I 
act?    Pronounce! 


I  will. 


Mil.    Oh,  Thorold,  yon  must  iMv«r  tempt  me 
thus! 
To  die  here  in  this  chamber  by  that  sword 
Would  seem  like  pnnishiiient :  so  dtonld  I  glide. 
Like  an  arch-cheat,  into  extreroest  blias ! 
'T  were  easil  V  arranged  for  me :  but  jrou  — 
What  would  become  of  you  ? 

Treth,  And  what  wiD  ni>« 

Become  of  me  ?   I  '11  hide  your  shame  and  mini' 
From  every  eye ;  the  dead  must  heave  their 

hearts 
Under  the  marble  of  our  efaapel-floor ; 
They  cannot  rise  and  blast  you.    You  may  wed 
Your  paramour  above  our  mother's  tomb ; 
Our  mother  cannot  move  from  'neath  your  foot. 
We  too  will  somehow  wear  this  one  djqr  out : 
But  with  to-morrow  ha^ns  here — the  £arl ! 
The  youth  without  suspicion  face  can  cxsne 
From    heaven,  and    neart    from  .  .  .  wbemv 

proceed  such  hearts  ? 
I  have  dispatched  last  night  at  your  eoromand 
A  missive  bidding  him  present  himself 
To-morrow  —  here  —  thus  much  is  udd  ;   tlw 

rest 
Is  undentood  as  if  *t  were  written  dom  n  ~ 
*'His  suit  finds   favor  in   your  eyes."     Nov 

dictate 
This  morning's  letter  that  ahall  oonntennand 
Last  night's  —  do  dictate  that ! 

Mil,  But,  Tborald  -  if 

I  will  receive  him  as  I  said  ? 

Trt^tA.  TlieEarl? 

Mil,    I  will  receive  him. 

Tresk,   [Starting  up,]   Ho  there!  Oneadolen! 
(OcsvDoiBii  mtil  Amrui  enter.) 
And,  Austin,  yon   are  welcome,  too!     Look 

there  1 
The  woman  there ! 

Au9,andGuen.      How?    Mildred? 

Tre$k,  Mildred  once: 

Now  the  receiver  night  by  night,  when  sleep 
BlesMS  the  inmates  of  her  father's  house, 
—  I  say,  the  soft  sly  wanton  that  receives 
Her  guilt's  accomplice  'neath  this  roof  whack 

holds 
Yon,  Ouendulen,  you,  Austin,  and  haa  held 
A  thousand  Treshams  —  never  one  like  her ! 
No  lighter  of  tlie  signal-lamp  her  quick 
Foul  breath  near  quenches  in  hot  eagemeas 
To  mix  with  breath  as  foul !  no  loosener 
O*  the  lattice,  practised  in  the  stealthy  head. 
The  low  voice  and  the  noiseless  come-and-go ! 
Not  one  composer  of  the  baccliant's  nnea 
Into  -    what  yon  thought  Mildred*s,  in  a  word  ! 
Know  her  I 

iiwen.       Oh.  Mildred,  look  to  me,  at  least  ! 
ThoroU  —  she^s  dead,  I  *d  say.  but  that  »ht 

stands 
Rijnd  as  stone  and  whiter  I 

Treah,  Ton  have  heard  •  .  . 

Guen,    Too  much  !     You  mimt   prnceed   !» 
further. 

Mil,  Yes  - 

Proceed !    All 's  truth.    Go  from  me ! 

Tre»h,  All  i«  truth 

She  tells  yon  I    Well,  you  know,  or  ought  t* 

know. 
All  this  1  would  forgive  in  her.    I  *d  «wn 
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Each  preecpt  the  hanh  world  eigoiiis,  I  'd  take 

Our  aooestore'  atem  verdieti  one  by  one, 

I  M  bind  myself  before  them  to  exact 

The  prescnbed  Tengeanoe  —  and  one  word  of 

hers. 
The  >vht  of  her,  the  bare  least  memory 
()f  Mildred,  my  one  sister,  mv  heart's  pride 
Above  all  pridias,  my  all  in  au  ao  long, 
Would  scatter  everv  trace  of  my  resolve. 
Wliat  were  it  silenUy  to  waste  away 
And  see  her  waste  away  from  this  day  forth, 
Two  seathM  things  with  leisure  to  repent. 
And  grow  acquainted  with  the  grave,  and  die 
Tired  oat  if  not  at  peace,  and  be  f  oigotten  ? 
It  were  not  so  impossible  to  bear. 
But  this  —  that,  fresh  from  last  night's  pledge 

renewed 
(>f  k>ve  with  the  snooessfnl  gallant  there. 
She  calmly  bids  me  help  her  to  entice. 
Inveigle  an  unconscious  trusting  youth 
Who  thinks  her  all  that  *s  chaste  and  good  and 

pore, 

—  Invites  me  to  betray  him  .  .  .  who  ao  fit 
As  honor's  self  to  cover  shame's  arch-deed  ? 

—  That  she  'U  receive  Lord  Mertoun  —  (her  own 

phrase)  — 
This,  who  could  bear  f    Why,  yon  have  heard 

of  thieves, 
Stabben,  the  earth's  disgrace,  who  yet  have 

langhed, 
**  Talk  not  to  me  of  torture  —  I  *11  betrav 
Xo  comrade  I  *ve  pledged  faith  to  I  '^  — yon 

have  heard 
Of  wretched  women — all  but  Mildreds  —  tied 
By  wild  illicit  ties  to  losels  vile 
You'd  tempt  them  to  forsake;  and  they  11 

**  Gold,  niends,  repute,  I  left  for  him,  I  find 
In  him,  whr  should  I  leave  him  then  for  gold, 
Kepate  or  mends  ?  "  —  and  yon  have  felt  your 

heart 
Re^Mud  to  such  poor  outcasts  of  the  world 
As  toso  many  friends ;  bad  as  you  please. 
Yon  've  foh  they  were  God's  men  and  women 

■taU. 
So,  not  to  be  disowned  bv  you.    But  she 
That  stands  there,  calmly  gives  her  lover  up 
As  meaiia  to  wed  the  Earl  that  she  may  hide 
Their  interoouiae  the  surelier :  and,  for  this, 
I  cnise  her  to  her  face  before  von  all. 
Shame  hunt  her  froxa  the  earth  I    Then  Heaven 

do  ri^t 
To  both  1    It  hears  me  now — shall  judge  her 

then! 
[Am  MxumMOtfainU  and/all*^  Tbbuum  nuhet  out, 
Amt,    Stay,  Treaham,  we  '11  accompany  yon  I 
Gmem.  We? 

What«     and     leave    MiUred?     We?     Why, 

where 's  my  place 
But  by  her  side,  and  where  youn  but  by  mine  ? 
Mildred  —  one  word  !    Only  look  at  me,  then ! 
.las.    No,    Gnendolenl     I    echo    Thorold's 

voice. 
She  is  unworthy  to  behold  .  .  . 

Gmen,  Us  two? 

if  you  spoke  on  reflection,  and  if  I 
Approved  your  speech  —  if  vou  (to  put  the  thing 
At  lowest)  yon  the  soldier,  bound  to  make 


The  king's  cause  yours  and  fight  for  it,  and 

throw 
Regard  to  others  of  its  right  or  wrong, 

—  if  with  a  death«-white  woman  yon  can  help. 
Let  alone  sister,  let  alone  a  Mildred, 

Yon  left  her  —  or  if  I.  her  cousin,  friend 
This  morning,  playfellow  but  yesterday. 
Who  said,  or  thought  at  least  a  thousand  times, 
**  I  'd  serve  yon  u  I  conld,"  should  now  face 

round 
And  say,  "*'  Ah,  that 's  to  only  signify 
I  'd  serve  you  while  you 're  fit  to  serve  yourself 
80  long  as  fifty  eyes  await  the  turn 
Of  vours  to  forestall  its  yet  half-formed  wish, 
I  'II  proffer  my  assistance  you  '11  not  need  — 
When  every  tongu«  >■  praising  yon,  I  '11  join 
The  praisers'  chorus  —  when  yon  're  henuned 

about 
With  lives  between  you  and  detraction  —  lives 
To  be  laid  down  if  a  mde  voice,  rash  eye, 
Rott^h  hand  should  violate  the  sacred  ring 
Their  worship  throws  about  you,  —  then  indeed. 
Who  'U  stand  up  for  70U  stout  as  I  ?  "    If  so 
We  said,  and  so  we  did,  —  not  Mildred  there 
Would  be  unworthy  to  behold  us  both. 
But  we  should  be  unworthy,  both  of  us^ 
To  be  bdield  by  —  by  —  your  meanest  dog. 
Which,  if  that  sword  were  broken  in  your 

taoe 
Before  a  crowd,  that  badge  torn  off  your  breast. 
And  yon  cast  out  with  hooting  and  contempt, 

—  Would  push  his  way  through  all  the  hooters. 

Your  nde,  go  off  with  yon  and  all  your  shame^ 
To  the  next  ditch  you  choose  to  die  in  !^  Austin, 
Do  you  love  me  ?    Here 's  Austin,  Mildred,  — 

here  's 
Your  brother  says  he  does  not  believe  half  — 
No,  nor  half  that  — of  all  heheard  1    He  sayn. 
Look  up  and  take  his  hand  1 

Aus,  Look  np  and  take 

My  hand,  dear  Mildred  1 

Mil.  I  —  I  was  BO  young  t 

Beside,  I  loved  him,  Thorold  —and  I  had 
No  mother :  God  forgot  me :  so,  I  fell . 

Gotten.    MUdredl 

Mil,  Require  no  further  I    IMd  I  dream 

That  I  could  palliate  what  ia  done  ?   All's  true. 
Now,  punish  me !    A  woman  takes  mv  hand  ? 
Let  go  my  hand  1    Yon  do  not  know,  I  see. 
I  thought  that  Thorold  told  yon. 

Gmn,  What  is  this? 

Where  start  you  to? 

MiL  Oh,  Austin,  loosen  me ! 

You  heard  the  whole  of  it  — your  eyes  were 

worse. 
In  their  surprise,  than  Thorold's  I    Oh,  unless 
You  stav  to  execute  his  sentence,  loose 
My  hand  I   Has  Thorold  gone,  and  are  you  here  ? 

Guen,  Here,  Mildred,  we  two  friends  of  yours 
will  wait 
Your  bidding ;  be  you  silent,  slee^  or  muse  I 
Only,  when  yon  shall  want  your  bidding  done, 
How  can  we  do  it  if  we  are  not  by  ? 
Here 's  Anstin  waiting  patiently  your  will  I 
One  spirit  to  commana,  and  one  to  love 
And  to  believe  in  it  and  do  its  beet. 
Poor  as  that  is,  to  help  it  —  why,  the  world 
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Has  been  won  inany  a  time,  ita  length  and 

breadth, 
By  iiiat  aueh  a  begiimiiiir ! 

in  i7.  I  believe 

If  once  I  threw  my  arms  about  your  neck 
And  sunk  my  head  upon  your  breast,  that  I 
Should  weep  again. 

Guen,  Let  go  her  hand  now,  Austin ! 

Wait  for  me.    Pace  the  gallery  and  think 
On  the  world's  seemiiigs  and  realities. 
Until  I  call  you.  [Auwm  goet. 

MU.  No  —  I  cannot  weep. 

No  more  tears  from  this  brain  —  no  sleep —  no 
tears! 

0  Gnendolen,  I  love  you ! 

Guen.  Yes:  and  *' love" 

Is  a  short  word  that  says  so  very  much ! 
It  says  that  you  confide  in  me. 

Mtl,  Confide ! 

Guen,    Your  lover *s  name,  then  I    I  Ve  so 
much  to  learn, 
Ere  I  can  work  in  your  behalf  I 

Mil,  My  friend, 

Yon  know  I  cannot  tell  his  name. 

Guen.  At  least 

He  is  your  lover  f  and  von  love  him  too  ? 

Mil.    Ah,  do  yon  ask  me  that  ?  —  bat  I  am 
fallen 
So  low  I 

Guen,  Yon  love  him  still,  then  ? 

MU.  My  sole  prop 

Against  the  guilt  that  crushes  me  !    I  say. 
Each  night  ere  I  lie  down,  **  I  was  so  young  — 

1  had  no  mother,  and  I  loved  him  so  1  *^ 
And  then  God  seems  indulgent,  and  I  dare 
Trust  him  my  soul  in  sleep. 

Guen.  How  could  yon  let  us 

E'en  talk  to  yon  about  Lord  Mertoun  then  ? 

Mil.  There  is  a  cloud  around  me. 

Guen.  ^   ^        ^    But  yon  said 

You  would  receive  his  suit  in  spite  of  this  ? 

Mil.  I  say  Uiere  is  a  okmd  .  .  . 

Guen.  No  cloud  to  me  I 

Lord  Mertonn  and  3rour  lover  are  the  same  1 

Mil.  What  maddest  fanov  .  .  . 

Guen.  [Calling  aloud.]  Anstan !  (spare  your 
pains  — 
When  1  have  got  a  truth,  that  truth  I  keep)  — 

Mil.    By  aU  yon  love,  sweet  Guendolen,  for- 
bear! 
Have  1  confided  in  yon  .  .  . 

Guen.  Just  for  this ! 

Austin !  —  Oh«  not  to  guess  it  at  the  first  1 
But  I  did  guess  it  —  that  is.  I  divined. 
Felt  by  an  instinct  how  it  was :  why  elM 
Should  I  pronounce  you  free  from  all  that  heap 
(>f  sins  which  had  been  irredeemable  ? 
I  felt  they  were  not  yours  —  what  other  way 
Than  this,  not  yours?    The  secretes  wholly 
mine ! 

Jlfi7.  If  you  would  see  me  die  before  his  face . . . 

Guen.  I  *d  hold  my  peace  1    And  if  the  Earl 
returns 
To-niicht  ? 

Mil.         Ah  Heaven,  he  *s  lost  1 

G*iiefi.  I  thought  so.    Austin  I 

{Enier  Acvnv.) 

Oh,  where  have  yon  been  hiding  ? 


Au»,  Thorold  'a  gone, 

I  know  not  how,  across  the  maadow-land. 
I  watched  him  till  I  lost  him  in  the  akirts 
O'  the  beeoh-wood. 

Guen,  Gone  ?    AU  thwarts  us. 

MU.  Thorold  too? 

Guen,    I  have  thought.    First  lead  this  Mil- 
dred to  her  room. 
Go  on  the  other  side :  and  then  we  '11  seek 
Your  brother :  and  I'll  tell  you.  by  the  wa^r. 
The  greatest  comfort  in  the  world.    Yon  said 
There  was  a  clue  to  all.    Remember,  Sweet, 
He  said  there  was  a  dne  1    I  hold  it.    Come  I 


ACT  III 

BcHiis  I.  The  end  ej  the  Yev-tree  Arenme  under  Mn- 
DSBD^s  ttituiinD.  A  light  teen  through  a  eeniral  red 
pane. 

Enter  TBauAM  through  the  trees. 

Tresh.    Again  here  I    But  I  cannot  lose  my- 
self. 
The  heath  —  the  orchard  —  I  have  travened 

glades 
And  dells  and  bosky  paths  which  used  to  lead 
Into  green  wild-wood  depths,  bewildering 
My  boy  8  adventurous  step.    And  now  they  tend 
Hither  or  soon  or  late ;  the  blackest  shade 
Breaks  up,  the  thronged  trunks  of  the  trees  ope 

wide. 
And  the  dim  turret  I  have  fled  from,  fronts 
Again  my  step ;  the  very  river  put 
Its  arm  about  me  and  conducted  me 
To  this  detested  spot.    Why  then,  I  *11  shun 
Their  will  no  longer:  do  yonr  will  with  me  I 
Oh.  bitter  I    To  have  reared  a  towering  scheme 
Of  nappinen,  and  to  behold  it  rased. 
Were  nothing ;  all  men  ho]>e,  and  see  their  hopes 
Frustrate,  and  grieve  awhile,  and  hope  anew. 
But  I  ...  to  hope  that  from  a  line  uke  ours 
No  hcffrid  prodigy  like  this  would  spring. 
Were  inst  as  thmigh  I  hoped  that  from  ttiese  old 
Conf eaerates  Mainst  the  soverei^  day. 
Children  of  older  and  yet  older  sires. 
Whose  living  coral  berries  dropped,  as  now 
On  me,  on  many  a  baron^s  surcoat  onoe. 
On  many  a  beauty's  wimple — would  praoeed 
No  poisou'tree,  to  thmst,  from  hell  its  root. 
Hither  and  thither  its  strange  snaky  anus. 
Why  came  I  here  ?    What  must  I  do?   [A  6r<V 

strikes.]  A  hell? 
Midnight !  and 't  is  at  midnight .  .  .  Ah,  I  cat4^ 
—  >Voods,  river,  plains,  I  catch  yonr  meaning 

now. 
And  I  obey  you !    Hist  I    This  tree  will  serve. 
IHe  reiirtt  behind  one  of  the  trees.     After  a  paus*. 
enter  llBRTom  eloaked  as  be/ore. 
Mer.  Not  time  I    Beat  out  thy  last  volnptuoa9 

beat 
Of  hope  and  fear,  my  heart  I    I  thought  the 

clock 
I^  the  chapel  struck  as  I  was  pushing  through 
The  ferns.    And  so  I  shall  no  more  see  rise 
My  love-star !    Oh,  no  matter  for  the  past ! 
So  much  the  more  delicious  task  to  watoh 
Mildred  revive  :  to  pluck  out,  thorn  hy  thorn. 
All  traces  of  the  rough  forbidden  path' 
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My  rash  love  lured  her  to !    Each  day  must  see 
Some  fear  of  hen  effaced,  some  hope  renewed : 
Then  there  will  be  snrpruee,  unforeseen 
Delifi^hts  in  store.     I  *U  not  regret  the  past. 

£  The  light  is  placed  above  in  the  purple  paae. 
And  aee,  my  sipial  rises,  Mildred^s  star  1 
I  never  saw  it  lovelier  than  now 
It  rises  for  the  last  time.    If  it  sets, 
n?  is  that  the  reaasnrins  sun  may  dawn. 
lAs  he  prepare*  to  ascend  the  last  tree  ^  the  avenue^ 

Tbssram  arresU  his  arm. 
Unhand  me  —  peasant,  by  your  grasp  I    Here 's 

gold. 
'T  was  a  mad  freak  of  mine.    I  said  I  ^d  plaok 
A  branch  from  the  white-bloesomed  shrub  be- 
neath 
The  casement  there.    Take  this,  and  hold  your 
peace. 
TVesA.  Into  the  moonlight  yonder,  oome  with 
me! 
Ont  of  the  shadow. 
Mer.  I  am  anned,  fool ! 

Trtsh.  Yes, 

Or  no  ?    Ton  11  oome  into  the  light,  or  no  ? 
My  hand  is  on  your  throat  —  refuse !  — 

Mer.  That  voioe  I 

Where  have  I  heard  .  .  .  no  —  that  was  mild 

and  slow. 
I  '11  come  with  you.  {.They  advance. 

Tresh,    You  re  armed :  that 's  well.    Declare 
Your  name :  who  are  you  ? 
Mer.  (Tresham  I  —  she  is  lost !) 

TVesA.  Oh,  silent?    Do  you  know,  you  bear 
yourself 
Exactly  as,  in  curious  dreams  I  Ve  had 
How  felons,  this  wild  earth  is  full  of,  look 
^Vben  they're  detected,  still  your  kind  has 

looked ! 
The  bravo  holds  an  assured  countenance, 
The  thief  is  voluble  and  plausible. 
Bat  silently  the  ^ve  of  lust  has  crouched 
When  I  have  fancied  it  before  a  man. 
Your  name  I 

^  Mer.  I  do  conjure  Lord  Tre»ham  —  ayi 

Kissing  his  foot,  if  so  I  might  prevail  — 
That  he  for  his  own  sake  forbear  to  ask 
My  name !    As  heaven  ^s  above,  his  future  weal 
<  >r  woe  depends  u^n  my  silence !     Vain  I 
I  read  your  white  mexorable  face. 
Know  me.  Lord  Tresham  1 

{He  throws  off  his  disguises. 

Tresh.  Mertoun  I 

[After  a  panee.]  Draw  now  1 

Mer.  Hear  me 

But  speak  first  I 

Trtak.  Not  one  least  word  on  your  life ! 

Be  sure  that  I  will  stoingle  in  your  throat  ^ 
The  least  word  that  informs  me  how  yon  live 
And  yet  seem  what  you  seem !  No  doubt 't  was 

you 
Tanght  Mildred  still  to  keep  that  face  and  sin. 
We  should  join  hands  in  frantic  svmpathy 
If  yoa  once  taught  roe  the  nnteachable. 
Explained  how  yon  can  live  so,  and  so  Ue. 
With  God^s  help  I  retain,  despite  ray  sense. 
The  old  belief  —  a  life  like  yours  is  still 
Impossibla,    Now  draw  1 

Jtfcr.  Not  for  my  sake. 


Do  I  entreat  a  hearing — for  your  sake. 
And  most,  for  her  sake  I 

Tresh.  Ha  ha,  what  should  I 

Enow  of  your  ways  ?  A  misereant  like  yourself. 
How  must  one  ronse  his  ire  ?  A  blow  ?  —  that  ^s 

pride 
No  doubt,  to  him  I    One  spurns  him,  does  one 

not? 
Or  sets  the  foot  upon  his  month,  or  spits 
Into  his  face  1    Come  I    Which,  or  all  of  these  ? 

Mer.    'Twixt   him   and    me   and   Mildred. 
Heaven  be  jud^e  I 
Can  I  avoid  this  ?    Have  your  will,  my  lord ! 

[_He  draws  andy  after  a  few  passes^  falls. 

Tresh,    Yon  are  not  hurt  ? 

Mer.  You  '11  hear  me  now ! 

Tresh.  But  rise ! 

Mer.    Ah,  Tresham,  say  I  not  **  you  '11  hear 
me  now ! " 
And  what  procures  a  man  the  ri|^t  to  speak 
In  his  defence  before  his  fellow  man. 
But  — I  suppose  —  the  thought  that  presently 
He  may  have  leave  to  speak  befure  his  God 
His  whole  defence  ? 

Tresh,  Not  hurt  ?    It  cannot  be  i 

You  made  no  effort  to  resist  me.    Where 
Did  my  sword  reach  yon  ?    Why  not  have  re~ 

turned 
My  thrusts  ?    Hurt  where  ? 

Mer,  My  lord  — 

T^esh,  How  young  he  is  t 

Mer.    Lord  Tresham,  I  am  very  young,  and 
yet 
I  have  entangled  other  lives  with  mine. 
Do  let  me  speak,  and  do  believe  my  speech  ! 
That  when  I  die  before  yon  presently,  — 

Tresh.    Can  you  stay  here  till  I  return  with 
help? 

Mer.    Oh,  stay  by  me  I    When  I  was  less 
than  boy 
I  did  you  grievous  wrong  and  knew  it  not  — 
Upon  my  honor,  knew  it  not !    Once  known, 
I  could  not  find  what  seemed  a  better  way 
To  right  you  than  I  took :  my  life  —  you  feel 
How  less  than  nothing  were  the  giving  yon 
The  life  you  Ve  taken  I    But  I  thought  my  way 
The  better  —  only  for  vonr  sake  and  ben: 
And  as  you  have  decided  otherwise, 
Would  I  had  an  infinity  of  lives 
To  offer  you !    Now  say  —  instruct  me — think  J 
Can  you,  from  the  brief  minutes  I  have  left, 
Eke  out  my  reparation  ?    Oh  think  —  think  ! 
For  I  must  wring  a  partial  —  dare  I  say. 
Forgiveness  from  you,  ere  I  die  ? 

Tresh.  I  do 

Forgive  yon. 

Mer.  Wait  and  ponder  that  great  word ! 

Because,  if  you  forgive  me,  I  shall  hope 
To  speak  to  you  of  —  Mildred  I 

Tresh,  Mertonn,  haste 

And  anger  have  undone  us.  'T  is  not  yon 
Should  tell  me  for  a  novelty  jrou  're  young, 
Thooghtless,  unable  to  recall  the  past. 
Be  but  yonr  pardon  ample  as  my  own  f 

Mer.    Ah,  Tresham,  that  a  sword-stroke  and 
a  drop 
Of  blood  or  two,  should  bring  all  Uds  about  f 
Why,  't  was  my  very  fear  of  yon,  my  lore 
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Of  you  —  (what  paanon  like  a  boy*s  for  one 
Like  jon  ?)  —  that  mined  me  I    I  dreaiiicd  of 

you  — 
Yon,  aU  aooomoliahed,  courted  ererywhere. 
The  scholar  ana  the  (jientlenian.    1  burned 
To  knit  myeelf  to  yon  :  but  1  was  young, 
And  your  anrpaiwing  reputation  kept  me 
.S>  far  aloof  I    Oh,  wherefore  all  that  love  ? 
With  lees  of  love,  my  i^lorioua  yesterday 
Of  oraase  and  gentlest  words  and  kindest  looks. 
Had  taken  place  perchance  six  months  ago. 
Even  now,  now  happy  we  had  been  1      And  yet 
I  know   the   thought   of   this   escaped   you, 

Trashaml 
Let  me  look  up  into  your  face  ;  I  feel 
*T  is  changed  above  me :  yet  my  eyes  are  glased. 
Where?  where? 

lAa  he  endemors  to  raise  Mmm^/  Ms  eye  eatches  the 

lamp. 

Ah,B(ildfed!    What  wiU  Mildred  do  ? 
Tresham,  her  life  is  bound  up  in  the  life 
That  *s  bleeding  fast  away  f    I  '11  live  —  roust 

live. 
There,  if  you  ^11  onlv  turn  me  I  shall  live 
And  save  herl    Iresham  — oh,  had  yon  but 

heard! 
Had  yon  but  heard !    What  right  was  youn  to 

set 
The  thou^tlesH  foot  upon  her  life  and  mine. 
And  then  say,  as  we  perish,  **  Had  I  thought. 
All  had  gone  otherwise  '*  ?    We  've  sinned  and 

die  : 
Never  yen  rin,  Lord  Tresham  I  for  you  ^U  die. 
And  €rad  will  judge  you. 

TVesA.  Yes,  be  satisBed  I 

That  proceai  is  begun. 

Jlf«r.  And  she  sits  there 

Waiting  for  me  I    Now,  say  yon  this  to  her  — 
You,  not  another  —  sav,  I  saw  him  die 
As  he  breathed  this,     I  love  her  "  —  yon  douH 

know 
What  those  three  small  words  mean !  Say,  lor- 

ingher 
Lowers  me  down  the  bloody  slope  to  death 
With  memories  ...  I  speak  to  her,  not  you. 
Who  had  no  pity,  will  have  no  remorse. 
Perchance  intend  her  .  .  .  Die  along  with  roe. 
Dear  MildrMl  I    *t  is  so  easy,  and  yon  *11  *seape 
So  much  unkindness !    Can  I  lie  at  rest. 
With  rude  speech  spoken  to  yon,  ruder  deeds 
Done  to  you  ?  —  heartless  men  shall  have  my 

heart. 
And  I  tied  down  with  grave-clothes  and  the 

worm. 
Aware,  perhaps,  of  ^irerj  blow  —  oh  Ood  !  — 
Upon  those  lips  —  yet  of  no  power  to  tear 
Tne  felon  stripe  by  stripe  I      Die,  Mildred  1 

Leave 
Their  honorable  world  to  them  I    For  God 
We  *re  good  enough,  though  the  world  oasts  us 

ont.  C-^  whisHe  is  heard. 

TVesA.    Ho,  Gerard  I 
{Bmier  OasABB,  Aosnii  amd  OvairMua,  wiik  U§hte.) 
No  one  speak  I    You  see  what  *s  done. 
I  cannot  bear  another  voice. 

Mer.  There  ^slight  — 

IJgkt  all  about  me,  and  I  move  to  it. 
Tresham,  did  I  not  tell  yon — did  yon  not 


Just  promise  to  deliver  words  of  mine 
To&mdred? 

TreMh.  I  will  bear  those  words  to  her. 

Mer.    Now? 

Tretk,    Now.    Lift  you  the  body,  and  leave 
me 
The  head. 
lAt  thejf  hare  ha^f  raised  Maarouir.  he  hmu  amddemlp. 

Mer,    I  knew  they  turned  me :  turn  me  not 
from  her  1 
There  !  stay  you  !  there  I  [/>««« 

Gnen,    [After  a  pause,]    Austin,  remain  you 
here 
With  Thorold  until  Gerard  comes  with  help : 
Then  lead  him  to  his  chamber.    I  must  go 
To  Mildred. 

TVesA.  Gnendolen,  1  hear  each  word 

You  utter.    Did  you  hear  him  bid  me  give 
His  mesBage  ?     Did  yon  hear  my  promise  ?    I, 
And  only  I,  see  Mildred. 

Gven,  She  wiU  die. 

TreMh.    Oh  no,  she  will  not  die !    I  dare  not 
hope 
She  Va  <ue.    What  ground  have  you  to  think 

she 'U  die? 
Why,  Austin  *s  with  yon ! 

Afu.  Had  we  but  arrived 

Before  you  fought  I 

TVesh.  There  was  no  fight  at  hU. 

He  let  me  slaughter  him  —  the  bov  II  '11  trust 
The  body  there  to  you  and  Gerara  —  thus  ! 
Now  bear  him  on  before  me. 

Aug.  Whither  bear  him? 

Tresh.  Oh,  to  my  chamber  I    When  we  meet 
there  next. 
We  shall  be  friends. 

IThey  bear  tmi  the  body  e/Uueton. 
Will  she  die,  Gnendolen  ? 

Guen,    Where  are  you  taking  me  ? 

Treth.  He  fell  inst  here. 

Now  answer  me.    Shall  you  in  your  whole  life* 
—  You  who  have  naught  to  do  with  Mertoan*> 

fate. 
Now  you  have  seen  his  breast  upon  the  turf. 
Shall  you  e^er  walk  this  wav  if  you  can  help  ? 
When  you  and  Austin  wander  armMu-arm 
Throng  our  ancestral  grounds,  will  not  a  shade 
Be  ever  on  the  meadow  and  the  waste  — 
Another  kind  of  shade  than  when  the  night 
Shuts  the  woodside  with  all  its  whispers  up  ? 
But  will  you  ever  so  for^t  his  breast 
As  carel»*ssly  to  cross  this  bloody  turf 
Under  the  black  yew  avenue  ?    That  *s  well ! 
Yon  turn  your  head :  and  I  then  ?  — 

Guen.  What  is  don« 

Is  done.    M^  care  is  for  the  living.    Thorold, 
Bear  up  against  this  burden :  more  remains 
To  set  the  neck  to  I 

Tr«<A.  Dear  and  ancient  trees 

My  fathers  planted,  and  I  loved  so  well ! 
What  have  I  done  that,  like  some  fabled  crime 
Of  yore,  lets  loose  a  Fury  Imiding  thus 
Her  miserable  dance  amidst  you  all  ? 
Oh,  never  more  for  me  shall  winds  intone 
With  all  yonr  tops  a  vast  antiphonv, 
Demanding  and  responding  in  Goers  praise ! 
Hers  ye  are  now,  not  mine  !    Farewell  —  fsiw* 
weUl 
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Bcsn  II.    MiU)UD*i  Ckamber.    MiT.n«iii>  alone, 

MiL    He  comes  iiot  I    I  hATe  heard  of  those 

who  aeeemed 
ResoareelesB  in  prosperity. —yon  thongrht 
tSotrow  might  suy  them  when  she  listed  ;  yet 
l>id  they  so  gather  up  their  diffused  strenjcth 
At  her  fiist  menace,  that  they  bade  her  stiike, 
And  stood  and  laughed  her  subtlest  skill  to 

soom. 
Oh,  *t  is  not  so  with  me  !    The  first  woe  fell. 
And  the  rest  fall  upon  it,  not  on  me  : 
Else  should  I  bear  that  Henry  comes  not  ?  — 

fatla 
Just  this  first  night  out  of  so  many  nights  ? 
Loving  is  done  with.    Were  he  sitting  now, 
As  so  few  hours  since,  on  that  seat,  we  'd  love 
No  more  — contrive  no  thousand  happy  ways 
To  hide  love  from  the  loveless,  any  more. 
I  think  I  might  have  urged  some  little  point 
In  mv  defence^  to  Thorold ;  he  was  breathless 
For  toe  least  hmt  of  a  defence :  but  no. 
The  fint  shame  over,  all  that  would  might  fall. 
No  Henry  I    Tet  I  merely  sit  and  think 
The  mom*s  deed  oW  and  o^er.    I  must  have 

erept 
Out  of  myself.    A  Mildred  that  has  lost 
H«*r  lover  —  oh,  I  dare  not  look  upon 
^^uch  woe !    I  crouch  away  from  it !    *T  is  she, 
Mildred,  will  break  her  heart,  not  I !    The 

worid 
Foraakes  me  :  only  Henry  *8  left  me  —  left  ? 
\VheB  I  have  lost  him,  for  he  does  not  come. 
And  I  sit  stupidly  ...  Oh  Heaven,  break  up 
This  worse  than  anguish,  this  mad  apathy, 
By  any  means  or  any  massenger  I 
TresA.    [W^itkoui.]    Mildred! 
Mil.  Come  in  I  Heaven  hears  me  I 

[Enter  Trbsham.]    You  ?  alone  ? 
Oh,  BO  more  euiaing  I 

7Ve$k,  Mildred,  I  must  sit. 

There  —  you  sit  1 

Mii»  Say  it,  Thorold  —  do  not  look 

The  caiae  I  deliver  all  vou  come  to  say  1 
What  most  become  ot  me?    Oh,  speak  that 

thought 
Which  malces  your  brow  and  cheeks  so  pale ! 
TreA,  My  thought? 

MiL    AUofitI 

Treth,  How  we  waded  —  years  ago  ~ 

After  those  water-lilies,  till  the  plash, 
(  know  not  how,  surprised  us :  and  you  dared 
Neither  advance  nor  turn  back  :  so,  we  stood 
Laughing  and  crving  until  Qerard  came  — 
Once  safe  upon  the  turf,  the  loudest  too. 
For  once  more  reaching  the  relinquished  prixe  ! 
How  idle   thoughts   are,  some   men^s,  dying 

men^s ! 
Mildred,  — 

Mil,  You  call  me  kindlier  by  my  name 

Than  even  yesterday  :  what  is  in  that  ? 

Trtsh.    It  weighs  so  much  upon  my  mind 

that  1 
This  morning  took  an  office  not  my  own  I 
I    miD^t  ...  of   course,  I  must  be  glad  or 

grieved, 
Coiitetit  or  not,  at  every  little  thing 
That  tooehes  you.    I  may  with  a  wrong  heart 


Even  reprove  you,  Mildred ;  I  did  more : 
Will  you  forgive  me  ? 

Mil.  Thorold  ?  do  you  mock  ? 

Or  no  .  .  .  and  yet  you  bid  me  .  .  •  say  that 
word ! 
Tresh,    Forgive  me,  Mildred !  —  are  you  si- 
lent, Sweet  ? 
Mil,    [Starting  up,]    Why  does  not  Henry 
Mertoun  come  to-night? 
Are  you,  too,  silent  ? 

iDtukimg  his  rnantU  aside^  and  poitUing  to  his  scab- 
bard^ which  i*  emjtty. 

Ah,  this  speaks  for  you ! 
You  've  murdered  Henry  Mertoun  I    Now  pro- 

What  is  it  I  must  pardon  ?    This  and  all  ? 
Well,  I  do  pardon  you  —  I  think  I  do. 
Thorold,  how  very  wretched  yon  must  be ! 

Trenh.    He  bade  me  tell  yon  .  .  . 

MiL  What  I  do  forbid 

Your  utterance  of  t    So  much  that  you  may  tell 
And  will  not  —  how  you  murdered  him  .  .  . 

but,  no ! 
You  *11  tell  me  that  he  loved  me,  never  more 
Than  bleeding  out  his  life  there  :  must  I  say 
**  Indeed,**  to  that  ?    Enough !  I  pardon  you. 

7Ve«A.    Yon  cannot,  Mildred  1  for  the  harsli 
words,  yes : 
Of  this  last  deed  Another  *s  judge  :  whose  doom 
I  wait  in  doubt,  despondency  and  fear. 

MiL    Oh,  true  I    There  *s  naught  for  me  to 
pardon  I    True  I 
Yon  loose  my  soul  of  all  its  cares  at  once. 
Death  makes  me  sure  of  him  forever  I    Yon 
Tell  me  his  last  words  ?  He  shall  tell  roe  tliem, 
And  take  my  answer  —  not  in  words,  but  read- 
ing 
Himself  the  heart  I  had  to  read  him  late. 
Which  death  .  .  . 

Tresh.    Death?    You  are  dying  too?    Well 
said 
Of  Gueadolen  I    I  dared  not  hope  you  'd  die : 
But  she  was  sure  of  it. 

MiL  Tell  Guendolen 

I  loved  her,  and  tell  Austin  .  .  . 

Tresh,  Him  yoo  loved : 

And  me  ? 

MiL      Ah.  Thorold  I  Was  *t  not  rashly  done 
To  quench  that  blood,  on  fire  with  youth  and 

hope 
And  love  of  me  —  whom  yon  loved  too,  and  yet 
Suffered  to  sit  here  waiting:  his  approach 
liMiile  you  were  sla3rin^  him  ?    On,  doubtlessly 
You  let  him  speak  his  poor  confused  boy*s- 

speech 
—  Do  his  poor  utmost  to  disarm  your  wrath 
And  respite  me !  —  you  let  him  tfy  to  give 
The  story  of  our  love  and  ignorance. 
And  the  brief  madness  and  the  long  despair — 
You  let  him  plead  all  this,  because  your  code 
Of  honor  bids  yon  hear  before  you  strike : 
But  at  the  end,  as  he  looked  np  for  life 
Into  your  eyes  —  you  struck  him  down  ! 

TrfAh.  No !  No  I 

Had  I  but  heard  him  — had  I  let  him  speak 
Half  the  truth  — lees  —  had  I  looked  ioa«  M 

him 
I  had  desisted  I    Why,  as  h(*  Isy  thfsre. 
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The  moon  on  his  flashed  cheek,  I  gathered  all 
Tlie  story  ere  he  told  it  :  I  aaw  thzoof^h 
The  troubled  surface  of  his  crime  and  yonxs 
A  depth  of  purity  immorable ; 
Had  I  but  glanoed,  where  all  seemed  turbideat 
Had  grieamed  some  inlet  to  the  calm  beneath  ; 
I  would  not  glance  :  my  punishment  *8  at  hand. 
There,  Mildred,  is  the  troth  I  and  yon  —  aay 

on  — 
Yon  curse  me  ? 

Mil.  As  I  dare  approach  that  HeaTon 

Which  has  not  bade  a  livine  thiiijg  despair, 
Which  needs  no  code  to  keep  its  grace  from 

stain, 
But  bids  the  vilest  worm  that  turns  on  it 
Desist  and  be  foreiven,  —  I  —  forgive  not. 
But  bless  you,  Tnorold,  from  my  soul  of  sonla  I 

{FalU  OH  Ms  neek. 
There  !  Do  not  think  too  much  npon  the  past  I 
The  cloud  that  *s  broke  was  all  the  same  a  clond 
WHiile  it  stood  up  between  my  friend  and  yon  ; 
Yon  hurt  him  *neath  its  shadow  :  but  is  that 
So  past  retrieve  ?  I  have  his  heart,  you  know  : 
I  may  dispose  of  it :  I  give  it  you! 
It  loves  yon  as  mine  loves!  Confirm  me, 
Henry !  C^**'*- 

Tresh,    I  wish  thee  joy.  Beloved  !  I  am  glad 
In  thy  full  gladness  ! 

Guen.    [Withaui,]    Mildied !  Tresham ! 
[Knterinff  with  AuBTur.l  Thorold, 

I  could  desist  no  longer.    An,  she  swoons  I 
That 's  well. 

Treth.       Oh,  better  far  than  that  I 

Guen,  iShe'sdeadI 

Let  me  unlock  her  arms ! 

Tresh,  She  threw  them  thns 

About  my  neck,  and  blessed  me,  and  then  died : 
Yon  ^11  let  them  stay  now,  Guendolen ! 

Aus,  Leave  her 

And  look  to  him  !    What  ails  yon,  Thorold  ? 

Guen,  ^      WTiite 

As    she,    and    whiter  I    Austin !  quick  —  this 
side! 
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Am,  A  froth  is  ooodnff  throntli  bia  rfftnfth^ 

teeth  : 
Both  lips,  where  they  *re  not  bitten  tiiroagh, 

are  olack : 
Speak,  dearest  Thorold  I 

Tresh,  {Something  does  wmch  down 

My  neck  beside  her  weight :  thanks  :  I  shoaU 

faU 
But  for  you,  Austin,  I  belieTO  I  ->  there,  there, 
'T  will   pass  away  soon  I  —  ah,  —  I    had    for- 
gotten: 
I  am  dying. 
Guen,      Thorold — ThoroM  ^  why  was  thi 
Trenh.    I  said,  just  as  I  drank  the  poiaon  off. 
The  earth  would  be  no  longer  earth  to  me. 
The  hfe  ont  of  all  life  was  gone  from  me. 
There  are  blind  ways  provided,  the  foredone 
Heart-weary  player  in  this  pageant-world 
Drupe  ont  by^  letting  the  main  maaqnadafile 
By  the  oonspicnous  portal :  I  am  throog^  — 
Just  through ! 

Guen.     E>on*t  leave  him,  Anatin  1    Death  is 

close. 
Tresh.  Already  Mildred's  face  is  peanef oiler. 
I  see  yon,  Austin  —  feel  yon :  here 's  my  hand. 
Put  yours  in  it  — you,  Guend 
You^re  lord  and  lady  now  — 

name 
And  fame  are  yonrs:  you  hold  oor  *seatcheon 

up. 
Austin,  no  blot  on  it !     You  see  how  blood 
Must  wash  one  blot  away :  the  finit  blot  oane 
And  the  first  blood  came.    To  the  vain  world's 

eye 
All 's  gules  again  :  no  care  to  the  vain  world. 
From  whence  the  red  was  drawn  I 
Aus,  No  blot  shall  eome ! 

Tresh,    I  said  that :  yet  it  did  come,  bhould 

it  come. 
Vengeance  is  God^s,  not  maa*s.  Remember  me ! 

Guen.    [Letting  fail  the  puUeUst  arm,]    Ah, 
Thorold,  we  can  but  —  remember  yon ! 


Guendolen,  yoois  too ! 
yoo  re  TVealuuns : 
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*•  Ivy  and  violet,  what  do  yr  here 

With  blossom  and  shitot  in  the  vt-arm  »pnnK> weather, 

HidiiiK  the  armi  of  Muuchend  and  Vert:  ?  ** 

Hanmbo. 

no  onk  lovks  and  honors  barry  cornwall  more  than  lk)rs 

ROBERT    BRUWMNli; 
WHO,   HAVING   NOTHING    BETTER   THAN   THIS  PLAV 
TO  HIVE  HIM  IN  PROOF  OF  IT,  MIST  SAY  SO. 


BjtoWNiM a  was  stimulated  by  the  enthusiastic 
recaption  of  A  lilot  in  the  'Scutcheon  to  write 
anotlier  play  for  the  stage,  but  for  some  reamm 
it  was  not  performed  for  ten  yean  or  s*.     It 


was  printed   in  1K44  as  No.  VI.  of  Beits  ami 
VotHHjranatts.     Mr.  Goase   in   hia  Persona* '*t 
savN : 
*'l  have  before  me  at  the  present  moment  .4 
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i>opy  of  the  fint  editimi,  nuuiced  for  aeting  by 
the  author,  ivho  has  written:  *I  made  the 
alterationa  in  this  copy  to  suit  some  —  I  for* 
^t  what  —  projected  stafpe  representation ;  not 
that  of  BfiM  Fancit,  which  waa  carried  into 
effect  loog  afterward.'  The  ata^  directiona 
are  nameroua  and  minute,  ahowinur  the  science 
whiiA  the  dramatiat  had  grained  since  he  first 
essayed  to  put  hia  creations  on  the   boards. 

PERSONS 


CoLoaaa  or  RATatnm,  Ihiekeu  <if  JnU*rs  and  Clev0t, 

Sasthb,  Anotf.  her  Attendant. 

OimaBT,  Oavcblmb,  Maufbot,  CLUOMvr,  Conrtlexs. 

VALaRca,  Attroente  of  Cleves. 

Pbuicb  Baaraou),  ClainuaU  o/the  Duchy, 

MsLcmoBv  hi«  CoafldAat. 

PLAca,  The  Palaee  at  Juliers, 

Tub,  16—. 


ACT  I 

Morning,   Scam.   A  corridor  leading  to  the  Audience- 
changer. 

Oaccblmb,  Ciuonr,  Mavtbot  and  other  C<nirtier«f 
round  OviBBST  who  is  tilentig  reading  a  paper:  a* 
he  drope  it  at  the  end  — 

Guibert.    That  this  should  be  her  birthday ; 
and  the  day 
We  all  invested  her,  twelve  months  ago,  ^ 
As  the  late  Dnke^s  true  heiress  and  our  liege ; 
And  that  this  also  must  become  the  day  .  .  . 
Oh,  maenble  lady  t 

ls<  Cottrtter,  Ay,  indeed  ? 

2d  Court,    Well,  Guibert  ? 
'Sd  Comi,    But  your  news,  my  friend,  your 
news  I 
The  sooner,  friend,  one  learns  Prinoe  Berthold^s 

pleasure. 
The  better  for  us  all :    how  writes  the  Prince  ? 
Give  me !    I  *U  read  it  for  the  common  good. 
O w.    In  time,  ur,  —  but  till  time  comes,  par- 
don me  I 
Onr  old   Duke  just  disclosed  his  child^a  re- 
treat, 
IXeclared  her  true  succession  to  his  rule. 
And  died :  this  birthday  was  the  day,  last  year, 
We  convoyed  her  from  Castle  Ravestein  — 
That  sleeps  out  trustfully  its  extreme  age 
C>n   the  Mense*  quiet  bank,  where  sm  lived 

queen 
Oyer  the  water-buds,  —  to  Juliers^  court 
With  joy  and  bustle.    Here  again  we  stand  ; 
Sir  Gaucelme^s  buckle 's  constant  to  his  cap: 
To-day  *s  much  such  another  sunny  day ! 
Oameeime.    Come,  Quibert,  this  ontgrowa  a 
jest,  I  think  I 
VoQ  're  hardly  such  a  novice  as  to  need 
The  lesson,  you  pretend. 

Oei.  What  leaM>n, sir? 

Tbat  everybody,  if  he  'd  thrive  at  court. 
Should,  first  and  last  of  all,  look  to  himself  ? 
Why,  no :    and  therefore  with  your  good  ex- 
ample. 


Some  of  the  suggestions  are  characteristic 
enough.  For  instance:  *  Unless  a  very  good 
Valence  is  found,  this  extremely  fine  speech, 
[in  Act  IV.  where  Valence  describes  Berthold 
to  Colombo],  perhaps  the  jewel  of  the  play,  is 
to  be  left  out/  In  the  present  editions  the 
verses  run  otherwise.'* 

The  play  has  recently  [1895]  been  rearranged 
in  three  acts  and  brought  again  on  the  stage. 

(—  Ho,  Master  Adolf !)  >-  to  myself  I  'U  look. 

{Enter  Adolt.) 
Gut,    The  Princess  letter ;  why,  of  all  men 

else. 
Comes  it  to  me  ? 

Adolf,  By  virtue  of  your  place. 

Sir   Ghubert  I     'T  waa  the    Pnnoe's   expresis 

charge. 
His  envoy  told  us,  that  the  missive  there 
Should  only  reach  our  ladv  by  the  hand 
Of  whosoever  held  your  piaee. 
Gui,  Enough ! 

(AooLT  retiree. 
Then,  gentles,  who  ^11  accept  a  certain  poor 
Indifferently  honorable  place. 
My  friends,  I  make  no  doubt,  have  gnashed 

their  teeth 
At  leisure  minutes  these  half-deaen  years, 
To  find  me  never  in  the  mood  to  ouit  ? 
Who  asks  may  have  it.  with  my  blessing,  and  -^ 
Thia  to  present  our  huly.    Who'll  accept? 
Ycra, — yon,  —  you  ?     There  it  lies,  and  may, 

for  me ! 
Mattfroy,  [A  youtk,  picking  up  the  paper  ^rtads 

aloud  A    ''Prince  Berthold,  proved   by 

titles  following 
Undoubted  Lord  of  Juliers,  cornea  Uus  day 
To  daim  his  own,  with  license  from  the  rope. 
The     Emperor,    the     Kings    of    Spain    and 

France''  .  .  . 
Gau,    Sufficient '"  titles  following,"  I  judge  I 
Don't  read  another  I     Well,— ''to  damn  his 

own?" 
Mau,    "  —  And  take  possession  of  the  Dnehy 

held 
Since  twelve  months,  to  the  true  heir's  preju- 

dice. 
By"  .  .  .  Colombo,  Juliers'  mistress,  so  she 

thinks,^ 
And  Ravestein 'r  mere  ladv,  as  we  find  I 
Who  wants  the  place  and  paper?    Guibert *s 

right. 
I  hope  to  climb  a  little  in  the  world,  — 
I'd  push  my  fortunes,  —  but,   no  more   than 

he. 
Could  tell  her  on  this  happy  day  of  days. 
That,  save  the  nosegay  in  her  hand,  perh^is. 
There  's  nothing  left  to  call  her  own.      i>ir 

Clngnet, 
Y011  famish  for  promotion  ;  what  say  vou  ? 
Clugnet.    [Anold  man,^    To  give  this  letter 

were  a  sort,  I  take  it. 
Of  service :  services  ask  recompense : 
What  kind  of  comer  mav  be  Ravestein  ? 
Gui.    The   castle?     Oh,  you*d   share   her 

fortunes?    Good  I 
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Three  walls  stand  upright,  full  as  Kood  as  four, 
With  no  such  bad  remainder  of  a  roof. 

dug.    Oh,  — but  the  town? 

Gui,  Five  houses,  fifteen  huts ; 

A  church  whereto  was  once  a  spire,  't  is  jndged ; 
And  half  a  dyke,  except  in  time  of  thaw. 

Cluff.    Still  there  *s  some  revenue  ? 

Gm,  Else  Heaven  forfend  I 

Ton  hang  a  beacon  out.  should  fogs  increase ; 
So,  when  the  Autumn  floats  of  pine-wood  steer 
Safe  *mid  the  white  confusion,  thanks  to  you. 
Their  grateful  raftsman  flings  a  guilder  in  ; 
—  That  *s  if  he  mean  to  pass  your  way  next 
time. 

Clup.    If  not  f 

(f'ui.        Hang  guilders,  then  I  he  blesses  von. 

Clug.    Whatman  do  you  suppose  me?  Keep 
your  paper ! 
And,  let  me  say,  it  shows  no  handsome  spirit 
To  dally  with  misfortune :  keep  your  place  I 

Gau,    Some  one  must  tell  her. 

Gui,  Some  one  may :  you  may  I 

Gau,    Sir  Ouibert,  H  is  no  trifle  turns  me  sick 
(>f  court-hypocrisy  at  years  like  mine. 
Hut  this  goes  near  it.     Where  *s  there  news  at 

aU? 
Wlio  *11  have  the  face,  for  instance,  to  affirm 
He  never  heard,  e'en  while  we  crowned  the 

That  Juliers*  tenure  was  by  Salic  law  j 

That  one,  confessed  her  father's  cousin's  child. 

And,  she  awav,  indisputable  heir, 

AgMJist  our  onoioe  protesting  and  the  Duke's, 

Claimed  Juliera?  — nor,  as  he  preferred   his 

claim. 
That  first  this,  then  another  potentate, 
Inclined  to  its  allowance  ?  *- 1  or  vou. 
Or  any  one  except  the  lady's  self  r 
Oh,  it  had  been  the  direst  cruelty 
To  break  the  business  to  her  I    Things  might 

change : 
At  all  events,  we  'd  see  next  masque  at  end. 
Next  mummery  over  first :  and  so  the  edge 
Was  taken  off  sharp  tidings  as  they  came. 
Till  here  's  the  Prince   upon  us,  and  tltere  's 

she  ^ 
-  Wreathing  her  hair,  a  song  between  her  lips, 
W*ith  just  the  faintest  notion  possible 
That  some  such  claimant  earns  a  livelihood 
About  the  worid,  by  feigning  grieyanom  — 
Few  pay  the  story  of,  but  gmdge  its  price, 
And  fewer  listen  to,  a  second  time. 
Your  method  proves  a  failure ;  now  try  mine  ! 
tViid,  since  this  must  be  carried  .  .  . 
Gui.    [Snatching  the  paper  from  him,]    By 

yonr  leave ! 
Your  zeal  transports  you  !      'T  will  not  serve 

the  Prince 
Si  much  as  yon  expect,  this  coarse  you  'd  take. 
If  she  leaves  quietly  her  palace,  —  well  ; 
But  if  she  diea  upon  its  threshold,  —  no  : 
He  'd  have  the  trouble  of  removing  her. 
Come,   gentles,    we're   all  —  what   the   devil 

knows  1 
Yon,  Ganoelroe,  won't  lose  character,  beside  — 
You  broke  joar  father's  heart  superiorlv 
To  gaUier  his  sneeesrion  —  never  blush  ! 
Yon  're  from  my  provinee,  and,  be  comforted. 


They  tell  of  it  with  wonder  to  this  day. 
You  can  afford  to  let  your  talent  sleep. 
We  '11  take  the  very  worst  supposed,  as  true : 
There,  the  old  Duke  knew,  when  he  Ud  ~ 

child 

Among  the  river-flowets  at  Ravestein, 
With  whom  the  right  lay  I    Call  the  Prince  oar 

Duke! 
There,  she 's  no  Duchess,  she  's  no  anything 
More  than  a  ^oung  maid  with  the  bluest  eyes : 
And   now,  sirs,  we  '11  not  break  this  young 

maid's  heart 
Coolly  as  Gaucelme  eonld  and  would  I     Nc 

haste! 
His  talent 's  full-blown,  oun  but  in  the  bod : 
We  '11  not  advance  to  his  perfection  yet  — 
Will  we.  Sir  Blaufroy  ?    See,  I  've  ruined  Man- 

froy 
Forever  as  a  courtier  I 

Gau,  Here 's  a  coil  I 

And,  count  us,  will  you  ?    Count  its  residue. 
This  boasted  convoy,  this  day  last  year's  crowd  I 
A  birthday,  too,  a  gratulation  day  I 
I  'm  dumb:  bid  that  keep  silence  I 

Ifati.  and  othera.  £h.  Sir  Ouibert  ? 

He 's  right :  that  does  say  something :    that  "m 

bare  truth. 
Ten  —  twelve,  I  make :  a  perilous  dropmng  oflT ! 
Gut.    Pooh  —  is  it  audience  hour  ?     Tlie  ree- 
tibule 
Swarms  too,  I  wa|irer,  with  the  conounon  sort 
That  want  our  privilege  of  entry  here. 
Gau,     Adolf!    [Reenter   Adolp.]    Who's 

outside? 
Gin.  Oh,  your  looks  suffice  ! 

Nobody  waiting  ? 
Mau.  [Looking through  the door-faldB,]  Searee 

our  number ! 
Gut.  'Sdeath  I 

Nothing  to  beg  for,  to  complain  about  ? 
It  can't  be  !    Ill  news  spreads,  but  not  so  fast 
As  thus  to  frighten  all  the  world  ! 

Gau,  The  world 

Lives  out  of  doon,  sir  —  not  with  yon  and  me 
By  presence-chamber  porches,  state-room  st«trs. 
Wherever  warmth  's  perpetual :  outside 's  fre«* 
To  ever>'  wind  from  every  compass-point 
And  who  may  get  nipped  needs  be  weatlier> 

wise. 
The  Prince  comes  and  the  lady's  People  go ; 
The   snow-goose   settles   down,  the   swallows 

flee  — 
Why  should  they  wait  for  winter-time  ?    rT  b 

instinct: 
Don't  you  feel  somewhat  chilly  ? 

Gui.  That 's  their  eraft  ^ 

And  last  year's  crowders-round  and  criem-forth 
That   stn*wed    the   garlands,  overarched    the 

roads. 
Lighted  the  bonfires,  sang  the  loral  songs ! 
Well  't  is  my  comfort,  you  could  never  call  inf 
The  People^s  Friend  !    The  People  keep  iheit 

word  — 
I  keep  my  place :  don't  doubt  1 11  entertain 
The  People  when  the  Prince  comes,  and   th«> 

People 
Are  talked  of !    Then,  their  speeches—  no  om 

tongue 
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Faand  resinte,  not  a  pen  had  holiday 

^-  For  they  wTote,  too,  as  vrell  as  spoke,  these 

knaves! 
Now  see  :  we  tax  and  tithe  them,  pill  and  poll, 
They  vrinoe  and  fret  euoug^h,  but  pay  thev  iiiust 

—  We  mana^  that,  —  so,  pay  witn  a  good  grace 
They  misrht  as  well,  it  costs  so  little  more. 
Bnt  when  we  We  done  with  taxes,  meet  folk 

next 
Outside  the  toll-booth  and  the  rating^laoe, 
In  public  —  there  they  have  ns  if  they  will. 
We  ^re  at  their  mercv  after  that,  you  see  I 
For  one  tax  not  ten  devils  ooold  extort  — 
Over  and  above  necessity,  a  mce ; 
This  prompt  disbosoming  of  love,  to  wit  — 
Their  vine-leaf  wrappage  of  our  tribute  penny. 
And  crowning  attestation,  all  works  well. 
Yet  this  precisely  do  they  thrust  on  us  I  ^ 
These  eappings  quick,  these  crook-and-cringings 

low. 
Hand  to  the  heart,  and  forehead  to  the  knee. 
With  grin  that  shuts  the  eyes  and  opes  the 

month  — 
So  tender  they  their  love ;  and,  tender  made, 
Go  home  to  oniae  us,  the  fint  doit  we  ask. 
As  if  their  souls  were  any  longer  theirs  I 
As  if  they  had  not  given  ample  ww rant 
To  who  should  clap  a  ooUar  on  their  neck. 
Rings  in  theb  nose,  a  goad  to  either  flank. 
And  take  them  for  the  brute  they  boast  thent- 

selvesl 
Stay  —  there  *s  a  bustle  at  the  outer  door  — 
And  somebody  entreating  . .  .  that 's  my  name  I 
Adolf,  —  I  heard  my  name ! 

Ado(f.  'T  was  probably 

The  suitor. 

G'w.  Oh,  there  is  one  ? 

Adolf,  With  a  suit 

He  *d  fain  enforce  in  person. 

Girt.  The  good  heart 

—  And  the  great  fool  I    Just  ope  the  mid-door *8 

fokl! 
Is  that  a  lappet  of  his  cloak,  I  see  ? 

Adolf,    U  it  bear  plenteous  sign  of  travel 
...  ay. 
The  very  doak  my  comrades  tore  I 

Cm.  Why  tore  ? 

Adolf,    He  seeks  the  Duchess^  presence  in 
that  trim: 
Since  daybreak,  was  he  posted  hereabouts 
Lest  he  should  miss  the  moment. 

Gui,  Where  ^s  he  now  ? 

Adolf,    Gone  for  a  minute  possibly,  not  more : 
They  nave  ado  enough  to  thrust  him  back. 

Gui,    Ay  —  but  my  name,  I  caught  ? 

Adolf,  Oh,  sir  —  he  said 

—  What  waa  it?  —  Yon  had  known  him  for- 

merly. 
And,  he  beHeTed,  would  help  him  did  you 


He  waited  now :  you  promised  him  as  much  : 
The  old  plea !    Taith,  he  'a  back,  —  renews  the 


„   I 
ISpeaking  ai  the  door,]    So  long  as  the  man 

parieys,  peace  outside  ~ 
Nor  he  too  ready  with  your  haiberts,  there ! 
Gau,    My  horse  bespattered,  as  he  blocked 
the  path 


A  thin  sour  man,  not  unlike  somebody. 
Adolf.    He   holds  a   paper   in   his   breast, 

whereon 
He  glances  when  his  cheeks  flush  and  his  brow 
At  each  repulue  — 
Gau,  ^  I  noticed  he  *d  a  brow. 

Adolf,    So  glancing,  he  grows  calmer,  leans 

awhile 
Over  the  balustrade,  adjusts  his  dress, 
Aud  presently  turns  round,  quiet  again. 
With   some   new    pretext    tor  aomittanoe. — 

Back  I 
[To  GuiBBBT.I  — Sir,  he  has  seen  you!    Now 

cross  haloerts  I    Ha  — 
Pascal  is  prostrate  —  there  lies  Fabian  too  I 
No    passage!    Whither   would    the   madman 

press  ? 
Close  the  doors  quick  on  me ! 

Gui,  TooUtel    He's  here. 

{Enter,  hastily  and  with  diseom^oud  rfrecf,  YALSMca) 

VaUnce,    Sir  Guibert,  will  you  help  me  ?  — 

Me,  that  come 
Charged  by  your  townsmen,  all  who  starve  at 

Cleves, 
To  represent  their  heights  and  depths  of  woe 
Before  our  Duchess  and  obtain  relief ! 
Such  errands  barricade  such  doors,  it  seems  : 
But  not  a  common  hindrance  drives  me  back 
On  all  the  sad  yet  hopeful  feces,  lit 
With  hope  for  the  first  time,  which  sent  me 

forth. 
Cleves,  speak  for  me!    Cleves'  men  and  wo- 
men, speak  1 
Who  followed  me  —  your  strongest  — many  a 

mile 
That  I  might  go  the  fresher  from  their  ranks, 

—  Who  sit —  your  weakest  —  by  the  city  gates, 
To  take  me  fuller  of  what  news  I  bring 

As  I  return  —  for  I  must  needs  return! 

—  Can  I  ?    'T  were  hard,  no  listener  for  their 

wrongs. 
To  turn  them  back  upon  the  old  despair  — 
Harder,  Sir  Guibert,  than  imploring  thus  — 
So,  I  do  —  any  way  you  please  —  implore  1 
If   you  .  .  .  but  how   should  you   remember 

Cleves  ? 
Yet  they  of  Cleves  remember  you  so  well  I 
Ay,  comment  on  each  trait  of  yon  they  keep. 
Your  words  and  deeds  caiignt  up  at  second 

hand,  — 
Proud,  I  believe,  at  bottom  of  their  hearts, 
O'  the  very  levity  and  recklessness 
Which  only  prove  that  you  forget  their  wrongs, 
Cleves,  the  grand  town,  whose  men  and  women 

starve. 
Is  Cleves  f  oifirotten  ?    Then,  remember  me  I 
Yon  promised  me  that  you  would  help  me  once 
For  other  purpose  :  will  you  kee^  your  word  ? 
Gui.    And  who  may  yon  be,  fnend  ? 
Vol,  Valence  of  Cleven. 

6ui.    Valence  of  •  .  .  not  the  advocate  of 

Cleves, 
I  owed  my  whole  estate  to,  three  years  back  ? 
Ay,   well  may  you  keep  silence!    Why,  my 

lords. 
Yon  've  heard,  I'm  sure,  how,  Pentecost  tliree 

years, 
I  was  so  nearly  ousted  of  my  land 
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By  some  kiiaveVpretext  —  («1»  ?  when  you  re- 
fused nte 

Your  ugly  daughter,  Chiguet ! )  —  and  you've 
hecud 

How  I  rewivered  it  by  miracle 

—  (When  I    refused  her  1}    Here 's    the    very 

friend, 
-  Valence    of    Cleves,    all    parties    have    to 

thank  I 
Nay,  Valence,  this  procedure '»  vile  in  you  I 
I  *ni  no  more  grateful  than  a  courtier  should. 
But  politic  am  I  —  I  bear  a  brain, 
Vtm  cast  about  a  little,  might  require 
Your  services  a  second  time.     I  tried 
fo  tempt  you  ivith  advancement  here  to  oomt 

—  "  No  I '  —  well,  for  cariositv  at  least 

To  view  our  life  here  —  **  No  1^'  —  our  Duchess, 

then,  — 
A  prettv  woman 's  worth  some  pains  to  see, 
Nor  is  sne  spoiled,  I  take  it,  if  a  crown 
Complete     the     forehead    pale     and     tresses 
pure  ... 

VaL    Our  city  trusted  me  its  miseries, 
And  I  am  come. 

Gut.       iSo  much  for  taste  *    But ''come," — 
So  may  you  be,  for  anything  I  know. 
To   bee   the    Pope's   cross,  or  &»ir  Clngnet*8 

daughter. 
And  with  an  equal  ehanoe  you  get  all  three  I 
If  it  was  ever  worth  your  while  to  come. 
Was  not  the  proper  wav  worth  finding  too  ? 

Vol.     Straight  to  tne  palaoe-portal,  sir,  I 
came  — 

Gm,  —  And  said  ?  — 

VaL  —  Tliat  I  had  brought  the  miseries 

Of  a  whole  city  to  relieve. 

Gui,  —  Which  saying 

Won  your  admittance  ?    Yon  saw  me,  indeed. 
And  here,  no  doubt,  yon  stand  :  as  certainly. 
My  intervention,  I  shall  not  disfNite, 
Procures  you  audience ;  which,  if  I  procure,  — 
That  paper  *s  closely  written  —  by  Saint  Paul, 
Here  flock  the  Wrongs,  follow  the  Remedies, 
Chapter  and  verse.  One,  Two,  A,  B  and  C  I 
Perhaps  you  'd  enter,  make  a  reverence, 
And   launch  these      miseries"  from  first  to 
last? 

Vol.    How  should  they  let  me  pause  or  turn 
aside? 

Grail.    [7b  Valence.]    My  worthy  sir,  one 

2ne8tion  !    You  We  come  straight 
'leves,  yon  tell  us :  heard  yon  any  talk 
At  Cleves  about  our  huly  ? 
Vai.  Mnch. 

Gau.  And  what? 

Vol.    Her  wish  was  to  redress  all  wrongs  she 

knew. 
Gau.    That,  yon  believed  ? 
VaL  You  see  me,  sir  I 

Gau.  —  Nor  stopped 

l^pon  the  road  from  Clevee  to  Juliers  here. 
For  any  —  rumors  you  might  find  afloat  ? 
Vol.    I  had  my  townsmen'*  wrongs  to  busy 

me. 
Gau,    This  is  the  hidy's  birthday,  do  you 
know? 
->  Her  day  of  pleasure  ? 

Vai,  —  That  the  great,  I  kMw, 


For  pleasure  bont,  should  still  be  on  the  wateh 
To  exclude  pleasure  when  a  duty  offen  : 
Even  as,  for  duty  bom,  the  lowly  too 
May  ever  snatch  a  pleasure  if  in  reaeh  : 
Both  will  have  plenty  of  their  birthriglit,  sir ! 
Gau,     [Aside  to  Guibbkt.]     Sir   Guiberi, 
here  's  your  man  !    No  semples  now  — 
Yon  ^11  never  find  his  like  I    Time  presses  hard. 
I  Ve  seen  your  drift  and  Adolf ^s  too,  this  while. 
But  von  can^t  keep  the  hour  of  audience  back 
Mucn  longer,  and  at  noon  the  Prince  arrives. 
[Pointing  to  V albncs.]    Entrust  him  with  it  — 
fool  no  chance  away  I 
Gill.    Him? 
Gau,   —With  the  missive  I   What's  the  man 

to  her? 
Gut.     No  bad  thought  I  —  Yet,  't  is  yoon, 
who  ever  played 
The  tempting  serpent:  eke  't  w«rs   no   bad 

thought ! 
I  should  —  and  do  —  mistrust  it  for  your  sake. 
Or  else  .  .  . 

(Enter  an  OfBclal  whc  eommunicates  wilk  Adolf.) 

Adoif.      The  Duehess  will  receive  the  oonrt ! 

Gui,    Give  us  a  moment,  Adolf  I    Valence, 
friend, 
I  *11  help  yon.    We  of  the  service,  you  *re  to 

mark, 
Have  special  entry,  while  the  herd  .  .  .  the  folk 
Outside,  get  access  through  our  help  alone  ; 
—  Well,  it  is  so,  was  so,  and  I  suppose 
So  ever  will  be  :  your  natural  lot  is,  therefore. 
To  wait  your  turn  and  opportuni^. 
And  probably  miss  both.    Now,  I  engage 
To  set  you,  here  and  in  a  minute's  space. 
Before  the  lady,  with  full  leave  to  plead 
Chapter  and  verse,  and  A,  and  B,  and  C, 
To  heart's  content. 

Vai,  I  srieve  that  I  most  ask,  — 

TTiis  being,  yourself  admit,  the  custom  here,  ~ 
To  what  Uie  price  of  such  a  favor  mounts  ?  ^ 

Gut.  Just  so  I    You 're  not  without  a  courtier's 
tact. 
Little  at  court,  m  your  quick  instinct  prompts. 
Do  such  as  we  without  a  recompenM. 

Vai,    Youmis? 

Gut.  A  trifle  :  here 's  a  document 

'T  is  some  one's  duty  to  present  her  Grace  — 
I  say,  not  mine  —  these  say,  not  theirs  — sucb 

points 
Have  weight  at  court.    Will  you  relieve  us  all 
And  take  it  ?    Just  say,  '*  I  am  bidden  lay 
This  paper  at  the  Duchess'  feet  I  " 

Vol.  No  more  ? 

I  thank  yon,  sir  ! 

Adolf.  Her  Grace  receives  the  court ! 

Gui.     [Aside.]  ^  Now,  «ifr»i«ai  con/o,  quotb 
the  mass-priest !    Do  — 
Whoever  *s  my  kind  saint,  do  let  alone 
These  pushings  to  and  fro,  and  pullings  back  ; 
Peaceaoly  let  me  hanijr  o'  the  devil's  arm 
The  downward  path,  if  you  can't  pluck  me  olT 
Completely  !    Liet  me  live  quite  his,  or  yours  ! 
{The  Courtisrs   begin  to  ronfft  ihmuelrtM^  ami  mtvtt 

toward  ths  aoor. 
After  me.  Valence  !    So.  our  famous  Clever 
Lacks  bread  ?    Yet  don  t  we  gnUanta  buy  xhv\j 
lace? 
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And  dear  enooKh  —  it  bm^an  me,  I  know. 
To  keen  my  very  gflovee  muged  properly. 
This,  Valenoe.  is  our  Gtreat  btate  Hall  yon  oroes  ; 
Yon  Cray  nm^s  veritable  maroasite. 
The  rope's  giH :  and  those  aalvens  testify 
The  Emperor.    Presently  you  11  set  your  loot 
.  .  .  Bat  yon  don't  speak,  friend  Vfuenoe  I 
Vol.  I  shaU  speak. 

Gau.    [Aside  to  QviBKRT,)  Qmbert  —  it  were 

no  sack  vnmoeful  thinsr 
If  ^o«  and  I,  at  nnt,  seemed  honor-struck 
With  the  bad  news.    Look  here,  what  yon  shall 

do! 
Sappoee  yon,  first,  elap  hand  to  sword  and  err 
''YiM  atnuijsers  onr  aUegiance?     Fint  I'll 

poish 
Beside  yoor  Graoe  1"  —  and  so  give  me  the  J^ie 
To  .  .  . 
Gut,  —  Clap  yonr  hand  to  note-book  and  jot 

down 
That  to  VB^mle  the  Prinoe  with  ?    I  oonoeive. 
[  To  VALsk cs.]    Do,  Valenoe,  speak,  or  I  shall 

half  suspect 
Yon  're  plottiitRr  to  supplant  us,  me  the  first, 
r  the  laay's  favor  I    Is 't  the  grand  harangue 
Yon  mean  to  make,  that  thus  engrosses  you  ? 
—  Whiak  of  her  virtues  you  '11  apostrophiae  ? 
Or  is  't  the  fashion  you  aspire  to  start, 
(>f  that  fllaa»«arled,  not  unbeooming  hair  ? 
Or  what  else  ponder  you  ? 

Vol,  My  townHoen's  wrongs. 


ACT  II 

A'oou,    Soma.    The  Prmmce^kamber. 
TkB  Ovcaan  and  Babtks. 

Dmchess.    Announce  that  I  am  ready  for  the 
oonrt ! 

Sabifne.  'T  is  scarcely  audience-hour,  I  think ; 
yonr  Grace 
May  best  consult  your  own  relief,  no  doubt. 
And  ^on  the  crowd  :  but  few  am  have  arrived. 

Duck.    Let  those  not  yet  arrived,  then,  keep 
away  I 
'T  was  me,  this  day  last  year  at  Raveetein, 
Yon  hurried.    It  has  been  full  time,  beside, 
Thn  half-hour.    Do  you  hesitate  ? 

Sab.  Forgive  me  I 

IhidL,    Stay,  Sabyne ;  let  me  hasten  to  make 
sore 
Of  one  true  thanker :  here  with  you  begins 
My  audience,  claim  you  first  its  privilege  I 
It  is  my  birth's  event  they  celebrate  : 
Yoa  nMd  not  wish  me  more  such  happy  days. 
But  —  ask  some  favor  1    Have  yon  none  to  ask  ? 
Has  Adolf  none,  then  ?  this  was  far  from  leaat 
Of  much  I  waited  for  impatiently, 
Assore  yoniaelf !    It  seemed  so  natural 
Yonr  gift,  beside  this  bunch  of  river-bells, 
Shonld  be  the  power  and  leave  of  doine  good 
To  yoo,  and  sroater  pleasure  to  myself. 
Yon  aak  my  leave  to-day  to  marry  Adolf  ? 
The  rest  n  my  eoneem. 

Scb»  Yonr  Graea  la  aver 

Dor     lady    of    dear     Ravestaint  — but,     for 
Adolf..  . 


Dwck.  **Bnt*'P  Yon  have  not,  sure,  changed 
in  yonr  regard 
And  purpose  towards  him  ? 
8ab,  We  change? 

Dvch.  Well  then?    WeU? 

Sab,    How  oould  we  two  be  happv,  and,  most 
like. 
Leave      JuHers,    when — when  .  .  .  but  't  is 
audience-time  I 
Duch.    '*'  When,  if  yon  left  me,  I  were  left 
indeed  I  " 
Would    yon  subjoin    that?     Bid   the  court 
approach ! 

—  Why  should  we  play  thus  with  each  other, 

Sabyne  ? 
Do  I  not  know,  if  courtiers  prove  remiss, 
If  friends  detain  me.  and  get  blame  for  it. 
There  is  a  cause  ?    Of  last  year's  fervid  tiirong 
Scarce  one  half  comes  now. 
Sab.    [Ande.]  One  half?    No,  alas! 

Duck.    So  can  the  mere  suspicion  of  a  cloud 
Over  my  fortunes,  strike  each  loyal  heart. 
They  've  heard  of  this  Prince  Berthold ;  and, 

forsooth, 
Some  foolish  arrogant  pretence  he  makes. 
May  grow  more  foolish  and  more  arrogant. 
They  please  to  apprehend  I    I  thank  uieir  love* 
Admit  them  I 
Sab,     [Aside.]    How  much  has  she  really 

learned? 
Duck,     Surely,  whoever 's  absent,  Tristan 
waits? 

—  Or  at  least  Ronraald,  whom  my  father  raised 
From  nothing  —  come,    he 's  faithful    to  me, 

come ! 
fSabyne,  I  should  but  be  the  prouder — yes. 
The  fitter  to  comport  myself  aright) 
Not  Romuald  ?   Xavier  —  what  said  he  to  that  ? 
For  Xavier  hates  a  parasite,  I  know  ! 

[SAsna  ffoea  out. 
Duch,     Well,  sunshine  's   everywhere,  and 

summer  too. 
Next  year  't  is  the  old  place  again,  perhaps  — 
The  water-breexe  again,  the  birds  again. 

—  It  cannot  be  1    It  is  too  late  to  be  I 
What  part  had  I,  or  choice  in  all  of  it  ? 
Hither  they  brought  me :  I  had  not  to  think 
Nor  care,  ooaoem  m^jrselt  wiUi  doing  good 
Or  ill,  my  task  was  just  —  to  live,  -^  to  Hve, 
And,  answering  ends  there  was  no  need  explain. 
To  render  Juliers  happy  —  so  they  said. 

All  could  not  have  been  fabehood:  some  was 

love. 
And  wonder  and  obedience.    I  did  all 
They  looked  for :  why  then  cease  to  do  it  now  ? 
Yet  this  is  to  be  calmly  set  aside. 
And  --ere  next  birthday's  dawn,  for  aaght  I 

know. 
Things  change,  a  claimant  may  arrive,  and 

X     .     a     .  

It  cannot  nor  it  shall  not  be  1    His  right  ? 
Well  then,  he  has  the  right,  and  I  have  not, 

—  But  who  bade  all  of  yon  surround  my  Hfe 
And  dose  ita  growth  up  with  yonr  dneal  erown 
Which,  plucked  off  ruaely,  leaves  me  perishing  ? 
I  could  have  been  like  one  of  yon,  —loved,  hoped, 
FaaredU  lived  and  died  like  one  of  you  — but 

yoa 
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Would  take  that  life  away  and  give  me  this. 
And  I  will  keep  this  I    I  will  faoe  you !    Come  ! 
(Enter  the  Courtiera  and  Vauwcb.) 
The  Cowrtiera.    Many  such  happy  mornings 

to  your  Grace ! 
Duck,   [Aside^  as  they  pay  their  devoir.]    The 

same  words,  the  same  f  aees,  —  the  same 

lovel 
I  haTe  been  overfearful.    These  are  few ; 
But  these,  at  least,  stand  firmly:  these  axe 

mine. 
As  many  oome  as  may  :  and  if  no  more, 
*T  is  that  these  few  suffice  —  they  do  suffice ! 
Wlmt  suooor  may  not  next  year  bring  me? 

Phunly, 
I  feared  too  soon.    [  To  the  Courtiers.]  I  thank 

you,  sirs :  all  thanks  I 
VaL  [Agide^  as  the  DccHEm  pas$es^from  one 

group  to  another^  conversing,  ]    *T  is  she  — 

the  vision  this  day  last  year  brought, 
When,  for  a  golden  moment  at  our  Cleves, 
She  tarried  in  her  progress  hither.  Cleves 
Chose  me  to  speak  its  welcome,  and  I  spoke 

—  Not  that  she  could  have  not«d  the  recluse 

—  Ungainly,  old  before  his  time  —  who  gazed. 
Well,  lleaven^s  gifts  are  not  wasted,  and  that 

gaxe 
Kept,  and  shall  keep  me  to  the  end,  her  own  I 
She  was  above  it  —  out  so  would  not  sink 
My  gase  to  earth !  llie  People  caught  it,  hers  — 
Tnenoeforward,  mine ;  but  thus  entirely  mine. 
Who  shall  affirm,  had  she  not  raised  my  soul 
£re  she  retired  and    left  me  —  them?     She 

turns  — 
There *s  all  her  wondrous  faoe  at  once!    The 

ground 

Reels  and  .  .  • 

[S^ddeniy  oeeupying  himself  with  his  paper. 1 

TTieBe  wrongs  of  theirs  I  have  to  plead  I 


DacA.  [To  lAe  Courtiers.]    Nav,  compliment 
enough  I  and  kindneas*  self 


Should  pause  before  it  wish  me  more  such  years. 
'T  was  tortnnate  that  thus,  ere  youth  escaped, 
I  tasted  Uf  e^s  pure  pleasure  —  one  such,  pore. 
Is  worth  a  thousand,  mixed  —  and  youth  's  for 

pleasure: 
Mine  is  received ;  let  my  age  pay  for  it. 

Gau.  So,  pay,  and  pleasure  paid  for,  thinks 
▼our  Oraoe, 
Shonla  never  go  together  ? 

Gut.  How,  Sir  Gauoelme  ? 

Hurry  one^s  feast  down  unenjoyingly 
At  the  snatched  breathing-intervals  of  work  ? 
Ah  good  von  saved  it  till  the  dull  day*a«nd 
When,  stiff  and  deepy,  appetite  is  Kone. 
£at  first,  then  work  upon  the  strength  of  food  I 

Dwck.    True:    you  enable  me   to  risk   my 

future. 

By  giving  me  a  past  beyond  recall. 

I  lived,  a  girl,  one  happy  leisure  year : 

Let  me  endeavor  to  be  the  Duchess  now  I 

And  BO,  —  what  news.  Sir  Ouibert,  spoke  yon 

of? 
[At  th^  adfanem  a  tiUie^  and  Giiiswi  jpmft»— 

—  That  gentleman  ? 

Vol.  [Aside}.         I  feel  her  eyes  on  me. 
6m.     [To   VALBXCR.]     The    Duoheas,  sir, 
inolinea  to  hear  your  suit. 


Advance  1    He  is  from  Qevea. 

Vol.    [Coming  forward.]     [Aside,]     Their 

wrongs  —  their  wrongs  I 
Duch.    ^d  you,  sir, are  from  Cleves?    How 

fresh  in  mind. 
The  hour  or  two  I  passed  at  aneenly  Clevea ! 
She  entertained  me  bravely,  out  the  beat 
(>f  her  good  pageant  seemed  its  standem-by 
With  insuppreesive  joy  on  every  faoe ! 
What  says  my  ancient  famous  nappy  Clevea  ? 
VcU.    Take  the  truth,  lady — you  are  nuide 

for  truth! 
So  think  my  friends :  nor  do  they  less  deserve 
The  having  you  to  take  it,  you  uall  think. 
When  yon  know  all  —  nay,  when  yon  only  kiio« 
How,  on  that  day  yon  recollect  at  (Clevea, 
When  the  poor  acquiescing  multitude 
Who  thrust  themselves  with  all  their  woes  apart 
Into  unnoticed  comers,  that  the  few,  ^ 
Their  means  sufficed  to  muster  trappinsa  for. 
Might  fiU  the  foreground,  ooeupy  y<Hir  aigkt 
With  joyous  faces  fit  to  bear  away 
And  boast  of  as  a  sample  of  all  Clevas 

—  How,  when  to  daylight  these  erept  out 

more. 
Clutching,  unoonsciona,  each  his  empty 
Whence  the  scant  emn,  which  had  not  half 

bought  bread. 
That  inom  ha  shook  forth,  oounted  piaee  hj 

piece. 
And,  well-advisedly,  on  perfumes  spent  them 
To  bum,  or  flowers  to  strew,  before  your  path 

—  How,  when  the  golden  flood  of  mnsw  ana  bliM 
Ebbed,  as  their  moon  retreated,  and  ^aan 
Left  the  sharp  black-ooint  rooks  of  misery  bare 

—  Then  I,  their  friend,  had  <inly  to  snggeat 
"  Saw  she  the  horror  as  she  saw  the  pomp !  ** 
And  as  one  man  they  cried,  **He  q>eaka  the 

truth: 
Show  her  the  horror!    Take  from  oar  own 

mouths 
Our  wrongs  and  show  them,  she  will  see  them 

tool*' 
This  they  cried,  lady  I    I  have  brought  the 
wrongs. 
Duch.    WrongB  ?    Cleves    has   uf rouge  -  ap- 
parent now  and  thus  ? 
I  thank  you  !  In  that  paper  ?    Give  it  ma  I 
Vol.    (There,  Cleves!)    In  this!    (What  did 
I  promise,  Cleves  ?) 
Our  weavers,  dothieis,  spinners  are  redoead 
Since  .  .  .  Oh,  I  crave  your  pardon  I  I  forget 
I  buy  the  privilege  of  this  approach. 
And  promptly  would  discluuge  ray  debt.  I  lay 
This  paper  humbly  at  the  Duchess*  feet. 

[Presemtmg  OiTiasBT*s  paper. 

Gut.  Stay  I  for  the  pment  .  .  . 

Duch.  Stay,  sir?  I  take  anir^t 

That  teaches  me  their  wrcmgs  with  greater  prid^ 
Than  this  yo«ir  dneal  circlet.    Thank  yon.  sir ! 
[  The  Duchbm  read*  hastily  ;  then.,  tummy  is  the  Covr. 

What  have  I  done  to  yon  ?    Tour  deed  or  mi 
Was  it,  this  crowning  me  ?  I  gave  myself 
No  more  a  title  to  your  honaga,  no. 
Than  chnreb-flowers,  bom  tmn  aeaaoa,  wro 

the  words 
In  the  saint  Vbook  that  lanrtifled  tham  lliai. 
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For  sneh  a  flower,  yoa  iiluoked  me ;  well,  ycm 

erred  — 
Well,    Hwaa   a  weed;    remove  the   eye-eore 

quick  1 
But  should  Tou  not  remember  it  has  hun 
St««sped  in  the  candles'  fl^ory,  palely  shrined. 
Nearer  God's  Mother  than  most  eaithly  thii^gB  ? 

—  That  if  't  be  faded  't  is  with  prayer's  sole 

breath  — 
That  the  one  day  it  boasted  was  God's  day  7 
Still.  I  do  thank  ^ou  I    Had  vuu  used  ruspect. 
Here  mi((ht  I  dwindle  to  my  Last  white  leaf, 
Here  lose  life's  latest  freshness,  which  even  yet 
May  ^eld  some  wandering  insect  rest  and  food : 
hio,  flmg  me  forth,  and  —  all  is  best  for  all ! 
[A/ter  a  pauMe.]     Prince  Berthold,  who  art 

Jnliers'  I>nke  it  seems  — 
The  Kind's  dunce,  and  the  Emperor's,  and  the 

Pope's  — 
Be  mine,  too  I   Take  this  People  I   Tell  not  me 
<  K  rescripts,  precedents,  authorities. 

But  take  them,  from  a  heart  that  yearns  to 

givel 
Find  oat  their  love,  —  I  coold  not ;  find  their 

fear, — 
I  would  not :  find  their  like,  —  I  never  shall, 
AmaOK  the  flowen !  [  Taking  off  her  toronet, 

Colombe  of  Ravestein 
Thanks  God  she  is  no  longer  Duchess  hers ! 
Vai.   {Advaiicing  to  Guibert.]    Sir  Guibert, 

knifrht,  they  call  you  —  Uiis  of  mine 
In  the  first  steD  I  ever  set  at  court. 
Yoa  dared  make  me  your  instrument,  I  find ; 
For  that,  so  sure  as  yon  and  I  are  men, 
We  reckon  to  the  utmost  presantly : 
But  as  yon  are  a  courtier  and  I  none, 
Yofur  knowledge  may  instruct  me.    I,  already, 
Have  too  far  outraged,  bv  my  ignorance 
iH  eonrtier-ways,  this  lady,  to  proceed 
A  second  step  and  risk  addressing  her : 

—  I  am  degraded  — you  let  me  address  I 
Out  of  her  presence,  all  is  plain  enough 
What  I  shall  do  —  but  in  her  presence,  too, 
^»arelv  there 's  something  proper  to  be  done. 
[To  Me  €tker*.^  Yon,  gentles,  tell  me  if  I  guess 

aright  — 
3laT  I  not  strike  this  man  to  earth  ? 
lac Courtier§,  [As  Gui brkt  sprinyM  forward^ 

wiMolding  him.]        Let  go  I 
-  The  dothian'  spokesman,  Guibert  ?  Grace  a 

churl? 
IhKk,    [To  Valxkcb.]    Oh,  be  acquainted 
with  your  party,  sir ! 
He  *s  of  the  oldest  lineage  Juliers  boasts ; 
A  liun  crests  him  for  a  oognixauce ; 
**^Scormng  to  waver  "  —  that 's  his  'scutcheon's 

wowl  J 
Hn  office  with  the  new  Duke  —  probably 
The  same  in  honor  as  with  me  ;  or  more, 
By  so  much  as  this  gallant  turn  desen'es. 
Ife  *s  now,  I  dare  say,  of  a  thousand  times 
The  rank  and  influence  that  remain  with  her 
Whoso  part  yoa  take  1    SSo,  lest  for  taking  it 
Yoa  simer  .  .  . 

Val»  I  may  strike  him  then  to  earth  ? 

Gni,  [FaUing  an  his  knee,]  Great  and  dear 
lady,  pardon  me  1    Hear  once ! 
BeHeva  ma  and  ba  mereifal— be  jnst  I 


I  could  not  bring  myself  to  give  that  pt^ier 
Without  a  keener  pang  than  I  dared  meet 

—  And  so  felt  Clngnet  here,  and  Mauf rov  here 

—  No  one  dared  meet  it.  Protestation's  cheap,— 
But,  if  to  die  for  you  did  any  good, 

[To  Gaucklhe.]    Would  not  I  die,  sir?   Say 

your  worst  of  me  I 
But  it  does  no  good,  that 's  the  mournful  tmth. 
And  since  the  hint  of  a  resistance,  even. 
Would  iust  precipitate,  on  you  the  first, 
A  speeaier  ruin  —  I  shall  not  deny, 
Savmg  myself  indubitable  pain, 
I  thought  to  give  yon  pleasure  (who  might  say  ?) 
By  showing  that  yonr  only  subject  found 
To  carry  the  sad  notice  was  the  man 
Precisel  V  ignorant  of  its  contents ; 
A  nameless,  mere  provinoal  advocate ; 
One  whom  't  was  hke  yon  never  saw  before. 
Never  would  see  again.    All  has  gone  wrong : 
But  I  meant  right,  God  knows,  and  you,  I  tmst ! 
Duck,  A  nameless  advocate,  this  gentleman  ? 

—  (I  pardon  you,  8ir  Guibert !) 

6hi.  [iitstn^,  lo  Valkkgs.]    Sir,  and  von? 
Vol, — Rejoice  that  you  are  lightened  of  a 
load. 
Now,  yon  have  only  me  to  reckon  with. 
DikM.      One  I  have  never  seen,  much  less 

obliged? 
Vol.    l>ue  I  speak,  kdy  ? 
Duck.  Dare  you  I    Heard  yon  not 

I  rule  no  longer  ? 

Vol,  Lady,  if  yonr  rule 

Were  based  alone  on  such  a  ground  as  these 

[PoMing  to  the  Courtiers. 
Could  fnnush  yoa, — abjure  it!     They  have 

hidden 
A  source  of  trae  dominion  from  your  sight. 
DticA.     You  hear  them — no  such  sonroe  is 

left  .  .  . 
Vd,  Hear  Cleves ! 

Whose  haggard  craftsmen  rose  to  starve  this 

day. 
Starve  now,  and  will  lie  down  at  night  to  starve, 
Snre  of  a  like  to-morrow  —  but  as  sure 
Of  a  most  imlike  morrow-after-that. 
Since  cud  things  most,  end  howsoe'er  things 

may. 
What  curbs  the  brnte-f oroe  instinot  in  its  hour  ? 
Wliat  makes  —  instead  of  rising,  all  as  one. 
And  teaching  fingers,  so  expert  to  wield 
Their  tool,  the  broadsword's  play  or  carbine's 
trick, 

—  What  makes  that  there 's  an  easier  help,  they 

think. 
For  yon.  whose  name  so  few  of  them  can  spell, 
Whcee  face  scarce  one  in  every  hundred  saw,  — 
You  simply  have  to  understand  their  wrongs, 
And  wrongs  will  vanish  — so,  still  trades  are 

plied, 
And  swords  lie  rnstittg,  and  myself  stand  here  ? 
There  is  a  virion  in  the  heart  of  each 
Of  justice,  mercy,  wiHlora,  tenderness  ^ 
To  wrong  and  pain,  and  knowledge  of  its  cure : 
And  these  embodied  in  a  woman's  f  urm 
That  beat  transmits  them,  pnre  as  first  received. 
From  God  above  her,  to  mankind  below. 
Will  yoa  derive  yonr  role  from  ansh  a  ground. 
Or  rather  hold  it  by  the  suffrage,  say, 
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Of  tfak  man  —  this —and  this  ? 

Duck,  [A/Ur  a pamu, ]  You  oome  from  ClflTes : 
How  many  are  at  Cleyes  of  sneh  a  mind  ? 
Vol,  [From  hi*  ^per,]  "  We,  all  the  mann- 

facturan  of  Clevea  —  " 
Dueh,     Or  stay,  sir  —  lest  I  seem  too  ooy- 
etoua  — 
Are  yon  my  snhjeet  ?  soch  as  yoa  deseriba, 
Am  1  to  yoa,  thoug^h  to  no  other  man  ? 

Vol.  [rVomkis paper.]  ~-  **  Valenee,  ordained 

vour  Advocate  at  CleTes  **  — 
Duck,    [Replacing  the  coronsl.]    Then  I  re- 
main Cleves*  DuohesB  1    Take  yoa  aote^ 
While  Clevea  hnt  yields  one  subjeet  of  this 

stamp, 
I  stand  her  lady  till  she  waves  me  off  I 
For  her  sake,  all  the  Prince  claims  I  withhold ; 
Laogh  at  each  menace ;  and,  his  power  defy- 

Retom  his  missive  with  its  due  contempt  1 

ICaMttg  it  away. 

Gilt.  [Ptribinj^t'iin.]  — Which  to  the  Prince 
I  will  d«sliver,  lady, 
(Note  it  down,  Qaaoelme)  —  with  your  message 
too! 
Dueh.    I  think  the  oi&ee  is  a  snbjeot^s,  sir  I 
—  Either  .  .  .  how  style  yoa  him?*-*  my  special 

ffuarder 
The  Biuushal*fi  —  for  who  knows  but  yiolence 
May  follow  the  delivenr  ?  —  Or,  perhaps. 
My  Chancellor ^B — for  law  may  be  to  urge 
On  its  receipt !  —  Or,  even  mv  Chamberlain's  — 
For  1  may  violate  established  form  I 
[  To  Valkmcb.  I  6ir,  —  for  the  half-hour  till  this 

service  ends, 
Will  yon  become  ail  these  to  me  ? 

Vm.    [FiMUing  on  his  knee.]         My  liege  I 
Duck,    Give  me  I 

[  The  Courtion  present  thiir  badget  ef  office, 
[Putting  them  by.]    Whatever  was  their  virtue 


They  noed  new  consecration.    [Raising  Va- 

LBNCK.J    Are  you  mine  ? 
I  will  be  L>uche«  yet !  [She  retire*. 

The  Courtier*.  Our  Duehees  yet  I 

A  glorious  lady !    Worthv  love  and  dread  I 
I  *li  Htand  by  her,  —  and  I,  whatever  betide ! 

Criii.  [To  Vai,bnob.]    Well  done,  well  dona, 
air  I    I  care  not  who  knows. 
You  liave  done  nobly  and  I  envy  you  — 
Thoogh  I  am  but  unfairly  used,  I  think : 
For  when  one  gets  a  place  like  this  I  hold, 
One  gets  too  the  remark  that  its  mere  wa^es, 
The  pay  and  the  preferment,  make  our  pnie. 
Talk  about  seal  and  faith  apart  from  these. 
We  ^re  laii|:hed  at  —  much  would  seal  and  faith 


Without  these  ahm  1    Yet,  let  these  be  stopped, 
Our  wages  discontinue,  —  then,  indeed. 
Our  ssM  and  faith,  (we  hear  on  every  side,) 
Are  not  released  —  having  been  pledged  away 
I  wonder,  for  what  seal  aiid  faith  in  turn  f 
Hard  mcBey  purchased  me  my  plaeel      No, 


is  better  stall, 

it. 

yoa,   how  you 


rir  —  but  yoor 
If  I  had  time  and  skill  to 
I  say.  I*U 


no 


Hyou like,  — fight  voo,  aa yoa osem  to 
(The  kinder  of  me  that,  in  sober  truth, 
I  never  dreamed  I  did  you  any  harm) 

Gau,  —  Or,  kinder  still,  you  'U  ' 
doubt. 

His  merits  to  the  Prinee  who 's  juat  at  hand. 
And  let  no  hint  drop  he  *s  made  Chancellor 
And  Chamberlain  mid  HeuTcn  knows  what  be- 
side t 

Clwg,   (To  Vaubmob.]  You  stars,  yoong air, 
ana  threaten  I    Let  me  say. 
That  at  your  age,  whan  first  I  oame  to  oovrt, 
I  was  not  mnoh  above  a  gentleman ; 
While  now  .  .  . 

Vol,    —  You  are  Head-Lackey  ?  Withyoar 
office 
I  have  not  yet  been  graeed,  sir ! 

Other  Courtier*,  [To  CUignei.]  Let  him  talk  I 
Fidelity,  dirinterestedness, 
FtTrnsc  so  much  1    Men  claim  my  srordiip  ever 
Who  stanchly  and  steadfastly  .  .  . 

{Bmter  ^kaet»^ 

Adclf.  The  Prinee  arrives. 

Cowtier*.    HaP    How? 

Adoif.        He  leaves  his  guard  a  stage  behind 
At  Aiz,  and  enters  almost  by  himself. 

let  Court.    The  Prinee!    This  foolish  baai- 
neai  puts  all  oat. 

2d  Court.    Let  Gauoelme  speak  first  I 

'Sd  Court.  Better  I  began 

About  the  state  of  Jnliers:  should  one  say 
All  *B  prosperoua  and  inviting  him  ? 

4th  Court.  —-Oriatber. 

All  *8  prustmte  and  imploring  him  ? 

r>th  Court.  That 's  best. 

Where  *8  the  Clevea*  paper,  by  the  way  f 

UhCourt.  [To Vaiamcb.]  bir  — air  — 

If  you  *U  but  lend  that  paper —  trust  it  ma, 
I  *11  warrant  .  .  . 

ruh  Court.     Softly,  air  —  the  Manhal's  doty ! 

Clug.    Has  not  the  Chamberlain  a  hearing 
first 
By  virtue  of  hn  patent  f 

Oau,  Patenta?-^Datiasf 

All  that,  my  masters,  must  begin  again  1 
One  word  composes  the  whole  control  amy  : 
We  're  simply  now  —  the  Princess ! 

The  OthfT*.  A  V  —  the  Prinee  s ! 

(Enter  BASno.) 

8ab.      Adolf!      Bid  ...  Oh,  no  time  for 
ceremony  I 
Where  *s  whom  our  lady  calls  her  only  sabisol  T 
»he  needs  him.    Who  is  here  the  Duehass^s  ? 
Vol.  [Siartina/rom  hi*  reverie,]  Moat 
fully  I  follow  to  her  feet. 


ACT  III 


The  reaUhuU. 

Bnter  Psnrcs  Bsstbold  and  Mi 


Berthcld.    A  thriving  little  buighthiiJaliaia 
looks. 
[£ra{^H»par<.1  Keep  JaKan,  aad  aa  good  yoa 

kept  (Cologne : 
Better  try  Aix«  though !  -- 
Mtichior,        Pleaas  'i  jmm  fflghnsw 
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Jitrth*  [A*  btforeA  Aiz,  Cologne,  Frankfort, 

—  Milan ;  —  Kome !  — 
MeL  The  Qraye. 

More  weary  seems  your  Highneaw,  I  zvmark. 
Than    smMlry   conqaerors   whose    path   I  Ve 

watched 
Throoeh  fire  and  blood  to  any  prize  they  gain. 
I  conla  well  wisli  you,  for  your  proper  sake, 
Had  met  some  shade  of  opposition  here 

—  Foiind  a  blunt  seneschal  refuse  unlock. 
Or  a  scared  usher  lead  your  steps  astray. 

Yon  must  not  look  for  next  achievement's  palm 
>>o  easily :  this  will  hurt  your  conquering. 
Berth,    My  next  ?    Ay,  as  you  say,  my  next 
and  next ! 
Wen,  I  am  tired,  that 's  truth,  and  moodv-  too, 
This  quiet  entrance>moming :  listen  why] 
(  hir  little  bnigh,  now,  Jidiers  —  H  is  indeed 
( )ne  Hnk,  however  insignificant, 
<  )f  the  great  chain  by  which  I  reach  my  hope, 

-  '  A  liiuK  I  most  secure ;  but  otherwise, 
Vou  'd  wonder  I  esteem  it  worth  my  grasp. 
Just  aee  what  life  is,  with  its  shifts  and  turns  I 
It  bappena  now  —  this  YVty  nook  — to  be 

A  place  that  once  .  .  .  not  a  long  while  since* 

neither  — 
AVhen  I  Hred  an  ambignoos  hanger-on 
Of  foreigB  courts,  and  oore  my  claims  abont, 
l>iscarded  by  one  kinsman,  and  the  other 
A  poor  priest  merely,  —  then,  I  say,  this  place 
Shone  my  ambition's  object ;  to  be  Duke  — 
Seemed  then,  what  to  be  Emperor  seems  now. 
My  rights  were  far  from  judged  as  plain  and 

sure 
In  those  days  as  of  late,  I  promise  yon  : 
And 't  was  my  day-draam.  Lady  Colombo  here 
Might  e'en  compound  the  matter,  jntr  me, 
He  struck,  say,  with  my  chivalry  ana  grace 
( I  was  a  boy  \)  —  bestow  her  hand  at  length. 
And  make  me  Dnke,  in  her  right  if  not  mine. 
Here  am  I,  Dnke  oonfessed,  at  Juliers  now. 
Ileaiksn :  if  erer  I  be  Emperor, 
Remind  me  what  I  felt  and  said  to-day  I 
JM.  All  this  consoles  a  bookish  man  like 


-  -And  so  will  wearinesa  cling  to  yon.    Wrong, 
Wrong !    Had  yon  sought  the  lady's  court  your- 
self,— 
Faced  the  redonbtables  composing  it. 
Flattered  this,  threatened  that  man,  bribed  the 

other,  — 
Pleaded   by  writ  and  word   and   deed,  your 


)unced  at  last 


Conqnered  a  footing  inch  by  nainfnl  inch,  — 
<>n  her  for  prize,  —  the  right  life  had  been  lived, 


And,  after  long  years'  struf 


And  justice  done  to  divers  faculties 

Shut  in  that  brow.    Yourself  were  visible 

Atft  you  stood  victor,  then  ;  whom  now  —  (your 

pardon!) 
I  am  loreed  narrowly  to  search  and  see, 
So  are  yon  hid   by  helps  —  this   Pope,  your 


Your  eonain,  the  other  King !  Yon  are  a  mind, — 
Thsy,  body :  too  much  of  mere  legs-and-arms  ^ 
Obstruc'Ui  the  mind  so  I   Match  these  with  their 

Uke: 
3fatch  mind  with  mind  ! 


Berth.        And  where 's  your  mind  to  match  ? 
They  show  roe  le^aud-arins  to  cope  withal  \ 
I  'd  subjugate  this  city  —  where 's  its  mind  ? 
{The  Courtiers  mter  dowly.) 

Mel,  Got  out  of  sight  when  you  came  troops 
and  all! 
And  in  its  stead,  here  greets  vou  flesh-and-blood : 
A  smug  economy  of  both,  this  first  I 

{A*  Cldomr'  bow4  obaequioudy. 

Well  done,  gout,  all  considered  I  —  I  may  go  ? 
Berth,  Help  me  receiye  them  t 
Mel.  Oh,  they  just  will  say 

What  yesterday  at  Aix  their  fellows  said,  — 
At  Treves,  the  day  before !    Sir  Prince,  my 

friend. 
Why  do  you  let  your  life  slip  thus  ? — Meantime, 
I  have  my  little  Juliers  to  achieve  —  ^ 
The  understanding  this  tough  I^tonist, 
Your  holy  uncle  disinterred,  Amelius : 
Lend  me  a  company  of  horse  and  foot, 
To  help  me  through  his  tractate  —  gain  my 
Duchy ! 
Berth.  And  Empire,  after  that  is  gained,  will 

be  —  ? 
Mel.  To  help  me  through  your  uncle's  com- 
ment. Prince !  iOoes. 
Berth.  Ah  ?  Well :  he  o'er-refines  —  the  schol- 
ar's fault  f 
How  do  I  let  my  life  slip  ?    Say,  this  life, 
I  lead  now,  differs  from  the  common  life 
Of  other  men  in  mere  degree,  not  kind. 
Of  joys  and  griefs,  —  still  there  is  such  degree 
Mere  hugeness  in  a  life  is  something,  sure,  — 
Enough  to  care  about  and  struggle  for. 
In  this  world :  for  this  world,  the  nxe  of  things ; 
The  sort  of  things,  for  that  to  come,  no  doubt. 
A  great  is  better  Uian  a  little  aim : 
And  when  I  wooed  Priscilla's  rosy  mouth 
And  failed  so,  under  that  gray  convent-wall. 
Was  I  more  happy  than  I  should  be  now 

IBy  iM*  Hmtt  the  Conrtiera  are  ranged  be/or$  him. 
If  f aihng  of  my  Empire  ?  ^  Not  a  whit. 
—  Here  comes  the  mind,  it  once  had  tasked  me 

sore 
To  baffle,  but  for  mv  advantages  I 
All 's  best  as 't  is :  tnese  scholars  talk  and  talk. 

ISeat*  khntelf. 

The  Court  ierM.  Welcome  our  Prince  to  Julien  I 
—  to  his  heritage  I 
Our  dntifullest  service  proffer  we ! 
Clug.  I,  please  your  Highness,  having  exer- 
cised 
The  function  of  Grand  Chamberlain  at  court. 
With  much  acceptance,  as  men  testify  .  .  . 
Berth,    I  cannot  greatly  thank  you,  gentle- 
men I 
The   Pope  declares  my  daim  to  the   Duchy 

founded 
On  strictest  justice  —  you  concede  it,  therefore, 
I  do  not  wonder :  and  the  kings  my  friends 
Protest  they  mean  to  see  such  claim  enforced,  — 
Yon  easily  may  offer  to  assist. 
But  there  *s  a  slight  discretionary  power 
To  serve  me  in  the  matter,  you  've  had  long. 
Though  late  you  use  it.    This  is  well  to  say  — 
But  could  vou  not  have  said  it  months  ago  f 
I  'm  not   denied  my  own  Duke's  truncheon, 
true  — 
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*Tis  Anug  me  —  I  stoop  down,  and  from  the 

ground 
Pick  it,  with  all  ^ou  placid  8tander»-by : 
And  now  I  have  it,  g:enui  and  mire  at  once, 
Grace  go  with  it  to  my  soiled  hands,  you  say ! 

Gui,   (By  Paul,  the  advocate  our  doughty 
friend 
Cuts  the  best  6gure  I) 

Uau.  If  our  ignorance 

May  have  offended,  sure  our  loyalty  .  .  . 

Berth,  Loyalty?  Yours?   Oh  —  of  yourselves 
you  speak ! 
I  mean  the  l)uchefls  all  this  time,  I  hope  I 
And  since  I  have  been  forced  repeat  my  claims 
As  if  they  never  had  been  urged  before. 
As  I  began,  so  must  I  end,  it  seems. 
The  formal  answer  to  the  grave  demand  ! 
What  says  the  lady  ? 

Courtiers.    [One  to  another.]    \st  Court.    Mar- 
shal 1    2d  Court.    Orator! 

Gtti.  A  variation  of  our  mistress^  way  ! 
Wipe  off  his  boots*  dust,  Clugnetl  —  that,  he 
waits! 

\8t  Court.  Tour  place  I 

2d  Court.      Just  now  it  was  yoor  own  ! 

Gut.  The  devil's ! 

Berth.  [To  Gcibert.]  Come  forward,  friend 
—  yon  with  the  paper,  there  I 
Is  Juliers  the  first  city  I  Ve  obtained  ? 
By  this  time,  I  may  boast  proficiency 
In  each  decorum  of  the  circumstance. 
Give  it  me  as  she  gave  it  —  the  petition. 
Demand,  you  style  it  I    What 's  required,  in 

brief? 
What  title *s  reservation,  appanage *s 
Allowance  ?    I  heard  all  at  Treves,  last  week. 

Gau.  [To  GriBEBT.]     "Give  it  him  as  she 
gave  it ! " 

Gui.  And  why  not  ? 

[To  Bebthold.I  The  lady  crushed  yonr  sum- 
mons thus  together. 
And  bade  me,  with  the  ver^  greatest  soom 
hki  fair  a  frame  could  hold,  inform  you  .  .  . 

Courtiers.  Stop  — 

Idiot  I 

Gui.  —  Inform  yon  she  denied  yonr  claim. 
Defied  yourself !    (I  tread  ufion  his  heel. 
The  blustering  advocate !) 

Berth.  By  heaven  and  earth  ! 

Dare  you  jest,  sir  ? 

Gut.  Did  they  at  Treves,  last  week  ? 

Berth.  ]St€trting  ud.]  why  then,  I  look  much 
bolaer  than  I  knew, 
And  you  prove  better  actors  than  I  thought : 
^ince,  as  1  lire,  I  took  you  as  you  entered 
For  jnst  so  many  dearest  friends  of  mine. 
Fled  from  the  smking  to  the  rising  power 
—  The  sneaking*st  crew,  in  short,  I  e*er  de- 
spised ! 
AVhereas,  I  am  alone  here  for  the  moment, 
^yith  everynoldier  left  behind  at  Aiz  ! 
Silence  ?    That  means  tlie  worst  ?    I  thought 

as  much ! 
What  f olk>w8  next  ? 

Cowtiers.  Gracious  Prince  —  he  niTes  I 

Gui,  He  asked  the  tmth  and  why  not  get  the 
truth? 


Berth.  Am  I  a  prisoner  ?    Speak,  will  some- 
body? 

—  But  why  stand  paltering  with  imbeciles  ? 
LfCt  me  see  her,  or  .  .  . 

Gui.  Her.  without  her  leave. 

Shall  no  one  see :  she 's  Ducness  yet  I 

Courtiers ,  [Footstetts  without,  as  they  are  di^ 
puting.}    Good  chance ! 
She  *H  here  —  the  Lady  Colombo's  self  I 

Berth.  'T  is  well  f 

[Aside.]    Array  a  handful   thus  against   my 

world? 
Not  ill  done,  truly !    Were  not  this  a  mind 
To  match  ones  mind  with?    Cohnnbel    I^t 

us  wait ! 
I  failed  so,  under  that  gray  oonyeni  wall  I 
She  comes. 

Gui.     The  Duchess !    Straagwa,  nu^pe  your- 
selves! 
[As  the  I>ucBSis  eniert  m  eonversatien  «HiA  TAUnca, 
BsBTBOLD  and  the  Courtien/ail  back  a  liUU. 
Duch.  Preaagef uUy  it  beats,  presMvfally, 
My  heart :  the  right  is  Bertholcrs  and  not  mine. 
Val.  Grant  that  he  has  the  right,  dare  I  min- 
trust 
Your  power  to  acquiesce  so  patiently 
As  you  believe,  in  such  a  dream-like  change 
Of  f<ntune  —  change  abrupt,  profound,  ootn- 
nlete  ? 
pucn.  Ah,  the  first  bitterness  is  orer  now  ! 
Bitter  I  may  have  felt  it  to  oonfront 
The  truth,  and  ascertain  those  natures^  yalve 
I  had  so  counted  on  ;  that  was  apang: 
But  I  did  bear  it,  and  the  worst  is  over. 
Let  the  Prince  take  them  I 

Vai.  AndtakeJufierstoo? 

—  Your   people   without  crosses,   wands  and 

chains — 
Only  with  hearts  ? 

Duch,  There  I  feel  guilty,  sir ! 

I  cannot  give  up  what  I  never  had : 
For  I  ruled  these,  not  them — these  stood  be- 
tween. 
Shall  I  confess,  sir  ?    I  have  heard  by  stealth 
Of  Bet-thold  from  the  first;  more  news  tmd 

more: 
Closer  and  closer  swam  the  thunder  cloud, 
But  I  was  safely  housed  with  these,  I  knew. 
At  times  when  to  the  casement  I  would  torn. 
At  a  bird's  passage^  or  a  flower>trail*s  play, 
I  caught  the  storm *8  red  glimnses  cm  its  edge 
Yet  1  was  sure  some  one  of  all  these  friends 
Would  interpose  :  I  followed  the  bird's  fli|{ht 
Or  plucked  the  flower  —  some  one  would  mtet^ 
pose! 
Val.    Not  one  thought  cm  the  People — aaid 

Cleves  there  I 
Duch,     Now,  sadly  oonscions  my  real  swav 
was  missed. 
Its  shadow  goes  without  so  much  reip«t : 
Else  could  r  not  again  thus  calmly  bid  yon. 
Answer  Prince  Berthold ! 

Val,  Then  jpu  aeqniesoe  ? 

DwJt,    Remember  orer  whom  it  was  1  rated  ! 
Gui.   [Stepping  fontard.]    Prince  Berthold. 

yonder,  craves  an  anoienoe,  lady  1 
Dmca.  [To  Vaubmce.]    I  only  have  to  tnm, 
ana  I  shall  face 
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Prinee  Berthold  I    Oh,  my  T«rT  heart  is  siok  I 
it  is  the  daughter  of  a  line  of  Dukes 
This  seomfnl  insolent  adventurer 
Will  bid  depart  from  my  dead  father*8  halls  1 
1  shall  not  answer  him  —  dispute  with  him  — 
But,  as  he  bids,  depart  I    Prevent  it,  sir ! 
Sip  —  but  a  mere  day's  respite  !    Urge  for  me 
—  What  I  shall  eail  to  mind  I  should  have 

urged 
When  time  *8  gone  by  —  't  will  all  be  mine,  you 

nrgel 
A  day  —  an  hour  —  that  I  mvself  may  lay 
My  rule  down  I  Tis  too  sudden  — must  not  be  I 
The  world's  to  hear  of  itl    Onoe  done  —  for- 
ever! 
Flow  will  it  read,  sir  ?    How  be  sung  about  ? 
Prevent  it ! 

B^rth,  [Apmroa^ing.]    Your  frank  indigna- 
tion, laay, 
<  *annot  escape  me.    Overbold  I  seem  ; 
But  somewhat  should  be  nardoned  mv  surprise 
At  this  reception,  —  this  aefiance,  rattier. 
And  if,  for  their  and  your  sake,  I  rejoice 
Your  virtues  could  inspire  a  trusty  few 
To  make  such  gallant  stand  in  your  behalf, 
I  cannot  but  be  sorrr,  for  my  own, 
Your  friends  should  force  me  to  retrace  my 

steps: 
Since  I  no  longer  am  permitted  speak 
After  the  pleasant  peaceful  course  prescribed 
Nu  less  by  courtesy  than  relationship  — 
^Miich  I  remember,  if  you  once  forgot. 
But  nerer  must  attack  pass  unrepelled. 
Suffer  that,  through  yon,  I  demand  of  these, 
Who  controverts  my  claim  to  Juliers  ? 

DucM.  —Me 

Yon  sav,  yon  do  not  speak  to  — 

Berth.  Of  your  subjects 

I  ask,  then :  whom  do  yon  accredit  ?    Where 
Stand  those  should  answer  ? 

VeU.  [Advancing.]  The  lady  is  alone. 

Berth.    Alone,  and  thus  ?    So  weak  and  yet 
so  bold? 

Val.    I  said  she  was  alone  — 

Hrrth.  And  weak,  I  said. 

VcU.    When  is  man  strong  until    he  feels 
alone? 
It  was  some  lonely  strength  at  first,  be  sure. 
Created  organs,  such  as  those  you  seek. 
By  which  to  give  its  varied  purpose  shape : 
And,  naming  the  selected  mmsstrants, 
Took  sword,  and  shield,  and  sceptre,  —  each,  a 

man! 
That  strength  performed  its  work  and  passed 

its  way : 
Yon  see  our  lady  :  there,  the  old  shapes  stand  ! 

-  A  Marshal,  Chamberlain,  and  Chancellor  — 
"  Be  helped  their  way.  into  their  death  put  life 
And  find  advantiu^ !     — so  yon  counsel  us. 
Bnt  let  strength  ml  alone,  seek  help  itself,  — 
And,  as  the  inLuid-hatchea  sea-creature  hunts 
The  sea*s  breast  out, — as,  littered  'mid  the 

waves 
The  desert-brute  makes  for  the  desert's  joy, 
So  turns  our  lady  to  her  true  resource, 
Paanng  o'er  hollow  fictions,  worn-out  types, 

-  And  I  am  fint  her  instinct  fastens  on. 
Ami  prompt  I  say,  as  dear  as  heart  can  speak. 


The  People  wHl  not  haye  yon  ;  nor  shall  have  I 

It  is  not  merely  I  shall  go  bring  Cleves 

And  fight  yon  to  the  last,  — tnough  that  does 

much. 
And  men  and  children,  —  ay,  and  women  too, 
Fighting  for  home,  are  rather  to  be  feared 
Than  mercenaries  fighting  for  their  pay  — 
But,  say  yon  beat  us,  since  such  tnings  have 

been. 
And,  where  this  Juliers  laughed,  yon  set  your 

foot 
Upon  a  steaming  bloody  plash  —  what  then  ? 
Stand  you  the  more  our  lord  that  there  yon 

stand? 
Lord  it  o'er  troops  whose  force  you  concentrate, 
A  pillared  fiame  whereto  all  ardors  t-end  — 
Lord  it  'mid  priests  whose  schemes  yon  amplify, 
A  cloud  of  smoke  'neath  which  ail  shadows 

brood  — 
Bnt  nerer,  in  this  gentle  spot  of  earth. 
Can  you  become  our  Colombe,  our  play-qneen, 
For  whom,  to  furnish  lilies  for  her  hair. 
We  'd  pour  our  veins  forth  to  enrich  the  soil  I 
—  Our  conqueror?    Yes !  —  Our  despot  ?   Yes  ? 

-  Our  r>nke  ? 
Know  yourself,  know  ns ! 
Berth.   [  Who  has  been  in  thought.]   Know  your 

lady,  also! 
[Verp  d^erentially.]  —  To  whom  I  needs  must 

exculpate  myself 
For  having  made  a  rash  demand,  at  least. 
Wherefore  to  you,  sir,  who  appear  to  be 
Her  chief  adviser,  I  submit  my  claims, 

[Girivg  papers. 
But,  this  step  taken,  take  no  further  step. 
Until  the  Duchess  shall  pronounce  their  worth. 
Here  be  our  meeting^plaoe ;  at  night,  its  time  : 
Till  when  I  humbly  take  the  lady's  leave  I 
IHe  tHIhdrmcs.    A»  the  DvcHsn  tttnu  to  Vaimkcm. 
ih0  Coortien  interchange  glance*  and  come  foneard 
a  little. 

Ist  Court.    So,  this  was  their  device  1 

2d  Court.    No  bad  device  ! 

Sd  Court.    You  'd  say  they  love  each  other, 
Guibert's  friend 
From  Cleves,  and  she,  the  Duchess  I 

4th  Court.  —  And  moreover. 

That  all  Prince  Berthold  comes  for,  is  to  help 
Their  loves ! 

5fA  Court.  Pray,  Ckiibert,  what  is  next  to  do  ? 

Gui.   [Advanetng.]  I  laid  my  office  at  the 
Duchess'  foot  — 

Others.    And  I  —  and  I  —and  I ! 

Duch.  I  took  them,  sirs. 

Gut.   [Apart  to  Valbmcr.]     And  now,  sir,  1 
am  simple  knight  again  — 
Ouibert,  of  the  great  ancient  house,  as  yet 
That  never  bore  affront ;  whate'er  your  birth,  -- 
As  things  stand  now,  I  recognise  yourself 
(If  you  11  accept  experience  of  some  date) 
As  like  to  be  tne  leading  man  o'  the  time» 
Therefore  as  much  above  me  now,  as  I 
Seemed  above  you  this  moniing.    Then,  I  of- 
fered 
To  fight  yon :  will  yon  be  as  generous 
And  now  fis^t  me  ? 

Val.  Ask  when  my  life  in  initie  I 

Gut.  ('Tis  hen  now!) 
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Clug,  [Apart  to  VAUiircB,  as  Ouibkrt  twmt 
frowk  Aim.]    You,  sir,  have  insulted  me 
GroaBly,  —  will  erant  in«,  too,  the  selfsame  favor 
You  Ve  grranted  him,  just  now,  I  make  no  ques- 
tion? 

VcX.    I  promise  yon,  as  him,  sir. 

Clug,  IX>  you  so  ? 

Handflomely  said  I    I  hold  yon  to  it,  sir. 
You  *11  s^t  me  reinstated  in  my  office 
As  you  will  Quibert  I 

Duch,  I  would  be  alone ! 

[TAey  beffim  to  rtHrt  iUntly  :  at  Vaimkcb  is  ab^mi  io 

Alone,  sir  —  only  with  my  heart  :  yon  stay  I 

Gau.     You  hear  that?     Ah,  Ught  breaks 
upon  me  I    Cleves  — 
It.  was  at  Oleves  some  man  harantrned  as  all  — 
With  fcreat  effeet,  —  so  those  who  listened  said. 
My  thonifhts  being  busy  elsewhere :  was  this  he  ? 
Guibert,  —  your  strange,  disinterested  man  I 
Your  nnoormpCed,  if  unoourtly  friend  ! 
The  modest  worth  yon  mean  to  patronise ! 
He  eaxes  about  no  Dueheeses,  not  he  1 
His  sole  eooeem  is  with  the  wronirs  of  Cleves  I 
What,  Guibert?    What,  it  breaks  on  you  at 
last? 

Gut.    Would  this  hall's  floor  were  a  mine's 
roof  I    I'd  back 
And  in  her  very  face  .  .  . 

Oau.  Apply  the  match 

That  fired  the  train,  —  and  where  would  yon 
^jpny  ? 

Guu    With  him  I 

Oau,       Stand,  rather,  safe  outside  with  me ! 
The  mine  *s  eharged  :  shall  I  furnish  you  the 

match 
And  plaos  yon  properly  ?  To  the  antechamber  I 

Gm,    Can  you  ? 

Cran.        Try  me !    Your  friend  's  in  fortune  I 

Gmi.  Ouick  - 

To  the  antechamber !    He  is  pale  with  bliss  I 

Gau,    No  wonder  I    Mark  tier  eyes  I 

Gui,  To  the  anteohamber  t 

[  The  Courtiers  r^irt. 

Dueh,    Sir,  oould  you  know  all  you  have  done 
forme 
Yon  were  content !  You  spoke,  and  I  am  saved. 

Vol.    Be  not  too  sanfciiine,  lady  !    £re  yon 
dream. 
That  transient  flush  of  generosity 
Fades  off,  perehanoe!     The  man,  beside,  is 

gone, — 
Tfxm  we  mii;ht  bend  :  but  see,  the  papers  here  — 
InalterabW  his  requirement  Ktnys. 
And  cold  hard  words  have  we  to  deal  with  now. 
In  that  large  eye  there  seemed  a  latent  pride. 
To  self'denial  not  incompetent. 
But  very  like  to  hold  itself  dispensed 
From  such  a  grace :  however,  let  us  hope  ! 
He  is  a  noble  spirit  in  noble  form. 
I  wish  he  less  had  bent  that  brow  to  smile 
As  with  the  fancy  how  he  oould  subiect 
Himself  npon  oooasioa  to  ~  himself  f 
From  rudeness,  violence,  you  rest  seenre  ; 
But  do  not  think  yonr  Dnehy  rescued  yet  I 

Duch.    Yon,  who  have  opened  a  new  world 
tenia. 
Win  never  take  the  faded  laogWHie  up 


Of  that  I  leave  ?    My  Duiihy  —  keeping  it, 
Or  losing  it  —  is  that  my  sole  world  now  ? 

VcU,    HI  have  I  spoken  if  you  thenoe  despisi* 
Juliers ;  although  the  lowest,  on  true  grounds. 
Be  worth  more  than  the  highest  rule,  on  filsn : 
Aspire  to  rule,  on  the  true  grounds  1 

Vuck,  Nay,  hear  — 

False,  I  will  never  —  rash,  I  would  not  be  I 
This  is  indeed  my  birthday  —  sonl  and  body. 
Its  hours  have  done  on  me  the  work  of  years. 
You  hold  the  requisition :  ponder  it ! 
If  I  have  right,  my  duty*s  plain :  if  he  — 
Say  so.  nor  ever  change  a  tone  of  voice  1 
At  night  you  meet  the  Prince ;  meet  me  at  eve  I 
TiU  when,  farewell !    This  discomposes  you  ? 
Believe  in  jrour  own  nature,  and  its  foroe 
Of  renovating  mine  !    I  take  my  stand 
Only  as  nnder  me  the  earth  is  firm  : 
So,  prove  the  first  step  stable,  all  will  prove. 
That  first.  I  choose  —  [Laving  her  hand  am  his] 
—  the  next  to  take,  choose  you  I 

[She  tHtMrawa, 

Val,    [A/tfT   a  pause.]    What  drew   down 

this  on  me  ?  —  on  me,  dead  onoe. 
She  thus  bids  live,  —  since  all  I  hitherto 
Thought  dead  in  me,  youth's  ardon  and  eiu- 

prise. 
Burst  mto  life  before  her,  as  she  bids 
Who  needs  them.    Whither  will  this  reach, 

whers  end  ? 
Her  hand's  print  bums  on  mine  .  «  ,  Yet  she  '• 

above — 
So  very  far  above  me !    All 's  too  plain : 
I  served  her  when  the  others  sank  awiiy. 
And  she  rewards  me  as  such  souls  reward  — 
The  changed  voice,  the  suffusion  of  the  cheek. 
The  eye's  acceptance,  the  ezpresave  hand, 

—  Reward,    that's    little,   in    her    generous 

thought. 
Though  all  to  me  .  .  . 

I  cannot  so  disclaim 
Heaven's  gift,  nor  call  it  other  than  it  is  I 
She  loves  me ! 
[Looking  at  the  Prince's  paptrM.]  —  Which  lore, 

these,  perchance,  forbid. 
Can  I  decide  sgainst  mj'self  —  prononaoe 
She  is  the  Duchess  and  no  mate  for  me  ? 

—  Cleves,  help  me  !    Teach  me,  —  every  hag- 

gard  face, — 
To  sorrow  and  endure  !    I  will  do  ns^t 
Whatever  be  the  issue.    Help  me,  Cleves ! 

ACT   IV 

Evening.    ScsKS.    An  Antgchamibtr. 
Enter  tht  Courtiers. 

Mau.     Now,  then,   that  we   may  speak  — 

how  spring  this  mine  ? 
Gau,    Ih  Quibert  ready  for  its  match?    !!« 
oooU! 
Not  so  friend  Valence  with  the  Duehess  there  ! 
*^  Stay,    Valence  I     Are    not    you   my   bettc^r 

self?" 
And  her  cheek  mantled  — 

Gitt,  Wen,  aha  loves  him,  air . 

And  more,  —  ainoe  you  will  have  it  I  gr«»m 
cool,  — 
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She  '•  figlit :  h*  *8  wortli  H. 
Gau,  For  his  deeds  to-day  ? 

SftTBOl 


G«i.    What  dMmld  I  say  bMide 


Gau.  Nottfak  — 

For  {riendship's  sske  leaye  this  for  me  to  say  *- 
That  we  *re  the  dvpee  of  en  egresioiui  cheetl 
This  plain  nnpraotiaed  suitor,  who  found  way 
To  tM  DtiehflM  thrani^  ths  merest  die^s  tum- 

ap, 
A  year  ac:o  had  seen  her  and  heen  seen. 
Loved  and  been  loved. 

Qui,  Impossible  1 

Gau,  —  Nor  say, 

How  sljr  and  exquisite  a  triek,  moreorer. 
Was  this  whioh  ^  takiagr  aot  th«iir  stand  on 


Boldly,  for  that  had  been  endurable, 

Bvt  wormiuff  on   their   way  by  emit,   they 

choose 
Resort  to,  rather,  —•and  which  yon  and  we, 
8heep-like,  aenst  them  in  the  playingsiff  I 
The  Dnehess  thus  parades  hnn  as  pnf  ened. 
Not  on  the  honest  ground  of  pteferenoe, 
tieeiuK  first,  liking  more,  and  there  an  end"— 
But  as  we  all  hacTstarted  equally. 
And  at  the  close  of  a  fair  race  he  prored 
The  only  Taliaat.  sage  and  loyal  man. 
Henelf  ,  too,  with  the  pretty  fits  and  starts,  — 
The  careless,  winning,  candid  ignorance 
Of  what  the  Prince  ought  challenge  or  forego  — 
She  had  a  hero  in  reserve  t    What  risk 
Ran  she  ?    This  deferential  easy  Prince 
Who  brings  his  claims  for  her  to  ratify 
—  He  *s  just  her  puppet  for  the  nonce  I    Yon  '11 


Valence  pronounces,  as  is  equitable. 
Against  him  :  off  goes  the  confederate : 
Ajs  equitably.  Valence  takes  her  hand  I 

7m    CkancMcr.    Yon   run    too   fast:    her 

hand,  no  subject  takes. 
I>o  not  our  archives  hold  her  father^s  will  ? 
That  will  provides  against  such  accident. 
And  gives  next  heir,  Prince  Berthold,  the  re- 

Tcrsion 
Of  Jnliem,  which  she  forfeits,  wedding  so. 
Gau.    I  know  that,  well  as  you,  —  but  does 

the  Prince  ? 
Knows  Berthold,  think  you,  that  this  plan,  he 

helps. 
For  Valence's  ennoblement,  —  would  end. 
If  crowned  with  the  suceeas  which  seems  its  due. 
In  making  him  the  verv  thing  he  plays. 
The  actual  Dake  of  Jmiem  ?    All  agree 
That  Colombe^B  title  waived  or  set  aside. 
He  is  next  heir. 

The  Chan.  Incontrovertibly. 

Crou.    <iuibert,    your   nuitch,    now,    to   the 

train  f 
Gui.  Enoueh ! 

I  'm  with  you :  selnishness  is  best  again. 
I  thought  of  turning  honest  —  what  a  dream 
Let  *s  wake  now  I 

Gau,  Selfish,  friend,  you  never  were : 

*T  was  hot  a  series  of  revenges  taken 
On  your  unselfishness  for  prospering  ill. 
But  now  that  yon  're  grown  wiser,  what 's  our 

course? 


Cr ut.  —  Wait,  I  suppose,  till  Valence  weds  our 
lady. 
And  then,  if  we  must  needs  revenge  ourselves. 
Apprise  the  Prince. 

Gau,  —  The  Prince,  ere  then  dismissed 

With  thanks  for  playing  his  mock  part  so  well  ? 
Tell  the  Prince  now,  sir  I    Ay,  this  very  ui^ht. 
Ere  he  accepts  his  dole  and  goes  his  way. 
Explain  how  such  a  marriage  makes  him  Duke, 
Then  trust  his  rratitude  for  the  surprise  I 

Gui, — Our  lady  wedding  Valence  all  the 


As  if  the  penalty  were  undiselosed  ? 
Good !    It  she  loves,  she  '11  not  disown  her  love. 
Throw  Valence  up.    I  wonder  you  see  that. 
Gau,    The  shame  c£  it  —  the  snddennoni  and 

shame  1 
Within  her,  the  inclining  heart  —  without, 
A  terrible  array  of  witnesses  — 
And  Valenee  bv,  to  keep  her  to  her  word. 
With  Berthold's  indignation  or  disgust  I 
We  '11  tnr  it  I  <-  Not  tnat  we  can  ventnre  mneh. 
Her  conndenoe  we  've  lost  forever :  Berthold's 
Is  all  to  gain. 

Gui,  ^  To-night,  then,  venture  we  1 

Yet  —  if  lost  oonfidenoe  might  be  renewed  ? 
Gau,     Never  in  noble  natures  I    With  the 

base  ones,  — 
Twist  off   the  crab's   daw,  wait  a  saartiBg- 

while,^ 
And  something  siows  and  grows  and  gets  to  be 
A  mimic  of  the  lost  joint,  just  so  like 
As  keeps  in  mind  it  never,  never  wUl 
Replace  its  predeoeasor  1    Crabs  do  that : 
But  lop  the  lion's  foot  —  and  .  .  . 
Gfui.  To  the  Prince ! 

Gau,    [Atide,]    And  come  what  will  to  the 

lion's  foot,  I  nay  yon. 
My  cat's  paw,  as  I  longhave  yearned  topay  I 
[Aloud,]    Footsteps  I    Himself  I    'TisVidence 

breaks  on  us. 
Exulting  that  their  scheme  succeeds.    Well 

hence — 
And    perfect    ours  1    Consult    the    archives, 

first  — 
Then,  fortified  with  knowledge,  seek  the  Hall  I 
Clug,    [To  GArcxufE  as  they  retire,^    Yon 

have  not  smiled  so  since  your  father  died  I 
{As  they  retire,^  enter  Valbxcb  intk  pttpen.) 
Vol,    80  must  it  be  1    I  have  examined  these 
With  scarce  a  palpitatang  heart  — so  calm, 
Keeping  her  image  almost  wholly  off. 
Setting  upon  myself  determined  watch, 
Repelliiv  to  the  uttermost  his  claims : 
And  the  result  is  —  all  men  would  pronoonoe. 
And  not  I,  onlj,  the  result  to  be  — 
Berthold  is  henr ;  she  has  no  shade  of  right 
To  the  distinctimi  which  divided  us. 
But,  suffered  to  rule  first,  I  know  not  why. 
Her  rule  connived  at  bv  those  Kingnand  Popes, 
To   serve    some    devil's  -  purpose,  —  now  't  is 


Whatever  it  was,  the  rule  expires  as  well. 

—  Valence,  this  rantare  .  .  .  selfish  eaa  it  be  f 
Eiect  it  from  your  heart,  her  home  I  ■—  It  stays  1 
An,  the  brave  world  that  opens  on  us  both  1 

—  Uo    my    poor    townsmen    so  esteem    it? 

Cleves,  — 
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I  n«ed  not  your  pale  faoes  I    This,  reward 
For  service  done  to  you  ?    Too  horrible  ! 
I  never  served  you :  ^t  was  myself  I  served  — 
Nay,  served  not  —  rather  saved  from  punish- 
ment 
Which,  liad  I  failed  you  then,  would  plague  me 

now! 
My  life  continues  yours,  and  your  life,  mine. 
But  if,  to  take  God  s  gift,  I  swerve  no  step  — 
Cleves !    If  I  breathe  no  prayer  for  it  —  it  she, 

IFooUtrps  wilhotit. 

Colombe,  that  coraes  now,  f reel;^  gives  herself  — 

Will  Cleves  require,  that,  turning  thus  to  her, 

X  ■  •  • 

{Enter  Panrcs  Bbbtbou>.) 

Pardon,  sir  t    I  did  not  look  for  yon 
Till  night,  i'  the  Hall ;  nor  have  as  yet  declared 
My  judgment  to  the  lady. 

Jierth,  So  I  hoped. 

Val,    And  vet  I  scarcely  know  why  that 
should  check 
The  frank  disclosure  of  it  first  to  you  — 
What  her  right  seenui,  and  what,  in  cona»- 

Snence, 
1  deciae  on. 

Berth,  Tliat  I  need  not  ask. 

Vol.    Ton   need   not:    I  have  proved  the 
lady's  mind : 
And,  justice  being  to  do,  dare  act  for  her. 

Berth,     Doubtless  she  has  a  verv  noble  mind. 

Vol,    Oh,  never  fear  but  she  *11  in  each  con- 
juncture 
Bear  herself  bravely !    She  no  whit  depends 
(>n  ciroumstanoe ;  as  she  adorns  a  throne. 
She  had  adurned  .  .  . 

Brrth,  A  cottage  —  in  what  book 

Have  I  read  that,  of  every  queen  that  lived  ? 
A  throii«* !    You  have  not  betm  instructed,  sure. 
To  fon^tall  my  request  ? 

Vol,  'T  is  granted,  sir! 

My  heart  instructs  me.     I  have  scrutinized 
Your  claims  .  .  . 

Berth.    Ah  ~  claims,  you  mean,  at  fimt  pre- 
ferred ? 
I  come,  before  the  hour  appointed  me. 
To  pray  you  let  those  claims  at  present  rest. 
In  »\or  of  a  new  and  stronger  one. 

Val,    Yon  shall  not  need  a  stronger :    on  the 
part 
O'  the  lady,  all  you  offer  I  accept, 
^iince  one  clear  right  suffices :  yours  is  clear. 
Propose! 

lierth,       I  offer  her  ray  hand. 

Vai.  Your  hand  ? 

Berth,    A  Duke's,  younelf  say ;  and,  at  no 
far  time. 
Something  here  whispers  me  —  an  Emperor's. 
The  lady's  mind  is  noble  :  which  induced 
This  seizure  of  occasion :  ers  my  claims 
Were  —  settled,  let  us  amicably  say ! 

Vol,    Your  hand ! 

Berth,    (He  will  fall  down  and  kiss  it  next !) 
Sir,  this  astonishment 's  too  flattering. 
Nor  must  yon  hold  yonr  mistress'  worth  so 

cheap. 
Enhance  it,  rather,  ^  nm  that  blood  is  blood  — 
The  daughter  of  the  Bnrgraves,  Landgraves, 
Markgraves, 


Remains  their  dao^terl     I  shall  Mwoe  gain- 
say. 
Elsewhere,  or  here,  the  lady  needs  mnst  rule ; 
Like  the  imperial  erown^s  great  ehiyaopraae. 
They  talk  ot  —  soracM  hat  out  of  keeping  therv, 
And  yet  no  jewel  for  a  meaner  aapw 

Val,    YouwedtheDueheasr^ 

Berth,  Cry  you  mercy,  friend  ! 

Will  the  match  also  influence  fortunes  nere  ? 
A  natural  solicitude  enough. 
Be  certain,  no  bad  chance  it  proves  for  yon ! 
However  high  you  take  your  prssent  ataiid. 
There 's  prospect  of  a  higher  still  remove  — 
For  Jnliers  will  not  be  my  resting-place. 
And,  when  I  have  to  choose  a  substitute 
To  rule  the  little  bnngh,  I  'U  think  of  yon 
Who  need  not  give  your  mates  a  charaeter. 
And  yet  I  doubt  yonr  fitness  to  supplant 
The  gray  smooth  Chamberlain :  he  'd  hesitate 
A  doubt  his  lady  could  demean  herself 
So  low  as  to  accept  me.    Courage,  sir  1 
I  like  your  method  better :  feeling^s  play 
Is  franker  much,  and  flatters  me  beside. 

Val,    I  am  to  say,  yon  love  her  ? 

Berth,  2Say  that  tool 

Love   has  no  great  concernment,  thinks  the 

world. 
With  a  Duke's  marriage.      How  go  preoedentii 
Li  Juliers'  story  —  how  use  Juliers'  Unkas? 
I  nee  you  have  tlieni  here  in  goodlv  row  ;^ 
Yon  must  b**  Luitpold  —  ay,  a  stalwaft  sire ! 
Say,  I  have  been  arrested  enddt-nly 
In  my  ambition's  course,  its  rockv  course. 
By  tnis  sweet  flower :  I  fain  would  smther  it 
And  then  proceed :  so  say  and  siMtedilv 
—  (Nor  stand  there  like  Duke  Luitnola's  braz<pn 

self!) 
Eiioufch,  sir :  ]ron  posiiefls  my  mind,  I  think. 
Tliis  IS  my  claim,  the  others  being  withdraw  n. 
And  to  this  be  it  that,  i'  the  Hall  to-niffht. 

Your  lady's  answer  comes :  till  when,  farewell ! 

{/Tr  reiur*. 

Val.    {After  a  pau$e.]    The  heavens    and 
earth  stay  as  they  were ;  my  heart 
Beats  as  it  Ix^at :  the  truth  remains  the  truth. 
VVhat  falls  away,  then,  if  not  faith  in  her? 
Was  it  my  faith,  that  she  coidd  estimate 
Love*s  value,  and,  such  faith  still  guiding  nir. 
Dare  I  now  test  her  ?     Or  grew  faith  so  stroiii: 
Solely  because  no  power  of  test  was  mine  ? 
(Enter  the  Uocmmu.) 

Dwh.     My  fate,  sir  I    Ah,  yon  turn  away. 
All 's  over. 
But  yon  are  sorry  for  me  ?    Be  not  so  1 
What  I  might  have  become,  and  never  was, 
Regn^t  with  me  !    What  I  have  merely  be«i. 
Rejoice  I  am  no  longer  I    Wliat  I  seem 
Beginning  now,  in  mv  new  state,  to  be, 
Hope  that  I  am !  —  for,  once  my  rights  proved 

void. 
This  heavv  roof  seems  easy  to  exchange 
For  Uie  blue  sky  outside  —  my  lot  henoefurth 

Val.    And  what  a  lot  is  Berthold's  I 

J)urh.  How  of  htm  ? 

Val,    He  gathers  earth's  whole  good  into  hk 
arms; 
Standing,  as  man  now,  stately,  strong  and 
Marching  to  fortune,  not  surprised  by  her. 


COLOMBE'S   BIRTHDAY 


245 


IhHT  grettt  aim,  like  a  ^luding^ter,  above  — 
Which  taaka  gtruugth,  wiaduiu,  BtatelineoB,  to  lift 
His  manhood  to  the  height  that  takes  die  priie ; 
A  prize  not  near  —  leet  overlookinip  earth 
He  raehly  siwiiig:  to  aeiie  it  ~  nor  remote, 
Si  that  he  r«at  upon  his  ^ath  content : 
But  day  by  day,  while  sluinmerine  grows  shine. 
And  the  faint  ovelet  prophesies  tne  orb. 
He  sees  so  much  as,  just  evolving  these, 
The  statelineas,  the  wisdom  and  the  strNigth, 
To  due  eompletioni  will  suffice  this  life, 
And  lead  him  at  his  grandest  to  the  grave. 
After  this  star,  out  of  a  night  he  spruigs ; 
A  beggar's  cradle  for  the  throne  of  thranes 
He  quits;   so,  mounting,  feels  each  step  he 

mounts. 
Nor,  as  from  each  to  each  exultius[ly 
He  passes,  overleaps  one  grade  of  joy. 
This,  for  his  own  good :  —  with  the  world,  each 

ffift 
Of  Goa  and  man,  —reality,  tradition. 
Fancy  and  fact  —  so  well  environ  him. 
That  ss  a  mystic  panoply  they  serve  — 
Of  force,  untenanted,  to  awe  mankind. 
And  work  his  purpose  out  with  half  the  woild. 


While  he,  their  master,  dexterously  stipt 
From   such   encumbrance,   is   meaatmi 


meantime   ^yi*t* 


ployed 
hisi 


With  his  own  prowess  on  the  other  half. 
Thus  shall  he  prosper,  every  day's  success 
Adding,  to  what  is  he,  a  solid  strength  — 
An  aery  mig^^  ^  what  encircles  him. 
Till  at  the  last,  so  life's  routine  tends  help. 
That  as  the  Emperor  only  breathes  and  moves, 
Hts  shadow  shall  be  watched,  his  step  or  stalk 
Become  a  comfort  or  a  portent,  how 
He  trails  his  ermine  take  signiticanoe,  — 
Till  even  his  power  shall  cease  to  be   most 


power. 
And  men  shall  dread  his  weakness  more,  nor 

dare 
Peril  their  earth  its  bravest,  fint  and  best, 
Its  typified  invincibility. 
Thus  shall  he  go  on,  greatening.  till  he  ends  — 
The  man  of  men,  the  spirit  of  all  Besh, 
The  fiery  centre  of  an  earthly  world  I 

Dwck.    Some  such  a  fortune  I  had  dreamed 
shonldriae 
C>nt  of  my  own  —  that  is,  above  my  power 
iwemed  other,  greater  potencies  to  stretch  — 

Vol,    Forvou? 

DmcK.         It  was  not  I  moved  there,  I  think : 
But  one  I  could,  —  though  constantly  beside, 
And  aye  approaching,  —  still  keep  distant  from. 
And  so  adore.    *T  was  a  man  moved  there. 

VaL  Who  ? 

Duck,    I  felt  the  spirit,  never  saw  the  face. 

VaL    iieeiti    TisBerthold'sl    He  enables 


ou 


Berthold? 


To  reatne  yoor  Tisaon. 
DmrA, 

To/.  Duke— 

Kmperor  to  be :  he  proffers  you  his  hand. 
Dwk,    Generous  and  prinoelyl 
VaL  He  is  all  of  this. 

/>Mc4.     Thanks,  Berthold,  for  my  father's 
No*      ■ 
I 


Vol,  Yon  accept  the  proffered  hand  ? 

Duck,    That  he  should  love  me  \ 
Vol,  *'  Loved ''  I  did  not  say. 

Had  that   been  —  love   might  so  incline   the 

Prince 
To  the  world's  good,  the  world  that 's  at  his 

foot,  — 
I  do  not  know,  this  moment,  I  should  dare 
Desire    that    you    refused    the   world  —  and 

Cleves  — 
Hie  sacrifice  he  asks. 
Duck,  Not  love  me,  sir? 

VaL    He  scarce  affirmed  it. 
Dwch,  May  not  deeds  affirm  ? 

Fa/.    What  does  he  ?  .  .  .  Yea,  yes,  very 
much  he  does ! 
All  the  shame  saved,  he  thinks,  and  sorrow 

saved  — 
Immitigable  sorrow,  so  he  thinks,  — 
borrow    that 's    deeper    than  we  dream,  per- 
chance I 
Duck,    Is  not  this  love  ? 
Vol,  bo  very  much  he  does  I 

For  look,  you  can  descend  now  gracefully : 
All  doubts  are  banished,  that  tne  worid  might 

have. 
Or  worst,  tne  doubts  yoniself ,  in  after-time. 
May  call  up  of  your  heart's  sincereness  now. 
To  such,  reply,  *^  I  could  have  kept  my  rule  — 
Increased  it  to  the  utmost  of  my  dreams  — 
Yet  I  abjured  it.''    This,  he  does  for  you : 
It  is  munificently  much. 

DucA.  StiU  *'  much  I " 

But  why  is  it  not  love,  sir  ?    Answer  nie  I 
Va/.    Because  not  one  of  Berthold's  wordfc 
and  looks 
Had  gone  with  love's  presentment  of  a  flower 
To  the  beloved  :  because  bold  confidence. 
Open  superiority,  free  pride  — 
Love  owns  not,  yet  were  all  that  Berthold 

owned: 
Because  where  reason,  even,  finds  no  flaw, 
Unerringlya  lover's  instinet  may. 
Dwch.     X  on  reason,  then,  and  doubt  7 
Vol,  I  love,  and  know. 

Duck.    You  love  ?    How  strange !    I  never 
cast  a  thought 
On  that  I  Just  see  our  selfishness  1  You  seemed 
So  much  my  own  ...  I  had  no  ground  —  and 

yet, 
I  never  dreamed  another  might  divide 
My  jmwer  with  yon,  much  less  exceed  it. 

v  aL  Lady, 

I  am  yours  whcdly. 

.DticA.  Oh,  no,  no,  not  mine  f 

'T  is  not  the  same  now,  never  more  can  be. 
—  Your  first  love,  doubtless.     Well,  what's 

Sone  from  me  ? 
ave  Host  in  yoo? 
Vol,  Mv  heart  replies  — 

No  loss  there  !    So,  to  Berthold  back  again : 
This  offer  of  his  hand,  he  bids  me  make  — 
Its  obvions  magnitude  is  well  to  weigh 
IhuA,  She  ^s  .  .  .  yes,  she  must  be  very  fair 

for  you  1 
Vai,    I  am  a  nmple  advocate  of  Cleves. 
Duck.    Youl    With  the  heart  and  brain  that 
so  helped  me, 
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I  faiieied  them  «iol«isiv«ly  my  awn, 
Yet  find  are  subject  to  a  •tianeer  sway  I 
8he  must  be  .  .  .  tell  me,  is  she  rery  fair  ? 
V(U.    Must  £air,  beyona  oonoeption  or  belief. 
Zhtck.  Black  eyes  ?  —  no  matter  I    Colombe, 
the  world  leads 
Its  life  without  you,  whom  your  frieods  pro- 

feMod 
The  only  woman  —  see  how  true  they  spoke  I 
One  lived  this  while,  who  never  saw  your  face, 
Nor    heard    your    voice  —  onless  ...  Is  she 
from  Clevee  ? 
Vol,    Cloves  knows  her  welL 
Dmek,  Ah  —  just  a  fancy,  now ! 

When  von  poured  forth  the  wrugs  of  Cleves,  — 

—  TkcMght,  that  is,  afterward  .  .  . 

Vol,  You  thon^t  of  me  ? 

Duck,     Of   whom  else?     Only  such  great 
onase,  I  thought. 
For  such  effect :  see  what  true  love  can  do  I 
Cleves  is  his  love.    I  almost  fear  to  ask 
.  .  •  And  will   not.     This  is  idling:    to   our 

work  I 
Admit  before  the  Prince,  without  reserve. 
My    claims  misgroundea;     then   may   follow 

better 
.  .  .  When  yon  ponred  out  Cleves'  wrongs  in»- 

petuoosly. 
Was  sue  in  your  mind  ? 

VaL  All  done  was  done  for  her 

—  To  humble  me  I 

Duch,  She  will  be  proud  at  least. 

Vol.    She? 

Duck*  When  you  tell  her. 

Vol,  That  win  never  be. 

Duck,    How  —  are  there  sweeter  things  yon 
hope  to  tell  ? 
No,  sir  I    You  counselled  me,  —  I  counsel  yon 
In  the  one  point  I  —  anv  woman  —  can. 
Your  worth,  the  first  thing ;  let  her  own  come 

next  — 
Say  what  you  did  thioqgli  her,  and  she  through 

you  — 
The  praises  of  her  beauty  afterward  1 
Will  yon  ? 

VaL        I  dare  not. 

Duck,  Dare  not? 

VcU.  She  I  U>Te 

Suspects  not  such  a  love  in  me. 

iJuck.  Yon  jest. 

Vai.    The  lady  is  above  me  and  away. 
Not  only  the  brave  form,  and  the  br^i^ht  mind, 
And  the  great  heart  <,  combine  to  jwess  me  low  — 
But  all  the  world  calls  rank  divides  us. 

Duck.  Rank! 

Now  grant  me  patiense !    Here 's  a  man  de- 
clares 
Oracularly  in  another's  case  — 
Sees  the  true  value  and  the  false,  for  them  — 
Nay,  bids  them  see  it,  and  they  straight  do  see. 
Yon  ealled  my  oonrt's  love  worthless  —  so  it 

turned: 
I  threw  away  as  dross  my  heap  of  wealth, 
And  here  yon  stickle  for  a  piece  or  two  I 
First  ~  has  she  seen  yon  ? 

Ka/.  Yea. 

Duck,  She  lovns  yoa,  then. 


Vol,  One  flash  of  hope  bunt ;  tkensnooeeded 
night: 
And  all  ^  at  darkest  now.    Impossible  1 
Duck,    We  '11  try :  you  are  —  so  to  speak  — 

my  subject  yet  r 
Vol,    As  ever — to  the  denth. 
Duck,  Obey  me,  then ! 

VaL    I  mast. 

Duch.     Approach  her,  and  ...  no!  first  of 
aU 
Get  more  assurance.    "  My  instructress."  say. 
*'  Was  great,  descended  from  a  line  of  kings'. 
And  even  fair  "  —  (wait  why  I  saT  this  fol^^)  — 
*'  She  said,  of  all  men,  none  for  eloquence. 
Courage,  and  "  (what  cast  even  these  to  uadi> 
*'  The  heart  they  sprung  from,  —  none  desen't^ 

like  him 
Who  saved  her  at  her  need  :  if  she  said  this. 
What  should  not  one  I  love,  say  ?  " 

Val.  Heaven  —  this  hope  - 

Oh,  lady,  von  are  filling  me  with  fire  ! 
I>ucA.    Say  this  I  — nor  think  I  bid  yon  cast 
aside 
One  touch  of  all  the  awe  and  feterence  ; 
Nay,  make  her  proud  for  onoe  to  heart's  cim- 

tent 
Tliat  all  this  wealth  of  heart  and  sonl  's  her 

own! 
Think  yon  aro  all  of  this,  —  and,  thinking  it. 
.  .  .  (Obey!) 

Val.  I  cannot  choose. 

Duck,  Then,  kneel  to  hrr : 

[yAuncs  tint*  <m  hi*  k»*^. 
Idream! 

Vol.  Have  mercy !  Yours,  unto  the  death,  - 
I  lukve  obeved.    Despise,  and  let  me  die  I 
Duch,    Alas,  sir,  is  it  to  be  evfr  thns  ? 
Even  with  you  as  with  the  worid  ?    I  know 
This  morning's  service  wss  no  vulgar  deed 
Whose  motive,  once  it  dares  avow  itself, 
Ebcplains  all  done  and  infinitely  moro. 
So,  takes  the  shelter  of  a  nobler  canae. 
Your  service  named  its  trne  source, —  lojalty ! 
The  rest 's  unsaid  again.  The  Duchess  bids  you. 
Rise,  sir  !    The  Prince's  words  were  in  debate. 
VaL    {Ri»ing.'\    Rise?  Truth,  as  ever,  lady, 
comes  from  you ! 
I  should  rise  —  I  who  spoke  for  deves,  can 

speak 
For  Man  —  yet  tremble  now,  who  stood  firm 

then. 
I  laughed  —  for 't  was  past  team  —  that  Clevfs 

should  starve 
With  all  hearts  beating  loud  the  infamy. 
And  no  tongue  daring  trust  as  much  to  air : 
Yet  here,  where  all  hearts  speak,  shall  I  bs 

mute? 
Oh,  ladv,  for  your  own  sake  look  on  me ! 
On  all  I  am,  and  have,  and  do  —  heart,  brain. 
Body  and  soul,  —  this  Valence  and  his  gifts  ! 
I  was  proud  once  :  I  saw  yon,  and  they  sank. 
So  that  each,  magnified  a  thousand  times. 
Were  nothing  to  yon  —  hot  sneh  Dothingnesa, 
Would  a  crowu  nld  it,  or  a  seeptrs  ptop, 
A  treasure  speed,  a  lanrol-wrnth  enhance  f 
What  is  my  own  desert  ?  But  shonld  yonr  lorf 
Have  .  .  .  thero'snolangnagah^ps  nere  .  .  . 
singled  me,— > 
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Then  —  oh.  that  wild  word  '*  then  I "  —  be  jnst 

to  love, 
In  Keneroatjr  its  attribute  I 
Love,  since  you  pleased  to  love !    All  *8  olemred 

—  astafl^ 
For  trial  of  tlie  question  kept  so  lon(( : 
Judfce  you  —  Is  love  or  vanity  the  best  ? 
You,  solve  it  for  the  world's  sake  —  you,  speak 

first 
What  aU  will  shout  one  day  —  you,  vindicate 
Our  earth  and  be  its  angel  1    All  is  said. 
I^ady ,  I  offer  nothing  —  I  am  yours  : 
But,  for  the  cause'  sake,  look  on  me  and  him, 
And  speak  1 
Duck.     I  have  received  the  Prince's  mes- 


Sav.  I  prepare  my  answer  I 

VaL  Take  me,  Cleves  I 

[lie  tDiihdmwa. 

Duck.     Monmful  —  that  nothing's  what  it 
calls  itself! 
1  Vvotion,  zeaL,  faith,  lovalty  —  mere  love  ! 
And,  love  in  (question,  what  may  Berthold's  be  ? 
I  did  ill  to  mistrust  tne  world  so  soon : 
Alreadv  was  this  Berthold  at  my  side. 
The  valley-level  has  its  hawks,  no  doubt : 
May  not  the  rock-top  have  its  eagles,  too  ? 
Yet  Valence  ...  let  me  see  his  rival  then  I 


ACT  V 


Nighi. 


The  UalL 


Enter  Bhstholo  and  Mblcbiob. 

MeL    And  here  you  wait  the  matter's  issue  ? 

Herth.  Here. 

Mel,  I  don't  re^t  I  shut  AmeKus,  then. 
But  teD  me,  on  this  grand  disclosure,  —how 
Behaved  our  spokesman  with  the  forehead  ? 

Htrth,  Oh, 

Turned  out  no  better  than  the  foreheadleas  — 
Was  dazzled  not  so  very  soon,  that  *s  all ! 
For  IDT  part,  this  is  searee  the  hasty  showy 
<  ^hivaurous  measure  you  give  me  credit  of. 
IVrhaps  I  had  a  fancy.  —  but 't  is  gone. 

Let  her  commence  the  unfriended  innocent 
And  carry  wrongs  about  from  court  to  court  ? 
No.  truly  I    The  least  shake  of  fortune's  sand, 
-    My  uncle-Pope  chokes  in  a  coughing  fit, 
Kiusr-oousin  takes  a  fancy  to  blue  eyes,  — 
Ana  wondroualy  her  claims  would  brighten    I 
op;  I 

Forth  comes  a  new  gloss  on  the  ancient  law, 
( )*er-looked  provisoes,  o'er-past  premises,  1 

Follow  in  plenty.    No :  't  is  tlie  safe  step,  ' 

The  hour  l>eneath  the  convent-wall  is  lost : 
.Juliers  and  she,  once  mine,  are  ever  mine. 

Afe/.     Which  is  to  say,  you,   losing  heart 
already, 
Klude  the  adventure. 

lierth.  Not  so  —  or,  if  so  — 

Why  not  confess  at  once  that  I  advise 
None  of  onr  kingly  craft  and  guild  just  now 
To  lay.  one  moment,  down  their  privilege 
With  tne  notion  they  can  any  time  at  pleasure 
K<>take  it :  that  may  turn  out  hazardous. 
We  seem,  in  JSurope,  pretty  well  at  end 


O'  the  night,  with  our  great  masque:  those 

favored  few 
Who  keep    the  chamber's  top,   and    honor's 

chance 
Of  the  early  evening,  mav  retain  their  place 
And  fi^re  as  they  list  till  out  of  breatn. 
But  it  is  ^^ro wing  late  :  and  I  observe 
A  dim  grim  kind  of  tipstaves  at  the  doorway 
Not  only  bar  new-comers  entering  now. 
But  caution  those  who  left,  for  any  cause. 
And  would  return,  that  momine  draws  too  near ; 
The  ball  must  die  off,  shut  itself  up.    We  — 
I  think,  may  dance  lights  out  and  sunshine  in. 
And  sleep  off  headache  on  our  frippery  : 
But  friend  the  other,  who  cunningly  stole  out. 
And,  after  breathing  the  fresh  air  outride, 
Means  to  re-enter  with  a  new  costume, 
WiU  be  advised  go  back  to  bed,  I  fear. 
I  stick  toprivilege,  on  second  thoughts. 

Mel,     les  —  you  evade  th<)  adventure:  and, 
beside. 
Give  youraelf  out  for  colder  than  you  are. 
King  Fhilip,  ouly^  notes  the  lady's  eyes  ? 
Don  t  they  come  in  for  somewhat  of  the  motive 
With  you  too  ? 

Berth.  Yes  —  no  :  I  am  past  that  now. 

Gone  't  is :  I  cannot  shut  my  soul  to  fact. 
Of  course,  I  might  by  forethought  and  contri- 
vance 
Reason  myself  into  a  rapture.    Gone : 
And  something  better  come  instead,  no  doubt. 

Mel.    So  be  it !    Yet,  all  the  same,  proceed 
my  way. 
Though  to  your  ends  ;  so  shall  you  prosper  best ! 
The  lady  —  to  be  won  for  selfish  ends  — 
Will  be  won  easier  my  unselfish  .  .  .  call  it. 
Romantic  way. 

Berth.  Won  easier? 

Mel.  Will  not  she? 

Berth.     There  I  profess    humility  without 
bound: 
Bl  eannot  speed  —  not  I  —  the  Einperor. 

Mel.    And  I  should  think  the  Emperor  beet 
waived. 
From  your  description  of  her  mood  and  way. 
You  could  look,  if  it  pleased  vou,  into  hearts  ; 
But  are  too  indolent  and  fona  of  watching 
Your  own  —  you  know  that,  for  you  study  it. 

Berth.     Had  you  but  seen  the  orator  her 
friend. 
So  bold  and  voluble  an  honr  before. 
Abashed  to  earth  at  aspect  of  the  change ! 
Make  her  an  Empress  ?    Ah,  that  changed  the 

case ! 
Oh,  I  read  hearts  !    'T  is  for  my  own  behoof, 
I  court  her  with  my  true  worth  :  wait  the  event  1 
I  learned  my  final  lesson  on  that  head 
When  yean  ago,  —  my  first  and  last  essay  — 
Before  the  priest  my  uncle  could  by  help' 
(>f  his  superior  raise  me  from  the  dirt  — 
Prisoilla  left  me  for  a  Brabant  lord 
Wliose  cheek  was  like  tho  topaz  on  his  thumb. 
I  am  past  illusion  on  that  score. 

Met.  Here  comes 

The  lady  — 

Berth. ^  —  And   there  you  go.    But  do  not ! 
Give  me 
Another  chance  to  please  you !    Hear  me  plead  t 
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Mel,    You  ^11  keep,  then,  to  the  lover,  to  the 
man  ? 
{Enter  the  Duchus  —followed  by  Adolf  and  Sabtni, 
and^  after  an  interval^  bp  the  Courtlern.) 

Berth,    Good  aiMpice  to  our  meeting  1 

Duck,  May  it  prove  I 

—  And  you,  sir,  will  be  £mperor  one  day  ? 

Berth,     (Ay,  that  '8  the  point  I)   I  may  be 
Emperor. 

Duch,     T  is  not  for  my  sake  only,   I  am 
proud 
Of  this  you  offer :  I  am  prouder  far 
That  from  the  higrhest  state  should  duly  spring 
The  highest,  since  most  generous,  of  deeds. 

Berth,    (Generous  —  still  that !)    You  mider- 
rate  vonrself . 
You  are,  what  I,  to  be  complete,  must  gain  — 
Find  now,  and  may  not  find,  another  time. 
Wliile  I  career  on  ail  the  world  for  sta^, 
There  needs  at  home  my  representative. 

Duch.   — Such,  rather,  would  some  warrior- 
woman  be  — 
One  dowered  with  lands  and  gold,  or  rich  in 

friends  — 
One  like  yourself. 

Berth,  Lady,  I  am  myself, 

And  have  all  these  :  I  want  what  ^s  not  myself, 
Nor  has  all  these.    Why  give  one  hand  two 

swords? 
Here  *s  one  already ;  be  a  friend's  next  ^pSt 
A  silk  glove,  if  you  will  —  I  have  a  sword. 

Duch,    You  love  me,  then  ? 

Berth,  Your  lineage  I  revere, 

Honor  your  virtue,  in  your  truth  believe. 
Do  homage  to  your  intellect,  and  bow 
Before  your  peerless  beauty. 

Duch,  But,  for  love  — 

Berth,    A  further  love  I  do  not  understand. 
Our  best  course  is  to  say  these  hideous  truths, 
And  see  them,  once  aaia,  grow  endurable : 
Lake  waters  shuddering  from  their  central  bed, 
Black  with  the  midnight  bowels  of  the  earth. 
That,  once  up-spouted  by  an  earthquake's  throe, 
A  portent  and  a  terror  —  soon  subside, 
Freshen  apace,  take  gold  and  rainbow  hues 
In  sunshine,  sleep  in  ishadow,  and  at  last 
Grow  common  to  the  earth  as  hills  or  trees  — 
Accepted  by  all  things  they  came  to  scare. 

Duch,    Von  oajinot  love,  then  ? 

Berth,  —  Charlemagne,  perhaps  I 

Are  yon  not  over^urious  in  love-lore  ? 

Duch,    I  have  become  so,  very  recently. 
It  seems,  then,  I  shall  best  deserve  esteem 
Respectj  and  all  your  candor  promises, 
By  putting  on  a  calculating  mood  — 
Asking  the  terms  of  my  becoming  yours  ? 

Berth,  Let  me  not  do  myself  injustioe,  neithf^r. 
Because  I  will  not  condescend  to  fictions 
That  promise  what  my  soul  can  ne'er  acquit, 
It  does  not  follow  that  my  guarded  phrase 
May  not  include  far  more  of  what  you  seek. 
Than  wide  profession  of  less  scrupulous  men. 
You  will  be  Empress,  once  for  all:  with  me 
The  Pope  disputes  supremacy  —  you  stand, 
And  none  gainsays,  tne  eartn's  first  woman. 

Duch,  That  - 

Or  simple  Lady  of  Ravestein  again  ? 

Berth.    The  matter 's  not  in  my  arbitrament : 


•■» 


Now  I  have  made  my  claims  —  which  I  regret  - 
Cede  one,  cede  all. 

Duch,  This  claim  then,  you  enforce 

Berth,    The  world  looks  on. 

Duch,  And  when  must  I  dei'idt^  :* 

Berth,     When,    lady?     Have  I  said    thii»« 
much  so  promptly 
For  nothing  ?  —  Poured  out,  with  such  pain^ 

at  once 
What  I  might  else  have  suffered  to  ooze  forth 
Droplet  by  droplet  in  a  lifetime  long  — 
For   aught  leas  than   as  prompt  an  answer. 

too? 
All 's  fairly  told  now  :  who  can  teach  yon  mf  >re  1^ 

DucJt,    I  do  not  see  him. 

Berth,  I  shall  ne'er  deceive. 

This  offer  should  be  made  befittingly 
Did  time  allow  the  better  setting  forth 
The  good  of  it,  with  what  is  not  so  good, 
Advanta^,  and  disparagement  as  well : 
But  as  it  is,  the  sum  of  both  must  serve. 
I  am  already  weary  of  this  place  ; 
My    thoui^hts    are  next   stage   on    to  Ruiiie. 

Decide  I 
The  Empire  —  or,  —  not  even  Juliers  now ! 
Hail  to  the  Empress  —  farewell  to  the  DuchesA  ! 
IThe  Courtiera,  who  hare  be-en  drawing  nearer  <ra«/ 
nearer,  interpose. 

Gau,  —  "  Farewell,"  Prince  ?  when  we  break 
in  at  our  risk  — 

Clug,  Almost  ujpon  court-license  trespassing 

Gau,  —  To  point  out  how  your  cuiinris    aph 
valid  yet ! 
You  know  not,  by  the  Duke  her  father's  will. 
The  lady,  if  she  weds  beneath  her  rank. 
Forfeits  her  Duchy  in  the  next  heir's  favor  — 
So  'tis  expressly  stipulate.    And  if 
It  can  be  shown  't  is  her  intent  to  wed 
A  subject,  then  yourself,  next  heir,  by  right 
Succeed  to  Juliers. 

Berth,    ^  What  insanity  ?  — 

Gui,    Sir,  there 's  one  Valence,  the  pale  fiery 
man 
Yon  saw  and  heard  this  morning  —  thought,  no 

doubt^ 
Was  of  considerable  standing  here : 
I  put  it  to  your  penetration,  Prince, 
If  aught  save  love,  the  truest  love  for  her 
Coula  make  him  serve  the  lady  as  he  did ! 
He 's  simply  a  poor  advocate  of  Cleves 
—  Creeps  here  with  difficulty,  finds  a  place 
With  danger,  gets  in  by  a  miracle. 
And  for  the  mst  time  meets  the  lady's  face  — 
So  runs  the  story  :  is  that  credible  ? 
For,  first —  no  stxiner  in,  than  he 's  apprised 
Fortunes  have  changed ;  you  are  aU-powerfiil 

here. 
The  lady  as  powerless :  he  stands  fast  by  her ! 

Duch,    [Aside,^    And  do  such  deeds  spring 
up  from  love  alone  ? 

Gui.    But  here  occurs  the  question,  does  the 
lady 
Love  him  again  ?  I  say,  how  else  can  she  ? 
Can  she  forget  how  he  stood  singly  forth 
In  her  defence,  dared  outrage  afi  of  us. 
Insult  vonrself  —  for  what,  save  love 's  rewanl : 

Duch.    [Aside.']    And  is  love  then  the  siilc 
Inward  of  love  ? 
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6'ia.    Bvt.  loTe  him  as  she  may  and  most  — 
yon  ask, 
Means  she  to  wed  him  ?    "  Tea/'  hoth  natures 

answer! 
|{<>th,  in  their  pride,  point  ont  the  sole  resnlt ; 
NauiH^t  less  would  he  accept  nor  she  propose. 
For  each  conjecture  was  she  sreat  enough 

WUl  be,  for  this. 

Clug.  Though,  now  that  this  is  known, 

Policy.  douhtlesB,  ur|^  she  deny  .  .  . 

Ihick,  —  What,  sir,  and  wherefore  ?  — since  I 
am  not  sure 
That  all  is  any  other  than  von  say  I 
Y'ou  take  this  Valence,  hold  him  dose  to  me. 
Him  with  his  actions :  can  I  choose  but  look  ? 
I  am  not  snre,  love  trulier  shovrs  itself 
Than  in  this  man,  yon  hate  and  wonld  deg;rade. 
Yet,  with  your  worst  abatement,  show  me  thus. 
Nor  am  I  —  (thus  made  look  within  mynelf , 
Krt*  i  had  dared)  —  now  that  the  look  is  dared  — 
Sure  that  I  do  not  love  him  ! 

Gui.  Hear  you.  Prince  ? 

Hfrth,    And  what,  sirs,  please  you,  may  this 
prattle  mean 
[  'nless  to  prove  with  what  alacrity 
You  grire  your  lady's  secrets  to  the  world  ? 
How  much  indebted,  for  discovering^ 
That  quality,  yon  make  me,  will  be  found 
When  there  *s  a  keeper  fur  my  own  to  seek. 

Courtiert,    **  Our  lady  ?  " 

lierlh.  — &>he  assuredly  remains. 

Dwh.  Ah,  Prince  —  and  you  too  can  be  gen- 
erous ? 
You  could  renounce  your  power,  if  this  were  so, 
.Vnd  let  me,  as  these  phrase  it,  wed  my  love 
Yf  t  keep  m^  Duchy  ?    You  perhaps  exceed 
Him,  even,  m  disinterestedness  t 

Hfrth,  How,  lady,  should  all  this  affect  my 
purpose? 
Your  will  and  choice  are  still  as  ever,  free. 
Siy,  ^ou  have  known  a  worthier  than  myself 
III  mmd  and  heart,  of  happier  fonn  and  face  — 
( Hhurs  must  have  their  birthright :  I  have  gifts. 
To  balance  theirs,  not  blot  them  out  of  sight. 
Against  a  hundred  alien  qualities, 
I  lay  the  prize  1  offer.    I  am  nothing : 
NVed  you  the  Empire  ? 

Dwh,  And  my  heart  away  ? 

Hrrtk,  When  have  I  made  pretension  to  your 
heart? 
I  |rive  none.    1  shall  keep  your  honor  safe  ; 
\\  ith  mine  I  tnist  yon,  as  the  sculntor  tnists 
Yon  marble  woman  with  the  marble  rose, 
I^MMe  on  her  hand,  she  never  will  let  fall, 
I  n  graceful,  slight,  silent  security. 
You  will  be  proud  of  my  world-wide  career, 
Aud  I  content  in  you  the  fair  and  good. 
W^iat  were  the  use  of  planting  a  few  seeds 
'llie  thankless  climate  never  would  mature  — 
Affections  all  repelled  by  circumstance  ? 
Kiiough :  to  these  no  credit  I  attach,  — 
To  what  you  own,  find  nothing  to  object. 
NVrite  simnly  on  my  requisition's  face 
What  shflJl   content  my    friends  —  that   you 

admit, 
.\ji  Colombe  of  Ravestein,  the  claims  therein, 
<  h-  never  need  admit  them,  as  my  wife  — 
A  lid  eithar  way,  all  *s  ended  I 


Duck,  Let  all  end  ! 

Berth,  The  requisition  I 

Gui.  —  Valence  holds,  of  course  ! 

Berth.   Desire  his  presence  I       [ADotr  goe^  out. 

Cottrtiers,    [To  each  other.]    Oat  it  all  comes 
yet; 
He  '11  nave  his  word  against  the  bargain  yet ; 
He  's  not  the  man  to  tamelv  acouiesce. 
One  paosionate  appeal  —  upbraiaing  even. 
May  turn  the  tide  again.     Despair  not  yet ! 

[They  retire  a  little. 

Berth.  [To  Melcrior.]    The  Empire  has  ita 
old  success,  my  friend  I 

Mel.     You  Ve    had   your  way :  before  the 
spokesman  speaks 
Let  me,  but  this  once,  work  a  problem  out, 
And  ever  more  be  dumb  I    The  Empire  wins  ? 
To  better  purpose  have  I  read  my  books ! 
( Enter  Vauen  cb.  ) 

Mel.   [To  the  Courtiers. j  Apart,  my  masters ! 
[To  Vaixsce.]    Sir.  one  word  with  you  I 
I  am  a  poor  dependant  of  tne  Prince's  — 
Pitched  on  to  speak,  as  of  slight  consequence. 
You  are  no  higner,  I  find  :  in  other  words. 
We  two,  as  probably  the  wisest  here. 
Need  not  hold  diplomatic  talk  like  fools. 
Suppose  I  speak,  divesting  the  plain  fact 
Of  all  their  tortuous  phrases,  iit  for  them  ? 
Do  you  reply  so,  and  what  trouble  saved  ! 
The  Prince,  then — an  embroiled  strange  heap 

of  news 
This  moment  reaches  him  — if  true  or  false. 
All  dignity  forbids  he  should  inquire 
In  person,  or  by  worthier  deputy : 
Yet  somehow  mnst  iiicinire,  lest  slander  come  : 
And  so,  *t  is  I  am  pitched  on.    You  have  heard 
His  offer  to  your  lady  ? 

Val.  Yes. 

Mel.  —  Conceive 

Her  joy  thereat  ? 

Vol.  I  cannot. 

Mel,  No  one  can. 

All  draws  to  a  conclusion,  therefore. 

Val.  [Aside.]  So! 

No  after-jndgnient  —  no  first  thought  revised  — 
Her  first  and  last  decision  I  —  me,  she  leaves. 
Takes  him  ;  a  siinole  heart  is  flung  aside, 
Tlie  ermine  oVr  a  heartless  breast  embraced. 
Oh  Heaven,  this  mockery  has  been  played  too 

oft ! 
Once,  to  surprise  the  angels  —  twice,  that  fiends. 
Recording,  might  be  proud  they  chose  not  so  — 
Thrice,  many  thousand  times,  to  teach  the  world 
All  men  should  pause,  misdoubt  their  strength, 

since  men 
Can  have  such  chance  vet  fail  so  signally 
—  But  ever,  ever  this  farewell  to  Heaven, 
Welcome  to  earth  —  this  taking  deatli  for  life  — 
This  spumiufi:  love  and  kneeling  to  the  world  — 
Oh  Heaven,  it  is  too  often  and  too  old  ! 

Mel.  Well,  on  this  point,  what  but  an  absurd 
rumor 
Arises  --  these,  its  source  —  its  subject,  yon ! 
Your  faith  and  loyalty  misconstruing. 
They  say,  your  service  claims  the  lady's  hand  I 
Of  course,  nor  Prince  nor  lady  can  respond : 
Yet  something  mnst  be  said  :  for,  were  it  true 
I  Y011  ni:«de  Hiich  claim,  the  Prince  would  .  .  . 
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Vol.  WeU,  8ip»  —  would  ? 

Mel.  —  Not  only  pvohaibly  withdraw  his  suit, 
Bot,  very  likot  the  lady  mif^ht  be  forced 
Acoept  your  own.    Oh,  there  are  reasons  why ! 
But  you  *U  excuse  at  present  all  save  one, — 
I  think  so.  What  we  want  is,  your  own  witness, 
For,  or  Mainst  —  her  prood,  or  youn :  decide  ! 

VcU.   [Aside,]  Be  it  her  irMMi  if  she  accounts 
it  so! 
[AJier  a  contest.}    For  what  am  I  but  hers,  to 

choose  as  she  ? 
Who  knows  how  far,  beside,  the  li^ht  from  her 
May  reach,  and  dwell  with,   what  she  looks 
upon? 

Mel.   iTothe  IMnce.]  Now  to  him.  yon  ! 

Berth,  [To  Valkmce.]  My  friena  acquaints 
jrou,  sir, 
The  noiae  runs  .  .  . 

VeU.  —  Prince,  how  fortunate  are  you, 

Wedding  her  as  you  will,  in  spite  of  noise. 
To  show  belief  in  love !  Let  her  but  love  you. 
All  else  you  disregard  !    What  else  can  be  ? 
You  know  how  love  is  incompatible 
With  falsehood  —  purifies.  BHsimilates 
All  other  pawions  to  itseU. 

Mel.  Ay,  sir : 

But  softly  I  Where,  in  the  object  we  select. 
Such  love  is,  perchance,  wanting  ? 

Vol.  Then  indeed. 

What  is  it  you  can  take  ? 

Mel.  Nay,  ask  the  world ! 

Youth,  beauty,  virtue,  an  illustrious  name. 
An  inflnenoe  oW  mankind. 

Vol.  When  man  perceives  .  .  . 

—  Ah,  I  can  only  speak  as  for  myself  I 
Duck,  tSpeak  tor  yourself  I 

Vol.  May  I  ?  —  no,  I  have  spoken. 

And  time 's  gone  by.    Had  I  seen  such  an  one, 
As  I  loved    her  —  weighing    thoroughly  that 

word  — 
So  should  my  task  be  to  evolve  her  love : 
If  for  myself  I  —if  for  another  —  well. 
Berth,     Heroic  truly  1     And  your  sola  re- 
ward, — 
The  secret  pride  in  yielding  up  lovers  right  ? 
Vol.    Who  thought  upon  reward  ?    And  yet 
how  much 
Comes  after  —  oh,  what  amplest  recompense  I 
Is  the  knowledge  of  her,  naught  ?  the  memory, 
naught? 

—  Lady,  should  such  an  one  have  looked  <m 

you. 
Ne'er  wrong  yourself  so  far  as  quote  the  world 
And  say,  love  can  go  anr*H|uitea  here ! 
You  wfll  have  blessed  him  to  his  whole  life's 

end  — 
Low  passioa^  hindered,  baser  cares  kept  back, 
All  goodnfMs  cherislied  where  you  dwelt  —  anid 

dwell. 
What  would  he  have  ?     He  holds  you  —  you, 

both  form 
And  mind,  in  his,  —  where  self-love  makes  such 

room 
For  love  of  yon,  he  would  not  serve  you  now 
The  vulgar  way,  —  repulse  your  enemies. 
Win  you  new  realms,  or  best,  to  save  the  old 
Die  blissfully  —  that  ^s  past  so  long  ago  I 
He  wishea  you  no  need,  thought,  care  of  him  — 


Your  good,  by  any  means,  himself  unseen. 
Away,  forgotten!  — He  gives  that  life's  tatik 

As  it  were  .  .  ,  but  this  charge  whi<^  I  re- 
turn— 

[Offers  the  rtquMUoH,  vkiek  ake  takef. 
Wishing  your  good. 
Duck.    [Having  subscribed  it.]    And  oppiti^ 
tunely,  sir  — 
Since  at  a  birthday's  dose,  like  this  of  mine, 
Grood  wishes  gentle  deeds  reciprocate. 
Most  on  a  weddinsr-day,  as  mine  is  too. 
Should  gifts  be  thought  of :  youn  oomas  first 

by  right. 
Ask  of  me  f 

Berth.  He  shall  hare  whatever  he  asks. 

For  your  sake  and  his  own. 

Val.  [Aside.]  If  I  shonM  ask 

The  withered  bunch  of  flowers  she  wean —  pvr- 

haps. 
One  last  touch  of  her  hand,  I  never  num 
Shallaeel 

[After  a  pauu,  pretenHug  his  paper  to  the  Prints. 
Cleves*  Prince,  redress  the  wronga  of  ClevM< ! 
Berth.    IwiU.8irI 

Dw:h.    [As  Valbmcs  prepares  to  retire.]  ~ 
Nay.  do  out  your  duty,  first  I 
You  bore  this  paper ;  I  have  registered 
My  answer  to  it:  read  it  and  have  done  t 

SrAunna  rmr/«  iA 
the  world. 
This  is  my  Birthday. 

Mel.  BertJiold,  my  one  hero 

Of  the  world  she  gives  up,  one  friend  worth  my 

books. 
Sole  man  I  think  it  pays  the  pains  to  watch,  — 
Speak,  for  I  know  you  through  your  Popes  and 
Kings! 
Berth.  [After  a  pause.]  Lady,  well  rewarded  ! 
Sir,  as  well  deserved  1 
I  could  not  imitate  —  1  liardly  envy  — 
I  do  admire  you.    All  is  for  the  best. 
Too  costly  a  flower  were  this,  I  see  it  now. 
To  pluck  and  set  upon  my  barren  helm 
To  wither  —  any  garish  plnme  will  do, 
I  '11  not  insult  you  and  refuse  your  Daohy  — 
You  can  so  well  afford  to  j^eld  it  me. 
And  I  were  left,  without  it,  sadly  lorn. 
As  it  is  —  for  me  —  if  that  will  flatter  yoa, 
A  somewhat  wearier  life  seems  to  remain 
Than  I  thought  possible  where  .  .  ,  'faith,  their 

life 
Begins  already !    They  *re  too  occupied 
To  listen  :  and  few  wcwds  content  me  beat. 
[Abruptly  to  the  ('ourtiers.]  I  am  your  Duke, 
though  I    Who  obey  me  here  r 
Duch.    Adolf  and  Sabyne  follow  us  — 
Gut,  [Starting  from  the  Courtiers.]  —  And  I  ? 
Do  I  not  follow  them,  if  I  may  n*t  yoa  ? 
Shall  not  I  ^t  some  little  duties  up 
At  Ravestem  and  emulate  the  rest  ? 
God  save  you,  Oancelme  I    'T  is  my  Birthday. 
tool 
Berth,    Yoa  happy  handful  that  vemain  with 
me 
.  .  .  That  ia,  with  Dietrich  the  black  Bama- 

bite 
I  shall  leave  over  yon  —  will  earn  your  wages 
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Or  Oietrieh  has  foigot  to  ply  hit  trade ! 
Mf  nrime, — eo  oopy  me  the  preeedents 
i  H  erery  inatuUttioii,  proper  styles 
Aiad  pedigrees  of  all  your  Jolien'  Dukes  — 
While  I  prepare  to  plod  on  my  old  way. 


Aod  somewhat  wearily,  I  must  eonfess  I 
Duch.  [  With  a  light  jovoua  iaugh  as  the^  turtts 
from  themA  Come,  Valence,  to  our  friends, 
Qod's  earth  .  .  . 
Vol.  [Am  ihe  fails  into  his  arms.l  —  And  thee ! 


DRAMATIC   ROMANCES 


Thb  aerenth  number  of  BeUi  and  Pomegran- 
ates was  entitled  Dramatic  Bostances  and  Lyr- 
i>js.  In  the  redistribntiott  of  his  shorter  poems 
-when  he  eoUeeted  his  writings,  Browning  hay- 
rap  already  a  group  of  Dramatic  Lyrics  made 
«  aeeood  of  Dramatic  Romances^  taking  the 
occaaoon  to  make  a  little  nioer  discrimination. 
Thoa  some  of  the  poems  originally  included  un- 


der the  combined  title  were  distributed  among 
the  Lyrics,  and  some  at  first  grouped  under 
Lyrics  were  transferred  to  this  division  of  Ro- 
mances. The  first  poem  in  the  group  was  ori- 
ginally contained  in  Dramatic  Lyrics  along  with 
Soliloquy  </  the  Spanish  Cloister  under  the  gen- 
eral title  of  Catnp  and  Cloister,  this  poem  rep- 
resenting the  camp. 


INCIDENT  OF  THE  FRENCH  CAMP 

Yor  know,  we  French  stormed  Batisbon : 

A  mile  or  so  away, 
Ou  a  little  mound,  Kapoleon 

^«tood  on  our  storming-day  ; 
With  neck  out-thrust,  you  fancy  how, 

Lega  wide,  arms  looked  behind. 
As  if  to  balance  the  prone  brow 

OppreouTe  with  its  mind. 

Just  as  perhaps  he  mused  ^*  My  plans 

That  soar,  to  earth  may  fall. 
Let  once  ray  army-leader  Lannes 

Waver  at  vonder  wall,"  — 
Out  ^twixt  the  battery-smokes  there  flew 

A  rider,  bound  ou  bound 
Fall-galloping ;  nor  bridle  drew 

Until  he  reached  the  mound. 

Tlien  off  there  flung  in  smiling  joy, 

And  held  himself  erect 
Byjust  his  horse's  mane,  a  boy  : 

xoa  hardlv  could  suspect  — 
(So  tight  he  Kept  his  lips  compressed, 

^Scarce  any  blood  came  through) 
Ton  looked  twice  ere  you  saw  ms  breast 

Was  all  but  shot  in  two. 


-place, 


'*  Well,"  cried  he,  "  Emperor,  by  God's  grace 

We  Ve  got  Tou  Ratisbon  ! 
The  Marabal  s  in  the  market-i 

And  you  '11  be  there  anon 
To  see  your  flag-bird  flap  his  yans 

Where  I,  to  heart's  desire. 
Perched  him  I "    The  chiers  eye  flashed ;  his 
plana 

Soarad  up  again  like  fire. 

The  chief's  eye  flashed  ;  but  presently 

Softened  itself,  as  sheathes 
A  film  the  mother-eagle's  eye 

When  her  bruised  eaglet  oreathes  ; 


''Nay/'  the  aoldier'a 


"You're  wounded  1" 
pride 

Touched  to  the  quick,  he  said : 
"I'm  killed,  Siief"    And  his  chief  beside. 

Smiling  the  boy  fell  dead. 


THE  PATRIOT 

AN  OLD  STORY 

Mr.  Browning  has  denied  that  this  poem  re- 
fers to  Arnold  of  Brescia.  It  is  imaginative, 
not  historical  in  its  dramatic  action.  It  was 
possibly  to  relieve  the  poem  of  its  apparent  dis- 
tinct reference  to  history  that  he  removed  the 
name  of  Brescia,  which  was  used  in  the  poem  in 
its  first  form. 

It  was  roses,  roses,  all  the  way. 

With  myrtle  mixed  in  my  path  like  mad : 
The  house-roofs  seemed  to  heave  and  sway, 

The  church-spires  flamed,  such  flags  they  had, 
A  year  ago  on  this  very  day. 

The  air  broke  into  a  mist  with  bells. 
The  old  walls  rocked  with  the  crowd  and 
cries. 
Had  I  said,  "  Good  folk,  mere  noise  repeb  — 
But  give  me  your  sun  from  yonder  skies !  " 
They  had  answered,   ''And  afterward,  what 
else?" 

Alack,  it  was  I  who  leaped  at  the  sun 
To  give  it  my  loving  mends  to  keep  ! 

Naught  man  could  do,  have  I  left  undone : 
And  you  see  my  harvest,  what  I  reap 

This  very  day,  now  a  year  is  run. 

There 's  nobody  on  the  house-tops  now  — 
Just  a  palsied  few  at  the  windows  set ; 
For  the  best  of  the  sight  is,  all  allow. 
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At  the  tShambles*  Gate  —  or,  better  yet. 
By  the  very  scaffold's  foot,  I  trow. 

I  go  ill  the  rain,  and,  more  than  needs, 
A  rope  cuts  both  nnr  wrists  behind  ; 

And  I  think,  by  the  feel,  my  forehead  bleeds, 
For  they  fling,  whoever  has  a  mind, 

Stones  at  me  for  my  year's  misdeeds. 


»i 


Igol 
In  triumphs,  people  have  dropi)ed  dou'n  dead. 


Thus  I  entered,  and  thus  I  go ! 

►pi* 
Paid  by  the  world,  what  dost  thon  owe 
Me  ?  "  —  God  might  question ;    now  instead, 
*Tis  God  shall  repay :  1  ain  safer  so. 


MY  LAST  DUCHESS 

FERRARA 

In  Dramatie  Lj/ricsthis  was  entitled  Italy,  and 
grouped  with  Count  Oismond  under  the  head 
Italp  and  France. 

That  *s  my  last  Duchess  punted  on  the  wall, 
Looking  as  if  she  were  ahve.    I  call 
That  piece  a  wonder,  now :  Fr4  PandolTs  hands 
Worked  busily  a  day,  and  there  she  stands. 
Will 't  please  yon  sit  and  look  at  her  ?     I  said 
**  Vrk  Pandolf '*  by  design,  for  never  read 
Stranpjrs  like  you  Uiat  pictured  countenance. 
The  depUi  and  nassion  of  its  earnest  glance, 
But  to  myself  tney  turned  (since  none  pnts  by 
The  curt^n  I  have  drawn  for  yon,  but  I) 
And  seemed  as  they  would  ask  me,  if  they 

durst. 
How  such  a  glance  came  there ;  so,  not  the  first 
Are  you  to  tnm  and  ask  thus.     Sir,  't  was  not 
Her  nusband's  presence  only,  called  that  spot 
Of  joy  into  the  Duchess'  cheek  :  |)erhaps 
FHl  Pandolf  chanced  to  say,  '*  Her  mantle  laps 
Ch'er  ray  lady's  wrist  too  much,"  or  *"*  Paint 
Must  never  hope  to  reproduce  the  faint 
Half -flush  that  dies  along  her  throat:  "   snch 

stuff 
Was  courtesy,  she  thought,  and  cause  enough 
For  calling  up  that  spot  of  jny.    She  had 
A  heart  —  how  shall  I  say?  —  too  soon  made 

jdad. 
Too  easily  impressed :  she  liked  whate'er 
She  looked  on,  and  her  looks  went  everywhere. 
Sir,  't  was  all  one  I    My  favor  at  her  brea.st, 
The  dropoing  of  the  daylight  in  the  West, 
The  bougn  of  cherries  some  officious  fool 
Broke  in  the  orchard  for  her,  tlie  white  mule 
She  rode  with  ronnd  the  terrace  —  all  and  each 
Would  draw    from   her   alike  the   approving 

speech. 
Or  bliuui,  at  least.    She  thanked  men,  —  good  I 

but  thanked 
Somehow  —  I  know  not  how  —  as  if  she  ranked 
My  gift  of  a  nine-hnndred-years-old  name 
With  anybody's  gift.    Who  'd  stoop  to  blame 
This  sort  of  trifling  ?    Even  had  yon  skill 
In  speech  —  (which  I  have  not)  —  to  make  your 

will 
Qnite  clear  to  such  an  one,  and  say,  '*  Just  tliis 
Or  that  in  you  disgusts  me ;  here  you  niim. 


Or  there  exceed  the  mark  '*  —  and  if  she  let 
Herself  be  lessoned  so,  nor  plainly  set 
Her  wits  to  yours,  forsooth,  and  made  excui-i**. 
—  K'en  then  would  be  some  stooping;   and  I 

choose 
Never  to  stoop.     Oh  sir,  she  smiled,  no  doubt. 
Whene'er  1  passed  her ;  but  who  passed  u  ithotit 
Much  the  same  smile  ?     This  grew  ;    1  gM>  •• 

commands ; 
Then  all  smiles  stopped  together.    There  »li« 

stands 
Ab  if  alive.     Will  't  please  you  rise  ?      We  '11 

meet 
The  company  below,  then.    I  repeat. 
The  Count  your  master^s  known  munificenc*' 
Is  ample  warrant  that  no  just  pretence 
Of  mine  for  downr  will  be  disallowed ; 
Though  his  fair  daughter's  self,  as  I  avowed 
At  starting,  is  my  object.  ^  Nay,  we  'U  go 
Together  down,  sir.      Notice  Neptune,  though, 
Taming  a  sea-horse,  thought  a  rarity. 
Which  Claus  of  Innsbruck  cast  in  bronze  hn 

me! 


COUNT  GISMOND 


AIX   in    PROVENCE 

Christ  God  who  savest  man,  sare  most 
Of  men  Connt  Gisraond  who  saved  me ! 

Count  Gantliier,  when  he  chose  his  post. 
Chose  time  and  place  and  company 

To  suit  it ;  when  he  struck  at  length 

My  honor,  't  was  with  all  his  strengUi. 

And  doubtlessly  ere  he  could  draw 
All  points  to  one,  he  must  have  schemed  ! 

That  miserable  morning  saw 
Few  half  so  happy  as  I  seemed. 

While  being  dressea  in  queen's  array 

To  give  our  tourney  prize  away. 

I  thought  thev  loved  me,  did  me  grace 
To  ^ease  tnemselves ;  't  was  aU  their  df*et\ 

Qod  makes,  or  fair  or  foul,  our  face  :  ' 
If  showing  mine  so  caused  to  bleed 

My  cousins' liearts,  they  should  have  dropn(>d 

A  word,  and  straight  the  play  had  stoppea. 

They,  too,  so  beauteons  !  Each  a  qneen 
By  virtue  of  her  brow  and  breast ; 

Not  needing  to  be  crowned,  I  mean. 
As  I  do.     E'en  when  I  was  dressed. 

Had  either  of  them  spoke,  instead 

Of  glancing  sideways  with  still  head ! 

But  no :  they  let  me  laugh,  and  sing 
My  birthday  song  quite  through,  adjust 

The  last  rose  m  mv  garland,  fling 
A  last  look  on  the  mirror,  trust 

My  arms  to  each  an  arm  of  theirs. 

And  so  descend  the  castle-stairs  — 

And  come  out  on  the  morning-troop 
Of  merry  friends  who  kissed  my  cheeky 

And  called  me  qneen,  and  made  me  stoop 
Under  the  canopy      (a  streak 
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riiAt  pieitsed  it,  of  the  outside  aim, 
Powdered  with  gold  its  gloom^n  soft  dun)  — 

And  they  conld  let  me  take  my  state 
And  foolish  throne  amid  applause 

Of  all  oome  there  to  celebrate 
My  qneen'a-day  —  Oh  I  think  the  cause 

Of  much  was,  they  fotjgot  no  crtiwd 

Intakes  up  for  parents  in  their  shruud  ! 

However  that  be,  all  eyes  were  bent 

Upon  me,  when  my  cousins  cast 
Theirs  down ;  ^t  was  time  I  should  present 

The  Tictor^s  erown,  but .  .  .  there,  't  will  last 
No  long  time  .  .  .  the  old  mist  again 
Blinds  me  as  then  it  did.    How  vain ! 

.See !    Gismond  's  at  the  gate,  in  talk 
With  his  two  boys :  I  can  proceed. 

Well,  at  that  moment,  who  should  stalk 
Forth  boldly  —  to  my  face,  indeed  — 

But  Ganthier,  and  he  thundered,  ''  ^>tay  I " 

And  all  stayed.    ^*  Bring  no  crowns,  1  say  ! 

'*  Bring  torches  1    Wind  the  penance-sheet 
About  her !    Let  her  shun  the  chaste, 

Or  lay  henelf  before  their  feet ! 
Shall  die  whose  bod^  I  embraced 

A  nisrht  long,  qneen  it  in  the  day  ? 

For  honoris  sake  no  crowns,  I  say !  *' 

I  ?    What  I  answered  ?    As  I  live, 

I  never  ftuieied  such  a  thing 
As  answer  possible  to  give. 

What  says  the  body  when  they  spring 
Some  monstrous  torture^ngine's  wliole 
Strength  on  it  ?    No  more  says  the  soul. 

1111  out  strode  Gismond ;  then  I  knew 

That  I  was  saved.    I  never  met 
His  face  before,  but,  at  first  view, 

i  felt  quite  sure  that  God  had  set 
Himself  to  Satan ;  who  would  spend 
A  minnte^s  mistrust  on  the  eud  r 

He  strode  to  Gauthier,  in  his  throat 
Gave  him  the  lie,  then  struck  his  month 

With  one  back-handed  blow  that  wrote 
In  blood  men^s  verdict  there.    North,  South, 

East,  West,  I  looked.    The  lie  was  dead. 

And  damned,  and  truth  stood  up  instead. 

This  glads  me  most^  that  I  enjoyed 
The  heart  of  the  joy,  with  mv  content 

In  watchiiMT  Gismond  unalloyea 
By  any  ooubt  of  the  event  : 

<}cid  took  that  on  him  —  I  was  bid^ 

Watch  Gismond  for  my  part :  I  did. 

Did  I  not  watch  him  while  he  let 
His  armorer  just  brace  his  greaves. 

Rivet  his  hauberk,  on  the  fret 
The  while  !  His  foot  .  .  .  my  memory  leaves 

No  least  stamp  out,  nor  how  anon 

He  pulled  his  ringing  gauntlets  on. 

And  e'en  before  Ae  tmmpet*s  sound 
Was  finished,  prone  lay  the  false  knight. 


Prone  as  lus  lie,  upon  the  ground  : 

Gismond  flew  at  him,  used  no  sleight 
O'  the  sword,  but  open-breasted  dit>ve, 
Cleaving  till  out  the  truth  he  clove. 

Wliich  done,  he  drag^d  him  to  my  feet 
And  said,  ^^  Here  die,  but  end  thy  breath 

In  full  confession,  lest  thou  fleet 
From  my  first,  to  God^s  second  death  I 

Say,  hast  thou  Ued  ?  "    And,  "  1  have  lied 

To  God  and  her,"  he  said,  and  died. 

Then  Gismond,  kneeling  to  me,  asked 
—  What  safe  my  heart  holds,  though  no  word 

Could  I  repeat  now,  if  I  tasked 
My  powers  forever,  to  a  third 

Dear  even  as  you  are.    Pass  the  rest 

Until  I  sank  upon  his  breast. 

Over  my  head  his  arm  he  flung 
Against  the  world  ;  and  scarce  I  felt 

His  sword  (that  dripped  bv  me  and  swung) 
A  little  shifted  in  |ts  belt : 

For  he  began  to  say  the  while 

How  South  our  home  lay  many  a  mile. 

So  *mid  the  shouting  multitude 
We  two  walked  forth  to  never  more 

Return.    My  cousins  have  pursued 
Their  life,  untroubled  as  before 

I  vexed  them.    Gauthier's  dwelling-place 

God  lighten  I    May  his  soul  find  grace  ! 

Our  elder  boy  has  got  the  clear 

Great  brow  ;  though  when  his  brother's  blaek 
Full  eve  shows  scorn,  it  .  .  .  Gismond  here  ? 

Ana  have  vou  brought  my  tercel  back  ? 
Ijust  was  telling  Adela 
How  many  birds  it  struck  since  May. 

THE  BOY   AND  THE   ANGEL 

First  published  in  Hood'^s  Magazine^  August, 
1844.  It  was  rewritten,  with  five  new  coup- 
lets, and  was  published  in  184.'>,  in  Dramatic 
Romances  and  Lyrics^  or  No.  VII.  of  Bells  and 
Pomegranates.  When  it  appeared  in  the  Poeti" 
cal  Works  of  184)8,  a  fresh  verse  was  added. 
In  1844  the  poem  ended  as  follows  :  — 

**  Oo  back  sod  prsiae  agstn 
The  early  wsy,  while  I  remsin. 

**  Be  again  the  boy  all  curlM  ; 
I  wiU  flnkh  with  the  world." 

llMoerite  grew  old  at  home, 
Gabriel  dwelt  in  Peter**  dome. 

MoBNiNO,  evening,  noon  and  night, 
''  Praise  God  t "  sang  Theoorite. 

Then  to  his  poor  trade  he  turned, 
Whereby  the  daily  meal  was  earned. 

Hard  he  labored,  long  and  well : 
OVr  his  work  the  boy^s  curls  fell. 
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But  eyeFf  at  each  period. 

He  stopped  and  sang,  "  x*miae  God ! 

Then  back  aipun  his  oorls  he  threw. 
And  cheerfol  tamed  to  work  anew. 


Said  Bhuse,  the  listenmgr  monk,  **  Well  done  ; 
I  doabt  not  thoa  art  heard,  my  son : 

^*  As  well  as  if  thy  voice  to-day 

Were  praising  Ood,  the  Pope^s  great  way. 

*^  This  Elaster  Dajr.  the  Pope  at  Rome 
PnuMB  Ood  trom  Peter^s  dome." 

Said  Theoorite, ''  Would  God  that  I 

Might  praiae  hun  that  great  way,  and  die  I  " 

Nightjpassed,  day  shone, 
And  Tneoorite  was  gone. 

With  God  a  day  endures  alway, 
A  thousand  years  are  but  a  day. 

God  said  in  heaveii,  "  Nor  day  nornigfat 
Now  brings  the  voice  of  my  delight.'* 

Then  GkbrieL,  like  a  rainbow's  birth. 
Spread  his  wings  and  sank  to  earth ; 

Entered,  in  flesh,  the  empty  oelL 

Ldved  there,  and  phqred  the  craftsman  well ; 

Praised  God  m  place  of  Theoonte. 

And  from  a  boy,  to  youth  he  grew  : 
The  man  put  o£F  the  stripling^s  hue  : 

The  man  matured  and  fell  away 
Into  the  season  of  decay : 

And  ever  o'er  the  trade  he  bent. 
And  ever  lived  on  earth  content. 

(He  did  God's  will ;  to  him,  all  one 
If  on  the  earth  or  in  the  sun.) 

God  said,  **  A  praise  is  in  mine  ear ; 
There  is  no  doubt  in  it,  no  fear : 

*^  So  sing  old  worlds,  and  so 

New  worlds  that  from  my  footstool  go. 

**  Clearer  loves  sound  other  ways  : 
I  miss  my  little  human  praise. 

Then  forth  spnuig  Gabriel's  wings,  off  fell 
The  flesh  disguise,  remained  the  celL 

'T  was  Eoater  Day  :  he  flew  to  Rome, 
And  paused  above  Saint  Peter's  dome. 

In  the  tiring-room  dose  by 
The  great  outer  gallwy. 

With  his  holy  vestments  dight, 
Vitood  the  new  Pope,  Theocrite : 


And  all  his  past  career 
Came  back  upon  him  clear, 

Since  when,  a  boy,  he  plied  his  trade, 
Till  on  his  life  the  sickness  weighed ; 

And  in  his  cell,  when  death  drew  near, 
An  angel  in  a  dream  brought  cheer  : 

And  rising  from  the  sickness  drear. 
He  grew  a  priest,  and  now  stood  h«. 

To  the  £ast  with  praise  he  tamed. 
And  on  his  sight  the  aogel  bumad. 

"  I  bore  thee  from  thy  eraftsmaa^s  cell. 
And  set  thee  here ;  I  did  not  weU. 
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Vainly  I  left  my  angel-aphere. 
Vain  waa  thy  dream  ot  many  a  year. 

"  Thy    voice's    praiae    seemed     weak 

dropped  — 
Creation's  chorus  stopped  I 

**  Go  back  and  pnuse  again 
The  early  way,  while  I  remain. 

''  With  that  weak  voice  of  our  diwiaim* 
Take  up  creation's  pausing  strain. 

*'  Back  to  the  cell  and  poor  employ : 
Resume  the  craftsman  and  the  hoy  1  *' 

Theocrite  grew  old  at  home  ; 

A  new  Pope  dwelt  in  Peter's  dome. 

One  vanished  as  the  other  died : 
They  sought  God  side  by  side. 
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Of  the  million  or  two,  more  or  less, 
I  rule  and  possess. 
One  man,  for  some  cause  undefined. 
Was  least  to  my  mind. 

II 

I  struck  him,  he  grovelled  of  course  — 

For,  what  was  his  force  ? 

I  pinned  him  to  earth  with  my  weight 

And  persistence  of  hate  : 

And  he  lay,  would  not  moan,  would  not  enrae, 

As  his  lot  might  be  worse. 

Ill 

*'  Were  the  object  leas  mean,  would  he  stand 

At  the  swing  of  my  hand  I 

For  obscurity  helps  him  and  blots 

The  hole  where  he  squats.'* 

So,  I  set  my  five  wits  ou  tlie  stretch 

To  inveigle  the  wretcli. 

AU  in  vain  !    Gold  and  jewels  I  threw. 

Still  he  couched  there  perdue ; 

I  tempted  his  blood  and  bis  flesh. 

Hid  in  roses  my  mesh. 
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Choicest  oates  and  the  flBgon^s  best  spilth  : 
Still  he  kept  to  hismth. 

IV 

Had  he  kith  now  or  kin,  were  acoesB 

To  his  heart,  did  I  press : 

Just  a  son  or  a  mother  to  seize  I 

No  sueh  bootr  as  these. 

Were  it  simply  a  friend  to  pnrsne 

*Mid  my  million  or  two. 

Who  oould  pay  me  in  person  or  pelf 

What  he  owes  me  himself  t 

No :  I  oould  not  but  smile  throngrh  my  chafe  : 

For  the  fellow  lay  safe 

As  his  mates  do^  the  midge  and  the  nit, 

—  Throng^h  minuteness,  to  wit. 


Then  a  humor  more  great  took  its  place 

At  the  thought  of  his  face, 

The  droop,  uie  low  cares  of  the  month. 

The  trouble  uncouth 

^Twizt  the  brows,  all  that  air  one  is  fain 

To  nut  out  of  its  pain. 

Ana,  **  no  I  **  1  admonished  myself, 

*^'  Is  one  mocked  by  an  elf. 

Is  one  baffled  by  toad  or  by  rat  ? 

The  graTsmen  ^s  in  that  I 

How  the  lion,  who  crouches  to  suit 

His  back  to  my  foot. 

Would  admire  that  1  stand  in  debate ! 

But  the  small  turns  the  great 

If  it  yeses  yon,  —  that  is  the  thing  I 

Toad  or  rat  rex  the  king? 

rhough  I  waste  half  my  realm  to  unearth 

Toad  or  rat.  His  well  worth ! '' 

VI 

8o,  I  soberiy  liud  my  last  plan 

To  eztin^:nish  the  man.  ^ 

Round  his  creep-hole,  with  never  a  break, 

Ran  my  fires  for  his  sake  ; 

Over-head,  did  my  thunder  combine 

With  my  undeigrouud  mine : 

Till  I  looked  from  my  labor  content 

To  eojoy  the  event. 

vii 

When  sudden  .  .  .  how  think  ye,  the  end  ? 

I>id  I  say  "  without  friend  ''  ? 

Say  rather,  from  marge  to  blue  marge 

The  whole  skv  grew  his  targe 

With  the  sun  s  self  for  visilue  boss, 

WHiile  an  Arm  ran  aeruas 

Which  the  earth  heaved  beneath  like  a  breast 

Where  the  wretch  was  safe  prest ! 

I>o  you  see  ?    Just  mpr  vengeance  complete, 

The  man  sprang  to  his  feet. 

Stood  erect,  canght  at  God's  skirts,  and  prayed  I 

—  So,  /  was  afraid ! 


MESMERISM 

Aix  I  believed  is  true  I 

I  am  able  yet 
All  I  want,  to  get 


By  a  method  as  strange  as  new : 
Dare  I  trust  the  same  to  you  ? 

If  at  night,  when  doors  are  shut, 
And  the  wood-worm  picks, 
And  the  death-watch  ticks. 
And  the  bar  has  a  flag  of  smut. 
And  a  cat  ^s  in  the  water-butt  — 

And  the  socket  floats  and  flares. 
And  the  house-beams  groan, 
And  a  foot  unknown 
Is  surmised  on  the  garret-sturs. 
And  the  locks  slip  unawares — 

And  the  spider,  to  serve  his  ends. 

By  a  sudden  thread. 

Arms  and  lep  outspread. 
On  the  tablets  midst  descends, 
Comes  to  find,  God  knovrs  what  friends ! 

If  since  eve  drew  in,  I  sav, 

I  have  sat  and  brongnt 

OSo  to  speak)  my  thought 
To  bear  on  the  woman  away. 
Till  I  felt  my  hair  turn  gray  — 

Till  I  seemed  to  have  and  hold, 

In  the  vacancy 

^Twixt  the  wall  and  me. 
From  the  hair*plait^s  chestimt-gold 
To  the  foot  in  its  muslin  fold  — 

Have  and  hold,  then  and  there. 

Her,  from  head  to  foot. 

Breathing  and  mute, 
Passive  and  yet  aware. 
In  the  grasp  of  my  steady  stare  — 

Hold  and  have,  there  and  then, 
All  her  body  and  soul 
That  completes  my  whole. 
All  that  women  add  to  men. 
In  the  clutch  of  my  steady  ken  — 

Having  and  holding,  till 

I  imprint  her  fast 

On  the  void  at  last 
As  the  sun  does  whom  he  will 
By  the  calotypist's  skill  — 

Then,  —  if  my  hearths  strength  serve, 

And  through  all  and  each 

Of  the  veils  I  reach 
To  her  soul  and  never  swerve. 
Knitting  an  iron  nerve  — 

Command  her  soul  to  advance 

And  inform  the  shape 

Which  has  made  eseupe 
And  before  mv  countenance 
Answers  me  glance  for  glance  — 

I,  still  with  a  gesture  fit 

Of  my  hands  that  best 

Do  my  sours  behest. 
Pointing  the  power  from  it. 
While  myself  do  steadfast  sit  — 
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Steadfast  and  still  the  Hame 
On  my  object  bent. 
While  the  liaiidv  give  vent 

To  my  ardor  and  my  aim 

And  break  into  ver>'  flame  — 

Then  I  reach,  I  inast  believe, 

Not  her  soul  in  vain, 

For  to  ni«  aguin 
It  reaches;  and  past  retrieve 
Ih  wound  m  die  toils  I  weave ; 

And  mnst  follow  as  I  require, 

As  befits  a  thrall, 

Bringing  flesh  and  all, 
fissenoe  and  earth-attire. 
To  the  source  of  the  tractile  fire : 

Till  the  house  called  hen«  not  mine, 

With  a  growing  weight 

Seems  to  suffocate 
If  she  break  not  its  leaden  line 
And  escape  from  its  dose  confine. 

Out  of  doors  into  the  night  I 

On  to  the  maze 

Of  the  wild  wood-ways, 
Not  turning  to  left  nor  right 
From  the  pathway,  blind  with  sight  — 

Making  through  rain  and  wind 
O^er  the  broken  shrubs, 
*Twixt  the  stems  and  stubs. 
With  a  still,  composed,  strong  mind, 
Nor  a  care  tor  the  world  behmd  — 

Swifter  and  still  more  swift. 

As  the  crowding  peace 

Doth  to  iopr  increase 
In  the  wide  bhnd  eyes  nplift 
Through  the  darkness  and  the  drift  I 

While  I  —  to  the  shape,  I  too 

Feel  my  soul  dilate 

Nor  a  w^hit  abate, 
And  relax  not  a  gesture  due. 
As  I  see  my  belief  come  true. 

For,  there  !  have  I  drawn  or  no 

Life  to  that  lip  ? 

l)o  my  fingrers  dip 
In  a  flame  which  airam  they  throw- 
On  the  cheek  that  breaks  ^low  ? 

Ha  !  was  the  hair  so  first  ? 

What,  nnfilleted, 

Made  alive,  and  nnread 
Tlirough  the  void  witn  a  rich  outburst, 
fhestiiiit  gold-interspersed  */ 

Like  the  doors  of  a  casket-shrine. 

See,  on  either  side. 

Her  two  arms  divide 
nil  the  heart  betwixt  makes  sign. 
Take  me,  for  I  am  thine ! 

*•  Xow^  —  now  "  —  the  door  is  heard  I 
Hark,  the  stain  I  and  near  — 


Nearer — and  here  — 
''  Now ! ''  and  at  caU  the  third 
She  enters  without  a  word. 

On  doth  she  march  and  on 
To  the  fancied  shape  { 
It  is,  past  escape, 
Herself,  now  :  tlie  dream  is  dooe 
And  the  shadow  and  she  are  one. 

Fust  I  will  pray.    Do  Thou 
That  owneet  the  soul. 
Yet  wilt  grant  control 
To  another,  nor  disallow 
For  a  time,  restrain  me  now  I 

I  admonish  me  while  I  may, 
Not  to  squander  guilt. 
Since  re<^uire  Thou  wUt 

At  my  hand  its  price  one  day  I 

What  the  price  is,  who  can  say  ? 

• 

THE  GLOVE 
(peter  ronsamd  loquitur.) 
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Heioho,^*  vawned  one  day  King  Fnuieis* 
**  Dbtance  all  value  enhances ! 
When  a  man  *s  busy,  whv,  leisure 
Strikes  him  as  wonderful  pleasure : 
^Faith,  and  at  leisure  once  is  he  ? 
Straightway  he  wants  to  be  busy. 
Here  we  Ve  got  peace :  and  aghast  I  *m 
Caught  thinking  war  the  true  pastime. 
Is  there  a  reason  ui  metre  ? 
Give  us  your  speech,  master  Peter!  ** 
I  who,  it  mortal  dare  say  so, 
Ne^er  am  at  loss  with  my  Naso, 
"  Sire,"  I  replied,  **  joys  prove  cloudlets : 
Men  are  the  merest  Ixions  '*  — 
Here  the  King  whistled  aloud,  **  Let  *a 
—  Heigho  —  go  look  at  our  lions !  '* 
Such  are  the  sorrowful  cliances 
If  you  talk  fine  to  King  Francis. 

And  so,  to  the  courtyard  proceeding 

Our  company.  Francis  was  leading. 

Increased  by  new  followers  tenfold 

Before  he  arrived  at  the  jienfold ; 

Lords,  ladies,  like  clouds  which  bedizen 

At  8iiiiset  the  west^^rn  horizon. 

And  Sir  De  Lorge  pressed  *niid  the  foremost 

With  the  dame  he  professed  to  adore  most. 

Oh,  what  a  face  I    One  by  tits  eyed 

Her,  and  the  horrible  pitside  ; 

For  the  penfold  surrounded  a  hollow 

Which  led  where  the  eye  scarce  dared  follow, 

Aiid  shelved  to  the  chamber  secluded 

Where  Bluebeard,  the  great  licm,  brooded. 

The  King  hailed  his  keeper,  an  Arab 

As  glossy  and  black  as  a  scarab. 

And  bade  him  make  sport  and  at  onoe  stir 

Up  and  out  of  his  den  the  old  monster. 

They  o^ned  a  hole  in  the  wire^work 

Across  It,  and  dropped  there  a  firework. 

And  fled  :  one^s  heart's  beating  redoubled  ; 

A  panse,  while  the  pitV  month  whh  tii»nbleid« 

The  blackness  and  sileiiee  mi  utter. 
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Bv  the  firework^fl  slow  sparkliiu;  and  sputter ; 
Then  earth  iu  a  sudden  coutortion 
Guve  out  to  our^axe  her  abortion. 
Such  a  brute  I^    Were  I  friend  Clement  Marot 
(Whose  experience  of  nature  's  but  narrow. 
And  whose  ftumlties  move  in  no  small  mist 
When  he  versifies  IJavid  the  Psalmist) 
L  tihonld  study  that  brute  to  describe  you 
Ulum  Juda  Leonem  de  Tribu, 

One*s  whole  blood  grew  curdlinir  and  creepy 

To  see  the  black  mane,  vast  and  heapy, 

Tlie  tail  in  the  air  stiff  and  strainiiifTt 

The  wide  eyes,  nor  waxiug  nor  waning, 

A»  over  the  bturier  which  bounded 

f  lis  platform,  and  us  who  surrounded 

The  barrier,  the^  reached  and  thev  rested 

<  hi  space  that  might  stand  him  in  best  stead : 

For  who  knew,  he  thought,  what  the  aiuazement. 

The  eruption  of  clatter  and  blaze  meant, 

A  nd  if,  in  this  minute  of  wonder, 

\o  outlet,  *mid  liKhtning  and  thunder. 

Lay  broad,  aod,  his  shackles  all  sliivered, 

The  lion  at  last  was  delivered  ? 

Ay,  that  was  the  open  sky  oVrhead  I 

And  you  saw  by  the  flash  on  his  forehead. 

By  the  hope  in  those  eyes  wide  and  steady, 

ite  was  leagues  in  the  desert  already, 

Driving  the  flocks  up  the  mountain, 

(}r  catlike  couched  hard  b^  the  fountain 

To  waylay  the  date-gathering  negress : 

So  guarded  he  entrance  or  eei«8S. 

'"  How  he  Htands !  *'  quoth  tne  King :  **  we  may 

well  swetir, 
<So  novice,  we  Ve  won  our  spurs  elsewhere 
And  so  can  affoi'd  the  confession,) 
We  exercise  wholesome  discretion 
In  keeping  aloof  from  his  threshold, 
thioe  hold  yon,  those  jaws  want  no  fresh  hold, 
Their  fint  would  too  pleasantly  purloin 
The  visitor's  brisket  or  surloin : 
But  who  *s  he  would  prove  so  fool-hardy  ? 
Not  the  best  man  of  Slarigiian,  pardie !  " 

The  sentence  no  sooner  was  uttered. 
Than  over  the  rails  a  glove  fluttered, 
Fell  close  to  the  lion,  and  rested : 
The  dame  *t  was,  who  flung  it  and  jested 
With  life  so,  De  Lorge  had  been  wooing 
For  months  jpast ;  he  sat  there  pursuing 
His  suit,  weighing  out  with  nonchalance 
Fine  speeches  like  gold  from  a  balance. 

Sound  the  trumpet,  no  true  knight  ^s  a  tarrier ! 
I)e  Lorge  made  one  leap  at  the  barrier, 
Walkea  straight  to  the  glove,  — ^^  while  the  lion 
Xe'er  moved,  kept  his  far>reaehiiig  eye  on 
The  palra«tree-eaKed  desert-spring  s  sapphire, 
And  the  musky  oiled  skin  of  the  Kaffir,  — 
Fucked  it  ud,  and  as  calmly  retreated, 
Leaped  bacK  where  the  lady  was  seated, 
And  fall  in  the  face  of  its  owner 
Flung  the  glove. 

**  Tnnr  hearths  queen,  you  dethrone  her? 
So  shoald  II"  —  cried  the  King  —  *"t  was  mere 

vanity, 
Not  love,  set  that  task  to  humanity !  "* 


Lords  and  ladies  alike  turned  with  loathing 
From  such  a  proved  wolf  in  sheep's  dotliii^* 

Not  so,  I ;  for  I  caught  an  expression 

In  her  brow's  undisturbed  self-possession 

Anodd  the  Court's  scoffii^  and  merriment,  ~ 

As  if  from  no  pleasing  experiment 

She  rose,  yet  of  pain  not  much  heedful 

So  long  as  the  process  was  needful, — 

As  if  sne  had  t^ed  in  a  crucible, 

To  what  **  speeches  like  gold  "  were  reducible, 

And,  finding  the  finest  prove  copper. 

Felt  the  smoke  iu  her  face  was  oat  proper ; 

To  know  what  she  had  not  to  trust  to, 

Was  worth  all  the  ashes  and  dust  too. 

She  went  out  'mid  hootii^  and  laughter ; 

Clement  Marot  stayed ;  I  followed  after, 

And  asked,  as  a  grace,  what  it  all  meant  ? 

If  she  wished  not  the  rash  deed's  reoallraent  ? 

**  For  I "  —  so  I  spoke  —  '*  am  a  poet : 

Human  nature,  —  behooves  that!  know  it ! " 

She  told  me,  **  Too  long  had  I  heard 

Of  the  deed  proved  alone  by  the  word  : 

For  my  love  —  what  De  Lorge  would  not  dare  I 

With  my  scorn  —  what  De  Lorge  could  com> 

parel 
And  the  endless  descriptions  of  death 
He  would  brave  when  my  lip  formed  a  breath, 
I  most  reckon  as  braved,  or,  of  oounie. 
Doubt  his  word  —  and  moreover,  perforce. 
For  such  gifts  as  no  lady  could  spurn, 
Miist  offer  my  love  in  return. 
When  I  looked  on  your  lion,  it  brought 
All  the  danspers  at  onoe  to  my  thouglit, 
Encountuea  by  all  sorts  of  men. 
Before  he  waa  lodged  in  his  den, — 
From  the  poor  slave  whose  dub  or  bare  hands 
Dug  the  trap,  set  the  snare  on  the  sands. 
With  no  King  and  no  Court  to  applaud, 
By  no  shame,  should  he  shrink,  overawed. 
Yet  to  capture  the  creature  made  shift. 
That  his  rude  bovs  might  laugh  at  the  gift, 

—  To  the  page  who  last  leaped  o'er  the  fence 
Of  the  pit,  on  no  greater  pretenee 

Than  to  get  back  the  bonnet  he  dropped. 

Lest  his  pa]r  for  a  week  should  be  stopped. 

So,  wiser  I  judged  it  to  make 

One  trial  what   death  for  my  sake  * 

Really  meant,  while  the  power  waa  yet  mine* 

Than  to  wait  until  time  should  define 

Such  a  phrase  not  so  simply  as  I, 

Who  took  it  to  mean  just  *  to  die.' 

The  blow  a  glove  gives  is  but  weak : 

Does  the  mark  yet  discolor  my  cheek  ? 

But  when  the  heart  suffers  a  blow. 

Will  the  pain  pass  so  soon,  do  you  know  ?  " 

I  looked,  as  away  she  was  sweeping, 

And  saw  a  yontii  eagerly  keeping 

As  close  as  he  dared  to  the  doorway. 

No  doubt  that  a  noble  should  more  weigh 

His  Ufe  than  befits  a  plebeian  : 

And  yet,  had  oar  brute  been  Nemean  — 

(I  judge  by  a  certain  calm  fervor 

The  youth  stepped  with,  forward  to  serve  her) 

—  He  'd  have  scarce  thought  you  did  him  the 

worst  turn 
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If  yoo  whispered,  '*  Friend,  what  yoa^d  get, 

first  earn !  '* 
And  when,  shortly  after,  she  carried 
Her  shame  from  the  Court,  and  they  married, 
To  that  marriage  some  happiness,  raaogre 
The  voice  of  the  Court,  I  dared  augur. 

For  De  Lorge,  he  made  women  with  men  rie. 
Those  in  wonder  and  praise,  these  in  envy  ; 
And  in  short  stood  so  i^n  a  head  taller 
Th«t  he  wooed  and  won  .  .  .  how  do  you  call 

her? 
The  beauty,  that  rose  in  the  sequel 
To  the  Ring's  love,  who  loved  her  a  week  well. 
And  't  was  noticed  he  never  would  honor 
1  )e  Lorge  (who  looked  daanrers  upon  her) 
With  the  easy  oommisnon  of  stretching 
His  le|^  in  the  service,  and  fetching 
His  wife,  from  her  chamber,  those  stn3ring 
Sad  gloves  she  was  always  mislaying, 
\Miire  the  King  took  the  closet  to  chat  in,  — 
But  of  course  this  adventure  came  pat  in. 
And  never  the  King  told  the  story. 
How  bringing  a  glove  brought  such  glory. 
But  the  wife  smiled —  **  His  nerves  are  grown 

firmer: 
Mine  he  brings  now  and  utters  no  murmur.** 

VenietUi  ocemrrite  morbo  ! 

\Vith  whidi  moral  I  drop  my  theorbo. 


TIME'S   REVENGES 


I  'vE  a  Friend,  over  the 

I  like  him,  but  he  loves  me. 

It  all  grew  out  of  die  boolu  I  write  ; 

They  find  such  favor  in  his  sight 

That  he  alaaghters  you  with  savage  looks 

Because  vou  don*t  admire  my  books. 

He  does  himself  though,  —  and  if  some  vein 

Were  to  snap  to-night  in  this  heavy  brain, 

To-mortow  month,  if  I  lived  to  try. 

Bound  should  I  inst  turn  quietly, 

(>r  out  of  the  beadothes  stretch  my  hand 

Till  I  found  him,  come  from  his  foreign  land 

To  be  my  nurse  in  this  poor  place. 

And  make  my  broth  and  wash  m^  face 

And  light  m^  fire  and,  all  the  while, 

l^M*  with  his  old  good-humored  smile 

That  I  told  him  ""  Better  have  kept  away 

Than  come  and  kill  me,  night  and  day. 

With,  worse  than  fever  throbs  and  shoots. 

The  creaking  of  his  clumsy  boots." 

I  am  as  sure  that  this  he  would  do. 

As  that  Saint  Paul's  is  striking  two. 

And  I  think  I  rather  .  .  .  woe  is  me  ! 


—  YeH,  rather  should  see  him  than  not 
If  lifting  a  hand  could  seat  him  there 
Before  nie  in  the  empty  chair 
To-night,  when  my  head  aches  indeed. 
And  I  can  neither  think  nor  read. 
Nor  make  these  purple  fingers  hold 
The  pen  ;  this  garret 's  freezing  cold  ! 

And  I  'v<*  a  Lady  —  there  he  wakes. 
The  laughing  tietid  and  prince  of 


Within  me,  at  her  name,  to  nray 

Fate  send  some  creature  in  tiie  way 

Of  my  love  for  her,  to  be  down-'toni, 

Upthrust  and  outward-borne. 

So  I  mi^ht  prove  myself  tliat  sea 

Of  nassiou  which  I  needs  must  be  f 

Call  my  thoughts  false  and  my  fancies  quaint 

And  my  style  infirm  and  its  figures  faint. 

All  the  critics  say,  and  more  blama  yet. 

And  not  one  angry  word  vou  get. 

But,  please  you,  wonder  I  would  put 

My  cheek  beneath  that  lady^s  foot 

Rather  than  trample  under  mine 

The  laurels  of  the  Florentine, 

And  you  shall  see  how  the  devil  spenda 

A  fire  God  gave  for  other  ends  I 

I  tell  you,  Istride  up  and  down 

This  garret,  crownea  with  love's  best  orowii. 

And  feasted  with  love's  perfect  feast. 

To  think  I  kill  for  her,  at  least. 

Body  and  soul  and  peace  and  fame. 

Alike  youth *s  end  and  manhood's  aim, 

—  So  is  my  ^>irit,  as  flesh  with  sin. 
Filled  full,  eaten  out  and  in 

With  the  face  of  her,  the  ej'es  of  her, 

Tlie  lips,  the  little  chin,  the  stir 

Of  shadow  round  her  mouth  ;  and  she 

—  I  'U  tell  yon  —  calmly  would  deeree 
That  I  should  roast  at  a  slow  fire, 

If  that  would  compass  her  desire 
And  make  her  one  whom  they  invite 
To  the  famous  ball  to-morrow  night. 

There  may  be  heaven  ;  there  must  be  hell ; 
Meantime,  there  is  our  earth  here  —  weU  ! 

THE   ITALIAN   IX   ENGLAND 

Both  this  poem  and  the  following  were  writ 
ten  after  Bruwnii^'s  visit  to  Italy  in  lb44.  A 
originally  published  they  were  entitled  Ital, 
in  England  and  England  in  Italjf.  The  drs 
matic  incident  in  the  former  poem  was  not  * 
rescript  of  a  particular  historic  incident. 

That  second  time  they  hunted  me 

From  hill  to  plain,  from  shore  to  sea. 

And  Austria,  hounding  far  and  wide 

Her  blood-hounds  through  the  oonntry-flde. 

Breathed  hot  and  instant  on  my  trace,  — 

I  made  six  days  a  hiding-place 

Of  that  dry  green  old  aqueduct 

Where  I  ana  Charles,  wlien  boys,  have  phicked 

The  fire-flies  from  the  roof  above. 

Bright  creeping  through  the  noas  they  kwe : 

—  How  long  it  seems  since  Charles  was  Inst  1 
Six  days  the  soldien  crossed  and  etoasad 
The  country  in  my  very  sight ; 

And  when  that  peril  ceased  at  night. 
The  sk^  broke  out  in  red  dismav 
With  signal  fires ;  well,  there  I  lay 
Close  covered  o'er  in  my  recess, 
Ud  to  the  neck  in  ferns  and  cvsas, 
Tninking  on  Mettemich  our  friend, 
And  Charles's  miserable  end, 
And  much  beside,  two  days  ;  the  third* 


THE  ITALIAN   IN  ENGLAND 


259 


Hongper  o'ereune  dm  whsn  I  kMid 
The  peasants  from  the  yillage  go 
To  work  mmoug  the  maiiM  ;  yoa  know. 
With  OB  in  Lombardy,  they  fariag 
ProTiflione  oaeked  on  mules,  a  slarinfir 
With  little  bells  that  cheer  their  task, 
And  imskii,  and  bout^hs  on  orery  cask 
To  keep  the  suu^s  heat  from  the  wine  ; 
These  1  let  pass  in  jineling  lxns« 
And,  close  on  them,  dear  noisy  crew. 
The  peasaata  from  the  yillafps,  too ; 
For  at  the  very  rear  would  troop 
Their  wires  aad  sistefs  in  a  group 
To  help,  I  knew.    When  tk«as  had  pawed, 
I  threw  my  gWe  to  strike  the  last* 
Taking  the  ehanoo:  she  did  not  ataii, 
Maeh  leas  ery  oat,  bnt  stooped  apart. 
One  instant  rapidly  glanoea  romd, 
And  saw  me  beckoA  from  the  ground ; 
A  wild  bnsh  grows  and  hides  m  v  crypt ; 
She  picked  iny  gloTe  up  while  she  stripped 
A  branek  off,  then  rejoined  the  rest 
With  that ;  my  glore  lay  in  her  bniast. 
Tbea  I  drew  Weath :  they  disappeared: 
It  was  for  Italy  I  feared. 

An  honr,  and  she  returned  alone 
Exactly  where  my  giove  was  thrown. 
Meanwhile  came  maxy  thoughts ;  on  me 
Rested  the  hopes  of  Italy : 
I  had  devised  a  certain  tale 
Which,  when  't  was  told  her,  could  not  fail 
Penuade  a  peasant  of  its  truth ; 
1  meant  to  call  a  freak  of  youth 
This  hiding,  and  give  hopes  of  pay. 
And  no  temptatioa  to  betray. 
Bat  when  I  saw  that  woman's  faoe. 
Its  calm  simfrficity  of  greee, 
Our  Italy*s  own  attitude 
In  which  she  walked  thus  far,  and  stoody 
Planting  each  naked  foot  so  firm. 
To  crmm  the  snake  and  spare  the  worm  -^ 
At  first  sight  of  her  eyes,  I  said, 
**  I  am  that  man  upon  whose  head 
They  fix  the  price,  because  I  hake 
The  Austriaas  over  us  :  the  htate 
Will  give  yon  gold  —  oh,  gold  so  much  I  — 
If  you  betray  me  to  their  clutch. 
And  be  your  death,  for  aught  I  know. 
If  onee  they  find  yon  snTsd  their  foe. 
Now,  Tou  must  bring  me  food  and  drink, 
And  also  paper,  pan  and  ink. 
And  carry  safe  what  I  shall  write 
To  Padua,  which  yon  *11  reach  at  night 
Before  the  duomo  shuts ;  1^  in. 
And  wait  till  Tenebns  begm  ; 
Walk  to  the  third  ocaifeanonal. 
Between  the  pillar  and  tlie  waU, 
And  kneeling  whisper,  Whenea  eome$  peoee  f 
^«y  it  a  second  time,  then  scsss ; 
And  if  the  voice  inside  returns. 
From  Chritt  and  Freedom  ;  wAo/  conoems 
The  ramte  tf  Peace  9  —  for  aasver,  slip 
My  letter  where  yon  placed  yoor  lip ; 
Then  come  back  happy  we  hare  done 
Onr  mother  service  — I,  the  eon. 
As  you  the  daughter  of  oar  land !  '* 


Three  momiaga  more,  she  took  her  stand 
In  the  same  place,  with  the  same  eyes : 
I  was  BO  surer  of  sunrise 
Thau  of  her  coming.    We  conferred 
Of  her  own  prospects,  and  I  heard 
fcjhe  had  a  lovcur  —  ^out  and  tall, 
8he  said  —  then  let  her  eyelids  fall, 
'*  He  could  do  much  '*  ~  as  if  some  doubt 
Entered  her  heart,  — then,  passing  out, 
**8he  oould  not  speak  for  others,  who 
Had  other  thoughts ;  hereelf  she  knew :  '' 
And  so  she  brought  me  drink  and  food. 
After  four  days,  the  scouts  pursued 
Another  path :  at  last  arrived 
The  help  my  Padnan  friends  contrived 
To  furnish  me :  she  brought  the  news. 
For  the  first  time  I  could  not  choose 
But  kiss  her  hand,  and  bur  my  own 
Upon  her  head  —  ^*  This  faith  was  shown 
To  Italy,  our  mother ;  she 
Uses  my  hand  and  bleams  thee." 
She  followed  down  to  the  sea-shore ; 
I  left  and  never  «iw  her  more. 

How  very  long  since  I  have  thougkt 
Concerning  —  mueh  less  wiihed  for  —  ani^t 
Beside  the  good  of  Italy, 
For  which  I  live  and  mean  to  die ! 
I  never  was  in  love  ;  and  since 
Charles  proved  false,  what  shall  now  eonvioee 
My  inmost  heart  I  have  a  friend  ? 
However,  if  I  pleased  to  spend 
Real  wishes  on  myself — say,  three  — 
I  know  at  least  what  one  should  be. 
I  would  grasp  Hettemich  until 
I  felt  his  red  wet  throat  distil 
In  blood  through  these  two  hands.    And  nezt^ 

—  Nor  nmch  for  that  am  I  perplexed  — 
Charles,  periured  traitor,  for  his  part. 
Should  die  slow  of  a  broken  heart 
Under  his  new  employers.    Last 

—  Ah,  there,  what  should  I  wish?    For  fast 
Do  I  grow  old  and  out  of  strength. 

If  I  resolved  to  seek  at  length 
My  father's  house  again,  how  scared 
Tnev  all  would  look,  and  unprepared  I 
My  brothers  live  in  Austriaas  pay 

—  Disowned  me  long  ago,  men  say ; 
And  all  my  early  mates  who  used 
To  praise  me  so  —  perhaps  iadnced 
More  than  one  early  step  of  mine  — 
Are  turning  wise  :  while  some  opine 

*^  Fk-eedom  grows  license,*'  some  sospeflt 
*^  Haste  breeds  delay ,*^  mad  recollect 
The^  always  said,  such  prematura 
Beginnings  never  coald  endure  I 
So,  with  a  sullen  ''  All 's  for  best,** 
The  land  seems  settling  to  its  reat« 
I  think  then,  I  should  wish  to  stand 
This  evening  in  that  dear,  lost  land. 
Over  the  sea  the  thousand  milss. 
And  know  if  yet  that  womaa  smiles 
With  the  calm  smile  ;  some  little  farm 
Shp  lives  in  thera,  no  doubt :  what  hann 
If  I  sat  on  the  dooi^ide  bench. 
And,  while  her  spiiHlle  made  a  trsneh 
Fantasttcally  in  the  dust. 
Inquired  of  ail  her  fortunea  — -  joat 
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Her  children's  aires  and  their  names, 
And  what  may  be  the  husband*8  aims 
Fur  each  of  them.    I  *d  talk  this  outf 
And  sit  there,  for  an  hour  about. 
Then  ktas  her  hand  once  more,  and  lay 
Mine  on  her  head,  and  go  my  way. 

So  much  for  idle  wishing:  —  how 
It  steab  the  time !    To  biuriness  now. 

THE   ENGLISHMAN   IN   ITALY 

PIANO  DI  SORRENTO 

FoBrb,  Forth,  my  beloved  one. 

Sit  here  by  my  side. 
On  my  knees  pat  up  both  little  feet ! 

I  was  sure,  if  I  tried, 
I  could  make  you  laugh  spite  of  Scirooco. 

Now,  open  your  eyes. 
Let  me  keep  yon  amniied  till  he  iranish 

In  black  tram  the  skies. 
With  telling  my  memories  orer 

As  you  tell  your  beads  ; 
All  the  Plain  saw  me  gather,  I  garland 

—  The  flowers  or  the  weeds. 
Time  for  rain  I  for  your  long  hot  dry  Avtnmn 

Had  net-worked  with  brown 
The  white  skin  of  each  grape  on  the  bonehes. 

Marked  like  a  qmurs  crown. 
Those  creatures  you  make  such  account  of, 

Whose  heads,  —  speckled  white 
Over  brown  like  a  great  spider^s  back, 

As  I  told  you  last  night,  — 
Your  mother  bites  off  tor  her  supper. 

Red-ripe  tm  could  be. 
Pomegranates  were  chapping  and  splitting 

In  halves  on  the  tree : 
And  betwixt  the  loose  walls  of  great  flintatons, 

Or  in  the  thick  dust 
On  the  path,  or  straiiHit  out  of  the  rock-side. 

Wherever  could  thrust 
Some  burnt  nwig  of  bold  hardy  rock-flower 

Its  yellow  face  up. 
For  the  priae  were  great  butterflies  fighting. 

Some  nve  for  one  cup. 
So,  I  guessed,  ere  I  got  up  this  morning. 

What  change  was  in  store. 
By  the  quick  mstle-down  of  the  qnail-nets 

which  woke  me  before 
I  could  open  mv  shutter,  made  fast 

With  a  bongn  and  a  stone. 
And  look  through  the  twisted  dead  vine*iwigs. 

Sole  lattice  that  ^s  known. 
Quick  and  sharp  nng  the  rings  down  the  net- 
poles. 

While,  busy  beneath. 
Your  priest  and  his  brother  tugged  at  them, 

Tlie  rain  in  their  teeth. 
And  out  upon  all  the  flat  honse-roois 

WHiere  split  figs  lay  drying. 
The  girls  took  the  frails  under  cover : 

Nor  use  seemed  in  trjring 
Toget  out  the  boata  and  go  fishing, 

For,  nnder  the  cliff. 
Fierce  the  black  water  frothed  o*er  the  blind- 
nick. 

No  seeing  oar  skiff 


Arrive  about  noon  from  Amalfi, 

—  Our  fisher  arrive. 

And  pitch  down  his  basket  before  na. 

All  trembling  alive 
With  pink  and  gray  jellies,  yoor  sea-fmit ; 

You  touch  the  strange  lumps. 
And  mouths  gape  there,  eyes  open,  all  maimer 

Of  horns  and  of  hnmps. 
Which  only  the  fisher  looks  grave  at, 

While  ronnd  him  like  imps 
Cling  screaming  the  children  as  naked 

And  brown  as  his  shrimps  ^ 
Himself  too  as  bare  to  the  middle 

—  You  see  round  his  neck 

The  string  and  its  brass  coin  suspended. 

That  saves  him  from  wreck. 
But  to-day  not  a  boat  reached  Salerno, 

So  back,  to  a  man. 
Came  our  friends,  with  whose  help  in  the  Tine> 
yards 

Orape-harvest  began. 
In  the  vat,  halfway  up  in  our  hoas^-side. 

Like  blood  the  juice  spins. 
While  your  brother  all  bare-legged  is  daaeiiig 

Till  breathless  he  grins 
Dead-beaten  in  effort  on  effort 

To  keep  the  grapes  under. 
Since  still  when  he  seems  all  but  master. 

In  pours  the  fresh  plunder 
From  girls  who  keep  coming  and  going 

With  basket  on  sn<mlder. 
And  eyes  shut  against  the  rain*s  driving ; 

Your  girls  that  are  older,  — 
For  under  the  hedges  of  aloe. 

And  where,  on  ite  bed 
Of  the  orehard's  black  moold,  the  love-apple 

Lies  pulpy  and  red. 
All  the  young  ones  are  kneeling  and  fillings 

Their  laps  with  the  snails 
Tempted  ont  by  this  first  rainy  weatlier,  — 

Your  best  of  regales. 
As  to-night  will  be  proved  to  my  aonrow. 

When,  supping  in  state. 
We  shall  feast  our  grape-gleanen  (two  doarn, 

Tliree  over  one  plate) 
With  lasagne  so  tempting  to  swallow 

In  slippery  ropes. 
And  gourds  fried  in  great  purple  slices. 

That  color  of  popes. 
Meantime,  see  the  grape  bunch  they  *ve  brovglii 
you: 

The  rain-water  slim 
OVr  the  heavy  blue  oloom  on  each  globe 

Which  the  wasp  to  vour  lips 
Still  follows  with  frettul  persistence  : 

Nay,  taste,  while  awake, 
ThiR  naif  of  a  curd-whit«  smooth  die  so-baU 

That  peels,  flake  by  flake. 
Like  an  onion,  each  smoother  and  whiter  s 

Next,  sip  this  weak  wine 
From  the  thin  green  glass  flask,  with  its  stop 
per, 

A  leaf  of  the  vina  ^ 
And  tfud  with  the  pnekly-pear^s  red  flesh 

That  leaves  through  its  j'^ice 
The  stony  black  seeds  on  your  peari-teeth. 

Scirocco  is  loose  I 
Hark,  the  quick,  whistling  pelt  of  th<*  oIivm 
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Which,  thick  in  onvB  track. 
Tempt  the  stranj^er  to  piuk  up  and  bite  them, 

ThoQ^  not  yet  half  black  I 
How  the  old  twisted  olive  tranks  shudder, 

The  median  let  fall 
Tlieir  hard  frnit,   and  the  brittle  great  fig- 
trees 

Snap  off,  figs  and  all, 
For  hrre  oomes  the  whole  of  the  tempest  ! 

No  refuge,  bnt  creep 
Back  again  to  mv  side  and  my  shoulder, 

And  uaten  or  sleep. 

Oh,  how  will  your  conntrv  show  next  week, 

When  all  the  Tine-boughs 
Have  been  stripped  of  their  foliage  to  pasture 

The  mules  ana  the  oows  ? 
Last  ere,  I  rode  over  the  mountains ; 

Your  brother,  my  guide, 
Sion  left  me,  to  feast  on  the  myrtles 

That  offered,  each  side, 
llieir  fruit-balls,  black,  glossy  and  luscious,  — 

Or  strip  from  the  sorbs 
A  treasure,  or,  rosv  and  wondrous. 

Those  hairy  ^Id  orbs  f 
But  my  mule  picked  his  sure  sober  path  out. 

Just  stopping  to  neigh 
When  he  recognized  down  in  the  valley 

His  mates  on  their  way 
With  the  faggots  and  barrels  of  water  ; 

And  soon  we  emerged 
From  the  plain,  where  the  woods  could  scarce 
follow ; 

And  still  as  we  urged 
Chir  way,  the  woods  wondered,  and  left  us. 

As  up  still  we  trudged. 
Though  the  wild  path  grew  wilder  each  instant. 

And  place  was  e'en  grudged 
*Mid  the  rock-chasms  and  piles  of  loose  stones 

Like  the  loose  broken  teeth 
Of  flome  monster  which  climbed  there  to  die 

From  the  ocean  beneath  — 
Place  was  grudged  to  the  silveivgray  fume-weed 

That  olung  to  the  paUi, 
And  dark  rosemary  ever  ardying 

That,  ^spite  the  wind's  wrath, 
^So  loves  the  salt  rock's  face  to  seaward. 

And  lentisks  as  stanch 
To  the  stone  where  they  root  and  bear  berries. 

And  .  .  .  what  shows  a  branch 
("onil-oolored,  transparent,  with  circlets 

Of  pale  seagreen  leaves  : 
Over  all  trod  my  mule  with  the  caution 

Of  gleaners  o'er  sheaves, 
StilU  foot  after  foot  like  a  lady. 

Till,  round  after  round. 
He  climbed  to  the  top  of  Calvano, 

And  God*s  own  profound 
Was  above  me,  and  round  me  the  mountmns, 

And  under,  the  sea. 
And  within  me  my  heart  to  bear  witness 

What  was  and  shaU  be. 
Oh,  heaven  and  the  terrible  crystal  1 

No  rampart  exdudes 
Your  eye  from  the  life  to  be  lived 

In  the  blue  solitudes. 
Oh,  those  mountains,  their  infinite  movement  I 

Still  moving  with  yon ; 


For,  ever  some  new  head  and  breast  of  them 

Thrusts  into  view 
To  observe  the  intruder ;  you  see  it 

If  quickly  you  turn 
And,  before  they  escape  you,  surprise  them. 

Thev  grudge  you  should,  learn 
How  tne  soft  plains  they  look  on,  lean  over 

And  love  (they  pretend) 

—  Cower    beneath    them,    the    flat    sea-pine 

crouches, 

The  wild  fruit-trees  bend, 
E*en  the  myrtle-leaves  curl,  shrink  and  shut : 

All  is  silent  and  grave : 
^T  is  a  sensual  and  timorous  beauty, 

How  fair  I  but  a  slave. 
So,  I  turned  to  the  sea ;  and  there  slumbered 

As  greenly  as  ever 
Those  isles  of  the  siren,  your  Galli ; 

No  ages  can  sever 
The  Tliree.  nor  enable  their  sister 

To  join  tnem,  —  half  wav 
On  the  vovage,  she  looked  at  Uljrsses  — 

No  farther  to-day. 
Though  the  small  one,  just  launched  in  the  wave 

Watches  breast-high  and  steady 
From  under  the  rock,  her  bold  sister 

8wum  halfway  alrrady. 
Fortii,  riuUl  we  sail  there  together 

And  see  from  the  sides 
Quite  new  rocks  show  their  faces,  new  haunts 

Where  the  siren  abides  ? 
Shall  we  sail  round  and  round  them,  close  over 

The  rocks,  though  unseen. 
That  rufHe  the  gray  glassy  water 

To  glorious  green  ? 
Then  scramble  from  splinter  to  splinter. 

Reach  land  and  explore. 
On  the  largest,  the  strange  square  black  turret 

WiUi  never  a  door. 
Just  a  loop  to  admit  the  quick  lizards ; 

Then,  stand  there  and  hear 
The  birds'  quiet  singing,  that  tells  us 

What  life  is.  so  dear  ? 

—  The  secret  t  ney  sang  to  Ulysses 
When,  ages  ago. 

He  heard  and  he  knew  this  life's  secret 
I  hear  and  I  know. 

Ah,  see  !    The  sun  breaks  o*er  Calvano  ; 

He  strikes  the  great  gloom 
And  flutters  it  o'er  the  mount^s  summit 

In  airy  gold  fume. 
AH  is  over.    Look  out,  see  the  grypsy. 

Our  tinker  and  smith. 
Has  arrived,  set  up  bellows  and  forge. 

And  down-squatted  forthwith 
To  his  hammering,  under  the  wall  there  ; 

One  eve  keeps  aloof 
The  urchins  that  it«h  to  be  putting 

His  jews^-harps  to  proof. 
While  the  other,  through  locks  of  curled  wire. 

Is  watching  how  sleek 
Shines  the  hog,  come  to  share  in  the  windfall 

-  Chew  abbot's  oh  n  cheek  ! 
All  is  over.    Wake  np  and  come  out  no'v, 

And  down  let  us  go. 
And  see  the  fine  things  got  in  order 

At  ciiurch  for  the  show 
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Of  the  Sacnunent,  set  foitih  this  wrtmag ; 

To-morrow  *8  the  Feast 
Of  the  Rosary's  Viitnn,  by  no  means 

Of  VuviiiB  the  least. 
As  yon  'u  hear  in  the  off-hjuid  diaoomrse 

Which  (all  nature,  no  art) 
The  Dominioan  brother,  these  three  weeks, 

Was  ^tting  by  heart. 
Not  a  pillar  nor  poet  but  is  diiened 

With  red  and  blue  papers ; 
All  die  roof  waves  with  ribbons,  eaeh  altar 

AUaae  with  long  tai>ei8 ; 
fint  the  groat  masterpiece  is  the  seaffokL 

Rigged  eloriotts  to  hold 
All  the  fibers  and  fifers  and  drunmars 

And  trumpeters  bold. 
Not  afraid  of  Bellini  nor  Anber, 

Who,  when  the  priest  ^s  hoarse, 
Will  strike  us  up  something  that  *s  brisk 

For  the  f  east^s  seeond  eonrae. 
And  then  will  the  flascenrwigged  Tmaga 

Be  carried  in  pomp 
Through  the  plain,  while  in  gaUant  pioeea- 


The  priests  mean  to  stomp. 
All  round  the  glad  ohnreh  he  old  bottles 

With  gunpowder  stopped, 
Which  will  DO,  when  the  Image  re-entMs, 

Religiously  popped ; 
And  at  night  from  the  crest  of  CalyaiiD 

Great  bonfires  will  hang. 
On  the  plain  will  the  trumpets  join  ehoms, 

And  more  proppers  bang. 
At  all  events,  eome  —  to  the  garden 

As  far  as  the  wall ; 
See  me  tap  with  a  hoe  on  the  plaster 

Till  out  there  shaU  faU 
A  scorpion  with  wide  angry  nippeis  I 


-  '*  Such  trifles  1  '*  yon  say  ? 
Fortik,  in  my  England  at  home. 

Men  meet  gravely  to'^y 
And  debate,  if  aboliihiiig  Corn-laws 

Be  righteous  and  wise 
—  If  't  were  proper,  Scirocco  should  tj 

In  black  from  the  skies  ! 


IN  A  GONDOLA 

In  a  letter  to  Miss  Ha  worth.  Browning  writes, 
*^I  am  getting  to  love  painting  as  I  did  once. 
...  I  chanced  to  call  on  Foivter  the  other  day, 
and  he  pressed  me  into  committing  verse  on  the 
instant,  not  tht*  minute,  in  Maclise^s  behalf,  who 
has  wroneht  a  divine  Venetian  work,  it  seems, 
for  the  British  Inntitution.  Forster  described 
it  well  —  but  I  could  do  nothing  better  than 
this  wooden  ware  —  (all  the  *  properties,*  as 
we  say,  were  given  and  the  probleiB  was  how 
to  catalogue  them  in  rhyme  and  unreason.)*' 
Thereupon  followed  the  first  stanza  of  the 
following  poem ;  but  after  seeing  the  picture  he 
was  moved  to  go  on  and  cany  the  poem  throogh 
to  a  real  end. 


I SBKD  my  heart  up  to  thee,  all  my  heart 

In  this  my  singing. 
For  the  stars  help  mcj  and  the 

The  very  ni^ht  it  olinging 
Closer  to  Yemce*  streets  to  leave  one  space 

Above  me,  whence  thy  face 
May  light  my  joyoos  heart  to  thee  its  dwelliag- 
place. 

5A«  jpssJcf. 

Say  after  me,  and  try  to  say 

My  very  words,  as  if  each  word 

Came  from  yon  of  your  own  aoeord, 

Li  your  own  voice,  in  your  own  way : 

**  Tiiis  woman's  heart  and  soul  and  brafa 

Are  mine  as  much  as  this  sold  ehain 

She  bids  me  wear;  which"'  fsay  again) 

**  I  choose  to  make  by  eherininpr 

A  precious  thing,  or  choose  to  fling 

Over  the  boat-side,  ring  by  ring." 

And  yet  onoe  more  say  .  .  .  no  word  morel 

Since  words  are  only  words.    Give  o*er  I 

Unless  yon  call  me,  all  the  same. 

Familiarly  by  my  pet  name. 

Which  if  the  Three  should  hear  yon  oaO, 

And  me  reply  to,  would  proclaim 

At  once  our  secret  to  them  all. 

Ask  of  me,  too,  eommaad  me,  blame  — 

I)o,  break  down  the  partition-waU 

Twist  us,  the  daylight  worid  beholds 

Curtained  in  dusk  and  splendid  folds ! 

What 's  left  but  —  all  of  me  to  take  ? 

I  am  the  Three^s :  prevent  them,  slake 

Your  thirst  I    'T  is  said,  the  Arab 

In  practising  with  ffems,  can  loose 

Their  subtle  spirit  m  his  cruee 

And  leave  but  ashes :  so,  sweet  mage. 

Leave  them  my  ashes  when  thy  use 

Sucks  out  my  soul,  thy  heritage ! 

Past  we  glide,  and  past,  and  past ! 

What  'a  that  poor  Agnese  doing 
Where  they  make  the  shutters  fast  f 

Gray  Zanobi  's  just  a-wooing 
To  his  couch  the  purchased  biide : 

Past  we  glide  I 

Past  we  glide,  and  past,  sod  past ! 

Why  's  the  Pucci  Palace  flaring 
Like  a  beacon  to  the  blast  ? 

Guests  by  hnndreds,  not  one  caring 
If  the  dear  host^s  neck  were  wried: 

Past  we  glide ! 

She  tinf». 

The  moth's  kias,  fint  1 

Kiss  me  as  if  you  made  beliers 

Yoo  were  not  sure,  this  eve. 

How  my  face,  your  flower,  had  _ 

Its  petals  up ;  so,  hsre  and  there 

You  brush  it,  till  I  grow  aware 

Who  wants  me,  and  wide  ope  I  bunt. 

Hie  bee's  kiss,  now  1 

Kiss  me  as  if  you  entered  gaj 


IN   A  GONDOLA 


263 


My  heart  at  some  Doouday, 
A  bud  that  dares  not  disallow 
The  claim,  so  all  is  rendered  up, 
And  paflUYely  its  shattered  oup 
Orer  your  head  to  aleep  I  bow. 

What  are  we  two  ? 

I  am  a  Jew, 

And  carry  thee,  farther  than  friends  can  pursue. 

To  a  feast  of  our  tribe ; 

Where  they  need  thee  to  bribe 

The  deyil  that  blasts  them  unless  he  imbibe 

Thy  .  .  .    SScatter  the  Tisioti  forererl     And 

now. 
As  of  old,  I  am  I,  thou  art  thou ! 

Say  again,  what  we  are  ? 

The  sprite  of  a  star. 

I  lure  thee  above  where  the  destinies  bar 

My  plumes  their  full  play 

Tul  a  ruddier  ray 

Than  my  pale  one  announce  there  is  witfaeriiv 

away 
Some  .  .       Scatter  the  yirion  foteverl    And 


As  of  old,  I  am  I,  thou  art  thou ! 

Oh,  which  were  best,  to  roam  or  rest  ? 
The  huid's  lap  or  the  water's  breast  ? 
To  sleep  on  yellow  millei-sheaTes, 
(>r  swim  in  lucid  shallows  just 
Eludine  wateMily  leaves, 
An  inch  from  Death  ^s  bUck  fingers,  thrust 
To  lock  ^ou,  whom  release  he  must ; 
Which  life  were  best  on  Summer  eves  ? 

He  tpeak*,  mttHng. 

Lie  back  ;  could  thought  of  mine  improve  you  ? 

From  this  shoulder  let  there  spring 

A  wing ;  from  this,  another  wing ; 

Wings,  not  legs  ana  feet,  shall  move  yon ! 

Snow-white  must  they  springi  to  blend 

With  your  flesh,  but  I  intend 

They  shall  deepen  to  the  end, 

Broader,  into  burning  gold. 

Till  both  wings  crescent-wise  enfold 

Your  perfect  self,  from  *neath  vour  feet 

To  o*er  your  heaa,  where,  lo,  tney  meet 

As  if  a  million  sword-blades  hurled 

Defianoe  from  you  to  the  world  ! 

Rescue  me  thou,  the  only  real ! 
And  scare  away  this  mad  ideal 
That  came,  nor  motions  to  depart ! 
Thanks !    Now,  stay  ever  as  thou  art ! 

8tm  he  muses. 

• 

What  if  the  Three  should  catch  at  last 
Thy  serenader  ?    While  there  *s  east 
Paulas  cloak  about  my  head,  and  fast 
(titm  pinions  me.  Himself  has  oast 
His  stylet  through  my  back  ;  I  reel ; 
And  ...  is  it  thou  I  feel  ? 

Th<>y  trail  me,  these  three  godless  knaves, 
Pwrt  every  chnreh  that  saints  and  savf^. 


Nor  stop  till,  where  the  cold  sea  raves 
Bv  Lido*8  wet  accurHed  graves, 
They  scoop  mine,  roll  me  to  its  brink. 
And  ...  on  thy  breast  I  sink  ! 

She  replies,  musing. 

Dip  your  arm  o'er  the  boatrside.  elbow-deep. 
As  Ido :  thus :  were  death  so  unlike  sleep. 
Caught  this  way  ?    Death 's  to  fear  from  flame 

or  steel. 
Or  poison  doubtless ;  but  from  water  —  feel  I 

Go  find  the  bottom!    Would  you  stay  me? 

There ! 
Now  pluck  a  great  blade  of  that  ribbon-grass 
To  plait  in  where  the  foolish  jewel  was, 
I  flung  away :  sinoe  you  have  praised  my  hair, 
'T  is  proper  to  be  choice  in  what  I  wear. 

He  speaks. 

Row  home  ?  must  we  row  home  ?    Too  surely 

Know  I  where  its  front 's  demurely 

Over  the  Qiudecca  piled  ; 

Window  iust  with  window  mating, 

Door  on  aoor  exactly  waiting. 

All  *s  the  set  face  of  a  child  : 

But  behind  it,  where  *s  a  trace 

Of  the  staiduess  and  reserve, 

And  formal  lines  without  a  curve. 

In  the  same  child's  playing^faoe  ? 

No  two  windows  look  one  way 

O'er  the  small  sea-water  thread 

Below  them.    Ah,  the  autumn  day 

L  passing,  saw  you  overhead  t 

First,  out  a  cloud  of  curtain  blew. 

Then  a  sweet  cry,  and  last  came  yon  — 

To  catch  your  lory  that  must  needs 

Escape  just  tlien,  of  all  times  then, 

To  peck  a  tall  nlaiit*s  fleecy  seeds. 

Ana  make  me  nappieet  of  men. 

I  scarce  could  breathe  to  see  you  reach 

So  far  back  o'er  the  balcony 

To  catch  him  ere  he  climbcNl  too  high 

Above  you  in  the  Snivnia  peach, 

lliat  quick  the  round,  smooth  cord  of  gold. 

This  coiled  hair  on  yuur  head,  unrollea. 

Fell  down  you  like  a  gort^ons  snake 

The  Roman  girls  were  wont,  of  old. 

When  Rome  there  was,  for  coolness*  sake 

To  let  lie  curlmg  o'er  their  bosoms. 

Dear  lory,  may  liis  beak  retain 

Ever  its  delicate  rcise  stain 

As  if  the  woundod  lotii»-blussoms 

Had  marked  their  thitff  to  know  again ! 

Stay  longer  yet.  for  others'  sake 

Than  mine  !    What  should  your  chamber  do  ? 

—  With  all  ita  rarities  that  ache 

In  silence  while  day  lasts,  but  wake 

At  night-time  and  their  life  renew. 

Suspended  iusi  to  pleasura  you 

Who  brought  against  their  will  together 

These  obieets,  and,  while  day  lasts,  weave 

Around  them  such  a  magic  tether 

That  dumb  they  look :  your  harp,  believe, 

With  all  the  sensitive  tight  strings 

Which  dare  not  speak,  now  to  itself 

Br<>athes  slnniberoiiHly,  as  if  some  elf 
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Went  in  and  out  the  chords,  his  wings 

Make  morraur  wheresoever  they  gnze. 

As  an  angel  may,  between  the  maze 

Of  midnight  palace-piUai's,  on 

And  on.  to  sow  Ood  s  plagues,  have  gont* 

Through  guilty  glorious  Babylon. 

And  while  such  murmurs  flow,  the  nvmph 

Bends  o'er  the  harp-top  from  her  shell 

As  the  dnr  limpet  tor  the  lymph 

Come  with  a  tune  he  knows  so  well. 

And  how  your  statues'  hearts  must  swell ! 

And  how  your  pictures  must  descend 

I'o  see  eacli  other,  friend  with  friend  I 

Oh,  could  vou  take  them  by  surprise, 

You  'd  find  Schidone's  eager  Dukc 

Doing  the  quaintest  courtesies 

To  that  prim  saint  by  Haste-thee-Luke  ! 

And,  deeper  into  her  rock  den. 

Bold  Castelf  rancors  Magdalen 

You  'd  find  retreated  from  the  ken 

Of  that  robed  counsel-keeping  Ser  — 

As  if  the  Tizian  thinks  of  ner, 

And  is  not,  rather,  gravely  bent 

On  seeing  for  himself  what  toys 

Are  these,  his  progeny  invent. 

What  litter  now  the  board  employs 

Whereon  he  signed  a  dcjcument 

That  got  him  nmrdered  !    Each  enjoys 

Its  night  so  well,  ^ou  cannot  break 

The  sport  u]),  so,  indeed  must  make 

More  stay  with  nie,  for  others'  sake. 

She  speaks. 

To-morrow,  if  a  harp-string,  say, 
Is  used  to  tie  the  jasmine  M^ck 
That  overfloods  my  room  with  sweets. 
Contrive  your  Zorzi  somehow  meets 
My  Zanze  I    If  the  ribbon 's  black, 
rhe  Three  are  watching  :  keep  away ! 

Your  gondola — let  Zorzi  wreathe 
V  mesh  of  water-weeds  about 
Its  prow,  as  if  he  unaware 
Haa  struck  some  quay  or  bridge-foot  stair ! 
That  I  mav  throw  a  paper  out 
.Vs  you  and  he  go  underneath. 

There 's  Zanze 's  vigilant  taper ;  safe  are  we. 
t  )nly  one  minute  more  to-night  with  me  ? 
Resume  vour  past  self  of  a  month  ago ! 
Be  3'ou  the  bashful  gallant,  I  will  be 
The  lady  with  the  colder  breast  than  snow. 
Now  bow  you,  as  becomes,  nor  touch  my  hand 
More  than  I  touch  yours  when  I  step  to  land. 
And  say,  **  All  thanks,  iSiora  I  "  — 

Heart  to  heart 
And  lips  to  lips !    Yet  once  more,  ere  we  part. 
Clasp  me  and  make  me  thine,  as  mine  thou  art ! 

He  i*  nirpruedj  and  utabbed. 
It  was  ordained  to  be  so,  sweet  I  —  and  best 
Comes  now,   beneath    thine    eyes,    upon   thy 

breast. 
Still  kiss  me !   Cai«  not  for  the  cowards !    Care 
Only  to  put  aside  thy  beauteous  hair 
My  blood  will  hurt !    The  Three,  I  do  not  soom 
To  death,  because  they  never  lived  :  but  I 
Have  lived   indeed,  and   so — (yet  one  more 

kiss )  —  can  die ! 


WARING 

An  account  of  Alfred  Domett,  Browniner^s 
early  friend,  who  was  the  occasion  of  this  poeiu, 
will  be  found  in  the  notes. 


I 


What  's  become  of  Waring 
Since  he  gave  us  all  the  slip, 
Chose  land-travel  or  seafuing. 
Boots  and  chest  or  staff  and  scrip, 
Rather  than  pace  up  and  down 
Any  longer  Loudon  town  ? 

II 

Who 'd  have  guessed  it  from  his  Up 

Or  his  brow's  accustomed  bearing, 

On  the  night  he  thus  took  ship 

Or  started  landward  ?  —  little  caring 

For  us,  it  seems,  who  supped  together 

(Friends  of  his  too,  I  remember) 

And  walked  home  through  the  merry  weather. 

The  snowiest  in  all  December. 

I  left  liis  arm  that  night  myself 

For  what  's-his-name^,  the  new  prose-poet 

Who  wrote  the  book  there,  on  the  sheu  — 

How,  forsooth,  was  I  to  know  it 

If  Waring  meant  to  glide  away 

Like  a  ghost  at  break  of  day  ? 

Never  looked  he  half  so  gay  1 

III 

He  was  prouder  than  the  devil : 

How  he  must  have  cursed  our  revel  I 

Ay  and  many  other  meeting. 

Indoor  visits,  outdoor  greetings. 

As  up  and  down  he  paced  this  fjondon. 

With  no  work  done,  but  great  works  undone. 

Where  scarce  twenty  knew  his  name. 

Why  not,  then,  have  earlier  spoken. 

Written,  bustled  ?    Who's  to  blame 

If  your  silence  kept  unbroken  ? 

*^  True,  but  there  were  sundry  jottings. 

Stray-leaves,  fragments,  blurs  and  blottings* 

Certain  first  steps  were  achieved 

Already  which  "  —  (is  that  your  meaning  ?) 

**  Had  well  borne  out  whoever  believed 

In  more  to  come  !  *'    But  who  tmeti  gleaning 

Hedgeside  chance-blades,  while  full-fiheaved 

Stand  cornfields  bv  him  ?    Pride,  o'erweening 

Pride  alone,  nuts  forth  such  claims 

O'er  the  day  s  distinguished  names. 


IV 

Meantime,  how  much  I  loved  him, 

I  find  out  now  I  've  lost  him. 

I  who  cared  not  if  I  moved  him. 

Who  could  so  carelessly  accost  him, 

Henceforth  never  shall  get  free 

Of  his  ghostly  company. 

His  eyes  that  just  a  little  wink 

As  deep  I  go  into  the  merit 

Of  this  and  that  distinguished  sfiirit  — 

His  cheeks'  raised  color.  Sfmu  to  nink. 
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As  loui;  I  dwell  ou  some  atupendons 
Aud  tremendom  (Heaveu  defend  ns  I ) 
Monstr^-iiif orm  ^-iiip^na-horrand-ona 
I  )eiiioiiiaco-«eraphio 
Peimuui's  latest  piece  of  graphic . 
Xay.  my  very  wrist  gruws  warm 
Witn  his  dragging  weight  of  arm. 
K^en  so,  swimmingly  appearo, 
Through  one's  after^upper  musings. 
Some  lost  lady  of  old  years 
With  her  beauteous  vain  endeavor 
And  goodness  unrepaid  as  ever ; 
The  »ce,  accustomed  to  refusings. 
We,  puppies  that  we  were  .  .  .  T)h  never 
Surely,  mce  of  conscience,  scrupled 
Being  aught  like  false,  forsooth,  to  ? 
Telling  aught  but  honest  truth  to  ? 
AMiat  a  sin,  liad  we  centupled 
Its  possessor's  ([race  and  sweetness  I 
\o !  she  heard  in  its  completeness 
Truth,  fur  truth 's  a  weighty  matter. 
And  truth,  at  issue,  we  can  t  flatter! 
Well,  ~  t  is  done  with ;  she 's  exempt 
From  damning  us  through  such  a  sally ; 
Aud  so  she  glides,  us  down  a  valley, 
Taking  up  with  her  contempt, 
P.ist  our  reach  ;  and  in,  the  flowers 
Shut  her  unregarded  hours. 

V 

Oh,  eonld  I  have  him  back  once  more. 

This  Waring,  but  one  half-day  nioi'e  1 

Back,  with  tne  ouiet  face  of  yore, 

So  hungry  for  acknowledgment 

Like  mine  I    I  'd  fool  him  to  his  bent. 

Feed,  should  not  he,  co  heart's  content  ? 

1  *d  say,  **  to  only  have  conceived, 

Planned  your  great  workfl^  apart  from  prngi*esM, 

Surpasses  little  works  achieved !  " 

1  M  lie  so,  I  should  be  believed. 

I  M  make  such  havoc  of  the  clainui 

()f  the  dinr's  distinguished  names 

To  feast  him  with,  as  feasts  an  ogress 

Her  feverish  sharp-toothed  gold-crowned  child  I 

Or  as  one  feasts  a  creature  rarely 

Captured  here,  unreconciled 

To  capture  ;  and  completelv  gives 

Its  pettish  humors  license,  barely 

Ri>quiring  that  it  lives. 

VI 

Ichabod,  lehabod. 

The  glory  is  departed ! 

Travels  Waxing  East  away  ? 

Who,  of  knowledge,  by  hearsay, 

Reports  a  man  upstarted 

Somewhere  as  a  god. 

Hordes  grown  European-hearted, 

Millions  of  the  wild  made  tame 

On  a  sudden  at  his  fame  ? 

In  Viahnu-Iand  what  Avatar  ? 

Or  who  in  Moscow,  toward  the  Czar, 

With  the  demurest  of  footfalls 

Over  the  Kremlin^s  pavement  bright 

With  serpentine  and  syenite. 

Steps,  with  five  other  Generals 

That  simultaneously  take  snuff. 

For  eaeh  to  have  pretext  enough 


And  kerchief  wise  unfold  his  sash 

Which,  softness'  self,  is  yet  the  stuff 

To  hold  fast  where  a  steel  chain  snaps, 

And  leave  the  grand  white  neck  no  gash  ? 

Waring  in  Moscow,  to  tliose  rough 

Cold  uoi'them  natures  bom  perhaps. 

Like  the  hunbwhite  maiden  dear 

From  the  circle  of  mute  kings 

Unable  to  repress  the  tear. 

Each  as  his  sceptre  down  he  flii^s. 

To  Dian's  fane  at  Taurica, 

Where  now  a  captive  priestess,  she  alwav 

Mingles  her  tender  giwe  Hellenic  speech 

With  theirs,  tuned  to  the  hailstone-beaten  beach 

Ad  pours  some  pigeon,  from  the  myrrhy  lands 

Hapt   by    the    whirlblast   to   fierce   Scythian 

strands 
W^here  breed  the  swallows,  her  melodious  cry 
Amid  their  barbarous  twitter  I 
In  Russia  ?    Never  I    Spain  were  fitter  I 
Av,  most  likely  't  is  in  Spain 
That  we  and  Waring  meet  again 
Now,  while  he  turns  down  that  cool  narrow  laoe 
Into  the  blackness,  out  of  grave  Madrid 
All  fire  and  shine,  abrupt  as  when  therw  *8  slid 
Its  stiff  gold  blazing  pall  ^ 
From  some  black  oomn-lid. 
Or,  best  of  all, 
I  love  to  think 

The  leaving  us  was  just  a  feint ; 
Back  here  to  London  did  he  slink, 
Aud  now  works  on  without  a  wink 
Of  sleep,  and  we  are  on  the  brink 
Of  something  great  in  fresco-paint : 
Some  garret  s  ceiling,  walls  and  floor, 
Up  and  down  and  o^r  aud  o'er 
Hh  splashes,  as  none  splashed  before 
Siitue  great  Caldara  Polidore. 
Oi-  Music  mnaus  tliis  land  of  ours 
Some  favor  yet,  to  pity  won 
By  Purcell  from  his  Kosy  Bowers,  — 
^^  Give  me  my  so-long  promised  son, 
Let  Waring  end  whaC  I  begun !  '^ 
Then  d  >wii  he  creeps  and  out  he  steala 
Only  when  the  night  conceals 
His  face ;  in  Kent  't  is  cherry-time. 
Or  hops  are  picking :  or  at  prime 
Of  March  he  wanders  as,  too  happy, 
Years  a^  when  he  was  young, 
Some  mild  eve  when  woods  grew  sappy 
And  the  early  motlis  had  sprung 
To  life  from  many  a  trembling  sheath 
Woven  the  wai-m  boughs  beneath  ; 
While  small  birds  saia  to  themselves 
What  should  soon  be  actual  song. 
And  young  gnats,  by  tens  and  twelves, 
Made  as  if  they  were  the  throng 
Tliat  crowd  around  and  carry  aloft 
The  somid  they  have  nursed,  so  sweet  and  pura^ 
Out  of  a  myriad  noises  soft. 
Into  a  tone  that  can  endure 
Amid  the  noise  of  a  July  noon 
When  all  God's  crt*atures  crave  their  boon. 
All  at  once  and  all  in  tune. 
And  get  it,  liapp^r  as  Waring  then, 
Having  first  within  his  ken 
W^hat  a  man  might  do  with  men  : 
Aud  fiu*  too  glad,  in  the  even-glow. 
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To  mix  iwith  the  world  he  meant  to  take 

Into  his  hand,  he  told  voa,  no  — 

And  out  of  it  ius  wuria  to  make, 

To  ocMitract  and  to  expand 

At*  he  shut  or  uped  his  liand. 

O  Wanner,  wluU '«  to  really  be  ? 

A  clear  Hta^  and  a  crowd  to  nee  I 

Some  Gamck,  §ay.  out  shall  not  he 

The  heart  of  Hanilttt'R  niyKtery  pluck  ? 

()r,  where  moat  nnoleaii  beaHts  are  rife, 

N>roe  Jnuiufl  —  am  1  riKht  ?  —shall  tuok 

His  sleeve,  and  forth  with  flaying^knile  ! 

Some  Chjitterton  shall  have  tne  luck 

Of  eallinic  Rowley  into  life  ! 

Some  one  shall  somehow  run  armuck 

With  this  old  world  for  want  of  strife 

Sound  a«leep.    Contrive,  contrive 

To  rouse  us,  Wariufp !    Who  ^s  alive  ? 

ihtr  men  scarce  seem  in  earnest  now. 

Distinguished  names !  -  but  H  is,  somehow, 

As  if  they  played  at  beiiiK  luiniea 

Still  more  distinipiished,  Tike  the  g:aine0 

(>f  children.    Turn  our  sport  to  earnest 

\Vith  a  visafce  of  the  sternest ! 

Brinir  the  real  times  back,  oonfened 

Still  better  than  our  very  best ! 


II 


"^  When  I  but  saw  Waring  .  .  .  ** 
(How  all  turned  to  him  who  spoke ! 
You  saw  Waring?    Truth  or  joke? 
In  land-travel  or  sea-faring  ?) 

II 

**  We  were  sailing  by  Triest 
Where  a  day  or  two  we  harbored  : 
A  sunset  was  ui  the  West, 
When,  looking  over  the  vessers  side, 
(hie  of  our  company  espied 
A  sudden  speck  to  lu-board. 
And  as  a  sea-duck  flies  and  swims 
At  once,  so  came  the  light  craft  up, 
With  its  sole  lateen  sail  that  trims 
And  turns  <  the  water  round  its  rims 
Dancing,  as  round  a  sinking  cup) 
And  by  us  like  a  Ash  it  curled. 
And  drew  itself  up  close  beside. 
Its  great  sail  on  the  instant  furled. 
And  o*er  its  thwarts  a  shrill  voice  cried, 
(A  neck  as  bronzed  as  a  Ijascar^s) 
*  Buy  wine  of  ns.  yon  English  brig  ? 
Or  fruit,  tobacco  and  cigars  ? 
A  pilot  for  you  to  Triest  ? 
Without  one,  look  you  ne*er  so  big. 
They  *11  never  let  von  up  the  bay  T 
We  natives  shoula  know  best.* 
I  turned,  and  *  iust  those  fellows'  wa^,' 
Oar  captain  saia,  *  The  Mong-shore  thieves 
Are  laughing  at  us  in  their  sleeves.* 

Ill 

**  In  truth,  the  bo^  leaned  laughing  back ; 
And  one,  half-hidden  by  his  side 
Viider  the  furled  sail,  soon  I  s|ned, 
W'UU  Kr«*at  gnas  hat  and  kerchief  blaek. 


Who  looked  up  with  his  kingly  thitMit 

Said  somewhat,  while  the  other  shook 

His  hair  back  mm  his  eyes  to  look 

Their  longest  at  us ;  then  the  boat, 

I  know  not  how,  turned  sharply  round, 

Laying  her  whole  side  on  the  sea 

As  a  leaping  fish  does  ;  from  the  lee 

Into  the  weather,  out  somehow 

Her  sparkling  path  beneath  onr  bow 

And  so  went  on,  as  with  a  bound. 

Into  tlie  rosy  and  golden  half 

O*  the  skv,  to  overtake  the  sun 

And  reach  the  shore,  like  the  se»-oalf 

Its  singing  cave ;  vet  I  caught  one 

Qlance  ere  away  tne  boat  quite  passed. 

And  neither  time  nor  toil  oould  mar 

Those  features :  so  I  saw  the  last 

Of  Waring!**  — You?    Oh,  never  star 

Was  lost  here  but  it  rose  afar ! 

Look  East,  where  whole  new  thonaands  are ! 

In  Yiahao^and  what  Avatar  T 


THE  TWINS 
••  Give  "  sad  » It-dMn-be«ivea-anto-yoa  ** 

Originally  published  in  1854,  in  connectiuD 
with  a  poem  by  Mrs.  Browning,  A  Plea  for  thf 
Ragged  SckooU  qf  London^  in  a  volnmo  iaracd 
for  a  bazaar  to  benefit  the  **  Refuge  for  Yoqbk 
Destitute  Girls.** 

Grand  rough  old  Martin  Lather 
Bloomed  fables  —  flowers  on  fone. 

The  better  the  unoouther  : 
Do  roses  stick  like  bum  ? 


A  beggar  asked  an  alms 

One  dav  at  an  abbe^-door^ 
Said  Luther ;  but,  seiied  with  qualms. 

The  Abbot  replied,  *'  We  *re  poor ! 

**  Poor,  who  had  plenty  onoe, 
When  gifts  fell  thick  as  nin : 
But  they  give  us  naught,  for  the  nonoe. 
And  how  shotild  we  give  again  f  *' 

Then  the  beggai%  *"*  See  your  sina ! 

Of  old,  unless  I  err^ 
Ye  had  brothers  for  inmates,  twins, 

Date  and  Dabitur. 

"  While  Date  waa  in  good  ease 
Dabitur  flourished  too : 
For  Dabitnr*s  lenten  face 
No  wonder  if  Date  me. 

**  Would  ye  retrieve  the  one? 

Try  and  make  plump  the  other ! 
When  Date*s  penanoe  is  done, 
Dabitur  helps  his  brother, 

^^Oidv,  beware  relapse !  ** 
The  Abbot  hnng  his  head. 
Til  is  befrgar  might  be  perhai>*« 
All  angel,  Luther  said. 
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A  LIGHT  WOMAN 

So  far  as  our  story  approaohes  the  end, 
Wluoh  do  you  pit^  the  moat  of  na  three  ?  — 

Myfneiid,  or  the  mistress  of  my  friend 
With  her  wanton  eyes,  or  me  ? 

My  friend  was  already  too  good  to  lose, 
And  seemed   in   the  w^y  ol   improvement 
yet. 
When  she  croaaed  his  path  with  her  hantinsp- 


And  orer  him  drew  her  net. 


When  I  saw  him  tanjcled  in  her  tofls, 
A  shame,  said  I,  if  she  adds  just  him 

To  her  nine-aad-ninety  other  spoib. 
The  hundredth  for  a  whim ! 

And  before  my  friend  be  whoDy  hers. 

How  easy  to  prore  to  him,  I  said. 
An  ea^le  *s  the  game  her  pride  prefers. 

Though  she  snaps  at  a  wren  instead  I 

So,  I  gSTS  her  eyes  my  own  eyes  to  take. 
My  nand  aonght  hers  as  in  earnest  need, 

And  ronnd  she  turned  for  my  noble  sake. 
And  gare  me  herself  indeed. 

The  eagle  am  I,  with  mr  fame  in  the  world. 
The  wren  is  be,  with  his  maiden  face. 

— You  look  away  and  your  lip  is  ouried  ? 
Patienoe,  a  moment's  spaoe  I 

For  see,  my  friend  goes  shaking  and  w4iite ; 

He  eyes  me  as  the  bi«ii1isk  : 
I  hare  turned,  it  appekra,  his  day  to  night. 

Eclipsing  his  sun*s  disk. 

And  I  did  it,  he  thinks,  as  a  very  tJiief : 
^*  Though    I   love   her  —  that,  he    eompre- 
hewls  ~"~ 

One  should  master  one*s  passions,  (lonre,  in  chief) 
And  be  kyal  to  one's  triends !  *' 

And  she,  -*she  lies  in  my  hand  as  tame 
As  a  pear  late  basking  orer  a  wall; 

Just  a  toaoh  to  try  and  off  it  came ; 
Tk  mina,— ean  i  let  it  fall? 


With  no  mind  to  eat  it.  that 's  the  wont  I 
Were  it  thrown  in  the  road,  would  the 
aasist? 

*T  WBS  quenching  a  dozen  blue-flies'  thirst 
When  I  gaye  its  stalk  a  twist. 


And  I,  — what  I  seem  to  my  friend,  yon 
What  I  soon  shall  seem  to   his  lore,  you 
rnsss: 

What!  seem  to  myself,  do  you  ask  of  me? 
No  hero,  I  eonless. 

T  is  aa  awkward  thing  to  play  widi  soak. 
And  matter  enough  toaave  one's  own : 

Tet  think  of  my  friend,  and  the  bumiBir  «mIs 
He  pUyed  with  for  bMs  of  atoBS  < 


One  likes  to  show  the  truth  for  the  truth  ; 

That  the  woman  was  light  is  very  true  : 
But  suppose   she   says,  —  Never    mind   that 
youth  I 

What  wrong  have  I  done  to  yon  ? 

Well,  anyhow,  here  the  story  stajrs. 

So  far  at  least  as  I  undeistand ; 
And,  Robert  firowntng,  you  writer  of  plays, 

Here 's  a  subjeet  made  to  your  hand  I 
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I  SAID  —  Then,  dearest,  siiice  't  is  so, 
Since  now  at  length  my  fate  I  know, 
Sinoe  nothing  all  my  love  avails. 
Since  all,  my  life  Memed  meant  for,  fails. 

Since  this  was  vrritten  and  needs  must  be  — 
My  whole  heart  rises  up  to  bless 
Your  name  in  pride  ana  thankfulness  I 
Take  back  the  hope  you  gave,  —  I  claim 
Only  a  memory  of  the  same, 
—  And  this  beside,  if  you  wm  not  blame. 

Your  leave  for  one  more  last  ride  with  me. 

My  mistrtsi  bent  that  brow  of  hers : 
Those  deep  dark  evea  where  pride  demurs 
When  pity  would  be  softening  throogh, 
Fixed  me  a  breathing-while  or  two 

With  life  or  death  in  the  balance :  right  1 
The  blood  replenished  me  again ; 
My  last  thought  was  at  least  not  vain : 
I  and  my  mistresB,  side  by  side 
Shall  be  together,  breathe  and  ride. 
So,  one  day  more  am  I  deified. 

Who  knows  bnt  the  world  may  end  to-night  t 

Hush  1  if  you  saw  some  western  cloud 

All  billowy-bosomed,  over-bowed 

By  many  benedietions  —  sun's 

And  moon's  and  evening-etar's  at  once  — 

And  so,  you,  looking  and  loving  best. 
Conscious  grew,  your  passion  drew 
Cloud,  sunset,  moonrise,  star«hine  too, 
Down  on  you,  near  and  vet  more  near. 
Till  flesh  must  fade  for  heaven  was  here  I  — 
Thus  leant  she  and  lingered  —  joy  and  fear  1 

Thus  lay  she  a  nuHnent  on  my  breast. 

Then  we  began  to  ride.    My  soul 
Smoothed  itself  out,  a  lomr-eraroped  seroU 
Freshening  and  fluttering  in  the  wind. 
Past  hopes  already  lay  behind. 

What  need  to  strive  with  a  life  awry  ? 
Had  I  said  that,  had  I  done  this, 
80  might  I  gain,  so  miglit  I  miss. 
Might  she  have  loved  me  ?  just  as  well 
She  might  have  hated,  who  can  tell  I 
Where  had  I  been  now  if  the  worst  bef eU  ? 

And  here  we  are  riding,  she  and  L 

Fail  I  alone,  in  words  and  deeds  ? 
Why,  all  men  strive,  and  who  sneeeeds? 
We  rode  ;  it  seened  my  spirit  flew. 
Saw  other  regions,  cities  new. 
As  the  world  rushed  by  on  either  ude. 
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I  thouffht,  —  AH  labor,  yet  no  h 
Bear  up  beneath  their  unsucoeflB. 
Look  at  the  end  of  work,  contrast 
The  petty  done,  the  undone  vast. 
This  present  of  theirs  with  the  hopeful  past  1 
I  hoped  she  would  love  me ;  here  we  ride. 

What  hand  and  brain  went  ever  paired  ? 
What  heart  alike  oonoeived  and  daied  ? 
What  act  proved  all  its  thought  had  been  ? 
What  will  but  felt  the  fleshly  screen  ? 

We  ride  and  I  see  her  bosom  heave. 
There  ^s  many  a  crown  for  who  can  reach. 
Ten  lines,  a  statesnuui's  life  in  each  ! 
The  flaer  stuck  on  a  heap  of  bones, 
A  soldier's  doinip !  what  atones  ? 
They  scratch  his  name  on  the  Abbey-stones. 

My  ridinif  is  better,  by  their  leave. 

What  does  it  all  mean,  poet  ?    Well, 
Your  brains  beat  into  rhythm,  you  tell 
What  we  felt  only ;  you  ezprened 
You  hold  thinca  beautiful  tne  best. 

And  place  them  in  rhyme  so,  side  bv  side. 
'T  is  something:,  nay  *t  is  much  :  but  then. 
Have  you  younelf  what  *8  Ixrat  for  men  ? 
Are  you  —  poor,  sick,  old  ere  your  time  — 
Nearer  one  whit  your  own  sublime 
Than  we  who  never  have  turned  a  rhyme  ? 

Sing,  ridinic  *s  a  joy  !    For  me,  I  ride. 

And  yon,  fn«at  sculptor — so,  you  gave 
A  scoro  of  years  to  Art,  her  slave. 
And  that  *b  your  Venus,  whence  we  turn 
To  jonder  ipri  that  fords  the  bum  I 

\  on  aoqmesoe,  and  shall  I  repine  ? 
What,  man  of  music,  you  grown  gray 
With  notes  and  nothing  else  to  say. 
Is  this  your  sole  praise  from  a  friend, 
^*  Oreatly  his  opera's  strains  intend. 
But  in  mnsiv  we  know  how  fashions  end  I  " 

I  irave  my  youth  ;  but  we  ride,  in  fine. 

Who  knows  what 's  fit  for  us  ?    Had  fate 
Proposed  bliss  here  should  sublimate 
My  being  —  had  I  signed  the  bond  — 
Still  one  mnst  lead  some  life  beycraid. 

Have  a  bliss  to  die  with,  dimAiescried. 
This  foot  once  planted  on  the  goal. 
This  glory-garland  round  my  soul. 
Could  I  descry  such  ?    Try  snd  test ! 
I  sink  back  shndd«*ring  from  the  quest. 
Earth  being  so  good,  would  heaven  spem  best  ? 

Now,  heaven  and  she  are  beyond  this  ride. 

And  yet  —  she  has  not  spoke  so  long ! 
What  if  heaven  bo  that,  fair  and  strong: 
At  life's  best,  with  our  eves  upturned 
Whither  life's  flower  is  first  discerned. 

We,  fixed  so,  ever  should  so  abide  ? 
What  if  we  still  ride  on,  we  two, 
With  life  forever  old  yet  new. 
Changed  not  in  kind  bnt  in  degree. 
The  instant  made  eternity,  — 
And  heaven  just  prove  that  I  and  she 

Ride,  ride  together,  forever  ride  ? 


THE  PIED   PIPER    OF  HAMELIN 

A  child's  story 

{Writttm/pr,  amd imuribed to^  IV  M,  ike  Y^nmgtr) 

Biacroady's  eldest  son  when  a  child  was  con- 
fined to  the  house  by  illness,  and  Browning 
wrote  this  jeu  iTetprii  to  amuse  the  child  and 
give  him  a  subject  for  illustrative  drawings. 


Hamrun  Town  's  in  Brunswick, 
Byf anions  Hanover  city ; 

The  river  Weser,  deep  and  wide. 

Washes  its  wall  on  the  southern  side  ; 

A  pleasanter  spot  you  never  spied  ; 
But.  when  begins  my  ditty. 

Almost  five  nundrod  years  ago. 

To  see  the  townsfolk  suffer  so 
From  vermin,  was  a  pity. 

II 

RatsI 
They  fotight  the  dogs  and  killed  th^oata, 

And  bit  the  habiiss  in  the  cradles. 
And  ate  the  cheeses  out  of  the  vats. 

And  licked  the  soup  from  the  cooks'  own 
ladles. 
Split  open  the  kegs  of  salted  sprats. 
Made  nests  inside  men^s  Sunday  hats. 
And  even  spoiled  the  women's  chats 

By  drownini^  their  speaking 

With  slirieking  and  sqneakmg 
In  fifty  differant  sharps  and  flats. 

Ill  • 

At  last  the  people  in  a  body 
To  the  Town  Hall  came  flocking : 
T  is  clear,"  cried  they,   **oar  Major  *s  » 

noddy; 

And  as  for  our  Corporarion  —  ahftftk^gy 
To  think  we  buy  gowns  lined  with  enuine 
For  dolts  that  can^t  or  won't  determine 
What 's  best  to  rid  ns  of  our  vermin  ! 
You  ho|ie,  because  you  'ra  old  and  obsae. 
To  find  in  the  f  uiry  civic  robe  ease  f 
Rouse  up,  sirs  1    Give  your  iHminsa  racking 
To  find  the  romedy  we  're  lacking, 
(h*,  sure  as  fate,  we  '11  send  yon  packing  *  ** 
At  this  the  Mayor  and  Corporation 
Quaked  with  a  mighty  oonsternataon. 


ii  t 


IV 

An  hour  they  sat  in  council ; 

At  length  the  Mayor  broke  silence : 
**  For  a  gnilder  I  'd  niy  ermine  gown  ssD, 

I  wish  I  were  a  mile  hence  ! 
It  *9  easy  to  bid  one  rack  one's  brain  — 
I  'm  sure  my  poor  head  aches  agaia, 
I  We  Hcratchea  it  so,  and  aU  in  vain. 
Oh  for  a  trap,  a  trap,  a  trao  I " 
Just  aa  he  said  this,  what  aooiild  hap 
At  the  chamber^oor  but  a  gentle  tap  ? 
"  Ble«  oa,^'  cried  the  M«m,  **  what  a  that  ?  * 
(With  Uie  Corporataon  aa  ne  aat, 
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Looking  little  though  wondrous  lat ; 
Nor  brighter  was  hu  eye,  nor  moifter 
Than  a  too-long-opened  oynterf 
.Save  when  at  noon  his  paunch  grew  mutinous 
For  a  plate  of  turtle  green  and  glutinous) 
*^  Only  a  seraping  of  shoes  on  the  mat  ? 
Anything  like  the  sound  of  a  rat 
Makes  my  heart  go  pit-a-pat !  ** 


**  Come    in  I  '*  —  the     Mayor    cried,    looking 

binrer  : 
And  in  aid  come  the  strangest  figure  I 
His  queer  long  coat  from  heel  to  iiead 
Was  naif  of  yellow  and  half  of  red, 
.•Vnd  he  himself  was  tall  and  thin. 
With  shari)  blue  e^es,  each  like  a  pin. 
And  light  loose  hair,  yet  swarthy  skin. 
No  tuft  on  cheek  nor  beard  on  chin,^ 
But  lips  where  smiles  went  out  and  in  ; 
There  was  no  guessing  his  kith  and  kin  : 
And  nobody  could  enough  admire 
The  tall  man  and  his  quaint  attire. 
Quoth  one :  "  It  ^s  as  my  great-grandsire, 
Starting  up  at  the  Trump  of  Doom's  tone, 
Had  walked  this  way  from  his  painted  tomb- 
stone!'* 

VI 

He  adranced  to  the  council-table  : 

And,  **  Please  your  honors/*  said  he,  *^I*m 

able, 
Bv  means  of  a  secret  charm,  to  draw 
All  creatures  living  beneath  the  sun, 
That  creep  or  swim  or  fly  or  run. 
After  me  so  as  you  never  saw  ! 
And  I  chiefly  use  my  charm 
f)n  creatures  that  do  people  harm, 
The  mole  and  toad  and  newt  and  viper ; 
And  people  call  me  the  Pied  Piper." 
And  nere  they  noticed  round  his  neck 
A  scarf  of  red  and  yellow  stripe. 
To  match  with  his  coat  of  the  seli-same  cheque ; 
And  at  the  scarTs  end  hung  a  pipe  ; 
And  his  fingers,  they  noticed,  were  ever  stray- 

.    ing    ^ 
As  if  impatient  to  be  playing 
Upon  this  pipe,  as  low  it  dangled 
Over  his  vesture  so  old-fangled.) 
**  Tet,'*  said  he,  ""  poor  niper  as  I  am. 
In  Tartary  I  freed  the  Cham, 
Last  June,  from  hU  huge  swarms  of  gnati ; 
I  eased  in  Asia  the  Nizam 
Of  a  monstrous  brood  of  vampire-bats : 
And  aa  for  what  your  brain  bewilders. 
If  I  can  rid  your  town  of  rats 
Will  you  give  me  a  thousand  guilders  ?  " 
**  One  ?^  fifty  thousand  1 "  —  was  the  exclama- 
tion 
Of  the  astonished  Mayor  and  Corporation. 

VI 1 

Into  the  street  the  Piper  stept, 

SmiKng  first  a  little  smile. 
Am  if  he  knew  what  magic  slept 

In  his  quiet  pipe  the  while  ; 
Then,  like  a  musical  adept. 
To  Uow  the  pipe  his  lips  oe  wrinkled, 


Aud  green  and  blue  his  sharp  eym  twinkled. 
Like  a  candle-flame  where  salt  is  sprinkled ; 
And  ere  three  shrill  notes  the  pipe  uttered. 
You  heard  as  if  an  army  muttered ; 
And  the  muttering  grew  to  a  grumbling ; 
And  the  grumbUi^  grew  to  a  mighty  rumbling ; 
And  out  of  the  houses  the  rats  came  tumbling. 
Great  rats,  small  rats,  lean  rats,  brawny  rats. 
Brown  rats,  black  rats,  gray  ratSj  tawny  rats. 
Grave  <^d  plodders,  gay  young  f  nskers, 

Fathers,  mothers,  undes,  cousins. 
Cocking  tails  and  pricking  whiskers. 

Families  by  tens  and  dozens. 
Brothers,  sisters,  husbands,  wives  — 
Followed  the  Piper  for  their  lives. 
From  street  to  street  he  piped  advancing, 
And  step  for  step  they  followed  dancing* 
Until  they  came  to  the  river  Weser, 
Wherein  all  plunged  and  perished  I 
— Save  one  who,  stout  as  Julius  Csasar, 
Swam  across  ana  lived  to  carry 
(Am  he,  the  manuscript  he  cherished) 
To  Rat-land  home  lus  commentary  : 
Which  was,  "'  At  the  first  shrill  notes  of  the 

nipe, 
I  heard  a  sound  as  of  scnming  tripe, 
And  putting  apples,  wonorous  ripe, 
Into  a  cider-press's  gripe  : 
And  a  moving  away  of  pickle-tab-boards. 
And  a  leaving  ajar  of  conserve-cupboards. 
And  a  drawing  the  c(»ks  of  train-oU-flasks, 
And  a  breaking  the  hoops  of  butteiH»sks : 
And  it  seemed  as  if  a  voice 
^weeter  far  than  by  harp  or  by  psaltery 
Is  breathed)  called  out,  '  Oh  rats,  rejoice  I 
The  world  is  grown  to  one  vast  drysalterv  1 
So  munch  on,  crunch  on,  take  your  nuneneon. 
Breakfast,  supper,  dinner,  luncheon  I  * 
And  just  as  a  oulk^  sugar-puncheon. 
All  ready  staved,  like  a  great  sun  shone. 
Glorious  scarce  an  inch  before  me. 
Just  aa  methoofidht  it  said,  '  Come,  bore  me  I ' 
—  I  foond  the  Weaer  rolling  o'er  me." 

VIIl 

Ton  should  have  heard  the  Hamelin  people 
Ringing  the  bells  till  they  rocked  the  steeple. 
*'  Go,"  cried  the  Mayor,  '*  and  get  long  poles. 
Poke  out  the  nests  and  block  up  Uie  holes ! 
Consult  with  carpenters  and  builders. 
And  leave  in  our  town  not  even  a  trace 
Of  the  rats  1 "  —  when  suddenly,  up  the  face 
Of  the  Piper  perked  in  the  market-place, 
With  a,  *' First,  if  you  please,  my  thousand 
guilders  1 " 

IX 

A  thousand  guilders !   Tlie  Mayor  looked  blue; 

So  did  the  Corporation  too. 

For  council  dinners  made  rare  havoc 

With  CUret,  Moselle,  Vm-de-Grave,  Hoek ; 

And  half  the  money  would  replenish 

Their  cellar's  biggest  butt  with  Rhenish. 

To  pay  this  sum  to  a  wandering  fellow 

With  a  gypsy  coat  of  red  and  yellow  t 

**  Beside,  '  quoth  the  Mayor  with  a  knowing 

"  Our  businesB  was  done  at  the  river's  brink  ; 
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We  saw  with  our  eyes  the  Termin  sink, 
And  what  V  dead  can't  come  to  life,  I  think. 
80,  friend,  we  *re  not  the  folks  to  shrink 
From  the  duty  of  giving  you  something  for 

drink, 
And  a  matter  of  money  to  put  in  yonr  poke ; 
But  as  for  the  guilders,  what  we  spoke 
Of  them,  as  yon  rery  well  know,  was  in  joke. 
Beside,  our  looses  have  made  us  thrifty. 
A  thousand  guilders  I    Come,  take  fifty  !  ** 

X 

The  Piper's  face  fell,  and  he  cried, 

**  No  tnfling !    I  canH  wait,  beside  I 

I  *ve  promised  to  visit  by  dinner  time 

Bagdat,  and  accept  the  prime 

Of  the  Head-Oook*s  pottage,  all  he  *s  rich  in. 

For  having  left,  in  the  Caliph^s  kitchen, 

Of  a  nest  of  scorpions  no  survivor: 

With  him  I  proved  no  bargain-driver. 

With  you,  dun*t  think  I  '11  bate  a  stiver  I 

And  folks  who  put  me  in  a  passion 

May  find  me  pipe  after  another  fashion." 

XI 

*'  How  ?  *'  cried  the  Mayor, ''  d*  to  think  I  brook 

Being  worse  treated  than  a  Cook  ? 

InsuRed  by  a  lazy  ribald 

With  idle  pipe  and  vesture  piebald  ? 

Ton  threaten  us,  fellow  ?    Do  your  worst. 

Blow  your  pipe  there  till  you  mint  I " 

XII 

Once  more  he  stept  into  the  street. 

And  to  his  lips  again 
Laid  his  long  pipe  of  smooth  straight  eaae ; 

And  ere  he  blew  three  notes  (such  tweet 
Soft  notes  as  yet  musician^s  cunning 

Never  gave  the  enraptured  air) 
There  was  a  rustling  that  seemed  like  a  bustling 
Of  merry  crowds  jnstling  at  pitching  and  hua- 
tling; 

Small  feet  were  pattering,  wooden  shoes  elat- 

little  luMBOiB  clapping  and  little  tongues  chatr 

And,  likelowls  in  a  farm-yard  when  barley  u 

aoalterinsr. 
Out  came  the  children  running. 
All  the  little  boys  and  girls. 
With  rosy  eheeks  and  flaxen  curls. 
And  sparaling  e^es  and  teeth  like  peark, 
Tripping  and  skipping,  ran  merrily  after 
The  wonderful  music  with  shouting  and  laugh- 
ter. 

XIII 

The  Mayor  was  dumb,  and  the  Council  stood 

As  if  they  were  changed  into  blocks  of  wood, 

Unable  to  move  a  step,  or  cry 

To  the  children  meml^  skipping  by, 

—  Could  only  follow  with  the  eye 

That  joyous  crowd  at  the  Piper*s  back. 

Bat  how  the  Mayor  was  on  the  rack. 

And  the  wretched  Councirs  bosoms  i><*at. 

As  the  Piper  turned  from  the  High  Street 

To  where  the  Weser  rolled  its  waters 

Right  in  the  way  of  their  sons  and  daughters  I 

However,  he  tnrned  fram  Soath  to  West, 


And  to  Koppelbeig  Hill  his  steps  addressed. 
And  after  him  the  children  pressed ; 
Oreat  was  the  joy  in  every  breast. 
*"  He  never  can  cross  that  mighty  top  I 
He  *s  forced  to  let  the  piping  drop. 
And  we  shall  see  our  cniJdren  stop  1  *' 
When,  lo,  as  they  reached  the  mountaia-side. 
A  wondrous  portsl  opened  wide. 
As  if  a  cavern  was  suddenly  hollowed ; 
And  the  Piper  advanced  and  the  children  fol- 
lowed. 
And  when  all  were  in  to  the  very  last. 
The  door  in  the  mountain-side  shut  fast. 
Did  I  sav,  all  ?    No  1    One  was  lame, 
And  ooiud  not  dance  the  whole  of  the  way ; 
And  in  after  vears,  if  you  would  blame 
His  sadness,  he  was  used  to  say,  — 
""  It 's  dull  in  our  town  since  my  playmates  left ! 
I  can*t  forget  that  I  'ni  bereft 
Of  all  the  pleasant  sights  they  see, 
Which  the  Piper  also  promised  me. 
For  he  led  us,  he  said,  to  a  jovous  land, 
Joining  the  town  and  just  at  hand. 
Where  waten  gushed  and  fruit-trees  grew 
And  flowers  put  forth  a  fairer  hue. 
And  eveiythmg  was  strange  and  new ; 
The  sparrows  were  brighter  than  peacocks  here. 
And  tlieir  dogs  outran  our  fallow  deer, 
And  honey-bees  had  lost  their  stings, 
And  horses  were  bom  with  eagles*  wings : 
And  just  as  I  became  assured 
My  laioe  foot  would  be  eujeedily  cured. 
The  music  stopped  and  I  stood  still, 
And  found  myself  outside  the  hill. 
Left  alone  against  my  will. 
To  go  now  limping  as  before. 
Ana  never  hear  of  that  country  more  I  '* 

XIV 

Alas,  alas  for  Hamelin ! 

There  came  into  many  a  bnigher*s  pale 

A  text  which  says  that  heaven^s  gate 

Opes  to  the  rich  afas  easy  rate 
As  the  needle  8  eye  takes  a  camel  in  t 
The  Mayor  sent  East,  West,  North  and  Soath. 
To  offer  the  Piper,  by  word  of  mouthy 

Wherever  it  was  men^s  lot  to  find  him, 
Silver  and  gold  to  his  heart's  content, 
H  he  M  only  return  the  way  he  went. 

And  brim:  the  children  behind  him. 
But  when  they  saw  *twas  a  lost  endeavor, 
And  Piper  and  dancers  were  gone  forever. 
They  made  a  decree  that  lawyers  never 

Should  think  their  records  dated  duly 
If,  after  the  day  of  the  month  and  year, 
These  words  did  not  as  well  appear, 
"  And  so  long  after  what  happened  here 

On  the  Twenty-second  of  July, 
Thirteen  hundred  and  seventy  nx :  ** 
And  the  better  in  memory  to  Bx 
The  place  of  the  children's  last  retreat. 
They  called  it,  the  Pied  Piper's  Street  — 
Where  any  one  playing  on  pipe  or  tabor 
Was  sure  for  the  future  to  lose  his  labor. 
Nor  suffered  they  hostelry  or  tavern 

To  shock  with  mirth  a  street  so  ""J^wm*  ; 
But  opposite  the  place  of  the  eaveni 

They  wrote  the  story  on  a  eolimm, 
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And  on  the  great  ehuroh-window  painted 

The  same,  to  make  the  world  acquainted 

How  their  children  were  stolen  away, 

And  there  it  stands  to  this  very  day. 

And  I  must  not  omit  to  say 

That  in  Transylvania  there  *s  a  tribe 

iH  alien  pecmle  who  ascribe 

The  outlandish  wa3rs  and  dress 

On  whieh  their  neighbors  lay -such  stress, 

To  their  fathers  and  mothers  having  risen 

(>nt  of  some  subterraneous  prison 

Into  whieh  they  were  trepanned 

Long  time  ago  in  a  mi^htv  band 

Out  of  Hamelin  town  m  Brunswick  land, 

But  how  or  why,  they  don't  understand. 

XV 

So,  \^^y,  let  me  and  you  be  wipers 

Of  scores  out  with  all  men  —  especially  pipers ! 

And,  whether  they  pipe  us  free  fnSm  rats  or 

fr6mmioe, 
If  we  've  promised  them  aught,  let  us  keep  our 

promise  1 


THE  FLIGHT   OF  THE  DUCHESS 

Hie  first  nine  sections  of  Uiis  poem  were 
printed  in  HooeTs  Magazine  for  April,  1845. 

The  poem  took  its  rise  from  a  line  —  **  Fol- 
lowing the  Queen  of  the  Gypsies,  O !  **  the  bur- 
den of  a  song  which  the  poet,  when  a  boy,  heard 
a  woman  singing  on  a  Guy  Fawkes*  Day,  As 
Browning  was  writing  it,  he  was  interrupted  by 
the  arrival  of  a  friend  on  some  important  busi- 
ness, which  drove  all  thoughts  of  the  Duchess, 
and  the  scheme  of  her  story,  out  of  the  poet^s 
head.  But  some  months  after  the  publication 
of  the  first  part,  when  he  was  staying  at  Bettis* 
field  Park,  in  Shropshire,  a  guest,  speaking  of 
eariy  winter,  said,  **  The  deer  had  already  to 
break  the  ice  in  the  pond."  On  thii  a  fancy 
•truck  the  poet,  and,  returning  home,  he  worked 
it  up  into  the  conclusion  of  the  poem  as  it  now 
stands. 


Tof7  *re  my  friend : 

I  was  the  man  the  Duke  spoke  to ; 

I  helped  the  Duchess  to  cast  off  his  yoke,  too ; 

So,  here 's  the  tale  from  beginning  to  end. 

My  friend  1 

II 

Ours  is  a  great  wild  country : 

If  von  climb  to  our  castle *s  top, 

I  aon*t  see  where  your  eye  can  stop : 

For  when  you  We  passed  the  cornfield  country. 

Where  vineyards  leave  off,  flocks  are  packed, 

And  sheep-range  leads  to  cattle-tract. 

And  cattle-tract  to  open-chase. 

And  open-chase  to  the  very  base 

Of  the  mountain  where,  at  a  funeral  pace. 

Round  about,  solemn  and  slow, 

One  by  one,  row  after  row, 


Up  and  up  the  pine-trees  go, 

So,  like  black  priests  up,  and  so 

Down  the  other  side  a^n 

To  another  greater,  wilder  country. 

That  *8  one  vast  red  drear  bumt-np  plain. 

Branched  through  and  through  with  many  a 

vein 
Whence  iron  ^s  dug.  and  copper  *s  dealt ; 
Look  right,  look  lett,  look  straight  before,  — 
Beneath  they  mine,  above  they  smelt. 
Copper-ore  and  iron-ore. 
And  forge  and  furnace  mould  and  melt. 
And  BO  on,  more  and  ever  more. 
Till  at  the  last,  for  a  bounding  belt. 
Comes  the  salt  sand  hoar  of  the  great  searshore, 
—  And  the  whole  is  our  Duke^s  country. 


Ill 


I  was  bom  the  day  this  present  Duke  was  — 

iAnd  O,  savB  the  song,  ere  I  was  old ! ) 
n  the  castle  where  the  other  Duke  was  — 
(When  I  was  happy  and  young,  not  old  I ) 
I  in  the  kennel,  ne  in  the  bower : 
We  are  of  like  age  to  an  hour. 
My  father  was  huntsman  in  that  day ; 
Who  has  not  heard  my  faUier  say 
That,  when  a  boar  was  brought  to  bay, 
Three  times,  four  times  out  of  five. 
With  his  huntspear  he  *d  contrive 
To  ffet  the  killing-place  transfixed. 
And  pin  him  true,  both  eyes  betwixt  ? 
And  that 's  why  the  old  Duke  would  rather 
He  lost  a  salt-pit  than  my  father, 
And  iQved  to  have  him  ever  in  call : 
That  *B  why  my  father  stood  in  the  nail 
When  the  old  Duke  brought  his  infant  out 
To  show  the  people,  and  while  they  passed 
The  wondrous  bantling  round  about. 
Was  first  to  start  at  the  outside  blast 
As  the  Kaiser^s  courier  blew  his  horn. 
Just  a  month  after  the  babe  was  bom. 
**  And,"  quoth  the  Kaiser^s  courier,  ^*  since 
The  Duke  has  gut  an  heir,  our  Prince 
Needs  the  Duke's  self  at  his  side  :  " 
The  Duke  looked  down  and  seemed  to  wince. 
But  he  thought  of  wars  o^er  the  world  wide. 
Castles  a-fire,  men  on  their  march. 
The  toppling  tower,  the  crashing  arch  ; 
And  up  ne  looked,  and  awhile  he  eyed 
The  row  of  crests  and  shields  and  bannen 
Of  all  achievements  after  all  manners. 
And  *''  ay,*'  said  the  Duke  with  a  surly  pride. 
The  more  was  his  comfort  when  he  diea 
At  next  jrear's  end,  in  a  velvet  suit. 
With  a  gilt  elove  on  his  hand,  his  foot 
In  a  silken  shoe  for  a  leather  boot, 
Pettiooated  like  a  herald. 
In  a  chamber  next  to  an  ante-room. 
Where  he  breathed  the  breath  of  page  and 
im. 


What  he  called  stink,  and  they,  perfume : 
—  They  should  have  set  him  on  rod  Berold 
Mad  with  pride,  like  fire  to  manage  1 
They  should  have  got  his  cheek  fresh  tannage 
Such  a  day  as  to-day  in  the  merry  sunshine! 
Had  they  stuck  on  his  fist  a  rougn-f  oot  merlin  I 
(Hark,  the  wind's  on  the  heath  at  its  game  ! 
Oh  for  a  noble  faloon-lanner 
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To  flap  each  broad  wing  like  a  banner, 

And  turn  in  the  wind,  and  danoe  like  flame  I) 

Had  they  broached  a  white-beer  eaak  from 

Berlin 
—  Or  if  ^oa  incline  to  peicribe  mere  wine 
Put  to  hia  lipe,  when  tney  saw  him  pine, 
A  cnp  of  onr  own  Moldavia  fine, 
Cotnar  for  instance,  green  as  May  sorrel 
And  Togy  with  sweet,  —  we  shall  not  quarrel. 

IV 

So,  at  home,  the  sick  tall  yellow  Duchess 

Was  left  with  the  infant  in  her  clutches. 

She  beins^  the  dansrhter  of  God  knows  who  : 

And  now  was  the  time  to  revisit  her  tribe. 

Abroad  and  afar  they  went,  the  two. 

And  let  our  people  rail  and  gibe 

At  the  empty  hall  and  extinguished  fire, 

As  loud  as  we  liked,  but  ever  in  vain. 

Till  after  long  yearn  we  had  our  desire. 

And  back  came  the  Duke  and  his  mother  again. 


And  he  came  back  the  pertest  little  ape 
That  ever  afiFronted  human  shape : 
Full  of  his  travel,  struck  at  himself. 
You  ^d  say,  he  despised  our  bluff  old  ways  ? 

—  Not  he !    For  in  Paris  they  told  the  elf 
Our  rough  North  land  was  the  Land  of  Lays, 
The  one  good  thing  left  in  evil  days: 

Since  the  Mid* Age  was  the  Heroic  lime, 
And  only  in  wildf  nooks  like  ours 
Could  you  taste  of  it  yet  as  in  its  prime. 
And  see  true  castles,  with  proper  towers. 
Young-hearted  women,  old-minded  men. 
And  manners  now  as  manners  were  then. 
So,  all  that  the  old  Dukes  had  been,  without 

knowing  it. 
This  Duke  would  fain  know  he  was,  without 

being  it; 
'T  was  not  for  the  joy's  self,  but  the  joy  of  his 

showing  it. 
Nor  for  the  pride's  self,  but  the  pride  of  onr 

seeing  it. 
He  revived  all  usages  thoroughly  worn-out. 
The  souls  of  them  fumed-forth,  the  hearts  of 

them  torn-out : 
And  chief  in  the  chase  his  neck  he  perilled. 
On  a  lathy  home,  all  legs  and  lengtn. 
With  blood  for  bone,  all  speed,  no  strength ; 

—  Thev  should  have  set  him  on  red  Berold 
With  the  red  eye  slow  consuming  in  fire. 
And  the  thin  stiff  ear  like  an  abbey  spire  ! 

VI 

Well,  such  as  he  was,  he  most  marry,  we  heard : 
And  out  of  a  convent,  at  the  word. 
Came  the  lady,  in  time  of  spring. 

—  Oh,  old  thoughts  they  cling,  they  cling  I 
That  day,  I  know,  with  a  dozen  oaths 

I  clad  mvself  in  thick  hunting-clothes 

Fit  for  the  chase  of  urochs  or  buffle 

In  winter-time  when  yon  need  to  muffle. 

But  the  Duke  had  a  mind  we  shonld  cut  a 

figure, 
And  so  we  saw  the  lady  arrive : 
My  friend,  I  have  seen  a  white  crane  bigger  I 
bhe  was  the  smallest  lady  alive. 


Made  in  a  piece  of  nature's  madneai. 

Too  small,  almost,  for  the  life  and  gtadi 

That  over-filled  her,  as  some  hive 

Out  of  the  bears'  reach  on  the  high  trees 

Is  crowded  with  its  safe  merry  bees : 

In  truth,  she  was  not  hard  to  please  1 

Up  she  looked,  down  she  looked,  ronnd  at  the 

mead. 
Straight  at  the  castle,  that 's  best  indeed 
To  look  at  from  outside  the  walls  : 
As  for  us,  styled  the  '*  serfs  and  thralls," 
She  as  much  thanked  me  as  if  she  had  said  it. 
(With  her  eyes,  do  yon  undeiataiHl  ?) 
Because  I  patted  her  horse  while  I  led  it ; 
And  Max,  who  rode  on  her  other  hand. 
Said,  no  bird  flew  past  but  she  inquired 
What  its  true    name  was,  nor  ever  seemed 

tired  — 
If  that  was  an  eag^e  she  saw  hover. 
And  the  green  and  gray  bird  on  the  field  wag 

the  plover. 
When  snddenlv  appeared  the  Duke  : 
And  as  down  she  sprun^p,  the  small  foot  pointed 
On  to  m^  hand,  —  as  with  a  rebuke, 
And  as  if  his  backbone  were  not  jointed. 
The  Duke  stepped  rather  aside  than  forward. 
And  welcomed  her  with  his  grandest  smile  ; 
And,  mind  von,  his  mother  ul  the  while 
Chilled  in  tne  rear,  like  a  wind  to  Nor'ward ; 
And  u]),  like  a  weary^  yawn,  with  its  pnlleya 
Went,  in  a  shriek,  tne  rusty  portcullis ; 
And,  like  a  glad  sky  the  nortn-wind  sullies. 
The  lady's  face  stopped  its  play. 
As  if  her  first  hair  had  grown  gray  ; 
For  such  things  must  b^n  some  one  day. 

VIl 

In  a  day  or  two  she  was  well  again  ; 

As  who  should  say,  **  Yon  labor  in  vain  I 

This  is  all  a  jest  against  God,  who  meant 

I  should  ever  be,  as  I  am,  content 

And  glad  in  his  sight ;  therefore,  glad  I  will 

be," 
So,  smiling  as  at  first  went  she. 

VIII 

She  was  active,  stirring,  all  fire  — 

Could  not  rest,  could  not  tire  — 

To  a  stone  she  might  have  given  life  \ 

(I  msrself  loved  once,  in  my  day) 

—  For  a  shepherd's,  miner  s,  huntamaa's  wife, 

(I  had  a  wife,  I  know  what  I  say) 

Never  in  all  the  world  such  an  one  I 

And  here  was  plenty  to  be  done. 

And  she  that  could  do  it,  great  or  small. 

She  was  to  do  nothing  at  all. 

There  was  already  this  man  in  his  post. 

This  in  his  station,  and  that  in  his  office. 

And  the  Duke's  plan  admitted  a  wife,  at  most. 

To  meet  his  eye,  with  the  other  trophies. 

Now  outside  the  hall,  now  in  it. 

To  sit  thus,  stand  thus,  see  and  be  seen. 

At  the  proper  place  in  the  proper  minute. 

And  die  away  the  life  between. 

And  it  was  amusing  enough,  each  infraction 

Of  rule  —  (but  for  after-sadness  that  oaaie) 

To  hear  the  consummate  self-eatisfaetion 

With  which  the  young  Duke  and  the  old  dame 
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Would  let  her  adyiae,  and  eritieifle, 

And,  beinff  a  fool,  instmct  the  wiae, 

And,  ehila-like,  paroel  oat  praise  or  Uame : 

They  bore  it  all  in  oomplaeent  suiw^ 

Aa  tnoush  an  artificer,  after  contrivniflr 

A  whed-work  image  as  if  it  were  U^ing,  ^ 

ishonld  find  with  delight  it  oonld  motion  to 

strike  him! 
So  found  the  Duke,  and  hia  mother  like  him : 
The  ladjr  hardly  got  a  rebuff— 
That  had  not  been  contemptnoos  enough, 
With  his  onrwd  smirk,  as  ne  nodded  applause, 
And  kept  off  the  old  mothernsat^s  claws. 

IX 

So,  the  fittle  lady  grew  silent  and  thin, 

inkling  and  ever  paline, 
As  the  way  is  with  a  hid  chagrin : 

And  the  Duke  perceived  that  she  was  ailing. 
And  said  in  his  heart,  **  *T  is  done  to  spite  me, 
But  I  shall  find  in  my  power  to  right  me  !  *' 
Don*t  swear,  friend  I    The  old  one,  many  a 

year. 
Is  in  helL,  and  the  Dnke's  self  .  .  .  yon  shall 
hear. 

X 

Well,  eariy  in  antnmn,  at  fint  winter-warning. 
When  Uie  stag  had  to  break  with  his  foot,  of  a 

^  morning, 
A  drinking-hole  ont  of  the  fresh  tender  iee 
That  covered  the  pond  till  the  sun,  in  a  trice, 
Loosening  it,  let  out  a  ripple  of  gold. 
And  another  and  another,  and  faster  and  faster, 
lillf  dimpling  to  blindness,  the  wide  water 

rolled : 
Then  it  so  chanced  that  the  Dnke  our  master^ 
A^k^y*    himself  what  were    the   pleasures   in 


And  found,  since  the  calendar  bade  him  be 
hearty. 

He  should  do  the  Middle  Age  no  treason 

In  resolting  on  a  hnnting-party. 

Always  provided,  old  b<wks  showed  the  way  of 
it! 

What  meant  old  poets  by  their  strictures  ? 

And  when  old  poets  had  said  their  say  of  it. 

How  tani^t  old  painters  in  their  pictures  ? 

We  must  revert  to  the  proper  channels. 

Workings  in  tapestry,  paintings  on  panels. 

And  gather  up  wooacraft^s  anthentio  tradi- 
tions: 

Here  was  food  for  our  various  ambitions, 

Aa  on  each  case,  exactly  stated  — 

To  enooniage  your  dog,  now,  the  properest 
diirTup, 

Or  beat  prayer  to  Saint  Hubert  on  mounting 
vour  stirrup  — 

We  of  the  household  took  thought  and  de- 
bated. 

Bleased  was  he  whose  back  ached  with  the  jerkin 

Hia  sire  was  wont  to  do  forest-work  in ; 

Bleaseder  he  who  nobly  stmk  ^'  ohs  " 

And  **  aha  "  while  he  tugged  on  his  grandsire's 
trunk-hose  ; 

What  ngnified  hats  if  thev  had  no  rims  on, 

fiaeh  aUmehing  before  ana  behind  like  the  scal- 
lop. 


And  able  to  serve  at  sea  for  a  shallop. 
Loaded  with  lacquer  and  looped  wiui  erimson  ? 
So  that  the  deer  now,  to  make  a  short  rhyme 

on  *t. 
What  with  our  Venerers,  Priekers  and  Verder- 

ers. 
Might  hope  for  real  hunters  at  length  and  not 

murderers. 
And  oh  the  Duke*8  tailor,  he  had  a  hot  time 

on'tl 

XI 

Now  you  must  know  that  when  the  first  di2zi- 


Of  flap^hats  and  bnff'KXMits  and  jack-boots  sub- 
sided, 
The  Duke    put  this  question,  ''The  Duke's 

part  provided. 
Had  not  the  Duchess  some  share  in  the  busi- 
ness?*' 
For  out  of  the  mouth  of  two  or  three  witnesses 
Did  he  establish  all  fit-or-unfitneaaes  : 
And,  after  much  laying  of  heads  together. 
Somebody's  cap  got  a  notable  feather 
Bv  the  announcement  with  proper  unction 
That  he  had  discovered  the  lady's  function  ; 
Since  ancient  authors  gave  this  tenet, 
^'  When  horns  wind  a  mort  and  the  deer  is  at 

siege. 
Let  the  dame  of  the  castle  prick  forth  on  her 

jennet. 
And,  with  water  to  wash  the  hands  of  her  liege 
In  a  clean  ewer  with  a  fair  towelling, 
Let  her  preside  at  the  disembowelling." 
Now,  my  friend,  if  you  had  so  little  religion 
As  to  catch  a  hawk,  some  falcon-lanner. 
And  thrust  her  broad  wings  like  a  banner 
Into  a  coop  f <v  a  vulgar  pigeon  ; 
And  if  day  by  day  and  week  bv  week 
You  cut  her  daws,  and  sealed  her  eyes. 
And  clipped  her  wings,  and  tied  her  beak. 
Would  it  cause  you  any  great  surprise 
If,  when  you  decided  to  give  her  an  airing. 
You  fomid  she  needed  a  uttle  preparing  ? 
—  I  say,  should  you  be  such  a  curmud|rBon, 
If  she  clung  to  the  perch,  as  to  take  it  in  dud- 
geon? 
Yet  when  the  Duke  to  his  lady  signified. 
Just  a  day  before,  as  he  judged  most  dignified. 
In  what  a  pleasure  she  was  to  participate,  — 
And,  instead  of  leM)ing  wide  in  flashes. 
Her  eyes  just  lifted  their  long  lashes. 
As  if  pressed  by  fatigue  even  he  could  not  dissi- 
pate. 
And    duly   acknowledged    the    Duke's   foie> 

thought. 
But  spoke  of  her  health,  if  her  health  were 

worth  aught. 
Of  the  weight  by  day  and  the  watch  by  night. 
And  much  wrong  now  that  used  to  be  right. 
So,  thanking  him,  declined  the  hunting,  — 
Was  conduct  ever  more  affronting  ? 
With  all  the  ceremony  settled  — 
With  the  towel  ready,  and  the  sewer 
Polishing  up  his  oldest  ewer. 
And  the  jennet  pitched  upon,  a  piebald. 
Black-barred,   cream-coated    and    pink    eye- 
baUed,  — 
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No  wonder  if  the  I>nke  was  nettled  1 
And  when  she  persisted  nevertheless,  — 
Well,  I  snmKiBe  here  *s  the  time  to  confess 
That  there  ran  half  round  our  lady's  chamher 
A  halcony  none  of  the  luudest  to  clamber : 
And  that  Jacynth  the  tire-woman,  ready  in 

waiting. 
Stayed  in  caU  outside,  what  need  of  relating:  ? 
And  since  Jacynth  was  like  a  June  rose,  why,  a 

fervent 
Adorer  of  Jacjmth  of  course  was  your  servant ; 
And  if  she  had  the  habit  to  peep  througrh  the 

casement. 
How  could  I  keep  at  any  vast  distance  ? 
And  so,  as  I  say,  on  the  lady's  petsistence. 
The  Duke,  dumb-stricken  with  amazement. 
Stood  for  a  while  in  a  sultry  smother. 
And  then,  with  a  smile  that  partook  of  the  aw- 
ful. 
Turned  her  over  to  his  vellow  mother 
To  learn  what  was  held  decorous  and  lawful ; 
And  the  mother  smelt  blood  with  a  cat-like 

instinct. 
As  her  cheek  quick  whitened  through  all  its 

quinoe-tinct. 
Oh,  but  the  lady  heard  the  whole  truth  at  once  I 
What   meant   she?  — Who   was  she?— Her 

duty  and  station. 
The  wisdom  of  ag«  and  the  folly  of  youth,  at 

once. 
Its  decent  regard  and  its  fitting  relation  -^ 
In  brief,  my  friend,  set  all  the  devils  in  hell 

free 
And  turn  them  out  to  carouse  in  a  belfry 
And  treat  the  priests  to  a  fifty-part  canon. 
And  then  yon  may  guess  how  that  totigue  of 

hers  ran  on! 
Well,  somehow  or  other  it  ended  at  last 
And,  licking  her  whiskers,  out  she  nniwed ; 
And  after  her,  —  makin^r  (he  hoped)  a  face 
Like  Emperor  Nero  or  Sultan  Saladin, 
Stalked  the  Duke^s  self  with  the  austere  grace 
C>f  ancient  hero  or  modem  paladin. 
From  door  to  stairrase  —  oh  such  a  solemn 
Unbending  of  the  vertebral  colunm  ! 

XII 

However,  at  sunrise  our  compaa]r  mustentd ; 
And  here  was  the  huntsman  bidding  unken- 
nel. 
And  there  ^neath  his  bonnet  the  pricker  blus- 
tered, 
With  feather  dank  as  a  bough  of  wet  fennel ; 
For  the  court-yard  walls  were  filled  with  fc^ 
You  might  have  cnt  as  an  axe  chops  a  log  -  - 
Like  ao  much  wool  for  color  and  bnlkinefls  ; 
And  out  rode  the  Duke  in  a  perfect  nulkiness. 
Since,  before  break fawt.  a  man  fee  1m  but  queasily, 
And  a  sinking  at  the  lower  abdomen 
Begins  the  dav  with  indifferent  omen. 
And  lo,  as  he  looked  around  uneasily. 
The  sun  ploughed  the  fog  up  and  drove  it  asnit- 

der 
This  way  and  that  from  the  valley  under ; 
And,  looking  through  the  court-yard  arch, 
Down  in  the  valley,  what  should  meet  him 
But  a  troop  of  Gypsies  on  their  march  ? 
No  doubt  with  tlie  annual  gifts  to  greet  him. 


xin 

Now,  in  your  land,  Gypsies  reach  yon,  only 

After  reaching  all  lands  beside ; 

North  thev  go,  South   they  go,  trooping   or 

lonely. 
And  still,  as  thev  travel  far  and  wide. 
Catch  they  and  keep  now  a  trace  here,  a  trace 

there. 
That  puts  you  in  mind  of  a  place  here,  a  place 

there. 
But  with  us,  I  believe  they  tjae  out  «if  ths 

ground. 
And  nowhere  else,  I  take  it,  are  found 
With  the  earth-tint  yet  so  freslily  embrowned : 
Bom,  no  doubt,  like  insects  which  breed  on 
The  very  fruit  they  are  meant  to  feed  on. 
For  the  earth  —  not  a  use  to  which  they  don't 

turn  it, 
The  ore  that  grows  in  the  mountain's  womb. 
Or  the  sand  in  the  pits  like  a  honeycomb. 
They  sift  and  soften  it,  bake  it  and  bum  it  — 
Whether  they  weld  you,  for  instance,  a  snaffl«' 
With  side-bars  never  a  brute  can  baiRe ; 
Or  a  lock  that  *s  a  puzzle  of  wards  within  wards ; 
Or,  if  your  coitus  forefoot  inclines  to  curve  in- 
wards. 
Horseshoes  they  hammer  which  turn  on  a  swivel 
And  won't  allow  the  hoof  to  shrivel. 
Then  they  cast  bells  like  the  shell  of  the  winkle 
That  keep  a  stout  heart  in  the  nun  with  their 

tinkle ; 
But  the  sand  —  they  pinch  and  pound  it  like 

otters; 
Commend  me  to  Gypsy  glass  makers  and  pot- 
ters I 
Glasses  they  '11  blow  you,  crystal-dear. 
Where  just  a  faint  cloud  of  rose  shall  appenr. 
As  if  in  pure  water  you  dropped  and  let  die 
A  bruised  black-blooded  mulberiy ; 
And  that  other  sort,  their  crowning  pride. 
With  loiw  white  threads  distinct  inside. 
Like  the  lake-flower's  fibrous  roots  which  dangle 
Loose  such  a  length  and  never  tangle. 
Where  the  bold  sword-lily  cuts  the  clear  waters. 
And  the  cup-lily  couches  with  all  the  white 

dauffhters: 
Such  are  the  works  they  put  their  hand  to. 
The  uses  they  turn  and  twbt  inm  and  saad  to. 
And  these  made  the  troop,  which  our  Duke  anwr 

sally 
Toward  his  castle  from  out  of  the  vallev. 
Men  and  women,  like  new-hatched  spiders. 
Come  out  with  the  morning  to  greet  our 
And  up  thev  womid  till  they  reached  the 
Wlier(*at  all  stopped  save  one,  a  witch 
That  I  knew,  as  she  hobbled  from  the  gronp. 
By  her  gait  directly  and  her  stoop, 
L  whom  Jscjmth  was  used  to  importune 
To  let  that  same  witch  tell  us  our  fortune. 
The  oldest  Gypsy  then  above  ground ; 
And,  sure  as  the  autumn  season  eame  ronnd« 
She  paid  us  a  visit  for  profit  or  pastime. 
And  every  time,  ss  she  swore,  for  the  last  tixB»«* 
And  presently  she  was  seen  to  sidle 
Up  to  the  Duke  till  she  touched  His  bridle. 
So  that  the  horse  of  a  sudden  reared  up 
As  under  its  nose  the  old  witch  peered  up 
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With  her  woriKont  eyes,  or  rather  eye-holee 

Of  no  uae  now  bot  to  gather  brine, 

And  began  a  kind  of  level  whine 

Such  as  they  nee  to  sing  to  their  riola 

When  their  ditties  they  go  grinding 

Up  and  down  with  nobody  minding : 

And  then,  as  of  old,  at  the  end  of  the  hmnming 

Her  tisual  presents  were  f  orthooniing 

—  A  dog^whistle  blowing  the  fiercest  of  trebles, 

(Jnst  a  sea-shore  stone  holding  a  dozen  fine 

pebbles,) 
Or  a  porcelain  mouthpiece  to  screw  on  a  pipe- 
end,  — 
And  so  she  awaited  her  annual  stipend. 
But  this  time,  the  Duke  would  scarcely  vouch- 
safe 
A  word  in  roply :  and  in  rain  she  felt 
With  twitehiiig  nngers  at  her  belt 
For  the  purse  of  sleek  pine-marten  pelt, 
Ready  to  put  what  he  gave  in  her  pouch  safe,  — 
Till,  either  to  ouicken  his  apprehension, 
Or  possibly  with  an  after-intention, 
She  was  come,  she  said,  to  pav  her  duty 
To  the  new  Duehess,  the  youthful  beauty. 
No  sooner  had  she  named  his  lady. 
Than  a  shine  lit  up  the  face  so  shadv, 
And  its  smirk  returned  with  a  novel  meaning  — 
For  it  struck  him,  the  babe  jost  wanted  wean- 
ing; 
If  one  gave  her  a  taste  of  what  life  was  and 

sorrow. 
She.  foolish  to-day,  would  be  wiser  to-morrow ; 
Ana  who  so  fit  a  teacher  of  trouble 
As  this  sordid  crone  bent  well-nigh  double  ? 
So,  glancing  at  her  wolf -skin  vesture, 
(If  such  it  was,  for  they  grow  so  hirsute 
That  their  own  fleece  serves  for  natural  fur- 
suit) 
He  was  contrasting,  't  was  plain  from  his  ges- 
ture. 
The  life  of  the  lady  so  flower-like  and  delicate 
With  the  loathsome  squalor  of  this  helioat. 
I,  in  brief,  was  the  man  the  Duke  beckoned 
From  out  of  the  throng,  and  while  I  drew  near 
He  told  the  crone  —  as  I  since  have  reckoned 
Bv  the  way  he  bent  and  spoke  into  her  ear 
With  eirenmspection  and  mystery  — 
The  main  of  the  lady>  history, 
Her  frowardness  ana  ingratitude : 
And  for  all  the  crone^s  submissive  attitude 
I  oould  see  round  her  mouth  the  loose  pUuts 

tightening. 
And    her   brow   with   assenting    intelligenoe 

brightening. 
As  though  she  engaged  with  hearty  goodwill 
Whatever  he  now  might  enjoin  to  fnifil, 
And  promised  the  laay  a  thorough  frightening. 
And  so,  just  fpving  her  a  elimpse 
Of  a  pnne,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  imps 
The  wing  of  the  hawk  that  shaU  fetch  the  hem- 

shaw. 
He  bade  me  take  the  Gjrpsy  mother 
And  set  her  telling  some  stonr  or  other 
Of  hill  or  dale,  oak-wood  or  temshaw. 
To  while  awav  a  weary  hour 
For  the  lady  left  alone  in  her  bower. 
Whose  mind  and  body  craved  exertion 
And  yet  dbrank  from  all  better  diversion. 
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Then   clapping  heel  to  his   horse,  the   mere 

ourveter, 
Out  rode  the  Duke,  and  after  his  hollo 
Horses  and  hounds  swept,  huntsman  and  servi- 
tor, 
And  back  I  turned  and  bade  the  crone  follow. 
And  what  makes  roe  confident  what^s  to  be 

told  you 
Had  all  along  been  of  this  crone's  devising. 
Is,  that,  on  looking  round  sharply,  behold  you, 
There  was  a  novelty  quick  as  surprising : 
For  first,  she  had  shot  up  a  full  head  in  stature, 
And  her  step  kept  pace  with  mine  nor  faltered, 
As  if  age  hsd  forefpne  its  usurpature. 
And  the  u^ioble  mien  was  wholly  altered. 
And  the  face  looked  quite  of  another  nature. 
And  the  change   reached  too,  whatever   the 

change  meant. 
Her  shaggy  wolf-skin  cloak's  arrangement : 
Fur  where  its  tatters  hung  loose  like  sedges, 
Qoid  coins  were  glittering  on  the  edges. 
Like  the  band-roll  strunsr  with  tomans 
Which  proves  the  veil  a  reraian  woman's: 
And  under  her  brow,  like  a  snail's  horns  newly 
Gome  out  as  after  the  rain  he  paces, 
Two  unmistakable  eye-points  duly 
Live  and  aware  looked  out  of  their  places. 
So,  we  went  and  found  Jacynth  at  tne  entry 
Of  the  lady's  chamber  standing  sentry ; 
I  told  the  command  and  produced  my  com- 
panion. 
And  Jacjmth  rejoiced  to  admit  any  one. 
For  since  last  night,  by  the  same  token. 
Not  a  single  wora  had  the  lady  spoken : 
The^  went  in  both  to  the  presence  together, 
While  I  in  the  balcony  watched  the  weather. 

XV 

And  now,  what  took  place  at  the  verjr  first  of  all, 

I  cannot  tell,  as  I  never  could  learn  it : 

Jacynth  constantly  wished  a  curse  to  fall 

On  that  little  head  of  hers  and  bum  it. 

If  she  knew  how  she  came  to  drop  so  soundly 

Asleep  of  a  sudden  and  there  continue 

The  whole  time  sleeping  as  profoundly^ 

As  one  of  the  boars  my  father  would  pin  yon 

'Twixt  the  eyes  where  life  holds  garrison, 

— Jacynth  forgive  me  the  comparison ! 

But  where  I  begin  my  own  narration 

Is  a  little  after  I  took  my  station 

To  breathe  the  fresh  air  from  the  balcony, 

And,  having  in  those  days  a  falcon  eye, 

To  follow  the  hunt  through  the  open  country, 

From  where  the  bushes  thinlier  crested 

The  hillocks,  to  a  plain  where 's  not  one  tree. 

When,  in  a  moment,  my  ear  was  arrested 

By  —  was  it  singing,  or  was  it  sasring. 

Or  a  strange  musical  instrument  pUying 

In  the  chamber  ?  —  and  to  be  certain 

I  pushed  the  lattice,  pulled  the  curtain, 

And  there  lay  Jacynth  asleep, 

Yet  as  if  a  watch  she  tried  to  keep. 

In  a  rosy  sleep  along  the  floor 

With  her  head  against  the  door  ; 

While  in  the  miast,  on  the  seat  of  stat4>. 

Was  aqneen  — the  Ghrpsy  woman  late. 
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With  head  and  faoe  downbent 

Ou  the  kuly  *b  head  and  faoe  intent : 

For,  ooiled  at  her  feet  like  a  child  at  eaae, 

The  lady  sat  between  her  knees. 

And  o^er  them  the  lady*e  clasped  hands  met, 

And  on  those  hands  her  chin  was  set, 

And  her  nptomed  face  met  the  face  of  the  crone 

Wherein  the  eves  had  grown  and  grown 

As  if  she  oonla  double  and  quadruple 

At  pleasure  the  play  of  either  pupil 

—  Very  like,  by  her  hands*  slow  fanning, 
As  up  and  down  like  a  gor^row^s  tiappen 
The^  moved  to  measure,  or  bell  dappers. 
I  said,  ""  Is  it  bleasiug,  is  it  banning. 

Do  theT  applaud  you  or  burlesque  you  — 
Those  hanas  and  fingers  with  no  flesh  on  ?  ** 
But,  just  as  I  thought  to  spring  in  to  the  rescue. 
At  once  I  was  stopped  by  the  lady^s  expression : 
For  it  was  life  her  eves  were  drinking 
From  the  crone^s  wiae  pair  above  unwinking, 

—  Life's  pure  fire  received  without  shrinking* 
Into  the  heart  and  breast  whose  heaving 
Told  you  no  single  drop  they  were  leaving, 

—  Life,  that  filling  her.  passed  redundant 
Into  her  very  luur,  back  swerving 

Over  each  shoulder,  loose  and  abundant, 

As  her  head  thrown  back  showed  the  white 

throat  curving ; 
And  the  veiy  treases  shared  in  the  pleasure, 
Moviiw  to  the  mystic  measure, 
Bonnmng  as  the  bosom  bounded. 
I  stofmed  short,  more  and  more  oonfoonded. 
As  still  her  cheeks  burned  and  eyes  glistened. 
As  she  listened  and  she  listened : 
When  all  at  once  a  hand  detained  me, 
The  selfsune  contagion  giuned  me. 
And  I  kept  time  to  the  wondrous  chime. 
Making  out  words  and  prose  and  rhjrme. 
Till  it  seemed  that  the  music  furled 
Its  wings  like  a  task  fulfilled,  and  dropped 
From  mider  the  words  it  first  had  propped. 
And  left  them  midway  in  the  world : 
Word  took  word  as  hand  takes  hand, 
I  could  hear  at  last,  and  understand. 
And  when  I  held  the  unbroken  thread. 
The  Gypsy  said :  — 

**  And  so  at  last  we  find  my  tribe. 

And  so  I  set  thee  in  the  midst. 

And  to  one  and  all  of  thein  describe 

What  thou  saidst  and  what  thou  didst. 

Our  long  and  terrible  jounipy  through. 

And  all  thou  art  ready  to  say  and  oo 

In  the  trials  that  remain  : 

I  trace  them  the  vein  and  the  other  vein 

That  meet  on  thy  brow  and  part  again. 

Making  our  rapid  mystic  mark  ; 

And  I  bid  my  people  prove  and  probe 

Each  eye's  protoimd  and  glorious  globe 

Till  they  detect  the  kindred  spark 

In  those  depths  so  dear  and  dark. 

Like  the  spots  that  snap  and  burst  and  flee. 

Circling  over  the  midnight  sea. 

And  on  that  round  jroung  cheek  of  thine 

I  make  them  recognize  the  tinge. 

As  when  of  the  costly  scarlet  wine 

They  drip  so  much  as  will  impimre 

And  sprrad  in  a  thinnest  scale  afloat 


One  thick  gold  drop  from  the  olive's  ooat 

Over  a  silver  plate  whose  sheen 

Still  through  the  mixture  shall  be  seen. 

For  so  I  prove  thee,  to  one  and  all, 

fit,  when  m^  people  ope  their  breast. 

To  see  the  sign,  aiMl  hear  the  call, 

And  take  the  vow,  and  i^and  the  test 

Which  adds  one  more  child  to  the  rest  — 

When  the  breast  is  bare  and  the  arms  are  wide, 

And  the  world  is  left  outside. 

For  there  is  probation  to  decree^ 

And  manv  and  long  must  the  tnals  be 

Thou  shalt  victoriously  endure. 

If  that  brow  is  true  and  those  eyes  are  sura ; 

Like  a  jewel-finder's  fierce  assay 

Of  the  prize  he  dug  from  its  mountain  tomb  *- 

Let  once  the  vindicatiiy  ray 

Leap  out  amid  the  anxious  gloom. 

And  steel  and  fire  have  done  their  part 

And  the  prize  falls  on  its  finder's  heart ; 

So.  trial  after  trial  past, 

W^ilt  thou  fall  at  the  very  last 

Breathless,  half  in  trance 

With  the  thrill  of  the  great  deliveranos. 

Into  our  arms  foreverroore ; 

And  thou  shalt  know,  those  arms  oooe  cuHed 

About  thee,  what  we  knew  before. 

How  love  Lb  the  onlv  good  in  the  world. 

Henceforth  be  lovea  as  heart  can  love. 

Or  brain  devise,  or  hand  approve  I 

Stand  up,  look  below. 

It  is  our  life  at  thy  feet  we  throw 

To  step  with  into  light  and  joy ; 

Not  a  power  of  life  out  we  employ 

To  satisfy  thy  nature's  want ; 

Art  thou  the  tree  that  props  the  plant. 

Or  the  climbing  plant  that  seeks  the  tree  — 

Canst  thou  help  us,  must  we  help  thee  ? 

If  any  two  creatures  grew  into  one. 

They  would  do  more  tlian  the  world  has  done ; 

Though  each  apart  were  never  so  weak. 

Ye  vainlv  through  the  world  should  seek 

For  the  Knowledge  and  the  mi^ht 

Which  in  such  union  grew  their  right : 

So,  to  approach  at  least  that  end. 

And  blend,  —  as  much  as  may  be,  blend 

Thee  with  us  or  us  with  thee,  — 

As  climbing  plant  or  propping  tree. 

Shall  some  one  deck  thee,  over  and  down^ 

Up  and  about,  with  blossoms  and  leaves  ? 

Fix  his  heart's  fruit  for  thy  garland-crown. 

Cling  with  his  soul  as  the  gourd-vine  cleaves, 

Die  on  thy  boughs  and  disappear 

While  not  a  leaf  of  thine  is  sere  ? 

Or  is  the  other  fate  in  store. 

And  art  thou  fitted  to  adore. 

To  eive  thy  wondrous  self  away. 

Ana  take  a  stronger  nature^s  sway  ? 

I  foresee  and  could  foretell 

Thy  future  portion,  sure  and  well : 

But  those  passionate  eyes  speak  true,  spsttk 

true. 
Let  them  say  what  thou  shalt  do  I 
Only  be  sure  thy  daily  life. 
In  its  peace  or  in  its  strife. 
Never  shall  be  unobserved  ; 
We  pursue  th^  whole  career. 
And  hope  for  it,  or  doubt,  or  faar,  — 
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Lo,  hast  thou  kept  thy  path  or  swerved, 
We  are  beside  thee  in  all  thy  ways. 
With  our  blame,  with  our  praise. 
Our  shame  to  feel,  our  jpriae  to  snow, 
Glad,  angry  —  but  indifferent,  no  1 
Wliether  it  be  thy  lot  to  go, 
For  the  good  of  us  all,  where  the  haters  meet 
In  Uie  crowded  city^s  horrible  street ; 
Or  thou  step  alone  through  the  morass 
Where  nerer  sound  yet  was 
Save  the  dr^  quick  clap  of  the  stork's  bill. 
For  the  air  is  still,  and  the  water  still. 
When  the  blue  breast  of  the  dipping  ooot 
Dives  under,  and  all  is  mute. 
So,  at  the  last  shall  come  old  age, 
Decrepit  as  befits  that  sta^ ; 
How  else  wouldst  thou  retire  apart 
With  the  hoarded  memories  of  thy  heart. 
And  gather  all  to  the  very  least 
Of  the  fragments  of  life's  earlier  feast, 
Let  faJl  tlm>ngh  ea^mess  to  find 
The  crowning  dainties  yet  behind  ? 
Ponder  on  the  entire  past 
,  Laid  together  thus  at  last. 
When  tLe  tvrilight  helps  to  fuse 
The  first  fredi  with  the  faded  hues. 
And  the  outline  of  the  whole. 
As  round  eve's  shades  their  framework  roll, 
Grandly  fronts  for  onoe  thv  soul. 
And  then  as,  'mid  the  dark,  a  gleam 
Of  yet  another  morning  breaks. 
And  like  the  hand  which  ends  a  dream. 
Death,  with  the  might  of  his  sunbeam. 
Touches  the  flesh  and  the  soul  awakes. 
Then  "  — 

Av,  then  indeed  something  would  happen  ! 
But  what  ?     For  here  her  voice  changed  hke  a 

bird's; 
There  grew  more  of  the  mnsio  and  less  of  the 

words; 
Had  Jaoynth  only  been  by  me  to  dao  pen 
To  paper  and  put  you  down  every  syllable 
Witti  those  clever  olerklv  fingers. 
All  I  've  forgotten  as  well  as  what  lingeis 
In  this  old  brain  of  mine  that 's  but  ill  able 
To  give  you  even  this  poor  version 
Of  the  speech  I  spoil,  as  it  were,  with  stammer- 

—  More  fault  of  those  who  had  the  hammering 

Of  prosody  into  me  and  syntax, 

And  did  it,  not  with  hobnails  but  tintacks ! 

But  to  return  from  this  excursion,  — 

Just,  do  you  mark,  when  the  song  was  sweetest. 

The  peaoe  most  deep  and  the  charm  eompletest, 

There  came,  shall  I  say,  a  snap  — 

And  the  oharm  vanished  1 

And  my  sense  returned,  so  strangely  banished. 

And,  starting  as  from  a  nap, 

I  knew  the  erone  was  bewitching  my  lady. 

With  Jaeynth  asleep ;  and  but  one  spring  miade  I 

Down  from  the  casement,  round  to  the  portal. 

Another  minute  and  I  had  entered. — 

When  the  door  opened,  and  more  tnan  mortal 

Stood,  with  a  face  where  to  mv  mind  centred 

AH  beanties  I  ever  saw  or  sluul  see. 

The  Dnohass :  I  stopped  as  if  struck  b^  palsy. 

She  was  so  different,  nappy  and  beantifiii, 

I  f  flh  at  onoe  that  all  was  best. 


And  that  I  had  nothins:  to  do,  for  the  resl^ 
But  wait  her  commands,  obey  and  be  dutiful. 
Not  that,  in  fact,  there  was  any  commanding ; 
I  saw  the  glory  of  her  eye, 
And  the  brow's  height  and  the  breast's  expand* 

And  I  was  hers  to  live  or  to  die. 

As  for  finding  what  she  wanted. 

You  know  God  Almighty  granted 

Such  little  signs  should  serve  wild  creatares 

To  tell  one  another  all  their  desires. 

So  that  each  knows  what  his  friend  requires. 

And  does  its  bidding  without  teachers. 

I  preceded  her ;  the  crone 

Followed  silent  and  alone ; 

I  spoke  to  her,  but  she  merely  jabbered 

In  the  old  style  ;  both  her  eyes  had  slunk 

Back  to  their  pits  ;  her  stature  shrunk ; 

In  short,  the  soul  in  its  bod^  sunk 

Like  a  blade  sent  home  to  its  scabbard. 

We  descended,  I  preceding ; 

Crossed  the  court  with  nobody  heeding ; 

All  the  world  wss  at  the  chase. 

The  court-yard  like  a  desert-place. 

The  stable  emptied  of  its  small  fry ; 

I  saddled  myself  the  vexy  palfrey 

I  remember  patting  while  it  carried  her. 

The  day  she  arrived  and  the  Duke  married  her. 

And,  do  yon  know,  though  it 's  easy  deceiving 

One's  self  in  such  matters,  I  can't  help  believing 

The  lady  had  not  foivotten  it  either. 

And  knew  the  poor  devil  so  much  beneath  her 

Would  have  been  only  too  glad  for  her  service 

To  dance  on  hot  ploughshares  like  a  Turk  der- 

vise. 
But,  unable  to  pay  proper  duty  where  owing  iu 
Was  reduced  to  that  pitiful  method  of  lUiowiug 

it: 
For  though  the  moment  I  benn  setting 
His  saddle  on  my  own  nag  of  Berold's  begetting, 
(Not  that  I  meant  to  be  obtrusive) 
She  stopped  me,  while  his  ru^  was  shifting, 
By  a  single  rapid  finger's  liftmg. 
And,  with  a  gesture  Kind  but  oonelnsive. 
And  a  little  snake  of  the  head,  refused  me,  — 
I  say,  although  she  never  used  me. 
Yet  when  she  was  mounted,  the  Gjrpsy  behind 

her. 
And  I  ventured  to  remind  her, 
I  suppose  with  a  voice  of  less  steadiness 
Than  usual,  for  my  feeling  exceeded  me, 
—  Somethinfi^  to  the  effect  that  I  was  in  readiness 
Whenever  God  should  please  she  needed  me,  ~ 
Then,  do  you  know,  her  face  looked  down  on  nie 
With  a  look  that  placed  a  crown  on  me, 
And  she  felt  in  her  bosom,  —  mark,  her  bosom  ^■ 
And,  as  a  flower-tree  drops  its  blossom. 
Dropped  me  .  .  .  ah,  had  it  been  a  purse 
Of  silver,  my  friend,  or  gold  that 's  worse, 
Why,  vou  see,  as  soon  ss  I  found  myself 
So  understood,  —  that  a  true  heart  so  may  gun 
Such  a  reward,  —  I  should  have  gone  home 

again, 
KisBed  Ja^cynth,  and  soberly  drowned  myself  I 
It  was  a  little  plait  of  hair 
Such  as  friends  in  a  convent  make 
To  wear,  each  for  the  other's  sake,  — 
This,  see,  which  at  my  breast  I  wear. 
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Ever  did  (rather  to  Jacynth's  grndgrment), 
And  ever  shall,  till  the  Day  of  Judgment. 
And  then,  —  and  then,  —  to  out  ahort,  —  this  is 

idle, 
These  are  feelings  it  is  not  good  to  foster,  — 
I  poshed  the  gate  wide,  she  shook  tlie  hridle. 
And  the  palfrey  bounded,  —  and  so  we  lost  her. 

XVI 

When  the  liquor 's  out  why  clink  the  cannikin  ? 

I  did  think  to  describe  you  the  panic  in 

The  redoubtable  breast  of  our  master  the  man- 

nikin. 
And  what  was  the  pitch  of  his  mother's  yellow- 
ness. 
How  she  turned  as  a  shark  to  snap  the  spare- 
rib 
Clean  off,  sailors  say,  from  a  pearl-diving  Carib, 
When  she  heard,  what  she  called  the  night  of 

the  feloness 
—  Bnt  it  seems  such  child's  play, 
What  they  said  and  did  with  the  lady  awa:^  I 
And  to  dance  on,  when  we  've  lost  the  music, 
Alwajrs  made  me  —  and  no  doubt  makes  you  — 

sick. 
Nay,  to  my  mind,  the  world's  face  looked  so 

stem 
As  that  sweet  form  disappeared  through  the 

postern. 
She  that  kept  it  in  constant  good-humor, 
It  ought  to  have  stopped  ;  there  seemed  nothing 

to  do  more. 
But  the  world  thought  otherwise  and  went  on, 
And  my  head  's  one  that  its  spite  was  spent  on : 
Thirty  years  are  fled  since  that  morning. 
And  with  them  all  my  head's  adorning. 
Nor  did  the  old  Duchess  die  outright, 
As  you  expect,  of  suppressed  spite, 
The  natural  end  of  every  adder 
Not  suffered  to  empty  its  poison-bladder: 
But  she  and  her  son  agreed,  I  take  it, 
That  no  one  should  touch  on  the  story  to  wake 

it. 
For  the  wound  in  the  Dnke'spride  rankled  fiery. 
So,  Uiev  made  no  search  ana  small  inquiry  — 
And  when  fredi  Gypsies  have  paid  us  a  visit, 

I've 
Noticed  the  couple  were  never  inquisitive, 
But  told  them  they  're  folks  the  Duke  don't 

want  here. 
And  bade  them  make  haste  and  cross  the  fron- 
tier. 
Brief,  the  Duchess  was  gone  and  the  Duke  was 

glad  of  it. 
And  the  old  one  was  in  the  young  one'n  stead. 
And  took,  in  her  place,  the  Household's  head, 
And  a  blened  time  the  household  had  of  it  I 
And  were  I  not,  as  a  man  may  say,  cautions 
How  I  trench,  more  than  needs,  on  the  nauseous, 
I  could  favor  yon  with  sundry  touches 
Of  the  paint-smutches  with  which  the  Duchess 
Heightened  the  mellowness  of  her  cheek's  yel- 
lowness 
(To  fret  on  faster)  until  at  last  her 
Cheek  grew  to  be  one  master-piaster 
Of  mucus  and  fncns  from  mere  use  of  ceruse : 
In  short,  she  grew  from  scalp  to  udder 
Jnsl  the  object  to  make  you  shudder. 


xvix 

You  *re  my  friend  — 

What  a  Uimg  friendship  is,  world  without  end  ! 
How  it  gives  the  heart  and  soul  a  stir-up 
As  if  somebody  broached  you  a  glorious  runlet. 
And  poured  out,  all  lovelily,  sparklingly,  sunlit. 
Our  green  Moldavia,  the  streaky  symp, 
Cotnar  as  old  as  the  time  of  the  Druios  — 
Friendship  may  match  with  that  monarch  of 

fluids; 
Each  supples  a  dry  brain,  fills  you  its  ina-and- 

outs. 
Gives  your  life*s  hourglass  a  shake  when  the 

uiin  sand  doubts 
Whether  to  run  on  or  stop  short,  and  guarantees 
Age  is  not  all  made  of  stark  sloth  and  arrant 

ease. 
I  have  seen  my  little  lady  once  more, 
Jacynth,  the  Gypsy,  Berold,  and  the  rest  of  it. 
For  to  me  spoke  the  Duke,  as  I  told  you  before ; 
I  always  wanted  to  make  a  clean  breast  of  it  : 
And  now  it  is  made*- why,  my  heart's  bkMKl, 

that  went  trickle, 
Trickle,  but  anon,  in  such  muddy  driblets, 
Is  pumped  up  brisk  now,  through  the  main  rv^^ 

tride. 
And  genially  floats  me  about  the  gibleta. 
I  'U  tell  you  what  I  intend  to  do : 
I  must  see  this  fellow  his  sad  life  throngli  — 
He  is  our  Duke,  after  all. 
And  I,  as  he  says,  but  a  serf  and  thralL 
M^  father  was  bom  here,  and  I  inherit 
His  fame,  a  chain  he  bound  his  son  with  ; 
Could  I  pay  in  a  lump  I  should  pmfer  it. 
But  there 's  no  mine  to  blow  up  and  get  dtai** 

with: 
So,  I  must  stay  till  the  end  of  the  chapter. 
For,  as  to  our  middle-age-manners-adapter. 
Be  it  a  thing  to  be  glad  on  or  sorry  on. 
Some  day  or  other,  nis  head  in  a  morion 
And  breast  in  a  hauberk,  his  heels  he  'U  kick  ap^ 
Slain  bv  an  onslaught  fierce  of  hiccup. 
And  then,  when  red  doth  the  sword  of  our 

Duke  rust. 
And  its  leathern  sheath  lie  o'eigrown  with  m 

bine  crust. 
Then  I  shall  scrape  together  my  earnings ; 
For,  yon  see,  in  the  churchyard  Jacynth  re 
And  our  children  all  went  the  way  of  the  i 
It  *s  a  long  lane  that  knows  no  turnings. 
One  needs  but  little  tackle  to  travel  in ; 
So,  just  one  stout  cloak  shall  I  indue : 
Ana  for  a  staff,  what  beats  the  javelin 
With  which  his  boars  my  father  pinned  yon  f 
And  then,  for  a  purpose  yon  shall  hear  presently, 
Takiiv  some  Cotnar,  a  tight  plump  ■Itiwffnl^ 
I  shalT^  journeying,  who  bnt  I,  piwisant^  I 
Sorrow  is  vain  and  despondency  sinful. 
What's  a  man's  ager  He  most  huiy  morv, 

that 's  all ; 
Cram  in  a  day,  what  his  youth  took  a  ywsr  ta 

hold : 
When  we  mind  labor,  then  only,  we  *rs  too  old  — 
What  age  had  Methnsalem  when  he  begat  Ssiul  ? 
And  at  last,  as  its  haven  some  buffeted  ship  necm 
(Come  all  the  way  from  tha  Bortk-parls  wHk 

sperm  oil) 
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I  htm  to  get  mtdj  mt  of  the  tnrmnl 
Aaaiimt  oae  day  at  the  land  of  tbe  Oypdaa, 
Asd  find  mT  Ud*.  or  heAr  lli«  Iwt  nevi  of  her 
Fnm  Moe  old  thnf  and  son  of  Lucifer, 
HiB  foehead  chnpleted  ereen  irith  wreath;  hop, 
Sanboraed  all  orrr  like  an  ^thiop. 
And  when  mjr  Cotnar  btsiui  tu  operate 
And  tlM  tongoe  of  the  ru^e  to  mu  at  a  proper 

rate, 
And  oar  wine-ikin,  tight  once,  ihow*  each  flac- 
cid dent, 
I  ahall  drop  in  with  — as  if  bjr  aoddent  — 
**Yvo  nerer  knew,  then,  how  it  ail  ended. 
What  fortane  good  or  bad  attended 
Tbt  littU  ladj  7onr  Qoeen  befriended  ?  " 
—  And  wbeD  that  '>  told  me,  what 's  remaimng  ? 
Ilda  worid  '■  too  haid  fur  mf  eiplaining. 
Tbe  aama  wiw  jodee  of  matters  equine 
Who  alitl  nefertM  Mine  diiD  foar-jreat-old 
~ J  Efcrold. 


iimootb  Jacob  (till  rob*  horaelr  Ea 
Nfrw  an,  nnw  down,  the  warkra  oi 
—  So.  I  ihaB  find  ont  HMoe  anog  a 


10  farther  throwing 
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Singinc  tontlu 
Lnre     we    the    i 


I    drafts,  the    ndgar 


Slwring  aaf ■  on  the  boKHn  aftbafiti 

Cand-for  till  ooek-emw : 
LotA  out  if  joader  be  not  day  a^ai- 


&tq>  to  a  tune,  aqnare  oheMa,  «mot  each  bead, 

'Wan  the  beholden  I 
Thi*  ia  our  maater,  famoiia.  oalm  and  dead. 

Bene  on  onr  ihonlder*. 

Sleep,  crop  and  herdl    ileep.  darkling  thoqw 

Safe  (nini  the  weather  I 
He,  whoin  we  oocToy  to  hia  grwwe  aloft. 

Singing  tnvether. 
He  waa  a  roan  tiani  with  thy  face  and  throat, 

Lttu  Apidio  1 

liTed  namslega ;  bow  ahonld  Spriug 


Cramped  and  ^iminifl 
Moaned  he,  "  New  m 

My  dance  ia  finished  ' '  ? 
No,  that 'a  the  world'*  way;  (keq>  tbe  nwBn- 

Make  for  the  city  1) 
Be  knew  the  aiitnal,  and  itepped  on  with  pride 

Over  men  '■  pity  ; 
I«ft    play  for  work,  and  grappled  with    tbe 

Bent  on  frapiTy 
What 'a  in  the     ■croU,"    qootb    be,   "tboa 


,.it  furled? 

Show  me  their  ahunns, 
liein  who  ma*t  stnaied  m 


o,  tbeb 


Oire  !     — So,  he  gowned  him. 
Straight  (ot  by  heart  that  book  to  ita  laat  page: 

Leaned,  we  fonnd  him. 
Tea,  bat  we  found  him  bald  too.  eyea  like  lead, 

Aceenta  nncertaia : 
"Tbne  to  ta*te  life."  another  wonld  hare  laid. 

*-  Up  with  the  enrtain  1  " 
TUamanaaid  rathrr,  "  Aetoal  life  eotnea  next  ? 

Grant  I  hafe  mastered  learning'*  cr^bed  text, 

-Stilt  then  '■  the  oomn»nt. 
Let  me  know  aUl   Prate  not  of  moat  or  kaat, 

Paiofnl  or  easy  '. 
Etcb  to  the  crambi  I  'd  fain  r^  np  tbe  fiwt. 

Ch,  sach'^  Urra.'^^^^Ted  to  Utc, 
When  he  had  learned  it. 


Srf(-«theied  for  an  ontbreak.  aa  ii 

Chaf  *•  in  tbe  oenaer. 
Leave  we  the  onlettered  fdain  ita  ht 

Seek  we  sepnltnre 
Ob  a  taU  moontain.  eitied  to  tbe  tc{ 

Crowded  with  coltnrc ! 
AH  tbe  peak*  aoar,  bvt  om  tbe  real 

Ck»dsaTei«nieit; 
No !  Tooder  aparkle  is  the  cjtadd'i 

(^lefioK  ita  aanuait. 
'™'~'  path  liea ;  wind  we  op 

''  e  warning  T 
■atbeleTd-aattdtbi 
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He  said, '^  What  *B  time  ?  Leare  Now  for  dogs 
and  apes  I 

BCaa  has  ForeTer/' 
Back  to  his  book  then :  deeper  drooped  his  head : 

Caladug  racked  him : 
Leaden  before,  his  eyes  grew  dron  of  lead : 

Tussis  attacked  him. 
*'  Now,  master,  take  a  little  rest !  "  —  not  he  I 

(Cautioa  redoubled, 
Step  two  abreast,  the  way  winds  nanowly  I ) 

Not  a  whit  troubled. 
Back  to  his  studies,  fresner  than  at  first, 

Fierce  as  a  dragon 
He  (soul-hydroptic  with  a  sacred  thirst) 

Sucked  at  the  flagon. 
Oh,  if  we  draw  a  circle  premature, 

Heedless  of  far  gain, 
Gkeedy  for  quick  returns  of  profit,  sure 

Bad  is  our  bargain  I 
Was  it  not  great  ?  did  not  he  throw  on  God, 

(He  loTes  the  burthen)  — 
God^s  task  to  make  the  hearenly  period 

Perfect  the  earthen  ? 
Did  not  he  ma^pufv  the  mind,  show  dear 

Just  what  It  all  meant  ? 
He  would  not  discount  life,  as  fools  do  here. 

Paid  by  instalment. 
He  Tentured  neck  or  nothing  —  hearen's  tuoceas 

Found,  or  earth ^s  failure : 
''  Wilt  thou  trust  death  or  not  ?  "  He  answered 
"  Yea  \ 

Hence  with  lifers  pale  lure  I  " 
That  low  man  seeks  a  little  thing  to  do. 

Sees  it  and  does  it : 
This  high  man,  with  a  ^rreat  thing  to  puisne, 

Dies  ere  he  knows  it. 
That  low  man  goes  on  adding  one  to  one. 

His  hundred  's  soon  hit : 
This  high  man,  aiming  at  a  million. 

Misses  an  unit. 
That,  has  the  world  here  —  should  he  need  the 
next. 

Let  the  world  mind  him  I 
This,  throws  himself  on  God,  and  unperplexed 

Seeking  shall  find  him. 
So,  with  the  throttling  hands  of  death  at  strife. 

Ground  he  at  grammar; 
Still,  through  the  rattle,  parts  of  speech  were 
rife: 

While  he  could  stammer 
He  nettled  Hoti^s  business  —  let  it  be  !  — 

Properly  based  Oun  — 
Gave  us  the  doctrine  of  the  enclitic  Z/f , 

Dead  from  the  waist  down. 
Well,  here  's  the  platform,  here  *s  the  proper 
place: 

Hail  to  your  purlieus. 
All  ye  highfliers  of  the  feathered  race, 

SwaUowB  and  curlews ! 
Here  *8  the  top-peak ;  the  multitude  below 

^  LiTe,  for  their  can,  there : 
This  man  decidea  not  to  Lire  but  Know  — 

BufT  this  man  there  ? 
Here  —  here  ^s  his  place,  where  meteors  shoot, 
okrads  form, 

Li^tnings  are  loosened^ 
Stan  eome  uid  go !    Let  joy  break  with  the 
storm. 


Peace  let  the  dew  send  I 
Loitv  designs  must  close  in  like  effects: 

Loftily  lyiiMr, 
LeaTc  him  ^  stiu  loftier  than  the  world  niapecta, 

LiTing  and  dying. 
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A  MIDDLE-AGB  INTBRLUDK 

J?Ma  Mundi;  atUyfulciU  m*  FUribuM.  A  C^mctU  ^/ 
MasUr  Gysbrtcki,  Canan'RegMlar  of  Saint  JmIocm*' 
br-tlu^Bar^  Yprts  City,  Cm/v^mt.  Virgilius.  Amd 
katk  often  Utn  nmg  at  Hcck-titU  and  Ftsttvals. 
GavisHs  tram,  JcMidet. 

(It  would  seem  to  be  a  glimpse  from  the 
burning  of  Jacques  du  Bourg-Molay,  at  Paris, 
A.  D.  1314 ;  as  distorted  by  the  refracttoa  from 
Flemish  brain  to  brain,  during  the  eomae  of  a 
couple  of  centuries.    R.  B.) 

PREADMONISHETH   THE  ABBOT  DEODART 

Thx  Lord,  we  look  to  once  for  all. 

Is  the  Lord  we  should  look  at,  all  at  oBoe : 
He  knows  not  to  vary,  saith  Saint  Paul, 

Nor  the  ahadow  of  turning,  for  the  nonoe. 
See  him  no  other  than  as  he  is ! 

Give  both  the  infinitudes  their  due  — 
Infinite  mercy,  but,  I  wb, 

As  infinite  a  justice  too. 

[Organ  :  plagal'Cadenct, 

As  infinite  a  justice  too. 

ONE  SIXGETH 

John,  Blaster  of  the  Temple  of  God, 

Falling  to  sin  the  ITnknown  Sin, 
What  he  bought  of  Emperor  Aldabrod, 

He  sold  it  to  Sultan  Saladin : 
Till,  caught  by  Pope  Clement,  a^buzaong  there. 

Hornet-prince  of  the  mad  wasps*  hiTe, 
And  clipt  of  his  wings  in  Paris  square. 

They  oriug  him  now  to  be  burned  auTe. 

[_And  vanieth  then  ffraee  ^f  lute  or  HavieUkt9  w,  j« 
shall  toy  to  confirm  him  who  einoeth  — 

We  bring  John  now  to  be  burned  alive. 

In  the  midst  is  a  goodly  gallows  built ; 

^Twizt  fork  and  fork,  a  stake  is  stnck ; 
But  first  they  set  divers  tumbrils  a-tilt. 

Make  a  trench  all  round  with  the  city  muck  ; 
Inside  they  pile  log  upon  log,  good  store  : 

Fagots  not  few,  blocks  great  and  small, 
Reacn  a  roan*s  mid-thigh,  no  less,  no  more.  — 

For  they  mean  he  should  roast  in  the  sigrnt  of 
all. 
Cho.  —  W^e  mean  he  should  roast  in  the  aght 
of  all. 

Good  sappv  bavins  that  kindle  forthwith  ; 

Billeta  toat  blase  substantial  and  alow ; 
Pine-stump  split  deftly,  dry  as  pith  ; 

Larch-heart  that  chars  to  a  chalk-white  g^ow : 
Then  up  they  hoist  me  John  in  a  chafe. 
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Slin^  Idm  fast  Hke  a  lic»  to  scMirdi, 
Spit  in  his  faoey  then  leap  baok  mfe, 

Sing  '*  LandeB  "  and  bid  clap-to  the  torch. 
Cho.  —  Laua  Deo  —  who  bids  clap-to  the  torch. 

John  of  the  Temple,  whose  fame  so  bragged, 

li  bnmtnsr  aliTe  in  Paris  square  I 
How  eaa  he  oune,  if  his  mouth  is  gasKed  ? 

Or  wrigs^e  his  neek,  with  a  oollar  were  ? 
Or  heaTcThis  chest,  which  a  band  eoes  round  ? 

Or  threat  with  his  fist,  sinoe  nis  anna  are 
spUoed? 
Or  kiek  with  his  feet,  now  his  legs  are  bound  ? 

~  Thinks  John,  I  will  call  upon  Jesus  Christ. 

IHere  one  erotseth  Mmte^f. 

Jeens  Christ  — John  had  bong^ht  and  sold, 

Jesus  Christ — John  had  eaiUm.  and  drunk ; 
To  him,  the  Flesh  meant  silver  and  gold. 

{Saiva  revertntia.) 
Now  it  was,  ""SaTiour,  bountiful  lamb, 

I  hare  roasted  thee  Turks,  though  men  roast 
mel 
See  thy  servant,  the  plight  wherein  I  am  I 

Art  thou  a  saviour  r    Save  thou  me  I  ^* 
Cho.  —  'Tis  John  the  mocker  cries,  *^  Save  thou 


Who  maketh  God's  menace  an  idle  word  ? 

—  Saith,  it  no  more  means  what  it  proclaims. 
Than  a  damsel's  threat  to  her  wanton  bird  ?  — 

For  she  too  prattles  of  ugly  names. 
—  Saith,  he  knoweth  but  one  thing,  —  what  he 
knows? 

That  Qod  is  good  and  the  rest  is  breath ; 
Why  cJse  is  the  same  styled  Sharon's  rose  ? 

Onoe  a  rose,  ever  a  rose,  he  saith. 
Cho. — Oh,  John  shall  yet  find  a  rose,  he  saith  I 

Alack,  there  be  roses  and  roses,  John  I 

Some,  honeyed  of  taste  like  your  leman*s 
tongue: 
Some,  bitter ;  for  why  ?  (roast  gayly  on  I) 

Their  tree  struck  root  in  devu's  dung. 
When  Paul  onoe  reasoned  of  righteousness 

And  of  temperance  and  of  inagment  to  come. 
Good  Fefix  trembled,  he  could  no  leas : 

John,  snickering,  crook 'd  his  wicked  thumb. 
Cho.  —  What  oometh  to  John  of  the  wicked 
thumb? 

Ila  ha,  John  plncketh  now  at  his  rose 

To  rid  himself  of  a  sorrow  at  heart  I 
Lo,  — ^petal  on  petal,  fierce  rays  unclose ; 

Anther  on  anther,  sharp  spikes  ontstart ; 
And  with  blood  for  dew,  the  bosom  boils ; 

And  a  gust  of  sulnhur  is  all  its  smell ; 
And  lo,  he  is  horribly  in  the  toils 

Of  a  eoal-biack  giant  flower  of  hell ! 
Cho.  —What  maketh  heaven,That  maketh  hell. 

So.  as  John  called  now,  through  the  fire  amain. 
On  the  Name,  he  had  cursed  with,  sU  his 
Kfe  — 

To  the  Person,  he  bought  and  sold  again  — 
For  the  Pace,  with  his  daily  buffets  rife  -^ 

Feature  by  feature  It  took  its  place : 
And  his  voice,  like  a  mad  dog's  choking  bark, 


At  the  steady  whole  of  the  Judge's  Amjo  — 
Died.    Forth  John's  soul  flared  into  the  dark. 

SUBJOINETH   THE  ABBOT  DEODAET 
God  help  all  poor  souls  lost  in  the  dark ! 

HOLV-CROSS   DAY 

ON  WHICH  THE  JEWS  WERE  FORCED  TO  ATTEN'. 
AN  ANNUAL  CHRISTIAN  SERMON  IN  ROME 

The  passage  from  a  mock-historic  Diary  which 
follows  is  by  Browning  himself. 

"  Now  was  come  about  Holy-Cross  Day,  and 
now  must  my  lord  preach  his  first  sermon  to  the 
Jews :  as  it  was  of  old  cared  for  in  the  merciful 
bowels  of  the  Church,  that,  so  to  speak,  a  crumb 
at  least  from  her  conspicuous  table  here  in 
Rome  should  be,  thougrh  but  once  yearly,  cast 
to  the  famishing  dogs,  under-trampled  and  be- 
spitten-upon  beneath  the  feet  of  the  guests. 
And  a  moving  sight  in  truth,  this,  of  so  many 
of  the  besotted  blind  restif  and  ready-to-perish 
Hebrews !  now  maternally  brought  —  nay,  (for 
He  saith,  *  Compel  them  to  come  in  ')  haled,  as 
it  were,  by  the  head  and  hair,  and  against  their 
obstinate  hearts,  to  partake  of  the  heavenly 
graoe.  What  awi^ening,  what  striving  with 
tears,  what  working"  of  a  yeasty  conscience ! 
Nor  was  my  lord  wanting  to  himself  on  so  apt 
an  occasion ;  witness  the  abnndanoe  of  conver- 
sions which  did  incontinently  reward  him: 
though  not  to  my  lord  be  altogether  the  gloiy." 
—  Diary  by  the  Bishop's  Secretary,  ICOO. 

What  the  Jews  really  said,  on  thus  being 
driven  to  church,  was  rather  to  this  effect :  — 

Fer,  f  aw,  f  um  I  bubble  and  squeak  ! 
Bleasedest  Thursday 's  the  fat  of  the  week. 
Rumble  and  tumble,  sleek  and  rons^. 
Stinking  and  sav<nry,  smug  and  gruff. 
Take  the  church-road,  for  the  belles  due  chime 
Gives  us  the  summons —  'tis  sermon-time ! 

Boh,  here 's  Barnabas  !    Job,  that 's  you  ? 
Up  stumps  Solomon  —  bustling  too  V 
Shame,  man  I  greedy  beyond  your  years 
To  handsel  the  bishoo^s  shaving^ears  V 
Fair   play  ^s  a  jewel !    Leave  friends  in  the 

Inrvh  ? 
Stand  on  a  line  ere  you  start  for  the  church ! 

Higgledy  piggledy,  packed  we  lie. 
Rats  in  a  nwnper,  swine  in  a  sty, 
Wssps  in  a  bottle,  frogs  in  a  sieve. 
Worms  in  a  carcass,  fleas  in  a  sleeve. 
Hiit !  square  shoulders,  settle  your  thumbs 
And  buzz  for  the  bishop  —  here  he  oomcs. 

Bow,  wow,  wow  —  a  bone  for  the  dog  I 
I  liken  his  Grace  to  an  aoomed  hog. 
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What,  a  boy  at  his  side,  with  the  bloom  of  a 

Lias, 
To  help  and  handle  m^  lord^s  hour-glass ! 
Didst  ever  behold  so  hthe  a  chine  ? 
His  cheek  hath  laps  like  a  f  resh-singied  swine. 

Aaron  's  asleep  —  shoTo  hip  to  haunch , 
Or  somebody  deal  him  a  dig  in  the  paunoh  I 
Look  at  the  purse  with  the  tassel  and  knob, 
And  the  gown  with  the  angel  and  thingum- 
bob! 
What  *8  he  at,  q^notha  f  reading  his  text  t 
Now  yon  We   his  curtsey  —  and  what 
next? 


comes 


See  to  our  oonTerts — yon  doomed  black  dozen  — 
No  stealing  away  —  nor  cog  nor  oosen  ! 
You  five,  mat  were  thieves,  deserve  it  fairly ; 
You  seven,  that  were  beggars,  will  live  leas 

sparely ; 
You  took  your  turn  and  dipped  in  the  hat, 
Qot  fortune  —  and  fortune  gets  you ;  mind  that  I 

Oive  your  first  groan  —  compunction  *s  at  work ; 
And  soft !  from  a  Jew  you  mount  to  a  Turk. 
Lo,  Micah,  —  the  selfsame  beard  on  chin 
He  was  four  times  already  converted  in  I 
Uere^s  a  knife,  clip  quick  —  it's  a  sign  of 

Kiaoe  — 
Or  he  ruins  us  all  with  his  hanging^face. 

Whom  now  is  the  bishop  a-leerins;  at  ? 
I  know  a  point  where  hu  text  fiuu  pat. 
I  '11  tell  him  to-morrow,  a  word  just  now 
Went  to  my  heart  and  made  me  vow 
I  meddle  no  more  with  the  worst  of  trades  — 
Let  sooiebody  else  pay  his  serenades. 

Groan  all  together  now,  whee  —  hee  —  hee  ! 
It 's  a-work,  it 's  a-work,  aJb,  woe  is  me  I 
It  began,  when  a  herd  of  us,  picked  and  placed. 
Were  spurred  through  the  Corao,  stripped  to 

the  waist: 
Jew  brutes,  with  sweat  and  blood  well  spent 
To  usher  in  worthily  Christiaa  Lent. 

It  grew,  when  the  hangman  entered  our  bounds, 
Yelled,    pricked  us   out  to   his   church    like 

hounds: 
Itgot  to  a  pitch,  when  the  hand  indeed 
Which  gutted  my  purse  would  throttle  my 

creed: 
And  it  overflows,  when,  to  even  the  odd. 
Men  I  helped  to  their  sins  help  me  to  their 

God. 

But  now,  while  the  scapeeoats  leave  our  flock. 
And  the  rest  sit  silent  ana  count  the  clock. 
Since  forced  to  muse  the  appointed  time 
On  these  precious  facts  ana  truths  sublime,  — 
Let  us  fitly  employ  it,  under  our  breaUi, 
In  saying  Ben  Ezra's  Song  of  Death. 

For  Rabbi  Ben  Ezra,  the  night  he  died. 

Called  sons  and  sons'*  sons  to  his  side. 

And  spoke,  '*  This  world  has  been  harsh  and 

stran^ra; 
Something  is  wrong :  there  needeth  a  chai^re. 


But  what,  or  where  ?  at  the  last  or  first  ? 
In  one  point  only  we  sinned,  at  wocat. 
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The  Lord  vrill  hare  mercy  on  Jacob  yet. 
And  again  in  hb  border  see  Israel  set. 
When  Judah  beholds  Jerusalem. 
The  stranger-seed  shall  be  joined  to  them  : 
To  Jacob's  House  shall  tbe  Gentiles  cleave. 
So  the  Prophet  saith  and  his  sons  believe. 

**  Ast  the  children  of  the  chosen  race 
ShaU  carry  and  bring  them  to  their  place : 
In  the  land  of  the  Lord  shall  lead  the  same. 
Bondsmen  and  handmaids.    Who  shall  blame. 
When  the  daves  enslave,  the  oppressed  ones  o*i>i 
The  oppressor  triumph  f  orevermore  ? 

**  God  spoke,  and  gave  us  the  word  to  keep : 
Bade  never  fold  the  hands  nor  sleep 
'Mid  a  faithless  world,  —  at  watch  and  ward. 
Till  Christ  at  the  end  relieve  our  guard. 
Bv  his  servant  Moses  the  watch  was  set : 
Though  near  upon  cock-crow,  we  keep  it  yet. 


4i 


Thou  1  if  thou  wast  he,  who  at  mid-wateb 

came. 
By  the  starlight,  naming  a  dubious  name  I 
And  if,  too  heavv  with  sleep  —  too  rash 
With  fear  —  O  tnou,  if  that  martyr  gash 
Fell  on  thee  coming  to  take  thine  own. 
And  we  gave  the  Cross,  when  we  owed  th«* 

Throne  — 

**  Thou  art  the  Judge.    We  are  bmisM  thus. 
But,  the  Judgment  over,  join  sides  with  us ! 
Thine  too  is  Uie  cause !  and  not  more  thine 
Thar,  ours,  is  the  work  of  these  dogs  and  swin«*. 
Whose  life  laughs  through  and  spita  at  thw 

creed. 
Who  maintain  thee  in  word,  and  defy  thoe  in 

deedl 

''  We  withstood  Christ  then  ?  Be  mindful  how 

At  least  we  withstand  Barabbas  now  I 

Was    our  outrage  sore?    But    the  worst  wi- 

spared. 
To   have    called   these  —  Christians,  had    we 

dared! 
Let  defiance  to  them  pay  mistrust  of  thee. 
And  Rome  make  amends  for  Calvary  I 

"  By  the  torture,  prolonged  from  age  to  age. 
By  the  infamy,  Israel's  heritage. 
By  the  Ghetto's  plague,  by  the  garb's  diagraoe. 
By  the  badge  of  shame,  by  the  rolon's  |Jaoe, 
By  the  branding-tool,  the  bloodv  whip. 
And  the  summons  to  Christian  tellowsnip,  — 

**  We  boast  our  proof  that  at  least  the  Jew 
Would  wrest  Christ's  name  from  the  DevU^s 

crew. 
Thy  face  took  never  so  deep  a  shade 
But  we  fought  them  in  it,  God  oar  aid  1 
A  trophy  to  bear,  as  we  march,  thy  band. 
South,  £ast,  and  on  to  the  Pleaaant  Land  1 "  ^ 

1  Pope  Gregory  XVI.  abollahed  thte  bad  bnrinew  vi 
toe  BeiUMHi.  —  R.  B 
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PROTUS 

Among  theie  latter  busts  we  count  by  scores, 

Hidf-emperors  and  quarter-emperors. 

Each  with    his  bay-leaf   fillet;,  looee-thonged 

Test. 
Loric  and  low-browed  Ghinron  on  the  breast,  — 
One  k>ye8  a  baby  face,  with  violets  there, 
Violets  instead  of  laurel  in  the  hair. 
As  those  were  all  the  little  looks  oonld  bear. 

Now  read  here.    *'  Protus  ends  a  period 

Of  emperjr  beginning^  with  a  god  ; 

Bom  in  the  porphyry  chamber  at  Byzant, 

Queens  by  his  cradle,  proud  and  roinistrant : 

And  if  he  quickened  breath  there,  't  would  like 

fire 
Pkntingly  through  the  dim  vast  realm  transpire. 
A  fame  that  he  was  missing  spread  afar : 
The  world,  from  its  four  comers,  rose  in  war. 
Till  he  was  borne  out  on  a  balcony 
To  pacify  the  world  when  it  should  see. 
The  captains  ranged  before  him,  one,  his  hand 
Made  baby  pointaat,  gained  the  chief  command. 
And  day  dt  da^  more  beautiful  he  grew 
In  shape,  ail  said,  in  feature  and  in  hue. 
While  young  Greek  sculptors,  gazing  on  the 

child. 
Became  with  old  Greek  sculpture  reconciled. 
Already  sages  labored  to  condense 
In  easy  tomes  a  lifers  experieuce : 
And  artists  took  grare  counsel  to  impart 
In  one  breath  and  one  hand-sweep,  all  their 

art  — 
To  make  his  graces  prompt  as  blossoming 
Of  plentifully-watered  palms  in  spring : 
Since  well  beseems  it,  whoso  mounts  the  throne. 
For  beauty,  knowledge,  strength,  should  stana 

aJone, 
And  mortals  lore  the  letters  of  his  name." 

—  Stop  1    Uare  yon  turned  two  pages  ?    Still 

the  same 
New  reign,  same  date.    The  scribe  goes  on  to 

How  tluit  same  year,  on  such  a  month  and  day, 
**  Jchn  Uie  Pannonian,  gronndedlv  believed 
A  bjpch smithes  bastard,  whose  hard  hand  re- 
prieved 
The  Ednpire  from  its  fate  the  year  before,  — 
Came,  had  a  mind  to  take  the  crown,  and  wore 
The  same  for'rix  years  (during  which  the  Huns 
Kept  off  their  fingers  from  us),  till  his  sons 
Put  something  in  liis  liquor  **  —  and  so  forth. 
Then  a  new  reign.    Stay  —  '*  Take  at  its  just 

worth  " 
(Subjoins  an  annotator)  "  what  I  give 
As  hearsay.    Some  think,  John  let  Protus  live 
And  slip  away.    *T  is  said,  he  reached  man's  age 
At  some  blind  northern  court ;  made,  first  a 

Then  tutor  to  the  children ;  last,  of  use 

About  the  hunting-stables.    I  deduce 

He  wrote  the  little  tract  *  On  worming  dogs,* 

Whereof  the  name  in  sundry  catalogues 

Is  extant  yet.    A  Protus  of  the  noo 

U  ramored  to  have  died  a  monk  in  Thraoe,  — 


And  if  the  same,  he  reached  senility.*' 
Here's    John   the   Smith's  rough -hammered 

head.    Great  eycj 
Gross  jaw  and  griped-  lips  do  whatjBmuiite  can 
To  give  you  the  crown-grasper.    What  a  man ! 


THE  STATUE  AND   THE  BUST 

This  poem  was  published  fttst  in  1855  as  an 
independent  issue.  A  correspondent  of  an 
American  paper  once  asked  the  following  ques- 
tions respecting  tliis  poem :  — 

"1.  When,  how,  and  where  did  it  happen? 
Browning*s  divine  viMpieness  lets  one  gather 
only  that  the  lady's  husband  was  a  Kiccardi. 
2.  Who  was  the  lady  ?  who  the  duke  ?  3.  The 
magnificent  house  wherein  Florence  lodges  her 
pr^f  et  is  known  to  all  Florentine  ball-goers  as 
the  Palazio  Riccardi.  It  was  bought  by  the 
Riccardi  from  the  Medici  in  IdTii).  From  none 
of  its  windows  did  the  lady  gaze  at  her  more 
than  royal  lover.  From  what  window,  then,  if 
from  any  ?  Are  the  statue  and  the  bust  still  in 
their  original  positions  ?  " 

The  letter  fell  into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Thomas 
J.  Wise,  who  sent  it  to  Mr.  Browning,  and  re- 
ceived the  following  answer. 

Jan.  8, 18S7. 
"  Drab  Mr.  Wise,  —I  have  seldom  met  with 
such  a  strange  inability  to  understand  what 
seems  the  plainest  matter  passible :  *  ball- 
goers*  are  probably  not  history-readers,  but 
any  guide-book  would  confirm  what  is  suffi- 
ciently stated  in  the  poem.  I  will  append  a  note 
or  two,  however.  1.  ^  This  story  the  townsmen 
tell ; '  *  when,  how,  and  where,'  constitutes  the 
subject  of  the  poem.  2.  The  lady  was  the  wife 
of  Riccardi ;  and  the  duke,  Ferdinand,  just  as 
the  poem  says.  3.  As  it  was  built  by,  and  in- 
habited by,  the  Medici  till  sold,  long  after,  to 
the  Riccardi,  it  was  not  from  the  duke's  pal- 
ace, but  a  window  in  that  of  the  Riccardi, 
that  the  lady  gazed  at  her  lover  riding  by. 
The  statue  is  still  in  its  place,  looking  at  the 
window  under  which  ^now  is  the  empty  shrine.' 
Can  anything  be  clearer?  My  *  vagueness' 
leaves  what  to  be  *  gathered '  when  all  these 
things  are  put  down  in  black  and  white  ?  Oh, 
'ball-goers'!" 

Thsrs  's  a  palace  in  Florenee,  the  world  knows 

weU, 
And  a  statue  watches  it  from  the  square. 
And  this  story  of  both  do  our  townsmen  tell. 

Ages  ago,  a  lady  there. 

At  the  farthest  window  facing  the  East 

Asked,  **  Who  rides  by  with  the  royal  air  ?  " 
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The  bridesmaids^  prattle  aronnd  her  oeaaed ; 

She  leaned  forth,  one  on  either  hand ; 

They  saw  how  the  bluah  of  the  bride  increased  — 

They  felt  b j  its  beats  her  heart  expand  — 
As  one  at  each  ear  and  both  in  a  breath 
Whispered,  ''  The  Great-Duke  Ferdinand." 

That  selfsame  instant,  underneath, 
The  Duke  rode  past  in  his  idle  way. 
Empty  and  fine  Uke  a  swotdlees  sheath. 

Gay  he  rode,  with  a  friend  as  gay, 

TiU  he  threw  his  head  back  -  ''Who  is  she  ?  " 

—  '*  A  bride  the  Riccardi  brings  home  to-day.'* 

I  lair  in  heaps  lay  heavily 

Oyer  a  pale  orow  spirit-pure  — 

i 'aired  like  the  heart  of  the  coal-black  tree, 

(^risped  like  a  war-steed  *s  enoolure  — 
.Vnd  yainly  sought  to  dissemble  her  eyes 
Of  the  blackest  black  our  eyes  endure. 

And  lo,  a  blade  for  a  knight's  emprise 
KiUed  the  fine  emptjr  sheath  of  a  man,  —  ^ 
The  Duke  grew  straightway  brave  and  wise. 

He  looked  at  her,  as  a  lover  can ; 

She  looked  at  him,  as  one  who  awakes  : 

The  past  was  a  sleep,  and  her  life  began. 

Xow,  love  so  ordered  for  both  their  sakes, 

A  feast  was  held  that  selfsame  night 

In  the  pile  which  the  mighty  shaaow  makes. 

(For  Via  Larga  is  three-parts  light, 

But  the  palace  ovemhadows  one. 

Because  of  a  crime,  which  may  God  requite  I 

To  Florence  and  God  the  wrong  was  done, 
Through  the  first  republic's  murder  there 
By  Cosimo  and  his  cursed  son.) 

Hie  Dnke  (with  the  statue's  fisce  in  the  square) 
Turned  in  the  midst  of  his  multitude 
At  the  bright  approach  of  the  bridal  pair. 

Face  to  face  the  lovers  stood 

A  single  minute  and  no  more. 

While  the  bridegroom  bent  as  a  man  subdued  — 

Bowed  till  his  bonnet  brushed  the  floor  — 
For  the  Duke  on  the  lady  a  kiss  oonferred. 
As  the  courtly  custom  was  of  yore. 

In  a  minote  can  loven  exchange  a  word  ? 
If  a  word  did  pass,  which  I  do  not  think. 
Only  one  out  of  a  thousand  heard. 


That  was  the  bridegroom.    At  day's  brink 
He  and  his  bride  were  alone  at  last 
In  a  bed  chamber  by  a  taper's  blink. 

C^almly  he  stud  that  her  lot  was  east. 

That  the  door  she  had  passed  was  shut  on 

her 
Tin  the  final  catafalk 


The  world  meanwhile,  its  uoIm  and  stir, 
Through  a  certain  window  facing  the  £a8t 
She  could  watch  like  a  convent's  chronicler. 

Since  passing  the  door  might  lead  to  a  feast. 
And  a  feast  mi(^ht  lead  to  so  much  beside, 
He,  of  many  evils,  chose  the  least. 

''  Freely  I  choose  too,"  said  the  bride  ~ 
"  Your  window  and  its  world  suffice," 
Replied  the  tongue,  while  the  heart  repHad  — 

'*  If  I  spend  the  uig^ht  with  that  devil  twice. 
May  his  window  serve  as  my  loop  of  heU 
Whence  a  damned  soul  looks  on  p*jwii^««ft  I 

''I  fly  to  the  Duke  who  loves  me  well. 
Sit  by  his  side  and  laugh  at  sorrow 
Ere  I  count  another  ave-belL 

*'  'T  is  only  the  coat  of  a  page  to  borrow. 

And  tie  my  hair  in  a  hone-boy's  trim. 

And  I  save  my  soul  —  but  not  to-morrow  "  — 

(She  checked  herself  and  her  eye  grew  dim) 

My  father  tarries  to  bless  my  state : 
I  must  keep  it  one  day  more  for  him. 

**  Is  one  dav  more  so  long  to  wait  ? 
Moreover  the  Dnke  rides  past,  I  know ; 
We  shall  see  each  other,  sure  as  fate." 

She  turned  on  her  side  and  slept.    Just  so ! 
So  we  resolve  on  a  thing  and  sleep : 
So  did  the  lady,  ages  ago. 

That  night  the  Duke  said,  '^  Dear  or  cheap 
As  the  cost  of  this  cup  of  bliss  may  prove 
To  body  or  soul,  I  wiO  drain  it  deep.^* 

And  on  the  morrow,  bold  with  love. 

He  beckoned  the  bridegroom  (close  on  call. 

As  his  duty  bade,  by  the  Dnke's  alcove) 


And  smiled  **  'T  was  a  very  funeral. 
Tour  lady  will  think,  this  feast  of  ours," 
A  shame  to  efface,  whate'er  befall  1 

**  What  if  we  break  from  the  Amo  bowers. 
And  try  if  Petraja,  cool  and  gre«n. 
Cure  last  night's    fault  with    this  momiflr's 
flowers  ?  " 

The  bridegroom,  not  a  thought  to  be  seen 
On  his  steadyibrow  and  auiet  month. 
Said,  '"  Too  much  favor  for  me  so  mean  I 

**  But,  alas  !  my  lady  leaves  the  South ; 
Each  wind  that  comes  from  the  Apemmie 
Is  a  menace  to  her  tender  youth : 

"  Nor  a  way  exists,  the  wise  opine. 
If  she  quits  her  palace  twice  this  year. 
To  avert  the  flower  of  life's  dedina." 

Suoth  the  Dnke,  "  A  si^re  and  a  kindly  ter. 
Moreover  Petraja  is  cold  this  spring-: 
Be  our  feast  to-ni|^t  as  usual  hare  !  " 
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And  then  to lunnelf— '' Which  niglit  BhaU  brintr 
Thy  bride  to  her  loTer*8  embraces,  fool  — 
Or  1  am  the  fool,  and  thou  art  the  king  I 


»i 


Yet  mj  passion  most  wait  a  nigfht,  nor  cool  — 
For  to-night  Uie  EnToy  i^riTes  from  France 
Whose  heart  I  nnlook  with  thyself,  my  tool. 

*'  I  need  thee  still  and  might  miss  perchance. 

To-da^  is  not  wholly  lost,  beside, 

With  its  hope  of  my  lady  s  countenance  : 

"  For  I  ride  —  what  should  I  do  bnt  ride  ? 

And  passing  her  palace,  if  I  list. 

May  glance  at  its  window  —  well  betide  !  " 

So  said,  so  done :  nor  the  lady  nussed 
One  ray  that  broke  from  the  ardent  brow. 
Nor  a  cnrl  of  the  lips  where  the  spirit  kissed. 

Be  snre  that  each  renewed  the  vow, 
No  morrow's  son  should  arise  and  set 
And  leave  th«n  then  as  it  left  them  now. 

Bot  next  day  passed,  and  next  day  yet, 
With  still  f  nan  cause  to  wait  one  day  more 
Ere  each  lei^ied  over  the  parapet. 

And  still,  as  lova's  brief  morning  wore. 
With  a  gentle  start,  half  smile,  half  sigh, 
They  found  love  not  as  it  seemed  before. 

They  thought  it  would  work  infallibly, 
But  not  in  despite  of  heaven  and  earth : 
The  rose  would  blow  when  the  storm  passed 
by. 


Meantime  they  could  profit  in  winter^s  dearth 
Bv  store  of  fruits  that  supplant  the  rose : 
The  world  and  its  ways  have  a  certain  worth : 


And  to  press  a  point  while  these  oppose 

Were  simple  polioy ;  better  wait : 

We  lose  no  friends  and  we  gain  no  foes. 

Meantime,  worse  fates  than  a  lover's  fate, 
Who  daily  may  ride  aind  pass  and  look 
Where  his  lady  watches  behind  the  grate  1 

And   she  —  sba   watched  the   square  like  a 

book 
Holding  one  picture  and  only  one. 
Which  djuly  to  find  she  ondertook : 

When  the  picture  was  reached  the  book  was 

done. 
And  she  turned  from  the  picture  at  night  to 

scheme 
Of  tearing  it  out  for  herself  next  sun. 

So  weeks  grew  months,  years ;  gleam  bv  gleam 
The  glory  dropped  from  their  youth  and  love. 
And  DoUi  perceived  they  had  dreamed  a  dream ; 

Which  hovered  as  dreams  do,  sUll  above : 
Bnt  who  ean  take  a  drsam  fora  truth  ? 
Oh,  hide  oor  eyes  from  the  next  remove  I 


One  day  as  the  lady  saw  her  youth 
Depart,  and  the  silver  thread  that  streaked 
Her  hair,  and,  worn  by  the  serpent's  tooth, 

The  brow  so  puckered,  the  chin  so  peaked,  — 
And  wondered  who  the  woman  was. 
Hollow-eyed  and  haggard-cUeeked, 

Fronting  her  silent  in  the  glass  — 
**  Summon  here,''  she  suddenly  said, 
"  Before  the  rest  of  my  old  self  pass, 

"  Him,  the  Carver,  a  hand  to  aid. 

Who  fashions  the  clay  no  love  wiU  change, 

And  fixes  a  beauty  never  to  fade. 

^*  Let  Robbia's  craft  so  apt  and  strange 
Arrest  the  remains  of  young  and  fair, 
And  rivet  them  while  the  seasons  range. 

'*  Make  me  a  face  on  the  window  there, 
Waiting  as  ever,  mute  the  while. 
My  love  to  pass  below  in  the  square ! 

**  And  let  me  think  that  it  may  beguile 
Dreary  days  which  the  dead  must  spend 
Down  in  their  darkness  under  the  aisle, 

"  To  say,  '  What  matters  it  at  the  end  ? 
I  did  no  more  while  my  heart  was  warm 
Than  does  that  image,  my  pale-faced  friend.' 

**  Where  is  the  use  of  the  lip's  red  charm. 
The  heaven  of  hair,  the  pride  of  the  brow, 
And  the  blood  that  blues  the  inside  arm  — 

"  Unless  we  turn,  as  the  soul  knows  how. 
The  earthly  gift  to  an  end  divine  ? 
A  lady  of  day  is  as  good,  I  trow." 

But  long  ere  Robbia's  oofhiee,  fine, 

With  flowers  and  fruits  which  leaves  enlace, 

Was  set  where  now  is  the  empty  shrine  — 

(And,  leaning  out  of  a  bright  blue  space. 
As  a  ghost  might  lean  from  a  chink  of  sky, 
The  passionate  pale  lady's  face  — 

Eying  ever,  with  earnest  e^e 

And  quick-turned  neck  at  its  breathless  stretch, 

iSome  one  who  ever  is  paasing  by  — ) 

The  Duke  had  sighed  like  the  simplest  wretch 
In  Florence,  **  Youth  —  my  dream  escapes  I 
Will  its  record  stay  ?  "  And  he  bade  them  fetch 

Some  subtle  moulder  of  braxen  shapes  — 
'^  Can  the  soul,  the  will,  die  out  of  a  man 
Ere  his  body  find  the  grave  that  gapes  ? 

'*  John  of  Douay  shall  effect  my  plan, 
Set  me  on  horseback  here  aloft, 
Alive,  as  the  crafty  sculptor  can, 

"  In  the  very  square  I  have  crossed  so  oft : 
That  men  may  admire,  when  future  suns 
Shall  touch  the  eyes  to  a  purpose  soft. 
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**  While  Uie  mouth  and  th«  brow  stay  biaye  in 

^  bronze  — 
Admire  and  say,  *  When  he  was  alive 
How  he  would  take  his  pleasure  once  !  * 

**  And  it  shall  go  hard  but  I  contrive 

To  listen  the  wnile,  and  laugrh  in  mv  tomb 

At  idleness  which  aspires  to  strive. 


So  I    While  these  wait  the  trump  of  doom, 
How  do  their  spirits  nass,  I  wondePf 
Nights  and  days  in  tne  narrow  room  ? 

SHU,  I  tuppooe,  they  sit  and  ponder 
What  a  g:itt  life  was,  ages  ago. 
Six  steps  out  of  the  chapel  yonder. 

Only  thev  see  not  God,  I  know. 

Nor  all  that  chivalry  of  his. 

The  8oldier«aints  wno,  row  on  row. 

Bum  uDward  each  to  his  point  of  bliss  — 
Sinoe,  tne  end  of  life  being  manifest. 
He  had  burned  his  way  through  the  world  to 
this. 

I  hear  jrou  reproach,  "  But  delay  was  best. 
For  their  end  was  a  crime.*'  —  Oh,  a  crime  will 

do 
As  well,  I  reply,  to  serve  for  a  test. 

As  a  virtue  golden  through  and  through. 

Sufficient  to  vindicate  itself 

And  prove  its  worth  at  a  moment's  view ! 

Must  a  game  be  played  for  the  sake  of  pelf  ? 
Where  a  button  goes,  't  were  an  epigram 
To  offer  the  stamp  of  the  very  Guelph. 

The  true  has  no  value  beyond  the  sham : 
As  well  the  counter  as  oom,  I  submit. 
When  your  table  's  a  hat,  and  your  prise,  a 
dram. 

Stake  your  counter  as  boldly  every  whit. 

Venture  as  warily,  use  the  same  skilly 

Do  your  best,  whether  winning  or  losmg  it. 

If  yoa  choose  to  play  I  —  is  my  principle. 
Let  a  man  contend  to  the  uttermost 
For  his  life's  set  prize,  be  it  what  it  will  I 


The  ooonter  our  lovers  staked  was  lost 

As  surely  as  if  it  were  lawful  coin : 

And  the  an  I  impute  to  each  frustrate  ghost 

Is  —  the  unlit  lamp  and  the  ungtrt  loin. 
Though  the  end  in  sight  was  a  vice,  I  say. 
Ton  of  the  virtue  (we  issue  ioin) 
How  strive  you  ?    De  te,  fabula  I 


PGRPHYRIA'S  LOVER 

First  printed  in  Mr.  Fox's  Monthly  Bepo$Uory 
in  18J6,  under  the  signature  Z.  When  issued  in 


I 


Bells  and  Pomggranatet  it  was  grouped  with 
Johannes  Agricola  in  Meditation  as  No.  II.  ol 
Madhouse  Cells.  The  poem  has  an  interest  as 
the  earliest,  apparently,  of  Browning's  mono' 
logues. 

The  rain  set  early  in  to-night. 

The  sullen  wind  was  soon  awake. 
It  tore  the  elm-tops  down  for  spite, 

And  did  its  worst  to  vex  the  laJce : 
I  listened  with  heart  fit  to  break. 
When  glided  in  Porphsrria ;  straight 

She  siiut  the  cold  out  and  the  rtorm. 
And  kneeled  and  made  the  cheerless  grate 

Blaze  up,  and  all  the  cottage  warm  ; 
Which  done,  she  rose,  and  from  her  form 
Withdrew  the  dripping  cloak  and  shawl. 

And  laid  her  soiled  gloves  by.  untied 
Her  hat  and  let  the  damp  hair  tail. 

And,  last,  she  sat  down  by  my  side 
And  called  me.    When  no  voice  replied, 
She  put  my  arm  about  her  waist. 

And  made  her  smooth  white  shoulder  bare 
And  all  her  yellow  hair  displaced, 

And,  stooping,  made  my  cheek  lie  there. 
And  spread,  o'er  all,  her  yellow  hair. 
Murmuring  how  she  loved  me  —  ^e 

Too  weak,  for  all  her  heart's  endeavor. 
To  set  its  struggling  passion  free 

From  pride,  and  vainer  ties  disMTcr, 
And  give  herself  to  me  forever. 
But  passion  soraetimee  would  prevail. 

Nor  could  to-night*s  gay  feast  restrain 
A  sudden  thought  of  one  so  pale 

For  love  of  her,  and  all  in  vain  : 
So,  she  was  come  through  wind  and  rain« 
Be  sure  I  looked  up  at  her  eyes 

Happy  and  proud ;  at  last  I  knew 
Ponphyria  worshipped  me  ;  surprise 

Made  my  heart  swell,  and  stiU  it  grew 
While  I  debated  what  to  do. 
That  moment  she  was  mine,  mine,  fair. 

Perfectly  pure  and  good :  I  found 
A  thing  to  do,  and  all  her  hair 

In  one  long  yellow  string  I  wound 
Three  times  her  little  throat  around. 
And  stranj^led  her.    No  pain  felt  she ; 

I  am  qmte  sure  she  felt  no  pain. 
As  a  shut  bud  that  holds  a  bes, 

I  warily  oped  her  lids :  again 
Laughed  the  blue  eyes  without  a  slain. 
And  I  untightened  next  the  tress 

About  her  neck ;  her  cheek  once  mors 
Blushed  bright  beneath  my  bumii^  kisa : 

I  propped  ner  head  up  as  before, 
Ouly,  tins  time  my  shoulder  bore 
Her  head,  which  droops  upon  it  still : 

The  smiling  rosy  little  head. 
So  glad  it  has  its  utmost  will. 

That  all  it  scorned  at  once  is  fled. 
And  I,  its  love,  am  gained  instsMid ! 
Porphyria 's  love :  she  guessed  not  how 

Her  darling  one  wish  would  be  heard. 
And  thiM  we  sit  together  now. 

And  all  night  long  we  have  not  atirrsd. 
And  yet  God  has  not  said  a  word  I 


"CHILDE  ROLAND  TO  THE  DARK  TOWER  CAME" 
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**  CHILDE     ROLAND     TO     THE     DARK 
TOWER  CAME" 

See  £dgar*8  song  in  Lear, 

Ht  first  thonf?ht  was,  he  lied  in  erery  word, 
That  hoary  cripple,  with  nudioioiiB  eye 
Askance  to  watch  the  working  of  his  lie 
On  mine,^  and  mouth  scarce  able  to  afford 
Suppreasion  of  the  glee,  that  parsed  and  scored 
Its  edge,  at  one  more  victim  gained  thereby. 

What  else  should  he  be  set  f or«  with  his  staff  ? 
What,  save  to  waylay  witJi  his  liesj  ensnare 
All  trayellers  who  might  find  him  posted 
there. 
And  ask  the  road  ?    I  gneased  what  skuU-like 

langh 
Would  break,  what  crutch  *gin  write  my  epitaph 
For  pastime  in  the  dusty  thoroughfare, 

If  at  his  counsel  I  should  turn  aside 
Into  that  ominous  tract  which,  all  agree. 
Hides  the  Dark  Tower.    Yet  acqniescingly 
I  did  turn  as  he  pointed  :  neither  pride 
Nor  hope  rekindling  at  the  end  descried, 
So  much  as  gladness  that  some  end  might  be.  1 

For,  what  with  my  whole  world-wide  wander- 

MR*  , 
What  with  my  searoh  drawn  out  through 

years,  my  hope 
Dwindled  into  a  ghost  not  fit  to  cope 
With    that  obstreperous    joy   success   would 

brin^, — 
I  hardly  tried  now  to  rebuke  the  spring 
My  heart  made,  fijidiug  failure  in  its  seope. 

• 

As  when  a  sick  man  Tery  near  to  death 
Seems  dead  indeed,  and  feels  begin  and  end 
The  tears,  and  takes  the  farewell  of  each 
friend. 
And  hears  one  bid  the  other  go,  draw  breath 
Freelier  outside,  C  since  all  is  o*er,**  he  saith, 
""And    the    blow    fallen    no    grieving   can 
amend ; ") 

While  some  discuss  if  near  the  other  graves 
Be  room  enough  for  this,  and  when  a  day 
Suits  best  for  carrying  the  corpse  away. 

With   care   about   the    banners,  scarves  and 
staves: 

And  still  the  man  hears  all,  and  only  craves 
He  may  not  shame  such  tender  love  and  stay. 

Thus,  I  had  so  long  suffered  in  this  quest. 
Heard  failure  prophesied  so  oft,  been  writ 
So  manv  times  among  **  The  Band  '*  —  to  wit, 
The  knignta  who  to  the  Dark  Tower's  seareh 

aadressed 
Their  steps  —  that  just  to  fail  as  they,  seemed 
best. 
And  all  the  doubt  was  now  —  should  I  be  fit  ? 

So^uiet  as  despair,  I  turned  from  him. 
That  hateful  cripple,  out  of  his  highway 
Into  the  path  he  pointed.    All  the  day 


Had  been  a  dreary  one  at  best,  and  dim 
Was  settling  to  its  close,  yet  shot  one  grim 
Red  leer  to  see  the  plain  catch  its  estray. 

For  mark  !  no  sooner  was  I  fairly  found 
Pledged  to  the  plain,  after  a  pace  or  two, 
Than,  pausing  to  throw  backward  a  last  view 

O'er  the  safe  road,  *t  was  gone ;   gray  plain  all 
round: 

Nothing  but  plain  to  the  horizon's  bound. 
I  mi^t  go  on  ;  naught  else  remained  to  do. 

So,  on  I  went.    I  think  I  never  saw  , 
Such  starved  ignoble  nature ;  nothing  throve : 
For  flowers  —  as  well  expect  a  cedar  grove  I 
But  cockle,  spurge,  according  to  their  Uw 
Might  propagate  their  kind,  with  none  to  awe. 
You'd  think:   a  burr  had  been  a  treasure 
trove. 

No  I  penury,  inertness  and  grimace. 
In  some  strange  sort,  were  the  land's  portion. 

oe© 
Or  shut  your  eves,"  said  Nature  peevishly, 
**  It  nothing  skills :  I  cannot  help  my  case : 
'T  is  the  Last  Judgment's  fire  must  cure  this 
place. 
Calcine  its  clods  and  set  my  prisoners  free." 

If  there  |>ushed  any  ragged  tlustle-stalk 
AboveSts  mates,  the  head  was  chopped ;  the 

bents 
Were  jealous  else.     What  made  those  holes 
and  rents 
In  the  dock's  harsh  swarth  leaves,  bruised  as  to 

balk 
All  hope  of  greenness  ?  't  is  a  brute  must  walk 
Fashing  their  life  out,  with  a  brute's  intents. 

As  for  the  grass,  it  grew  as  scant  as  hur 
In  leprosy :  thin  dry  blades  pricked  the  mud 
Which  underneath  looked  kneaded  up  with 
blood. 
One  stiff  blind  horse,  his  every  bone  arstare, 
Stood  stupefied,  however  he  came  there : 
Thrust  out  past  service  from  the  devil's  stud ! 

Alive  ?  he  might  be  dead  for  aught  I  know. 
With   that   red   gaunt   and   colloped   neck 

a-strain. 
And  shut  eyes  underneath  the  rusty  mane ; 

Seldom  went  such  grotesqueneas  with  such  woe ; 

I  never  saw  a  brute  I  hated  so ; 
He  must  be  wicked  to  deserve  such  pain. 

I  shut  my  eyes  and  turned  them  on  my  heart. 
As  a  man  calls  for  wine  before  he  fi^htSj 
I  asked  one  draught  of  earlier,  happier  sights. 
Ere  fitlv  I  could  hope  to  play  mv  put.  ^ 
Think  nrst,  fight  atterwiutls  —  tne  soldier's  art : 
One  taste  of  the  old  time  sets  all  to  rights. 

Not  it  I    I  fancied  Cuthbert's  reddening  face 
Beneath  its  garniture  of  cnrly  {fold. 
Dear  fellow,  till  I  almost  felt  him  fold 
An  arm  in  mine  to  fix  me  to  the  place. 
That  way  he  used.    Alas,  one  night's  disgrace ! 
Out  went  my  heart's  new  fire  and  left  it  cold. 


as 


DRAMATIC  ROMANCES 


Giles  then,  the  aonl  of  honor  —  there  he  stands 

Frank  as  ten  yean  ago  when  kniffhted  first. 

What  honest  man  should  dare  (he  said)  he 

durst. 

Good  —  hut  the   scene   shifte — faoghl    what 

hangman  hands 
Pin  to  his  hreast  a  parchment  ?    His  own  hands 
Read  it.    Poor  traitor,  spit  npon  and  enrst ! 

Better  thii  present  than  a  past  tike  that ; 
Back  therefore  to  my  dtf  kening  path  again  1 
No  sound,  no  sight  as  far  as  eye  oould  strain. 

Will  the  night  send  a  howlet  or  a  hat  ? 

I  asked :  when  something  on  the  dismal  flat 
Came  to  arrest  my  thoughts  and  change  their 
train. 

A  sudden  little  river  crossed  my  path 
As  unez]>ected  as  a  serpent  comes. 
No  slu^igish  tide  congenial  to  the  glooms ; 
This,  as  it  frothed  hy.  might  hare  heen  a  bath 
For  me  fiend^s  glowing  hoof  —  to  see  the  wrath 
Of  its  black  eddy  bespate  with  flakes  and 
spumes. 

So  petty  yet  so  spiteful !    All  along, 
Low  scrubbsr  alders  kneeled  down  orer  it ; 
Drendied  willows  flung  them  headlong  in  a 
fit 
Of  mute  despair,  a  suicidal  throng: 
The  river  which  had  done  them  all  the  wrong, 
Whatever  that  was,  rolled  by,  deterred  no 
whit. 

Which,  while  I  forded, —good  saints,  how  I 
feared 
To  set  my  foot  upon  a  dead  man's  cheek. 
Each  step,  or  feel  the  spear  I  thrust  to  seek 
For  hollows,  tangled  in  his  hair  or  beard  I 
—  It  may  have  Men  a  water-rat  I  speared. 
But,  ugh !  it  sounded  like  a  baby's  shriek. 

Glad  was  I  when  I  reached  the  other  bank. 

Now  for  a  better  country.    Vain  presage ! 

Who  were  the  strugglers,  what  war  did  they 
wage. 
Whose  savage  trample  thus  could  pad  the  dank 
boil  to  a  plash  ?    Toads  in  a  poisoned  tank. 

Or  wild  cats  in  a  red-hot  iron  cage  — 

The  fi^t  must  so  have  seemed  in  that  fell 
cirqne. 
Wliat  penned  them  there,  with  all  the  plain 

to  choose? 
No  footprint  leading  to  that  horrid  mews, 
None  out  of  it.    Mad  brpwtige  set  to  work 
Their  brains,  no  doubt,  like  galley-slaves  the 
Turk 
Pits  for  hit  pastime.  Christians  against  Jews. 

And  more  than  that  —  a  furlong  on  —  why, 
there! 
What  ImmI  use  was  that  engine  for,  that  wheeL 
Or  brake,  not  wheel  —  that  harrow  fit  to  reel 
Men's  bodies  out  like  silk  ?  with  all  the  air 
Of  Tophet's  tool,  on  earth  left  unaware. 
Or  brought  to  sharpen  its  rusty  teeth  of  steel. 


Then  came  a  bit  of  stubbed  gronnd,  onoe  a 
wood, 
Next  a  marsh,  it  would  seem,  and  now  mere 

earth 
Desperate  and  done  with:  (so  a  fool  finds 
mirth. 
Makes  a  thing  and  then  mats  it,  till  his  mood 
Changes  and  off  he  goes  1)  within  a  rood  — 
Bog,  day  and  rubble,  sand  and  stark  Uaek 
dearth. 

Now  blotches  rankling,  colored  gay  and  grim. 

Now  patches  where  some  leanness  of  the 
soil's 

Broke  into  moss  or  subetanoes  like  boils ; 
Then  came  some  palsied  oak,  a  cleft  in  hun 
Like  a  distorted  mouth  that  splits  its  rim 

Gaping  at  death,  and  dies  while  it  reooils. 

And  just  as  far  as  ever  from  the  end  I 
Naught    in  the  distance  but  the   evening, 

naught 
To  point    my   footstep    further  I     At   th« 
thought, 
A  great  black  bird,  ApoUyon's  bosom-friend, 
Sailed  past,  nor  beat  his  wide  wing  dragon- 
penned 
That  brushed  my  cap — perohanoe  the  guide 
I  sought. 

For,  looking  up.  aware  I  somehow  grew, 
'Spite  of  the  ausk,  the  plain  had  given  place 
Ail  round  to  mountains  —  with  such  name  to 
grace 
Mere   ugly  heights  and  he^;>s  now  stolen  n 

view. 
How  thus  they  Lad  surprised  me,  —  soIts  it, 
you  I 
^ow  to  get  from  them  was  no  clearer  ease. 

Yet  half  I  seemed  to  recognize  some  trick 
Of    mischief  happened  to  me,  God  knows 

when  — 
In  a  bad  dream  pethaps.    Here  ended,  thm. 

Progress  this  way.    When,  in  the  very  nick 


Of  giving  up,  one  time  more,  came  a  ctiok 
/^  when  a 
den! 


trap  shuts  —  you  're  inside  the 


Bumingly  it  came  on  me  all  at  once. 
Thb  was  the  place !  those  two  hills  on  the 

right. 
Crouched  like  two  buUs  locked  hom  in  hom 
in  fight ; 
While  to  the  left,  a  tall  scalped  mountain  .  •  • 

Dunce, 
Dotard,  anloung  at  the  very  nonoe. 
After  a  life  spent  training  for  the  sight ! 

What  in  the  midst  Uy  but  the  Tower  itself  ? 
The  round  squat  turret,  blind  as  the  fool's 

heart, 
Bnilt  of  brown  stone,  without  a  oonaterpart 
In  the  whole  worid.    The  tempest's  mocJkiiMe 

elf 
Points  to  the  shipmaa  thus  the  unseen  shelf 
He  strikes  on,  only  when  the  timheia  start. 
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Not  aee  ?  beMoae  of  Dight  perhaps  ?  —  why,  day 
Came  baek  again  for  that  I  before  it  left. 
The  dyinff  sunset  kindled  throngrh  a  cleft : 
The  hills,  like  siants  at  a  hunting,  lay. 
Chin  upon  hand,  to  see  the  game  at  hay,  — 
**Now  stab  and  end  the  creature — to  the 
heft!'* 

Not  hear  ?  when  noise  was  everywhere !  it  tc^ed 
Increasing  like  a  bell.    Names  in  my  ears. 
Of  all  the  lost  adventurers  my  peers,  — 

Uow  sach  a  one  was  strong,  and  such  was  bold, 


And  sneh  was  fortunate,  yet  each  of  old 
Lost,  lost !    one  moment  knelled  the  woe  of 
yean. 

There  they  stood,  ranged  along  the  hillsides, 
met 
To  view  the  last  of  me,  a  living  frame 
For  one  more  picture  1  in  a  ahoet  of  flame 
I  saw  them  and  1  knew  them  all.    And  yet 
Dauntless  the  slug^hom  to  my  lips  I  set. 
And    blew.     *^ChUde  RJand  to  the   Dark 
Tower  cameJ'^ 
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CmAimio,  tbeir  Iriend. 
OemsBR,  tbe  Pope^s  Legate. 
Citlxena  of  Faenia. 
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ACT  I 

IngUU  LmTouo'a  konte.    CnApniro,  EvztAUA. 
Eulalia.  What  is  it  keeps  Lnitolfo?  Night's 
fast  falling. 
And  'twas  scarce  sunset  .  .  .  had  the  ave-bell 
Sounded  before  he  aought  the  Provost's  house  ? 
I  think  not:  all  he  had  to  say  would  take 
Few  minutes,  such  a  very  few,  to  say ! 
How  do  yon  think.  Chiappino  ?    If  our  lord 
The  Provost  were  less  friendly  to  your  friend 
Than  everybody  here  professes  him, 
1  should  begin  to  tremole  —  should  not  yon  ? 
Why  are  von  silent  when  so  many  times 
1  turn  and  speak  to  you  ? 
Chiappino.  That 's  good  ! 

Eu,  You  laugh ! 

Ch,    Yes.    I  had  fancied  nothing  that  b^us 
price 
Li  the  whole  world  was  left  to  call  my  own  ; 
And,  ma^be.  felt  a  little  pride  thereat. 
l^p  to  a  single  man^a  or  woman *s  love, 
Down  to  the  right  in  my  own  flesh  and  blood, 
There  *s  nothing  mine,   I  fancied,  —  till  you 

spoke : 
—  Coonting,  you  see,  as  '^  nothing  *'  the  permis- 
sion 
To  study  this  necnliw  lot  of  mine 
In  ^enoe :  well,  go  silence  with  the  rest 
Of  the  world's  good  I    What  can  I  say,  shall 
serve? 


Eu,   Thii,  —  lest  yon,  even  more  than  needs, 

embitter 
Our  parting:  say  your  wrongs  have  cast,  for 

once, 
A  cloud  across  your  spirit  I 
Ch.  How  a  cloud  ? 

Eu.    No  man  nor  woman  loves  yon,  did  you 

say? 
Ch.    My  God,  were  't  not  for  thee  ! 
Eu.  Ay,  God  remains, 

Even  did  men  forsake  you. 

Ch.  Oh,  not  so  I 

Were  H  not  for  God,  I  mean,  what  hope  of 

truth  — 
Speaking  truth,  hearing  truth,  would  stay  with 

man? 
I,  now  —  the  homeless  friendless  penniless 
Proscribed  and  exiled  wretch  who  speak  to 

you,— 
Onght  to  speak  truth,  yet  could  not,  for  my 

death, 
(The  thing  that  tempts  me  most)  help  speaking 

lies 
About  vour  friendship  and  Lnitolfo's  courage 
And  all  onr  townsfolk's  equanimitv  — 
Through  sheer  incompetence^  to  rid  myself 
Of  the  old  miserable  lying  trick 
Caught  from  the  liars  I  have  lived  with,  —  God, 
Did  I  not  turn  to  thee  I    It  is  thy  prompting 
I  dare  to  be  ashamed  of,  and  thy  counsel 
Would  die  along  my  coward  lip,  I  know. 
But  I  do  turn  to  thee.    This  craven  tongnoi 
These  features  which  refnse  the  soul  its  way. 
Reclaim  thou  I    Give  me  truth  —  truth,  power 

to  speak 
~  And  after  be  sole  nresent  to  approve 
The  spoken  truth  !  Or,  stay,  that  spoken  truth. 
Who  knows  but  yon,  too,  may  approve  ? 

Eu.  Ah,  well  - 

Keep  silence  then,  Chiappino ! 

Ch.  You  would  hear,  — - 

Ton  shall  now,  —  why  the  thing  we  please  to 

st^le 
My  gratitude  to  you  and  all  your  friends 
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For  service  done  me,  u  just  gmtitnde^ 

So  mnch  as  yours  was  service :  no  whit  more. 

I  was  born  here,  so  was  Luitolfo  ;  both 

At  one  time,  much  with  the  same  circumstance 

Of  rank  and  wealth ;  and  both,  up  to  this  night 

(>f  partine  company,  have  side  by  side 

8till  fared,  he  in  the  sunshine  —  I,  the  shadow. 

"  Why  ?  "  asks  the  world.    **  Because,"  replies 

the  world 
To  its  complacent  self,  ^'  these  playfellows. 
Who  took  at  church  the  holy-water  drop 
Each  from  the  other's  iin^r.  and  so  forth,  — 
Were  of  two  moods :  Luitolfo  was  the  proper 
FViend-making,  everywhere  f rieud-Bnding  soul. 
Fit  for  the  sunshine,  so.  it  followed  him. 
A  happy-tempered  brineer  of  the  best 
Out  of  the  worst ;  who  bears  with  what  *b  past 

cure. 
And  puts  so  good  a  face  on  *t  —  wisely  passive 
Where  action  *s  fruitle^  while  he  remedit^ 
In  silence  what  the  foolish  rail  against ; 
A  man  to  smooth  such  natures  as  parade 
Of  opposition  must  exaenierate  ; 
No  ^neral  gauntlet-gatherer  for  the  weak 
Agamst  the  strong,  yet  over-sorupuloiM 
At  lucky  junctures ;  one  who  wonH  forego 
The  lufter-battle  work  of  binding  wounds. 
Because,  forsooth  he  ^d  have  to  brin^  himself 
To  side  with  wound-infliotors  for  their  leave  I  " 
—  Why  do  jou  gaze,  nor  help  me  to  repeat 
What  comes  so  gliblv  from  tlie  common  mouth. 
About  Luitolfo  and  his  soHityled  friend  ? 
^tt.     Because,    that   friend^s   sense   is  ob- 
scured .  .  . 
Ch.  I  thought 

Ton  would  be  readier  with  the  other  half 
Of  the  world^s  story,  my  half !    Yet,  *t  is  true. 
For  all  the  world  does  say  it.    Say  your  worst ! 
True,  I  thank  God,  I  ever  said  ^*  yon  sin," 
When  a  man  did  sin  :  if  I  could  not  say  it, 
I  glared  it  at  him ;  if  I  could  not  glare  it, 
I  prayed  against  him  ;  then  my  part  seemed  over. 
6f)d*s  mav  begin  yet :  so  it  wiD.  I  trust. 
Eu.    If  the  world  outraged  yon,  did  we  ? 
Ch.  What 's  *'  me  " 

That  you  use  well  or  ill  ?    It  *s  man,  in  me. 
All  your  successes  are  an  ontratre  to. 
You  all,  whom  sunshine  follows,  as  you  sav  ! 
Here  *s  our  Faenza  birthplace  ;  they  send  here 
A  provost  f r()m  Ravenna  :  how  he  rules, 
You  can  at  times  be  eloquent  about. 
•*  Then,  end  his  rule  I  "  —  '*  Ah  yes,  one  stroke 

does  that  ! 
Bnt  patience  under  wrong  wt»rks  slow  and  sure. 
Must  violence  still  bring  peace  forth?     He, 

beside. 
Returns  so  blandly  one^s  obeisance  !  ah  — 
Some  latent  virtue  may  be  lingering  yet. 
Some  human  sym|)athy  which,  once  excite. 
And  all  the  lump  were  leavened  quietly  : 
So.  no  more  talk  of  striking,  for  this  time  I " 
But  I,  as  one  of  those  he  rules,  woii^t  bear 
These  pretty  taking»-up  and  layin^ps-down 
Our  cause,  just  as  you  think  occasion  suits. 
Enough  of  earnest,  is  there  ?    You  *11  play,  will 

you? 
Diversify  your  tactics,  give  submission. 
Obsequiousness  and  flattery  a  turn. 


While  we  die  in  our  misery  patient  deaths  ? 

We  all  are  outraged  then,  and  I  the  first : 

I,  for  mankind,  resent  each  shrug  and  smirk. 

Each  beck  and  bend,  each  ...  all  you  do  and 
are, 

I  hate  1 
Eu,       We  share  a  common  censure,  then. 

'T  is  well  you  have  not  poor  Luitolfo*s  part 

Nor  mine  to  point  out  in  the  wide  offence. 
Ch,    Oh,  snail  I  let  you  so  escape  me,  lady  ? 

Come,  on  your  own  ground,  lady,  —  from  your- 
self, 

(Leaving  the  people^s  wrong,  which   most  is 
mine) 

What  have  I  got  to  be  so  grateful  for  ? 

These  three  last  fines,  no  doubt,  one  on  tlie 
other 

Paid  by  Luitolfo? 
Eu,  Shame,  Chiappino  I 

Ch,  Shame 

Fall  presently  on  who  deserves  it  most !   * 

—  Wnich  is  to  see.    He  paid  my  fines  —  my 

friend. 
Your  prosperous  smoodi  lover  presently. 
Then,  scarce  your  wooer,  —  soon,  your  hwm- 

band :  well  — 
I  loved  you. 
Eu.  Hold  I 

Ch,  You  knew  it,  years  ago. 

When  my  voice  faltered  and  my  eye  grew  dim 
Becanse  yon  gave  me  your  silk  mask  to  hold  — 
My  voice  that  greatens  when  there's  need  to 

curse 
The  people^s  Provost  to  their  heart's  content, 

—  My  eye,  the  Provost,  who  bears  all  men** 

eyes, 
Banbhes  now  becanse  he  cannot  bear,  — 
You  knew  .  .  .  but  you  do  your  parts  —  my 

part,  I : 
So  be  it  I    You  flourish.  I  decay:  all  *s  welL 
Eu,    I  hear  this  for  the  first  time. 
Ch,  The  fault 's  thero  f 

Then  my  days  spoke  not,  and  my  ni&rhts  of  fire 
Were  voiceless  r     Then  the  very  neart  may 

burst. 
Yet  all   prove   naught,  because    no   mincinif 

speech 
Tells  leisurely  that  thus  it  is  and  thus  ? 
Eulalia,  truce  with  toying  for  this  once  ! 
A  banished  fool,  wlio  troubles  you  to-night 
For  the  last  time  —  why,  what  \  to  fear  fitMB 

me? 
Yon  knew  I  loved  yon  I 

Eu,  Not  so,  on  my  fiaitk ! 

You  were  my  now-affianced  Inverts  f  nend  — 
Came  in,  went  out  with  him,  could  speak  as  he. 
All  praise  your  ready  parts  and  pregnant  wit ; 
See  now  your  words  come  from  yoa  in  a  crowd  ! 
Luitolfo  ^s  first  to  place  you  o^er  himself 
In  all  that  challenges  respect  and  love : 
Yet  you  were  silent  then,  who  blame  me  now 
I  sav  all  this  by  fascination,  sure  : 
I,  a^  but  wed  to  one  I  love,  yet  listen ! 
It  must  be,  you  are  wronged,  and  that  Hm 

vrronf^ 
Luitolfo  pities  .  .  . 

Ch.  —  You  too  pity  f    Do  ! 

But  hear  first  what  my  wrongs  are ;  so  begiui 
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This  talk  and  so  shall  end  this  talk.    I  say, 
Was  *t  not  enough  that  I  must  strive  (I  saw) 
To  grow  so  far  familiar  with  yonr  charms 
As  next  contrive  some  way  to  vriii  them  —  which 
To  do.  an  age  seemed  far  too  brief  — ;  f or,  see  I 
We  all  aiipire  to  heaven ;  and  there  lies  heaven 
Above  us :  go  liiere !    Dare  we  go  ?  no,  surely  I 
How  dare  we  go  without  a  reverent  pause, 
A  growing  less  unfit  for  heaven  ?    just  so, 
I  oared  not  speak  :  the  greater  fiiol,  it  seems ! 
Waa  't  not  enough  to  struggle  with  such  folly, 
But  1  must  have,  beside,  the  very  man 
Whose  slight  free  loose  and  incapacious  soul 
Oave  hiii  tongue  scope  to  say  whatever  he  would 

—  Must  have  him  load  me  with  lus  benefits 

—  For  fortune's  fiercest  stroke  ? 

Eu.  Justice  to  him 

That  *s  now  entreating,  at  his  risk  perhaps, 
Justice  for  you  I     Did  he  once  call  those  acts 
Of  simple  friendship  —  bounties,  benefits  ? 
Ck.    No :  the  straight  course  had  been  to  call 

them  thus. 
Then,  I  had  flung  them  back^  and  kept  myself 
Unhampered,  free  as  he  to  win  the  prize 
We  both  sought.    But  *'  the  gold  was  dross," 

he  said  : 
'*He  loved  me,  and  I  loved  him  not:  why 

spurn 
A  trifle  out  of  superflnitv  ? 
He  had  forrotten  he  had  done  as  much.** 
So  had  not  1  I    Henceforth,  try  as  I  could 
To  take  him  at  his  word,  there  stood  bv  yon 
My  benefactor  ;  who  might  speak  and  laugh 
Aud  urge  his  nothings,  even  banter  me 
Before   you  —  but  my  tongue   was    tied.     A 

dream ! 
Let  *s  wake:  your  husband  .  .  .  how  you  shake 

at  that  I 
Good  —  my  revenge  1 

Su,         Why  should  I  shake?    What  forced 
Or  forces  me  to  be  Luitolf o*s  bride  ? 

Ch.     There 's  my    revenge,  that    nothing 

forces  yon. 
No  gratitude,  no  liking  of  the  eye 
Nor  longing  of  the  heart,  but  the  poor  bond 
Of  habit  —  here  so  many  times  he  came. 
So  much  he  spoke,  —  all  these  compose  the  tie 
That  puUs  you  from  me.     Well,  he  paid  my 

fines. 
Nor  missea  a  cloak  from  wardrobe,  dish  from 

table; 
He  spoke  a  good  word  to  the  Provost  here. 
Held  me  up  when  my  fortunes  fell  away, 

—  It  had  not  looked  so  well  to  let  me  drop,  — 
Men  take  pains  to  preserve  a  tree-stump,  even. 
Whose  boughs  they    played  beneath  —  mucn 

more  a  friend. 
Bat  one  grows  tired  of  seeing,  after  the  first, 
Psins  spent  upon  impracticable  stuff 
LUls  me,    I  could  not  change  :  you  know  the 


I  *TB  spoke  my  mind  too  fully  out,  by  chance, 
This  morning  to  our  Provost ;  so,  ere  night 
I  leave  the  city  on  pain  of  death.    And  now 
On  mT  aoooont  there  *s  gallant  intercession 
Goes  forward  —  that 's  so  graoefnl !  —  and  anon 
He  *U  noisily  come  back  :  '*  the  intercession 
Was  made  and  fails ;  all  *s  over  for  us  both  ; 


'T  ia  vain  contending ;  I  would  better  go." 
And  I  do  go  —  and  straight  to  you  he  turns 
Light  of  a  load ;  and  ease  of  that  permits 
His  visage  to  repair  the  natural  blamd 
(Economy,  sore  broken  late  to  suit 
My  discontent.     Thus,  all  are  pleased  —  you, 

with  him. 
He  with  himself,  and  all  of  you  with  me 
—  ''Who,^*   say  the   citizens,  *'had  done  far 

better 
In  letting  people  sleep  upon  their  woes. 
If  not  possessed  with  talent  to  relieve  them 
When  once  awake  ;  —  but  then  I  had,"  they  ^11 

say, 
"  Doubtless  some  unknown  compensating  pride 
In  what  I  did  ;  and  as  I  seem  content 
With  ruining  myself,  why,  so  should  they  be." 
And  so  they  are,  and  so  be  with  his  prize 
The  devil,  when  he  gets  them  speedilv  I 
Whv  does  not  your  Luitolf o  come  ?    1  long 
To  don  this  cloak  and  take  the  Lugo  path. 
It  seems  you  never  loved  me,  then? 

Ku.  Chiappinot 

Ch,    Never? 

Eu,  Never. 

Ch.  That  *8  sad.    Say  what  I  nuffht, 

There  was  no  help  from  being  sure  this  wnile 
You  loved  me.     Love  like  mine  must  have 

return, 
I  thought :  no  river  starts  but  to  some  sea. 
And  had  you  loved  me,  I  could  soon  devise 
Some  spt'cious  reason  why  you  stifled  love, 
Some  fancied  self-denial  on  your  part. 
Which  made  you  choose  Luitolfo  ;  so,  ezceptr 

ing 
From  the  wide  condemnation  of  all  here. 
One   woman.      Well,   the  other   dream  may 

break! 
If  I  knew  anv  heartj  as  mine  loved  you, 
Loved  me,  though  m  the  vilest  breast  'twere 

lodged. 
I  should,  1  think,  be  forced  to  love  again : 
Else  there  *s  no  right  nor  reason  in  the  world. 


Eu,    **  If  yon  knew,"  say  you,  —  but  I  did 
not  know. 
That 's   where   you  *re    blind,    Chiappino ! —  a 

disease 
Which  if  I  may  remove,  I  '11  not  repent 
The  listening  to.    You  cannot,  will  not,  see 
How,  place  you  but  in  ever^  circumstance 
Of  us,  you  are  just  now  indignant  at. 
You  'd  be  as  we. 

Ch.  I  should  be  ?  .  .  .  that ;  again ! 

L  to  my  friend,  my  country  and  my  love. 
Be  as  Luitolfo  and  these  Faentines  ? 

Eu,  As  we. 

Ch,    ^  Now,  I  '11  say  something  to  remember. 
I  trust  in  nature  for  the  stable  laws 
Of  beauty  and  utility.  —  Spring  shall  plant, 
And  Autumn  gamer  to  the  end  of  time : 
I  trust  in  God  —  the  right  shall  be  the  right 
And  other  than  the  wrong,  while  he  endures : 
I  trust  in  my  own  soul,  that  can  perceive 
The  outward  and  the  inward,  nature's  good 
And  God's :  so,  seeing  these  men  and  mysdf, 
Having  a  right  to  speak,  thus  do  I  speak. 
I'll  not  curse  — God  bears  with   them,  weU 
may  I  — 


1^2 
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Bat  I  —  protest  afcaiust  their  claiming  me. 

I  simplv  say,  if  tliat  ^s  allowable, 

I  would  not  (bruadly;  do  as  they  have  done. 

—  God  cuzse  this  townf ul  of  bom  slaves,  bred 

slaves. 
Branded   into   the   blood   and   bone,  sUves! 

(/ante 

Whoever  loves,  above  his  liberty. 

House,  land  or  life  I  and  .  .  . 

[A  knocking  ttUhoui. 

—  bless  my  hero-friend, 
Lnitolfo  I 
Eu,  How  he  knocks ! 

Ch,  The  peril,  hidy  I 

**  Chiiippino,  I  have  run  a  risk  —  a  risk  \ 
For  when  I  prayed  the  Provost  (he  *s  my  friend) 
To  grant  you  a  week'H  respite  of  the  sentence 
That  confiscates  your  eoods,  exiles  yourself, 
He  shrugged  his  shoulder  —  I  say,  shmgged  it ! 

Ves, 
And  fright  of  that  drove  all  else  from  my  head. 
Here 's  a  good  purse  of  wcudi :  off  witli  vou. 
Lest  of  tluit  shrug  come  what  6«)d  only  knows  I 
The  Bcudi  —  friend,  they  *re  trash  —  no  thanks, 

Ibeg! 
Take  the  north  gate,  —  for  San  Vitale's  suburb. 
Whose  double  taxes  yon  appealed  against, 
In  disoomposnre  at  your  ili-snccess 
Is  apt  to  stone  yon :  there,  there  —  only  go  I 
Beside,  Enlalia  here  looks  sleepily. 
Shake  .  .  .  oh,  vou  hurt  me,  so  yoo  squeeze 

my  wrist! 

—  Is  it  not   thus  you'U  speak,  adventurous 

friend? 

Cil«  he  opens  the  door^  Luttolio  rushes  in,  his  gar' 
menis  disordered. 

Eu.    Lnitolfo  I    Blood? 

Luito{fo,  lliere  's  more  —  and  more  of  it ! 
Eulalia  —  take  the  garment !  No  — you,  friend ! 
Yon  take  it  and  the  blood  from  me  —  you  dare  I 

Eu,    Oh,  who  has  hurt  you?  whare's  the 
wound? 

C*.  **  Who,"  say  you  ? 

The  man  with  many  a  touch  of  virtue  yet ! 
The  Provost's  friend  has  proved  too  frank  of 

speech. 
And  this  comes  of  it.    Miserable  hound ! 
This  comes  of  temporising,  as  I  said  ! 
Here  *8  fruit  of  your  smooth  speeches  and  soft 

looksl 
Now  see  my  way !     As  God  lives,  I  go  straight 
To  the  palace  and  do  justice,  once  for  all ! 

Luil.    What  says  he? 

Ch.  I  'U  do  justice  on  him. 

Luit.  Him  ? 

Ch.    The  Provost. 

Lmt*  1  've  jnst  killed  him. 

Eu.  Oh,  my  God! 

Luii,    My   friend,   they're   on    my   trace; 
they  11  have  me  —  now !  ^ 
They*re  round   him«  busy   with   him:    soon 

they  '11  find 
He  *s  past  their  help,  and  then  they  *U  be  on 

mel 
Chiappino,  save  Eulalia!    I  forget  .  •  . 
Were  yon  not  bound  for  •  .  . 

CM.  Logo? 

Luit.  Ah— y«— yes  I 


That  was  the  point  I  prayed  of  him  to  change. 
Well,  go  —  be  nappy  f  is  Eulalia  safe  7 
Thev  *re  on  me  ! 

Ch,     T  is  through  me  they  reach  yon,  then ! 
Friend,  seem  the  man  yon  are  1     Lock  arms  — 

that 's  right  I 
Now  tell  me  what  you  've  done ;  explain  hov 

you. 
That  still  professed  forbearanoe,  still  preached 

Deace, 
Could  bring  yourself  .  .  . 

Luit.  What  was  peace  for,  Chiappino  V 

I  tried  peace:   did  that  promise,  when  peace 

failed. 
Strife  should  not  follow?    All   my   peaceful 

days 
Were  iust  the  prelude  to  a  day  like  this. 
I  cried  '*  You  call  me  '  friend ' :  save  my  tne 

friend ! 
Save  him,  or  lose  me  1 " 

Ch,  But  you  never  said 

You  meant  to  tell  the  Provost  thus  and  thus. 
Luit.    Why  shouki  I  say  it  ?      What  else  dkl 

I  mean  ? 
Ch.    Well?    Hepenisted? 
Luit.  —  ''  Wotthl  so  order  it 

You  should  not  trouble  him  too  soon  again." 
I  saw  a  meaning  in  hit  eye  and  lip ; 
I  poured  my  heart's  store  of  indignant  words 
Out  on  him:  then  —  I  know  nut  I    He  retorted. 
And  I  .  .  .  some  staff  lay  there  to  hand  —  1 

think 
He    bade    his    servants  thrust    me    oat  —  I 

struck  .  .  . 
Ah,  they  come  I    Fly  yon,  save  yonraelves,  yon 

two  I 
The  dead  back-weight  of  the  beheadiiv  axe ! 
The  glowing  trip-hook,  thumbscrew*  and  the 

Eu.    They  do  come !    Torches  in  the  Plan ! 
Farewell, 
ChiMipino  1    You  can  work  no  good  to  us — 
Much  to  yourself  ;  believe  not,  all  the  worid 
Must  needs  be  cursed  henceforth  I 

Ch.  And  yon? 

Eu.  I  sUy. 

Ch.    Ha,  ha!     Now,  listen!     I  am  master 
here! 
This  was  my  coarse  disgu&M ;   this  paper  shows 
My  path  of  flight  and  place  of  lefnge  —  see  — 
Lugo,  Argenta,  rast  San  Nicolo, 
Ferrara,  uien  to  Venice  and  all  *s  safe  I 
Put  on  the  cloak  !    His  people  have  to  fetch 
A  compass  roond  about.    There  *b  time  enoagli 
Ere  they  can  reach  us,  so  you  straightway  nuuce 
For  Lugo  .  .  .  nay,  he  hears  not  I    On  with 

it  — 
The  cloak,  Lnitolfo,  do  you  hear  me  f     8oe  — 
He  obeys  he  knows  not  how.   Then,  if  I  nnst  — 
Answer  me  !    I)o  yon  know  the  Lugo  gate  'f 

Eu.    The  northwest  gate,  over  the  bridge  ? 

Luit.  I  knofw. 

Ch.    Well,  there  — yon  are  not  frighteoed? 
all  my  route 
Is  traced  in  that :  at  Venice  yon  —cape 
Their  power.    Eulalia,  I  am  master  hers  I 
l8houis/rom  without,     lie  pushes  out  LvmsfOw  trA* 
eompties  SMeMnfesUy. 
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la  tune  1    Nay,  Mp  me  with  him — so  I     He  *« 
gone. 
Eu*    What  haye  you  done  ?     On  you,  per> 
ehanoe.  all  know 
The  PtroTOst  8  hater,  will  men^s  vengeance  fall 
Ab  our  aooomplioe. 
CA.  Mere  aooomplioe  ?    See  I 

IPutHn^  on  Lottolio*!  vett. 
Now,  lady,  am  I  true  to  my  profenion, 
Or  one  of  theee  ? 
Em.  You  take  Lnitolf 0*8  phMse  ? 

Ck.    Die  for  him. 
Eu.  Well  done ! 

IShouti  increase. 

Ch,  How  the  people  tany ! 

I  ean*t  be  8ilent ;  I  must  speak :  or  sing — 
How  natural  to  aag  now  I 

Eu,  Hush  and  pray  I 

We  are  to  die ;  but  even  I  peroeive 
*T  is  not  a  verv  hard  thing  so  to  die. 
My  oousin  of  the  pale-blue  tearful  eves. 
Poor  Cesea,  suffers  more  from  one  day^s  life 
With  the  stem  husband;    Tisbe's  heart  goes 

forth 
Each  evening  after  that  wild  son  of  hers. 
To  track  his  thoughtless  footstep  through  the 

streets : 
How  easy  for  them  both  to  die  like  this ! 
I  am  not  sure  that  I  could  live  as  they. 

Ck.    Here   they  come,  crowds!    they  pass 
the^te?    YesI  — Nol  — 
One  torch  is  in  the  courtyard.    Here  flock  all. 

Eu,    At  least  Luitolfo  has  escaped.     What 
cries! 

Ch,    If  they  would  drag  one  to  the  market- 
place, 
One  nnght  speak  there  t 

Eu,  List,  list  I 

CA.  They  mount  the  steps. 

(Enter  the  Populace.) 

Ch.    I  killed  the  Provost  I 

Tht  Populace,    [Speaking  toffether.]    'T  was 
Chiappino,  fnends ! 
Our  savior  I    The  best  man  at  last  as  first ! 
He  who  first  made  us  feel  what  chains  we  wore. 
He  also  strikes  the  blow  that  shatters  them. 
He  at  lest  saves  us  —  our  best  citizen  ! 
—  Oh,  have  you  onlv  courage  to  apeak  now  ? 
My  eldest  son  was  christened  a  year  since 
**  Cino  **  to  keep  Chiappino's  name  in  mind  — 
Oino,  for  ahortnen  merely,  you  observe  I 
The  city 's  in  our  hands.    The  guards  are  fled. 
Do  you,  the  cause  of  all,  come  down  —  come 

up- 
Come  out  to  counsel  us,  our  chief,  our  king. 
Whatever  rewards  you  I    Choose  your  own  re- 
ward! 
The  peril  over,  its  reward  begins  I 
Come  and  harangue  us  in  the  market-place ! 

Eu,    Chiappino  ? 

Ck.  Yes  —  I  understand  vour  eyes  I 

You  think  I  should  have  promptlier  aisowned 
This  deed  with  its  strange  unforeseen  success, 
In  favor  of  Luitolfo.    But  the  peril. 
So  far  from  ended,  hardly  seems  begun. 
To-morrow,  rather,  when  a  calm  succeeds. 
We  easily  snail  make  him  f  nil  amends  : 
And  meantinM  —  if  we  save  them  as  they  pray. 


And  justify  the  deed  by  its  effects  ? 

Eu,    You  would,  for  worlds,  you  had  denied 
at  once. 

Ch.    I  know  my  own  intention,  be  assured ! 
All 's  well.    Pk«cede  us,  fellow-citizens  I 


ACT  II 

The  Market-plaee.    hurtoLWO  m  disguise  mingiing  with 
the  FopuUce  assenU>led  opposite  the  ProTotrt  Palace, 

1st  Bystander.  [To  Lurr.J  You,  a  friend  of 
Luitolfo 's  ?  Then,  vour  fnend  is  vanished,  — 
in  all  probability  killed  on  the  night  that  his 
patron  the  tyrannical  Provost  was  loyally  sup- 
pressed here,  exactly  a  month  ago,  by  our  illus- 
trious fellow-citizen,  thrice-noble  savior,  and 
new  Provost  that  Se  like  to  be,  this  very  morn- 
ing, -;-  Chiappino ! 

Ijuit.    He  the  new  Provost  ? 

2d  By.  Up  those  steps  will  he  go,  and  beneatli 
yonder  pillar  stand,  while  Ogniben,  the  Pope*s 
Legate^  from  Kaveiuia,  reads  the  new  digni- 
tary's title  to  the  people,  according  to  established 
custom  :  for  which  reason,  there  is  the  assem- 
bhu:e  you  inquire  about. 

Luit.  Chiappino  ~  the  late  Provoet^s  suc- 
cessor? Impossible  I  But  tell  me  of  that 
presently.  What  I  would  know  first  of  all  is, 
wherefore  Luitolfo  mnst  so  necessarily  have 
been  killed  on  that  memorable  ni|(ht  ? 

.'W  By.  You  were  Luitolfo's  fnend  ?  So  was 
I.  Never,  if  you  will  credit  me,  did  there  exist 
so  poor-spirited  a  milk-sop.  He,  with  all  the 
opportumties  in  the  world,  furnished  by  daily 
converse  with  our  oppressor,  would  not  stir  a 
finger  to  help  us:  and,  when  Chiappino  rose 
in  solitary  majesty  and  .  .  .  how  does  one  go 
on  saying  ?  .  .  .  dealt  the  godlike  blow,  —  this 
Luitolfo,  not  unreasonablv  fearing  the  indigna- 
tion of  an  aroused  and  liberated  people,  fled 
Srecipitately.  He  may  have  got  trodden  to 
eath  in  the  press  at  the  southeast  gate,  when 
the  Provost's  guards  fled  through  it  to  Ravenna, 
with  their  wounded  master,  —  if  he  did  not 
rather  hang  himself  under  some  hedge. 

Lutt,  Or  why  not  simply  have  lain  perdue 
in  some  quiet  comer,  —  sucn  as  San  Cassiano, 
where  his  estate  was,  —  receiving  daily  intelli- 
gence from  some  sure  friend,  meanwhile,  as  to 
the  turn  matters  were  taking  here — how,  for 
instance,  the  Provost  was  not  dead,  after  all. 
only  wounded  —  or,  as  today's  news  would 
seem  to  prove,  how  Chiappino  was  not  Brutus 
the  £ldf»r,  after  all,  only  Uie  new  Provost  —  and 
thus  Luitolfo  be  enabled  to  watch  a  favorable 
opportunity  for  returning  ?  Might  it  not  have 
been  so? 

d</  By.  Wli^,  he  may  have  taken  that  care  of 
himself,  certainly,  for  he  came  of  a  cautious 
stock.  I  '11  tell  you  how  his  uncle,  just  such 
another  gingerly  treader  on  tiptoes  with  finger 
on  lip,  —  how  he  met  his  death  in  the  great 
plague-year :  dico  vobis  I  Hearing  that  the 
seventeenth  house  in  a  certain  street  was  in- 
fected, he  calcnlat<^  to  pass  it  in  safety  bv 
taking  plentiful  breath,  say,  when  he  shall 
arrive  at  the  eleventh  house  ;  then  scouring  by, 
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holdinir  tluit  breath,  till  lie  be  got  so  far  on  the 
other  side  aa  number  twenty-three,  and  thua 
elude  the  danger.  —  And  ao  cud  he  begin ;  but, 
as  he  arriTed  at  thirteen,  we  will  say,  —  thinking 
to  improTO  on  his  precaution  by  puttii^  up  a 
little  prayer  to  ^>aint  Ne|x>mucene  of  Prague, 
this  exhausted  ao  much  of  his  lungs'  reserve, 
that  at  sixteen  it  was  clean  spent,  —  conse- 
quently at  the  fatal  seventeen  he  inhaled  wilii 
a  vigor  and  persistence  enough  to  suck  you  any 
latent  venom  out  of  the  heart  of  a  stone  —  Ua, 
ha! 

Luit.  [Aside.]  (If  I  had  not  lent  that  man 
the  money  he  wanted  last  spring,  I  sliould  fear 
this  bitterness  was  attributable  to  me.)  Lui- 
tolfo  is  dead  then,  one  mav  conclude  ? 

3d  By,  Why,  he  had  a  nouse  here,  and  a  wo* 
man  to  whom  he  was  affianced;  and  as  they 
both  pass  naturally  to  the  new  Provost,  his 
friend  and  heir  .  .  . 

Luit,  Ah,  I  suspected  yon  of  imposing-  on 
me  with  your  pleasantry  I  I  know  Chiappino 
better 

lit  By.  (Our  friend  has  the  bile  I  After  all,  I 
do  not  dislike  finding  somebody  vary  a  little 
this  general  gape  of  aidmiration  at  Chiappino's 
glorious  qnauties.)  Pray,  how  much  may  you 
know  of  what  haa  taken  place  in  Faenza  since 
that  memorable  night  ? 

Luit.  It  is  most  to  the  purpose,  that  I  know 
Chiappino  to  have  been  by  profession  a  hater  of 
that  very  office  of  ProTost,  yon  now  charge  him 
with  proposing  to  accept. 

Ist  By.  bir,  I  '11  tell  you.  That  night  was  in- 
deed memorable.  Up  we  rose,  a  mass  of  us, 
men,  women,  children  ;  out  fled  the  guards  with 
the  bodv  of  the  tyrant ;  we  were  to  defy  the 
world:  out,  next  gray  morning,  *'What  will 
Rome  say  ?  "  began  everybody.  You  know  we 
are  governed  by  Ravenna,  which  is  governed 
by  Rome.  And  quietly  into  the  town,  by  the 
Ravenna  road,  comes  on  mnleback  a  portly 
penona^,  Qgniben  by  name,  with  the  quality 
of  Pontifical  Legato ;  trots  briskly  through  the 
streets  humming  a  **  Cur  frtmuere  aentes,*^  and 
makes  directly  ror  the  Provost's  Psuhoe  —  there 
it   faces   you.     *^One    Messer    Chiappino    is 

Jrour  leader  ?  I  have  known  three-and-twenty 
eaders  of  revolts!"  (laughing  gently  to  him- 
self)—  "Give  me  the  help  of  your  arm  from 
my  mule  to  yonder  stops  under  the  pillar  —  80 1 
And  now,  my  revolters  and  good  friends,  what 
do  yon  want  ?  The  guards  burst  into  Ravenna 
last  night  bearing  your  wounded  Provost :  and, 
having  had  a  little  talk  with  him.  I  take  on 
myself  to  oome  and  try  a|>pease  the  disorder- 
liness,  before  Rome,  hearing  of  it,  resort  to 
another  method  :  *t  is  I  come,  and  not  another, 
from  a  certain  love  I  confess  to,  of  composing 
differences.  So,  do  yon  understand,  yon  are 
about  to  experience  this  unheard-of  tyranny 
from  me,  that  there  shall  be  no  headinif  nor 
hanging,  nor  eimfiscation  nor  exile:  I  insist 
on  your  simply  pleasing  yourselves.  And  now, 
pray,  what  does  please  yon  ?  To  live  without 
Any  government  at  all  ?  Or  having  decided 
for  one,  to  s^e  its  ministor  murdered  by  the 
first  of  your  body  that  chooses  to  find  himself 


wronged,  or  disposed  for  reTerting  to  first 
principles  and  a  justice  anterior  to  all  institu- 
tions, —  and  so  vrill  you  carry  matters,  that  tbo 
rest  of  the  world  must  at  length  unite  and  irat 
down  such  a  den  of  vrild  beasts  ?  As  for  rett- 
geance  un  what  has  just  taken  place,  — onoe 
for  all,  the  wounded  man  assures  me  he  cannot 
conjecture  who  struck  him  ;  and  this  so  ear- 
nestly, that  one  may  be  snre^  he'knows  petfectly 
well  what  intimate  acquaintance  could  find 
admission  to  speak  with  nim  late  last  evening. 
I  oome  not  for  vengeance  therefore,  but  from 
pure  curiosity  to  hear  what  you  will  do  next.** 
And  thus  he  ran  on,  on,  easily  and  Tolubly,  till 
he  seemed  to  arrive  auit«  naturally  at  the 
praise  of  law,  order,  ana  paternal  govemmokt 
D^  somebody  from  rather  a  distance.  All  our 
citizens  were  in  the  snare,  and  about  to  be 
friends  with  so  congenial  an  adviser :  but  that 
Chiappino  suddenly  stood  forth,  spoke  out  in- 
dignanUy,  and  set  things  right  agam. 

Luit,    Do  yon  see  ?    I  recognise  him  there  I 

3d  By.  Ay,  but,  mark  ^ou,  at  the  end  ol 
Chiappiuo^s  longest  period  m  praise  of  a  pure 
repuDlic,  —  "*  And  by  whom  do  I  desire  sneli  a 
government  should  be  administered,  perha|ia, 
but  by  one  like  vouiself  ?  *'  returns  the  L^ate : 
thereupon  speaking  for  a  quarter  of  an  hoar 
together,  on  the  natursl  and  only  legitimate 
goTemment  by  the  best  and  wisest.  And  it 
should  seem  there  was  soon  discovered  to  be  no 
such  yast  discrepancy  at  bottom  between  Uiia 
and  Chiappino^s  theory,  place  but  each  in  ite 
proper  light.  "Oh,  are  you  there?"  quoth 
Chiappino  :  "Ay,  in  that,  I  agree,"  retnnia 
Chiai>pino  :  and  so  on. 

Luit.  But  did  Chiappino  cede  at  onoe  to 
this? 

lit  Bu.  Why,  not  altogether  at  once.  For  tn- 
stenoe,  he  said  that  the  difference  between  him 
and  all  his  fellows  waa,  that  they  seemed  aO 
wishing  to  be  kii^ss  in  one  or  another  wmy,  — 
"whereas  what  right,"  aaked  he,  "has  any 
man  to  wish  to  be  superior  to  another?*'  — 
whereat,  "  Ah,  sir,"  answers  the  Legate,  "  this 
is  the  death  of  me,  so  often  as  I  expect  some- 
thing  is  really  going  to  be  revealed  to  as  by  von 
clearer  -  seers,  deeper  -  thinkers  —  this  —  inat 
vour  right-hand  (to  speak  by  a  figvrelahonld 
be  found  taking  up  the  weapon  it  displayed  ao 
ostentatiously,  not  to  destroy  any  dragon  in  our 
path,  as  was  prophesied,  but  simplv  to  out  off 
Its  own  fellow  left-hand  :  yourself  set  about 
attacking  yourself.  For  see  now  I  Here  are 
vou  who,  I  make  sure,  glory  exceedii^lj  in 
knowing  the  noble  nature  of  the  soul,  its  divine 
impulsM,  and  so  forth  ;  and  with  such  a  know- 
ledge you  stand,  as  it  were,  armed  to  enooonter 
the  natural  doubts  and  fears  as  to  that  same 
inherent  nobility,  which  are  ant  to  waylay  na, 
the  weaker  ones,  in  the  road  of  life.  And  when 
we  look  eagerly  to  see  them  fall  before  you,  lo, 
round  yon  wheel,  only  the  left-hand  gete  tlte 
blow  ;  one  proof  of  the  soul's  nobility  destroym 
simply  another  proof,  quite  as^  good,  of  taa 
same,  for  yon  are  founa  delivering  an  opiaioB 
like  this  I  Why,  what  is  this  perpetual  yeniu 
ing  to  exceed,  to  snbdne,  to  be  better  than,  nod 
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a  kiD|r  over,  one's  fellows,  ~*  all  that  yon  so 
diselaim,  —  bnt  the  very  tendency  youTself  are 
most  prond  of,  and  under  another  form,  would 
oppose  to  it,  — only  in  a  lower  stage  of  manifes- 
tation? You  don't  want  to  be  vulgarly  supe- 
rior to  your  fellows  after  their  poor  fashion  — 
to  have  me  hold  solemnly  up  your  gown's  tail, 
or  hand  yon  an  express  of  the  last  importance 
from  the  P<^e,  with  all  these  bystanders  no- 
ticing how  unconcerned  you  look  the  while: 
but  neither  does  our  gaping  friend,^  the  burgess 
yonder,  want  the  other  kind  of  kingship,  that 
consists  in  understanding  better  than  his  fellows 
this  and  similar  points  of  human  nature,  nor  to 
roll  nnder  hb  tongue  this  sweeter  morsel  still, 

—  the  feeling  that,  through  immense  philoso- 
phy, he  does  not  feel,  he  rather  thinks,  above 
yon  and  me  1 "  And  so  chatting,  they  glided 
off  axin-in-arm. 

Luit.  And  the  result  is  .  .  . 

Ixt  By.  Why  that,  a  month  having  gone  b^, 
the  indomitable  Chiapoino,  marrying  as  he  will 
Luitolfo^s  love  —  at  all  events  succeeding  to 
Lnitolf o*s  wealth  —  becomes  the  first  inhabitant 
of  Faenza,  and  a  proper  aspirant  to  the  Provost- 
ship;  which  we  assemble  liere  to  see  conferred 
on  nim  this  morning.  The  Legate's  Guard  to 
clear  the  wa^  I     He  will  follow  preHently. 

Luit.  [  Wlthdratcing  a  little.]  I  understand 
the  drift  of  Enlalia's  communications  less  than 
ever.  Yet  she  surely  said,  in  so  many  words, 
that  Chiappino  was  in  urgent  danger :  where- 
fore, disregarding  her  injunction  to  continue  in 
my  retreat  and  await  the  result  of  —  what  she 
called,  some  experiment  yet  in  process  —  I  has- 
tened here  without  her  leave  or  knowledge: 
how  could  I  else  ?    But  if  this  they  say  be  true 

—  if  it  were  for  such  a  purpose,  she  and  Chiap- 
pino kept  me  away  .  .  .  Oh,  no,  no  I  I  must 
confront  him  and  ner  before  I  believe  this  of 
them.    And  at  the  word,  see ! 

{Enter  CHiApraro  and  Eulaua.) 

J^M.  We  nart  here,  then?  The  change  in 
your  principles  would  seem  to  be  complete. 

Ck.  Now,  why  refuse  to  see  that  in  my  pres- 
ent course  I  change  no  principles,  only  r^-adapt 
them  and  more  adroitly?  I  had  despaired  of 
what  you  may  call  the  material  instrumentality 
of  life  ;  of  ever  being  able  to  rightly  operate  on 
mankind  through  such  a  deranged  machinery 
as  the  existing  modes  of  government :  but  now, 
if  I  <inddenly  discover  how  to  inform  these  per> 
verted  institutions  with  fresh  purpose,  bring 
the  functionary  limbs  once  more  into  immediate 
communication  with,  and  subjection  to,  the  soul 
I  am  about  to  bestow  on  them  —  do  you  see  ? 
Why  ^onld  one  desire  to  invent,  as  long  as 
it  remains  possible  to  renew  and  transform  ? 
Wlien  all  further  hope  of  the  old  oi^^anization 
shall  be  extinct,  then,  I  grant  you,  it  may  be 
time  to  try  and  create  another. 

^M.  AimI  there  being  discoverable  some  hope 
yet  in  the  hitherto  much-abused  old  system  of 
aheoliite  government  by  a  Provost  here,  yon 
mean  to  take  ^our  time  about  endeavoring  to 
realiie  those  visions  of  a  perfect  State  we  onoe 
heard  of? 

Ck.  Say,  I  wonld  fain  realize  my  conception 


of  a  palace,  for  instance,  and  that  there  is,  ab- 
stractedly, but  a  single  way  of  erecting  one  per- 
fectly. Here,  in  the  market-place  is  my  allotted 
builoing^ground ;  here  I  stand  without  a  stone 
to  lay,  or  a  laborer  to  help  me,  —  stand,  too, 
during  a  short  day  of  life,  close  on  which  the 
night  comes.  On  the  other  hand,  circumstances 
snddenlv  offer  me  (turn  and  see  it!)  the  old 
Provost^s  house  to  experiment  upon  —  ruinous, 
if  you  please,  wrongly  constructed  at  the  hor- 
ning, and  ready  to  tumble  now.  But  materials 
abound,  a  crowd  of  workmen  offer  their  ser^ 
vices;  here  exists  yet  a  Hall  of  Audience  of 
originally  noble  proportions,  there  a  Quest- 
chamber  of  symmetrical  design  enough :  and  I 
may  restore,  enlaive,  abolish  or  unite  these  to 
heart's  content.  Ought  I  not  make  the  best 
of  such  an  opportunity,  rather  than  continue  to 
gaze  discoiisolately  with  folded  arms  on  the  flat 
pavement  here,  while  the  sun  goes  slowly  down, 
never  to  rise  again  ?  Since  you  cannot  under- 
stand this  nor  me,  it  is  better  we  should  part 
as  you  desire. 

Eu.  ^^  the  love  breaks  away  too  I 

Ch.  No,  rather  my  soul's  capacity  for  love 
widens  —  needs  more  than  one  ooject  to  content 
it,  —  and,  being  better  instructed,  will  not  per> 
sist  in  seeing  aU  the  component  parts  of  love  in 
what  is  only  a  single  part,  —  nor  in  finding  that 
so  many  and  so  various  loves  are  all  nnit«d  in 
the  love  of  a  woman,  —  manifold  uses  in  one 
instrument,  as  the  savage  has  his  sword,  staff, 
sceptre  and  idol,  all  in  one  club-stick.  Love  is 
a  very  oompouna  thing.  The  inteUeotual  part 
of  my  love  I  shall  ^ve  to  men,  Uie  mijgrhty  dead 
or  the  illustrious  living  *  and  determine  to  call 
a  mere  sensual  instinct  oy  as  few  fine  names  as 
possible.    What  do  I  lose  ? 

Eu.  Nay,  I  only  think,  what  do  I  lose?  and, 
one  more  word  —  which  shall  complete  my  in- 
struction —  does  friendship  go  too  ?  What  of 
Lnitolfo.  the  author  of  your  present  prosperity  ? 

Ch.  How  the  author  ? 

Eu.  That  blow  now  called  yonni  .  .  . 

Ch.  Struck  without  principle  or  purpose,  as 
by  a  blind  natural  operation :  yet  to  which  all 
my  thought  and  life  directly  and  advisedly 
tended.  1  would  have  struck  it,  and  could  not : 
he  would  have  done  his  utmost  to  avoid  striking 
it,  yet  did  so.  I  dispute  his  right  to  that  deed 
of  mine  —  a  final  action  with  him,  from  the  first 
effect  of  which  he  fled  away,  —  a  mere  first  step 
with  me,  on  which  I  base  a  whole  mighty  super- 
structure of  good  to  follow.  Could  he  get  good 
from  it  ? 

Eu.  So  we  profess,  so  we  perform  I 

{EnUr  Oonnaif.    Eulalu  Hand*  apart.) 

Ogniben.  I  have  seen  three-and-twenty  lead- 
ers of  revolts.  By  your  leave,  sir  j  Perform  ? 
WHiat  does  tbe  lady  say  of  performing  ? 

Ch.  Only  the  tnte  saying,  that  we  must  not 
trust  profession,  only  performance. 

Oyni.  She  '11  not  say  that,  sir,  when  she 
knows  you  longer ;  you  '11  instruct  her  better. 
Ever  indge  of  men  by  their  professions !  For 
though  the  bright  moment  of  promising  is  but 
a  moment  and  cannot  be  prolonged,  yet,  if  sin- 
cere in  its  moment's  extravagant  goodness,  why. 
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trust  it  and  know  the  man  by  it,  I  say  —  not  by 
his  performaaoe ;  which  is  hau  the  worid^s  work, 
interfere  as  the  world  needs  most,  with  its  aoci- 
dents  and  circumstances  :^  the  profession  was 
purely  the  man's  own.  I  jadge  people  by  what 
they  miffht  be,  —  not  are,  nor  will  be. 

Ch.  But  have  there  not  been  found,  too,  per- 
formii^  natures,  not  merely  promising  ? 

Ogni.  Plenty.  Little  Binao  of  our  town,  for 
instance,  promised  his  friend,  grreat  ugly  Masac- 
cio,  once,  "  I  will  repay  you!  *'  —  for  a  favor 
done  him.  80,  when  his  father  came  to  die, 
and  Bindo  succeeded  to  the^  inheritance,  he 
sends  straightway  for  Masaocio  and  shares  all 
with  him  —  gives  him  half  the  land,  half  the 
money,  half  the  kegs  of  wine  in  the  cellar. 
**  Good,'*  say  you :  and  it  is  good.  But  had  lit- 
tle Bindo  found  himself  possessor  of  all  thu 
wealth  some  five  yean  before  — on  the  hi^py 
night  when  Masaccio  procured  him  that  inter> 
view  in  the  garden  with  his  pretty  cousin  Lisa 
—  instead  of  being  the  beggar  he  then  was,  —  I 
am  bound  to  believe  that  in  the  warm  moment 
of  promise  he  would  have  given  away  all  the 
wine-kegs  and  all  the  money  and  all  the  land, 
and  only  reserved  to  himself  some  hut  on  a  hill- 
top hara  bv,  whence  he  might  spend  his  life  in 
looking  ana  seeing  his  friend  enwy  himself :  he 
meant  fully  that  much,  but  tne  world  inter- 
fered. —  To  our  business  I  Did  I  understand 
you  just  now  withiu-doors  V  Yon  are  not  going 
to  marry  your  old  friend's  love,  after  all  ? 

Ch.  r  must  have  a  woman  that  can  sympsr 
thize  with,  and  appreciate  me,  I  told  you. 

Ogni.  Oh.  I  remember!  Yon,  the  greater 
nature,  needs  must  have  a  lesser  one  ( —  avow- 
edly leaser  —  contest  with  you  on  that  score 
would  never  do)  —  such  a  nature  must  compre- 
hend you,  as  the  phrase  is,  accompany  and 
tcHtif y  of  your  greatness  from  point  to  point 
onward.  Why,  tnat  were  being  not  merely  as 
great  as  yourself,  but  greater  considerably  I 
Meantime,  might  not  the  mure  bounded  nature 
as  reasonably  cunnt  on  your  appreciation  of  it, 
rather  ?  —  on  your  keeping  close  by  it,  so  far  as 
you  both  go  together,  and  then  going  on  by 
yourself  as  far  as  you  please  ?  Thus  God 
serves  us. 

Ch.  And  yet  a  woman  that  could  understand 
the  whole  of  me.  to  whom  I  could  reveal  alike 
the  strength  and  the  weakness  — 


(they  bring  us  such  strange  news  of)  to  the 
Spanish  Court ;  send  her  only  your  lumps  of 
gold,  fans  of  feathers,  your  spirit-like  birds, 
and  fruits  and  gems !  So  shall  you,  what  is 
unseen  of  you,  be  supposed  altogether  a  para- 
dise bv  her,  —  as  these  wcwtem  lands  by  Spain : 
thougn  I  warrant  there  is  filth,  red  baboons, 
ugly  reptiles  and  squalor  enough,  which  they 
bring  Spain  as  few  samples  of  as  possible.  Do 
you  want  your  mistress  to  respect  your  body 
generally?  Offer  her  your  mouth  to  kiss: 
don't  strip  off  your  boot  and  put  your  foot  to 
her  lipA !  You  understand  my  humor  by  this 
time  ?    I  help  men  to  carry  out  their  own  prin- 


oiples :  if  they  pleaae  to  isy  two  and  two  make 
five,  I  aaMnt,  so  they  will  bnt  go  on  and  say, 
four  and  four  make  ten. 
.  Ch.  But  these  are  my  private  affain ;  what  I 
desire  you  to  occupy  yourself  about,  b  my  pub- 
lic appearance  presently :  for  when  the  people 
hear  that  I  am  appointed  Provost,  thougn  yon 
and  I  may  thoroughly  discern — and  eanly,  too 

—  the  right  principle  at  bottom  of  such  a  move- 
ment, and  how  my  republicanism  remaioa 
thoroughly  unaltered,  only  takes  a  form  oi  ex- 
pression hitherto  commonly  judged  (and  hereto- 
lore  by  myself)  incompatible  with  its  ezistenoe, 

—  when  thus  I  recondle  myself  to  an  old  fann 
of  |n>vemment  instead  of  proposing  a  new  one  — 

Ogni.  Why,  yon  must  deal  with  people 
broadly.  Begin  at  a  distance  from  this  matter 
and  say,  —  New  truths,  old  truths !  sirs,  there 
b  nothing  new  possible  to  be  revealed  to  ns  in 
the  moral  world;  we  know  all  we  shall  ever 
know :  and  it  is  for  simply  reminding  ns,  by 
their  various  respective  expedients,  how  we  do 
know  this  and  the  other  matter,  that  men  get 
caUed  prophets,  poets  and  the  like.    A  phUoao* 

Eher's  life  is  spent  in  discovering  that,  of  the 
alf-dozen  trutns  he  knew  when  a  child,  avch 
an  one  is  a  lie,  as  the  worid  states  it  in  set 
terms  ;  and  then,  after  a  weary  lapse  of  yeaiv, 
and  plenty  of  hard  thinking,  it  becomes  a  truth 
again  after  all,  as  he  happens  to  newly  oonader 
it  and  view  it  in  a  different  relation  with  the 
others :  and  so  he  re-states  it,  to  the  confusion 
of  somebody  else  in  good  time.  As  for  addinr 
to  the  original  stock  of  truths,  —  impoarible! 
Thus,  von  see  the  expression  c^  them  is  the 
grand  business  :  — you  nave  got  a  truth  in  yonr 
head  about  the  right  way  of  govemiiii|^  people, 
and  you  took  a  mode  of  expreanng  it  wuch 
now  you  confess  to  be  iinperfect.  Bnt  what 
then  r  There  is  truth  in  falsehood,  falsehood 
in  truth.  No  man  ever  told  one  great  tmtb, 
that  I  know,  without  the  help  of  a  good  dozen 
of  lies  at  least,  generally  uneonscions  ones. 
And  as  when  a  child  comes  in  breathleasly  and 
relates  a  strange  story,  yon  tiy  to  conjecture 
from  the  very  falsities  in  it  what  the  reality 
was,  —  do  not  conclude  that  he  saw  iiothiiig  in 
the  sky,  because  he  assuredly  did  not  see  a  fly- 
ing horse  there  as  he  says,  —  so,  through  the 
contradictory  expression,  do  yon  see,  men  shoold 
look  painfully  for,  and  trust  to  arrive  eventu- 
ally at,  what  you  call  the  true  principle  at  bot- 
tom. Ah,  what  an  answer  is  there!  to  what 
will  it  not  prove  applicable  ?  —  **  ContradifD- 
tions  ?    Of  course  there  were,"  say  you  ! 

Ch.  Still,  the  world  at  large  may  call  it  in- 
consistency, and  what  shall  I  urge  in  reply  ? 

Ogni.  Why,  look  you,  when  they  tax  yon 
with  tergiversation  or  duplicity,  yon  may  wn^ 
swer  —  you  begin  to  perceive  that,  when  all  *a 
done  and  said,  both  great  parties  in  the  State, 
the  advooatoni  of  change  in  the  prasent  syatem 
of  things,  and  the  opponents  of  it,  patriot  mad 
anti-patxiot,  are  found  working  together  for 
the  common  good ;  and  that  in  the  midst  of 
their  efforts  for  and  against  its  progfoss,  the 
world  somehow  or  other  still  advances :  to  whidi 
result   they    contribute  in  equal  proportinnA. 
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Uuiae  who  spend  their  life  in  jranhing  it  onward, 
at  thooe  who  gire  theizB  to  the  bmineM  of  pull- 
ing it  back.  Now,  if  yon  found  the  world 
stand  still  between  the  opposite  forces,  and 
were  fflad,  I  should  oonoeiTe  you:  but  it  stead- 
ilj  aovanoes,  you  rejoice  to  nee !  By  the  side 
of  such  a  rejoicer,  the  man  who  only  winks  as 
he  keepe  onnning  nnd  quiet,  and  says,  **  Let 

fonder  hot-headed  fellow  fight  out  my  battle  ! 
J  for  one,  shall  win  in  the  end  b^  the  blows  he 
Eirea,  tana  which  I  ought  to  be  giving,"  — eyen 
e  seems  graoefnl  in  ma  avowal,  when  one  oon- 
siden  that  he  might  say,  "^  I  shall  win  quite  as 
much  by  the  blows  our  antagonist  gives  him, 
blows  from  which  he  saves  me  —  I  thank  the 
antagonist  eaually  1 "  Moreover,  you  may  en- 
lane  on  the  loss  of  the  edge  of  party-animosity 
wiUi  i^e  and  experience  .  .  . 

Ch.  And  naturally  time  must  wear  off  such 
aiqierities:  the  bitterest  adversaries  get  todisr 
cover  oertain  points  of  similarity  between  each 
other,  common  svmpathiee  —  do  thev  not  ? 

Ogni.  Ay,  had  the  young  David  but  sat  first 
to  <une  on  his  cheeses  with  the  Philistine,  he 
had  soon  discovered  an  abundance  of  such  com- 
mon sympathies.  He  of  Gath,  it  is  recorded, 
was  bom  of  a  father  and  mother,  had  brothers 
and  sisters  Uke  another  man,  —  they,  no  more 
than  tiie  sons  of  Jesse,  were  used  to  eat  each 
other.  But.  for  the  sake  of  one  broad  antipa- 
thy that  baa  existed  from  the  beginning,  David 
slung  the  stone,  cut  off  the  giaut^s  head,  made 
a  spoil  of  it,  and  after  ate  his  cheeses  alone, 
with  the  better  appetite,  for  all  I  can  learn. 
My  friend,  as  ^oa,  with  a  ouickened  eyesight, 
CO  on  discovering  much  good  on  the  worse  side, 
remember  that  the  same  process  should  propor- 
tionably  magnify  and  demonstrate  to  von  the 
much  more  good  on  the  better  side !  Ana  when  1 
profess  no  sjrmpathy  for  the  Groliaths  of  our  time, 
and  ^on  obiect  that  a  ]btk9  nature  should  sym- 
pathize with  eveiv  form  of  intelligence,  and  see 
the  good  in  it,  however  limited,  —  I  answer, 
'*  80  I  do ;  but  preserve  the  proportions  of  my 
sympathy,  however  finelier  or  widelier  I  may 
extend  its  action."  I  desire  to  be  able,  with  a 
c^uickened  eyesight,  to  descry  beauty  in  corrup- 
tion where  others  see  foulness  only ;  but  I  hope 
I  shall  also  continue  to  see  a  redoubled  beauty 
in  the  higher  forma  of  matter,  where  already 
everybody  sees  no  foulness  at  all.  I  must  re- 
tain, too,  my  old  power  of  selection,  and  choice 
of  appropriation,  to  apply  to  such  new  gifts; 
else  tney  only  dazzle  instead  of  enlightening  me. 
God  has  his  archangels  and  consorts  with  them : 
though  he  made  too,  and  intimately  sees  what 
is  good  in,  the  worm.  Observe,  I  speak  only  as 
yon  profess  to  think  and  so  ought  to  speak :  I 
do  justice  to  your  own  principles,  that  is  all. 
^  Ch.  But  you  very  well  know  that  the  two  par- 
ties do,  on  occasion,  assume  each  other's  charao- 
teristics.  What  more  disgusting,  for  instance, 
than  to  see  how  promptly  the  newly  emancipated 
slave  will  adopt,  in  his  own  favor,  the  very  meas- 
ures of  precaution,  which  pressed  soreltest  on 
himself  aa  institntionB  of  the  tyranny  he  has  just 
escaped  from  ?  Do  the  classes,  hitherto  without 
opinion «  get  leave  to  express  it  ?  there  follows  a 


oonfederaey  immediately,  from  whioh  —  exer- 
cise yonr  individual  right  and  dissent,  and  woe 
be  to  you  I 

Ogni*  And  a  journey  over  the  sea  to  you  I 
That  b  the  generous  way.  Cry  —  **  Emanci- 
pated slaves,  the  first  excess,  and  off  I  go  I " 
The  first  time  a  poor  devil,  who  has  been  bas- 
tinadoed steadily  his  whole  life  long,  finds  him- 
self let  alone  and  able  to  legislate,  so,  begins 
pettishly,  while  he  rubs  his  soles,  **  Woe  be  to 
whoever  brings  anything  in  the  shape  of  a  stick 
this  way  1"  —  yon,  rather  than  give  up  the  very 
innocent  pleasure  of  carrying  one  to  switch  flies 
with,  —  you  go  away,  to  everybody's  sorrow. 
Yet  yon  were  quite  reconciled  to  staying  at 
home  while  the  governors  used  to  pass,  every 
now  and  then,  some  such  edict  as,  "Let  no 
man  indulge  in  owning  a  stick  which  is  not 
thick  enough  to  chastise  our  slaves,  if  need 
require  ! "  Well,  there  are  pre-ordained  hier- 
archies among  us,  and  a  profane  vulgar  sub- 
jected to  a  different  law  altogether ;  yet  I  am 
rather  sorry  you  should  see  it  so  clearly :  for, 
do  you  know  what  is  to  —  all  but  save  yon  at 
the  Day  of  Judgment,  all  you  men  of  genius  ? 
It  is  this:  that,  wl^e  you  generally  be^^^an  by 
pulling  down  God,  ana  went  on  to  the  end  of 
your  Of e  in  one  effort  at  setting  up  your  own 
genius  in  his  place,  —  still,  the  last,  bitterest 
concession  wrui^  with  the  utmost,  unwillingness 
from  the  experience  of  the  very  loftiest  of  you, 
was  invariably  —  would  one  think  it  ? — that  the 
rest  of  mankind,  down  to  the  lowest  of  the  mass, 
stood  not,  nor  ever  could  stand,  just  on  a  level 
and  CNqualitv  with  yourselves.  That  will  be  a 
point  in  the  tavor  of  all  such,  I  hope  and  believe. 

Ch.  Why,  men  of  genius  are  usually  charred, 
I  think,  with  doing  just  the  reverse ;  and  at 
once  acknowledging  the  natural  inequality  of 
mankind,  by  themselves  participating  in  the 
nnivenial  craving  after,  and  deference  to,  the 
civil  distinctions  which  represent  it.  Yon 
wonder  they  pay  such  undue  respect  to  titles 
and  badges  of  superior  rank. 

Ogni.  Not  I  (alwajrs  on  your  own  ground 
and  showing,  be  it  noted  !)  Who  doubts  that, 
with  a  weapon  to  brandish,  a  man  is  the  more 
formidable  ?  Titles  and  badges  are  exercised 
as  such  a  w(»apon,  to  which  you  and  I  look  up 
wistfully.  We  could  pin  lions  with  it  moreover, 
while  in  its  present  owner's  hands  it  hardly 
prods  rats.  Nay,  better  than  a  mere  weapon 
of  easy  mastery  and  obvious  use,  it  is  a  mysteri- 
ous divining-rod  that  may  serve  us  in  un- 
dreamed-of ways.  Beauty,  strength,  intellect 
—  men  often  have  none  of  these,  and  yet  con- 
ceive prettv  accurately  what  kind  of  advantages 
thev  would  bestow  on  the  possessor.  We  know 
at  least  what  it  is  we  make  up  our  mind  to 
forego,  and  so  can  apply  the  fittest  substitute  in 
onr  power.  ^Venting  beauty,  we^  cultivate 
good-humor ;  missing  wit,  we  get  riches :  but 
the  mystic  unimaginable  operation  of  that  gold 
collar  and  string  of  J^tin  names  which  sud- 
denly turned  poor  stupid  little  peevish  Occo  of 
our  town  into  natural  lord  of  the  best  of  us  — 
a  Duke,  he  is  now  ~  there  indef>d  is  a  virtue  to 
be  reverenced ! 
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Ch.  Av,  by  the  vulgar :  not  by  Mesaere 
Stiatta  the  poet,  who  pays  more  aasiduoos 
court  to  him  tnan  anybody. 

Ognu  What  else  should  Stiatta  pay  court 
to  ?  He  has  talent,  not  honor  and  ricnes :  men 
naturally  covet  what  they  have  not. 

Ch,  No ;  or  Cecco  would  covet  talent,  which 
he  has  not,  whereas  he  covets  more  riches,  of 
which  he  has  plenty,  ah-eady. 

Ogni,  Because  a  purse  added  to  a  purse 
makes  the  holder  twice  as  rich  :  but  just  such 
another  talent  as  btiatta's,  added  to  what  he 
now  poaaesses,  what  would  that  profit  him  ? 
Give  the  talent  a  purse  indeed,  to  d!o  something 
widi  I  But  lo,  how  we  keep  the  good  people 
waiting  I  I  only  desired  to  do  justice  to  the 
noble  sentiments  which  animate  you,  and 
which  you  are  too  modest  to  duly  enforce.  Come, 
to  our  main  business:  shall  we  ascend  the 
steps  ?  I  am  going  to  propose  you  for  Provost 
to  the  people ;  they  know  ^our  uitecedents, 
and  will  accept  you  wiUi  a  joyful  unanimity : 
whereon  I  confirm  their  choice.  Rouse  up! 
Are  you  nerving  vourself  to  an  effort  ?  Beware 
the  disaster  of  Messere  iStiatta  we  were  talking 
of !  who,  determinii^  to  keep  an  eonal  mind 
and  constant  face  on  whatever  inight  be  the 
fortune  of  his  last  new  poem  with  our  towns- 
men, heard  too  plainly  hiss,  hiss,  hiss,'^  in- 
creilse  every  moment.  Till  at  last  the  man  fell 
senseless :  not  perceiving  that^  the  portentous 
sounds  liad  all  the  while  been  issuing  from  be- 
tween his  own  nobly  clenched  teeth,  and  nostiils 
narrowed  by  resolve. 

Ch,  Do  von  begin  to  throw  off  the  mask  ?  — 
to  jest  with  me,  having  got  me  effectually  into 
your  trap  ? 

0^1.  Where  is  the  trap,  my  friend?  Yon 
hear  what  I  engage  to  do,  for  my  part :  yon,  for 
yours,  have  omy  to  fulfil  your  promise  made 
jnst  now  within  doors,  of  professing  unlimited 
obedience  to  Rome's  authority  in  ray  person. 
Ajid  I  shall  authorize  no  more  than  the  simple 
re-establishment^  of  the  Provostship  and  the 
conferment  of  its  privileges  uiion  yourself: 
the  oiily  novel  stipulation  being  a  birth  of  the 
peculiar  circumstances  of  the  time. 

Ch,  And  that  stipnlation  ? 

Ogni,  Just  the  obvious  one  —  that  in  the 
event  of  the  discovery  of  the  actual  assailant  of 
the  late  Provost .  .  . 

Ch,  Ua  ! 

Ogni,  Why,  he  shall  suffer  the  proper  penalty, 
of  course ;  what  did  yon  expect  ? 

CA.  Who  heard  of  this? 

Ogni.    Rather,  who  needed  to  hear  of  this  ? 

Ch,  Can  it  be,  the  popular  rumor  never 
reached  you  .  .  . 

Ogni,  ]^ny  more  such  rumors  reach  me, 
friend,  tlian  I  choose  to  receive :  those  whidi 
wait  longest  have  best  chance.  Has  the  present 
one  sufficiently  waited?  Now  is  its  time  for 
entry  with  effect.  See  the  good  people  crowd- 
ing about  yonder  palace-steps  — <  which  we  may 
not  have  to  asoena,  after  all !  My  good  friends  I 
(nay,  two  or  three  of  you  will  answer  every 
purpose)  —  who  was  it  fell  upon  and  proved 
nearly  the  death  of  your  late  Provost  r  His 
successor  desires  to  hear,  that  his  day  of  inau- 


guration may  be  graced  by  the  act  of  prompt, 
bare  justice  we  all  anticipate.  Who  dealt  tlie 
blow  that  night,  does  anybody  know  ? 

Luit,    [Coming  foruKurd],    1 1 

AU,  Lnitolfol 

Luit.  I  avow  the  deed,  justify  and  approve 
it,  and  stand  forth  now.  to  relieve  my  n-ieiid 
of  an  unearned  iHisponsibility.  Having  taken 
thought,  I  am  grown  stronger :  I  sh^  shrink 
from  nothing  that  awaits  me.  Nay,  Chiappino 
—  we  are  friends  still :  I  dare  sa^  Uiere  is  some 
proof  of  your  superior  nature  m  this  starting' 
aside,  strange  as  it  seemed  at  first.  So,  they 
tell  me,  m^  norse  is  of  the  rieht  stock,  because 
a  shadow  in  the  path  frightens  him  into  a 
frenzy,  makes  him  dash  my  brains  out.  I  un- 
derstand only  the  dull  mule's  way  of  standinfir 
stockishly,  plodding  soberly,  suffering  on 
occasion  a  blow  or  two  with  due  patience. 

JSu,  I  was  determined  to  justify  my  choice, 
Chiappino ;  to  let  Luitolfo's  nature  vindicate 
itself.  Henceforth  we  are  undivided,  whatever 
be  our  fortune. 

Ogni,    Now,  in  these  last  ten  minntesof  si- 
lence, what  have  I   been  doing,  deem  von  ? 
Putting   the  finishiiig  stroke  to  a  homily   of 
mine,  I  have  long  taken  thought  to  perfect,  on 
the  text,  **  Let  whoso  thinketh  he  standeth, 
take    heed    lest   he    fall.*'     To  your    house, 
Luitolf o  I     Still  silent,  mv  patriotic  friend  ? 
Well,  that  is  a  good  sign  nowever.    And  yon 
will  go  aside  for  a  time  ?    That  is  better  still. 
I  understand  :  it  would  be  easy  for  yon  to  die 
of  remorse  here  on  the  spot  and  shock  us  all, 
but  you  mean  to  live  and  grow  worthy  of  com- 
ing back  to  us  one  dav.    There,  I  will  tell 
everybody  ;  and  you  only  do  right  to  believe 
you  must  get  better  as  you  get  older.    All  men 
do  so :  they  are  worst  in  chudhood,  improve  in 
manhood,  and  get  read^  in  old  age  for  another 
world.     Youth,  with  its    beauty  and  grace, 
would  seem    bestowed   on  us  for  some  such 
reason  as  to  make  us  partly  endurable  till  we 
have  time  for  really  becoming  so  of  ourselves, 
without  their  aid ;   when  they  leave  us.    The 
sweetest  child  we  all  smile  on  for  his  pleasant 
want  of  the  whole  world  to  break  up,  or  suck 
in  his  mouth,  seeing   no  other  good  in  it  — 
would  be  rudely  handled  by  that  world's  inhab- 
itants, if  he  retained  those  angelic  infantine 
desires  when  he  had  grown  six  feet  high,  black 
and  bearded.    But,  little  by  little,  he  sees  fit 
to  forego  claim  after  claim  on  the  world,  puts 
up  with  a  less  and  less  share  of  its  good  as 
his  proper  portion  ;  and  when  the  octogenarian 
asks  bareiy  a  sup  of  gruel  and  a  fire  of  dry 
sticks,  and  thanks  yon  as  for  his  full  allowance 
and  right  in  the  common  good  of  life,  —  hoping 
nobody  may  ninrder  him,  —  he  who  began  by 
asking  and  expecting  the  whole  of  us  to  bow 
down  in  worship  to  him,  —  why,  I  say  he  is 
advanced,  far  onward,  very  far,  nearly  ont  of 
sight  like  our  friend  Chiappino  yonder.    And 
now  —  (ay,  good-by  to  you  !     He  turns  round 
the    northwest  gate:    going    to  Lugo  again? 
Good-bjr  I)  —  And  now  tfive  thanks  to  Goa,  tlie 
keys  of  the  Provoet^s  palace  to  me,  and  yoQr> 
selves  toprofitable  meditation  at  home  I  I  have 
Imown  i^ur-and-twenty  leaders  of  revolts. 
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I  DEDICATE  THIS  LAST  ATTEMPT   FOR   THE  PRESENT  AT  DRAMATIC   POETRY 

TO  A  GREAT  DRAMATIC   POET; 

"WISHING   WHAT   I   WRITE   MAY   BE   READ   BY   HIS   LIGHT:" 

IF  A  PHRASE  ORIGINALLY   ADDRESSED,  BY   NOT  THE  LEAST  WORTHY  OF  HIS  CONTEMPORARIES, 

TO  SHAKESPEARE, 
MAY  BE  APPLIED  HERE,  BY  ONE  WHOSE  SOLE  PRIVILEGE   IS  IN   A  GRATEFUL  ADMIRATION, 

To  WALTER  SAVAGE   LAN  DOR 
London,  1846. 


PERSONS 

LinuA, «  Moor,  Commander  of  the  Florentine  Foroee. 

HusAOi,  a  Moor,  his  friend. 

Poooio,  the  old  Florentine  Gommuider,  now  Luru^b 

Chief  OOoer. 
Braocio,  Commianry  of  the  Republic  of  Florence. 
Jacovo  (Lato),  hie  Secretary. 
Tmmno,  Commander  of  the  PlHma. 
DoHBiA,  a  noble  Florentine  Lady. 

TlMB,14— . 
Ldria'b  Camp  between  Ftormee  md  Pirn. 


ACT  I 
MORNING 


BftAocao,  at  diHatlno  to  hi*  Seeretaiy ;  Pvoeio  atanding 

Braeeio»[To  Pcccio. ]  Then,  yoa  join  battle  in 
an  hour  ? 

Pueeio,  Not  I ; 

Lttria,  the  captain. 

Brae,  [To  the  Sec.]  "  In  an  hour,  the  battle." 
[To  Puc]    bir,  let  yoor  eye  run  o*er  this  loose 

di||[e8t. 
And  see  if  very  much  of  your  report^ 
Hare  slipped  away  through  my  civilian  phrase. 
Does  this  instruct  the  8iiniory  aright 
Huw  amiT  stands  with  army  ? 

Puc.    (Taking  the  pajjfr,]      All  seems  here : 
—  That  Laria,  seizint?  with  our  city^s  force 
The  seveml  points  of  Tautj^re,  hill  and  plain. 
Shuts  Pisa  safe  from  help  on  every  side. 
And,  baffling  the  Lucchese  arrived  too  late, 
Must,  in  the  Dattle  he  delivers  now, 
Baat  her  best  troops  and  first  of  chiefs. 

Brae,  So  sure  ? 

Tibnrsio  ^s  a  consummate  captain  too ! 

Puc.    Luria  holds  Pisa^s  fortune  in  his  hand. 

Brae,    [To  the  Sec.]  '*  The  Signory  hold  Pisa 
in  their  hand."  ^ 
four  own  proved  soldiership  ^s  our  warrant,  nr : 
So,  while  ray  secretary  ends  his  task, 
Have  out  two  horsemen,  by  the  open  roads. 
To  post  with  it  to  Florence ! 


Pur.    [Kehtming  thejHiper,']  AU  seems  here ; 
Unless  .  .  .  Ser  Hraocio,  ^t  is  my  last  report ! 
Since  Pisa*s  outbreak,  and  my  overthrow, 
And  Luria^s  haateniuff  at  the  city's  call 


To  save  her,  as  he  only  could,  no  doubt ; 
Till  now  that  ^«»  b  aaved  or  sure  to  be,  — 
Whatever  you  tell  Florence,  I  tell  you : 
Each  day's  note  you,  her  Commissary,  make 
Of  Luria's  movements,  I  myself  supply. 
No  youngster  am  I  longer,  to  my  cost ; 
Therefore  while  Florence  gloried  in  her  choice 
And  vaunted  Luria,  whom  but  Luria,  still. 
As  if  zeal,  courage,  prudence,  conduct,  faith. 
Had  never  met  in  any  man  before, 
I  saw  no  pressing  need  to  swell  the  err. 
But  now,  this  last  report  and  I  have  done  i 
80,  ere  to-night  comes  with  its  roaur  of  praise, 
*T  were  not  amiss  if  some  one  old  i'  the  trade 
Subscribed  with,  '*  True,  for  once  rash  counsel 's 

best. 
This  Moor  of  the  bad  faith  and  doubtful  raoe. 
This  boy  to  whose  untried  si^j^ty. 
Raw  valor,  Florence  trusts  without  reserve 
The  charge  to  save  her,  —  justifies  her  choice  ; 
In  no  point  has  this  stranger  failed  his  friends. 
Now  praine  I ''    I  say  this,  and  it  is  not  here. 
Brae.  [To  the  Sec.]    Write,  '*  Puocio,  super- 
seded in  the  charge. 
By  Luria,  bears  full  witness  to  his  worth. 
And  no  reward  our  Signorv  can  give 
Their  champion  but  he  'U  iMick  it  cheerfully." 
Aught  more  ?    Five  minutes  hence,  both  mes- 
sengers !  [Poocio  goe». 
Brae.  [After  a  pause,  and  while  he  dowly  tears 
the  vaper  into  shrisds.]   I  think  .  .  .  (pray 
Qoa,  I  hold  in  fit  contempt 
This  warfare's  noble  art  and  oidenng, 
And,  —once  the  brace  of  nrizers  ^rly  matched, 
Poleaze  with    poleaxe,  knife  with    knife   as 

good,— 
Spit  properly  at  what  men  term  their  skill  I  — ) 
I  et  nere  I  tnink  onr  fighter  has  the  odds. 
W^ith  Pisa's  strength  diminished  thus  and  thus, 
Such  points  of  vantage  in  our  hands  and  such, 
Lucca  still  off  the  stage,  too,  —  all 's  assured : 
Luria  must  win  this  Wtle.    Write  the  Court, 
That  Lnria's  trial  end  and  sentence  pass  I 
Secrftary,    Patron,  — 
Brae.  Ay,  Lapo? 

Sec,  If  yon  trip,  I  fall; 

'T  is  in  self-intarwt  I  speak  — 

Brae,  Nay,  nay. 

Ton  overshoot  the  mark,  mj  Lapo  I    Nay ! 
When  did  I  say  pure  love 's  impossible  ? 
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I  make  you  daily  write  those  red  cheeks  thiu,^ 
Load  vour  young  brow  with  what  concerns  it 

least. 
And,  when  we  visit  Florence,  let  you  pace 
The  Piazza  by  my  side  as  if  we  talked. 
Where  all  your  old  acquaintances  may  see  : 
You  M  die  for  me,  I  should  not  be  surprised. 
Now  then ! 

tSec,  Sir,  look  about  and  love  yourself ! 

Step  after  stt*]),  the  Sifniory  and  you 
Tread  gay  till  this  tremendous  point  ^s  to  pass  ; 
Which  pass  not,  pass  not,  ere  you   ask  your^ 

self,- 
Bears  the  brain  steadily  such  draughts  of  fire, 
Or  too  delicious  may  not  prove  the  pride 
Of  this  long  secret  trial  yon  dared  plan, 
Dare  execute,  you  solitary  here. 
With  the  eray-headed  toothless  fools  at  home. 
Who  think  themselves  your  lords,  such  slaves 

are  they  ? 
If  they  pronounce  this  sentence  as  you  bid. 
Declare  the  treason,  claim  its  penalty,  — 
And  sudden  out  of  all  the  blaze  of  bfe. 
On  the  best  minute  of  his  brip^htest  day, 
From  that  adoring  array  at  his  back, 
Through  Florence'  joyous  crowds  before  his 

face. 
Into  the  dark  yon  beckon  Loria  .  .  . 

Brae.  ^  Then  — 

Why,  Lapo,  when  the  fighting-people  vaunt, 
We  of  the  other  craft  and  mystery. 
May  we  not  smile  demure,  the  danger  past  ? 
Sec.    Sir,  no,  no,  no,  —  the  danger,  and  yonr 

spirit 
At  watch  and  ward  ?    Where  *s  danger  on  your 

With  tnat  thin  flitting  instantaneous  steel 
^Painst  the  blind  bml-front  of  a  brute-force 
*-»        worid  ? 

If  Luria,  that 's  to  perish  sure  as  fate. 
Should  have  been  really  guiltless  after  all  ? 
Jirmc,    Ah,  yon  have  thought  that  ? 
Sec.  Here  I  sit,  yonr  scribe. 

And  in  and  out  goes  Lnria,  days  and  nights ; 
This  Pnocio  comes ;  the  Moor  his  other  friend, 
Husain  ;  they  talk  —  that  'a  all  feigned  easily ; 
He  speaks  (I  would  not  listen  if  I  could). 
Reads,  orders,  counsels  :  —  but  he  rests  some- 
times, — 
I  see  him  stand  and  eat,  sleep  stretched  an 

hour 
On  the  lynx-skins  yonder ;  hold  his  bared  black 

arms 
Into  the  sun  from  the  tent-opening ;  langh 
When  his  horse  drons  the  forage  from  his  teeth 
And  neighs  to  hear  nim  hum  his  Moorish  songs. 
That  man  believer  in  Florence,  as  the  saint 
Tied  to  the  wheel  believes  in  God. 

Brae,  How  strange  I 

Ton  too  have  thought  that ! 

Sec.  Do  but  yon  think  too, 

And  all  is  saved  !    I  only  have  to  write, 
**  The  man  seemed  false  awhile,  proves  trae  at 

last; 
Bmy  it"  —  so  I  write  the  Signory  — 
**  Bury  this  trial  in  your  breast  forever. 
Blot  it  from  things  or  done  or  dreamed  about  I 
So  Lnria  ahall  reeeive  his  meed  to-daj 


With  no  suspicion  what  reverse  was  near,  — 
As  if  no  meteoric  finger  hushed 
The  doom-wordjust  on  the  destroyer's  lip. 
Motioned  him  off,  and  let  life's  sunt aUstnught." 

Brae.    [Looks  to  the  wall  qf  the  Unt.]    Ihd  he 
draw  that  ? 

Sec.  With  charcoal,  when  the  watch 

Made  the  report  at  midnight ;  Lady  Domixia 
Spoke  of  the  unfinished  Duomo,  you  remember ; 
That  is  his  fancy  how  a  Moorish  front 
Might  join  to,  and    complete,  tlw  bodji  —  a 

sketch,  — 
And  again  where  the  cloak  hangs,  yonder  in  the 
shadow 

Brae.    He  loves  that  woman. 

Ser.  She  is  sent  the  ^>y 

Of  Florence,  — spies  on  yon  as  you  on  him: 
Florence,  if  only  for  Domizia's  sake. 
Is  surely  safe.    What  shall  I  write  ? 

Brac,^  I  see  — 

A  Moorish  front,  nor  of  such  ill  design  ! 
Lapo,  there 's  one  thing  plain  and  positive ; 
Man  seeks  his  own  good  at  the  wnole  world*s 

cost. 
What?    If  to  lead  our  troops,  stand  forth  our 

chiefs. 
And  hold  our  fate,  and  see  us  at  their  beok. 
Yet  render  up  the  charge  when  peace  return. 
Have  ever  proved  too  much  for  Florentines, 
Even  for  the  best  and  bravest  of  ourselves  — 
If  in  the  struggle  when  the  soldier's  sword 
Should  sink  its  point  before  the  statist's  pen. 
And  the  oahn  head  replace  the  violent  hand. 
Virtue  on  virtue  still  hav^  fallen  away 
Before  ambition  with  unvarying  fate. 
Till  Florence'  self  at  last  in  bitterness 
Be  forced  to  own  such  falls  the  natural  end. 
And,  sparing  further  to  expose  her  sons 
To  a  vain  strife  and  profitless  disgrace. 
Declare,  *^  The  foreigner,  one  not  my  child. 
Shall  henceforth  lead  my  troops,  reach  heigfai 

by  height 
The  glory,  then  descend  into  the  shame ; 
So  shall  rebellion  be  less  guilt  in  him. 
And  punishment  the  easier  task  for  me :  ^* 

—  If  on  the  best  of  us  such  brand  she  set. 
Can  I  suppose  an  utter  alien  here, 

Thb  Luria,  our  inevitable  foe. 

Confessed  a  mercenary  and  a  Moor, 

Bom  free  from  many  ties  that  bind  the  rest 

Of  oonomon  faith  in  Heaven  or  hope  on  earth. 

No  past  with  us,  no  future,  — such  a  s|ttrit 

Shall  hold  the  path  from  which  oar  standiest 

broke. 
Stand  firm  where  every  famed  preeonor  fell  f 
My  Lapo,  I  will  frankly  say,  these  proofs 
So  duly  noted  of  the  man*B  intent. 
Are  for  the  doting  fo«^  at  home,  not  me. 
The  charfpee  here,  they  may  be  tme  or  false : 

—  What  18  set  down  ?    Errors  and  oversights, 
A  dallying  interchange  of  conrtenes 

With  Pisa's  General,  —  all  that,  hour  by  boor, 
Puceio's  pale  discontent  has  furnished  as. 
Of  petulant  speeches,  inconsiderate  acts. 
Now  overhazard,  overcantion  now ; 
Even  that  he  loves  this  lady  who  believsa 
She    outwits    Florence,  and  whom    Florence 
pasted 
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By  By  pfooimniait  karaif  to  spy  on  me. 
Lest  I  one  minnte  lose  her  from  wr  ngni  — 
She  wko  rememberiafir  her  whole  House^s  £iJI, 
That  nest  of  tnutois  straoirlo^  >n  the  birth. 
Now  Ubora  to  make  Luria  (poor  devioe 
As  plain)  the  iastnimmt  of  ner  revenge  I 
-  That  she  is  ever  at  his  ear  to  prompt 
Inordinate  conceptions  of  his  worth. 
Exorbitant  belief  in  worth ^s  reward, 
And  after,  when  sure  disappointment  follows. 
Proportionable  rage  at  such  a  wrong  — 
Why,  all  these  reasons,  while  1    nrge  them 

most. 
Weigh  with  me  less  than  least;   as  nothing 

weigh. 
ITpon  that  broad  man  Vheart  of  his,  I  go : 
On  what  I  know  must  be,  ^et  while  I  live 
.shall  never  be,  because  I  live  and  know. 
Bmte-force  shall  not  rule  Florence  !    Intellect 
May  mle  her,  bad  or  good  as  chance  supplies : 
Bnt  intellect  it  shall  be,  pure  if  bad. 
And  intellect's  tradition  so  kept  up ! 
Till  the  good  oome  —  H  was  intellect  that  ruled, 
Not  brute-force  bringing  &om  the  battlefield 
The  attributes  of  wisdom,  foreaight^s  graces 
We  lent  it  there  to  lore  its  grossneaa  on ; 
AU  which  it  took  for  earnest  and  kept  safe 
To  show  against  as  in  oar  market-place. 
Just  as  the  plumes  and  tags  and  swordsman's- 


( Fetched  from  the  camp  where,  at  their  foolish 

best. 
When  all  was  done  they  frightened  nobody) 
Perk  in  oar  faces  in  the  street,  f orBooth, 
With  our  own  warrant  and  allowance.    No ! 
The  whole  proeednre  ^s  overcharged,  —  its  end 
In  too  strict  keeping*  with  the  bad  first  step. 
To  conquer  Pim  was  sheer  inspiration  ? 
Well  then,  to  perish  for  a  single  faolt. 
Let  that  be  simple  jnstiae !    There,  mv  Lapo  I 
A  Moorish  front  ill  suits  our  Dnomo^s  oody : 
Blot  H  oat  —  and  bid  Luria's  sentence  eome  I 
(Ldsia,  wAo,  with  DoaxsiA,  ha*  eniered  mnab$arved  ai 
the  dote  o/  ike  last  phmm^  wow  admmfm.)_ 
Jjaritu     And  Luria,  Luria,  what  of 

now? 
Brae,    Ah,  yon  so  eloae,  sir  ?  Lady 

too? 

I  said  it  needs  must  be  a  busy  moment 
For  cme  like  yon ;  that  you  were  now  i'  the 

thksk 
Of  your  duties,  doabtlesB,  while  we  idlers  sat .  •  • 
Lmr,    No  —  in  that  paper,  *-  it  was  in  that 

paper 
AVhat  yoa  were  saying* ! 

Brae.  Oh  —  mv  day^s  despatoh  \ 

I  censoreyon  to  Florence :  will  you  see  ? 
Lmt,    Sm  yoor  despatoh,  jroor  last,  for  the 

nMA  tme? 
Well,  if  I  should,  now  ?  For  in  truth,  Domiiia, 
He  would  be  foieed  to  set  about  another. 
In  his  sty  eool  wa^,  the  tme  Florentine, 
To  mentioa  that  important  cirenmetanee. 
So,  while  ha  wrote  I  should  gain  time,  such 

time! 
Do  not  send  this  I 
Brae.  And  wheref ere  ? 


Are  not  arrived  —  they  never  will  airive  I 
And  I  must  fight  to-day,  arrived  or  not, 
And  I  shall  beat  Tibunio,  that  is  sure : 
And  then  will  be  arriving  his  Luochese, 
But  slowly,  oh  so  slowly,  just  in  time 
To  look  upon  my  battle  from  the  hills, 
Like  a  late  moon,  of  use  to  nobody  I 
And  I  must  break  my  battle  up,  send  forth, 
Surround  on  this  side,  hold  in  check  on  that. 
Then  comes  to-morrow,  we  negotiate^ 
You  make  me  send  for  frrah  instructions  home, 
—  Incompletenem,  incompleteness  I 

Hrac.  Ah,  we  scribes  I 

Why,  I  had  registered  that  verv  point, 
The  non-appearance  of  our  foes  ally. 
As  a  most^ppv  fortune ;  both  at  once 
Were  formidable  :  singly  faced,  each  falls. 

Lur.    80,  no  great  battle  for  my  Florentines  I 
No  crowning  deed,  decisive  and  complete. 
For  all  of  them,  the  simple  as  the  wise. 
Old,  young,  alike,  that  ao  not  understand 
Our  wearisome  pedantic  art  of  war. 
By  which  we  prove  retreat  may  be  suooeas. 
Delay  —  beet   speed,  —  half   loss,  at   times, — 

whole  gain : 
They  want  results  :  as  if  it  were  their  fault  I 
And  you,  with  warmest  wish  to  be  my  friend. 
Will  not  be  able  now  to  simply  s^ 
**  Your    servant    has    performed    his    task- 
enough! 
Yon  <Mrderea,  he  has  executed :  good ! 
Now  walk  the  streets  in  holiday  attire. 
Congratulate   your  friends,  till    noon  strikes 

fierce. 
Then  form  bright  groups  beneath  the  Dnomo's 

shade !  '^ 
No,  you  will  have  to  argue  and  explain. 
Persuade  them,  all  is  not  so  ill  in  the  end. 
Tease,  tire  them  out !  Arrivcj  arrive,  Lucchese*F 
Domizia»  Well,  you  will  triumph  for  the  past 
enough. 
Whatever  be  the  present  chance ;  no  service 
Falls  to  the  ground  with  Floreaoe :  she  awaits 
Her  savior,  will  receive  him  fittingly. 
Lm,    Ah.  Braocio,  yoa  know  Ftorence  I  Will 
^  she,  think  you, 
Receive   one  .  .  .  what  means  "fittingly  re- 
ceive "  ? 
—Receive  compatriots,  doubtless—  I  am  none: 
And  yet  Domizia  promises  so  much  1 
Brae,    Kind  women  still  give  man  a  woman^s 
priie. 
I  know  not  o^er  whioh  gate  most  boughs  will 

arch, 
Nor  if  the  Square  will  wave  red  fi^s  or  blue. 
I  shoold  have  judged,  the  fullest  of  rewards 
Our  state  gave  Luna,  ndien  die  made  him  chief 
Of  her  whole  force,  in  her  beet  captain's  place. 
Lur,    That,  my  reward  ?      Florence  on  my 
account 
Relieved  frier  Puocio  ?  —  mark  yoa,  my  reward  1 
And  Puccio  *s  having  all  the  fight's  tnie  joy  — 
Goes  here  and  there,  gets  close,  may  fight,  niai* 

self. 
While  I  must  onUr,  stand  aloof,  o'ersee. 
That  was  my  calling,  there  was  my  true  place  I 
I  shoold  have  felt,  w  soma  one  over  me, 
Florence  impersonate,  my  risible  head. 
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As  I  am  over  Puocio,  —  taking  life 
Directly  from  her  eye  I    Thev  give  me  you : 
Bat  do  yon  cross  me,  set  me  naif  to  work  ? 
I  enpoy  nothing  —^  thongh  I  will,  for  onoe  I 
Decide,  shall  we  join  battle  ?  may  I  wait  ? 
Brae.    Let  us  compound  the  matter;  wait 

till  noon : 
Then,  no  arrival,  — 

Lur,  Ah,  noon  comes  too  fast  1 

I  wonder,  do  you  guess  why  I  delay 
InTolnntarily  the  nnal  blow 
As  long  as  possible  ?    Peace  follows  it ! 
Florence  at  peace,  and  the  calm  studious  heads 
Come  out  aeain,  uie  penetrating  eyes ; 
As  if  a  spell  broke,  all  *s  resumed,  each  art 
You  boast,  more  Tivid  that  it  slept  awhile. 
'Gainst  the  glad  heaven,  oVr  the  white  palace- 
front 
The  interrupted  scaffold  climbs  anew  ; 
The  walls  are  peopled  by  the  painter^s  brush  ; 
The  statue  to  its  niche  ascends  to  dwell. 
The  present  noise  and  trouble  have  retired 
And  left  the  eternal  past  to  rule  onoe  more ; 
You  speak  its  speech  and  read  its  records  plain, 
Greece  lives  with  you,  each  Roman  breathes 

your  friend : 
But  Lnria  —  where  will  then  be  Lnria^s  place  ? 
Dom,    Highest  in  honor,  for  that  pastes  own 

sake, 
Of  which  his  actions,  sealing  up  the  sum 
Hy  saving  all  that  went  before  from  wreck, 
W  ill  range  as  part,  with  which  be  worshipped  too. 
Lur,     rhen  I  may  walk  and  watch  you  in 

your  streets. 
Lead  the  smooth  life  my  rough  life  helps  no 

more, 
iSo  different,  so  new,  so  beautiful  — 
Nor  fear  that  you  will  tire  to  see  parade 
The  dnb  that  slew  the  lion,  now  that  crooks 
And  shepherd-pipes  come  into  nse  Bgain  ? 
For  very  lone  and  silent  seems  my  East 
In  its  drear  vastness :  still  it  spreads,  uid  still 
No  Braccios,  no  Domizias  anywhere  ^ 
Not  ever  more  I    Well,  well,  to-day  is  oun  I 
Dom,   [To  Brac]  Should  he  not  have  been 

one  of  us  ? 
Lur.  Oh,  no ! 

Not  one  of  von,  and  so  escape  the  thrill 
Of  coming  into  you,  of  changing  thus,  — 
Feeling  a  soul  grow  on  me  that  restricts 
The  boundless  unrest  of  the  savage  heart  I 
The  sea  heaves  up,  hangs  loaded  6*er  the  land, 
Breaks    there    and     buries    its    tumnltnous 

strength ; 
Horror,  and  silence,  and  a  pause  awhile : 
Lo,  inland  glides  the  gulf-stream,  miles  away. 
In  rapture  of  assent,  subdued  and  still, 
*Neatii  those  strange  banks,  those  unimagined 

skies. 
Well,  H  is  not  sure  the  quiet  lasts  forever ! 
Your  placid  heads  still  find  rough  hands  new 

work ; 
Some  minnte's  chance  —  there  comes  the  need 

of  mine : 
And,  all  resolved  on,  I  too  hear  at  last. 
Oh.  you  must  find  some  use  for  me,  Ser  Braocio  I 
Yon  hold  my  strength ;  *t  were  best  dispose  of 

it: 


What  you  created,  see  that  yon  find  food  lor — 
I  shall  be  dangsroua  else  I 
Brac.  How  dangerona,  sir? 

Lur,     There  are   so  many  ways,  Domizia 

warns  me, 
And  one  with  half  the  power  that  I  poosoaa. 
—  Grows  very  formidable  I    Do  you  doubt  r 
Why,  first,  who  holds  the  army  .  .  . 

Dom.  WhUe  we  talk. 

Mom  wears;  we  keep  you  from  yoor  proper 

place, 
TheflehL 

Lur.       Nay,  to  the  field  I  move  no  more ; 
My  part  is  done,  and  Pnccio*s  may  begin : 
I  cannot  trench  upon  his  province  longer 
With  any  face.  —  Yon  think  yourselves  so  safe  7 
Why,  see  --  in  concert  with  Tiburdo,  now  — 
One  could  .  .  . 
Dom.  A  trumpet  I 

Lur.  My  Lucchese  at  last ! 

Arrived,  as  sure  as  Florence  stands!     Your 

leave  I  ISpHngt  Mrf. 

Dom.    How  plainly  is  true  greatness  charac- 
tered 
By  such  unconscious  sport  as  Luria's  here. 
Strength  sharing  least  the  secret  of  itaelf  I 
Be  it  with  head  that  schemes  or  hand  that  acts. 
Such  save  the  world  which  none  but  tliey  ooola 

save, 
Yet  think  whatever  they  did,  that  world  eould 

do. 
Brac.    Yes:  and  how  worthy  note,  that  these 

same  great  ones 
In  hand  or  head,  with  such  nnconscionanen 
And  all  its  due  entailed  humility. 
Should  never  shrink,  so  far  as  I  peroMve, 
From  taking  up  whatever  tool  there  be 
Effects  the  whole  world's  safety  or  miaham 
Into  their  mild  hands  as  a  thing  of  coofm  1 
The  statist  finds  it  natural  to  lead 
The  mob  who  might  as  easily  lead  hina— ^ 
The  captain  marshals  troops  bom 

war  — 
Statist  and  captain  verily  believe  1 
While  we  poor  scribes  .  .  .  yon  catch  me  thiiik« 

ing  now. 
That  I  shall  in  this  very  letter  write 
What  none  of  yon  are  able  I    To  it,  Lapo  I 

[Doi 
This  last  worst  all-affected  childish  fit 
Of  Luria*8,  this  be-praised  unconscionwni'as , 
Convinces  me ;  the  past  was  no  child's  play : 
It  was  a  man  beat  Pisa,  —  not  a  child. 
All  ^8  mere  dissimulation  —  to  remove 
The  fear,  he  best  knows  we  should  entntain. 
The  utmost  danger  was  at  hand.    Is  *t  written  ? 
Now  make  a  duplicate,  lest  this  should  fail. 
And  speak  your  fullest  on  the  other  side. 
Sec,    I  noticed  he  was  busily  repairing 
My  half-effacement  of  his  Duomo  sketeb. 
And,  while  he  spoke  of  Florence,  turned  to  it« 
As  the  Mage  Ne^  king  to  Christ  the  babe. 
I  judge  his  childishness  the  mere  relanes 
To  boyhood  of  a  man  who  has  woricea  lately. 
And  presently  will  work,  so,  meantime,  plsya : 
Whence,  more  than  ever  I  believe  in  him. 
Brac.  [AfterapauM.]  The  sword  I   At  beat. 

the  soldier,  as  he  says^ 
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In  Florence  —  the  black  face,  the  barbarous 

name. 
For  Italy  to  boast  her  ahow  of  the  a^, 
Her  man  of  men!  —  To  Florence  with    each 

letter! 

ACT   11 
NOON 

Dom,^  Well,  Florence,  shall  I  reach  thee, 
pierce  thy  heart 
Throngh  all  its  safegiuurds?    Hate  is  said  to 

Quicken  the  eye,  invigorate  the  arm ; 
And  this  vaj  hate,  made  up  of  many  hates. 
Might  stand  in  scorn  of  visible  instrument, 
And  will  thee  dead :  yet  do  I  trust  it  not. 
Nor  man*8  devices  nor  Ueaven^s  memory 
Of  wickedness  forgot  on  earth  so  soon. 
But  thy  own  nature,  —  hell  and  thee  1  trust, 
To  keep  thee  constant  in  that  wickedness, 
\lliere  my  revenge  may  meet  thee.    Turn  aside 
A  single  step,  for  gratitude  or  shame,  — 
Grace  but  this  Luria,  —  this  wild  mass  of  rage 
I  have  prepared  to  launch  against  thee  now.  — 
With  other  payment  than  thy  noblest  founa,  — 
Give  his  desert  for  once  its  due  reward,  — 
And  past  thee  would  my  sure  destruction  roll. 
But  thou,  who  nuid^it  our  House  thv  sacrifice, 
It  cannot  be  thou  wilt  except  this  Moor 
From  the  accustomed  fate  of  zeal  and  truth  : 
Thou  wilt  deny  his  looked-for  recompense, 
And  then  —  I  reach  thee.    Old  and  trained,  my 

sire 
(^'ould  bow  down  on  his  quiet  broken  heart. 
Die  awe-struck  and  subnuasive,  when  at  last 
The  atranice  blow  came  for  the  expected  wreath ; 
And  Porzjo  passed  in  blind  bewilderment 
To  exile,  never  to  return,  —  they  say. 
Perplexed  in  his  frank  simple  honest  soul. 
As  if  some  natural  law  had  changed,  —  how 

else 
Could  Florence,  on  plain  fact  pronouncing  thus, 
Judge  Porzio's  actions  worthy  such  reward  ? 
But  Berto,  with  the  ever-passionate  pulse, 

—  Oh  that  long  night,  its  oreadf  til  hour  on  hour. 
In  which  no  way  of  getting  his  fair  fame 
From  their  inexplicable  charges  free. 

Was  found,  save  pouring  forth  the  impatient 

blood 
To  ahow  its  color  whether  false  or  no  I 
My  brothers  never  had  a  friend  like  me 
Close  in  their  need  to  watch  the  time,  then 

speak, 

—  Burst  with  a  wakening  laughter  on  their 

dream, 
Cry,    **  Florence  was  all  falseness,    so,    false 

here!'' 
And  ahow  them  what  a  simple  task  remained  — 
To  leave  dreams,  rise,  and  punish  in  God's  name 
The  city  wedded  to  the  wickedness. 
None  stood  by  them  as  I  by  Luria  stand. 
So,  when  the  stran^r  cheated  of  his  due 
Turns  on  thee  as  his  rapid  nature  bids. 
Then,  Florence,  think,  a  hireling  at  thv  throat 
For  the  fint  outrage,  think  who  bore  tny  last, 
Yet  mutely  in  forlorn  obedience  died  1 


He   comes  —  his   friend  —  black  faces  in   the 

camp 
Where  moved  those  peerless  brows  and  eyes  of 
old. 

(Enter  Lckxa  and  Husain.) 

Well,  and  the  movement  —  La  it  as  you  hope  ? 
'T  is  Lucca? 

Lur,^  Ah,  the  Pisan  trumpet  merely  ! 

Tlburzio's  envoy,  I  must  needs  receive. 

Dom,    Whom  I  withdraw  before  ;  though  if 
I  lingered 
You  could  not  wonder,  for  my  time  fleets  fast. 
The  overtaking  night  Drings  such  reward  I 
And  where  wiiu  then  be  room  for  me  ?    Yet. 

praised. 
Remember  who  was  first  to  promise  praise. 
And  envythose  who  also  can  perform  I      [(?oe<. 

Lur.    This  trumpet  from  the  Pisana  ?  — 

Htuain,  In  the  camp ; 

A  very  noble  presence  —  Braccio's  visage 
On  Puocio's  body  —  calm  and  fixed  and  good  ; 
A  man  I  seem  as  I  had  seen  before : 
Most  like,  it  was  some  statue  had  the  face. 

Lur.    Admit  him  !    This  will  prove  the  last 
delay. 

Hus.    Ay,  friend,  go  on,  and  die  thou  going 
on ! 
Thou  heard'st  what  the  grave  woman  said  but 

now: 
To-night  rewards  thee.    That  is  well  to  hear ; 
But  stop  not  therefore :  hear  it,  and  to  on ! 

Jmt,    Oh,  their  reward  and  triumph  and  the 
rest 
They  round  me  in  the  ears  with,  all  day  long  ? 
All  that,  I  never  take  for  earnest,  friend  I 
Well  would  it  suit  us,  —  their  triumphal  arch 
Or  storied  pillar,  —  thee  and  me,  the  Moors  ! 
But  gratitude  in  those  Italian  eyes  — 
That,  we  shall  get  ? 

Hus.  It  is  too  oold  an  air. 

Our  sun  rose  out  of  yonder  mound  of  mist : 
Where  is  he  now  ?    80,  I  trust  none  of  them. 

Lur.  Truly? 

Uu8»  I  doubt  and  fear.    There  stands  a  wall 
'Twixt  our  expansive  and  explosive  race 
And  those  absorbing,  concentrating  men. 
They  use  thee. 

Lur.  And  I  feel  it,  Husain  I    ^es, 

And  care  not  —  yes,  an  alien  force  like  nunc 
la  only  called  to  play  its  part  outside 
Their  different  nature ;  where  its  sole  use  seems 
To  fi^ht  with  and  keep  off  an  adverse  force. 
As  alien,  —  which  repelled,  mine  too  withdraws : 
Inside,  they  know  not  what  to  do  with  me. 
Thus  I  have  told  them  laughingly  and  oft. 
But  loi^since  am  prepared  to  learn  the  worst. 

Hus.  What  is  the  worst  ? 

Lur.  I  will  forestall  them,  Husain, 

Will  speak  the  destiny  they  dare  not  speak  — 
Banian  mvaelf  before  they  find  the  heart. 
I  will  be  iirat  to  aay,  ^*  The  work  rewards ! 
I  know,  for  all  your  praise,  my  use  is  over, 
i  So  may  it  prove !  —  meanwhile  't  is  best  I  go. 
Go  carry  safe  my  memories  of  you  all 
To  other  scenes  of  action,  newer  lands."  — 
Thus  leaving  them  confirmed  in  their  belief 
They  would  not  easily  have  tired  of  me. 
Yon  think  this  hard  to  say  ? 
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Hut.  S»y  or  not  isy, 

So  thou  but  KOt  BO  they  but  let  thee  go  I 
Thk  hating  people,  that  hate  each  tne  other. 
And  in  one  blandneas  to  us  Moon  unite  — 
Locked  each  to  each  like  sHpper^r  snakes,  I  say, 
Which  still  in  all  their  tanpes,  hininff  tonsrue 
And  threatenin^c  tail,  ne^er  do  each  otaer  harm  ; 
While  any  creature  of  a  better  blood, 
They  seem  to  firht  for,  while  they  circle  safe 
And  nerer  touch  it.  — pines  without  a  wound, 
Withers  away  besiae  their  eyes  and  breath. 
See  thou,  if  Pnccio  come  not  safely  out 
Of  Braccio^ft  KTusp,  this  Brsccio  sw<Hti  his  foe, 
As  Braccio  si^ely  from  Doraizia*s  toils 
Who  hates  him  most !    But  thou,  the  friend  of 

aU, 
•  ■  .  Ckime  out  of  them  ! 

Lur,  The  Pisan  trumpet  now ! 

Hus.     Breathe    free  —  it  is  an  enemy,  no 
friend  I  LGo«. 

X«r.    He  keeps  his  instincts,  no  new  culture 
mars 
Their  perfect  use  in  him  :  just  so  the  brutes 
Rest  not,  are  anxious  without  Tisible  cause, 
When  chanse  is  in  the  elements  at  work. 
Which  mairs  trained  senses  fail  to  apprehend. 
But  here,  —  he  takes  the  distant  chanot*wheel 
For  thunaer,  festal  flaine  for  lirhtning's  flash, 
The  finer  traits  of  cultivated  life 
For  treachery  and  malevolence :  I  see  1 
(Enter  TUcssio.) 

Lw.    Quick,  sir,  your  message !    I  but  wait 
your  meaaafire 
To  sound  the  char^.    Yon  brinur  no  overture 
For  truce  ?  —  I  would  not,  for  your  General^s 

sake, 
You  spoke  of  truce :  a  time  to  fifcht  is  come, 
And.  whatsoe'er  the  fight's  event,  he  keeps 
His  honest  soldier 's-name  to  beat  me  with, 
Or  leaves  me  all  himself  to  beat,  I  trust ! 

Tiburxic.    I  am  Tibuneio. 

Lw.  You  ?    'T  is  —  yes  .  .  .  Ttbunao  I 

You  were  the  last  to  keep  the  ford  i'  the  valley 
From  Puocio,  when  I  threw  in  succors  there  I 
Why,  I  was  on  the  heights  —  through  the  defile 
Ten  minutes  after,  when  the  prey  was  lost ! 
You  wore  an  open  skuU-cap  with  a  twist 
Of  water-reeds  —  the  plmne  being  hewn  away  ; 
While  I  drove  down  my  battle  from  the  heights, 
I  saw  with  my  own  eyes  I 

7Y6.  And  you  are  Lnria 

Who  sent  mv  cohort,  that  laid  down  its  arms 
In  error  of  the  battle^ignal's  sense, 
Back  safely  to  me  at  the  critical  time  — 
One  of  a  hundred  deeds.    I  know  you  I    Tliere- 

fore 
To  none  but  you  could  I  .  .  . 

Lur.  No  tnice,  Tibnrrio  ! 

Tib.    Luria,  you  know  the  peril  imminent 
On  Pisa,  —  that  you  have  us  in  the  toils, 
Uh  her  last  safeguard,  all  that  intereepts 
The  rage  of  her  imnlacablest  of  foes 
From  PiKa :  if  we  tail  to-day,  she  falls. 
Though  Lucca  will  arrive,  yet,  't  is  too  late. 
You  have  so  plainlv  here  the  best  of  it. 
That  you  must  feel,  brave  soldier  as  you  are, 
How  danflperous  we  grow  in  this  extreme. 
How  truly  formidaUe  by  despair. 


Still,  probabilitiea  ahould  have  their  weight : 
The  extreme  chance  is  ours,  but,  that  ehance 

failing. 
Yon  win  this  battle.    Wherefore  say  I  tlik  ? 
To  be  well  apprehended  when  I  add. 
This  danger  absolutely  comes  from  you. 
Were  you,  who  threaten  thus,  a  Florentine  .  . . 

Lur,  Sir,  I  am  nearer  Florence  tlum  her  aona. 
I  can,  and  have  perhaps  obliged  the  State, 
Nor  paid  a  mere  son^s  duty. 

Ttb.  Even  so. 

Were  you  the  son  of  Florence,  yet  endued 
With  all  ;rour  present  nobleness  of  soul. 
No  question,  what  I  must  communicate 
Would  not  detach  you  from  her. 

Lur.  Me,  detach  ? 

Tib.    Time  urges.    You  will  ruin  preaently 
Pisa,  yon  never  knew,  for  Florence*  sake 
You  think  you  know.    I  have  from  time  to 

time 
Made  uriw  of  certain  secret  miasiTes  sent 
From  Braccio  here,  the  Commissair,  home : 
And  knowing  Florence  otherwise,  I  piece 
The  entire  chain  out,  from  these  its  scattered 

Knks. 
Your  trial  occupies  the  Signory  ; 
They  sit  in  judgment  on  ^our  conduct  mrw. 
When  men  at  home  inqmre  into  tiie  acta 
Which  in  the  field  e*en  foes  appreciate  .  .  . 
Brief,    they   are    Florentines!     You,    saving 

them. 
Seek  but  the  sure  destruction  saviors  find. 

Xfir.    Tibiirzio  ! 

Tib.  All  the  wonder  is  of  oouraa. 

I  am  not  here  to  teach  you,  nor  direct. 
Only  to  loyally  apprise  —  soaroe  that. 
This  is  the  latest  letter,  sealed  and  safe. 
As  it  left  here  an  hour  wro.    One  way 
Of  two  thonght  free  to  Florence,  I  command. 
The  duplicate  is  on  its  road ;  but  this,  — 
Read  it,  and  then  I  shall  have  more  to  any. 

Lw.    Florence  I 

Tib.  Now,  were  yourself  a  Florentine, 

Tliis  letter,  let  it  hold  the  worst  it  can. 
Would  be  no  reason  you  should  fall  away. 
The  mother  city  is  the  mother  still. 
And  recognition  of  the  children's  service 
Her  own  affair ;  reward  ~  there 's  no  reward  ! 
But  you  are  bound  by  quite  another  tie. 
Nor  nature  shows,  nor  reason,  why  at  first 
A  foreigner,  bom  friend  to  all  alike. 
Should  give  himself  to  any  special  State 
More  than  another,  stand  bv  Florence*  aide 
Rather  than  Pisa  ;  't  is  as  fair  a  city 
You  war  against,  as  that  you  fight  for  —  famed 
As  well  as  she  in  storr,  graced  no  leas 
With  noble  heads  ana  patriotic  hearts  : 
Nor  to  a  stranger's  eye  would  either  cause, 
Stripped  of  the  cumulative  loves  and  hates 
^Vhicn  take  importance  from  familiar  view. 
Stand  as  the  right  and  sole  to  be  upheld. 
Tlierefore,  should  the  preponderatrag  gift 
Of  love  aiul  trust,  Florence  was  first  to  throw. 
Which  made  you   hem,  not  Pisa*s,  void  the 

scale, — 
Old  ties  disMtlving,  thimn  resume  their  place. 
And  all  begins  again.    Break  seal  and  read  ! 
At  least  let  Piaa  offer  for  yon  now  i 
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And  I,  as  »  good  Plaaii,  shall  rsjoioe, 

Thontrh  for  myself  I  lose,  in  gmnuBg  jon, 

Tkk  iMfc  fi^t  sad  itsopportvnt^  ; 

The  chanoe  it  biings  of  Baving  Pisa  yet. 

Or  in  the  tarn  of  battle  dyin^  so 

That  shame  should  want  its  extreme  bittemeM. 

Lur.    Tibonio,  yoo  that  fight  for  Pisa  now 
As  I  for  Florenoe  .  .  .  say  my   ehanoe  were 

yours! 
Ton  read  this  letter,  aad  you  find  .  .  .  no,  no ! 
Too  mad! 

Tib,  I  read  the  letter,  find  they  porpose 

When  I  haye  crushed  their  foe,  to  crash  me : 
well? 

List.  Too,  being  their  eaptaiD,  what  is  it  yon 
do? 

Tib.    Why,  as  it  is,  all  cities  are  alike ; 
As  Florence  navs  you,  Pisa  will  pay  me. 
I  shall  be  as  Dcuied,  whatever  the  event, 
As  yon,  or  more :  my  weak  head,  they  will  say 
Proinpted  this  last  expedient,  my  faint  heart 
Kntailed  on  them  indelible  disgrace. 
Both  which  defects  ask  proper  ^miisfament. 
Another  tenure  of  obedience,  mine  I 
Yon  are  no  son  of  Pisa's :  break  and  read ! 

Lar.    And  act  on  what  I  read  ?    What  act 
were  fit? 
If  the  finn-fized  foundation  of  my  faith 
In  Florenee,  who  to  me  stands  for  mankind, 

—  If  that  break  up  and,  disimprisotting 
Phnn  the  abysa  .  .  .  Ah  friend,  it  cannot  be  ! 
Yon  may  be  rery  sage,  yet  — ^  all  the  world 
Having  to  fail,  or  your  sagacity, 

You  do  not  wiui  to  find  yourself  akme  ! 
What  would  the  world  be  worth  ?    Whose  We 

be  sure? 
The  world  lemains  :  you  are  deeetred  I 

Tib.  Your  hand ! 

I  lead  the  Tangnard.  —  If  you  fall,  bende. 
The  better:  I  am  left  to  speak  !    For  me. 
This  was  my  duty,  nor  would  I  rejoice 
If  I  could  help,  it  misses  its  effect : 
And  after  all  yon  will  lo<^  gallantly 
Found  dead  here  with  that  Mtter  in  tout  breast. 
Lur.    Tibnnio  — I  wcmld  see  these  people 

once 
And  test  them  ere  I  answer  finally  ! 
At  your  arrival  let  t-he  trumpet  sound : 
If  mine  return  not  then  the  wonted  cry 
It  meaoa  that  I  believe  —  am  I^sa's ! 
Tib.  Well ! 

[Gees. 
Lur,    My  heart  will  have  it  he  speaks  true  I 

My  blood 
Beats  ewoe  to  this  'Hbnrno  as  a  friend. 
If  he  had  st^t  into  my  watch-tent,  night 
And  the  wild  desert  full  of  foes  around, 
I  should  have  broke  the  bread  and  given  the 

salt 
S<>cure,  and,  when  my  hour  of  watch  was  done, 
Taken  my  turn  to  sleep  between  his  knees 
Safe  in  the  untroubled  brow  and  honest  cheek. 
Oh  ^ovlfl}  where  all  Uiings  pass  and  naught 

abides. 
Oh  lifa,  the  long  mutation  —  is  it  so  ? 
Is  it  with  life  as  with  the  body's  change  ? 

—  Where,  e'en  though  better  follow,  good  must 


Nor  manhood's  strength  can  'mate  with  boy- 
hood's grace. 

Nor  age's  wisaom,  in  its  tarn,  find  strength, 

But  suentlv  the  first  gift  dies  awav. 

And  though  the  new  stays,  never  both  at  once. 

Life's  time  of  savage  instinct  o'er  widi  me, 

It  fades  and  dies  away,  past  trusting  more. 

As  if  to  mmish  the  inrratitnde 

With  wnich  I  tamed  to  grow  in  these  new 
Ughts, 

And  learned  to  look  with  European  eyes. 

Yet  it  is  better,  this  cold  certain  way. 

Where  Bracoio's  brow  tells  nothing,  Pttccio's 
mouth, 

Domizia's  eyes  reject  the  searcher:  yes ! 

For  on  their  calm  sagacity  I  lean. 

Their  sense  of  right,  deliberate  choice  of  good. 

Sure,  as  they  know  my  deeds,  they  deal  with 
me. 

Yes,  that  is  better  —  that  u  best  of  all ! 

Such  faith  stays  when  mere  wild  belief  would 

Yes — when  the  desert  creature's  heart,  at  fault 
Amid  the  scattering  tempest's  pillared  sands, 
Betrays  its  step  into  the  pathless  drift  — 
The  calm  instructed  eye  of  man  holds  fast 
By  the  sole  bearing  of  the  visible  star. 
Sure  that  when  slow  the  whirling  wreck  snbnde. 
The   boundaries,   lost   now,    uiall    be   found 

again,— 
The  pabn-trees  and  the  ^mramid  over  all. 
Yes :  I  trust  Florence :  Pisa  is  deceived. 

{Enter  BaAccio,  Puccio,  and  0omizxa.) 
Brae.    Noon 'sat  an  end:  no  Lucca?     Ton 

must  fight. 
Lur.    Do  you  remember  ever,  gentle  friends, 
I  am  no  Florentine  ? 

Dom.  It  is  yourself 

Who  still  are  forcing  us,  importunateW, 
To  bear  in  mind  what  else  we  should  forget. 
Lur.    For  loasl  — for  what  I  lose  in  being 

none  t 
No  shrewd  man,  such  as  you  yourselves  respect, 
But  would  remind  you  of  the  stranger's  loss 
In  natural  friends  and  advocates  at  home. 
Hereditary  loves,  even  rivalships 
With  precedent  for  honor  and  reward. 
Still,  there 's  a  gain,  too !    If  you  take  it  so. 
The  stranger's  lot  has  ttpecial  gain  as  well. 
Do  ^ou  forget  there  was  my  own  far  East 
I  might  have  given  away  myself  to,  once. 
As  now  to  Florence,  and  for  such  a  gift. 
Stood  there  like  a  descended  deity  ? 
There,  worship  waits  us :  what  is  it  waits  here  ? 

IShofca  the  Mter. 
See  !    Chance  has  put  into  my  hand  the  means 
Of  knowing  what  1  earn,  before  I  work. 
Should  I  fight  better,  should  I  fight  the  worse. 
With  payment  palpably  before  me  ?    See  \ 
Here  Res  mv  wnole  reward  1     Best  learn  it  now 
Or  keep  it  for  the  end's  entire  delight? 
Brae,    If  you  serve  Florence  as  the  vulgar 

serve. 
For  swordsinanVpay  alone,  —  break  seal  and 

read  ! 
In  that  case,  you  vill  find  your  full  desert. 
Imt,    Give  me  my  one  last  happy  moment, 

friends ! 
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Yon  need  me  now,  and  all  the  graciouanees 
This  letter  can  contain  will  hardly  balance 
The  after-feeling  that  yon  need  no  more. 
This  moment  .  .  .  oh,  the  East  has  use  with 

you  1 
Its  sword  still  flashes — is  not  flung  aside 
With  the  past  praise,  in  a  dark  comer  yet ! 
How  say  yon  ?    'T  is  not  so  with  Florentines  — 
Captains  of  yours :  for  them,  the  ended  war 
Is  but  a  first  step  to  the  peace  begun : 
He  who  did  well  in  war,  just  earns  the  right 
To  begin  doing  well  in  peace,  yon  know  : 
And  certain  my  precursors,  —  would  not  such 
I.<ook  to  themselves  in  such  a  chance  as  mine. 
Secure  the  ground  thev  trod  upon,  perhaps  ? 
For  I  have  heard,  by  nts,  or  seemed  to  hear, 
(>f  strange  mishap,  mistake,  ingratitude, 
Treachery  even.    8ay  that  one  of  you 
Surmisea  this  letter  carried  what  mij^ht  turn 
To  harm  hereafter,  cause  him  prejudice : 
What  would  he  do? 
Dom,    [Haatily.]    Thank  God  and  take  re- 
yeuKe I 
Hurl  her  own  force  against  the  city  straight  I 
And,  even  at  the  moment  when  the  foe 
bounded  defiunce  .  .  . 

(Tisussio's  trumpet  tounds  in  the  distance. 

LuT'  Ah,  you  Florentines ! 

So  would  you  do  ?     Wisely  for  you,  no  doubt  I 
My  simple  Moorish  instinct  bids  me  clench 
The  obligation  vou  relieve  me  from. 
Still  deeper  I     (To  Puc]    Sound  our  answer,  I 

should  say. 
And  thus :  —  [fearing  the  paver.  ]  ~  The  battle ! 
That  solves  every  aoubt. 


ACT  III 

AFTERNOON 

Poocio,  at  making  a  report  to  Jaoopo. 

Puc,    And  here,  your  captain  must  report 
the  rest : 
For.  as  I  na^,  the  main  enga^ment  o\^t 
Ana  Lnria  s  sp'^cial  part  in  it  performed. 
How  could  a  subaltern  like  me  expect 
Leisure  or  leave  to  occupy  the  field 
And  glean  what  droppea  from  his  wide  harvest- 
ing? 
I  thought,  when  Lucca  at  the  battlers  end 
(^ame  up.  just  as  the  Pisan  centre  broke, 
Tliat  Liiria  would  detach  me  and  prevent 
TImj  flying  I^sans  seeking  what  they  found. 
Friends  in  the  rear,  a  point  to  rally  by. 
Hut  no,  more  honorable  proved  my  poet ! 
I  had  the  august  captive  to  escort 
Sjife  t4>  our  camp:  some  other  could  pursue, 
Fight,   and    be  famous;    gentler  chance  was 

mine  — 
Tiburaio's  wounded  spirit  must  be  soothed  ! 
He  ^s  in  the  tent  there. 

Jaropo.  Is  the  substance  down  ? 

I   write— **  The   vanguard    beaten  and   both 

wings 
In  full  retreat,  Tibnrzio  prisoner  *^  — 
And  now.  — ''  That  they  fell  back  and  formed 
again 


On  Lncca^s  coming."    Why  then,  after  all, 
'T 18  half  a  victory,  no  oonclnsaye  one  ? 
Puc.    Two   operations   where   a   sole    had 

aeryed. 
Jac.    And  Luria^s  fault  was  —  ? 
Puc.  Oh,  for  fault  —  not  much ! 

He  led  the  attack,  a  thought  impetuously, 
—  There  ^s  commonly  more  pmaenoe  ;  now,  he 

seemed 
To  hurry  measures^  otherwise  well  judged. 
By  over-concentratlI^^  strength  at  first 
Agmnst  the  enemy's  van  both  wings  escaped : 
That  *8  reparable,  yet  it  is  a  fault. 
(Enter  Braccio.) 
Jac.    Am  good  as  a  full  victory^  to  Florence, 
With  the  advantage  of  a  fault  beside  — 
What  is  it,  Puocio  ?  —  that  by  pressing  forward 
With  too  impetuous  .  .  . 

Braf.  The  report  anon ! 

Thanks,  sir — yon  have  elsewhere  a  charge,  I 

know.  [Puccio  ffoee. 

There  *s  nothing  done  but  I  would  do  again ; 
Yet,  Lapo,  it  may  be  the  past  proves  nothing, 
And  Luria  has  kept  faithful  to  the  close. 
Jac.    I  was  for  waiting. 
Brae.  Yes :  so  was  not  I, 

He  conld  not  choose  but  tear  that  letter  —true  I 
Still,  certain  of  his  tones,  I  mind,  and  looks :  — 
You  saw,  too,  with  a  fresher  soul  than  I. 
So,  Porzio  seemed  an  injured  man,  they  say  I 
Well,  I  have  gone  upon  the  broad,  sure  ground. 
(Enter  LumiA,  Puocio,  and  DoaisiA.) 
Lur.    [To  Pre]    Say,  at  his  pleasure  I  wiD 

see  Tibnrzio ! 
All  *s  at  his  pleasure. 

Dom,    [To  Lur.]    Were  I  not  forewarned 
You  would  reject,  as  you  do  constantly. 
Praise,  —  I  might  tell  yon  how  yon  niaye  de- 
served 
Of  Florence  by  this  last  and  crowning  feat : 
But  words  offend. 

Lur.  Nay,  yon  may  pniae  me  now. 

I  want  instruction  every  hour,  1  find. 
On  points  where  once  I  saw  least  need  of  it ; 
Ana  praise,  I  have  been  used  to  slight  per- 

naps. 
Seems  scarce  so  easily  dispensed  with  now. 
After  a  battle,  half  one^s  strength  is  gone  ; 
The  glorious  passion  in  ns  once  appeased. 
Our  reason^s  calm  cold  dreadful  yoioe  iM^sins. 
All  justice,  power  and  beauty  scarce  appear 
Monopolizea  by  Florence,  as  of  late. 
To  me,  the   stranger:   you,  no   doubt,  may 

know 
Why  Pisa  needs  must  bear  her  riyal*s  yoke. 
Ana  peradventure  I  grow  nearer  yon. 
For  1,  too,  want  to  know  and  be  assured. 
When  a  cause  ceases  to  reward  itself. 
Its  friend  seeks  fresh  snstainments ;  praise  is 

one. 
And  here   stand  you  — you,  lady,  pcaiae  me 

well. 
But    youni  —  (your    pardon)  —  is    unlenraM 

praise. 
To  the  motive,  the  endeayor,  the  heart's  self. 
Your  quick  sense  looks:  yon  crown  and  call 

aright 
The  soul  o*  the  purpose,  ere  *t  is  shaped  as  net. 
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Takes  fleBh  i*  the  world,  and  clothes  itself  a 

kinif. 
Bat  when  the  act  comes,  stands  for  what 't  Is 

worth, 

—  Here  *8  Paccio,  the  skilled  soldier,  he  'a  my 

iadg«! 
WasallweU,  Puccio? 

Pue.  All  was  .  .  .  most  be  well : 

If  we  beat  Lnoca  presently,  as  doubtless  .  .  . 

—  No,  there  *s  no  doubt,  we  must  —  all  was  well 

done. 
Lmt.    In  truth  ?    Still  yon  are  of  the  trade, 

my  Puccio  I 
You  hare  the  fellow-craftsman^s  sympathy. 
There  ^s  none  cares,  like  a  fellow  of  the  craft, 
For  the  all  unestimated  sum  of  pains 
That  go  to  a  success  the  world  can  see : 
They  praise  then,  but  the  best  they  never  know 

—  While  yon  know  I    So,  if  envy  mix  with  it. 
Hate  even,  still  the  bottom-praise  of  all. 
Whatever  be  the  dregs,  that  drop  ^s  pure  gold  I 

—  For  nothing  *8  like  it ;  nothing  else  records 
Those  daily,  nightlv  drippings  in  the  dark 

Of  the  hearths  blooa,  the  world  lets  drop  away 
Forever  —  so,  pure  gold  that  praise  must  be  I 
And  I  have  yonrs^my  soldier  1  yet  the  best 
Is  still  to  come.    There  ^s  one  looks  on  apart 
Whom  all  refeni  to,  failure  or  success ; 
\Vhat*s  done  might  be  our  best,  our  utmost 

work, 
And  yet  insidequate  to  serve  his  need. 
Here  *s  Braoeio  now,  for  Florence  —  here  *s  oar 

service  — 
Well  done  for  us,  seems  it  well  done  for  him  ? 
His  chosen  engint*,  tasked  to  its  full  strength 
Answers  the    end?    iShonld    he  have   chosen 

higher  ? 
l>o  we  help  Florence,  now  our  best  is  wrouf^ht  ? 
Brae,   This  battle,  with  the  foregone  services, 
^ves  Florence. 

Lur.  Whv  then,  all  ia  very  well  t 

Here  am  I  in  the  midale  of  my  friends. 
Who  know  me  and  who  love  me^  one  and  all.^ 
And  yet  ...  't  is  like  .  .  .  this  instant  while 

I  speak 
Ib  like  the  tnming^moment  of  a  dream 
When  .  .  .  Ah,  you   are   not  foreignen  like 

me  I 
Well  then,  one  always  dreams  of  friends  at 

home; 
And  always  comes.  I  say,  the  tuming-noint 
When  something  changes  in  the  friendly  eyes 
That  love  and  look  on  yon  ...  so  slight,  so 

slight  .  .  . 
And  yet  it  telk  yon  they  are  dead  and  gone. 
Or  cmuD^ed  and  enemies,  for  all  their  words. 
And  all  IS  mockerv  and  a  maddening  show. 
Yon  now^  so  kind  here,  all  you  Florentines, 
What  is  it  in  your  eyes  .  .  .  those  lips,  those 

brows  .  .  . 
Nobody  spoke  it,  yet  I  know  it  well  I 
Come  now  — this  battle  saves  yon,  all  *s  at  end, 
Your  ose  of  me  is  o*er,  for  good,  for  ill,  —  ^ 
Come  now,  what's  done  against  me,  while  I 

speak. 
In  Florence  ?    Come  I  ^  I  feel  it  in  my  blood, 
Mv  eyes,  my  hair,  a  voice  is  in  my  ears 
That  spita  of  all  this  smiling  and  soft  speech 


Yon  are  betra3ring  me  I    What  is  it  yon  do  ? 
Have  it  your  way,  and  think  my  use  is  over — 
Think  you  are  saved  and  may  throw  off  the 

mask  — 
Have  it  my  way,  and  think  more  work  remains 
Which  I  could  do,  —  so,  show  you  fear  me  not  I 
Or  prudent  be,  or  daring,  as  von  choose, 
But  tell  me  — tell  what  I  refused  to  know 
At  noon,  lest  heart  should  fail  me  I    Well? 

That  letter  ? 
My  fate  is  sealed  at  Florence  I    What  is  it  ? 

Br€u:.    Sir,  I  shall  not  deny  what  yon  divine. 
It  is  no  novelty  for  innocence 
To  be  suspected,  but  a  privil^pe : 
llie  after  certain  compensation  comes. 
Charges,  I  say  not  whether  false  or  true, 
Have  been  preferred  against  you  some  tame 

since, 
Which  Florence  was  bound,  plainly,  to  receive. 
And  which  are  therefore  undergoing  now 
llie  due  investigation.    That  is  all. 
I  doubt  not  but  your  innocence  will  prove 
Apparent  and  iUustrious,  as  to  me. 
To  them  this  evening,  when  the  trial  ends. 
Lur.  My  trial  ? 

Dom,  Florence,  Florence  to  the  end, 

My  whole  heart  thanks  tliee  I 

Tuc,    [To  Bkac.1  Wliat  is  "  trial,"  sir  ? 

It  was  not  for  a  trial, —  surely,  no  — 
I  furnished  vou  those  notes  from  time  to  time  ? 
I  held  myself  aggrieved  —  I  am  a  man  — 
And  I  might   speak,  —  ay,  and   speak   mere 

truth,  too. 
And  yet  not  mean  at  bottom  of  my  heart 
What  should  aasint  a  —  trial,  do  you  say  ? 
You  should  have  told  me  I 

pom.  Nay,  gn  on,  go  on  I 

His  sentence  I    Do  they  sentence  nim  ?    What 

is  it? 
The  block  — wheel? 

Brae.  Sentence  there  is  none  as  yet. 

Nor  shall  I  give  mv  own  opinion  now 
Of  what  it  should  be,  or  is  like  to  be. 
When  it  is  passed,  applaud  or  disapprove  ! 
Up  to  that  point,  what  is  there  to  impugn  ? 
Xmt.    They  are  right,  then,  to  try  me  ? 
Brae.  I  assert, 

Maintain  and  justifv  the  abeolnte  right 
Of  Florence  to  do  all  she  can  have  done 
In  this  procedure,  —  standing  on  her  guard. 
Receiving  even  services  like  yours 
With  utmost  fit  suspicions  wariness. 
In  other  matteni,  keep  the  mummery  up  I 
Take  all  the  experiences  of  all  the  world. 
Each  knowledgre  that  broke  throngh  a  heart  to 

life. 
Each  reasoning  which,  to  reach,  burnt  out  a 

brain, 
—  In  other  cases,  know  these,  warrant  these. 
And  then  dispense  with  these  —  *t  is  very  well ! 
Let  friend  trust  friend,  and  love  demand  love's 

like. 
And  gratitude  be  claimed  for  benefits,  — 
There 's  grace  in  that,  —  and  when  the  fresh 

heart  breaks. 
The  new  brain  proves  a  min,  what  of  them  ? 
Where  is  the  matter  of  one  moth  the  more 
Singed  in  the  candle,  at  a  summer's  end  ? 
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Bat  Floranee  is  no  rfmple  John  or  JaniM 
To  have  his  toy,  his  fancy,  his  conceit 
That  he  ^s  the  one  excepted  man  by  fate. 
And,   when  fate   shows   him   he  *s   mistaken 

there. 
Die  with  all  good  men's  praise,  and  yield  his 

place 
To  Paid  and  Gfeoi^  intent  to  try  their  chance  ! 
Florenoe  exists  because  these  pass  away. 
She  'b  a  contrivance  to  supply  a  type 
Of  man,  which  men's  deficiencies  refnee ; 
She   binds  so  many,   that   she  grows  out  of 

them  — 
Stands  steady  oW  their  numbers,  though  they 

change 
And  paw  awav  —  there 's  always  what  upholds, 
Always  enough  to  fashion  th«  fjreat  show. 
As  see,  yon  haneing  city,  in  the  sun. 
Of  shapely  doua  substantially  the  same  I 
A  thousand  vapors  rise  and  smk  again. 
Are  interfused,  and  live  their  life  and  die,  — 
Yet  ever  hangs  the  steady  show  i'  the  air. 
Under  the  sun^s  straight   influence:    that   is 

welU 
That  is  worth  heaven  should  hold,  and  God 

should  UesB  I 
A\nd  so  is  Florence,  —  the  unseen  sun  above. 
Which  draws  and  holds  suspended  all  of  us. 
Binds  transient  vapors  into  a  single  cloud 
Differing  from  eacn  and  better  than  they  all. 
And  shall  she  dare  to  stake  this  permanence 
On  any  one  man^s  faith  ?    Man's  heart  is  weak. 
And  its  temptations  many :  let  her  prove 
Each  servant  to  the  very  uttermost 
Before  she  grant  him  her  reward,  I  say  ! 
Dom.    And  as  for  hearts  she  chances  to  mis- 
take. 
Wronged  hearts,  not  destined  to  receive  re- 
ward. 
Though  they  deserve  it,  did  she  only  know, 
—  What  shoald  she  do  for  these  ? 

Brae.  What  does  she  not  ? 

Say,  that  she  gives  them  but  herself  to  serve  1 
Here  *s  Laria  —  what  had  profited  his  strength. 
When  half  an  hour  of  sober  fancying 
Had  shown  him  step  by  step  the^  oselessness 
Of  strength  exerted  for  ntrength's  proper  sake  ? 
But  the  truth  is,  she  did  create  that  strength. 
Draw  to  the  end  the  corresponding  means. 
The  world  is  wide  —  are  we  the  onlv  men  f 
Oh,  for  the  time,  the  social  purpose  sake. 
Use  words  agreed  on,  bandy  epithets. 
Call  any  man  the  sole  great  wise  and  good  I 
But  shall  we  therefore,  standing  by  ourselves. 
Insult  oar  souls  and  God  with  the  same  speech  ? 
There,  swarm   the   ignoble    thousands   under 

him  : 
What  marks  us  from  the  hundreds  and  the 

teiM? 
Florence  took  up,  turned  all  one  way  the  sool 
Of  Luria  with  its  fires,  and  here  he  glows  I 
She  takes  me  out  of  all  the  world  as  him, 
Fixiiw  my  eoMness  till  like  ice  it  checks 
Tlie  fire !    So,  Braocio,  Luria,  which  is  best  ? 
Lur,    Ah,  brave  me  ?   And  is  this  indeed  the 
way 
To  gain  your  good  word  and  sineere  esteem  f 
Am  I  the  baited  animal  that  mast  turn 


And  fight  his  baiten  to  deserve  their  nraiM  ? 

Obedience  is  mistake  then  ?    Be  it  so  [ 

Do  you  indeed  remember  I  stand  here 

The  captain  of  the  conquering  army,  —  mine  — 

With  all  your  tokens,  ^iraise  mi  promise,  ready 

To  show  for  what  their  names  meant  when  you 

gave, 
at  yoB  style  them  now  you  take  away  ? 
If  I  call  in  my  troops  to  arbitrate,  ^ 
And  dash  the  first  enthusiaatic  thrill 
Of  victorv  with  this  ^ou  menace  now  — 
Commena  to  the  instinctive  popular  sense. 
My  story  first,  your  comment  afterward,  — 
W  ill  diey  take,  think  you,  part  with  yon  or  me? 
If  I  say  —  I,  the  laborer  tiiey  saw  work, 
£uding  mv  work,  ask  pay,  and  find  my  lords 
Have  all  this  while  provided  silently 
Agwnst  the  day  of  pay  and  proving  ^th, 
Bv  what  you  caU  my  sentence  that  s  to  eome  — 
Will  friends  advise  1  wut  complacently  ? 
If  I  meet  Florence  half-wav  at  their  head. 
What  will  yon  do,  my  mila  antjyonist  ? 
Brae,    1  will  rise  up  like  mre,  proud  and 

triumphant 
That  Florence  knew  you  thoroughly  and   by 

me. 
And  so  was  saved.     *'See,  ItfUy,'^  I  'U  say, 
**The  crown  of  our  precauti<Mis !      Here's  a 

man 
Was  far  advanced*  just  touched  on  the  belief 
Less  subtle  cities  had  accorded  long ; 
But  we  were  wiser:  at  the  end  comes  this  I  ^* 
And  from  that  minute,  where  is  Luria  ?    Lost  \ 
Tlie  very  stones  of  Florence  cry  against 
The  all-exacting,  naught-enduring  fo<d. 
W^ho  thus  resentis  her  first  probation,  iioato 
As  if  he,  only,  shone  and  cast  no  shade. 
He,  only,  wuked  the  earth  with  privil^ie 
Against  su^ioion,  free  where  angels  fear : 
He,  for  the  first  inquisitive  motherVword, 
Must  turn,  and  stand  on  his  defence,  forsooth  ! 
Reward  ?    You  will  not  be  worth  punishment ! 
Lur.    And  Florence  knew  me  thus  I    Thus  I 

have  livedf  — 
And  thus  vou,  with  the  clear  fine  inteUeet, 
Braccio,  tae  cold  acnte  instructed  mind. 
Out  of  the  stir,  so  calm  and  unconfused. 
Reported  me  —  how  could  you  otherwise! 
Ay  ?  —  and  what  dropped  from  you,  just  bow, 

moreover  ? 
Your  information,  Puccio  ?  —  Did  your  skill. 
Your  understanding  sympathv  approve 
Such  a  report  of  me  ?    Was  this  tne  end  7 
Or  is  even  this  the  end  ?    Can  I  stop  here  ? 
You,  lady,  with  the  woman's  stand  apart. 
The  heart  to  see  with,  past  man's  brain  aad 

eyes, 
...  I  cannot  fathom  why  you  ahoold  destroy 
The  nnoff ending  one,  you  call  your  friend  — 
Still,  lessoned  by  the  good  examples  here 
Of  friendship,  't  is  but  natural  I  ask  — 
Had  yon  a  fuither  aim,  in  aag^ht  you  ntsed. 
Than    your   friend's   profit  — in  all  those  ia- 

stances 
Of  perfidy,  all  Florence  wrought  of  wrong  — 
All  I  remember  now  for  the  nnt  time  ? 

^  Dom,    I  am  a  daughter  of  the  Traveraari, 
Siiiar  of  Pomo  and  of  Beito  both. 
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So,  haye  foreseen  all  thai  has  come  to  pen. 
I  knew  the  Florenoe  that  ooold  doubt  their 

faith. 
Must   needs   mistmst   a  straug^w's  —  dealingr 

them 
Punishment,  would  deny  him  his  reward. 
And  I  believed,  the  ahaiue  they  bore  and  died, 
I^ie  would  not  bear,  but  live  and  fight  against  — 
2Seeing  he  was  of  other  stuff  than  they. 
Lttr,    Hear  them  I     All  these   against   one 

foreigner  I 
And  all  this  while,  where  is^in  the  whole  world. 
To  his  good  faith  a  single  witness  ? 

7*1*6.     [  ^^'Ao  has  entered  unseen  durina  the  pre- 

ceding  dicUogue.]    ^  Here  1 

Thus  I  bear  wituess,  not  in  word  but  deed. 
I  live  for  Pisa ;  she  ^s  not  lost  to-day 
Uy  many  ohanoes  —  much  prevents  from  that ! 
Her  army  has  been  beaten,  I  am  here. 
But  Laoca  comes  at  last,  one  hai^y  "^'wi4tf^  I 
I  rather  would  see  Pisa  three  times  lost 
Than  saved  by  any  traitor,  even  by  yon ; 
The  eiuunple  of  a  traitor^s  happy  fortune 
Would  bnng  more  evil  in  the  end  than  good ;  — 
Pisa  rejects  the  tnutor,  craves  yourself! 
I,  in  hw  name,  resign  forthwith  to  you 
My   charge,  —  the   hwfaest   office,  sword  and 

shield  I 
You  shall  not,  by  my  counsel,  turn  on  Flor- 
enoe 
Your  army,  give  her  calumny  that  ground  — 
Nor  bring  one  soldier :  be  you  all  we  gain  1 
And   all  she  ^U  lose,  —  a  head  to  deck  some 

bridge. 
And  save  the  cost  o^  the  erown  should  deck  the 

head. 
Ijeave  her  to  perish  in  her  perfidy, 
Plague-strieken  and  strip|>ed  naked  to  all  eyes, 
A  prorerb  and  a  by-word  in  all  mouths  I 
(io  you  to  Vian  I    Florence  is  m^  plaoe  — 
I^eave  me  to  tell  her  of  the  rectitude, 
I .  from  the  first,  told  Pisa,  knowing  it. 
ToPisal 
Dom.      Ah  my  Braocio,  are  you  caught  ? 
lirac.    Pnooio,  good  soldier  and  good  oiti- 

zen« 
Whom  I  have  ever  kept  beneath  my  eye. 
Ready  as  fit,  to  serve  m  this  event 
Florenoe,  who  dear  foretold  it  from  the  first  — 
Through  me,  she  gives  you  the  oommand  and 

charge 
She  takes,  through  me,  from  him  who  held  it 

latol 
A  paiaf  nl  trial,  very  sore,  was  vonrs  : 
All  that  could  draw  out,  nuursnal  in  array 
The  selfish  passions  Against  the  public  good  — 
Sli^its,  scorns,  neglects,  were  heaped  on  you  to 

bear: 
.\.nd  ever  you  did  bear  and  bow  the  head  I 
It  had  be«i  sorry  trial,  to  precede 
Your  feet,  hold  up  the  promise  of  reward 
For  luring  gleam ;   your  footsteps  kept  the 

track 
Through  dark  and  doubt :  take  all  the  light  at 

onee  I 
Trial  is  over,  consummation  shines ; 
Well  have  you  served,  as  well  henoeforth  com* 
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Puc.    No,  no  ...  I  dare  not  I    I  am  grate- 
ful, ^lad ; 
But     Luna  —  you    shall     understand     he  ^s 

wronged: 
And  he  ^s  my  captain  —  this  is  not  the  way 
We  soldiers  climb  to  fortune  :  think  again  I 
The  sentence  is  not  ev«n  passed,  beside  ! 
I  dare  not :  where 's  the  soldier  could  ? 

Lur.  Now,  Florence  — 

Is  it  to  be  ?    You  will  know  all  the  strength 
O*  the  savage  —  to  your  neck  the  proof  must 

go? 
You  will  prove  the  brute  nature  ?    Ah,  I  see ! 
The  savage  plainly  is  impassible  — 
He  keeps  his  calm  way  through  insulting  words, 
Sarcastic  looks,  sharo  gestures  —  one  of  which 
Would  stop  you,  fatai  to  your  finer  sense. 
But  if  he  stolidly  advance,  march  111  ute 
Without  a  mark  upon  his  callous  hide. 
Through  the  mere  brushwood  you  grow  angry 

with. 
And  leave  the  tatters  of  your  flesh  upon, 

—  You  have  to  learn  that  when  tiie  true  bar 

conies. 
The  murk  mid-forest,  the  grand  obstacle. 
Which  when  vou  reach,  you  give  the  labor  up. 
Nor  dash  on,  but  lie  down  composed  before, 

—  He  gfoes  against  it,  like  the  brute  he  is: 
It  falls  before  him.  or  he  dies  in  his  course. 
I  kept  my  course  through  past  irairatitude : 
I  saw  —  it  does  seem,  now,  as  if  I  saw. 
Could  not  but  see,  those  insults  as  they  fell. 

—  Ay,  let  them  glance  from  off  me,  very  like, 
Laughing,  perhaps,  to  think  the  qualit:|r 
You  grew  so  bold  mi,  while  you  so  despised 
The  Moor^s  dull  mute  inapprehennve  mood. 
Was  saving  you :  I  b<H«  and  ke^t  my  course. 
Now  real  wrong  fronts  me  :  see  if  I  succumb  I 
Floronoe  withstands  me  ?    I  will  punish  her. 

At  night  my  sentence  will  arrive,  you  saj. 
Till  then  I  cannot,  if  I  would,  robel 

—  Unauthorized  to  lay  my  office  down. 
Retaining  my  full  power  to  will  and  do : 
Af ter  —  it  is  to  see.^   Tibundo,  thaflJES ! 
Go ;  you  are  froe :  join  Lucca  I     I  soqwiid 
All  further  operations  till  to-night. 
Hiank  you,  and  for  the  silence  most  of  all  I 
[To  Brac.J    Let  my  complacent  Uaad  aoeuser 

Carry  nis  self-approving  head  and  heart 

Safe  through  tne  army  whieh  would  trample 

him 
Dead  in  a  moment  at  my  word  or  sign  I 
Go,  sir,  to  Florence ;  tell  friends  what  I  aagr— > 
That  while  I  wait  my  sentenoe,  thaiia  waits 

them! 
[To   Dom.]      Yon,   lady,  — you    have    Uaek 

Italian  eyes ! 
I  would  be  generous  if  I  might :  oh,  yes  — 
For  I  remember  how  so  oft  you  seemed 
Inclined  at  heart  to  break  the  barrier  down 
Which  Florence  finds  God  built  between  us 

both. 
Alas,  for  generosity  1  this  hour 
Asks  ratrioutiou :  bear  it  as  you  may, 
I  mast  —  the  Moor  ~  the  savage,  —  pardon  you ! 
Pnooio,  my  trusty  soldier,  see  them  forth  ! 
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ACT  IV 

EVENING 
Enter  Pdooio  and  Jaoopo. 

Puc.    What  Luria  will  do  ?    Ah,  't  is  yoara, 

fair  sir, 
Yoar  and  your  sabtle-witted  master^s  part, 
To  tell  me  that ;  I  tell  ^ou  what  he  can. 
Jac.    Friend,  you  mistake  ray  station :   I  ob- 
serve 
The  game,   watch  how  my  betters  play,  no 

more. 
Puc.    But  mankind  are  not  pieces  —  there  *s 

your  fault ! 
You  cannot  push  them,  and,  the  fint  move 

made. 
Lean  back  and  study  what  the  next  shall  be. 
In  confidence  that,  when  *t  is  fixed  upon. 
You  find  just  where  you  left  them,  blacks  and 

whites: 
Men  (TO  on  monng  when  your  hand  *s  away. 
You  build,  I  iiotice,  firm  on  Luria*s  faith 
This  whole  'jme,  —  firmlier  than  I  choose  to 

build. 
Who  never  dut:bted  it  —  of  old,  that  is  — 
With  Luria  iu  his  ordinary  mind. 
But  now,  oppression  makes  the  wise  man  mad : 
How  do  I  know  he  will  not  turn  and  stand 
And  hold  his  own  af^inst  yon,  as  he  may  ? 
Suppose  he  but  withdraw  to  Pisa  —  well,  — 
Then,  even  if  all  happen  to  your  wish. 
Which  is  a  chance  .  .  . 

Jac.  Nay  —  't  was  an  oven^ht. 

Not  waitinfp  till  the  proper  warrant  came :  ^ 
Yon  could  not  take  what  was  not  ours  to  grre. 
But  when  at  nif^ht  the  sentence  really  comes, 
Our  city  authorizes  past  dispute 
Luria^s  removal  and  transfers  the  charge. 
You  will  perceive  your  duty  and  accept  ? 
Puc.    Accept  what  ?  muster-rolls  of  soldiers* 

names? 
An  army  upon  paper  ?    I  want  men. 
The  hearts  as  well  as  hands  —  and  where  *s  a 

heart 
But  beats  with  Luria,  in  the  multitude 
I  come  from  walkinfr  throufrh  br  Luria's  side  ? 
Yon  rave  them  Luna,  set  him  tnus  to  grow, 
HeacT-like,  upon  their  trunk:  one  heart  feeds 

both. 
They  feel  him  there,  live  twice,  and  well  know 

why. 
—  For  they  do  know,  if  you  are  ignorant, 
^lio  kent  his  own  place  and  respected  theirs, 
Managea  their  sweat,  yet  never  spared  his  blood. 
All  was  your  act :  another  might  have  served  — 
There  *s  peradventure  no  such  dearth  of  heads  — 
But  you  chose  Luria :  so,  they  grew  one  flesh. 
And  now,  for  nothing  they  can  undemtand, 
Luria  removed,  off  is  to  mil  the  h^ad ; 
The  body^s  mine  —  much  I  shall  do  with  it ! 
Jae.    That  *s  at  the  worst. 
Puc.  No  —  at  the  best,  it  is  I 

Best,  do  you  hear?    I  saw  them  by  his  side. 
Only  we  two  with  Luria  in  the  camp 
Are  left  that  keep  the  secret  ?  You  think  that  ? 
Hear  what  I  know :  from  rear  to  van,  no  heart 


But  felt  the  quiet  pttient  hero  there 

Was  wronged,  nor  in  the  moveless  ranks  an  eya 

But  glancmg^  told  its  fellow  the  whole  story 

Of  that  convicted  silent  knot  of  smea 

Who  passed  through  them  to  Floreiioe;    they 

might  pass  — 
No  breast  but  gladlier  beat  when  free  of  such  I 
Our  troops  will  catch  up  Luria,  close  him  round, 
Bear  him  to  Florence  as  their  natural  lord. 
Partake  his  fortune,  live  or  die  with  him. 
Jac.    And  by  mistake  catoh  up  along  with 

him 
Puccio,  no  doubt,  compelled  in  self  despite 
To  still  continue  second  in  command  I 

Puc.    No,  sir,  no  second  nor  so  fortunate  I 
Your  tricks  succeed  with  roe  too  well  for  tliat  ! 
I  am  as  you  have  made  me,  live  and  die 
To  serve  your  eud  —  a  mere  trained  fightings- 
hack. 
With  words,  yon  laugh  at  while  they  leave  yonr 

month. 
For  my  lifers  rule  and  ordinance  of  God ! 
I  have  to  do  my  duty,  keep  my  faith. 
And  earn  my  praise,  and  guard  against  my 

blame. 
As  I  was  trained.    I  shall  accept  your  charge. 
And  fight  against  one  bettor  than  myself, 
h|pito  of  my  hearths  conviction  of  his  worth  — 
Tnat,  you  may  count  on  t  —  just  as  hitherto 
I  have  gone  on,  persuaded  I  was  wronged, 
Mighted,  insulted,  terms  we  learn  by  rote,  — 
All  because  Luria  superseded  me  — 
Because  the  bettor  nature,  fresh-inspired. 
Mounted  above  me  to  its  proper  place  I 
What  mattered  all  the  kindly  gracioiisneaa. 
The    cordial    brotherVbeanng  ?      Thia 

clear  — 
I,  once  the  captain,  now  was  subalteni. 
And  so  must  keep  complaining  like  a  xool  I 
Oo,  toke  the  curse  of  a  lost  soul,  I  say  I 
You  neither  play  your  puppets  to  the  end. 
Nor  treat  the  real  man,  —  lor  his  realneas' 
Thrust  rudely  in  their  place,  —  with  sneh 

gard 

As  might  console  them  for  their  altered  rank. 
Me,  the  mere  steady  soldier,  you  depose 
Fur  Luria,  and  here  ^s  all  yonr  pet  aeaerves  ! 
Of  what  account,  then,  is  your  laaghiiip«toek  ? 
One  word  for  all :  whatever  Luria  does, 

—  If  backed  by  his  indignant  troops  he  torn. 
Revenge  himself,  and  Florence  go  to  gnnuML,  — 
Or,  for  a  signal  everlasting  shame. 

He  pardon  you,  simply  seek  bettor  friends, 
Side  with  the  Pisans  and  Lucchese  for  cbaiis« 

—  And  if  I,  pledged  to  ingrates  past  belief. 
Dare  fight  against  a  man  such  f oob  call  faW, 
Who,  inasmuch  as  he  was  true,  fights  me,  — 
Whichever  wa^  he  win,  he  wins  for  wmth. 
For  every  soldier,  for  all  tme  and  good  I 

Sir,  chronicling  the  rest,  omit  not  this  I 
(Am  they  po,  enter  LnuA  and  HcsAni.) 
Hug.    Saw^st  thou?  — For  they  are 
The  world  lies  bare 
Before  thee,  to  be  tasted,  felt  and  seen 
Like  what  it  is,  now  Florence  goes  awa^ ! 
Thou  livest  now,  with  men  art  man  again  I 
Those  Florentines  were  all  to  thee  of  oM  ; 
Bat  Braocio,  but  Domizia,  gone  is  eadi. 
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There  lie  beneath  thee  thine  own  multitudes  I 
Saw'st  thou? 
Lur.  I  saw. 

IIu§.  Then,  hold  thy  oonne,  my  kin^: ! 

The  yean  return.    Let  thy  heart  have  its  way : 
Ah,  they  would  play  with  thee  as  with  all  else, 
Turn  thee  to  use,  and  fashion  thee  anew. 
Find  out  God^s  fault  in  thee  as  in  the  rest  ? 
Oh  watch,  oh  listen  only  to  these  fiends 
(hice  at  their  occupation  I    £ie  we  know, 
The  free  gre^t  heaven  is  shut,  their  stifling  pall 
Drops  till  it  frets  the  very  tingrline  hair, 
S>  wei^^hs  it  on  our  head,  —  and,  lor  the  earth, 
( hir  common  e^rth  is  tethered  up  and  down, 
Over  and  aoroes  —  **here  shalt  thou  move," 

they  orv ! 
Lvr,    Ay,  Husain  ? 

Hus,  Ho  have  they  spoiled  all  beside  I 

So  stands  a  man  Kirt  round  with  Florentines, 
Priests,  ^raybeards,  Biaccios,  women,  boys  and 

spies. 
All  in  one  tale,  all  singing  the  same  song, 
I  low  thou  must  house,  and  live  at  bed  and 

board, 
Take  pledge  and  give  it,  go  their  every  way. 
Breathe  to  their  measure,  make  thy  blood  beat 

time 
With    theirs  —  or,  all  is    nothing  —  thou    art 

lost  — 
A  savage,  how  shouldst  thou  oeroeive  as  they  ? 
Feel  glaa  to  stand  ^neath  God's  close  naked 

liand! 
Look  up  to  it  I  Why,  down  they  pull  thy  neck. 
Lest  it  crush  thee,  who  feeFst  it  and  wouldst 

kiss. 
Without  tneir  priests  that  needs  must  glove  it 

first. 
Lest  peiadventure  flesh  offend  thy  lip. 
Love  woman  1    Why,  a  very  beast  thou  art  I 
Thou  must  ... 
Lur.  Peace,  Husain  I 

lius.  Ay,  but,  spoiling  all. 

For  all,  else  true  things,  substitutinff  false. 
That  they  should  dare  spoil,  of  aU  instincts, 

thine  I 
Should  dare  to  take  thee  with  thine  instincts  up, 
Thy  battleHudors,  like  a  ball  of  fire. 
And  class  them  and  idlow  them  place  and  play 
S(>  far,  no  farther  —  unabashed  the  while  I 
Thou  with  the  soul  that  never  can  take  rest  — 
Thou  bom  to  do,  undo,  and  do  again. 
And  never  to  be  still, —  wouldst  thou  make  war  ? 
Oh,  that  is  commendable,  just  and  right ! 
'H'ome  over,*'  say  they,   '  have  the  nonor  due 
In  living  out  thy  nature  I     Fight  thy  best : 
It  is  to  be  for  Florenoe,  not  thyself  I 
For  Uiee,  it  were  a  horror  and  a  plague  ; 
Fur  us,  when  war  is  made  for  Florence,  see, 
Ifow  all  is  changed  :  the  fire  that  fed  on  earth 
Now  towers  to  heaven  ! "  — 

Lw.  And  what  sealed  up  so  long 

My  Hnsain's  mouth  ? 

Hu»,  Oh  friend,  oh  lord  —  for  me, 

What  am  I  ?—  I  was  silent  at  thy  side. 
Who  am  a  part  of  thee.     It  is  thy  hand. 
Thy  foot  tnat  glows  when  in  the  heart  fresh 

bkMjd 
B«»ils  up,  thou  heart  of  me !    Now,  live  again. 


Again  love  as  thou  likest.  hate  as  free  I 
Turn  to  no  Braocios  nor  Domizias  now. 
To  ask,  before  thy  very  limbs  dare  move, 
If  Florenoe'  welfare  be  concerned  thereby  ! 

Lur,    So  dear  what  Florence  must  expect  of 
me? 

Hua,    Both  armies  against  Florenoe !    Take 
revenge  I 
Wide,  deep  —  to  live  upon,  in  feeling  now,  — 
And,  after  live,  in  memory^  year  by  year  — 
And,  with  the  dear  conviction,  die  at  last  I 
She  lies  now  at  thy  pleasure :  jpleasure  have  I 
Their  vaunted  intellect  that  guds  our  sense, 
And  blends  with  life,  to  show  it  better  by, 

—  How  think 'st  thou  ?  —  I  have  turned  that 

light  on  them ! 
They  called  our  thirst  of  war  a  transient  thing ; 
**  The  battle-element  must  pass  away 
From  life,"  they  said,  ''and  leave  a  tranquil 

world." 

—  Master,  I  took  their  light  and  turned  it  full 
On  that  dull  turgid  vein  they  said  would  bunt 
And  pass  away ;  and  as  I  looked  on  life,  ^ 
Still  everywhere  I  tracked  this,  though  it  hid 
And  shifted,  lay  so  silent  as  it  thought. 
Changed  shape  and  hue  yet  ever  was  the  same. 
Why,  't  was  all  fighting,  all  their  nobler  life ! 
All  work  was  fighting,  every  harm  —  defeat, 
And  every  joy  obtained  —  a  victory  I 

Be  not  their  dupe  I 

—  Their  dupe  ?    That  hour  is  past ! 
Here  stand'st  thou  in  the  glory  and  the  calm : 
All  is  determined.    Silence  for  me  now  I 

[HusAiv  poe». 
Lur,    Have  I  heard  all  ? 
Dom,   [Advancing Jrom  the  background.]  No, 
Lnria,  I  remain ! 
Not  from  the  motives  these  have  urged  on  thee, 
Ignoble,  insufficient,  incomplete. 
And  pregnant  each  with  sure  seeds  of  decay. 
As  failing  of  sustainment  from  thyself. 

—  Neither  from  low  revenge,  nor  selfishness. 
Nor  savage  lust  of  power,  nor  one,  nor  all, 
Shalt  thou  abolish  Florenoe !    I  proclaim 
The  an^l  in  thee,  and  reject  the  sprites 
Which  ineffectual  crowd  about  his  strength, 
And  mingle  with  his  work  and  claim  a  snare  ! 
Inconsoiously  to  the  augnstest  end 

Thou  hast  arisen  :  second  not  in  rank 

So  much  as  time,  to  him  who  first  ordained 

That  Florence,  tiiou  art  to  destrov,  should  be. 

Yet  him  a  star,  too,  guided,  who  broke  first 

The  pride  of  lonely  power,  the  life  apart, 

And  made  the  eminences,  each  to  each. 

Lean  o'er  the  level  world  and  let  it  lie 

Safe  from  the  thunder  henceforth  'neath  their 

tops; 
So  the  few  famous  men  of  old  combined. 
And  let  the  multitude  rise  underneath. 
And  reach  them  and  unite  —  so  Florence  grew : 
Braccio  speaks  true,  it  was  well  worth  the  price. 
But  when  the  sheltered  many  grew  in  pride 
And  grudged  the  station  of  the  elei'ted  ones, 
W^ho,  greater  than  their  kind,  are  truly  great 
Only  in  voluntary  servitude  — 
Time  was  for  thee  to  rise,  and  thou  art  here. 
Such  pUtfue  possessed  this  Florence :  who  can 
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The  mighty  girth  and  graatneM  at  the  heart 
()f  those  so  perfect  nilian  of  the  grove 
She  polled  aovn  in  her  envy  ?    Who  as  I, 
The  ik^t  weak  parasite  bom  bat  to  twine  ^ 
Ronndeaeh  of  them  aiid,  meamiring  them,  Ure  ? 
My  light  love  keepe  the  iiuitchlees  circle  safe. 
My  slender  life  proves  what  has  passed  away. 
I  Uved  when  thev  departed  ;  lived  to  cling 
To  thee,  the  misfity  stranger ;  thon  wonldst  rise 
And  burst  the  thraldom,  and  avenge,  I  knew. 
I  have  done  nothing ;  all  was  thv  strong  hcAe, 
But  a  bird^s  weight  can  bnsak  the  infant  tree 
Whieh  after  holas  an  aery  in  its  arms. 
And  't  was  my  care  that  naught  should  warp 

thy  spire 
From  rising  to  the  heiglit ;  the  roof  is  reached 
O^  the  forest,  break  thnragh,  see  extend  the 

sky! 
Go  on  to  Florence,  Linria !    'T  is  man's  cause  ! 
Fail  thon,  and  thine    own  fall  were    least  to 

dread: 
Thou  keepest  Florence  in  her  evil  way, 
Encouragest  her  sin  so  much  the  more  — 
And  whue  th»  ignoble  past  is  justified. 
Thou  all  the  surelier  warp^st  the  future  growth. 
The  ehiefs  to  come,  the  Lurias  yet  unborn. 
That,  greater  than  thyself,  are  reached  o Vr  thee 
Wlio  giv'st  the  vantage-ground  their  foee  re- 
quire, 
As    o'er    my    prostrate    House    thyself    wast 

reached] 
Man  calls  thee,  God  requites  thee !    All  is  said. 
The  mission  of  ray  Hoose  fulfilled  at  last : 
And  the  mere  woman,  speaking  for  heraelf. 
Reserves  speech  —  it  is  now  no  woman^s  time. 

[DoHusiA  ^ors. 

Lur,    Thus  at  the  last  must  figure  Luria, 

then ! 
l>oing  the  various  work  of  all  his  friends. 
And  answering  every  purpose  save  his  own. 
No  doubt,  ^t  is  well  for  them  to  wish ;  but  him  — 
After  the  ezpknt  what  were  left  ?    Perchance 
A  Httle  pride  upon  the  swarthy  brow. 
At  havioK  brought  successfully  to  bear 
'Gainst  Florence*  self  her  own  especial  arms,  — 
Her  craftiness,  impelled  by  fiercer  strength 
From  Moorish  blood  than  feeds  the  northern  wit. 
But  after !  —  once  the  easy  vengeance  willed, 
Beautiful  Florence  at  a  word  Uid  low 
—  (Not  in  her  domes  and  towers  and  palaces. 
Not  even  in  a  dream,  that  outrage  !)  —  low, 
As  shamed  in  her  own  eyes  henceforth  forever, 
l^w,  for  the  rival  cities  round  to  laugh. 
Conquered  and  pardoned  by  a  hireling  Moor ! 

-  For  him,  who  did  tlie  irreparable  wrong, 
^\lwt  would  be  left,  his  life  s  illusion  fied,  — 
What  hope  or  trust  in  the  forlorn  wide  world  ? 
How  strange  that  Florence  should  mistake  me 

so! 
Whem«  grew  this  ?    What  withdrew  her  faith 

from  me? 
Some  cause !    These  fretful-blooded  diildren 

talk 
Against  their  mother,  —  they  are  wronged,  they 

say  — 
Notable  wronga  her  smile  makes  up  again  t 
So,  taking  fire  at  each  supposed  oaenoe. 
They  may  speak  rashly,  suffer  for  their  q>eech  : 


But  what  eoold  it  haTe  been  in  word  or  deed 
Thiu  injured  me?     8ome  one  word  spoken 

more 
Ont  of  my  heart,  and  all  had  changed  perhaps. 
My  faalt,  it  must  have  been,  —  for,  what  gain 

they? 
Whv  risk  the  danger?    See,  what  I  eonld  do ! 
And  ray  fault,  wherefore  visit  upon  them. 
My  Florentines  ?    The  notable  revenge 
I  meditated !    To  stay  passively. 
Attend  their  summons,  be  as  they  dispose  ! 
Whv^  if  my  verv  soldiers  keep  the  rank. 
Ana  if  my  chieftains  acquiesce,  what  then  ? 
I  ruin  Fkirence,  teach  her  friends  mistmst. 
Confirm  her  enemies  in  harsh  belief. 
And  when  she  finds  one  day.  as  find  she  must. 
The  strange  mistake,  and  how  my  heart  was 

hers, 
Shall  it  console  me,  that  my  Florentines 
Walk  with  a  sadder  step,  in  graver  guise, 
Who  took  me  with  such  frankness,  praised  me 

■o. 
At  the  glad  outset  ?    Had  they  loved  me  leas, 
I'hey  had  less  feared  what  seemed  a  change  in 

me. 
And  after  all,  who  did  the  harm  ?    Not  they  ! 
How  could  they  interpose  with  those  old  fools 
I'  the  council  ?     Suffer  for  those  old  fbok' 

sake  — 
They,  who  made  pictures  of  me,  sang  the  songs 
About  my  battles  ?    Ah,  we  Moors  get  blind 
Out  of  our  proper  world,  where  we  can  see  I 
The  sun  that  guides  is  closer  to  us  I    There  — 
There,  my  own  orb  t    He  sinks  from  oat  the 

sky! 
Why,  there  I  a  whole  day  has  he  blessed  the 

land. 
My  land,  our  Florence  all  about  the  hills. 
The    fields    and    gardens,    vineyards,    olive- 
grounds, 
All  have  been  blest  —  and  yet  we  Florentines, 
With  souls  intent  upon  our  battle  here. 
Found  that  he  rose  too  soon,  or  set  too  late. 
Gave  OS  no  vantage,  or  rave  Pisa  much  — 
Therefore  we  wronged  nimt    Does  he  turn  in 

ire 
To  bum  the  earth  that  cannot  understand  ? 
Or  drop  out  quietly,  and  leave  the  sky. 
His    task  once  ended?      Night  wipes  blame 

away. 
Another  morning  from  my  East  shall  spring 
And  find  all  eyes  at  leisure,  all  disposed 
To  wat«h  and  understand  its  work,  no  doubt. 
So,  praise  the  new  sun,  the  successor  praise. 
Praise  the  new  Luria  and  forget  tlie  old ! 

ITaHtiff  a phiatfrom  hi*  brmrt. 
—  Strange !    Tliis  is  all  I  brought  from  my  wm  n 

land 
To  help  me  :  Europe  would  supply  the  reat. 
All  needs  beside,  all  other  helps  save  one  I 
I  thought  of  adverse  fortune,  battle  lost. 
The  natural  upbraiding  of  the  loser. 
And  then  this  f^uiet  remedy  to  seek 
At  end  of  the  disastrous  day.  iff^  drinkt. 

'Tissoufihtl 
This  was  mv  happy  triumph-morning  :  rloi 
Is  saved :  I  dnnk  this,  and  ere  night,  —  di« 

Strange! 
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ACT  V 
NIGHT 

Linu4  and  Pocao 
Lur,    I  thoaeht  to  do  tlua,  not  to  talk  this : 

Sueli  were  my  ptojeots  for  the  eity^s  good. 
To  help  her  in  attack  or  by  defence. 
Time,  here  as  elsewhere,  soon  or  Ute  may  take 
Our  foresight  by  snrprise  through  chance  and 

chanip: 
But  not  a  little  we  provide  against 
—  If  yoH  see  dear  on  every  point. 

Puc,  MoBt  clear. 

Xmt.    Then  aU  is  said  — not  much,  if  you 
count  wocds, 
Yet  to  an  understanding  ear  enough ; 
And  all  that  my  brief  stay  permits,  beside. 
Nur  must  you  blame  me,  as  I  sought  to  teach 
My  elder  in  command,  or  threw  a  doubt 
Upon  tibe  very  skill,  it  comforts  me 
"^ro  know  I  leave.  —  your  steady  soldiership 
Which  never  fiuled  me :  yet,  because  it  seemed 
A  Htranger'a  eye  mi|^t  haply  note  defect 
That    uiiU,  throng  use  and    custom,  over* 

looks  — 
I  have  gone  into  the  old  cares  once  more, 
Aa  if  I  had  to  come  and  save  agun 
Fioreace  —  that   May  —  that  morning !     'T  is 

nidbt  now. 
Well  - 1  broke  off  with  ?  .  .  . 

/'lie.  Of  the  post  campaign 

Yim  spoke  —  of  measures  to  be  kept  in  mind 
For  future  use. 

Lur.  True,  so  .  .  .  but,  time — no  time  I 

As  well  end  here :  remember  this,  and  me  I 
Fanswell  now  I 

PtK,  Dare  I  speak? 

Imt.  8onth  o'  the  rirer  — 

How  is  the  second  stream  called  .  .  .  no,  —  the 
third? 

Puc.    Pesa. 

Lur.         And  a  stone^s-cast  from  the  fording- 
place. 
To  the  east,  —  the  little  mount's  name  ? 

Puc.  Lupo. 

Lur.  Av  I 

A^  —  there  the  tower,  and  all  that  side  is  safe  ! 
\\  ith  8an  Romano,  west  of  Evola, 
San  Miniato,  Scala,  Empoli, 
Five  towccB  in  all,  —  forget  not ! 

Puc.  ^  Fear  not  me ! 

Lur.    —  Nor  to  memorialise  the  Council  now, 
r  the  easy  hour,  on  those  battalions*  daim. 
Who  forced  a  pass  by  Staggia  on  the  hiUs, 
And  kept  the  Sienese  at  check  I 

Puc.  One  word  — 

Sir,  I  most  speak  I    That  yon  submit  yourself 
To  Florence*  bidding,  howsoever  it  prove, 
A  nd  give  up  the  command  to  me  —  is  much, 
T(io  much,  perhaps  :  but  what  you  tell  me  now, 
Kven  will  affect  the  other  course  you  choose  — 
PiMjr  as  it  may  be«  perils  even  that ! 
H**f ttge  yon  seek  at  Pisa :  yet  these  nlans 
All  militate  for  Florence,  all  conclude 
Vuur  formicUble  work  to  make  her  queen 


O*  the  oouBtry,  — whieh  her  rrfab  rose  against 
When  yon  began  it,  —  which  to  intermpt, 
Pisa  would  buy  you  off  at  any  price  I 
You  cannot  mean  to  sue  for  Pisa's  help. 
With  this  made  perfect  and  on  reoord  ? 

Lur.  I — 

At  Pisa,  and  for  refuge,  do  you  say? 

Puc.     Where  are  you  going,  then?     Yon 
must  decide 
On  leaving  us,  a  silent  fugitive. 
Alone,  at  night  —  you,  stealing  through   our 

lines. 
Who  were  this  momii^'s  Loria,  —  yon  esM^ 
To  painfully  begin  the  world  once  more, 
With  such  a  past,  as  it  had  never  been  1 
Where  are  yon  going  ? 

Lur.  Not  so  far,  rajr  Pucdo, 

But  that  I  hope  to  hear,  enjoy  and  praise 
(If  you  mind  praise  from  your  old  captain  yet) 
Each  happy  blow  you  strike  for  Florence  t 

Puc.  Ay, 

But  ere  yon  gain  your  shelter,  what  may  come  ? 
For  see —  though  nothing  *s  surely  known  as 

yet, 
Still  —  truth  must  out  —  I  apprehend  the  worst. 
If  mere  suspicion  stood  for  certainty 
Before,  there  *s  nothing  can  arrest  the  step 
Of  Florenc  •  toward  your  ruin,  once  on  foot. 
Forgive  her  fifty  times,  it  matteis  not  I 
Ana  having  disbelievea  your  innocence. 
How  can  she  trust  your  magnanimity  ? 
Yon  may  do  harm  to  her  —  why  then,  yon  will ! 
And  Flmence  is  sagaoioos  in  pnrsnit. 
Have  yon  a  friend  to  count  on  ? 

Lur.  One  sure  friend. 

Puc,    Potent? 

Lur.  All-potent. 

Puc,  And  he  is  apprised  ? 

Lw'    He  waits  me. 

Puc.  60 1  —  Then  I,  put  in  your  place, 

Making  my  profit  of  all  done  by  yon. 
Calling  your  labors  mine,  reaping  their  fruit. 
To  this,  the  State's  gift,  now  add  yonrs  be- 
side— 
That  I  may  take  as  my  peculiar  store 
These  your  instructions  to  work  Florence  good. 
And  if,  by  putting  some  few  happily 
In  practice,  I  should  both  advantage  her 
And  draw  down  honor  on  myself,  —  what  then  ? 

Lur.    Do  it,  my  Pucdo  I    I  shall  know  and 
praise  I 

Puc,    Though  so,  men  say,  *^  mark  what  we 
gain  by  change 
—  A  Pucoio  for  a  Luria  ! "'' 

Lur.  Bven  so ! 

Puc.    Then,  not  for  fifty  hundred  Florences 
Would  I  aeeept  one  office  save  my  own. 
Fill  any  other  than  my  rightful  post 
Here  at  your  feet,  my  captain  and  my  lord  I 
That  such  a  cloud  should  break,  such  trooble 

be. 
Ere  a  man  settle,  soul  and  body,  down 
Into  his  true  place  and  take  rest  forever ! 
Here  were  my  wise  eyes  fixed  on  your  right 

hand, 
And  so  the  bad  thoughts  came  and  the  worse 

words. 
And  all  went  wroog  and  painfully  enough,  — 
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No  wonder,  —  till,  the  right  spot  stumbled  on, 
All  the  jar  stops,  and  there  is  peace  at  once  I 
I  am  yours  now,  —  a  tool    your  right    hand 

wields  1 
God's  loYe,  that  I  should  live,  the  man  I  am, 
()n  orders,  warrants,  patents  and  the  like. 
As  if  there  were  no  glowin|(  eye  i'  the  world 
To  glance  straight  inspiration  to  my  brain. 
No  glorious  heart  to  give  mine  twice  the  beats  ! 
For,  see  —  my  doubt,  where  is  it  ?  —  fear  ?  't  is 

flown  t 
And  Florence  and  her  anger  are  a  tale 
To  scare  a  child  !    Why,  nalf-ardozen  words 
Will  tell  her,  spoken  as  I  now  can  speak. 
Her  error,  my  past  folly  —  and  all  *s  ri^ht, 
And  you  are  Luria,  our  great  chief  again  I 
Or  at  the  worst  —  which  worst  were  best  of 

aU- 
To  exile  or  to  death  I  follow  yon  I 

Lur.     Thanks,  Puccio  I     Let   me  use  the 

privilege 
You  grant  me  :  if  I  still  command  vou,  — stay  I 
Remain  here,  my  vicegerent,  it  shadl  be, 
And  not  successor  :  let  me,  as  of  old, 
btill   serve  the   State,  my    spirit    prompting 

yours  — 
Still  triumph,  one  for  both.    There  I    Leave 

me  now  t 
You  cannot  disobey  mv  first  command  ? 
Remember  what  I  spoke  of  Jaoopo, 
And  what  you  proRused  to  concert  with  him  I 
Send  him  to  speak  with  me  —  nay,  no  farewell ! 
You  shall  be  by  me  when  the  sentence  comes. 

{Vvocmgoet. 
So,  there  ^s  one  Florentine  returns  again  t 
Out  of  the  genial  morning  company. 
One  face  is  left  to  take  into  the  night. 

{Enter  Jaooto.) 
Jac.    I  wait  for  your  command,  sir. 
Lur.  What,  so  soon  ? 

I  thank  your  ready  fnresence  and  fair  word. 
I  used  to  notice  you  in  early  days 
As  of  the  other  species,  so  to  speak. 
Those  watchers  of  the  lives  of  us  who  act  — 
That  weigh  our  motives,  scrutinize  our  thoughts. 
So,  I  propound  this  to  your  faculty 
As  you  would  tell  me,  were  a  town  to  take 
.  .  That  is,  of  old.^   I  am  departing  hence 
Under  these  imputations ;  that  is  naught  — 
I  leave  no  friend  on  whom  they  may  rebound^ 
Hardly  a  name  behind  me  in  the  Uuid, 
Being  a  stranger  :  all  the  more  behooves 
Tliat  I  regard  how  altered  were  the  case 
With  natives  of  the  country,  Florentines 
On  whom  the  like  mischance  should  fall :  the 

roots 
O^  the  tree  survive  the  ruin  of  the  trunk  — 
No  root  of  mine  will  throb,  you  understand. 
But  I  had  predecessors,  Florentines, 
Accused  as  I  am  now,  and  punished  so  — 
The  Traversari  :  you  know  more  than  I 
How  stigmatized  uiey  are  and  lost  in  shame. 
Now  Puccio,  who  succeeds  me  in  command. 
Both  served  them  and  succeeded,  in  due  time  ; 
He  knows  the  way,  holds  proper  documents. 
And  has  the  power  to  lay  the  simple  truth 
H*>f(>re  an  active  spirit,  as  I  count  yonrs : 
And  alwi  there  's  Tiburzio,  my  new  friend, 


Will,  at  a  word,  confirm  such  evidence, 
He  being  the  great  chivalrio  soul  we  know. 
I  put  it  to  your  tact,  sir  —  were  *t  not  well^ 

—  A  grace,  though  but  for  contrast's  sake,  im 

more,  — 
If  you  who  witness,  and  have  borne  a  share 
Involuntarily  in  my  mischance. 
Should,  of  your  proper  motion,  set  your  skill 
To  indicate  —  that  is.  investigate 
The  right  or  wrong  ox  what  mischance  befell 
Those  famous  citizens,  your  oonntrymen  f 
Nay,  :fou  shall  promise  nothing :  hot  reflect. 
And  if   your  sense  of  justice  prompt  yon  — 
good! 

Jac,    And  if,  the  trial  past,  their  fame  stand 
clear 
To  all  men's  eyes,  as  yours,  my  lord,  to  mine  — 
Their  ghosts  may  sleep  in  quiet  satisned  1 
For  me,^  a  straw  thrown  up  into  the  air, 
My  testimony  goes  for  a  straw's  worth. 
I  used  to  hold  by  the  instructed  brain. 
And  move  with  jBraodo  as  iny  roaster-wiiid ; 
The  heart  leads  surelier:  1  must  move  with 

yon  — 
As  greatest  now,  who  ever  were  the  best. 
So,  let  the  last  and  humblest  of  your  servants 
Accept  your  charge,  as  Braccio's  heretofore. 
And  tender  homage  by  obeying  yon  I 

[Jacoto  ifoe*. 

Lttr,  Another !  —  Luria  goes  not  poorl v  forth. 
If  we  could  wait  f  The  only  fault 's  with  time ; 
All  men  become  good  creatures :  but  so  slow ! 

{Enter  Domzu.) 

Lur,    Ah,  you  once  more  ? 

Dom,  Domizia.  whom  yon  knew. 

Performed  her  task,  and  died  with  it.    'T  is  I. 
Another  woman,  yon  have  never  known. 
Let  the  past  sleep  now  I 

Lur,  I  have  done  with  it. 

Dom,    How  inexhaustibly  the  spirit  grows  ! 
One  object,  she  seemed  erewhile  bom  to  reacli 
With  her  whole  enetgies  and  die  oontent.  — 
So  like  a  wall  at  the  world's  edge  it  stood. 
With   naught   beyond   to   live   for, —  is  that 

reached  ?  — 
Already  are  new  undreamed  enernes 
Ou^;rowing  under,  and  extending  farther 
To  a  new  object ;  there 's  another  worid. 
See  !    I  have  told  the  purpose  of  mv  life  ; 
'T  is  giuned  :  joa  are  deaded,  weu  or  ill  — 
You  march  on  Florence,  or  submit  to  her — 
My  work  is  done  with  von,  your  brow  declares. 
But  —  leave  you  ?  —  More  of  you  wemam  yet  to 

reach: 
I  stay  for  what  I  just  begin  to  see. 

Lur,    So  that  you  turn  not  to  the  past ! 

Dom,  You  tnir« 

Nothing  but  ill  in  it  —  my  selfish  impulse. 
Which  sought  its  end  ana  disregarded  yours  ? 

Lur,    Speak  not  against  your  nature  :  best, 
each  keep 
His  own  —  you,  yours  —  most,  now  that  I  keep 
mine, 

—  At  least,  fall  by  it,  having  too  weakly  stood. 
God's  finger  marks  distinctions,  all  so  fline. 
We  would  confound  :  the  lesser  has  its  nae. 
Which,  when  it  apes  the  greater,  is  foregone. 

I,  bom  a  Moor,  lived  ludr  a  Florentim* : 
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But,  pimiabed  properljr,  can  end,  a  Moor. 
B«sia«,  th«*re  ^saomethinK:  makes  me  understand 
Your  nature :  I  have  seen  it. 

Dom,  Aught  like  mine  ? 

Lur.    In  my  o¥m  East  ...  if  yon  would 
stoop  and  help 
My  barbarous  illustration  I    It  sounds  ill ; 
Yet  there 's  no  vrrong  at  bottom :  rather,  praise. 

Dom,    Well? 

Xur.      We  have  ereatures  there,  which  if  you 


The  first  time,  you  would  doubtless  manrel  at 
Fur  their  surpassing  beautv,  craft  and  steength. 
And  though  it  were  a  liyety  moment *s  shook 
When  you  first  found  the  purpose  of  forked 

tongues 
That  seem  innoouous  in  their  lambent  play. 
Yet,  onee  made  know  snob  grace  requires  such 

guard. 
Your  reason  soon  would  aoouiesee,  I  think. 
In  wisdom  which  made  all  tnings  for  the  best  — 
S>,  take  them,  good  with  ill,  contentedly. 
The  prominent  beauty  with  the  latent  sting. 
I  am  glad  to  have  seen  you  wondrous  IHor- 

entines : 
Yet  .  .  . 
Dom.      I  am  here  to  listen. 
Lur.  My  own  East ! 

How  nearer  God  we  were  I    He  glows  above 
With  scarce  an  intervention,  presses  close 
And  palpitatingly,  his  soul  o*er  ours : 
We  feel  nim^  nor  by  painful  reason  know  t 
The  everlasting  minute  of  creation 
U  felt  there  ;  now  it  is,  as  it  was  then  ; 
All  changes  at  his  instantaneous  will, 
Not  by  the  operation  of  a  law 
Wliose  maker  is  elsewhere  at  other  work. 
His  hand  is  still  engaged  upon  his  world  — 
Man*s    praise   can   forwara   it,  man's  prayer 

suspend, 
For  is  not  God  all-mighty  ?    To  recast 
Hie  world,  erase  old  tnings  and  make  them  new. 
What  costs  it  Him?    80,  man  breathes  nobly 

there. 
And  inasmuch  as  feelii^,  the  East's  gift. 
Is  qaiok  and    transient — comes,   and    lo,    is 

w»e— 
While  fiorthem  thought  is  slow  and  duimUe, 
Surely  a  mission  was  reserved  for  me, 
Who,  bom  with  a  perception  of  the  power 
And  ose  of  the  North's  thought  fcvr  us  of  the 

East, 
Should  have  remained,  turned  knowledge  to 

account, 
(riving  thought's  character  and  permanenoe 
To  the  too  transitory  feeling  there  — 
Writing  God's  message  plain  in  mortal  words. 
Insteaa  of  which,  I  leave  m^  fated  field 
For  this  where  such  a  task  is  needed  least. 
Where  aU  are  bom  consummate  in  the  art 
I  just  perceive  a  chance  of  making  mine,  — 
AjmI  then,  deserting  thus  my  early  post, 
I  wonder  that  the  men  I  come  among 
Mistake  me !    There,  how  all  had  understood, 
^kill  brought  fresh  stuff  for  me  to  stamp  and 

keep, 
FrMh  instinct  to  translate  them  into  law  I 
M««.  who  .  .  . 


Dom,        Who  here  the  greater  task  achieve. 
More  needful  even  :  who  nave  brought  freeh. 

stuff 
For  us  to  mould,  interpret  and  prove  right,  — 
New  feeling  fresh  from  God,  which,  could  we 

know 
O'  the  instant,  where  had  been  our  need  of  it  ? 
—  Whose  life  re-teaches  us  what  life  should 

be. 
What  faith  is,  loyalty  and  simpleness, 
All,  once  revealed  but  taught  us  so  long  since 
That,  having  mere  tradition  of  the  fact^  — 
Truth  copied  f alteringly  from  copies  faint, 
The  early  teaits  all  dropped  away,  —  we  said 
On  sight  of  faith  like  yours,  ""So  looks  not 

faith 
We  understand,  described  and  praised  before." 
But  still,  the  feat  was  dared ;  and  though  at 

first 
It  suffered  from  our  haste,  yet  trace  by  trace 
Old  memories  reappear,  old  truth  returns. 
Our  slow  thought  does  its  work,  and  all 's  re- 
known. 
Oh  noble  Luria  I    What  you  have  decreed 
I  see  not,  but  no  animal  revenge. 
No  brute-like  punishment  of  baa  by  worse  — 
It  cannot  be,  the  gross  and  vulgar  way 
Traced  for  me  by  convention  and  mistake. 
Has  gained  that  calm  annroving  eye  and  brow  I 
Spare  Florence,  after  all !    Let  Luxja  trust 
To  his  own  soul,  he  whom  I  trust  with  mine  I 

Jaw.    In  time ! 

Dom,  How,  Luria? 

Lur,  It  is  midnight  now. 

And  they  arrive  from  Florence  with  my  fate. 

Dom,  I  hear  no  step. 

Xur.  I  feel  one,  as  yon  say. 

{Enter  Hut  aw.) 

Hus.    The  man  returned  from  Florence  I 

Xtfr.  As  I  knew. 

Hu8.    He  seeks  thee. 

Lur,  And  I  only  wait  for  him. 

Aught  else  ? 

Him.        a  movement  of  the  Lucchese  troops 
Southward  — 

Lur,     Toward    Florence?     Have    out   in- 
stantly .  .  . 
Ah,  old  use  dings!    Puccio  must  care  hence- 
forth. 
In  —  quick  —  't  is  nearly  midnight  I    Bid  him 

cornel 

{Enier  Tiscnuao,  Bsaccio,  anil  Poocia) 

Lur,    Tibundo?  — notatPisa? 

Tib,  I  return 

From  Florence :  I  serve  Pisa,  and  must  think 
By  such  procedure  I  have  served  her  best. 
A  pcK>ple  is  but  the  attempt  of  many 
To  rise  to  the  completer  hf e  of  one ; 
And  those  who  live  as  models  for  the  mass 
Are  singly  of  more  value  than  tibey  all.  ^ 
Such  man  are  you,  and  such  a  time  is  this. 
That  your  sole  fate  concerns  a  nation  more 
Than  much  apparent  welfare  :  that  to  prove 
Your  rectitude,  and  duly  crown  the  same. 
Imports  us  far  beyond  to-day's  event, 
A    battle's    loss  or    gain:     man's    mass   re- 
mains, — 
Keep  but  God's  model  safe,  new  men  will  rise 
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To  take  its  mould,  and  other  days  to  proye 
How  mat  a  good  was  Luria^B  gloiy .    Tme  — 
I  m^ht  go  try  my  fortune  as  you  uieed, 
And,  joininfl:  Lueoa,  helped  by  your  duttrraoe. 
Repair  our  harm  —  so  were  toHiay^s  work  done  ; 
But  where  leave  Luria  for  our  sons  to  see  ? 
No,  1  look  farther.    I  haye  testified 
(peolaring  my  submission  to  your  arms) 
Her  full  success  to  Florence,  making  clear 
Your  probity,  as  none  else  could :  I  ipoke, 
And  out  it  siKme  f  * 

Lttr.  Ah  —  until  Braooio  spoke ! 

Brae.    Till  Braooio  told  in  just  a  word  the 

whole  — 
His  li^xie  to  error,  his  return  to  knowledge : 
Which  told  .  .  .  Nay,  Luria,  /  should  droop 

the  head, 
I  whc»m  shame  rests  with  !    Yet  I  dare  look 

up, 


Sure  of  your  pardon  now  I  sse  for  it. 
Knowing  you  wholly.    Let  the  midnight  end  ! 
*T  is   mom   approaches  I      6till   you    answer 

not? 
Sunshine  suooeeds  the  shadow  passed  away ; 
Our  faces,  which  phantasmal  grew  «id  fuse. 
Are  all  that  felt  it:  they  change  round  you, 

turn 
Truly  themselyes  now  in  its  yanishing. 
Speak,  Luria  I    Here  begins  your  true  career : 
Look  up,  advance !    AU  now  is  possible, 
Faet's  grandeur,  no  false  dreaming  f    l^re  and 

And  every  prophecy  shall  be  fulfilled 

Save  one  —  (nay,  now  your  word  must  oome  at 

hist) 
—  That  you  would  punish  Florence ! 
i/iw.  [Poiniing  to  LvttiA* B  dead  body.]  That 
is  done. 
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Out  of  the  little  chapel  I  bust 

Into  the  fresh  niflrht-air  again. 

Five  minutes  f  uU,  I  waited  first 

In  the  doorway,  to  escape  the  rain 

That  drove  in  gasts  down  the  comments  centre 

At  the  edge  of  which  the  chapel  stands, 

Before  I  plucked  up  heart  to  enter. 

Heaven  knows  how  many  sorts  of  hands 

Reached  past  me,  groping  for  the  latch 

Of  the  inner  door  mat  hung  on  catch 

More  obstinate  the  more  they  fumbled, 

TilL  giving  wa^  at  last  with  a  scold 

Of  the  crazy  hinge,  in  squeezed  or  tumbled 

One  sheep  more  to  the  rest  in  fold. 

And  left  me  irresolute,  standing  sentry 

In  the  sheepfold's  lath-and-plaster  entry. 

Six  feet  long  by  three  feet  wide,^ 

Partitioned  off  from  the  vast  inside  — 

I  blocked  up  half  of  it  at  least. 

No  remedy ;  the  rain  kept  drivinff. 

They  eyed  me  mnch  as  some  wild  beast. 

That  congregation,  still  arrivinfi:. 

Some  of  them  by  the  main  road,  white 

A  long  way  past  me  into  the  ni|^t« 

Skirting  the  oommon,  then  diverging  ; 

Not  a  few  suddenly  emeiving 

From  the  oommon^a  selt  through   the  palings 

gap*. 
—  They  house  in  the  gravel-pits  perhaps. 
Where  the  road  stops  short  with  its  safeguard 

border 
Of  lamps,  as  tired  of  such  disorder ;  — 
But  the  most  turned  in  yet  more  abruptly 
From  a  eertain  squalid  knot  of  alleya, 
Where  the  town^s  bad  blood  om«  slept  cor- 
ruptly. 


Which  now  the  little  chapel  rallies 
And  leads  into  dav  again,  —  its  priestlin 
Lending  itself  to  nide  their  beastliuess 
So  cleverly  (thanks  in  part  to  the  mason). 
And  putting  so  cheery  a  whitewashed  face  on 
Tliose  neophytes  too  mnch  in  lack  of  it. 
That,  where  you  cross  the  common  as  I  did. 
And  meet  the  part^  thiw  presided, 
*'  Momit  Zion'^  with  Love-lane  at  the  back  of 

it. 
They  front  vou  as  little  disconcerted 
As,  bound  tor  the  hiUs,  her  fate  averted. 
And  her  wicked  people  made  to  mind  him. 
Lot  might  have  marched  with  Gomorrah  behind 

him. 

II 

Well,  from  the  road,  the  lanes  or  the  common, 

In  came  the  flock :  the  fat  weary  woman. 

Panting  and  bewildered,  down^clapping 

Her  umbrella  with  a  mighty  report, 

Grounded  it  by  me,  wry  and  flapping, 

A  wreck  of  whalebone  ;  then,  with  a  snort. 

Like  a  startled  horse,  at  the  interloper 

(Who  humbly  knew  himself  improper. 

But  could  not  shrink  np  small  enough) 

— ^^Kound  to  the  door,  and  in,  —  the  gruff 

Hinge's  invariable  scold 

Making  my  very  blood  run  cold. 

Prompt  in  the  wake  of  her,  up-pattered 

On  broken  clogs,  the  man^-tattered 

Little  old-faeed  peaking  sister-tnmed-mother 

Of  the  sickly  babe  she  tried  to  smother 

Somehow  up,  with  its  spotted  fooe. 

From  the  cold,  on  her  breast,  the  one  warm 

place; 
She  too  must  stop,  wring  the  poor  ends  dry 
Of  a  draggled  shawl,  and  add  thereby 
Her  tribute  to  the  door-mat,  loiming 
Already  from  my  own  clothes*  dropping. 
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MVhieh  yet  sIm  Memed  to  gradge  I  ihonkl  vtand 

on: 
Then,  stoophig  down  to  take  off  her  pattens, 
She  bore  tnem  defiantly,  in  eaoh  hand  one. 
Planted  together  before  her  breast 
And  its  babe,  ae  good  as  a  lanee  in  rest. 
Cloee  on  her  neek,  the  dingy  satins 
Of  a  female  someoiittg  past  me  flitted, 
With  lips  as  much  too  white,  as  a  streak 
Lay  far  too  red  on  eaoh  h<41ow  cheek  ; 
And  it  seemed  the  very  door-hinge  piued 
AU  that  was  left  of  a  woman  onoe. 
Holding  at  least  its  tongue  for  the  nonoe. 
Then  a  tail  yellow  man,  like  the  Penitent  Thief , 
With  his  jaw  bound  up  iu  a  handkerchief, 
And  eyelids  screwed  together  tight. 
Led  lumaelf  in  by  some  inner  %ht. 
And,  except  from  him,  from  each  that  entered, 
I  rot  the  same  interrogation  — 
**  What,  you  the  alien,  you  have  ventured 
To  take  with  us,  the  elect,  vour  station  ? 
A  carer  for  none  of  it,  a  Gallic  I  ^^  — 
Thua,  plain  as  printj  I  read  the  glance 
At  a  oonmion  prey,  m  eaoh  countenance 
As  off  huntsman  eiving  his  honnds  the  tallyho. 
And,  when  the  door's  cry  drowned  their  won- 
der. 
The  draught,  it  always  sent  in  shutting. 
Made  the  flame  of  the  single  tallow  candle 
In  the  cracked  square  lantern  I  stood  under. 
Shoot  its  blue  lip  at  me,  rebutting 
As  it  were,  the  luckless  cause  of  soandal : 
1  verily  fancied  the  lealous  light 
( In  the  chaners  secret,  too !)  for  spite 
Would  shuader  itself  clean  off  the  wick. 
With  the  ain  of  a  Saint  John's  Caadiesdck. 
There  was  no  standing  it  much  longer. 
**Good   folks,"   thought   I,   as   resolve  grew 

stronger, 
**  This  way  you  perform  the  Orand-Inqnisitor 
When  the  weather  sends  you  a  chanoe  visitor  ? 
You  are  the  men,  and  wisdom  shall  die  with 

you. 
And  none  of  the  old  Seven  Chnroheo  vie  with 

^ou! 
Bat  still,  despite  the  pretty  perfection 
To  which  you  carry  your  trick  of  exdnsive- 

And,  taking  Qod's  word  under  wise  protec- 
tion. 
Correct  ite  tendency  to  diffusiveness. 
And  bid  one  reach  it  over  hot  ploughshares,  — 
Still,  as  I  say,  though  you  've  found  salvation. 
If  I  should  choose  to  cry,  as  now,  *  Shares ! '  — 
See  if  the  best  of  you  bars  me  my  ration  t 
I  prefer,  if  you  please,  for  my  expounder 
Ot  the  laws  of  the  feast,  the  feast's  own  Foun- 
der; 
Mine  *s  the  same  right  with  yonr  poorest  and 

nckliest, 
Suppoang  I  don  the  marriage  vestiroent : 
So,  shut  your  mouth  and  open  your  Testament, 
And  carve  me  my  portion  at  vour  quickliest !  '^ 
Accordingly,  as  a  moeraaker  s  lad 
With  wiiened  face  in  want  of  soap. 
And  wet  apron  wound  round  his  waist  like  a 

rope, 
(After  stopping  outaide,  for  his  oongh  was  bad, 


To  get  the  fit  oyer,  poor  gentle  creature, 
And  so  avoid  disturotng  the  preacher) 

—  Passed  in,  I  sent  my  elbow  spikewise 
At  the  shutting  door,  and  enterod  likewise. 
Received  the  hinge's  accustomed  greeting, 
Aud  crossed  the  threshold's  magic  peotade, 
And  found  myself  in  full  conventicle, 

—  To  wit,  in  2ion  Chi^iel  Meeting, 
On  the  Christmas-Eve  of  'Forty-nine, 
Which,  calling  its  flock  to  their  special  clover^ 
Found  all  assembled  and  one  sheep  over, 
Whose  lot,  aa  the  weather  pleased,  was  mine. 

Ill 

I  veiy  soon  had  enough  of  it. 

The  hot  smell  and  the  human  noises, 

And  my  neighbor's  coat,  the  greasy  cuff  of  it. 

Were  a  pebble-stone  that  a  child*s  hand  poises. 

Compared  with  the  pig^f-lead-like  pressure 

Of  the  preaching  man^s  immense  stupidity, 

As  he  poured  his  doctrine  forth,  full  measure, 

To  meet  his  audience's  avidity. 

Yon  needed  not  the  wit  of  the  Sibyl 

To  guess  the  cause  of  it  all,  in  a  twinkling : 

No  sooner  our  friend  had  got  an  inkling 

Of  treasure  hid  in  the  Holy  Bible, 

(Whene'er  't  was  the  thought  first  struck  him. 

How  death,  at  unawares,  might  dack  him 

Deeper  than  the  grave,  and  quench 

The  gin-shop's  lignt  in  hell's  grim  drench) 

Than  he  handled  it  so,  in  fine  irreverence. 

As  to  hug  the  book  of  books  to  pieces : 

And,  a  patchwork  of  chapters  and  texts  in  aev- 

eranoe. 
Not  improved  by  the  private   dog's-ears  and 

creases. 
Having  clothed  his  own  soul  with,  he  'd  fain 

see  equipt  sronrs,  — 
So  tossed  you  again  yonr  Holy  Scriptures. 
And  you  picked  them  up,  in  a  sense^  no  doubt : 
Nay,  had  but  a  single  face  of  my  neighbors 
Appeared  to  suspect  that  the  preacher's  lar 

bors 
Were  help  which  the  world  could  be  saved  with- 
out, 
'T  is  odds  but  I  might  have  borne  in  quiet 
A  qualm  or  two  at  my  spiritual  diet. 
Or  (who  can  tell  ?)  perchance  even  mustered 
Somewhat  to  urge  m  behalf  of  the  sermon : 
But  the  flock  sat  on,  divinely  flustered. 
Sniffing,  methought,  ite  dew  of  Hermon 
With  such  content  in  every  snuffle. 
As  the  devil  inside  us  loves  to  ruffle. 
My  old  fat  woman  purred  with  pleasure. 
And  thumb  round  thumb  went  twiriing  fastsTt 
AMiile  she,  to  his  periods  keeping  measure, 
Mat4*mally  devoured  the  pastor. 
The  man  with  the  haudkervluef  untied  it. 
ShoM'ed  lis  a  horrible  wen  innide  it, 
(liive  his  eyelids  yet  another  Hcrewing, 
And  rockcM  himself  as  the  woman  was  doing. 
The  Hhoemaker's  lad,  discn*«*tly  choking. 
Kept  down  his  cough.    'T  was  too  provoking  I 
My  goive  rose  at  the  nonsense  and  stuff  of  it : 
S<)  saying  like  Eve  when  she  plucked  the  apple. 
*'  I  wanted  a  taste,  aud  now  there  *s  enough  of 

it/' 
I  flang  out  of  the  little  chapel. 
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There  was  a  lull  in  the  rain,  a  lull 

In  the  wind  too ;  the  moon  was  risen. 

And  would  have  shone  out  pure  and  full, 

But  for  the  ramparted  cloud-priBon, 

Block  on  block  built  up  iu  the  West, 

For  what  purpose  the  wind  knows  best, 

Who  chani^  his  mind  continually. 

And  the  empty  other  half  of  the  sky 

Seemed  in  its  silence  as  if  it  knew 

What,  any  moment,  mig^ht  look  through 

A  chance  gap^  in  that  fortress  nuiasy :  — 

Through  its  fissures  you  got  hints 

(>f  the  flying  moon,  by  the  shifting  tints, 

Now,  a  dulTlion-color,  now,  brassv 

Bnming  to  yellow,  and  whitest  yellow. 

Like  furnace-smoke  just  ere  flames  bellow, 

All  a-simmer  with  intense  strain 

To  let  her  through,  —  theu  blank  again. 

At  the  hope  of  her  aopearance  faitii^e. 

Just  by  the  chapel  a  oreak  in  the  railing 

Shows  a  narrow  path  directly  across ; 

^T  is  ever  dry  walking  there,  on  the  moss  — 

Besides,  you  go  gently  all  the  way  up-hill. 

I  stooped  under  and  soon  felt  better ; 

My  head  grew  lighter,  my  limbs  more  supple. 

As  I  walked  on,  glad  to  have  slipt  the  fetter. 

My  mind  was  full  of  the  scene  I  nad  left, 

That  pUcid  flock,  that  pastor  vociferant, 

-  -  How  this  outside  was  pure  and  different  I 

The  sermon,  now  —  what  a  mingled  weft 

(H  good  and  iU  I    Were  either  lees^ 

Its  fellow  had  colored  the  whole  distinctly  ; 

But  alas  for  the  excellent  earnestness. 

And  the  tmths,  quite  true  if  stated  succinctly. 

But  as  surely  false,  in  their  quaint  presentment, 

However  to  pastor  and  flock's  contentment ! 

iSay  rather,  such  tmths  looked  false  to  yonr 

eyes. 
With  his  provings  and  parallels  twisted  and 

twined. 
Till  how  could  yon  know  them,  grown  double 

their  size 
In  the  natural  fog  of  the  good  man*s  mind, 
Like  yonder  spots  of  our  roadride  lamps. 
Haloed  about  with  the  common's  damps  ? 
Truth  remains  true,  the  fault  *s  in  the  prover ; 
The  zeal  was  good,  and  the  asinration ; 
And  yet,  and  yet,  yet.  fifty  times  over, 
Pharaoh  received  no  aemonstration, 
Bv  his  Baker's  dream  of  Baskets  Three, 
Of  the  doctrine  of  the  Trinity,  — 
Although,  as  our  preacher  thus  embeUiihed  it. 
Apparently  Us  hearers  relished  it 
^  ith  so  unfeigned  a  gust  —  who  knows  if 
They  did  not  prefer  our  friend  to  Joseph  ? 
But  so  it  is  everywhere,  one  way  with  all  of 

them  I 
These  people  have  really  felt,  no  doubt, 
A  something,  the  motion  they  style  the  Call  of 

them ; 
And  this  is  their  method  of  bringing  about. 
By  a  mechanism  of  words  and  tones, 
(So  manv  texts  in  so  many  groans) 
A  sort  ot  reviving  and  reproducing. 
More  or  less  perfectly,  (who  can  tell  ?) 
The  mood  itself,  whicn  strengthens  by  nmng ; 


And  how  that  happens,  I  ondetstand  well. 
A  tune  was  bom  in  my  head  last  week. 
Out  of  the  thumn-thumn  and  shriek-akriek 
Of  the  train,  as  I  came  by  it,  up  from  Manclu4»- 

ter; 
And  when,  next  week,  I  take  it  back  again. 
My  head  will  sing  to  the  engine's  clack  again. 
While  it  only  makes  my  neighbor's  hauncht« 

stir, 
—Finding  no  dormant  musical  sprout 
In  him,  as  in  me,  to  be  jolted  out. 
'T  is  the  taught  already  that  profits  by  teach- 

He  gets  no  more  from  the  railway's  preachii^r 
Than,  from  this  preacher  who  does  the  nil's 

office,  I : 
Whom  therefore  the  flock  cast  a  jealous  eye  <ni. 
Still,  whv  paint  over  their  door  ^*  Mount  Zion/' 
To  whicn  all  flesh  shall  come,  saith  the  pro- 
phecy? 


But  wherefore  be  harsh  on  a  single  case  ? 

After  how  many  modes,  this  Chnstmaa-Eve, 

Does  the  self-same  weary  thing  take  pLaoe  f 

The  same  endeavor  to  make  you  believe. 

And  with  much  the  same  effect,  no  more : 

Each  method  abundantly  convincing, 

As  I  say,  to  those  convinced  before. 

But  scarce  to  be  swallowed  without  winoii« 

Bv  the  not-as-yet^convinoed.    For  me, 

I  have  my  own  church  equally : 

And  in  this  church  my  faith  sprang  first  I 

(I  said,  as  I  reached  the  rising  ground. 

And  the  wind  began  anin,  with  a  bunt 

Of  rain  in  my  face,  ana  a  glad  rebound 

From  the  heart  beneath,  as  if,  God  speeding  me. 

I  entered  his  church-door,  nature  leading  me) 

—  In  youth  I  looked  to  these  very  akiea, 

And  probing  their  immensities, 

I  found  Ood  there,  his  visible  power ; 

Yet  felt  in  my  heart,  amid  all  its  sense 

Of  the  power,  an  equal  evidence 

That  his  love,  there  too,  was  the  nobler  dower. 

For  the  loving  worm  within  its  clod 

Were  diviner  than  a  loveless  god 

Amid  his  worlds,  I  will  dare  to  sav. 

Yon  know  what  I  mean :  God 's  all,  man  *i 

naught: 
But  also,  God,  whose  pleasure  brought 
Man  into  being,  stands  away 
As  it  were  a  handbreadth  off,  to  give 
Room  for  the  newly-made  to  live. 
And  look  at  him  from  a  place  apart, 
And  use  his  gifts  of  brain  and  heart, 
Given,  indeed,  but  to  keep  forever. 
Who  speaks  of  man,  then,  must  not  serev 
Man's  very  elements  from  man. 
Saying,  "  But  all  is  God's  "  —  whose  plan 
Was  to  create  man  and  then  leave  him 
Able,  his  own  word  saith,  to  grieve  him. 
But  able  to  glorify  him  too. 
As  a  mere  machine  could  never  do. 
That  prayed  or  prais<»d,  all  unaware 
Of  its  fitness  for  aught  but  praise  and  prayer. 
Made  perfect  as  a  thing  of  course. 
Man,  therefore,  stands  on  his  own  stock 
Of  love  and  power  as  a  pin-point  rock : 
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And,  lookinflT  to  Qod  vho  ordained  diToroe 
Of  the  foek  nom  his  boundlefls  oontinent. 
Sees,  in  his  power  made  evident. 
Only  ezoesB  Djr  a  million-fold 
O'er  the  power  Ood  gave  man  in  the  mould. 
For,  note :  man^s  hand,  first  formed  to  carry 
A  few  pounds'  weig^ht,  when  tauflrht  to  marr^ 
Its  strenfpth  with  an  engine's,  lifts  a  mountam, 

—  Advancing  in  power  by  one  degree ; 
And  why  count  steps  through  etemi^  ? 
But  love  is  the  ever«pringing  fountain : 
Man  may  enlarge  or  narrow  his  bed 

For  the  water's  plar,  but  the  water-head -^ 
How  can  he  multiply  or  reduce  it  ? 
A<i  easy  create  it,  as  cause  it  to  cease ; 
He  ma^  profit  by  it,  or  abuse  it, 
But  *tis  not  a  thing  to  bear  increase 
As  oower  does :  be  love  less  or  more 
In  the  heart  of  man,  he  keeps  it  shut 
Or  opes  it  wide,  as  he  pleases,  but 
Love's  sum  remains  what  it  was  before, 
^So,  gazing  up,  in  my  youth,  at  love 
As  seen  throu|(h  power,  ever  above 
All  modes  which  make  it  manifest. 
My  sonl  broiuht  all  to  a  single  test  — 
That  he,  the  Sternal  First  and  Last, 
Who,  in  his  power,  had  so  surpassed 
All  man  conceives  of  what  is  might,  — 
Whose  wisdom,  too,  showed  infinite, 
-  Would  prove  as  infinitelv  good : 
Would  never,  (my  soul  unaerstood,) 
With  power  to  work  all  love  desires, 
Bestow  e'en  lees  than  man  requires ; 
That  he  who  endlessly  was  teaching. 
Above  my  spirit's  utmost  reaohing» 
What  love  can  do  in  the  leaf  or  stone, 
(So  that  to  master  this  alone. 
This  done  in  the  stone  or  leaf  for  me, 
I  must  go  on  learnincr  endlessly) 
Would  never  need  that  I,  in  torn. 
Should  point  him  out  defect  unheeded. 
And  show  that  God  had  yet  to  learn 
^\*liat  the  meanest  human  creature  needed, 

—  Not  life,  to  wit,  for  a  few  short  years, 
Traeldmr  his  wav  through  doubts  and  f ean, 
While  the  stupid  earth  on  which  I  stay 
Suffers  no  change,  but  passive  adds 

Its  myriad  years  to  myriads, 

Thoogh  1,  he  gave  it  to,  decay. 

Seeing  dcMith  come  and  choose  about  me, 

And  my  dearest  ones  depart  without  me. 

No :  love  which,  on  earth,  amid  all  the  shows 

of  it, 
Has  ever  been  seen  the  sole  good  of  life  in  it,^ 
The  love,  ever  growing  there,  spite  of  the  strife 

ill  it. 
Shall  arise,  made  perfect,  from  death's  repose 

of  it. 
And  I  shall  behold  thee,  face  to  face, 
C  >  Ood,  and  in  thy  light  retrace 
How  in  alll  loved  here,  still  wast  thou  I 
Wliom  pressing  to,  then,  as  I  fain  would  now, 
I  «hall  nnd  as  able  to  satiate  ^ 
The  love,  thy  gift,  as  my  spirit's  wonder 
Thoa  art  able  to  quicken  and  fiuhlimate, 
With  this  sky  &l  thine,  that  1  now  walk  under 
And  glory  in  thee  for,  as  I  gaze 
'nins,  thus !    Oh.  Ut  men  keep  their  ways 


Of  seeking  thee  in  a  narrow  shrine  — 
Be  this  my  way  I    And  this  is  mine  1 

VI 

For  lo,  what  think  ^ou  ?  suddenly 

The  rain  and  the  wind  ceased,  and  the  sky 

Received  at  once  the  full  fruition^ 

Of  the  moon's  consummate  apparition. 

The  black  cloud-barricade  was  riven. 

Ruined  beneath  her  feet,  and  driven 

Deep  in  the  West ;  while,  bare  and  breathl 

North  and  South  and  East  lay  ready 

For  a  glorious  thing  that,  dauntless,  death! 

Sprang  across  them  and  stood  steady. 

'T  was  a  moon-rainbow,  vast  and  perfect. 

From  heaven  to  heaven  extending,  perfect 

As  the  mother-moon's  self,  full  in  face. 

It  rose,  distinctly  at  the  base 

With  its  seven  proper  colors  chorded. 

Which  still,  in  the  rising,  were  compressed, 

Until  at  last  they  eoalesoed. 

And  supreme  the  spectral  creature  lorded 

In  a  triumph  of  whitest  white,  — 

Above  which  intervened  the  mi^t. 

But  above  night  too,  like  only  the  next. 

The  seoond  of  a  wondrous  sequence. 

Reaching  in  rare  and  rarer  frequence, 

Till  the  neaven  of  heavens  wero  ciromnflezed. 

Another  rainbow  rose,  a  mightier, 

Fainter,  flnshier  and  flightier,  — 

Ri4>turo  dying  alonff  its  verge. 

Oh,  whose  foot  shall  I  see  emerge, 

Whose,  from  the  straining  topmost  dark. 

On  to  the  keystone  of  that  aro  ? 

VII 

This  sight  was  shown  me,  thero  and  then,  •  - 

Me,  one  out  of  a  world  of  men. 

Singled  forth,  as  the  chance  might  hap 

To  another  if,  in  a  thunderclap 

Whero  I  heaid  noise  and  you  saw  flame. 

Some  one  man  knew  God  called  his  name. 

For  me,  I  think  I  said,  *' Appear  1 

Good  wero  it  to  be  ever  hero. 

If  thou  wilt,  let  me  hnild  to  thee 

Servioe-tabernades  throe, 

Whero,  forover  in  thy  presence, 

In  ecstatic  acquiescence, 

Far  alike  from  thriftless  learning 

And  ignorance's  undiscerning, 

I  may  worship  and  ramain ! " 

Thus  at  the  snow  above  me,  gaxinf 

With  upturned  eyes,  I  felt  my  bram 

Gluttea  with  the  glory,  blazing 

Throug'hout  its  whole  mass,  over  and  under. 

Until  at  length  it  burst  asunder 

And  out  of  it  bodily  there  streamed. 

The  too-much  glory,  as  it  seemed. 

Passing  from  out  me  to  the  ground. 

Then  palely  seriwntining  round 

Into  tne  dark  with  mazy  eiror. 

All  at  once  I  looked  up  with  terror. 
He  was  thero. 

He  himself  with  his  human  air. 
On  the  narrow  pathway,  just  before. 
I  I  saw  the  back  of  him,  no  more  — 
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He  ha4  left  the  ohapeL  then,  M  I. 

I  f oi^ot  all  about  the  sky. 

No  face:  only  the  si^ht 

Of  a  sweepy  nrmentf  vast  and  white. 

With  a  hem  tiiat  I  ecmld  reoogniie. 

I  felt  terror,  do  earprise ; 

My  mind  filled  with  the  eataraot 

At  one  bound  of  the  mighty  f aeL 

*^  I  remember,  he  did  aaj 

Doubtless  that,  to  this  world's  end. 

Where  two  or  three  should  meet  and  nraj. 

He  would  be  in  the  midst,  their  friena ; 

Certainly  he  was  there  with  them !  '* 

And  my  pulses  leaped  for  ioy 

Of  the  golden  thoi^ht  without  alloy, 

That  I  saw  his  yerr  yesture's  hem. 

Then  rushed  the  blood  back,  eold  and  clear, 

With  a  fresh  enhancing  shtrer  of  fear ; 

And  I  hastened,  oried  out  while  I  pressed 

To  the  salyation  of  the  vest, 

*'  But  not  so,  Lord !    It  cannot  be 

That  thou,  indeed,  art  leaving  me  — 

Me.  that  have  despised  thy  friends  I 

Did  my  heart  naake  no  amends  ? 

Thou  art  the  love  of  God  —  above 

His  power,  didst  hear  me  place  his  love. 

And  that  was  leaving  the  world  fc«  thee. 

Therefore  thou  must  not  turn  from  me 

As  I  had  choeen  the  other  part ! 

Folly  and  pride  overcame  mv  heart. 

Our  best  is  bad ,  nor  bears  thy  test ; 

Still,  it  should  be  our  very  best. 

I  thought  it  beet  that  thou,  the  spirit. 

Be  worshipped  in  spirit  and  in  truth. 

And  in  beauty,  as  eveu  we  require  it  — 

Not  in  the  forms  burlesoue,^  uncouth, 

I  left  but  now,  as  scarcely  fitted 

For  thee  :  I  knew  not  what  I  pitied. 

But,  all  I  felt  there,  rig^t  or  wron^. 

What  is  it  to  thee,  who  curest  sinnmg  ? 

Am  I  not  weak  as  thoa  art  strong  ? 

I  have  looked  to  thee  from  the  beginning. 

Straight  up  to  thee  through  all  the  world 

Which,  like  an  idle  scroll,  lay  furled 

To  nothingness  on  either  side  : 

And  since  the  time  thou  wast  descried, 

Spite  of  the  weak  heart,  so  have  I 

Lived  ever,  and  so  fain  would  die. 

Living  and  dying,  thee  before  1 

But  if  thou  leavest  me  '^  — 

IX 

Lessor  more, 
I  suppose  that  I  spoke  thus. 
When,  —  have  mercy.  Lord,  on  ns ! 
The  whole  face  turned  upon  nie  full. 
And  I  spread  myself  beneath  it. 
As  when  the  bleacher  Kpreads,  to  seethe  it 
In  the  cleansing  sun,  his  wool,  — 
Steeps  in  the  flood  of  nomitide  whiteness 
Some  defiled,  discolored  web — 
So  lay  I,  sattirat-e  with  brightness. 
And  when  the  flood  appeared  to  ebb, 
Lo,  I  was  walking,  light  and  swift. 
With  ray  senses  settling  fast  and  steadying,^ 
But  my  body  caught  np  in  the  whirl  and  drift 
Of  the  vesture^s  am|4itude,  still  eddying 
On,  just  before  me,  still  to  be  followed, 


As  it  carried  me  after  with  its  motioo : 

What  shall  I  say  ?  —  as  a  path  were  hollowed 

And  a  man  went  weltering  through  the  oeean. 

Sucked  along  in  the  flying  wake 

Of  the  luminous  wateivsnake. 

Darkness  and  eold  were  cloven,  as  throvgli 

I  passed,  npbome  yet  walking  too. 

And  I  turned  to  myself  at  intervals,  — 

*'  So  he  said,  so  it  befalls. 

God  who  registerB  the  cnp^ 

Of  mere  cold  water,  for  his  sake 

To  a  disciple  rendered  up. 

Disdains  not  his  own  thirst  to  slake 

At  the  poorest  love  was  ever  offered ; 

And  because  my  heart  I  proffered, 

With  true  love  trembling  at  the  brim, 

He  suffers  me  to  follow  him 

Forever,  my  own  way,  — dispensed 

From  seeking  to  be  influenced 

Bv  all  the  leea  immediate  ways 

That  earth,  in  worships  manifold, 

Adopts  to  reach,  by  prater  and  praise. 

The  garment's  hem,  which,  lo,  1  hold !  *' 


And  so  we  crossed  the  worid  and  stopped. 

For  where  am  I,  in  city  or  plain. 

Since  I  am  Vare  of  the  world  again  ? 

And  what  is  this  that  rises  propped 

With  pillars  of  prodigious  girth  ? 

Is  it  really  on  the  Mirth, 

This  miraculous  Dome  of  God  f 

Has  the  uigePs  measuring-rod 

AMiich  numbered  cnbits,  gem  from  gem, 

*Twixt  the  gates  oi  the  New  Jerusalem, 

Meted  it  out,  —  and  what  he  meted, 

Have  the  sons  of  men  completed  ? 

—  Binding:,  ever  as  he  bade, 

Columns  m  the  colonnade 

With  arms  wide  open  to  embrace 

The  entry  of  the  human  race 

To  the  breast  of  .  .  ,  what  is  it,  yon  bsiMing, 

Ablaze  in  front,  all  paint  and  gilaing. 

With  marble  for  brick,  and  stones  of  pries 

For  garniture  of  the  edifice  ? 

Now  I  see :  it  is  no  dream ; 

It  stands  there  and  it  does  not  seem  : 

Forever,  in  pictures,  thus  it  looks. 

And  thus  I  nave  resld  of  it  in  hooks 

Often  in  England,  leagues  away. 

And  wondered  hc»w  these  fountains  phiy, 

Growing  up  etenudly 

Each  to  a  musical  water-tree, 

Wlioee  blossoms  drop,  a  glittering  boon. 

Before  my  eyes,  in  the  light  of  the  moon. 

To  the  granite  lavers  underneath. 

Liar  and  dreamer  in  your  teeth  ! 

I,  the  sinner  that  speak  to  yon. 

Was  in  Rome  this  night,  and  stood,  and  knew 

Both  this  and  more.    For  see,  for  see. 

The  dark  is  rent,  mine  eye  is  free 

To  pierce  the  crust  of  the  outer  wall. 

Ana  I  view  inside,  and  all  there,  all. 

As  the  swarming  hollow  of  a  hive. 

The  whole  Basilica  aUve ! 

Men  in  the  chancel,  bod^  and  nave. 

Men  on  the  pillars*  architrave, 

Men  on  the  statues,  men  on  the  tonihs 
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Witib    popos  and    kiags   in   their    porphyiy 


All  fMninhing  in  expectation 
Of  tlbe  maiu  altar^s  oonsiuiimatkm. 
For  eee,  for  wet  the  rapturoas  moment 
ApproaelMe,  and  earth  a  best  endowment 
Bienda  with  hearen^s ;  the  taper-fires 
Pant  np,  the  windinur  brazen  spires 
Heave  loftier  yet  the  bakiaohin ; 
The  ineease-gaspings,  long  kept  in, 
Snmiire  in  olouds  ;  the  organ  blatant 
Holds  his  breath  and  grovels  latent^ 
As  if  God's  hnshine  finger  grazed  him, 
(Uke  Behemoth  wnen  he  praised  him) 
At  the  silver  bell's  shrill  tinkUng,^ 
Quick  cold  drops  oi  terror  sprinkling 
()n  the  sudden  pavement  strewed 
With  faoes  of  the  multitude. 
Earth  breaks  up,  time  drops  away. 
In  flows  heaven,  with  its  new  day 
(>f  endless  life,  when  He  who  trod. 
Very  man  and  very  God, 
This  earth  in  weakness,  shame  and  pain, 
Djring  the  death  whose  signs  remain 
Up  vonder  on  the  acenrsed  tree,  — 
Shall  come  again,  no  more  to  be 
(>f  captivity  the  thrall. 
But  the  one  God,  All  in  all, 
Kinff  of  kings.  Lord  of  loros. 
As  His  servant  John  reoeivea  the  words, 
**  1  died,  and  live  forevermore !  *' 

XI 

Yet  I  was  left  outside  the  door. 

**  Why  sit  I  here  mi  the  threshold-stone, 

I^eft  till  He  return,  alone 

Save  for  the  garment^s  extreme  fold 

Abandoned  still  to  hUsw  my  hold  ? '' 

My  reason,  to  my  doubt,  replied, 

As  if  a  book  were  opened  wide, 

.\nd  at  a  certain  page  I  traced 

Every  record  nndefaoed, 

Add^  by  snomsssive  years,  — 

The  harvestings  of  truth's  stray  eara 

Singly  gleaneo,  and  in  one  sheaf 

Bound  together  for  belief. 

Yes,  I  said  —  that  he  will  go 

Aiid  sit  with  these  in  turn,  I  know. 

Their  faith's  heart   beats,  though   her   head 

swims 
Too  eiddily  to  guide  her  limbs, 
l>iaabled  by  their  palsy-stroke 
From  propping  minel    Though  Rome's  gross 

yoke 
Drops  off,  no  more  to  be  endured. 
Her  teaching  is  not  so  obscured 
Bv  errors  and  perversitieH, 
That  no  troth  shines  atliwart  the  lies  : 
And  he.  whose  eye  detects  a  spark 
Kven  where,  to  num's.  the  whole  seems  dark, 
Mav  well  see  fiame  where  each  beholder 
Acknowledges  the  embers  smoulder. 
But  I.  a  mere  man,  fear  to  qnit^ 
The  cine  God  gave  me  as  most  fit 
To  guide  my  footrteps  through  life's  mase, 
B**caustf  himself  discerns  all  ways 
Open  to  reach  him  :  I.  a  nuin 
Able  to  mark  where  faith  began 


To  swerve  aside,  till  from  its  summit 
Judgment  drops  her  damning  ptummet, 
Pronouncing  such  a  fatal  space 
Departed  from  the  founder's  base : 
He  will  not  bid  me  enter  too. 
But  rather  sit,  aa  now  I  do, 
Awaiting  his  return  outside. 

—  'T  was  thus  my  reason  straight  replied 
And  joyously  I  turned,  and  pressed 
The  garment's  skirt  upon  my  breast. 
Until,  afresh  its  light  Huffnsing  me. 

My   heart  cried  —  **What   has  been  abntiiig 

me 
That  I  should  wait  here  lonely  and  coldly, 
Instead  of  rising,  entering  boldly, 
Baring  truth's  tHoe,  and  letting  drift 
Her  veils  of  lies  as  they  choose  to  shift? 
Do  these  men  praise  him  ?    1  will  raise 
My  voice  np  to  their  point  of  praise ! 
1  see  the  error ;  but  above 
The  scope  of  error,  see  the  love.  — 
Oh,  love  of  those  first  Christian  days  ! 

—  Fanned  so  soon  into  a  blaze. 

From  the  spark  preserved  by  the  trampled  sect. 

That  the  antique  sovereign  Intellect 

Which  then  sat  ruling  in  the  world, 

Like  a  change  in  dreams,  was  hurled 

From  the  throne  he  reigned  ufmn  : 

You  looked  up  and  he  was  icone. 

Gone,  his  glory  of  the  pen  ! 

—  Love,  with  Greece  aud  Rome  in  ken, 
Bade  her  scribes  abhor  the  trick 

Of  poetry  and  rhetoric. 

And  exult  with  hearts  set  free, 

In  blessed  imbecility 

Scrawled,  perchance,  on  some  torn  sheet 

Leaving  Siillust  incomplete. 

Gone,  his  pride  of  sculptor,  painter ! 

—  Love,  while  able  to  aoquamt  her 
While  the  thousand  statues  yet 
Fi'esh  from  chisel,  pictures  wet 
From  brush,  she  saw  on  every  side. 
Chose  rather  with  an  infant's  pride 
To  frame  those  portents  which  impart 
Such  unction  to  true  Christian  Art. 
Gone,  music  too !    The  air  was  stirred 
By  happy  wings  :  Terpander's  bird 
(That,  when  the  cold  came,  fled  away) 
Would  tarry  not  the  wintry  day,  — 
As  inore-endnring  sculpture  must. 
Till  filthy  saints  rebuked  the  gust 
With  which  they  chanced  to  get  a  sight 
Of  some  dear  naked  Aphrodite 

They  glanced  a  thought  above  the  toes  of. 

By  breaking  seakrasly  her  nose  off. 

Love,  surely,  from  that  music's  lingering. 

Might  have  filched  her  organ-fingering, 

Nor  chosen  rather  to  set  prayings  ^ 

To  hog-gmnts,  praises  to  horse-neighinKs. 

Jjove  was  the  startling  thing,  the  new  : 

Jjove  was  the  all-sufficient  too  ; 

And  seeing  that,  you  see  the  rest : 

As  a  babe  can  find  its  mother's  breast 

As  well  in  darkness  as  in  light, 

I>ove  shut  our  eyes,  and  all  seemed  right. 

True,  the  worid's  eyes  are  open  now  : 

—  Lms  need  for  me  to  disallow 

J  Some  few  tliat  keep  Love's  zone  unbuckled. 
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Peevinh  aa  evur  to  be  Buckled^ 
Lulled  by  the  same  old  baby-prattle 
With  iiitennixture  of  the  rattle, 
Wheu  she  would  have  rheiu  creep,  stand  steady 
Upon  their  feet,  or  walk  already. 
Not  to  speak  of  trying  to  climb. 
I  wiU  be  wise  auouier  time, 
And  not  desire  a  wall  between  us. 
When  next  I  see  a  chureh-nMif  cover 
So  maiiv  species  ot  one  genus. 
All  with  fureheadM  bfaring  lorer 
Written  above  the  earnest  eyes  of  them  ; 
All  with  breasts  that  beat  for  beauty. 
Whether  sublimed,  to  the  surprise  of  them, 
In  noble  daring,  steadfast  duty, 
The  heroic  in  passicHi,  or  in  action,  — 
Or,  lowered  for  sense^H  satisfaction, 
To  the  mere  outside  of  human  creatures. 
Mere  perfect  form  and  faultless  features. 
What  ?  with  all  Home  here,  whence  to  levy 
8uch  contributions  to  their  appetite, 
Witli  women  and  men  in  a  ^i^ieons  bevy. 
They  take,  as  it  were,  a  padlock,  clap  it  tight 
On  their  southern  eyes,  restrained  trom  feed- 
ing 
On  the  glories  of  their  ancient  reading. 
On  the  beauties  of  their  modem  singing, 
On  the  wonders  of  the  builder  s  bringing, 
On  the  majesties  of  Art  around  them,  — 
And,  all  these  loves,  late  stniggllng  incessant^ 
Wlien  faith  has  at  last  united  and  hound  them. 
They  offer  np  to  God  for  a  present  ? 
Why,  I  will,  on  the  whole,  be  rather  proud  of 

it,~ 
And.  only  taking  the  act  in  reference 
To  the  other  recipients  who  might  have  allowed 

it, 
I  will  rejoice  that  God  had  the  preference/* 

XII 

80  I  summed  up  my  new  resolves: 

Too  much  love  there  can  never  be. 

And  where  the  intellect  devolves 

Its  function  on  love  exclusively, 

La  man  who  possesses  both. 

Will  accept  tlie  provision,  nothing  loth, 

—  Will  feast  my  love,  then  depart  elsewhere. 

That  my  intellect  may  find  its  share. 

And  ponder,  O  soul,  the  while  tlmu  departest. 

And  see  thou  applaud  the  great  heart  of  the 

artist. 
Who,  examining  the  capabilities 
Of  the  block  of  marble  ne  has  to  fashion 
Into  a  type  of  thought  or  liSHsionj  — 
Not  always,  using  obvious  facilities, 
Shapes  it,  as  any  artist  can. 
Into  a  i>erfect  Avmmetrical  man. 
Complete  from  nead  to  foot  of  the  life-eixe, 
Such  as  old  Adam  stood  in  his  wife^s  eyes,  — 
But,  now  and  then,  bravely  aspires  to  consum- 
mate 
A  Colossus  by  no  means  so  easT  to  come  at. 
And  tises  the  whole  of  his  faJocK  for  the  bust, 
Leaving  the  mind  of  the  public  to  finish  it. 
Since  cut  it  ruefully  short  he  must : 
On  the  face  alone  he  expends  his  devotion, 
He  rather  would  mar  than  resolve  to  diminish 

it. 


—  Saving,  ^^  Applaud  me  for  this  graad  notion 
Of  what  a  face  may  be  !     As  for  completing  it 
Li  breast  and  body  and  limbb.  do  that,  yon  r* 
All  hail !    I  fancy  how,  happily  meeting  it, 

A  trunk  and  legs  would  perfect  the  statue. 
Could  man  carve  so  as  to  answer  voUtiim, 
And  how  much  nobler  than  petty  cavils. 
Were  a  hope  to  find,  in  my  sfiirit^iravels. 
Some  artist  of  another  ambition. 
Who  having  a  block  to  carve,  no  bigger. 
Has  spent  his  power  on  the  opposite  quest. 
And  believed  to  begin  at  the  feet  was  best  — 
For  so  may  I  see,  ere  I  die,  the  whole  figure ! 

XIII 

No  sooner  said  than  out  in  the  night  f 
My  heart  beat  lighter  and  more  flight : 
And  still,  as  before,  I  was  walking  swift. 
With  my  senses  settluig  fast  and  steadying. 
But  my  body  caught  up  in  the  whirl  and  drift 
Of  the  vesture^s  amplitude,  still  eddying 
On,  just  before  me,  still  to  be  followed, 
As  it  carried  me  after  with  its  mottcm : 
What  shall  I  say  ?  — as  a  path  were  hoUowed, 
And  a  man  went  weltering  through  the  ocean. 
Sucked  along  in  the  fijring  wake 
Of  the  luminous  watei^«iiake. 

XIV 

Alone !    I  am  left  alone  once  more  — 
(Save  for  the  garment's  extreme  fold 
Abandoned  still  to  bless  my  hold) 
Alone,  beside  the  entrance-door 
Of  a  sort  of  temple  —  perhaps  a  college, 

—  Like  nothing  I  ever  saw  oefore 

At  home  in  England,  to  my  knowledge. 

The  tall  old  quaint  irregular  town  I 

It  may  be  .  .  .  though  which,  I  oan*t  aifim 

.  .  .  any 
Of  the  famous  middle-age  towns  of  Germany ; 
And  this  flight  of  stairs  where  I  sit  down. 
Is  it  Halle,  Weimar,  Cassel,  Frankfort, 
Or  Gottingen,  I  have  to  thank  for  *t  f 
It  may  be  Gottingen,  —  roost  likely. 
Through  the  open  door  I  catch  obuqnely 
Glimpses  of  a  lecture-hall ; 
And  not  a  bad  assembly  neither. 
Ranged  decent  and  symmetrical 
On  benches,  waiting  what 's  to  see  there ; 
Which,  holding  still  by  the  vesture^s  hem, 
I  also  resolve  to  see  with  them. 
Cautious  this  time  how  I  suffer  to  slip 
The  chance  of  joining  in  fellowship 
With  any  that  call  themselves  his  friends  ; 
As  these  folks  do^  I  have  a  notion. 
But  hist  —  a  buzzing  and  emotion ! 
All  settle  themselves,  the  while  ascends 
By  Uie  creaking  rail  to  the  lecture^esk, 
Step  by  sten,  deliberate 
Because  of  nis  cranium's  over>f reight, 
Three  parts  sublime  to  one  grotesque. 
If  I  have  proved  an  accurate  guesser. 
The  hawk-nosed,  high-cheekboned  Professor. 
I  felt  at  once  as  if  there  ran 
A  shoot  of  love  from  mv  heart  to  the  man  — 
That  sallow  virgin-minaed  studious 
Biartyr  to  mild  enthusiasm, 
As  he  uttered  a  kind  of  congh-prelndioiui 
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That  woke  my  aympatlietic  aiMwm, 

( Beside  eome  spitting:  that  made  me  aorry) 

Aud  stood,  snrveyinfi:  his  auditory 

With  a  wan  pure  look,  wellni^h  celestial,  — 

Those  blue  eyes  had  sarviyed  so  much  I 

\Vkile«  under  the  foot  they  oould  not  smutch. 

Lay  all  the  fleshly  and  the  bestial. 

Over  he  bowed,  and  arranged  his  notes, 

Till  the  auditory 's  clearing  of  throats 

Was  done  with,  died  into  a  silence  ; 

Aud,  when  each  glance  was  upward  sent, 

Each  bearded  mouth  composed  intent. 

And  a  pin  might    be  heard  drop  half  a  mile 

hence,  — 
He  pushed  back  higher  his  spectacles. 
Let  the  eyes  stream  out  like  lamps  from  cells. 
Aud  giving  his  head  of  hair  —  a  hake 
Of  undressed  tow,  for  color  and  quantity  — > 
One  rapid  and  impatient  shake, 
(As  our  own  young  England  adjusts  a  jaunty  tie 
When  about  to  impart,  on  mature  digestion, 
Some  thrilling  view  of  the  surplice-question) 
—  The  Professor^s  grave  voice,  sweet  though 

hoarse. 
Broke  into  his  Christmas-Eve  discourse. 

XV 

And  he  began  it  by  observing 

How  reason  dictated  that  men 

Should  rectify  the  natural  swerving. 

By  a  reversion,  now  and  then. 

To  the  weU-heads  of  knowledige,  few 

And  far  away,  whence  rolling  grew  ^ 

The  life-stream  wide  whereat  we  drink, 

ruromingled,  as  we  needs  must  think. 

With  waters  alien  to  the  source  ; 

To  do  which,  aimed  this  eve^s  disoonne ; 

Since,  where  oould  be  a  fitter  time 

For  tracing  backward  to  its  prime. 

This  Christiaiiity.  this  lake, 

This  reservoir,  whereat  we  slake. 

From  one  or  other  bank,  our  thirst  ? 

So,  he  proposed  inquiring  first 

Into  the  various  sources  whence 

This  Myth  of  Christ  is  derivable ; 

IX*manding  from  the  evidence,  ^ 

(Since  plainlT  no  such  life  was  livable) 

How  these  poenomena  should  class  ? 

Whether  *t  were  best  opine  Christ  was. 

Or  never  was  at  all,  or  whether 

He  was  and  wss  not,  both  together — 

It  matters  little  for  the  name. 

So  the  idea  be  left  the  same. 

f  hdy,  for  practical  purpose*  sake, 

*T  was  obviously  as  well  to  take  ^ 

The  popular  story,  —  understanding 

How  the  ineptitnae  of  the  time. 

And  Uie  penman *s  prejudice,  expanding 

Fact  into  fable  fit  for  the  clime. 

Had,  by  slow  and  sure  degrees,  translated  it 

Into  tfaiis  myth,  this  Individnum,  — 

Which  when  reason  had  strained  and  abated  it 

Of  foiehcn  matter,  left,  for  residuum, 

A  Man  !  —  a  right  true  man,  however, 

Wliose  work  was  worthy  a  man^s  endeavor : 

Work,  that  gave  warrant  almost  sufficient 

To  his  disei^es,  for  rather  believing 

lie  was  just  oiuiiipolent  and  omniscient. 


As  it  gires  to  us,  for  as  frankly  reoeiving 

His  word,  their  tradition,  —  which,  though  it 

meant 
Something  entirely  different 
From  all  that  those  who  only  heard  it. 
In  their  simplieity  thought  and  averred  it. 
Had  yet  a  meaning  quite  as  respectable : 
For,  among  other  doctrines  delectable. 
Was  he  not  surely  the  first  to  insist  on 
The  natural  sovereignty  of  our  race  ?  — . 
Here  the  lecturer  came  to  a  pausing-plaoe. 
And  while  his  oough,  like  a  droughty  piston. 
Tried  to  dislodge  uie  husk  that  grew  to  him, 
I  seized  the  occasion  of  bidding  adieu  to  him. 
The  vesture  still  within  my  luuid. 

XVI 

I  oould  interpret  its  command. 
This  time  he  would  not  bid  me  enter 
The  exhausted  air-bell  of  the  Critic. 
Truth's  atmosphere  may  grow  mephitic 
When  Papist  struggles  with  Dissenter, 
Imnregnatin^  its  pristine  clarity, 

—  One,  by  his  dauy  fare's  vulgarity. 
Its  gust  of  broken  meat  and  earlic ; 

—  One,  by  his  soul's  t(x>>mucn  presuming 
To  turn  tne  frankincense's  fuming 

And  vapors  of  the  candle  starlike 
Into  the  cloud  her  wings  she  buoys  on. 
Each,  that  thus  sets  the  pure  air  seething. 
May  Doison  it  for  healthy  breathing  — 
But  tne  Critic  leaves  no  air  to  poiMm ; 
Pumps  out  with  ruthless  ingenuity 
Atom  by  atom,  and  leaves  you  —  vaontty. 
Thus  much  of  Christ  does  he  reject  f 
And  what  retain  ?    His  intellect  ? 
What  is  it  I  must  reverence  duly  ? 
Poor  intellect  for  worship,  truly. 
Which  tells  me  simply  what  was  told 
(If  mere  morality,  bereft 
Of  the  God  in  Christ,  be  all  that's  left) 
EHsewhere  br  voices  manifold ; 
With  this  advantage,  Uiat  the  statsr 
Made  nowise  the  important  stumble 
Of  adding,  he,  the  sage  and  humble, 
Was  also  one  with  the  Creator. 
Yon  urge  Christ's  followers'  simplicity : 
But  how  does  shifting  Uame  evade  it  ? 
Have  wisdom's  words  no  more  felicitv  ? 
The  stnmbling-bloek,  his  speech  —  who  laid  it  f 
How  comes  it  that  for  one  found  able 
To  sift  the  truth  of  it  from  fable. 
Millions  believe  it  to  the  letter  ? 
Christ's  goodness,  then  —  does  that  fare  better! 
Strang  goodness,  whidi  upon  the  score 
Of  being  goodness,  the  mere  due 
Of  man  to  feUow-man,  much  more 
To  God  —  should  take  another  view 
Of  its  possessor's  privilege. 
And  bid  him  rule  his  race  1    You  pledge 
Your  fealty  to  such  rule?    What,  all  — 
From  heavenly  John  and  Attic  Paul, 
And  that  brave  weather-battered  Peter, 
Whose  stoat  faith  only  stood  eompleter 
For  buffets,  sinning  to  be  pardoned. 
As,  more  his  haiws  hauled  nets,  they  hard- 
ened,— 
An,  down  to  you,  the  man  of  men. 
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ProfesBinc  here  at  GottininB, 

Compoae  uhriiil^t  flock !    They,  yon  and  I, 

Are  sheep  of  a  good  man  I    And  whjr  ? 

The  ^pooanees,  —  how  did  he  aoqnire  it  ? 

Was  it  self^gained,  did  GckI  inspire  it  ? 

Choose  whieh ;  then  tell  me,  on  what  grouiid 

Should  its  posBosBor  dare  propound 

His  claim  to  rise  o^er  ua  an  inch  ? 

Were  goodness  all  some  man's  invention, 

Who  arbitrarily  made  mention 

What  we  should  follow,  and  whence  flinoh,  — 

What  qualities  might  take  the  style 

()f  right  and  wrong,  —  and  had  such  gvessfaig 

Met  with  as  general  acquieseing 

As  graced  the  alphabet  erewhile. 

When  A  got  leave  an  Ox  to  be, 

No  (/amel  (quoth  the  Jews)  like  G,  — 

For  thus  inventing  thing  and  title 

Wonhin  were  that  man  s  fit  requital. 

But  if  the  common  oonscienoe  must 

Be  ultimately  judge,  adjust 

ItH  apt  name  to  each  quality 

Already  known,  —  I  would  decree 

Worship  for  such  mere  demonstration 

And  simple  work  of  nomeneli^re. 

Only  the  day  I  praised,  not  nature, 

But  Harvey,  for  the  droolation. 

I  would  praise  snoh  a  Christ,  with  pride 

And  joy,  that  he,  as  none  beside. 

Had  taught  as  how  to  keep  the  mind 

God  gave  him,  as  God  gave  his  kind. 

Freer  than  they  from  fleshly  taint : 

I  would  call  sueh  a  Christ  our  Saint, 

An  I  deelars  omr  Poet,  him 

Whose  insight  makes  all  othen  dim  : 

A  thousand  poets  nried  at  life. 

And  only  one  amia  the  strife 

Rose  to  be  Shakespeare :  eaoh  shall  take 

His  crown,  I M  aay,  for  the  w<Mrld*s  sake  — 

Though  some  objected  —  **  Had  we  seen 

The  heart  and  head  of  eaeh,  what  serseo 

Was  broken  there  to  give  them  lidbt. 

While  in  outselres  it  shuts  the  sipit, 

We  should  no  more  admire,  peronaiioe. 

That  these  fmud  truth  ovt  at  a  glance. 

Than  marvel  how  the  bat  disoeras 

iSome  pitch-dark  eayeni*s  fifty  tarns. 

Led  by  a  finer  tact,  a  gift 

He  boasts,  which  other  buds  must  shift 

Withofit,  and  grope  as  best  they  eaa.*' 

No,  freely  I  wonld  ivaise  the  man,  — 

Nor  one  whit  more,  if  he  contended 

That  gift  of  his  from  God  descended. 

Ah  frwnd,  what  gift  of  nan*s  does  aoi^ 

No  nearer  soinettung«  by  n  jot. 

Rise  an  infinity  of  nothings 

Than  one :  take  Enclid  for  jwa  teacher : 

Distinguish  kinds:  do  crownings,  clothings. 

Make  that  creator  whieh  was  creature  ? 

Multiply  gifts  upon  man^s  head. 

And  what,  when  all  *s  done,  shall  be  said 

But — the  more  gifted  he,  I  ween  1 

That  one  *s  made  Christ,  this  other,  Pilate, 

And  this  might  be  all  that  has  been,  -^ 

So  what  is  there  to  frown  or  smile  at  f 

What  is  left  for  ua,  save,  in  growth 

Of  souL  to  rise  up,  far  past  both. 

From  tne  gift  looking  to  the  giver, 


And  from  the  eiatem  to  the  n\ 
And  from  the  finite  to  infinitv. 
And  from  man's  dust  to  God  s  divinity  ? 

XVII 

Take  all  in  a  word :  the  truth  in  God's  breMt 

Lies  trace  for  trace  upon  ours  impressed  : 

Though  he  is  so  bright  and  we  so  dim. 

We  are  made  in  his  image  to  witness  him  : 

And  were  no  eye  in  us  to  teU^ 

Instructed  by  no  inner  sense, 

The  liijrht  of  neaven  from  the  dark  of  hell. 

That  hght  would  want  its  evidence,  — 

Though  justice,  good  and  truth  were  atill 

Divine,  if,  by  some  demon's  will, 

Hatred  and  wrong  had  been  proclaimed 

Law  through  the  worlds,  and  right  misnamed. 

No  mere  exposition  of  morality 

Made  or  in  part  or  in  totality, 

Shonld  win  you  to  give  it  worship,  therefore : 

And,  if  no  better  proof  you  will  care  for, 

—  Whom  do  you  count  the  worst  man  uimjh 

earth? 
Be  sure,  he  knows,  in  his  oonscience,  mtwe 
Of  what  right  is,  than  arrives  at  birth 
In  the  best  man  s  acts  that  we  bow  before  : 
This  last  knows  better  —  true,  but  my  fact  is, 
*T  is  one  thing  to  know,  and  another  topraetlcf. 
And  thence  I  conclude  that  the  real  Ciod-fi 

tion 
Is  to  furnish  a  motive  and  injnnctioa 
For  practisinijr  what  we  know  idready. 
And  such  an  m  junction  and  sneh  a  motiTe 
As  the  God    in   Christ,  do    yon  waive, 

"  heady. 
High-minded,"  hang  yoor  tablet>votive 
Outside  the  fane  on  a  finger^Mist  ? 
Morality  to  the  uttermost. 
Supreme  in  Christ  as  we  all  eonfesa. 
Why  need  we  prove  would  avail  no  jot 
To  make  him  God,  if  God  he  were  not? 
^Vhat  is  the  point  where  himself  lays  atrasa  ? 
Does  the  precept  run  **  Believe  in  good. 
In  justice,  trutn,  now  nnderrtood 
For  the  first  time  "  ?  —or,  "•  Believe  in  me. 
Who  lived  and  died,  yet  essentially 
AmLordolLife"?    Hlioever cui take 
The  same  to  his  heart  and  for  mere  love'a 
Conceive  of  the  love,  —  that  man  obtaina 
A  new  truth  ;  no  oonvictioii  gains 
Of  an  old  <Nie  onhr,  made  intense 
By  a  fresh  appeal  to  his  faded  sense. 

XVIII 

Can  it  be  that  he  stays  ivide? 
Is  the  vesture  left  me  to  oommvne  whh  f 
Could  my  soul  find  aucht  to  sing  in 
Even  at  this  lecture,  if  she  tried? 
Oh,  let  me  at  lowest  sympathise 
With  the  lurking  drop  of  blood  that  Km 
In  the  desiccated  brain's  white  roeta 
Without  throb  for  Christ's  attribotaa. 
As  the  lecturer  makea  his  speeial  boast  I 
If  love 's  dead  there,  it  has  left  a  ghoot. 
Admire  we,  how  from  heart  to  brain 
(Though  to  sa^  so  strike  Uie  dooton  dsmb) 
One  instinct  rises  and  falls  agaiA, 
Restoring  the  equilibrium. 


CHRISTMAS-EVE  AND  EASTER-DAY 


S^S 


»» 


And  liov  vfaea  Uw  Critic  had  done  his  bestf 

And  the  pearl  of  pnee^  at  reason^s  test, 

Lay  doBt  and  aahea  levigable 

On  the  Profeaaor^B  lecture-table,  — 

When  ve  looked  for  the  inference  and  monition 

That  onr  faith,  reduced  to  each  condition. 

Be  swept  forthwith  to  its  natural  dust-hole,  — 

He  bids  as,  when  we  least  expect  it,^ 

Take  back  onr  faith,  —  if  it  oe  not  jnst  whole. 

Yet  a  pearl  indeed,  as  his  tests  affect  it^ 

Which  fact  pays  dama^  done  rewardingly. 

So,  prixe  we  onr  dost  and  ashes  accordingly  I 

*'  uo  home  and  ▼enerate  the  myth 

I  thus  have  experimented  with  — 

This  man,  continne  to  adore  him 

Rather  than  all  who  went  before  him, 

And  all  who  ever  followed  after  V*  — 

Surely  for  this  I  may  praise  you,  my  brother  ! 

Will  Ton  take  the  pnuse  in  tears  or  laughter  ? 

That  8  one  point  gained :  can  I  compass  another  ? 

l^nleamM  love  was  safe  from  spurning — 

Can^t  we  respect  your  loveless  learning  ? 

Ijet  us  at  least  give  learning  honor ! 

Wliat  laurek  had  we  showered  upon  her, 

Girding  her  loins  np  to  perturb 

(>ar  theory  of  the  Middle  Verb  ; 

(>r  Turk-hke  brandishing  a  scimitar 

(Ver  anapwsts  in  conic-trimeter ; 

()r  curing  the  halt  and  maimed  **  Iketides,' 

While  we  kmnKed  on  at  our  indebted  ease : 

Instead  of  which,  a  tricksy  demon 

Sets  her  at  Titus  or  Philemon ! 

^lien  ignorance  wags  his  ears  of  leather 

And  hates  God's  wcwd,  't  is  altogether ; 

Nor  lenvea  he  his  oongenial  thistles 

To  go  and  browse  on  Paul's  Epistles. 

—  Asd  yon,  the  audience,  who  might  ravage 
The  world  wide,  enviably  savage. 

Nor  heed  the  cry  of  the  retrieve^, 

More  than  Herr  Heine  (before  his  fever),  -^ 

I  do  not  tell  a  lie  so  arrant 

As  say  my  passion's  wings  are  furled  up. 

And,  without  plainest  heavenly  warrant, 

I  were  readv  and  glad  to  give  the  world  up  — 

But  still,  when  yon  mb  brow  meticulous, 

And  ponder  the  profit  of  turning  holy 

If  not  for  Giud's,  for  vour  own  sake  solely, 

—  God  forbid  I  should  find  yon  ridiculous  I 
Deduce  from  this  lecture  aW  that  eases  you. 
Nay,  call  yourselves,  if  the  calling  pleases  you, 
**  Christians."  —  abhor  the  deist's  pravity,  — 
Go  on,  yon  shall  no  more  move  my  gravity 
Than,  when  I  see  boys  ride  a-oockhorse, 

I  find  it  in  my  heart  to  embarrass  them 
By  hinting  that  their  stick 's  a  mock  horse. 
And  they  really  carry  what  they  say  carries 
them. 

XIX 

So  sat  I  talking  wiUi  my  mind. 

I  did  not  long  to  leave  the  door 

And  find  *  new  church,  as  before. 

But  rather  was  quiet  and  inclined 

To  prolong  and  enioy  the  gentle  resting 

From  f  urtner  tracking  and  trying  and  tenting. 

**  This  tolerance  is  a  genial  mood  !  " 

>Said  I,  and*  little  pause  ensned.) 

"One  trims  the  bark  'twixt  shoal  and  shelf, 


And  sees,  each  side,  the  good  effects  of  it, 

A  value  for  religion's  self, 

A  carelesBneBS  about  the  sects  of  it. 

Let  me  enjoy  my  own  conviction. 

Not  watch  mv  neighbor's  faith  with  fretf ulneHi 

Still  spring  there  some  dereliction 

Of  trutn,  perversity,  foii^tfulness  1 

Better  a  mild  indinerentinn. 

Teaching  that  both  onr  faiths  (though  dnUer 

His  shine  through  a  dull  spirit's  prisn) 

Originally  had  one  color  I 

Better  pursue  a  pilgrimage 

Through  ancient  and  through  modem  tunes 

To  man v  peoples,  various  «rim«Mi, 

Where  I  may  see  saint,  savage,  aagn 

Fuse  their  respective  creeds  in  one 

Before  the  general  Father's  throne  I " 

XX 

—  'T  was  the  horrible  storm  be^an  afresh ! 
The^  black  night  caught  me  in  his  mesh, 
Whirled  me  up,  and  flung  me  prone. 

I  was  left  on  the  coll^e-step  alone. 
I  looked,  and  far  there,  ever  fleeting 
Far.  far  away,  the  recedinp:  gesture. 
Ana  looming  of  the  lessening^  vesture !  — 
Swept  forward  from  my  stupid  hand, 
Whue  I  watched  my  foolish  heart  expand 
In  the  lazy  glow  of  benevolence. 
O'er  the  various  modes  of  man's  belief. 
I  sprang  up  with  fear's  vehemence. 
Needs  must  there  be  one  way,  our  chief 
Best  wa^  of  worship  :  let  me  strive 
To  find  it,  and  when  found,  contrive 
My  fellows  also  take  their  share  ! 
This  constitutes  my  earthly  care  : 
God's  is  above  it  and  distinct. 
For  I,  a  man,  with  men  am  linked 
And  not  a  brute  with  brutes  ;  no  gain 
That  I  experience,  must  remain 
Unshared :  but  should  my  best  endeavor 
To  share  it,  fail  —  subsisteth  ever 
God's  care  above,  and  I  exult 
That  God,  by  God's  own  ways  occult. 
May  —  doth,  I  will  believe  —  bring  back 
All  wanderers  to  a  single  track. 
Meantime,  I  can  but  testify 
irod's  care  for  me  —  no  more,  can  I  — 
It  is  but  for  myself  I  know ; 
The  world  rolls  witnessing  aronnd  ma 
(hily  to  leave  me  as  it  found  me ; 
Men  cry  there,  but  my  ear  is  slow : 
Their  races  flourish  or  decay 

—  Wbat  boots  it ;  while  yon  lucid  way 
Loaded  with  stars  divides  the  vault  ? 
But  soon  my  soul  repairs  its  fault 
When,  sharpening  sense's  hebetude. 
She  turns  on  ray  own  life  !    So  viewed. 

No  mere  mote  Vbreadth  but  teems  immense 

With  witnessings  of  providence : 

And  woe  to  me  if  when  I  look 

Upon  that  record,  the  sole  book 

Unsealed  to  me,  I  take  no  heed 

Of  any  warning  that  I  read ! 

Have  I  been  sore,  this  Christmas-Eve, 

God's  own  hand  did  the  rainbtnr  weave. 

Whereby  the  truth  from  heaven  slid 

Into  my  soul  f  —  I  camnit  bid 


326 


CHRISTMAS-EVE  AND  EASTER-DAY 


'^rhe  wurld  admit  he  stooped  to  heal 

My  soal,  as  if  in  a  tliunder-oeal 

\Vnere  one  heard  noise,  ana  one  saw  flame, 

I  only  knew  he  named  my  name : 

But  what  is  the  world  to  me,  for  sorrow 

Or  joy  in  its  censure,  when  to-morrow 

It  drops  the  remark,  with  jiist-tumed  head. 

Then,  on  af^ain,  ^*  Tnat  man  is  dead  '*  ? 

Yes,  hut  for  me  —  my  name  called,  —  drawn 

Xa  a  oonscri^t^s  lot  from  the  lap^s  black  yawn, 

lie  has  dipt  into  on  a  battle-dawn  : 

Bid  out  ot  life  by  a  nod,  a  glance,  — 

Stumblinff,  mate*mazed,  at  nature *b  ohanoe,  — 

With  a  rapid  finger  circled  round. 

Fixed  to  the  first  poor  inch  of  ground 

To  fight  from,  where  his  foot  was  found ; 

^Vhose  ew  bat  a  minute  since  lay  free 

To  the  wide  oamp^s  buzz  and  goesipry  — 

Summoned,  a  sohtary  man. 

To  end  his  life  where  his  life  began. 

From  the  safe  glad  rear,  to  the  dreadful  van  I 

Soul  of  mine,  hadst  thou  caught  and  held 

By  the  hem  of  the  yesture  I  — 

XXI 

And  I  oaug;ht 
At  the  flying  robe,  and  unrepelled 
Was  lapped  again  in  its  folds  full-fraught 
With  warmth  and  wonder  and  delight, 
God's  mercv  being  infinite. 
For  scarce  had  the  words  escaped  my  tongue. 
When,  at  a  Yvusionate  bound,  I  sprung 
Oat  of  the  wondering  world  of  rain. 
Into  the  little  ohapel  again. 

XXII 

How  else  was  I  found  there,  bolt  n])rifl:ht 
On  my  bench,  as  if  I  had  never  left  it  ? 
—  Never  flung  out  on  the  common  at  night. 
Nor  met  the  storm  and  wedge-like  cleft  it, 
8een  the  raree-show  of  Peter's  successor, 
Or  the  laboratory  of  the  Professor ! 
For  the  Vision,  that  was  true,  I  wist. 
True  as  that  heaven  and  earth  exist. 
There  sat  mv  friend,  the  yellow  and  tall. 
With  his  neck  and  its  wen  m  the  selfsame  place ; 
Yet  my  nearest  neighbor's  cheek  showed  gall. 
She  haid  slid  away  a  contemptuous  space : 
And  the  old  fat  woman,  lat«  so  placable, 
£ved  me  with  s^rmptoms,  hardly  mistakable. 
Of  her  milk  of  kindness  turning  rancid. 
In  short,  a  spectator  might  have  fancied 
That  I  had  nodded,  betrayed  by  slumber. 
Yet  kept  my  neat,  a  warning  ghastly. 
Through  the  heads  of  the  sermon,  nine  in  num- 

bnr. 
And  woke  up  now  at  the  tenth  and  lastly. 
But  again,  could  such  diserace  have  happened  ? 
Each  friend  at  ray  elbow  had  surely  nudged  it ; 
And,  as  for  the  sermon,  where  did  my  nap  end  r 
Unlefls  I  heard  it,  could  I  have  judged  it  ? 
(\>uld  I  report  as  I  do  at  the  dose. 
First,  the  preacher  fl^aks  through  his  noee : 
Second,  his  gesture  is  too  emphatic : 
Thirdly,  to  waive  what 's  peoagogio, 
The  subject-matter  itself  lacks  logic : 
Fourthly,  the  English  is  ungramroatio. 
C^hvat  news  1  the  preacher  is  found  no  Paaeal, 


Whom,  if  I  pleased,  I  mii^ht  to  the  task  oaD 

Of  making  square  to  a  fiute  eye 

The  circle  of  infinit:^. 

And  find  so  all-but-just-sucoeeding  I 

Great  news  !  the  sermon  proves  no  reading 

Where  bee-like  in  the  flowers  I  bury  rae. 

Like  Taylor's,  the  immortal  Jeremy ! 

And  now  that  I  know  the  very  worst  of  him, 

>Vhat  was  it  I  thought  to  obtain  at  first  of  him  ? 

Ha !    Is  God  mocked,  as  he  asks  ? 

Shall  I  take  on  me  to  change  his  tasks. 

And  dare,  dispatched  to  a  river-head 

For  a  simple  draught  of  the  element, 

Neglect  the  thing  for  which  he  sent. 

And  return  with  another  thing  instead  ?  — 

Saying,  *^  Because  the  water  found 

Welling  up  from  underground. 

Is  mingled  with  the  taints  of  earth, 

While  thou,  I  know,  dost  laugh  at  deartli, 

And  oonldst,  at  wink  or  word,  oonmlae 

The  world  with  the  leap  of  a  river>piilae,  — 

Therefore  1  turned  from  the  oozings  maddy. 

And  bring  thee  a  chalice  I  found,  instead : 

See  the  brave  veins  in  the  breccia  ruddy  1 

One  would  suppose  that  the  marble  bled. 

What  matters  the  water?     A  hope  I  haT» 

nursed: 
The  waterless  cup  will  quench  my  tUnt.** 
—  Bettor  have  knelt  at  the  poorest  stream 
That  trickles  in  pain  from  tne  straitest  rift  1 
For  the  less  or  the  more  is  all  God's  gift. 
Who  blocks  up  or  breaks  wide  the  prsnitti  nnrnn. 
And  here,  is  there  iirater  or  not,  to  drink  f 
I  then,  in  ignorance  and  weakness. 
Taking  God's  help,  have  attained  to  think 
My  heart  does  beet  to  receive  in  meekoeas 
That  mode  of  worship^  as  most  to  his  mind. 
Where  earthlv  aids  being  cast  behind. 
His  All  in  All  appears  serene 
With  the  thinnest  human  veil  between, 
Iwietting  the  mystic  lamps,  the  seven, 
The  many  motions  of  his  spirit. 
Pass,  as  they  list,  to  earth  from  heaven. 
For  the  preacher  s  merit  or  demerit. 
It  were  to  be  wished  the  flaws  were  fewer 
In  the  earthen  vessel,  holding  treasure 
Which  lies  as  safe  in  a  golden  ewer ; 
But  the  main  thing  is,  does  it  hold  g«iod  mf 

nre? 
Heaven  soon  sets  right  all  other  mattoia !  — 
Ask,  else,  these  ruins  of  humanity, 
Tliis  flesh  worn  out  to  nm  and  tatters. 
This  soul  at  struggle  with  insanity. 
Who  thence  take  comfort  —  can  I  doobt  ?  -~ 
Which  an  empire  gained,  were  a  loss  withcnit. 
May  it  be  mine  !    And  let  us  hope 
That  no  worse  blessing  befall  the  Pope, 
Turned  sick  at  last  of  to-dny*s  buffoonery, 
Of  postnrings  and  petticoatings. 
Beside  his  Bourbon  bully's  gloatings 
In  the  bloody  orgies  of  drunk  poltroonery  I 
Nor  ma^  the  Professor  forego  its  peace 
At  Gottingen  presently,  when,  in  the  dnsk 
Of  hb  life,  if  his  congh,  as  1  fear,  ahonid 

crease, 
Prophesied  of  by  that  horrible  husk  — 
When  thicker  and  thicker  the  darkn^tm  filUi 
The  world  through  his  misty  spectaclea. 
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And  he  eropes  for  something  more  substantial 

Than  a  table,  myth  or  personification,  — 

May  Christ  do  for  him  what  no  mere  man  shall. 

Ana  stand  confessed  as  the  God  of  sidvation  1 

Meantime,  in  the  still  recurring  fear 

Lest  myself,  at  unawares,  be  found. 

While  attacking  the  choice  of  my  neighbors 

round. 
With  none  of  my  own  made  —  I  choose  here  I 
The  giving  out  of  the  liymn  recUuras  me ; 
I  have  done :  and  if  any  blames  me. 
Thinking  that  merely  to  touch  in  brevity 
The  topics  I  dwell  on,  were  unlawful,  — 
Or  worse,  that  I  trench,  with  undue  levity, 
On  the  bounds  of  the  holy  and  the  awful, — 
I  praise  the  heart,  and  pity  the  head  of  him. 
And  refer  myself  to  Thek,  instead  of  him, 
Who  head  and  heart  alike  disoemest. 
Looking  below  light  speech  we  utter, 
Wlien  m)thy  spume  and  frequent  sputter 
Prove  that  the  souPs  depths  ooil  in  earnest  I 
May  truth  shine  out^  stand  ever  before  us ! 
I  put  up  pencil  and  join  chorus 
To  UeiniDah  Tune,  without  further  apology, 
The  last  five  vei-ses  of  tlie  third  section 
Of  the  seventeenth  hymn  of  Whitafield's  Col- 
lection, 
To  eonclude  with  the  doxology. 


EASTER-DAY 

I 

How  ver^  hard  it  is  to  be 

A  Christian  !  Hard  for  you  and  me, 

—  Not  the  mere  task  of  making  real 
That  duty  up  to  its  ideal, 
Effecting  thus,  complete  and  whole, 
A  purpose  of  Uie  human  soul  — 
For  that  is  always  hard  to  do ; 

But  hard,  I  mean,  for  me  and  you 

To  realize  it.  more  or  less, 

With  eten  the  moderate  success 

Which  commonly  repays  our  strife 

To  cany  out  the  aims  of  life. 

""  This  aim  is  greater,**  you  will  say, 

*'  And  so  more  arduous  every  way/*^ 

—  tint  the  importance  of  their  fruits 
Still  proves  to  man,  in  all  pursuits. 
Proportional  encouragement. 

'*  Then,  what  if  it  be  God*s  intent 

That  labor  to  this  one  result 

Should  seem  unduly  difficult  V  ** 

Ah,  that  *s  a  question  in  the  dark  — 

And  the  sole  thing  that  I  remark 

1'pon  the  difficulty,  this:  ^ 

W  e  do  not  see  it  where  it  is. 

At  the  begittnin|:  of  the  race  : 

As  we  proceed,  it  shifts  its  place. 

And  wfiere  we  looked  for  crowns  to  fall. 

We  find  the  tug  *s  to  come,  —  that 's  all. 


II 


At  first  you  sasr,  **  Tlie  whole,  or  chief 
Of  difficulties,  is  belief. 
(*onld  I  believe  once  thoroughly. 
The  rest  were  simple.    Wliat  ?    Am  I 
An  idiot,  do  you  think,  —  a  beast  ? 


Prove  to  me.  only  that  the  least 
Command  of  Goa  ia  God's  indeed, 
And  what  injunction  shall  I  need 
To  pay  obedience  ?    Death  so  nigh. 
When  time  must  end,  eternity 
Bef^n,  —  and  cannot  I  compute,  ^ 
Weigh  loss  and  gain  together,  suit 
My  actions  to  the  balance  drawn, 
And  g^ve  my  bod^  to  be  sawn 
Asunder,  hacked  in  pieces,  tied 
To  horses,  stoned,  burned,  crucified. 
Like  any  martyr  of  the  list? 
How  gladly  I  —  if  I  make  acouist. 
Through  the  brief  minute's  neroe  annoj. 
Of  God*s  eternity  of  joy." 

Ill 

—  And  certainly  you  name  the  point 
Whereon  all  turns :  for  could  you  jmnt 
This  flexile  finite  life  once  tight 

Into  the  fixed  and  infinite, 

You,  safe  inside,  would  spurn  what  '■  out. 

With  carelessness  enough,  no  doubt  — 

Would  spurn  mere  life :  but  when  time  brings 

To  their  next  stafl^e  your  reasonings. 

Your  eyes,  late  wide,  begin  to  vriSk 

Nor  see  the  path  so  well,  I  think. 

IV 

You  say,  **  Faith  may  be,  one  agrees, 

A  touchstone  for  6od*s  purposes. 

Even  as  ourselves  conceive  of  them. 

Could  he  acquit  us  or  condemn 

For  holding  what  no  hand  can  loose. 

Rejecting  when  we  can*t  but  choose  ? 

As  well  award  the  victor's  wreath 

To  whosoever  should  take  breath 

Duly  each  minute  while  he  lived  ~ 

Grant  heaven,  because  a  man  contrived 

To  see  its  sunlight  every  day 

He  walked  forth  on  the  public  way. 

You  must  mix  some  uncertainty 

With  faith,  if  you  would  have  faith  he. 

Why^  what  but  faith,  do  we  abhor 

And  idolize  each  qther  for — 

Faith  in  our  evil  or  our  good. 

Which  is  or  is  not  understood 

Aright  by  those  we  love  or  those 

We  liate,  thence  called  our  friends  or  foss  f 

Your  mistress  saw  your  spirit's  grace, 

When,  turning  from  the  uirly  face, 

I  found  belief  in  it  too  hara ; 

And  she  and  I  have  our  reward. 

—  Yet  here  a  doubt  peeps  :  well  for  ns 
Weak  beings,  to  go  using  thus 

A  touchstone  for  our  litUe  ends. 
Trying  with  faith  the  foes  and  mends  \ 

—  But  God,  bethink  you  I    I  would  fain 
Conceive  of  the  Creator's  reign 

As  bssed  upon  exactor  laws 
Than  creatures  build  by  with  applause. 
In  all  God's  acts  —  (as  Plato  cries 
He  doth)  —  he  should  eeometrize. 
Whence,  I  desiderate      ... 


Iseel 
Yon  would  grow  as  a  natural  tree, 
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•Stand  as  a  rock,  loar  np  like  fire. 
The  world  *s  so  perfect  and  entire, 
Quite  above  f aita,  so  right  and  fit ! 
Go  there,  walk  up  and  down  in  it ! 
No.    The  creation  travaik,  groans — 
Contrive  yonr  mnsio  from  its  moans. 
Without  or  let  or  hindnuice,  friend  I 
That  *s  an  old  story,  and  its  end 
As  old  —  you  come  back  (be  sincere) 
With  every  question  you  put  here 
( Here  where  there  once  was.  and  is  still, 
We  think,  a  living  oracle, 
Whose  answers  you  stand  carping  at) 
This  time  flung  back  unanswered  flat>  — 
Beside,  perhaps,  as  many  more 
As  those  that  drove  you  out  before, 
Now  added,  where  was  little  need. 
Questions  imposBible,  indeed, 
To  ns  who  sat  still,  all  and  each 
Persuaded  that  onr  earth  had  speech. 
Of  God*s,  writ  down,  no  matter  if 
In  cursive  ^rpe  or  hieroglvph,  — 
Wliich  one  tact  freed  us  nom  the  yoke 
C)f  guessing  why  He  never  spoke. 
You  come  back  in  no  better  plight 
Than  when  you  left  us,  —  am  I  right  ? 

VI 

So,  the  old  process,  I  conclude, 

Goes  on,  the  reasooing  ^spursued 

Further.^    You  own,  **  'Tie  well  averred, 

A  scientific  faith  *s  absurd, 

—  Frustrates  the  very  f  nd  't  was  meant 

To  serve.    80, 1  would  rest  content 

With  a  mere  probability, 

But,  probable  ;  the  chance  must  lie 

Clear  on  one  side,  —  lie  all  in  rough, 

So  long  as  there  be  just  enough 

To  pin  my  faith  to,  though  it  hap 

(hily  at  points :  from  gap  to  gap 

(hie  hangs  np  a  huge  enrtain  so. 

Grandly,  nor  seeks  to  have  it  go 

FoHle4  and  flat  along  the  wall. 

What  <>are  I  if  some  interval 

(H  life  less  plainly  mav  depend 

On  God  ?    I  *d  hang  there  to  the  end ; 

And  thus  I  should  not  find  it  hard 

To  be  a  Christian  and  debarred 

From  trailing  00  the  earth,  till  furled 

Away  by  death.  —  Renounce  the  world  I 

Were  that  a  mighty  hardship  ?    Plan 

A  pleasant  life,  and  straight  some  man 

Beside  yon,  with,  if  he  thought  fit, 

Abundant  means  to  compass  it. 

Shall  turn  deliberate  aside 

To  tr>'  and  live  hs,  if  you  tried 

You  eleariy  might,  yet  most  despise. 

One  friend  of  mine  wears  out  his  eyes. 

Slighting  the  stnnid  joys  of  sense. 

In  patient  hope  tiiat,  ten  years  hence, 

'  Simewhat  completer,^  he  may  say, 

*  My  liHt  of  coleoptfra!  ' 

WKile  just  the  other  who  nxist  laughs 

At  him,  above  all  epitaphs 

Aspires  to  hnve  his  tomb  dew^ribe 

Himself  as  sole  among  the  tribe 

Of  snuffbox-fanri«>r8.  who  possessed 

A  Grigtion  with  the  Regent *s  crest. 


So  that,  Ribduing,  as  yon  want, 

Whatever  stands  predominant 

Among  my  earthly  appetites 

For  tastes  and  smells  and  sounds  and  a^ta, 

I  shall  be  doing  that  alone, 

To  ^ain  a  palm-branch  and  a  throne. 

Which  fifty  oeople  undertake 

To  do,  and  gladyr^  for  the  sake 

Of  giving  a  Semitic  guess. 

Or  playing  pawns  at  blindfold  ohess.^ 

VII 

Good :  and  the  next  thingis,  —  look  roiiiid 

For  evidence  enough  I    'Tis  found. 

No  doubt :  as  is  vonr  sort  of  mind. 

So  is  your  sort  of  search :  yon  Ul  find 

What  jon  desire,  and  that  *s  to  be 

A  Christian.  ^  What  says  history  ? 

How  comforting  a  point  it  were 

To  find  some  mummy-scrap  declare 

There  lived  a  Moses  I    Better  still. 

Prove  Jonah's  whale  translatable 

Into  some  quicksand  of  the  seas. 

Isle,  cavern,  rock,  or  what  yon  please. 

That  faith  might  flap  her  wings  and  crow 

From  snch  an  eminence  t    Or,  no  — 

The  human  heart 's  best  ^  you  prefer 

Making  that  prove  the  minister 

To  trutn  ;  yon  probe  its  wants  and  needs. 

And  hopes  and  fears,  then  try  what  creeds 

Meet  these  most  aptly,  —  resolute 

That  faith  plucks  such  substantial  fruit 

Wherever  these  two  correspond. 

She  little  needs  to  look  beyond 

And  puzzle  out  who  Orpheus  was, 

Or  Dionvsius  Zagriaa. 

You  *11  find  sufficient,  aa  I  say, 

To  satisfy  you  either  way ; 

You  wanted  to  believe ;  yonr  pains 

Are  crowned  —  yon  do :  and  what  remaiaa  f 

**  Renounce  the^  world  I  '*  —  Ah,  were  it  done 

By  merelv  cuttiner  one  by  one 

Your  limbs  off,  with  yonr  wise  head  last^ 

How  easy  were  it !  —  how  soon  past, 

If  once  in  the  believing  mood  I 

**  Such  is  man's  usual  gratitude. 

Such  thanks  to  God  do  we  return. 

For  not  exacting  that  we  spnm 

A  single  gift  of  life,  forego 

()ne  real  gain,  —  only  taste  them  so 

With  gravity  and  temperance, 

That  Uiose  mild  virtues  may  enhance 

Such  pleasures,  rather  than  abstraet  — 

Last  spice  of  which,  will  be  the  fact 

Of  love  discerned  in  everv  ^ft : 

While,  when  the  scene  of  life  shall  shifi, 

And  the  gay  heart  be  taught  to  ache, 

As  sorrows  and  privations  take 

The  place  of  joy,  —  the  thing  that  smobmi 

Mere  misery,  nnder  human  schemflB, 

Becomes,  regarded  by  the  lig^t 

Of  love,  as  very  near  or  quite 

As  good  a  gift  as  joy  before. 

So  plain  is  it  that,  all  the  more 

A  aispensation  's  merciful. 

More  ])ettishly  we  try  and  cull 

Briers,  thistles,  from  onr  private  plot. 

To  mar  God^s  gnwad  where  thorns  are  not  ! 
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Vlll 

Do  yoa  say  this,  or  I  ?  —  Oh,  you  I 

Then,  what,  my  friend  ?  —  (thus  I  puxsiie 

Our  parley)  —  you  indeed  opine 

That  the  Eternal  and  Divine 

Did,  e^hteeu  eentttries  aep. 

In  very  truth  .  .  .  Enough  1  yon  know 

The  aU-stupendoua  tale,  —  that  Birth, 

That  Life,  that  Death  1    And  all,  the  earth 

Shuddered  at,  —  all,  the  heavens  grew  black 

Rather  than  see  ;  all,  nature^s  raok 

And  throe  at  diasoluUon^s  brink 

Attested,  — all  took  place,  you  think, 

Onlv  to  give  oar  joys  a  zest, 

Ana  prove  our  sorrows  for  the  best  ? 

We  differ,  then  I    Were  I,  still  pale 

And  beartatmck  at  the  dreadful  tale, 

Waiting  to  hear  Qod's  voice  declare 

What  horror  followed  for  my  share. 

As  implicated  iu  the  deed. 

Apart  from  other  sins,  —  concede 

That  if  He  Uacked  out  in  a  blot 

My  brief  life's  pleaaantneas,  't  were  not 

So  very  disproportionate ! 

Or  there  might  be  another  fate  — 

I  certainly  could  nndeistand 

(If  fancies  were  the  Uiing  iu  hand) 

How  Qod  might  save,  at  that  day's  price, 

The  impure  in  their  impurities. 

Give  license  f  mmal  and  complete 

To  choose  the  fair  and  pick  tlie  sweet.  ^ 

But  there  be  certain  words,  broad,  plain, 

lettered  again  and  yet  again. 

Hard  to  mistake  or  overgloHS  — 

Announcing  this  world's  gain  for  loss. 

And  bidding  us  reject  the  same  : 

The  whole  world  Ueth  (they  proclaim) 

In  wickedness,  —  come  out  of  it  1 

Turn  a  deaf  ear,  if  you  think  fit. 

But  I  who  thrill  through  every  nerve 

At  thought  of  what  deaf  ears  deserve  — 

How  do  you  counsel  in  the  case  ? 

IX 

**  I M  take,  by  all  means,  in  yonr  place, 

The  safe  side,  since  it  so  appears : 

Deny  myself,  a  few  brief  years. 

The  natural  pleasure,  leave  the  fruit 

(h*  cut  the  plant  up  by  the  root. 

Remember  what  a  martyr  said 

i  hi  the  rude  tablet  overhead  I 

*  I  was  bom  sickly,  poor  and  mean, 

A  slave :  no  misery  could  screen 

The  holden  of  the  pearl  of  price 

From  ('sesar's  envy ;  tht>refore  twice 

1  fought  with  beasts,  and  three  times  saw 

My  children  suffer  by  his  law ; 

At  last  my  own  release  was  earned : 

I  was  some  time  in  being  burned. 

But  at  the  close  a  Hand  came  through 

The  fire  above  my  head,  and  drew 

My  aoul  to  Christ,  whom  now  I  see. 

Ser^ans,  a  brother,  writes  for  me 

This  testimony  on  the  wall  — 

For  roe,  I  have  forgot  it  alL* 

Von  say  right ;  this  were  not  so  hard  I 

And  since  one  nowise  is  debarred 


From  this,  why  not  escape  some  sins 
By  such  a  method  ?  ** 

X 

Then  begins 
To  the  old  point  remlsion  new  — 
(For  *t  is  iust  this  I  brinpr  you  to)  — 
If  after  all  we  should  mistake. 
And  so  renounce  life  for  the  sake 
Of  death  and  nothing  else  ?    You  hear 
Each  friend  we  jeered  at,  send  the  jeer 
Back  to  ourselves  with  good  effect  — 
'*  Tbere  were  mv  beetles  to  collect  1 
My  box  —  a  trine,  I  confess. 
But  here  I  hold  it,  ne'ertheleas  1 " 
Poor  idiots,  (let  us  pluck  up  heart 
And  answer)  we,  the  better  part 
Have  chosen,  though  *t  were  only  hope,  -^ 
Nor  envy  moles  like  you  that  grope 
Amid  vour  veritable  muck. 
More  than  the  grasshoppers  )vould  truck. 
For  yours,  their  psasionate  life  away, 
That  spends  itself  iu  leaps  all  day 
To  reach  the  sun,  you  want  the  eyes 
To  see,  as  they  the  wings  to  rise 
And  match  the  noble  hearts  of  them  I 
Thus  the  contemner  we  contemn, — 
And,  when  doubt  strikes  us,  thus  we  ward 
Its  stroke  off,  caught  upon  our  guard, 

—  Not  struck  enough  to  overturn 

Our  faith,  but  shake  it  —  make  us  learn 
What  I  began  with,  and,  I  wis. 
End,  having  proved,  —  how  hard  it  is 
To  be  a  Christian  1 

XI 

*' Proved,  or  not, 
Howe'er  you  wis,  small  thanks,  I  wot. 
You  get  of  mine,  for  taking  pains 
To  make  it  hard  to  me.    >Vho  gains 
By  thatj  I  wonder  ?    Here  I  live  ^ 
In  trusting  ease ;  and  here  you  drive 
At  causing  me  to  lose  what  most 
Yourself  would  mourn  for  had  yon  lost  ! '' 

XII 

But,  do  yon  see,  ray  frit'nd,  that  thus 
You  leave  Saint  Paid  for  iEschvlus  ? 

—  Who  made  his  Titan's  arch-device 
The  giving  men  blind  hopes  to  spice 
The  meal  of  life  with,  ebe  devoured 
In  bitter  hsste,  while  lo,  death  loured 
Before  them  at  the  platter's  edge  ! 

If  faith  should  be,  as  I  allege. 
Quite  other  than  a  condiment 
To  heighten  flavors  with,  or  meant 
(Like  Uiat  brave  curry  ot  his  Grace) 
To  take  at  need  the  victuals'  place  ? 
If,  having  dined,  ^on  would  digest 
Besides,  and  turning  to  your  rest 
Should  find  instead  .  .  . 

XIII 

Now.  you  shall  see 
And  judge  if  a  mere  foppery 
Pricks  on  my  s|)eakiiig !     I  resolve 
To  utter  —  yea,  it  shall  devolve 
On  vou  to  hear  as  solemn,  strange 
Ana  dread  a  thing  as  in  the  range 
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Of  facts,  —  or  fancies,  if  God  will  — 

E*er  happened  to  our  kind  I    I  still 

Stand  in  the  doad  and,  while  it  wraps 

My  face,  ou^ht  not  to  speak  perhaps ; 

Seeing^  tnat  if  I  carry  through 

My  purpose,  if  mv  words  in  you 

Fina  a  live  actual  listener, 

My  stor^,  reason  must  aver 

False  after  all  —  the  happy  chance  I 

While,  if  each  human  countenance 

I  meet  in  London  day  by  day, 

Be  what  I  fear,  —  mv  warnings  fray 

No  one,  and  no  one  tney  convert. 

And  no  one  helps  me  to  assert 

How  hard  it  is  to  really  be 

A  Christian,  and  in  vacancy 

I  pour  this  story  ! 

XIV 

I  commence 
By  trying  to  inform  you,  whence 
It  comes  that  every  Easter-nip^ht 
As  now,  I  sit  up,  watch,  till  light. 
Upon  those  chimney-stacks  and  roo£i. 
Give,  through  my  window-pane,  gray  proois 
That  Elaster-Day  is  breaking  slow. 
On  snob  a  night,  three  yean  ago, 
it  chanced  that  I  had  cause  to  cross 
The  oonmion,  where  the  chapel  was, 
Our  friend  spoke  of,  the  other  day  — 
You  Ve  not  lorgotten,  I  dare  say. 
I  fell  to  musing  of  the  time 
So  close,  the  blessed  matin-prime 
All  hearts  leap  up  at,  in  some  guise  — 
One  could  not  well  do  otherwuie. 
Insensibly  my  thoughts  were  bent 
Toward  the  main  point ;  I  overwent 
Much  the  same  ground  of  reasoning 
As  yon  and  I  just  now.    One  thing 
Remained,  however  —  one  that  tasked 
My  soul  to  answer ;  and  I  asked. 
Fairly  and  frankly,  what  might  be 
That  History,  that  Faith,  to  me 

—  Me  there  —  not  me  in  some  domain 
Built  up  and  peopled  by  my  brain. 
Weighing  its  merits  as  one  wpi^hs 
Mere  theori««  for  blame  or  praine, 

—  'llie  kingcraft  of  the  Lncuwous, 

Or  Fouripr*s  scheme,  its  pros  and  cons,  — 
But  my  faith  there,  or  none  at  all. 
**  How  were  my  case,  now,  did  I  fall 
I>ead  here,  this  minute  —  should  I  lie 
Faithful  or  faithless  ? ''    Note  that  I 
Inclined  thns  ever !  —  little  prone 
For  instance,  when  I  lay  alone 
In  childhood,  to  go  calm  to  sleep 
And  leave  a  closet  where  might  keep 
His  watch  perdue  some  murderer 
W^aiting  till  twelve  o'clock  to  stir. 
As  good  authentic*  legends  tell : 
*'  He  might :  but  how  improbable  ! 
How  little  likely  to  deserve 
The  pains  and  trial  to  the  nerve 
Of  thrusting  head  into  the  dark  I "  ~ 
Krged  mv  old  nurse,  and  bade  me  mark 
lieside,  that,  should  the  dreadfnl  scout 
Heally  lie  hid  there,  and  leap  out 
At  first  turn  of  the  rusty  key, 


Mine  were  small  gain  that  she  could  see. 

Killed  not  in  bed  nut  on  the  floor, 

And  losing  one  night's  sleep  the  more. 

I  tell  you,  I  would  always  ourat 

The  door  ope,  know  my  fate  at  first. 

This  time,  indeed,  the  closet  penned 

No  such  assassin :  but  a  friend 

Rather,  peeped  out  to  guard  me,  fit 

For  counsel.  Common  Sense,  to  wit. 

Who  said  a  good  deal  that  might  pan,  — 

Heartening,  impartial  too,  it  was, 

Judge  else :  **  For,  soberly  now,  —  who 

Should  be  a  Christian  if  not  von  ?  ** 

(Hear  how  he  smoothed  me  aown.)  **  One  takes 

A  whole  life,  sees  what  course  it  makes 

Mainly,  and  not  by  fits  and  starts — 

In  spite  of  stoppage  which  imparts 

Freah  value  to  the  general  speed. 

A  life,  with  none,  would  fly  indeed  : 

Your  progressing  is  slower  ~  right  1 

We  deal  with  progress  and  not  flight. 

Through  baffling  senses  passionate. 

Fancies  as  restless,  —  with  a  fre^t 

Of  knowledge  cumbersome  enough 

To  sink  your  ship  when  waves  grow  roagli. 

Though  ineant  for  ballast  in  the  hold,  — 

I  find,  *mid  dangers  manifold. 

The  good  bark  answers  to  the  helm 

Where  faith  sits,  easier  to  o*erwhelm 

Than  some  stout  peasant *s  heaveidy  nude, 

Whose  hard  head  could  not,  if  it  tried. 

Conceive  a  doubt,  nor  undemtand 

How  senses  homier  than  his  hand 

Should  'tice  the  Christian  off  his  guard. 

More  happy  1    But  shall  we  award 

Less  honor  to  the  hull  which,  dogged 

By  storms,  a  mere  wreck,  waterlogged. 

Masts  by  the  board,  her  bulwarks  gone 

And  stanchions  going,  yet  bears  on,  — 

Than  to  mere  lifeboats,  built  to  save. 

And  triumph  o'er  the  breaking  wave  ? 

Make  perfect  your  good  ship  as  these. 

And  what  were  her  performances  I  ** 

I  added  —  *^  Would  the  ship  reach  home ! 

I  wish  indeed  *  God*8  kingdom  come  *  — 

Tlie  day  when  I  shall  see  appear 

His  bidding,  as  my  duty,  clear 

From  doubt !    And  it  snail  dawn,  that  day. 

Some  future  season  :  Easter  may 

Prove,  not  impossibly,  tlie  time  — 

Yes,  that  were  striking  —  fates  would  diiiiie 

So  aptly !    Easter>mom,  to  bring 

The  Judgment  I  -  deeper  in  the  spring 

Than  now,  however,  when  there  *s  snow 

Capping  the  hills  |  for  earth  must  sliow 

All  signs  of  meamng  to  pursue 

Her  tasks  as  she  was  wont  to  do 

—  The  skylark,  taken  by  surprise 
As  we  ourselves,  sliall  recogniM 
Sudden  the  end.     For  sudoenly 

It  comes ;  the  dreadfulness  must  be 
In  that :  all  warrants  the  belief  ~ 
'  At  nignt  it  cometh  like  a  tliief.* 
I  fanc^  why  the  trumpet  blovrs ; 

—  Plainly,  to  wake  one.    From  repose 
We  shall  start  up,  at  last  awake 
From  life,  that  insane  dream  we  take 
For  waking  now,  because  it  seems. 
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And  as,  when  now  we  wake  from  dreams, 
We  lau^h,  while  we  recall  them,  *"  Fool, 
To  let  the  chance  slip,  ling^er  cool 
When  such  adventure  offered !    Just 
A  bridge  to  cross,  a  dwarf  to  thmst 
Aside,  a  wicked  mi^  to  stab  — 
And,  lo  ye,  I  had  kissed  Queen  Mab  I  * 
So  shall  we  marvel  whv  we  erud^ed 
Our  labor  here,  and  idly  juc^ed 
(>f  heaven,  we  might  have  gained,  but  lose  I 
Lose  ?    Talk  of  loss,  and  I  refuse 
To  plead  at  all !    Yon  speak  no  worse 
Nor  better  than  my  ancient  nurse 
When  she  would  tell  me  in  my  youth 
I  well  deserved  that  shapes  uncouth 
Frighted  and  teased  me  in  my  sleep : 
Why  could  I  not  in  memory  keep 
Her  precept  for  the  eviVs  cure  ? 
*  Pinch  your  own  arm,  boy,  and  be  sure 
You  'U  wake  forthwith  1 '  '^ 

XV 

And  as  I  said 
This  nonsense,  throwing  back  mv  head 
With  lifirht  complacent  laugh,  I  found 
Suddenly  all  the  midnight  round 
One  fire.    The  dome  of  heaven  had  stood 
As  made  up  of  a  multitude 
Of  Imnd breadth  cloudlets,  one  vast  rack 
Of  ripples  infinite  and  black. 
From  sky  to  sk  v.    Sudden  there  went. 
Like  horror  and  astonishment, 
A  fierce  vindictive  scribble  of  red 
Quick  flame  across,  as  if  one  sud 
(The  angry  scribe  of  Judgment)  "  There  — 
Bum  it! '     And  straight  I  was  aware 
That  the  whole  ribwork  round,  minute 
Cloud  touching  cloud  beyond  compute. 
Was  tinted,  each  with  its  own  spot 
Of  burning  at  the  core,  till  clot 
Jammed  against  clot,  and  spilt  its  fire 
Over  all  heaven,  which  *gan  suspire 
As  fimned  to  measure  etiuable.  — 
Just  so  great  conflagrations  kill 
Night  overhead,  and  rise  and  sink, 
Reflected.    Now  the  fire  would  shiink 
And  wither  off  the  blasted  face 
Of  heaven,  and  I  distinct  might  trace 
The  sharp  black  ridgy  outlines  left 
I Jnbumed  like  network  —  then,  each  oleft 
llie  Bt^  had  been  sucked  back  into. 
Regorged,  and  out  it  surging  flew 
Furiously,  and  night  writhea  inflamed, 
Till,  tolerating  to  be  tamed 
No  longer,  certain  rays  world-wide 
Shot  downwardly.    On  everv  side 
Caught  past  escape,  the  earth  was  lit ; 
As  11  *  dragon's  nostril  split 
And  all  his  famished  ire  o>rflowed ; 
Then,  as  he  winced  at  his  lord's  goad. 
Back  he  inhaled :  whereat  I  found 
The  clouds  into  vast  pillars  bound. 
Based  on  the  comers  of  the  earth, 
Projpping  the  skies  at  top :  a  dearth 
Of  nre  i  tbe  violet  intervals. 
Leaving  exposed  the  utmost  walls 
Of  tiroi,  about  to  tumble  in 
And  end  the  world. 


XVI 

I  felt  begin 
The  Judgment-Day :  to  retrooede 
Was  too  late  now.    "  In  very  deed,*' 
(I  uttered  to  myself) ''  that  Day  1 " 
The  intuition  burned  away 
All  darkness  from  mv  spirit  too : 
There,  stood  I,  found  and  fixed,  I  knew. 
Choosing  the  world.    The  choice  was  made ; 
And  naked  and  disguiseless  stayed. 
And  unevadable.  the  fact. 
My  brain  held  all  the  same  compact 
Its  senses,  nor  my  heart  declined 
Its  office  ;  rather,  both  combined 
To  help  me  in  this  juncture.    I 
Lost  not  a  second,  — agony 
Gave  boldness :  since  my  ufe  had  end 
And  my  choice  with  it  —  best  defend, 
Applaud  both  I    I  resolved  to  say, 
^*  So  was  I  framed  by  thee,  such  way 
I  put  to  use  thy  senses  here  1 
It  was  so  beautiful,  so  near. 
Thy  world,  —  what  oonld  I  then  but  choose 
My  part  there  ?    Nor  did  I  refuse 
To  look  above  the  transient  boon 
Of  time  ;  but  it  was  hard  so  soon 
As  in  a  short  life,  to  eive  up 
Such  beauty :  I  could^pnt  toe  cup, 
Undrained  of  half  its  fulness,  by ; 
But,  to  renounce  it  utterly, 
—  That  was  too  hard !  ^  Nor  did  the  oiy 
Which  bade  renounce  it,  touch  my  bnun 
Authentically  deep  and  plain 
Enough  to  make  my  lips  let  go. 
But  thou,  who  knowest  all,  dost  know 
Whether  I  was  not,  life's  brief  while. 
Endeavoring  to  reconcile 
Those  lips  (too  tardily,  alas  1) 
To  letting  the  dear  remnant  pass. 
One  day,  —  some  drops  of  earthly  good 
Untasted  I    Is  it  for  this  mood. 
That  thou,  whose  earth  delights  so  weU, 
Uast  made  its  complement  a  hell  ?  " 

XVII 

A  final  belch  of  fire  like  blood, 
Overbroke  all  heaven  in  one  flood 
Of  doom.    Then  fire  was  sky,  and  sky 
Fire,  and  both,  one  brief  ecstas^r. 
Then  aahes.    But  I  heard  no  noise 
OVhatever  was)  because  a  voice 
Beside  me  spoke  tiius,  *^  Life  is  done. 
Time  ends,  Eternity 's  begun, 
And  thou  art  judged  forevermore.'* 

xviii 

I  looked  up ;  all  seemed  as  before ; 
Of  Uiat  doud-Tophet  overhead 
No  trace  was  left :  I  saw  instead 
The  oommon  round  me,  and  the  sky 
Above,  stretched  drear  and  emptUy 
Of  life.    'T  was  the  last  watch  of  nighi. 
Except  what  brings  the  morning  quite ; 
When  the  armed  angel,  conscience-clear, 
His  task  nigh  done,  leans  o'er  his  spear 
And  gazes  on  the  earth  he  guards. 
Safe  one  night  more  through  all  its  wards. 
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Till  God  relieve  him  at  his  post. 

**  A  dream  —  a  waking:  dream  at  moet !  *' 

(I  spoke  out  ^uiek,  that  I  roi^ht  shake 

The  horrid  mghtmare  off,  and  wake.) 

*"  The  world  gone,  yet  the  world  is  hare  ? 

Are  not  all  thinurs  as  they  appear  ? 

Is  Judgment  past  for  me  alone  ? 

—  Ana    where    had    place    the    great   white 

throne  ? 
The  rising  of  the  quick  and  dead  ? 
Where  stood   they,  small   and  great?    Who 

read 
The  sentence  frtmi  the  ooened  book  ?  *' 
So,  by  degrees,  the  blooa  forsook 
My  heart,  and  let  it  beat  afresh  ; 
I  knew  I  should  break  throngh  the  mesh 
Of  horror,  and  breathe  presently : 
Wlien,  lo,  again,  the  voice  by  me ! 

XIX 

I  saw  .  .  .  O  brother,  'mid  far  sands 

The  palm-tree-ciuctnred  city  stands,^ 

Bright-white  beneath,  as  heaven,  bright-blue, 

Leans  o*er  it,  while  the  years  porraa 

Their  course,  unable  to  abate 

Its  paradisal  laugh  at  fate  ! 

One  mom,  —  the  Arab  staggem  blind 

O^er  a  new  tract  of  death,  calcined 

To  ashes,  silenee,  nothingness,  — 

And  strives,  with  dizsy  wits,  to  guess 

Whence  fell  the  blow.    What  if,  'twixt  skies 

And  prostrate  earth,  be  should  sorptin 

The  imaged  vapor,  head  to  foot. 

Surveying,  motionless  and  mute, 

Its  work,  ere,  in  a  whirlwind  rapt 

It  vanish  np  aeain  ?  —  So  hapt 

My  chance.    Hx  stood  there.    Like  the  smoke 

Pillared  o*er  Sodom,  when  dav  broke,  — 

I  saw  him.    One  nuttuific  pall 

Mantled  in  massive  nM  and  fall 

His  head,  and  coiled  in  snaky  swathes 

About  his  feet :  mfihVs  Mack,  that  bathes 

All  else,  broke,  grizzled  with  despair. 

Against  the  sool  of  blackness  there. 

A  gesture  told  the  mood  within  — 

That  wrapped  right  hand  which  based  the  chin. 

That  intense  meditation  fixed 

Chi  his  procedure,  —  pity  mixed 

With  tne  fnlfilment  of  oecree. 

Motionless,  thui^,  he  spoke  to  me, 

AVho  fell  before  his  feet,  a  mass. 

No  man  now. 

XX 

**  All  is  come  to  pus. 
Such  shows  are  ovm*  for  each  sou 
They  had  respect  to.    In  the  roll 
Of  Judgment  which  convinced  raaakind 
Of  sin,  stood  many,  bold  and  Uiad, 
Terror  must  bum  Uie  truth  into : 
Their  fate  for  them  I  —  thou  hadst  to  do 
With  absolute  onmipotenee. 
Able  its  iudgments  to  dispense 
To  the  whole  race,  ss  every  one 
Were  its  sole  object.    Judgment  done, 
God  is,  thou  art,  —  the  rest  is  buried 
To  nothingness  for  thee.    This  world. 
This  finite  life,  thou  hast  preferred, 
1  disbelief  of  God  s  plain  wvd. 


To  heaven  and  to  infinity. 

Here  the  probation  was  tor  thoe. 

To  show  toy  soul  the  earthly  miiiad 

With  heavenly,  it  must  choose  betwixt. 

The  earthly  jovs  luy  palpable,  — 

A  taint,  in  each,  distinct  as  well ; 

The  heavenly  flitted,  faint  and  rare. 

Above  them,  but  as  truly  were 

Taintless,  so,  in  their  nature,  best. 

Thy  choice  was  earth :  thou  didst  attest 

^T  was  fitter  spirit  should  subserve 

The  flesh,  than  flesh  refine  to  nerve 

Beneath  the  spirit^s  play.    Advance 

No  claim  to  their  inheritance 

Who  chose  the  spirit's  fugitive 

Brief  gleams,  and  yearned,  '  This  wure  to  lira 

Indeed,  if  ravs,  completely  pure 

From  flesh  that  dulls  them,  could  endurs,  — 

Not  shoot  in  meteoHight  athwart 

Our  earth,  to  show  how  cold  and  swait 

It  lies  beneath  their  fire,  but  stand 

As  stars  do,  destined  to  expand. 

Prove  veritable  worlds,  our  home  I  * 

Thou  saidst,  —  'Let  spirit  star  the  doass 

Of  sky,  that  flesh  mav  miss  no  peak, 

No  nook  of  earth,  —  I  shall  not  seek 

Its  service  further !  *    Thou  art  shut 

Out  of  the  heaven  of  spirit ;  glut 

Thy  sense  upon  the  world :  't  is  thiBO 

Forever  — take  it  r* 

XXI 

'*  How  f    Is  mine. 
The  world  ?  "    (I  oried^hile  my  soul  broke 
Out  in  a  transport.)    **  Hast  thou  spoke 
Plainly  in  that  ?    Earth's  excpiisite 
Treasures  of  wonder  and  delight 
For  me  ?  " 

xxri 

The  austere  voice  retumed,  — 
"So  soon  made  happy?    Hadst  thou  leaned 
What  God  aoooanteth  happinssi. 
Thou  wonldst  not  find  it  hard  to  gneas 
What  hell  may  be  his  pnniahmsat 
For  those  who  doubt  'u  God  inveat 
Better  than  thev.    Let  such  men  rest 
Content  with  what  they  judged  the  beat. 
Let  the  unjust  usurp  at  will : 
The  filthy  shall  be  Shky  still : 
Miser,  there  waits  the  gold  for  thee ! 
Hater,  indulge  thine  enmity  1 
And  thou,  whose  heaven  self-otdained 
Was,  to  enjoy  earth  unrestrained. 
Do  it  I    Take  all  the  ancient  show  1 
The  woods  shall  wave,  the  riven  flow. 
And  men  apparent^  pursue 
Their  works,  as  they  were  wont  to  do« 
While  living  in  probatioo  yet. 
Ipromise  not  thou shalt  foiget 
The  past,  now  gone  to  its  aeoount ; 
But  leave  thee  with  the  old  amouat 
Of  faculties,  nor  less  nor  more, 
Unvisited,  as  heretofore, 
By  God*s  free  spirit*  that  makes  an  end. 
So,  once  more,  take  thy  worid  I     Kxpend 
Eternity  upon  its  shows 
Flung  tnee  as  freely  as  oae  rose 
Out  of  a  summer's  opulence. 
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Mid. 


Over  the  EdAo-barrier  whenoe 

Thoa  act  exeliidMl.    Knock  in  Tain  P' 

XXIII 

I  sat  ap.    All  was  still  again. 

I  breaUied  free :  to  m  j  heart,  back  fled 

The  warmth.    "  Bnt,  aU  the  world  1  "  —  I 

I  stooped  and  picked  a  leaf  of  fern, 

And  recollected  i  might  learn 

Prom  books,  how  many  myriad  sorts 

Of  fern  exist,  to  trust  reports. 

Each  as  distinct  and  beantif ol 

As  this,  the  very  first  I  cull. 

Think,  from  the  first  leaf  to  the  last ! 

(^nceive,  then,  earth's  resources  I    Vast 

Exhanstleas  beauty,  endless  change 

Of  wonder  1    And  this  foot  shall  range 

Alps,  Andes,  ^  and  this  eye  deronr 

The  bee-bird  and  the  aloe-fiower  ? 

XXIV 

Then  the  voice :  "  Welcome  so  to  rate 

The  arraa-f  olds  that  variegate 

The  earth,  God's  antechamber,  well ! 

The  wise,  who  waited  there,  could  tcJl 

By  these,  what  royalties  in  store 

Lay  one  step  past  the  entrance-door. 

For  whom,  was  reckoned,  not  too  much, 

This  life's  mnnificence  ?    For  such 

As  thoo,  —  a  race,  whereof  scarce  one 

Was  able,  in  a  million. 

To  feel  that  any  marvel  lav 

In  objects  round  his  feet  all  day ; 

Scarce  one,  in  many  millions  more. 

Willing,  if  able,  to  explore 

The  secreter.  minuter  charm  I 

—  Brave  souls,  a  fern-leaf  could  disarm 

Of  power  to  cope  with  Ood's  intent,  — 

Or  scared  if  the  south  firmament 

With  north-fire  did  its  wings  refledge  ! 

All  partial  beanty  was  a  pledge 

Of  beauty  in  its  plenitude : 

But  since  the  pledse  sufficed  thy  mood. 

Retain  it  I  plenitude  be  thein 

Who  hwked  above  I  " 

XXV 

Though  sharp  despairs 
l^ot  through  me,  I  held  up,  bore  on. 
**  What  matter  though  mv  trust  were  gone 
From  natural  things  r    Henceforth  my  part 
Be  lesa  with  nature  than  with  art ! 
For  art  supplants,  gives  niainlv  worth 
To  nature ;  *t  is  man  stamps  the  earth  -* 
And  I  will  seek  his  impress,  seek 
The  statuarjr  of  the  Greek, 
Italy's  painting  —  there  my  choice 
SliaUfixI" 


XXVI 


«t, 


Obtain  it  I "  said  the  voice, 
**  The  one  form  with  its  single  act, 
Which  sculptors  labored  to  abstract. 
The  one  face,  painters  tried  to  draw. 
With  its  one  look,  from  throngs  they  saw. 
And  that  perfection  in  their  soul. 
Theae  only  hinted  at  ?    The  whole, 
They  were  but  parts  of  ?    What  each  laid 


His  claim  to  glonr  on  ? — afraid 

His  fellow^nen  should  p^ive  him  rank 

By  mere  tentatives  which  he  ■l»»'*«lr 

^>mitten  at  heart  from,  all  the  more. 

That  gazers  pressed  in  to  adore  I 

*  ()hairi  be  judged  by  only  these  ?  * 

If  such  his  soul  s  capacities. 

Even  while  he  trod  the  earth,  -^  thinks  now. 

What  pomp  in  Buonarroti's  brow. 

With  its  new  palace-brain  where  dwells 

Superb  the  soul,  unvexed  by  cdls 

That  crumbled  with  the  transient  clay  I 

What  visions  will  his  rig^ht  hand's  sway 

Still  turn  to  forms,  as  still  they  burst 

Upon  him  ?    How  will  he  quench  thbst, 

Titanically  infantine. 

Laid  at  the  breast  of  the  Divine  ? 

Does  it  confound  thee,  —  this  first  page 

Emblasoning  man's  heritage  ?  — 

Can  this  alone  absorb  thy  sight, 

As  pages  were  not  infinite,  — 

Like  the  omnipotence  wbich  tasks 

Itself  to  furnish  all  that  asks 

The  soul  it  means  to  satiate  ? 

What  was  the  world,  the  starnr  state 

Of  the  broad  skies,  —  what,  all  displaya 

Of  power  and  beantir  intermixed. 

Which  now  thy  soul  is  chained  betwixt,  -~ 

What  else  than  needful  furniture 

For  life's  first  stage  ?    God's  work,  be  sore. 

No  more  spreads  wasted,  than  falls  scant  1 

He  filled,  did  not  exceed,  man's  want 

Of  beauty  in  this  life.    But  thronfj^ 

Life  pierce,  —  and  what  has  earth  to  do, 

Its  utmost  beauty's  appanage. 

With  the  requirement  of  next  stage  f 

l>id  God  pronounce  earth  *  very  good '  f 

Needs  must  it  be,  while  understMMl 

For  man's  preparatory  state ; 

Naught  here  to  heighten  nor  abate ; 

Transfer  the  same  completeness  here. 

To  serve  a  new  state's  use,  — and  drsar 

Deficiency  gapes  every  side  ! 

The  good,  tried  once,  were  bad,  retried. 

See  the  enwrapping  rocky  niche, 

Sufficient  for  the  sleep  in  which 

The  lizard  breathes  for  ages  sale : 

Split  the  mould  —  and  as  light  would  chafe 

The  creature's  new  world-widened  sense. 

Dazzled  to  d<*ath  at  evidence 

Of  all  the  sounds  and  sighte  that  broke 

Innumerous  at  the  chisel's  stroke,  — 

So,  in  God's  eye,  the  earth's  first  stuff 

Was,  neither  more  nor  less,  enough 

To  house  man's  soul,  man's  need  fulfil. 

Man  reckoned  it  immeasurable  ? 

So  thinks  the  lisard  of  his  vault  I 

Could  God  be  taken  in  default. 

Short  of  contrivance,  by  you,  — 

Or  reached,  ere  ready  to  pnrsoe 

His  progress  through  eternity  ? 

That  chambered  rock,  the  lizard*s  world. 

Your  easy  mallet's  blow  has  hurled 

To  nothingness  forever  ;  so, 

Has  God  abolished  at  a  blow 

This  world,  wherein  his  sainta  were  pent,  — 

Who,  thoogh  found  grateful  and  content. 

With  the  proviaion  there,  as  thou. 
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Yet  knew  be  would  not  disallow 

Their  soirit^s  hungtr,  felt  as  well,  — 

Uiuatea.  —  not  anaatable, 

As  paraaiae  gives  proof.    Deride 

Their  choice  now,  thou  who  sit'st  ontaide  1  *' 

xxvii 

I  oriad  in  anguish :  **  Mind,  the  mind. 

So  miserably  cast  behind. 

To  gain  what  had  been  wisel  j  lost  1 

Oh,  let  me  striva  to  make  the  moat 

Of  the  poor  stinted  soul,  I  nipped 

Of  buddings  wings,  else  now  equipped 

For  Toyage  from  summer  isle  to  isle  1 

And  thoi^iih  she  needs  must  rseoncile 

Ambition  to  the  life  on  ground. 

Still,  I  can  profit  bv  late  found 

But  precious  knowledge.    Mind  is  best  — 

1  will  seize  mind,  forego  the  rest. 

And  try  1h>w  far  my  tethered  strength 

May  crawl  in  this  poor  breadth  and  length. 

Let  me,  since  1  can  At  no  more. 

At  least  spin  dervish4tke  about 

(Till  giddy  rapture  almost  doubt 

I  flj)  through  circling  sciences, 

Philosophies  and  histories ! 

Should  the  whirl  slacken  there,  then  verse, 

Fining  to  masie,  shall  asperse 

Fresh  and  fresh  fire-dew,  till  I  strain 

IntoaicBte,  half^break  my  chain  I 

Not  joyless,  though  mole  fayored  feet 

Stand  calm,  where  I  want  wings  to  beat 

The  floor.    At  least  earth's  bond  is  broke  I  *' 

XXVIII 

Then  (sickening  eren  while  I  spoke) : 

**  Let  me  alone  I    No  answer,  pray, 

Tu  this !    I  know  what  thou  wilt  say  I 

All  still  ia  earth's,  —  to  know,  as  much 

An  feel  its  truths,  which  if  we  touch 

With  sense,  or  apprehend  in  soul. 

What  matter  ?   T  have  reached  the  iroal  — 

*  Whereto  does  knowledge  serve  1 '  will  bum 

My  eyes,  too  sure,  at  every  turn  1 

1  cannot  look  back  now,  nor  stake 

Bliss  on  the  race,  for  running's  saks. 

Thr  goal  *s  a  ruin  like  the  reat  I " 

^*  And  so  much  worse  thy  latter  queat,'* 

(Added  the  voice,)  '*  that  even  on  earth  — 

Whenever,  in  man's  soul,  had  birth 

Those  intuitions,  grasps  of  gueas, 

Which  pull  the  more  mto  the  less. 

Making  the  finite  comprehend 

Infinity,  —  the  bard  would  spend 

Such  praise  alone,  upon  his  craft. 

As,  when  wind-lyres  ohev  the  waft, 

(}oes  to  the  craftsman  who  arranged 

The   seven   strings,   ehaaged   them   and 

changed  — 
Knowing  it  was  the  South  that  harped. 
He  felt  his  somr,  in  singing,  warped ; 
Distinguiehed  Ms  and  God's  part :  wbe 
A  world  of  spirit  as  of  sense 
Was  plain  to  him,  yet  not  too  plain. 
Which  he  could  traverse,  not  remain 
A  guest  in:  —else  were  permanant 
Heaven  on  the  eaith  its  gleams  were 
To  sting  with  hunger  for  full  light,  — 


Made  visible  in  v 


The  veiling  waskmnss ,  —  taruth  by  ma 
Of  fable,  showing  while  it  screens,  — 
Since  highest  truth,  man  e'er  supplied, 
Was  ever  fable  on  outside. 
Such  gleams  made  brigrht  the  earth  aa 
Now  the  whole  sun  'a  his  heritage  I 
Take  up  thy  world,  it  is  allowea. 
Thou  who  hast  enterhd  in  the  cloud  I  '* 

XXIX 

Then  I  —  *'  Behold,  my  spirit  bleeds. 

Catches  no  more  at  broken  reeds,  -^ 

But  lilies  flower  those  reeds  above : 

I  let  the  world  go,  and  take  love  t 

Love  survives  in  me,  albeit  those 

I  love  be  henceforth  masks  and  shown. 

Not  living  men  and  women:  still 

I  mind  how  love  repaired  all  ilL 

Cured  wrong,  soothed  grief  j  made  earth  *">f***^ 

With  parents,  brothers,  children,  friends  I 

Some  semblance  el  a  woman  yet 

With  eyes  to  help  me  to  fomt. 

Shall  look  on  me ;  and  I  wifl  mateh 

Departed  love  wiUi  love,  attach 

Ola  memories  to  new  dreams,  nor  seom 

The  poorest  of  the  grains  of  com 

I  save  from  ahipwreek  on  this  isle. 

Trusting  its  bamnnem  may  smile 

With  happy  foodful  green  one  day. 

More  precious  for  the  pains.    I  pray,  — 

Leave  to  love,  only  I '' 

XXX 

At  the  word. 
The  form,  I  looked  to  have  been  stiircd 
With  pity  and  approval,  rose 
O'er  me,  as  when  the  headsman  throws 
Axe  over  shoulder  to  make  end  — 
I  fell  prone,  letting  him  expend 
His  wrath,  while  uins  the  mfiicting  voiee 
Smote  me.     ^*  Is  this  thy  final  choioe  ? 
Love  is  the  best  ?    'T  is  somewhat  late  1 
And  all  thou  dost  enumerate 
Of  power  and  beauty  in  the  world. 
The  mightiness  of  love  was  curled 
Inextricably  round  about. 
Love  lay  within  it  and  without^^ 
To  clasp  thee,  — but  in  vain !    Thv  sool 
Still  shrunk  from  him  who  made  toe  vhola. 
Still  set  deliberate  aside 
His  love !  -  Now  take  love  I    WeU  batsda 
Thy  tardy  conscience  I    Haste  to  take 
The  show  of  love  for  the  name's  sake. 
Remembering  every  moment  who, 
Beside  creating  thee  unto 
These  ends,  aid  these  for  thae,  waa  said 
To  tmderjro  death  in  thy  stead 
In  flesh  like  thine :  so  ran  the  tale. 
What  doubt  in  thee  could  countervail 
Belief  ia  it  ?    Upon  the  ground 
*That  in  the  story  had  been  found 
Too  much  love !    How  ooold  Qod  low  so  T* 
He  who  in  all  his  works  below 
Adapted  to  the  needs  of  man, 
Made  love  the  basis  of  the  plaa,  — 
Did  love,  as  was  demonstrated : 
While  man,  who  waa  so  fit  iastaad 
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To  hate,  as  eveiy  day  nre  proof,  — 
Man  thought  man,  for  nk  kind*8  behoof. 
Both  oonld  and  did  invent  that  loheme 
(H  perfect  lore :  ^t  would  well  beseem 
Cain^s  nature  thoa  wast  wont  to  praise. 
Nut  tally  with  6od*s  usaal  ways  I  '* 

XXXI 

And  I  eowered  deprecatinfrly  — 

'*  Thou  Love  of  God !    Or  let  me  die, 

(>r  grant  what  shall  seem  heaven  almost ! 

Let  me  not  know  that  all  is  lost, 

Thongh  lost  it  be  —  leave  me  not  tied 

To  this  despair,  this  corpse^like  bride  ! 

I>et  that  ola  life  seem  mme  —  no  more  — > 

With  limitation  as  before. 

With  darkness,  hanger,  toil,  distress: 

Be  all  the  earth  a  wildemesfi ! 

(hilv  let  me  go  on,  ffp  on. 

Still  hoping  ever  a«id  anon 

Tu  reacn  one  eve  the  Better  Land !  ** 

xxxii 

Then  did  the  form  expand,  ex|»and  - 
I  knew  him  through  the  dread  disguise 
\»  the  whole  God  within  his  eyes 
Krabraced  me. 

XXXIII 

When  I  lived  again. 
The  day  was  breaking,  — the  grav  phun 
I  rose  from,  silvered  thick  with  dew, 


Was  this  a  vision  ?    False  or  true  ? 

Since  then,  three  varied  years  are  spent. 

And  commonly  my  mind  is  bent 

To  think  it  was  a  dream  —  be  sure 

A  mere  dream  and  distemperature  — 

The  last  day's  watching:  then  the  nk^t,  — 

The  shock  of  that  strange  Northern  Light 

Set  my  head  swimming,  bred  in  me 

A  dream.    And  so  I  tive,  jou.  see. 

Go  through  the  world,  try,  prove,  reject, 

Prefer,  still  stniggling  to  effect 

My  warfare  ;  happy  that  I  can 

Be  crossed  and  thwarted  as  a  man. 

Not  left  in  Gkid's  contempt  apart. 

With  ghastly  smooth  life,  dead  at  heart, 

Tame  m  earth  *s  paddock  as  her  prise. 

Thank  (rod,  she  still  each  method  tries 

To  catch  roe,  who  nuy  ^et  escape, 

She  knows.—  the  fiend  in  angers  shape  I 

Thank  Goo,  no  paradise  stands  barred 

To  entry,  and  I  find  it  hard 

To  be  a  Christian,  as  I  said  I 

Still  every  now  and  then  my  head 

Raised  glad,  sinks  moomf  nl  —  all  grows  drear 

Spite  of  the  sunshine,  while  I  fear 

And  think,  ^*  How  dreadful  to  be  grudged 

No  ease  henceforth,  as  one  that 's  judged, 

Condemned  to  earth  forever,  shut 

From  heaven  1  ^' 

But  Eastei^Day  breaks  1    But 
Christ  lisss  I    Meroy  every  way 
Is  infinite, — and  vno  can  say  r 
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In  making  his  final  distribution  ol  poems 
Browning  gave  the  above  title  and  dates  to  the 
thirteen  poems  which  follow,  but  the  title  was 
originally  given  by  him  to  two  volumes  pub- 


lished in  1855.  The  other  poems  are  dispersed 
among  the  several  groups  already  named,  with 
the  exception  of  In  a  Balamif^  which  appeared 
by  itself. 


"TRANSCENDENTALISM:     A     POEM    IN 
TWELVE   BOOKS  ' 

Stop  playing,  poet !    May  a  brother  speak  ? 
*T  is  you  speak,  that  *s  your  error.    8ong  V  oar 

art: 
Whereas  you    plaase  to    speak  these   naked 

thoughts^ 
Instead  of  draping  them  in  sights  and  sounds. 
—  True  thoughts,  good  thoughts,  thoughts  fit 

to  treasure  up ! 
Bat  why  such  long  prolusion  and  display. 
Such  tumini^  and  actjustment  of  the  harp. 
And  taking  it  upoii  your  breast,  at  length, 
Only  to  speak  dry  words  across  its  strings  ? 
Stark-naited  thought  is  in  rnnnost  enough : 
prose  and  toUo  it  till  Kiin>pc  hears  ! 


The  six-foot  Swiss  tube,  braoed  about  with 

bark. 
Which  helps  the  hunter^s  voice  from  Alp  to 

Alp- 
Exchange    our  harp  for  that,  —  who  hinders 

you? 

But  here  *s  your   fault ;   grown  men  want 

thought,  yon  think ; 
Thought  *8  what  they  mean  by  verse,  and  seek 

in  verse : 
Boys  seek  for  images  and  melcKly, 
Men  must  have  reason  —  so,  you  aim  at  men. 
Quite  otherwise !     Objects  throng  our  youth, 

'tis  true; 
We  see  and  hear  and  do  not  w<mder  much : 
If  yon  could  tell  us  what  they  mean,  indeed ! 
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Ab  German  Boehme  never  cared  for  plants 
Until  it  happed,  a-walkinfp  in  the  fields. 
He  noticed  all  at  once  that  plants  ooold  spealL, 
Nay,  turned  with  loosened  tongrue  to  talk  with 

him. 
That  day  the  daisy  had  an  eye  indeed  — 
Culloquized  with  the  cowslip  on  such  themes  ! 
We  find  them  extant  yet  in  Jacobus  prose. 
But  by  the  time  youth  slips  a  stage  (»r  two 
While  reading  prose  in  tliat  tough  book  he 

wrote 
(Collating  and  emendating  the  same 
And  settling  on  the  sense  most  to  our  mind). 
We  shut  the  ckups  and  find  life*s  summer  past. 
Then,  who  helps    more,  pray,   to  repair  our 

loss  — 
Another  Boehme  with  a  tougher  book 
And  subtler  meanings  of  what  roses  say,  — 
Or  some  stout  Mage  like  him  of  Ilalberstadt, 
John,  who  made  things  Boehme  wrote  thoughts 

about? 
He  with  a    "  look  you  1  '*  renta  a  brace    of 

rhvmes. 
And  in  tnere  oreaka  the  sudden  rose  herself, 
(hrer  us,  under,  round  as  everjr  side. 
Nay,  in  and  out  the  tables  and  the  chairs 
And  musty  rolumes,  Boehme's  book  and  all,  — 
Buries  us  with  a  glory,  young  once  more. 
Pouring  heaven  into  this  shut  house  of  life. 

So  come,  the  harp  back  to  your  heart  again ! 
You  are  a  poem,  though  your  poem  *s  naught. 
The  best  ot  all  vou  showed  before,  believe. 
Was  your  own  bov-face  o'er  the  finer  chords 
Bent,  following  tne  cherub  at  the  top 
That  points  to  Qod  with  his  paired  half-moon 
wings. 


HOW   IT    STRIKES  A    CONTEMPORARY 

I  OKLY  knew  one  poet  in  my  life : 

And  this,  or  something  like  it,  was  his  way. 

Ton  saw  go  up  and  down  Valladolid, 
A  num  of  mark,  to  know  next  time  yon  saw. 
His  very  serviceable  suit  of  black 
Was  courtly  once  and  conscientious  still. 
And  many  might  have  worn  it,  though  none 

did: 
The  cloak,  that  somewhat  shone  and  showed 

the  threads, 
Had  purpose,  and  the  ruff,  significance. 
He  walked  and  tapped  the  pavement  with  his 

cane. 
Scenting  the  world,  looking  it  full  in  face. 
An  old  dog,  bald  and  blinai^h,  at  his  heels. 
They  turned  up,  now,  the  alley  bv  the  church. 
That  leads   nowhither;    now,  tney  breathed 

themselves 
(hi  the  main  promenade  just  at  the  wrong  time : 
Ton  M  come  upon  his  scrutinizing  hat. 
Making  a  peaked  shade  blacker  than  itself 
Against  the  single  window  spared  some  house 
Intact  yet  with  its  niouldon*d  Moorish  work,  - 
(h*  else  surprise  the  ferrel  of  his  stick 
Trsring  the  mortar *s  temper  'tween  the  chinks 
Of  some  new  shop  a-building,  French  and  fine. 


He  stood  and  watched  the  cobbler  at  his  tnda. 
The  man  who  slices  lemons  into  drink. 
The  coifee-roaster's  braxier,  and  the  boys 
That  volunteer  to  help  hini  turn  its  winch. 
He  glanced  o'er  books  on  stalls  with  half  an 

eye, 
And  fly-leaf  ballads  on  the  vender's  string. 
And  broad-edge  bold-print  posters  by  the  wall. 
He  took  such  cognizance  of  men  and  things. 
If  any  beat  a  horse,  yon  felt  he  saw  ; 
If  any  cursed  a  woman,  he  took  note ; 
Yet  stared  at  nobody,  —  you  stared  at  him. 
And  found,  less  to  your  pleasure  than  surprise, 
He  seemed  to  know  yon  and  expect  as  macJi. 
So,  next  time  that  a  neighbor's  tongias  war 

loosed. 
It  marked  the  shameful  and  notorious  fad. 
We  had  among  us,  not  so  much  a  q>y. 
As  a  recording  chief-inquisitor. 
The  town's  true  master  if  the  town  hut  knsv  1 
We  merely  kept  a  sovemor  for  form. 
While  this  man  walked  about  and  took  acconnt 
Of  all  thou|[ht,  said  and  acted,  then  went  home. 
And  wrote  it  fully  to  onr  Lord  ths  King 
Who  has  an  itch  to  know  things,  he  knows  why, 
And  reads  them  in  his  bedroom  of  a  night. 
Oh,  you  might  smile  I  there  wanted  not  a  toadi, 
A  tang  of  .  .  .  well,  it  was  not  whollv  ease 
As  back  into  your  mind  the  man's  look  came. 
Stricken  in  vean  a  little,  — such  a  brow 
His  eyes  haa  to  live  under  I  —  clear  as  flint 
On  either  side  the  formidable  nose 
Curved,  cut  and  colored  like  an  eagle's  claw. 
Had  he  to  do  with  A's  surprising  fate  ? 
Wlien  altogether  old  B  disappeared 
And  young  C  got   his  mistress, — was't  onr 

friend. 
His  letter  to  the  King,  that  did  it  all  ? 
What  paid   the  bloodless   man  for  so  mnch 

pains? 
Our  Lord  the  Kin^  has  favorites  mamf old. 
And  shifts  his  ministry  some  once  a  month ; 
Our  city  gets  new  governors  at  whiles,  — 
But  never  word  or  sign,  that  I  oonld  hear. 
Notified  to  this  man  about  the  streets 
The  King's  approval  of  those  letters  conned 
The  last  thing  duly  at  the  dead  of  night. 
Did  the  man  love  his  office?    Frowned  our 

Lord, 
Exhorting  when  none   heard  —  "Beseech  nw 

nott 
Too  far  above  my  people,  —  beneath  me  I 
I  set  the  watch,  — how  should  the  people  know  f 
Forget  them,  keep  me  all  the  more  in  mind  1  ** 
Was  some  such  understanding  'twist  the  two  f 

I  found  no  truth  in  one  report  at  least  — 
That  if  you  tracked  him  to  his  home,  down 

Beyond  the  Jewry,  and  as  clean  to  paoe. 
You  found  he  ate  his  supper  in  a  room 
Blazing  with  lights,  four  Titians  on  the  widL 
And  twentv  naked  girls  to  change  his  plata ! 
Poor  man,  tie  lived  another  kind  of  life 
111  that  new  stuccoed  third  house  by  the  bridgv. 
Fnjsh-uainted,  rather  smart  than  cAherwise  I 
The  whole  street  might  o'erlook  him  as  hm  sat. 
Leg  croming  leg,  one  foot  on  the  dog's  back. 
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_  •  daoent  eribbage  with  han  maid 
(Jacynth,  you  're  sure  her  name  was)  o^er  the 

cheese 
Aiid  fniit,  three  red  halvea  of  starved  winter- 

pears. 
Or  treat  of  radishes  in  April.    Nine, 
Ten,  struck  the  church  clock,  straigrht  to  bed 

went  he. 

My  father,  like  the  man  of  sense  he  was. 
Would  point  him  out  to  me  a  dozen  times ; 
•'  \St  -^St,"  he  'd  whbper,  "  the  Corregidor !  " 
I  had  been  used  to  think  that  personaKe 
Was  one  with  lacquered  breeches,  lustrous  belt. 
And  feathers  like  a  forest  in  his  hat. 
Who  blew  a  trumpet  and  proclaimed  the  news. 
Announced  the   bull-fights,  gare  each  church 

its  turn. 
And  memorized  the  miracle  in  vogue  I 
He  had  a  great  observance  from  us  boys  ; 
We  were  in  error ;  that  was  not  the  man. 

I  *d  like  now,  yet  had  haply  been  afraid, 
To  have  just  looked,  when  this  man  came  to 

die, 
And  seen  who  lined  the  dean  gay  garret-sides 
Aiid  stood  about  the  neat  low  truckle-bed, 
With  the  heavenly  manner  of  relieving  ^ard. 
Here  had  been,  mark,  the  general-in-chief, 
Through  a  whole  campaign  of  the  world's  life 

and  death. 
Idling  the  King*s  work  all  the  dim  dav  long, 
Im  his  old  coat  and  up  to  knees  in  mua. 
Smoked  Uke  a  herring,  dining  on  a  crust, - 
And,  now  the  day  was  won,  relieved  at  once  I 
No  further  show  or  need  for  that  old  coat, 
Ton  are  sure,  for  one  thing !    Bless  us,  idl  the 

while 
How  sprucely  we  are  dressed  out,  you  and  1 1 
A  seeond,  and  the  angels  alter  that. 
Well,  I  could  never  write  a  verse,  —  could  you  ? 
Let 's  to  the  Prado  and  make  the  most  of  time. 
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Upon  the  first  proof  of  this  poem  Browning 
wrote :  **  I  had  better  say  perhaps  that  tlie 
above  is  nearly  all  retained  of  a  tragedy  I  com- 
posed much  against  my  endeavor,  while  in  bed 
with  a  fever  two  years  ago  —  it  went  farther 
into  the  story  of  Hippolytus  and  Aricia ;  but 
when  I  got  well,  putting  only  thus  much  down 
at  once,  I  soon  forgot  the  remainder. ''  The 
uot«^  contain  an  interesting  defence  by  Brown- 
ing of  the  form  of  his  Greek  names. 

I  AM  a  goddess  of  the  ambrosial  courts, 
And  save  by  Here,  Oneen  of  Pride,  surpassed 
Br  none  whose  temples  whiten  this  the  world. 
Throni^h  heaven  I  roll  my  lucid  moon  along ; 
I  shed  in  hell  o'er  my  pale  people  peace  ; 
C  hi  earth  I,  caring  for  the  creatures,  guara 
Kaeh  pregnant  veilow  wolf  and  fox-bitch  sleek, 
And  everv  feathered  mother's  callow  brood. 
And  all  that  love  green  hannts  and  loneliness. 


Of  men,  the  chaste  ad<Mre  me,  hanging  erowns 
Of  poppies  red  to  blackness,  bell  and  stem. 
Upon  nay  inuue  at  Athenai  here  : 
And  this  dead  Tenth,  Asclepios  bends  above. 
Was  dearest  to  me.    He^  my  buskined  step 
To  follow  through  the  wild-wood  leafy  ways. 
And  chase  the  panting  stag,  or  swift  with  darts 
Stop  the  swift  ounce,  or  lav  the  leopard  low, 
Neglected  homage  to  another  god  : 
Whence  Aphrodite,  by  no  mionight  smoke 
Of  tapers  lulled,  in  jealousy  dispatched 
A  noisome  lust  that,  as  the  ^ladoee  stings. 
Possessed  his  stepdame  Phaidra  for  himself 
The  son  of  Theseus  her  great  absent  spouse. 
Hippolutos  exclaiming  in  his  rage 
A^nst  the  fruj  of  the  Queen,  she  judged 
Life  insupportable  ;  and,  pricked  at  heart 
An  Amazonian  stranger's  race  should  dare 
To  scorn  her,  perish^  bv  the  murderous  cord: 
Yet,  ere  she  perished,  blasted  in  a  scroll 
The   fame  of   him    her  swerving   made  not 

swerve. 
And  Theseus,  read,  returning,  and  belieTed, 
And  exiled,  in  the  blindness  of  his  wrath. 
The  man  without  a  crime  who,  last  as  first, 
LoyaL  divulged  not  to  his  sire  the  truth. 
Now  Theseus  from  Poseidon  had  obtained 
That  of  his  wishes  should  be  granted  three. 
And  one  he  imprecated  straight —  ^*  AUve 
May  ne*er  Hippolutos  reach  other  lands  !  " 
Poseidon  heard,  ai  ai  I    And  scarce  the  prince 
Had  stepped  into  the  fixed  boots  of  the  car 
That  give  the  feet  a  stay  against  the  strength 
Of  the  Henetian  hones,  and  around 
His  body  flung  the  rein,  and  umd  their  speed 
Along  the  rocks  and  shingles  of  the  shore. 
When  from  the  gaping  wave  a  monster  flung 
His  obscene  body  in  the  coursers'  oath. 
These,  mad  with  terror,  as  the  sea-bull  sprawled 
Wallowing  about  their  feet,  lost  care  oi  him 
That  reared  them  ;  and  the  masterHshariot-pole 
Snapping  beneath  their  plunges  like  a  reed, 
Hippolutos,  whose  feet  were  trammelled  fast. 
Was  vet  dragged  forward  by  the  circling  rein 
Which  either  hand  directed ;  nor  they  quenched 
The  frenzy  of  their  flight  before  each  trace. 
Wheel- spoke  and  splinter  of  the  woeful  car, 
Each  boulderetone,  sharp  stub  and  spiny  shell. 
Huge  fish-bone  wrecked  and  wreathed  amid  the 

sands 
On  that  detested  beach,  was  bright  with  blood 
And  morsels  of  his  flesh  :  then  fell  the  steeds 
Head-foremost,  crashing  in  their  mooned  fronts. 
Shivering  with  sweat,  each  white  eye  horror- 
fixed. 
His  people,  who  had  witnessed  all  afar. 
Bore  back  the  ruins  of  Hippolutos. 
But  when  his  sire,  too  swoln  with  pride,  rejmoed 
(Indomitable  as  a  man  foredoomed) 
That  vast  Poseidon  had  fulfilled  his  prayer, 
I,  in  a  flood  of  glory  visible. 
Stood  o'er  my  dying  votary  and,  deed 
Bv  deed,  revealed,  as  all  took  place,  the  truth. 
Then  Theseus  lay  the  woefnilest  of  men. 
And  worthily ;  but  ere  the  death-veils  hid 
His  face,  the  murdered    prince   full    pardon 

breathed 
To  his  rash  sire.    Whereat  Aihenai  wails. 
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So  I,  who  ne^er  fonake  mv  votaries, 
Lest  in  tlie  cross-way  none  the  honey-«ake 
Should  tender,  nor  pour  out  the  do^^s  hot  life  ; 
Lest  at  ray  fane  the  priests  disconsolate 
{Should  dress  my  iina^ce  with  some  faded  poor 
Few  crowns,  made  favors  of,  nor  dare  object 
Such  slackness  to  ray  worshippers  who  turn 
Elsewhere  the  trustins^  heart  and  loaded  hand. 
As  they  had  cliiubed  Olumpos  to  report 
(H  Artemis  and  nowhere  found  her  thi<one  — 
I  interposed :  and,  this  eventful  nifi^ht,  — 
(While  round  the  funeral  pyre  tlie  populaoe 
Stood  with  fierce  light  on  their  hlack  robes 

which  bound 
Each  sobbing:  head,  while  yet  their  hair  they 

olippea 
C)*er  the  dead  body  of  their  withered  prinoe, 
And.  in  his  palace,  Theseus  prostrated 
On  tne  oold  hearth,  his  brow  cold  as  the  slab 
^Twas  bruised  on,  f^roaned  away  the  heavy 

grief— 
As  the  pyre  fell,  and  down  the  cross  logs  crashed 
Sending  a  crowd  of  sparkles  through  Uie  night. 
And  the  gav  fire,  elate  with  nustery. 
Towered  liKe  a  serpent  o^er  the  clotted  jars 
()f  wine,  dissolving  oils  and  frankinoenae, 
And  splendid  gums  like  gold,)  —  my  potency 
(^onveyed  the  perished  man  to  my  retreat 
In  the  thrice- venerable  forest  here. 
And  this  white-bearded  uge  who  squeeses  now 
The  berried  plant,  is  Phoibos*  son  ot  fame, 
Asclepioa,  whom  mv  radiant  brother  taught 
The  doctrine  of  eacn  herb  and  flower  ana  root. 
To  know  their  secret^st  virtue  and  express 
The  saving  soul  of  all :  who  so  has  soot-hed 
With  lavers  the  torn  brow  and  murdered  cheeks, 
Conqweed  the  hair  and  bronght  its  gloss  again. 
And  called  the  red  bloom  to  the  pale  skin  back. 
And  laid  the  strips  and  Sagged  ends  of  flesh 
Even  onoe  more,  and  slacked  the  sinew  ^s  knot 
Of  every  tortured  limb  —  that  now  he  lies 
As  if  mere  sleep  possessed  him  underneath 
These  interwoven  oaks  and  pines.    Oh  cheer, 
Divine  presenter  of  the  healing  rod, 
Th^r  snake,  with  ardent  throat  and  lulling  eye. 
Twines  his  lithe  spires  around  I    I  say,  muen 

oheerl 
Proceed  thon  with  thy  wisest  pharnoaoies  I 
And  ye,  white  crowd  of  woodhuid  sister-nymphs. 
Ply,  as  the  sage  directs,  these  buds  and  leaves 
That  strew  the  tnrf  around  the  twain  I    While  I 
Await,  in  fitting  silence,  the  event. 
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Karsbisb,  the  picker-np  of  learning's  crumbs, 
The  not-incurious  in  God^s  handiwork 

SThis  man  Vflesh  he  hath  admirably  made, 
lown  like  a  bubble,  kneaded  like  a  paste, 
To  coop  up  and  keep  down  on  earth  a  space 
That  pnflf  of  vapor  from  his  month,  man's  soul) 
—  To  Abib,  all-sagacious  in  our  art. 
Breeder  in  me  of  what  poor  skill  1  boast. 
IJke  me  inqnimtive  how  pricks  and  cracks 


and 


fiefall  the  flesh  throns^  too  mush  sti 

strain. 

Whereby  the  wil^  vapor  fain  would  slip 
Back  and  rejoin  its  souroe  before  the  term,  — 
And  aptest  in  contrivance  (under  God) 
To  bame  it  by  deftly  stopping  such  :  — 
The  vagrant  Scholar  to  lus  Sage  at  home 
Sends  greeting  (health  and  knondedge,  fame 

with  peace) 
Three  samples  of  true  snake-stone  —  rarer  Blill, 
One  of  the  other  sort,  the  melon-diaped, 
(But  fitter,  pounded  fine,  for  charms  than  drugs) 
And  writeth  now  the  tweaty-seoond  time. 

My  ioumeyings  were  bronght  to  Jericho : 
Thus  I  resume.    Who  studious  in  our  art 
Shall  count  a  little  labor  unrepaid  f 
I  have  shed  sweat  enough,  left  flesh  and  bone 
On  many  a  flinty  furlong  of  this  land. 
Also,  the  oountry-side  is  all  on  fire 
With  rumors  of  a  marehing  hitherwwd  : 
Some  say  Vespasian  cometh,  some,  his  son. 
A  black  lynx  snarled  and  pricked  a  tufted  ear ; 
Lust  of  my  blood  inflamed  his  y«llow  balls : 
I  cried  and  threw  my  staff  and  he  was  gone. 
Twice  have  the  robbers  stripped  and  beaton  me. 
And  onoe  a  town  declared  me  for  a  spj ; 
But  at  tlie  end,  I  reach  Jerusalem, 
Since  this  poor  covert  where  I  pass  the  night. 
This  Bethany,  lies  scarce  the  oistance  tttanoe 
A  man  with  plague-sores  at  the  third  degree 
Runs  till  he  drops  down  dead.    Thon  laughest 

here! 
*Sooth,  it  elates  me,  thus  reposed  and  sale, 
To  void  the  stuffing  of  my  travel-sorip 
And  share  with  thee  whatever  Jewvy  yieUa. 
A  viscid  oholer  is  observable 
In  tertians,  I  was  nearly  bold  to  say ; 
And  falling-sickness  hath  a  happier  ears 
Than   our  school    wots  of:    thers's  a  spider 

here 
Weaves  no  web,  watches  on  the  ledge  of  tombs. 
Sprinkled  with  mottles  on  an  ash-gray  back  : 
Take  five  and  drop  them  .  .  .  but  who  knows 

his  mind, 
The  Syrian  run^n&te  I  trust  this  to  ? 
His  service  payeth  me  a  sublimate 
Blown  np  his  nose  to  help  the  ailing  eye. 
Best  wait :  I  reach  Jerusalem  at  mom, 
There  set  in  order  my  experiences. 
Gather   what   most   deserves,    and   g^ve  thee 

all  — 
Or  I  might  add,  Judsea^s  gnm-tragaoaath 
Scales  off  in  purer  flakes,  snines  elearer-ffrained. 
Cracks  Hwixt  the  pestle  and  the  porphyry. 
In  fine  exceeds  our  produce.    Scalp-disease 
Confounds  me,  crossing  so  with  leprosy  — 
Thon  hadst   admired   one   sort    I   gained    at 

Zoar  — 
But  zeal  outruns  discretion.    Hers  I  end. 

Yet  stav :  my  Syrian  blinketh  gratefully, 
Protestetn  his  devotion  is  my  price  — 
Suppose  I  write  what  harms  not,  thougli  h» 

steal? 
I  half  resolve  to  tell  thee,  yet  I  blush. 
What  set  me  off  a-writiug  first  of  all. 
An  itch  I  had,  a  sting  to  write,  a  tang  I 
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For,  be  it  this  tvwn'a  bomniMM  —  or  else 
The  Man  had  aomethiiifir  in  the  look  off  him  — 
His  ease  has  stniek  me  far  more    than    'tis 

worth. 
So,  pardon  if  —  (lest  presently  I  lose 
lu  the  great  press  of  aoyeity  at  hand 
The  care  and  pains  this  somehow  stole  from 

me) 
I  bid  thee  take  the  thia^  while  fresh  in  mind. 
Almost  in  sight  —  for,  wilt  thoa  haTe  the  tmth  ? 
The  Tory  man  is  gone  f  ram  me  bat  now, 
AVhoee  ailment  ia  the  subjeot  of  discomve. 
Thus  then,  and  let  thy  better  wit  help  all ! 

T  is  buta  ease  of  mania— sabiadnoed 
By  epilepqr,  at  the  turning-point 
Of  tianoe  prolonged  nndaly  some  three  days : 
When,  by  the  ezhibitioa  of  some  drag 
Or  spell,  ezoroication,  stroke  of  art 
Unknown   to  me  and  whieh  Hwere  well  to 

know. 
The  evil  thing  out-breaking  all  at  once 
Left  the  man  whole  and  somid  of  body  indeed^  ^ 
Bat,  flinging  (so  to  speak)  life's  gates  too  wide, 
>IakiDg  a  elaar  house  of  it  too  suddenly, 
The  first  <9oaoeit  that  entered  might  inscribe 
Whatever  it  was  minded  on  the  wall 
^^o  plainly  at  that  Tantage,  as  it  were, 
<Pirrt  come,  first  served)  that  nothing  snbse- 

qoent 
Attaineth  to  erase  those  fancy-sorawls 
The  jastretnmed  and  new-established  aoul 
Hath  gotten  now  so  thoroughly  by  heart 
That  henceforth  she  will  read  or  these  or  none. 
And  first  —  the  man's  own  firm  oonviotion  rests 
That  he  was  dead  (in  fact  they  buried  him) 

—  That  he  wss  dead  and  then  restored  to  life 
By  a  Nazarene  physioiaa  of  his  tribe : 

-  -  '^yeth,  the  eame  bade  ''  Rise,"  and  he  did 

rise. 
**  Such  cases  are  diiumal,"  thon  wilt  cry. 
Not  so  this  figment !  —  not,  that  such  a  fame. 
Instead  of  ^vin&r  way  to  time  and  health, 
Shoold  eat  itBelfinto  the  life  of  life, 
As  saffron  tingeth  flesh,  blood,  bones  and  all  I 
For  see,  how  he  takes  up  the  after-life. 
The  man — it  is  one  Lazarus  a  Jew, 
Sanguine,  proportioned,  fifty  years  of  age. 
The  body's  habit  wholly  laudable. 
As  much,  indeed,  bevond  the  oomraon  health 
As  he  were  made  ana  put  aside  to  show. 
Think,  ooukl  we  penetrate  by  any  drug 
And  bathe  the  wearied  soul  and  worried  flesh. 
And  faring  it  clear  and  fair,  by  three  days' 

sleep! 
Whence  has  the  roan  the  balm  that  brightens 

all? 
This  grown  man  eyes  the  workl  now  like  a 

child. 
Some  eMen  of  his  tribe,  I  should  premise, 
I  Aid  in  their  friend,  obedient  as  a  sheep. 
To  bear  my  inquisition.    While  they  spoke. 
Now    sharply,    now   with  sorrow,  —  told  the 


lie  listenea  not  except  I  spoke  to  him, 
Hnt  folded  his  two  hands  and  let  them  talk. 
Watching  the  flies  that  bmezed  :  and  yet  no 


And  that 's  a  sample  how  his  yeam  must  go. 
Look,  if  a  beggar,  in  fixed  mtddls-life, 
Should  find  a  treaaare,  —  oan  he  use  the  same 
With  straitened  haUti  and  with  tastes  starved 

small. 
And  take  at  once  to  his  impoverished  birnia 
The  sudden  element  that  changes  things. 
That  sets  the  undreamed-of  rapture  at  his  hand 
And  puts  the  cheap  old  joy  in  the  soomed  dust  P 
Is  he  not  such  an  one  as  moves  to  mirdi  — 
Waiily  parsimonious,  when  no  need. 
Wasteful  as  drunkenness  at  undue  times  ? 
All  pmdent  counsel  as  to  what  befits 
The  golden  mean,  is  lest  on  such  an  one : 
The  man's  fantastic  will  is  the  man's  law. 
80  here  —  we  cell  Uie  treasure  knowledge,  say. 
Increased  beyond  the  fleshly  faonlty  — 
Heaven  opened  to  a  soul  while  yet  on  earth. 
Eai'th  forced  on  a  soul's  use  while  seeiag  hea- 
ven: 
The  man  is  witless  of  the  size,  the  sum, 
The  vidue  in  proportion  of  all  things. 
Or  whether  it  be  little  or  be  much. 
Disconme  to  him  of  prodigious  armaments 
Assembled  to  besiege  his  city  now. 
And  of  the  WMwing  of  a  mule  with  gonrds  — 
'T  is  one  1    Then  take  it  on  the  othBr  side. 
Speak  of  some  trifling  fact, — he  will  gaae  rapt 
With  stupor  at  iti  very  littleness, 
(Far  as  I  see)  as  if  in  that  indeed 
He  caught  prodigious  import,  whole  reealts ; 
And  so  will  turn  to  us  the  bystanders 
In  ever  the  same  stupor  (note  this  point) 
That  we  too  see  not  with  his  opened  eyes. 
Wonder  and  doubt  come  wrongly  into  play. 
Preposterously,  at  cross  purpoees. 
Should  his  child  sicken  unto  death,  — why,  look 
For  scarce  abatement  of  his  cheeifulneis. 
Or  pretermission  of  the  daily  craft ! 
Wmle  a  word,  gesture,  glance  from  that  same 

chikl 
At  play  or  in  the  school  or  laid  asleep 
Will  startle  him  to  an  agony  of  fear. 
Exasperation,  just  as  like.     Demand 
The  reason  why —  '*  'tis  but  a  wwrd,"  object-^ 
''  A  gesture  "  —  he  regards  thee  as  our  kira 
Wlio  lived  there  in  the  pyramid  alone, 
Looked  at  us  (dost  thou  mind  ?)  when,  being 

young. 
We  both  would  unadvisedly  recite 
Some  clmrnrs  beginning,  from  that  book  of  his. 
Able  to  bid  the  sun  throb  wide  and  bunt 
All  into  stars,  as  suns  grown  okl  are  wont, 
^riiou  and  the  child  have  each  a  veil  alike 
Thrown  o^er  your  heads,  from  under  which  ye 

both 
Stretch  your   blind   hands  and  trifle  with  a 

match 
Over  a  mine  of  Greek  fire,  did  ye  know  I 
He  holds  on  firmly  to  some  thread  of  life  — 
(It  is  the  life  to  lejul  perforoedl^) 
Which  runs  across  some  vast  distracting  orb 
Of  glory  on  either  side  that  meagre  thread. 
Which,  conscious  of,  he  must  not  enter  yet  — 
Ths  spiritual  life  around  the  earthly  life : 
The  law  of  that  is  known  to  him  as  this. 
His  heart  and  brain  move  there,  his  feet  stay 
here. 
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Here   on   my  earth,  earth's   every   man   my 
friend, — 
The  thonght  grew  frighifnl,  *t  was  so  wiMly 
dear  1 
Bat  a  voice  changed   it.    GUimpses   of  each 
sights 
Have  scared  me,  like  the  revels  thiongh  a 
door 
Of  some  strange  house  of  idols  at  its  rites  I 
This  world  seemed  not  the  worid  it  was  be- 
fore: 
Bfixed  with  my  loving  trusting   ones,  there 
trooped 
.  .  .  Who  summoned  those  odd  faces  that 
begun 
To   press  on  me  and  judge  me?    Though  I 
stooped 
Shrinking,  as  from  the  soldieij  a  nun. 
They  drew  me  forth,  and  spile  of   me  .  .  • 
enooghl 
Thesu  buy  and  sell  our  pictures,  take  and 
give. 
Count  them  for  garniture  and  hottsehold««tu£F, 
And  where  they  live  needs  must  our  pictures 
live 
And  see  their  faces,  listen  to  their  pmite. 

Partakers  of  their  daily  pettiness. 
Discussed  of,  ~  *'  Thb  I  love,  or  this  I  hate. 

This  likes  me  more,  and  this  affects  me  less !  " 
Wherefore  I  chose  my  portion.    If  at  whiles 

My  heart  sinks,  as  monotonous  I  paint 
These  endless  cknsters  and  eternal  aisles 
With   the   sante   series,  Virgia,  Babe  and 
8aint, 
With  the  same  cold  calm  beautiful  recard,  — 

At  least  no  merchant  traffics  in  my  neart ; 
The  sanctuary's  eloom  at  least  shall  ward 
Vain  tongues  bom  where  my  pictures  stand 
apart : 
Only  prayer  breaks  the  silenoe  of  the  shrine 

While,  blackening  in  the  dailv  candlo«moke. 
They  moulder  on  the  damp  wall's  travertine, 
'Mid  echoes  the  light  footstep  never  woke. 
So,  die  my  pictures  !  sorely,  gently  die  I 
0  youth,  men  praise  so,  —  holds  their  praise  its 
worth? 
Blown  harshly,  keeps  the  trump  its  golden  cry  ? 
Tastes  sweet  the  water  with  sueh  speeks  of 
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I  AM  poor  brother  Lippo,  by  your  leave ! 
Tou  need  not  clap  your  torches  to  mv  face* 
Zooks,  what 's  to  blame  ?  you  think  yon  see  a 

monk  1 
What,  't  is  past   midnight,  and   yon   go  the 

rounds. 
And  here  yon  catch  me  at  an  alley's  end  ^ 
Where  spmtive  ladies  leave  their  doors  ajar  f 
The  Carmine 's  my  cloister  :  hunt  it  up. 
Do,  —harry  out,  if  yon  must  show  your  seal, 
Whaterer  rat,  th^^re,  haps  on  his  wrong  hole, 
And  nip  each  softling  of  a  wee  white  mouse, 
If'ofai,  wrke,  that 's  crept  to  ke«p  him  company  t 
Aha,  yon  know  your  betters!    Then,  yon^U 

take 


Your  hand  away  that  *s  fiddling  on  nry  thvoat. 
And  please  to  know  me  likewise.    Who  am  I  f 
Why,  one,  sir,  who  is  lodging  with  a  friend 
Three  streets  off  —  ho>'s  a  curtain  .  •  •  how  d* 

ye  call? 
Master  —  a  .  .  .  Cosimo  of  the  Medici, 
I'  the  house  that  caps  the  oomer.    Bok  I  yMi 

were  best ! 
Remember  and  tell  me,  the  day  yon  're  haaged, 
How  you  affected  such  a  gullet's-gripe ! 
But  you,  sir,  it  concerns  you  that  your  knaves 
Pick  up  a  manner  nor  diwredit  tou  : 
2iOoks,  are  we  pilchards,  that  they  sweep  the 

streets 
And  count  fair  prize  what  comes  into  their  net? 
He 's  Judas  to  a  tittle,  that  man  is ! 
Just  such  a  face !    Why,  sir,  yon  make  amends. 
Lord,  I  'm  not  angry !    Bid  your  hangdogs  go 
Drink  out  this  quarter-florin  to  the  hultn 
Of  the  munificent  House  that  harbors  me 
(And  many  more  beside,  lads  I  more  beside  I) 
And  all  *s  come  squars  again*    I  'd  like  hii 

face  — 
His.  elbowing  on  his  comrade  in  the  door 
With  the  pike  and  lantern,  — for  the  slave  that 

holds 
John  Baptist's  head  a-dangle  by  the  hair 
With  one  hand  C'Look  you,  now,"  aa  who 

shonld  say) 
And  his  weapon  in  the  other,  yet  onwined ! 
It 's  not  your  chance  to  have  a  bit  of  cnalk, 
A  wood-coal  or  the  like  ?  or  you  should  see ! 
Yes,  I  *m  the  painter,  since  you  style  me  so. 
What,  brother  Lippo's  doings,  up  and  down. 
Yoa   know  them  and   they   take  yon?   tike 

enough ! 
I  saw  the  proper  twinkle  in  yonr  eye  — 
'Tell  you,  I  liked  yonr  looks  at  very  first. 
Let 's  sit  and  set  things  straight  now»  hip  to 

haunch. 
Here  "s  spring  come,  and  the  nights  one  makes 

up  bands 
To  roam  the  town  and  sing  out  oamivaL 
And  I've  been  three  weeks  shnt  witain  my 

mew, 
A-painting  for  the  great  man,  saints  and  saints 
And  saints  again.    I  could  not  paint  all  ai^^  — 
Oiif !    I  leaned  out  of  window  lor  fresh  air. 
There  came  a  hurry  of  feet  and  little  feet, 
A  sweep  of  lute-smngs,  laug^  and  whifta  of 

song,— 
Flower  o'  the  broom^ 

Take  awap  love,  and  our  eartk  is  a  tosi^  / 
F/owfro^  the  quince^  .^ 

I  let  Lisa  go^and  what  good  in  life  since  t 
Flower  o'  the  thyme  —  and  so  on.    Round  tkoy 

went. 
Scarce  had  they  turned  the  oomer  when  a  tittog 
Like  the  skipiping  of  rabbits  by  mooaKght»  — 

three  sum  shapes. 
And  a  face  that    looked  up  .  •  .  looka,  air, 

flesh  and  blood. 
That 'sail  I'm  made  of!    Into  shreds  it  waat. 
Curtain  and  counterpane  and  ooverlet, 
All  the  bed>f umiture  —  a  dosen  knota. 
There  was  a  ladder  I    Down  I  lot  mysolf  , 
Hands  and  feet,  scrsmbling  somehow,  aad  as 

dropped. 
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FltKfT  fl'  tkt  rate, 
IJ  I've  ban  Bifrn,,  „ ,. 
And  M>  a*  1  wu  atoali 
Topttto-    •      •■ 

On  Jaronu. 

With  his  ^ 

Tod  snap  ma  of  (he  mdclaii. 

ThoDich  ;oiir  eye  twinklua  ari 

MiiM  's  shaved  ~ 


get  to  bed  and  have  a  bit  ai  alevn 
jl  riae  up  W-niomur  and  go  work 
Jerome  knackioK  "t  ' ' 


iiibdiifl  the  flesh, 


Dnk,  yoM  my  —  the  sting '■ 

If  MaJur  Codmn  anDoonced  hiniHlf. 

Mnm'a  the  word  BsIaraOy  ;  but  a  mcok  I 

Come,  what  am  1  a  benat  for  ?  tell  ua,  now  1 

1  wu  a  baby  when  my  mothi^r  died 

And  father  died  and  left  me  in  the  atreet. 

I  atarTsd  there,  Ood  knows  how,  a  year  or  two 

On  fi^akioa.  mclDn-pariDKa,  rinda  atid  ahoolu, 

lt«fiue  and  mbbiah.     One  line  frosty  day, 

Mr  itoreaoh  beine  empty  aa  yonr  hat, 

Tn*  wind  doubled  ma  op  and  down  I  went. 

t>1d  Aunt  Lapaoeia  tnaaad  me  with  one  hand. 

<Ita  fallow  was  a  nineer  aa  1  knew) 

And  an  ahiBg  the  wall,  orer  the  bTidge, 

By  the  straiKht  cnt  to  the  convent.    Six  worda 

While  t  stood  mnncbiuE  my  first  broad  that 

"  So,  boy.  yon  're  minded,"  qootli  the  good  fat 

-n  month,  't  was  nrfeoHou-time,  — 


Wining  hi 

■■  To  quit 


la  Bod  greed, 
nking~honse. 


Will  yoa    renonnee  "  ..."  the  moathfnl   of 

bread  ?  "  thoiwht  I ; 
By  DO  msaaa  I    Brief,  they  made  a  mo>d[  of 

I  did  reuMnoe  the  world,  ita  pik..     . 
Palace,  farm,  villa,  shop,  and  banking~ho_ 
TraA,  snah  aa  theaa  poor  dwib  of  Medici 
Have  given  their  hearta  to  —  all  at  eight  year* 

Well,  air,  I  fonnd  in  time,  yon  may  be  sotc. 
T  was  not  for  nothins  —  tha  |r»d  bellyful. 
The  wann  serge  and  the  rope  that  govs  all 


Not  ovenAnch  their  way.  I  miiHt  confess. 
SocAato-doI    They  tried  me  with  their  boiAs -, 
Lmd,  they'd  have  taught  me  Latin  in   pnre 

FTorn-  o'  lie  clout, 

AU  tim  Latin  I  anatnu  h  "  ama.-  I  torn  ! 
Bat,  mind  yoa,whfn  a  boy  starvesmtheatreet- 
Kglit  years  tosethar.  aany  fortane 

Waleliii«  folk's  faosa  -    ' 
TheWlotbal'-^ — 

Andwhowin 

Whieh  geatlentan  ptoceasional 

Holding  a  candle  to  the  Saci 

1V1II  _S_b  .~i  iM  kin  \;tt  . 


-ill  fling 


Will  wink  and  let  bim  lift  ■  plate  aod  catch 

Tbe  draniincs  of  the  wai  to  sell  again. 

Or  holla  for  the  Eight  and  have  bim  whipped,- 


How  say  I?  —  nay,  whiuh  dog  bitea,  which  lata 

I  the  street,  — 
sharp  alike. 


His  bone  from  the  heap  of  ofFal  in  the  street. 
Why.  soul  and  sense  of  him 


mdB's, 


ign.  and  iiono  tbe  leas 
For  admonition  from  tbe  hnnger-pinDb. 
I  had  a  store  of  saoh  remarks,  be  sore. 
Which,  after  I  found  leisure,  tamed  to  ose. 
I  drew  men's  faces  on  my  oopy-books. 
Scrawled  them  within  the  antiphonary's  marge. 
Joined  lege  and  arms  to  the  long  man '-* 

And  marie  a  string  of  picturfa  at  Che 
Betwiit  the  ina  and  onls  of  verb  and  noon, 
On  the  wall,  the  bench,  tlie  door.    The  monki 

looked  black. 
"  Nay,"  qnoth  tbe  Prior,  "  tnm  him  out,  d'  J« 

sayr 
In  no  wise.     Lose  a  crow  and  ontch  a  lark , 
What  if  St  laat  we  get  our  man  of  parta. 
We  Carmelites,  like  those  Camaldolese 
And  Preaching  Friara,  1»  do  our  chnroh  up  fine 
And  put  the  front  on  it  that  ought  to  be  1'^ 
And  hereupon  ho  bade  me  danb  away. 
Thank  you  I  my  head  being  crammed,  the  walll 

Never  waa  snob  prompt  diaembnrdemiw. 
Firat,  every  aort  of  monk,  the  black  and  white, 
I  drew  them,  fat  and  lean :  then,  folk  at  ohnmb. 
From  food  M  goasipa  waiting  to  confea 
Th^  cribs  of  bairel-dropiniua,  oandle-enda,  — 
To  the  breathless  fellow  at  t£e  altat-lbot, 
Fresh  from  hie  morder,  safe  aad  shtiag  thera 
With  the  little  ohiUren  round  bim  in  a  row 
Of  admiration,  half  for  his  beard  and  half 
For  that  white  uag^  of  his  viotim'a  son 
Shaking  a  fiat  at  hun  with  one  fleroe  arm, 
^gning  himaelf  with  the  odiat  beaauaa  of  Chriat 
(Whose  sad  face  on  the  oroaa  aees  only  this 
After  the  paaaion  of  a  thonaand  yeara) 
Till  soTae  poor  girl,  her  apron  o'er  her  head, 
(Whioh  the  intense  eyea  looked  through)  came 

On  tiptoe,  said  a  word,  dropped  in  a  loaf. 
Her  pair  of  eairings  and  a  bunoh  of  Bowen 
(The  brate  took  growling),  prayed,  and  so  WM 


it 

And  showed  my  oovared  bit  of  cloister-wall. 
The  monks  closed  in  a  circle  and  praiaed  load 
Till  checked,  taught  what  to  see  and  not  to  see, 
Being  simple  bodiee.  —  "  That 's  the  very  man  t 
Look  at  the  boy  who  stoops  to  pat  the  dog  ! 
That  woman  'a  like  the  Prior's  niece  who  oomea 
To  care  abont  his  asthma:  it 's  the  life!  " 
Bn  there  my  triumph's  sttsw-fire  flared  and 
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Bat  lift  them  over  it,  ignore  it  all. 
Make  them  f org^et  there  *8  such  a  thing  as  flesh. 
Voar  husinesB  is  to  paint  the  sonls  of  men  — 
Man*s  soal,  and  it  *8  a  fire,  smoke  .  .  .  no,  it 's 

not  .  .  . 
It  *8  vapor  done  up  like  a  new-bom  babe  — 
(In  that  shape  when  you  die  it  leaves  yonr 

month) 
It^s  .  .  .  well,  what  matters  talking,  it's  the 

soul! 
Give  us  no  more  of  body  than  shows  soul ! 
Here  *s  Giotto,  with  his  Saint  a-praisin^  God, 
That  sets  us  pnusing,  —  why  not  stop  with  him  ? 
Why  put  all  thoup^hts  of  praise  out  of  our  head 
With  wonder  at  Imes,  colors,  and  what  not  ? 
Paint  the  soul,  never  mind  the  legs  and  arras  I 
Rub  all  out,^  try  at  it  a  second  time. 
Oh,  that  white  smallish  female  with  the  breasts, 
8he*s  just  my  niece  •  .  .  Herodias,  I  would 

say,— 
Who  went  and  danced  and  got  men*s  heads  cut 

offi 
Have  it  all  out  1 1*    Now,  is  this  sense,  I  ask  ? 
A  fine  way  to  paint  soul,  by  painting  bodv 
tSo  ill,  the  eye  can*t  stop  there,  must  go  further 
And  can't  fare  worse !    Thus,  yellow  does  for 

white 
When  what  yon  put  for  yellow  *s  simply  black. 
And  any  sort  of  meaning  looks  intense 
When  all  beside  itself  means  and  looks  naught. 
^Vhy  can't  a  punter  lift  each  foot  in  turn. 
Left  foot  and  ri^ht  foot,  ko  a  double  step. 
Make  his  flesh  liker  and  nis  soul  more  liice. 
Both  in  their  order  ?    Take  the  prettiest  face, 
The  Prior's  niece  .  .  .  patron-saint — is  it  so 

pretty 
Ton  can't  disoover  if  it  means  hope,  fear. 
Sorrow  or  ioy  ?  won't  beauty  go  with  these  ? 
Suppose  I  've  made  her  eyes  aU  right  aqd  blue, 
CanH  I  take  breath  and  try  to  add  life's  flash. 
And  then  add  soul  and  heighten  them  three- 
fold? 
Or  say  there  *s  beauty  with  no  soul  at  all  — 
(I  never  saw  it  —  put  the  case  the  same  — ) 
If  yoQ  get  simple  oeauty  and  naught  else. 
Yon  get  about  the  best  thing  Goainvents : 
That  B  somewhat :  and  you  U  find  the  soul 

have  missed. 
Within  yourself,  when  you  return  him  thanks. 
"  Rub  all  out  1 "    Well,  well,  there 's  my  life, 

inshortj 
And  so  the  thmg  has  gone  on  ever  since. 
I  *in   nown  a  man   no   doubt,  I  've   broken 

bounds: 
Tou  should  not  take  a  fellow  eight  years  old 
And  make  him  swear  to  never  kiss  the  girls. 
I  'ro  my  own  master,  paint  now  as  I  please  — 
Having  a  friend,  you  see,  in  the  Comer-house  I 
Ijord,  it 's  fast  holding  by  the  rings  in  front  — 
Those  great  rin|pB  serve  more  purposes  than  jnat 
To  plant  a  flag  in,  or  tie  up  a  norse ! 
Ana  yet  the  old  st^ooling  sticks,  the  old  grave 

eyes 
Are  peeping  o'er  my  shoulder  as  I  work. 
The  heads  slmke  still  —  *'  It 's  art's  decline. 


soul  yon 


Brother  Lorenzo  stands  his  single  peer : 

Fag  on  at  flesh,  yon  'U  never  imJce  the  third  I  ** 

Flower  o'  the  pine,  ^ 

You  keep  uourmUtr  .  .  •  manners^  and  VU 

stick  to  mine! 
I'm  not  the  third,  then:  bless  na,  they  mnat 

know! 
Don't  you  think  they  're  the  likeliest  to  know, 
They  with  their  Latin?    So,  I  swallow  my 

rage. 
Clench  my  teeth,  suck  my  lips  in  ttg^t,  and 

paint 
To  please  them  —  sometimes  do  and  somettmea 

don't ; 
For,  doing  most,  there 's  pretty  sure  to  come 
A  turn,  some  warm  eve  finds  me  at  my  saints  — 
A  laugh,  a  cry,  the  business  of  the  woild  — 
(Flower  o'  the  peachy 

Death  for  us  all,  and  his  own  life  for  eatk  !) 
And  my  whole  soul  revolves,  the  cnp  rune  over* 
The  world  and  life 's  too  big  to  psasforadreaas. 
And  I  do  these  wild  things  in  sneer  despite. 
And  play  the  fooleries  yon  catch  me  at. 
In  pure  rage  I    The  old  mill-horse,  out  at  „_ 
After  hara  years,  throws  np  his  stiff  heels  so, 
Although  the  miller  does  not  preach  to  him 
The  only  good  of  mas  is  to  make  ohaff  • 
What  would  men  have  ?    Do  diey  Uke 


I 


my 


Ton  're  not  of  the  true  painters,  great  and  old ; 
Brother  Ai^;elico  *s  the  man,  you  *11  find ; 


no- 
May  thej  or  may  n't  they  ?  all  I  want 's  the 

thing 
Settled  forever  one  way.    As  it  is. 
Yon  tell  too  many  lies  and  hurt  yourself : 
You  donH  like  what  yon  only  like  too  mnch. 
Yon  do  like  what,  if  given  yon  at  your  wotd^ 
Yon  find  abundantly  detestable. 
For  me,  I  think  I  speak  as  I  was  tanght ; 
I  alwa}rs  see  the  garden  and  God  there 
A-making  man's  wife :  and,  my  lesKNH  learned. 
The  value  and  significance  of  fleah, 
I  can*t  unlearn  ten  minutes  aftennuds. 

Yon  undentand  me :  I  'm  a  beast,  I  know. 
But  see,  now —  why,  I  see  as  certainly 
As  that  the  moming^^tar  's  about  to  amne, 
What  will  hap  some  day.    We  've  a  yonngetev 

here 
Comes  to  onr  convent,  studies  what  I  do. 
Slouches  and  stares  and  lets  no  atom  drop : 
His  name   is   Gnidi  —  he  '11   not  mind   ihm 

monks  — 
They  call  him  Hulking  Tom,  he  lets  thi 

talk- 
He  picks  my  practioe  np  —  he  11  paint 
I  hope  so  —  though  I  never  live  so  long, 
I  know  what 's  sure  to  follow.    Yon  be  judge  t 
You  speak  no  Latin  more  than  I,  belike ; 
However,  you  're  my  man,  yon  've  seen  the 

world 
— The  beauty  and  the  wonder  and  the  power. 
The  shapes  of  things,  their  eokm,  lights  and 

shades, 
Changes,  surprises,  —  and  God  made  it  all ! 
—  For  what?     Do  yon  feel  thankful,  ay  or 

no. 
For  this  fair  town's  face,  yonder  river^a  line. 
The  mountain  round  it  and  the  sky  above. 
Much  more  the  figures  of  man,  woman,  obild. 
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These  ara  the  fnune  to?    What 'sit  all  about? 
To  be  pnenod  orer,  despised  ?  or  dwelt  upon. 
Wondered  at?  oh,  this  last  of  ooursel  —  yoa 

say. 
Bot  why  not  do  as  well  as  say,  —  paint  thme 
Jost  as  they  are,  careless  what  oomes  of  it  ?  ^ 
God*s  works — point  any  one,  and  count  it  crime 
To  let  a  truth  slip.    Don*t  object,  "  His  works 
Are  here  already ;  nature  is  complete : 
Suppose  you  reproduce  her —  (which  yon  oan^t) 
There  *s  no  advantage  !   you  must  beat  her, 

then." 
For,  don^t  yon  mark  ?  we  *re  made  so  that  we 

love 
Tint  when  wesee  them  painted,  things  we 

have  passed 
Perhaps  a  hundred  times  nor  cared  to  see ; 
And  so  they  are  better,  painted  —  better  to  us. 
Which  is  the  same  thing.    Art  was  given  for 

that; 
God  uses  us  to  help  each  other  so, 
Ijending  our  minds  out.    Have  you  notioed, 

now, 
Your  enllion^s  hanging  face  ?    A  bit  of  chalk, 
And  trust  me  but  you  should,  though  1    How 

much  more. 
If  I  drew  higher  things  with  the  same  truth  I 
That  were  to  take  the  Prior's  pulpit-place, 
Interpret  God  to  lUl  of  you  I    Oh,  oh. 
It  makes  me  mad  to  see  what  men  shall  do 
And  we  in  our  graves  1     This  world  ^s  no  blot 

for  us, 
Nnr   blank;    it   means  intensely,  and  means 


To  find  its  meaning  is  my  meat  and  drink. 
**  Av,  but  you  don't  so  instigate  to  prayer  I " 
Strikes  in  the  Prior :  "  when  your  meaning 's 

plain 
It  does  not  say  to  folk  —  remember  matins, 
Or,  mind  you  fast  next  Friday  1 "     Why,  for 

this 
What  need  of  art  at  all  ?    A  skull  and  bones, 
Two  bits  of  stick  nailed  crosswise,  or,  what 's 

best, 
A  bell  to  chime  the  hour  with,  does  as  well. 
1  painted  a  Saint  Laurence  six  months  since 
At  Prato,  splashed  the  fresco  in  fine  style  : 
**  How  looks  my  painting,  now  the  scaffold's 

down?" 
I  ask  a  brother :  "  Hiigelv,"  he  returns  — 
*'  Already  not  one  phiz  of  your  three  slaves 
Who  turn  the  Deacon  off  his  toasted  side. 
But 's  scratched  and  prodded  to  our  heart's  con- 
tent. 
The  pious  people  have  so  eased  their  own 
With  coming  to  say  prayers  there  in  a  rage : 
We  get  on  fsst  to  see  the  bricks  beneath. 
Expect  another  job  this  time  next  year. 
For  pity  and  religion  grow  i'  the  crowd  — 
Your  painting  serves  its  purpose  I  *'      Hang  the 
foobi 

—  That  is  — vyon  '11  not  mistake  an  idle  word 


Oh,  the  church  knows!    don't  niisreport  me, 
nowl 


It 's  natural  a  poor  monk  out  of  bounds 
Should  have  his  apt  word  to  excuse  himself : 
And  hearken  how  I  plot  to  make  amends. 
I  have  bethought  me :  I  shall  paint  a  piece 
.  .  .  There 's  tor  you  I      Give  me  six  months, 

then  ^,  see 
Something  m  Sant'  Ambrogio's!     Bless  the 

nuns  I 
Thejr  want  a  cast  o'  mv  office.    I  shall  paint 
God  in  the  midst.  Madonna  and  her  bane. 
Ringed  by  a  bowery,  flowery  angel-brood. 
Lilies  ana  vestments  and  wnite  faces,  sweet 
As  puff  on  puff  of  grated  orris-root  ^ 
When  ladies  crowa  to  Church  at  midsummer. 
And  then  i'  the  front,  of  ooune  a  saint  or 

two  — 
Saint  John,  because  he  saves  the  Florentines, 
Saint  Ambrose,  who  puts  down  in  black  and 

white 
The  convent's  friends  and  gives  them  a  long 

day, 
And  Job,  I  must  have  him  there  past  mis- 
take. 
The  man  of  Uz  (and  Us  without  the  z. 
Painters  who  need  his  patience).      Well,  all 

these 
Secured  at  their  devotion,  np  shall  come 
Out  of  a  comer  when  you  least  expect. 
As  one  by  a  dark  stair  into  a  ^preat  light. 
Music  and  talking,  who  but  Lippo  I    I !  — 
Mazed,  motionless,  and  moonstruck  —  I  'm  the 

man  I 
Back  I  shrink  —  what  is  this  I  see  and  hear  ?^ 
I,  caught  up  with  my  monk's-things  by  mis- 
take. 
My  old  serge  gown  and  rope  that  goes  all  round, 
I,  in  this  presence,  this  pare  company  1 
Where  's.a  hole,  where  's  a  comer  for  escape  ? 
Then  steps  a  sweet  angelic  slip  of  a  thing 
Forward,  puts   out   a   soft   palm  —  ^*r^ot   so 

fast  f" 
—  Addresses  the  celestial  presence,  "  nay  — 
He  made  you  and  devised  you,  after  all. 
Though  he  ^s  none  of  you  1     Could  Saint  John 

there  draw  — 
His  camel-hair  make  up  a  painting^bmsh  ? 
We  come  to  brother  Lippo  for  all  that, 
Iste  perfecit  opus  I "    So,  all  smile  — 
I  shutie  sideways  with  mv  blushing  face 
Under  die  cover  of  a  hunared  wings 
Thrown  like  a  spread  of  kirtles  when  you  're 

And  play  hot  cockles,  all  the  doors  being  shut. 

Till,  wholly  unexpected,  in  there  pops 

The  hothead  husband  !    Thus  I  scuttle  off 

To  some  safe  bench  behind,  not  letting  go 

The  palm  of  her,  the  little  lily  thing 

That  spoke  the  good  word  for  me  in  the  nick, 

Like  the  Prior's  niece  .  .  .  Saint  Lucy,  I  would 

say. 
And  so  all 's  saved  for  me,  and  for  the  church 
A  pretty  picture  gained.    Go,  six  months  hence  1 
Your  hand,  sir,  and  good-by:   no  lights,  no 

lights  I 
The  street's  hushed,  and  I  know  my  own  way 

back. 
Don't  fear  me  I   There 's  the  gray  beginning. 
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But  do  not  let  ns  quarrel  any  more, 
No,  my  Lucrezia ;  near  with  me  for  once : 
Sit  down  and  all  shall  happen  as  you  wiah. 
You  turn  your  face,  but  does  it  bring  your 

heart? 
I  ^U  work  then  for  your  f riend^s  friend,  never 

fear. 
Treat  his  own  subject  after  his  own  wa^. 
Fix  his  own  time,  accept  too  his  own  price. 
And  shut  the  money  into  this  small  hand 
When  next  it  takes  mine.    Will  it  ?  tenderly  ? 
Oh,  I  *U  oontent  him,  —  but  to-morrow,  Love  I 
I  often  am  much  wearier  than  you  think. 
This  evening  more  than  usual,  and  it  seems 
As  if  —  forgive  now  —  should  you  let  me  sit 
Here  by  the  window  with  your  hand  in  mine 
And  look  a  half-hour  forth  on  Fiesole, 
Both  of  one  mind,  as  married  people  use, 
Quietly,  quietly  the  evening  through, 
I  might  get  up  to-morrow  to  my  work 
Cheerful  and  fresh  as  ever.    Let  us  try. 
To-morrow,  how  yon  shall  be  ^lad  for  this  I 
Your  soft  hand  is  a  woman  of  itself. 
And  mine  the  man's  bared  breast  she  curls  in- 
side. 
Don't  count  the  time  lost,  neither ;  you  must 

serve 
For  each  of  the  five  pictures  we  require : 
It  saves  amedel.    So !  keep  looking  so  — 
My  serpentining  beauty,  rounds  on  rounds  I 
--  How  could  you  ever  prick  those  perfect  ears, 
Even  to  put  the  pearl  there  I  oh«  so  sweet  — 
My  faoe,  my  moon,  mv  everybody's  moon, 
\Vhich  everybody  looks  on  and  calls  his, 
And,  I  summse,  is  looked  on  by  in  turn. 
While  she  looks  —  no  one's :  very  dear,  no  less. 
You  smile  ?    why,  there  's  my  picture  ready 

made. 
There 's  what  we  painters  call  our  harmony  I 
A  common  grajmess  silvers  everything,  — 
All  in  a  twinght,  yon  and  I  alike 
~  Yon,  at  the  point  of  your  first  pride  in  me 
(That  *8   gone   you  know),  —  but   I,  at  every 

point; 
My  youth,  my  hope,  my  art,  being  all  toned 

down 
To  yonder  sober  pleasant  Fiesole. 
There 's  the  bell  clinking  from  the  chapel-top ; 
That  length  of  convent-wall  across  the  way 
Holds  the  trees  safer,  huddled  more  inside ; 
The  last  monk  leaves  the  garden ;   days  de- 
crease. 
And  autumn  grows,  autumn  in  everything. 
Eh  ?  the  whole  seems  to  fall  into  a  shape 
As  if  I  saw  alike  roy  work  and  self 
And  all  that  I  was  bom  to  be  and  do. 
A  twiHghtiiieoe.    Love,  we  are  in  God^s  hand. 
How  strange  now  looks  the  life  he  makes  us 

lead; 
t^  free  we  seem,  so  fettered  fost  we  are  I 
I  feel  he  laid  the  fetter :  let  it  lie  ! 
This  ehansber  for  eTamnle  —  turn  your  head  — 
All  that 's  behind  us !    Yon  donH  nndacetand 


Nor  care  to  understand  about  my  art. 

Bat  you  can  hear  at  least  when  people  speak : 

And  that  cartoon,  the  second  from  the  door 

—  It  is  the  thing.  Love !  so  such  thing  should 

be  — 
Behold  Madonna !  —  I  am  bold  to  say* 
I  can  do  with  ray  pencil  what  I  know. 
What  I  s«se.  what  at  bottom  of  my  heart 
I  wish  for,  if  I  ever  wish  so  deep  — 
Do  easily,  too —  when  1  say,  perfectly, 
I  do  not  boast,  periiaps:  yourself  are  judge. 
Who  listened  to  the  Legate's  talk  last  week. 
And  just  as  much  they  used  to  say  in  Fmaoe. 
At  any  rate  't  is  easy,  all  of  it ! 
No  sketches  first,  no  studies,  that 's  long  paal: 
I  do  what  man^  dream  of  all  their  lives, 

—  Dream  ?  strive  to  do,  and  agonise  to  df». 
And  fail  in  doing.    I  could  count  twenty  anoli 
On  twice  your  fingers,  and  not  leave  thos  town. 
Who  strive  —  you  don't  know  how  the  others 

strive 
To  paint  a  little  thing  like  that  you  smeaied 
Carelessly  passing  with  your  robes  afloat,  — 
Yet  do  much  less,  so  much  less.  Someone  says, 
(I  know  his  name,  no  matter)  —  so  much  less  ' 
Well,  less  is  more,  Lucrezia :  I  am  judged. 
There  bums  a  truer  light  of  Qod  in  them. 
In  their  vexed  beating  stuffed  and  stopped-up 

brain. 
Heart,  or  wnate'er  else,  than  goes  on  to  pmmpt 
This  low-pulsed  forthright  craftsman's  hand  of 

mine. 
Their  works  drop  groundward,  but  themtelvea, 

I  know. 
Reach  many  a  time  a  heaven  that  'a  shnt  to  me. 
Enter  and  take  their  place  there  sore  enoturh« 
Thoufi^  they  come  back  and  cannot  tdT  the 

world. 
My  works  are  nearer  heaven,  but  I  sit  here. 
The  sodden  blood  of  these  men  I  at  a  word  — 
Praise  thein,  it  boils,  or  blame  Uiem,  H  boils 

too. 
I.  painting  from  myself  and  to  myself, 
Know  what  I  doj  am  unmoved  by  men'a  blame 
Or  their  praise  either.    Somebody  remarks 
Morello's  outline  there  is  wrongly  traced. 
His  hue  mistaken ;  what  of  that?  or  else. 
Rightly  traced  and  well  ordered ;  what  of  that  ? 
Speak  as  they  please,  what  does  the  im?^<ntatn 

care? 
Ah,  but  a  inan^s  reach  should  exceed  hia  gnwp,  * 
Or  what 's  a  heaven  for  ?    All  is  silver-gmy 
Placid  and  perfect  with  my  art :  the  wone  f 
I  know  both  what  I  want  and  what  miriit  gain. 
And  yet  how  profitless  to  know,  to  sin 
""  Had  I  been  two,  another  and  myseO, 
Our  head  would  have  o'erlooked  the  worid  I  *' 

No  doubt. 
Yonder 's  a  work  now,  of  that  famous  yovth 
The  Urbinate  who  died  five  years  ago. 
('T  is  copied.  Geoige  Vaaari  sent  it  me.) 
Well,  I  can  fancy  how  he  did  it  all. 
Pouring  his  soul,  with  kings  and  popes  to  see. 
Reaching,  that  heaven  might  so  leptenish  him. 
Above  ajid  through  his  art  —  for  it  gives  wny  ; 
That  arm  is  wrongly  put  —  and  there 
A  fault  to  pardon  in  the  drawing's  lin 
Its  body,  so  to  speak :  its  soul  is  right. 


ANDREA  DEL  SARTO 


347 


He  Rieftoa  rig^t — that,  a  ebiid  nunr  nndewt—tl. 
SStill,  what  an  arm !  and  I  oould  alter  it : 
Bat  all  the  play,  the  inaifcht  and  the  stretch  — 
Oot  of  me,  ont  of  lue  1    And  wheiefore  out  ? 
Had  yon  enjoined  them  on  nie«  given  me  aoul, 
Vfe  might  have  risen  to  Kafael,  I  and  you  I 
Nay,  Love,  yon  did  give  all  I  asked,  I  think  — 
Mote  than  1  merit,  yea,  by  many  times. 
Bnt  had  yon  —  oh,  with  the  same  perfect  brow. 
And  perfeet  eyes,  and  more  than  perfect  month, 
And  the  low  voice  my  soul  hears,  as  a  bird 
Tlie  fowler'a  pipe,  and  follows  to  the  snare  — 
Uad  you,  with  these  the  same,  bat  brought  a 

miudl 
Some  women  do  so.  Had  the  month  there  urged 
**  God  and  the  glory  !  never  care  for  gain. 
The  preeent  by  the  future,  what  is  that  f 
lAre  for  fame,  side  by  side  with  Asnnolo  1 
Kafael  is  waiting:  ifp  to  God,  all  ^rse !  " 
1  might  have  done  it  f oryon.    8o  it  seems : 
Peihaps  not.    AU  is  as  God  overrules. 
Beside,  incentives  come  from  the  aoul^s  self  ; 
The  rest  avail  not.    Why  do  I  need  yon  ? 
What  wife  had  Kafael,  or  has  AgBok>? 
ill  this  world,  who  can  do  a  thing,  will  not ; 
And  who  would  do  it,  cannot,  I  perceive : 
Yet  the  will 's  somewhat  —  somewhat,  too,  the 

power  — 
And  thus  we  half-men  struggle.    At  the  end, 
God,  I  conclude,  compensates,  punishes. 
*T  is  safer  for  me,  if  the  award  be  strict. 
That  I  am  somethiiig  nndermted  here. 
Poor  this  long  whiu,  despised,  to  speak  the 

truth. 
I  dared  not,  do  you  know,  leave  home  all  day, 
For  fear  of  chancing  on  the  Paris  lords. 
The  best  is  when  they  peas  and  look  aside  ; 
But  they  speak  sometimes ;  I  must  bear  it  all. 
Well  may  they  speak  I    That  Francis,  that  first 


And  that  long  festal  year  at  Fontainehlean  I 

I  surely  then  oould  sometimes  leave  the  ground. 

Put  on  the  glory,  RafaeFs  dailv  wear. 

In  that  humane  great  monarch  s  golden  look,  — 

One  finder  in  his  beard  or  twisted  curl 

Over  his  month^s  good  mark  that  made  the 

smile, 
One  arm  about  my  shoulder,  round  my  neck. 
The  jingle  of  his  gold  chain  in  my  ear, 
I  paiBting  proudly  with  his  breath  on  me. 
All  his  court  round  him,  seeii^  with  his  eves, 
Snch  frank  French  eyes,  and  such  afire  of  souls 
Profuse,    my    hand    kept    plying     by    those 

hearts, — 
And,  best  of  all,  this,  thn,  this  face  beyond. 
This  in  the  background,  waiting  cm  my  work, 
To  crown  the  iMue  with  a  last  reward ! 
A  good  time,  was  it  not,  my  kingly  days  ? 
Ami  had  you  not  grown  restless  .  .  .  but  I 


Tis 


and  past;  'twas  right,  my  insdnet 


Too  five  the  Hfe  grew,  goldeu  and  not  grav. 
And  I  'm  the  weak-eyed  bat  no  sun  should 

tempt 
Ont  of  the  grange  wheoe  four  walls  make  his 

world. 
How  eonld  it  end  in  any  other  way  ? 


Ton  called  me,  and  I  came  home  to  your  heart. 
The  triumph  was — to  reach  and  atay  there; 


sinoe 


I  reached  it  ere  the  triumph,  what  is  lost  ? 
Let  my  hands  frame  your  face  in  your  hair^s 

gold. 
Ton  beautiful  Lucresia  that  are  mine  J 
''  Rafael  did  this.  Andrea  painted  that ; 
The  Roman's  is  the  better  when  you  pray, 
Bnt  still  the  other's  Virgin  wm  his  wUFe  ^'  — 
Men  will  excuse  me.    I  am  glad  to  judge 
Both  pictures  in  your  presence  ;  dearer  grows 
My  better  fortune,  I  resolve  to  think. 
For.  do  you  know,  Lucrezia,  as  God  lives, 
Said  one  day  Agnolo,  his  very  self, 
To  Rafael  ...  I  have  known  it  all  these 


(When  the  young  man  was  flamiag  ont  his 

thoughts 
Upon  a  paLtee-wall  for  Rome  to  see. 
Too  lifted  up  in  heart  because  of  it) 
^*  Friend,  there 's  a  certain  sorry  little  scrub 
Goes  up  and  down  our  Florence,  none  cares  how, 
Who,  were  he  set  to  plan  and  execute 
As  yon  are,  pricked  on  by  your  popes  and  kings. 
Would  bring  thesweat  into  that  brow  of  yours! " 
To  Rafaers  I  —  And  indeed  the  arm  is  wrong. 
I  hardly  dare  .  .  .  yet,  only  yon  to  see, 
Give  the    chalk  here — quick,  thus  the  line 

should  gol 
A^,  but  the  soul  I  he 's  Rafael  I  rub  it  out ! 
Still,  all  I  care  for,  if  he  spoke  the  truth, 
(What  he  ?  why,  who  bnt  Michel  Agnob  ? 
I>o  you  foiget  already  words  like  thoee  ? ) 
If  really  there  waa  sndi  a  chance,  so  lost,  — 
Is,  whether  you  're  —  not  grateful  —  but  more 

{>leased.  ^ 
et  me  think  so.    And  you  smile  indeed  I 
This  hour  has  been  an  hour !    Another  smile  ? 
If  vou  would  sit  thus  bv  me  every  nisrht 
I  should  work  better,  do  you  com^hend  ? 
I  mean  that  I  should  earn  more,  give  you  more. 
See,  it  is  settled  dusk  now :  there  's  a  star ; 
Morello  's  gone,  the  watoh-iighta  show  the  wall. 
The  cue-owls  speak  the  name  we  call  them  by. 
Come  from  the  window,  love,  —  come  in,  at  last. 
Inside  the  melancholy  little  house 
We  built  to  be  so  gay  with.    Qod  is  just. 
King  Frands  may  forgive  me  :  oft  at  nights 
When  I  look  up  from  painting,  eyes  tired  out. 
The  walls  become  illumined,  brick  from  brick 
Distinct,  instead  of  mortar,  fierce  bright  gold, 
That  gold  of  his  I  did  cement  them  with  ! 
Let  us  but  love  each  other.    Must  yon  ^  ? 
That  Cousin  here  again  ?  he  waits  outside  ? 
Must  see  you  —  you,  and  not  with  me  ?    Those  '^ 

loans? 
More  gaming  debts  to  pay  ?  you  smiled  for  that  ? 
Well,  let  smiles  buy  me  I  have  you  more  to 

nend? 
While  hand  and  eve  and  something  of  a  heart 
Are  left  me,  work 's  my  ware,  and  what 's  it 

woith? 
1 11  pay  my  fancy.    Onlv  let  me  sit 
The  gray  remainder  of  the  evening  ont. 
Idle,  von  call  it,  and  mnse  pcrf  eeUv 
,  How  I  could  paint,  were  I  hot  back  in  Frsnoe, 
I  Onepietaire,  lost  <Hi  mora— the  Viigin'aAMe, 
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Not  yonn  this  time  I    I  want  yon  at  my  side 

To  hear  them  —  that  is,  Michel  Agnolo  — 

Jiidsre  all  I  do  and  tell  yon  of  its  worth. 

Will  yon  ?    To-morrow,  satisfy  rour  friend. 

I  take  the  subjects  for  his  corridor. 

Finish  the  iwrtrait  out  of  hand  —  there,  there, 

And  throw  him  in  another  thine  or  two 

If  he  demurs  J  the  whole  should  prove  enough 

To  ]>ay  for  this  same  Cousin ^s  freak.    Besiife, 

What  *s  better  and  what  ^s  all  I  care  about, 

Get  you  tlie  thirteen  scudi  for  the  rn£F ! 

Love,  does  that  please  you  ?  Ah,  but  what  does 

he. 
The  Cousin  I  what  does  he  to  please  you  more  ? 

I  am  grown  peaoeful  as  old  age  to-night. 
I  regret  little,  I  would  change  still  less. 
Since  there  my  past  life  lies,  why  alter  it  ? 
Hie  veiqr  wrong  to  Francis  I  —  it  is  true^ 
I  took  his  coin,  was  tempted  and  complied. 
And  built  this  house  and  sinned,  and  all  is  said. 
My  faUier  and  my  mother  died  of  want. 
WeU,  had  I  riches  of  my  own  ?  you  see 
How  one  gets  rich  !    Let  each  one  bear  his  kit. 
They  were  bom  poor,  lived  poor,  and  poor  they 

died: 
And  I  have  labored  somewhat  in  my  time 
And  not  been  paid  profusely.    Some  good  son 
Paint  my  two  nundred  pictures  *-^  let  him  try  ! 
No  doubt,  there 's  something  strikes  a  balance. 

Yes, 
Ton  loved  me  quite  enough,  it  seems  to-nu^ht. 
This  must  suffice  me  here.    What  would  one 

have  ? 
In  heaven,  perhaps,  new  chances,  one  more 

chance  — 
Four  peat  walls  in  the  New  Jemsalem, 
Meted  on  each  nde  by  the  angePs  reed, 
For  Leonard.  Rafael,  Agnolo  and  me 
To  cover  —  ttie  three  first  without  a  wife, 
Wliile  I  have  mine  !    So  —  still  they  overcome 
Because  there  >  still  Lucresm,  —  as  I  choose. 

Again  the  Couain^s  whistle  I    Go,  my  Love. 


THE    BISHOP    ORDERS   HIS    TOMB    AT 
SAINT  PRAXED'S  CHURCH 

ROME,  15 — 

This  poem  was  first  published  in  Hood*$ 
Magazine,  March,  1K45,  with  the  title  The  Tomb 
(it  Saint  Praxed^s  (Rome,  15 — ). 

Vanitt,  saith  the  preacher,  vanity ! 

I>raw  round  my  bed  :  is  Anselm  keeping  back  ? 

Nephewn  -  -  sons  mine  ...  ah  God,  I  know  not ! 

Well  - 
She,  men  would  have  to  be  your  mother  onoe. 
Old  Gandolf  envied  me,  so  lair  she  was  ! 
What  *s  done  is  done,  and  she  is  dead  beside. 
Dead  long  ago,  and  I  am  Bishop  since. 
And  as  she  died  so  must  we  die  onrnelves. 
And  thence  ye  may  perceive  the  world's  a  dream. 
Life,  how  and  what  is  it  ?    As  here  1  lie 
In  tliis  state-ehamber,  dying  by  degrees, 


Honrs  and  long  hours  in  the  dead  night,  I  aak 
**  Do  I  live,  am  I  dead  f  "    Peace,  peace  niininii 

all. 
Saint  Praxed^s  ever  was  the  churok  for  peace ; 
And  so,  about  this  tomb  of  mine.    I  fonicht 
W^ith  tooth  and  nail  to  save  my  niche,  ya  snow : 

—  Old  Gandolf  cozened  me,  despite  my  oara ; 
Shrewd  was  that  snatch  from  out  tha  comer 

South 
He  graced  his  carrion  with,  God  curse  the  same  I 
Yet  still  my  niche  is  not  so  cramped  but  thenee 
One  sees  the  pulpit  o*  the  epistlflhside. 
And  somewhat  of  the  choir,  those  silent  aeata, 
And  up  into  the  aery  dome  where  live 
The  angels,  and  a  sunbeam  's  sure  to  lurk ; 
And  I  uiall  fill  niv  slab  of  baaalt  there, 
And  ^neath  my  tabernacle  take  my  rest. 
With  those  nine  columns  round  me,  two  and  two. 
The  odd  one  at  my  feet  where  Anselm  standa : 
Peach-blossom  marble  all,  the  rare,  the  ripe 
As  f  resh-pouied  red  wine  of  a  mighty  pnlae. 

—  Old  Gkuidolf  with  his  paltry  onion-atooe. 
Put  me  where  I  may  look  at  mm  !   True  peaeh. 
Rosy  and  flawless :  how  I  earned  the  prise  1 
Draw  olose :  that  conflagration  of  my  oh«reh 

—  What  then?    So  much  was  saved  if  angfat 


were 


! 


My  sonSj  ye  would  not  be  my  death  ?    Go  dig 
The  white-grape  vineyard  where  the  oil-pra 


stood, 

Drop  water  gently  till  the  surface  sink. 
Ana  if  ye  find  .  .  .  Ah  God,  I  know  not,  II... 
Bedded  in  store  of  rotten  fl^-leaves  soft. 
And  corded  un  in  a  tight  olive-frail« 
Some  lumpf  an  God,  of  lapis  lajodi^ 
Big  as  a  Jew's  head  cut  off  at  the  nape. 
Blue  as  a  vein  oVr  the  Madonna^s  breast  .  .  . 
Sons,  all  have  I  bequeathed  you,  villaa,  all, 
That  brave  Frascati  vilU  with  its  bath. 
So,  let  the  blue  lump  poise  between  my  kneea, 
Like  God  the  Father's  globe  on  both  hh  haada 
Ye  worship  in  the  Jean  Church  so  gay. 
For  Gandolf  shall  not  choose  but  see  and  bunt  I 
Swift  as  a  weaver's  shuttle  fleet  our  years  : 
Man  goeth  to  the  grave,  and  where  is  he? 
Did  1  say  basalt  for  mv  slab,  sons  ?    Black  — 
'T  was  ever  antique-bLsck  I  meant  1    How  ebe 
Shall  ye  contrast  my  f  riexe  to  come  beneath  ? 
Tlie  bas-relief  in  bronze  ye  promised  me, 
Tliose  Pans  and  Nymphs  ye  wot  of,  and  par- 
chance 
Some  tripod,  thvrsus,  with  a  vase  or  ao. 
The  Saviour  at  nis  sermon  on  the  monnt, 
Saint  Praxed  in  aglorv,  and  one  Pan 
Readv  to  twitch  the  Nvmph's  last  gannent  off. 
And  Moses  with  the  tables  .  .  •  bnt  I  know 
Ye  mark  me  not !   What  do  they  whisper  thee, 
(*hild  of  my  bowels,  Anselm  ?    Ah,  ye  hope 
To  revel  down  my  villas  while  I  gasp 
Bricked  o*er  with  beggar's  mouldy  timvertfaM 
Which  Gandolf  from  his  tomb-top  chneklca  at ! 
Nav,  boys,  ye  love  me  —  all  of  jaqper,  then  I 
T  IS  jasper  ye  stand  pledged  to,^  leal  I  grioTn 
My  bath  must  needs  be  left  behind,  alaa  I 
One  block,  pure  green  as  a  pistaohio-frat. 
There 's  plenty  jas^r  somewhere  in  the  woiU  «-• 
And  have  I  not  Saint  Praxed's  ear  to  pra^ 
Horses  for  ye,  and  brown  Greek  manvsenpla. 


BISHOP  BLOUGRAM'S  APOLOGY 


349 


And  miatroMoi  with  gteat  smooth  marbly  limbs  ? 

—  That  *8  if  ye  oarre  my  epitaph  aright, 
Choice  Latin,  picked  phrase,  Tally ^s  every  word, 
No  nuidy  ware  like  Gaudolf 's  second  line  — 
Tally,  my  masters  ?    Ulpian  serves  his  need  I 
And  then  how  I  shall  lie  throDs^h  centuries. 
And  hear  the  blessed  mutter  of  the  mass, 
And  see  God  made  and  eaten  all  day  long, 
And  feel  the  steady  candle-flame,  and  taste 
Good  strong  thick  stupefying  incense-smoke  I 
For  as  I  lie  here,  hours  of  the  dead  night, 
Dyin^  in  state  and  by  such  slow  degrees, 

I  fold  my  arms  as  if  they  clasped  a  crook, 
And  stretch  my  feet  forth  straight  as  stone  can 

point. 
And  let  the  bedclothes,  for  a  mortcloth,  drop 
Lito  great  laps  and  folds  of  sculptorVwork  : 
And  as  yon  tapers  dwindle,  and  strange  thoughts 
Grow,  with  a  certain  humming  in  ray  ears, 
About  the  life  before  I  lived  this  life. 
And  this  life  too,  popes,  cardinals  and  priests, 
Saint  Prazed  at  his  sermon  on  the  mount. 
Your  tall  pale  mother  with  her  talking  eyes, 
And  new-tonnd  agate  nms  as  fresh  as  day. 
And  Bwrble^s  language,  Latin  purs,  discreet, 

—  Aha,  BLUCK9CBBAT  quoth  our  friend  ? 
No  Tullv,  said  I,  Ulpian  at  the  best  I 
Evil  and  brief  hath  been  mv  pilgrimage. 
All  /ants,  all,  sons  I    Else  I  give  the  Pope 
My  villas  1    Will  ye  ever  eat  my  heat-t  ? 
Ever  your  eyes  were  as  a  lizard's  quick. 
They  glitter  like  vonr  roother^s  for  my  soul. 
Or  ye  would  heignten  m^  impoverished  friese, 
Piv*ce  out  its  starved  design,  and  fill  my  vase 
With  grapes,  and  add  a  visor  and  a  Term, 
And  to  the  tripod  ve  would  tie  a  Ijmx 

That  in  his  struggle  throws  the  thyrsus  down, 

To  comfort  me  on  my  entablature 

Whereon  I  am  to  lie  till  I  must  ask 

'*  Do  I  live,  am  I  dead?  "    There,  leave  me, 

there! 
For  ye  have  stabbed  me  with  ingratitude 
To  death  —  ye  wish   it  —  God,    ye    wish    it  I 

Stone  — 
Gritstone,  arommble  I     Clammy  squares  which 

sweat 
As   if    the   corpse    they    keep   were    oozing 

through  — 
And  no  more  /apis  to  delight  the  world ! 
Well,  go  I    I  bless  ye.    Fewer  tapers  there, 
But  in  a  row  :  and,  going,  turn  your  backs 

—  Ay,  like  departiiqi:  altar-mimstmnts. 

And  leave  me  in  my  church,  the  church  for 

peaoe. 
That  I  may  watch  at  leisure  if  he  leers  — 
Old  Oandolf  —  at  me,  from  his  onion-stone, 
As  still  he  envied  me,  so  fair  she  was  I 
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No  more  wine  ?  then  we  *I1  posh  back  chain 
and  talk. 
A  final  riass  for  me,  though  :  cool,  i*  faith  I 
We  onrat  to  have  our  Abbey  back,  yon  see. 
It  *s  different,  preaching  in  basilicas. 
And  doing  duty  in  some  masterpi^M 
Like  this  of  brother  Pngin^s,  bless  his  heart  I 


I  doubt  if  they're  half  baked,  those  chalk 

rosettes. 
Ciphers  and  stuoco-twiddlinn  ever^here  : 
It  s  just  like  breathing  in  a  lime-kiln  :  eh  f 
These  hot  long  ceremonies  of  our  church 
Cost  us  a  little  —  oh,  they  pay  the  price. 
You  take  me  —  amply  pay  it  I   Now,  we  'U  talk . 

So,  you  despise  me,  Mr.  Gigadibs. 
No  deprecation,  —  nay,  I  beg  you.  sir  I 
Beside  't  is  our  engagement :  don*t  yon  know, 
I  uromised,  if  you  d  watch  a  dinner  out. 
We'd  see  truth  dawn  together ?  — tmth  that 

peeps 
Over  the  glasses'  edge  when  dinner 's  done. 
And  body  gets  its  sop  and  holds  its  noise 
And  leaves  soul  free  a  little.    Now 's  the  time  : 
Tmth^s  break  of  day  I  You  do  despise  me  theoi. 
And  if  I  say,  "  despise  me,"  —  never  fear  I 
I  know  you  do  not  m  a  cexiain  sense  — 
Not  in  my  arm-ehair,  for  example:  here, 
I  well  imagine  yon  respect  my  place 
(StcUus,  entourage^  wondly  circumstance) 
Quite  to  its  value  —  very  much  indeed : 

—  Are  up  to  Uie  protesting  eyes  of  yon 
In  pride  at  being  seated  here  for  once  — 
Yon  '11  turn  it  to  such  capital  account  I 
When  somebody,  through  years  and  yean  to 

come. 
Hints  of   the    bishc^,  —  names   me  —  that  '• 

enough : 
''Blougram?     I    knew  him  "->  (into  it  yon 

slide) 
**  Dined  with  him  once,  a  Corpus  Christi  Day, 
All  alone,  we  two ;  he  s  a  clever  man  : 
And    after    dinner,  — why,     the    wine    yon 

know,  — 
Oh,  there  was  wine,  and  good  I  —  what  with  the 

wine  .  .  . 
'Faith,  we  b«»an  upon  all  sorts  of  talk  I 
He 's  no  bad  fellow,  Blou|niun  ;  he  had  seen 
Something  of  mine  he  relished,  some  review  : 
He  's  quite  above  their  humbug  in  his  heart, 
Halfnuid  as  much,  indeed  —  the  thing 's  his 

trade. 
I  warrant,  Blonnam  's  ske|>tical  at  times  : 
How  otherwise  ?    I  liked  him,  I  confess  ! " 
Che  cAe,  my  dear  sir,  as  we  say  at  Rome, 
Don^t  yon  protest  now  I     It 's  fair  give  and 

take; 
You  have  had  yonr  turn  and  spoken  your  home- 
truths: 
The  hand  's  mine  now,  and  here  you  f<^ow  suit. 

Thus  much    conceded,  still   the   first   faol 
stays  — 
You  do  despise  me  ;  yonr  ideal  of  life 
Is  not  the  bishop's ;  you  would  not  be  I. 
You  would  like  better  to  be  Goethe,  now, 
Or  Buonaparte,  or,  bless  me,  lower  still. 
Count  D'Onay,  —  so  yon  did  what  yon  pre- 
ferred. 
Spoke  as  yon  thought,  and,  as  yon  cannot  help. 
Believed  or  disbeheved,  no  matter  what. 
So  long  aB  on  that  point,  whate'er  it  was, 
Yon  loosed  vonr  mind,  were  whole  and  sole 
youneif. 

—  That,  my  ideal  never  ean  indnde, 
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Upon  that  element  of  truth  and  worth 
Never  be  baaed  1  for  ssky  they  make  me  Pope  — 
(They  ean't  —  suppose  it  for  oar  argnment  I) 
Why,  there    I  'm  at    my  tether^s   end,  I  Ve 

reached 
My  height,  and  not  a  height  which  pleaaes  yon : 
Au  unbelieving  Pope  won^t  do,  you  oay. 
It 's  like  thoee  eene  stories  nurses  telL 
Of  how  some  aotor  on  a  stage  played  I>eath, 
With  pasteboard  orown,  sham  orb  and  tinselled 

dart. 
And  called  himself  the  monarch  of  the  world ; 
Then,  going  in  the  tire-room  afterward. 
Because  the  play  was  done,  to  shift  himself, 
Got  tottdied  upon  the  sleeve  familiarly. 
The  moment  he  had  shut  the  closet  door. 
By  Death  himself.     Thus  God  might  touch  a 

Pope 
At  unawares,  ask  what  hia  baubles  mean. 
And  whose  part  he  presumed  to  play  just  now. 
Best  be  yoorself ,  imperial,  plain  and  true  I 

So,  drawing  comfortable  breath  again, 
Tou  weigh  and  find,  whatever  more  or  leas 
1  boast  of  my  ideal  realized 
Is  nothing  in  the  balance  when  opposed 
To  your  ideal,  your  grand  simple  me, 
Of  which  yon  will  not  realise  one  jot. 
I  am  much,  you  are  nothing ;  you  would  be  all, 
I  would  be  merely  much  :  you  beat  me  there. 

No,  friend,  you  do  not  beat  me  :^  hearken  whv  I 
The  common  problem,  yours,  mine,  every  one  s. 
Is  —  not  to  fancy  what  were  fair  in  Hf e 
Provided  it  could  be.  —  but,  finding  first 
What  may  be,  then  nnd  how  to  make  it  fair 
Up  to  our  meanfi :  a  very  different  thing ! 
No  abstract  intellectual  plan  of  life 
Quite  irrespective  of  lif e  b  plainest  lawa, 
But  one,  a  man,  who  is  man^  and  nothing  more, 
May  lead  within  a  world  which  (by  vonr  leave) 
Is  Rome  or  London,  not  Foors-paniaise. 
Embellish  Rome,  idealize  away. 
Make  paradise  of  London  if  you  can. 
You  ^re  welcome,  nay,  you  *re  wise. 

A  simile! 
We  mortals  cross  the  ocean  of  this  world 
Each  in  his  average  cabin  of  a  life  ; 
The  best  "s  not   big,  the  worst  yields  elbow- 
room. 
Now  for  onr  six  months*   voyage  —  how  pre- 
pare? 
You  come  on  Rhipboard  with  a  landsman *8  list 
Of  things  he  calls  convenient  :^  so  they  are  ! 
An  India  scrcHii  i»  pretty  furniture, 
A  piano-forte  is  a  nne  resource. 
All  Balxao^s  novels  occupy  one  shelf. 
The  new  edition  fifty  volumes  long ; 
And  little  Greek  books,  with  the  funny  type 
They  get  up  well  at  Leipcic,  fill  the  next : 
Go  on  !  slabbed  marble,  what  a  bath  it  makes  I 
And  Parma^s  pride,  the  Jerome,  let  us  add  I 
*T  were  pleasant  could  Correggio*s  fleeting  glow 
Hang  full  in  face  of  one  wherever  one  roams^ 
Since  he  mote  than  the  others  brings  with  hmi 
Italy  *s  self,  —  the  marvellous  Modenese  I  — 
Yet  was  not  on  yoor  list  before,  perhaps. 


—  Alas,  friend,  hen  '•  the  agent  •  .  .  is 't  tiM 

name? 
The  captain,  or  whoeyer  's  maater  hove  — 
You  see  him  serew  his  face  np;  what  '•  Ida 

ory 
Ere  yon  set  foot  on  shtpboaid?     '*Siz  leet 

square!*' 
If  you  won't  nndentand  what  aiz  leet  bmwb. 
Commute  and  purchase  stares  aoeordsi^y  — 
And  if,  in  pique^  because  he  overiuuds 
Your  Jerome,  piano,  bath,  you  come  on  board 
Bare  —  why,  yon  cut  a  figure  at  the  fint 
While  sympathetic  landamen  see  yon  off ; 
Not  afterward,  when  long  ere  half  sesa  over. 
You  peep  up  from  vonr  utterly  naked  boards 
Into  some  snng^  ana  weU-appomted  bertk, 
Like  mine  for  instance  (try  the  cooler  jog — 
Put  back  the  other,  but  don't  Jog  the  lee  I) 
And  mortified  yon  mntter,  **  Wdl  and  good  ; 
He  rits  enjoying  his  sea^furnitnre ; 
'Tis  stout  and  proper,  and  there  ^stove  of  it: 
Though  I  've  the  better  notion,  aQ  agree. 
Of  fitting  rooms  np.    Hanr  the  earpentar. 
Neat  shtp-shiqie  fixings  ana  oontriyaneeB — 
I  would  have  brought  my  Jerome,  fnae  aad 

aUl" 
And    meantime   yon   bring   nothing:     neyar 

mind — 
Yon  've  proved  your  artisfc-natnve:  what  yon 

don't 
Yon  might  bring,  so  despise  me,  as  I  any. 


Now  eome,  let 's  backward  to  the 

place. 
See  my  way :  we  're  two  college  frieada,  snp- 

pose. 
Prepare  together  for  onr  vovage,  then  ; 
Eacn  note  and  check  the  otner  in  hia 
Here 's  mine,  a  bishop's  outfit ;  oritieiae  1 
What  'a  wrong  ?  why  won't  yon  be  a  bidMip 

too? 


Why  first,  yon  don't  betieve,  yon  dosH 
can't. 

(Not  sUtedly.  that  is,  and  fixedly 
And  absolutely  and  exclusively) 
In  any  revelation  called  diviiw. 
No  dogmas  nail  your  faith  ;  and  what  remaina 
But  say  so,  like  the  honest  man  yon  are  ? 
First,  therefore,  overhaul  theology ! 
Nay,  I  too,  not  a  fool,  you  please  to  think, 
Must  find  believing  every  whit  as  hard : 
And  if  I  do  not  frankly  say  as  ranch. 
The  ugly  consequence  is  clear  enoupb. 

Now  wait,  my  friend :  well,  I  do  not  belseye  — 
If  yon  '11  accept  no  faith  that  is  not  fixed. 
Absolute  and  exclusive,  as  you  say. 
You  're  wrong  —  I    mean  to  prove  it  in   dne 

time. 
Meanwhile,  I  know  where  difficulties  lie 
I  could  not.  cannot  solve,  nor  ever  shidl. 
So  give  up  nope  accordingly  to  solve  — 
(To  von,  and  over  the  wine).    Onr  dogi 
With  both  of  ns.  though  in  nnlike  degree. 
Missing  full  ereaenoe  —  overboard  witfa  them  ! 
I  mean  to  meet  yon  on  your  own  peenaiae : 
Good,  there  go  mine  in  oompMiy  widi  yoaie ! 


BISHOP   BLOUGRAM'S   APOLOGY 


351 


And  BOW  whftt  are  we  ?  unbelieren  both, 
Calm  and  complete,  detenninately  fixed 
To-day,  to-morrow,  and  forever,  pray  ? 
Yon  '11  ipiarantee  me  that  ?    Not  so,  I  think ! 
In  no  WMe  I  all  we  We  gained  is,  that  belief, 
An  unbelief  before,  shaJces  ns  by  fits, 
(  oufonnds  ns  like  its  predeoeasor.     Where 's 
The  gain  ?  how  can  we  guard  oar  unbelief, 
l^lake  it  bear  fruit  to  us  ?  —  the  problem  here. 
Just  when  we  axe  safest,  there 's  asnuaet-touch, 
A  fancy  from  a  flower-biBll,  some  one's  death, 
A  choru»^Bding  from  Euripides,  — 
And  that 's  enough  for  fifty  hopes  and  fears 
As  old  and  new  at  once  as  nature's  self. 
To  rap  and  knock  and  enter  in  our  soul. 
Take  nands  and  danoe  there^  a  fantastic  ring, 
Konad  the  ancient  idoL  on  his  base  again,  — 
The  grand  Perhaps !    We  look  on  helplessly. 
There  the    old  miagiTings,  crooked  questionB 


This  good  Qod,  —  what  he  could  do,  if  he  would. 
Would,  if  he  could  —  then  must  have  done  long 


If  so,  when,  where  and  how  ?  some  way  must 

Once  feel  about,  and  soon  or  late  you  hit 
Some  sense,  in  which  it  might  be,  after  all. 
Why  not,  '*  The  Way,  tbeTruth,  the  Life  ?  '* 

—  That  way 
Over  the  monntain,  which  who  stands  upon 
U  apt  to  doQbt  if  it  be  meant  for  a  road : 
While,  if  he  views  it  from  the  vraste  itself, 
I'p  goes  the  line  there,  plain  from  base  to  brow, 
Not  vague,  mistakable  I  what 's  a  break  or  two 
Seen  fron»  tlie  unbroken  desert  either  side  ? 
And  then  (to  bring  in  fresh  philosophy) 
Wliat  if  the  bteaks  themselves  should  prove  at 

bat 
The  most  consummate  off  contrivances 
To  tiain  a  man's  eye,  teach  him  what  is  faith  ? 
And  so  we  stnmbLe  at  truth's  very  test ! 
All  we  have  gained  then  by  our  unbelief 
Is  a  life  of  donbt  diversified  by  faith, 
Ff >r  one  of  faith  diveisified  by  doubt : 
We  called  the  chess-board  white,  —  we  call  it 

Uaok. 

**  Well,"  you  rejoin,  "  the  end  's  no  worse,  at 


We  'to  reason  for  both  colors  on  the  board : 
Wliv  not  confess  then,  where  I  drop  the  faith 
And  yoa  the  doubt,  that  I  'm  asrigtit  as  you  ?  " 

Because,  friend,  in  the  next  place,  this  being 

BO, 

And  both  things  even,  —  faith  and  unbelief 
l>eft  to  a  man's  choice,  —  we  'Q  proceed  a  step, 
Ketaraing  to  our  image,  which  1  like. 

A  man's  dimce,  yes  —  but  a  cabin-passen- 
ger's— 

The  man  made  for  the  specia]  life  o'  the 
world  — 

Do  you  foffget  him  ?    I  remember  though ! 

i  V>nanlt  oar  ship's  conditions  and  you  find 

'hie  and  bnt  one  choice  suitable  to  all ; 

The  choice,  that  you  unluckily  prefer. 


Turning  things  topsv-turvy  —  they  or  it 

Going  to  the  eronna.    Beuef  or  unbelief 

Bears  upon  life,  determines  its  whole  course, 

Begins  at  its  beginning.    SSee  the  world 

Such  as  it  is,  — ^ou  made  it  not,  nor  I ; 

I  mean  to  take  it  as  it  is,  —  and  yon. 

Not  so  vou  '11  take  it,  —  though  you  get  naoght 

else. 
I  know  the  special  kind  of  life  I  Uke, 
What  suits  the  most  my  idiosyncrasy. 
Brings  out  the  best  of  me  and  bears  me  fruit 
Li  power,  peace,  pleasantness  and  length  of 

days. 
I  find  that  positive  belief  does  this 
For  me,  and  unbelief,  no  whit  of  this. 
—  For  you,  it  does,  however  ?  —  tha^  we  '11  try  1 
'Tis  clear,  1  cannot  lead  my  life,  at  least. 
Induce  the  world  to  let  me  peaceahlv. 
Without  declaring  at  the  outset,  **  Friends, 
I  absolutely  and  peremptorily 
Believe  !  '*  —  I  My*  faith  is  my  waking  life: 
One  sleeps,  indeea,  and  dreams  at  intervals. 
We  know,  but  waking  's  the  main  point  with 

us, 
And  my  provision 's  for  life's  wakii^  part. 
Aooordmgly,  I  use  heart,  head  and  hauid 
AU  day,  I  build,  scheme,  study,  and  make 

friends; 
And  when  night  overtakes  me,  down  I  lie. 
Sleep,  dream  a  little,  and  get  done  with  it. 
The  sooner  the  better,  to  begin  afresh. 
What 's  midnight  donbt  before  the  dayspring't 

faith? 
You,  the  philosopher,  that  disbelieve. 
That  recognize  the  night,  give  dreams  their 

weight  — 
To  be  consistent  yon  should  keep  your  bed. 
Abstain  from  healthy  acts  that  prove  yon  man* 
For  fear  you  drowse  periiiqis  at  unawares  I 
And  certainly  at  night  you  11  sleep  and  dream. 
Live  through  the  day  and  hustle  as  yon  please. 
And  so  you  live  to  sleep  as  I  to  wake, 
To  unbelieve  as  I  to  stul  believe  ? 
Well,  and  the  oonunon  sense  o'  the  worid  calls 

you 
Bed-ridden,  —  and  its^  good  thinei  come  to  me. 
Its  estimation,  which  is  half  the  fight. 
That 's  the  first-cabin  comfort  I  secure : 
The  next  .  .  .  but  you  perceive  with  half  an 

eyel 
Come,  come,  it 's  best  believing,  if  we  may ; 
You  can't  but  own  that ! 

Next,  concede  again. 
If  once  we  choose  belief,  on  all  accounts 
We  can't  be  too  decisive  in  our  faith. 
Conclusive  and  exclusive  in  its  terms. 
To  suit  the  worid  which  gives  ns  the  good 

things. 
In  every  man's  career  are  certain  points 
Whereon  he  dares  not  be  indifferent ; 
The  world  detects  him  clearly,  if  he  dare. 
As  baffl(*d  at  the  game,  and  losing  life. 
He  mav  care  little  or  he  may  care  much 
For  riches,  honor,  pleasure,  work,  repose. 
Since  various  theories  of  life  and  life  s 
Success  are  extant  which  might  easily 
Comport  with  either  estimate  of  these ; 
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And  whoso  ehooses  wealth  or  porerty, 
Labor  or  ^niet,  ia  not  judged  a  fool 
Beoaose  hijk  fellow  would  chooee  otherwise : 
We  let  him  ohooae  upon  his  own  account 
•So  long  as  he  *«  consistent  with  his  choice. 
But  certain  points,  left  wholly  to  himself. 
When  once  a  man  has  arbitrated  on. 
We  sav  he  must  succeed  there  or  eo  hang* 
Thus,  he  should  wed  the  woman  he  loves  most 
Or  needs  most,  whatsoever  the  love  or  need  — 
For  he  can't  wed  twice.  Then,  he  must  avouch. 
Or  follow,  at  the  least,  suificientlv, 
The  form  of  faith  his  conscience  holds  the  best, 
Whatever  the  process  of  conviction  was : 
For  nothing  can  compensate  his  mistime 
On  such  a  point,  the  man  himself  being  judge : 
He  cannot  wed  twice,  nor  twice  lose  his  soul. 

Well  now,  there 's  one  great  form  of  Christiaai 

faith 
1  happened  to  be  bom  in  —  which  to  teach 
Was  given  me  as  I  grew  up,  on  all  hands. 
As  bMt  and  readiest  means  of  living  bv ; 
The  same  on  examination  being  proved 
The  most  pronounced  moreover,  fixed,  predae 
And  absolute  form  of  faith  in  the  whole  world — 
Accordingly,  most  potent  of  all  forms 
For   working  on   the   world.      Observe,    my 

friend! 
Such  as  yon  know  me,  I  am  free  to  say. 
In  these  hard  latter  days  which  hamper  one^ 
Mvself —  by  no  immoderate  exercise 
Of  intellect  and  learning,  but  the  tact 
To  let  external  forces  work  for  me, 
—  Bid  the  street^s  stones  be  bread  and  they  are 

bread ; 
Bid  Peter^s  creed,  or  rather,  Hildebrand's, 
Exalt  me  o^er  ro^  fellows  in  the  world 
And  make  my  life  an  ease  and  joy  and  pride ; 
It  does  so,  —  which  for  me  's  a  great   point 

gained. 
Who  have  a  soul  and  body  that  exact 
A  comfortable  care  in  many  ways. 
There  *s  power  in  me  and  will  to  dominate 
Wliich  I  must  exercise,  they  hurt  me  else : 
In  many  ways  I  need  mankind's  respect. 
Obedience,  and  the  love  that 's  bom  of  fear : 
Wliile  at  the  same  time,  there 's  a  taste  I  have, 
A  toy  of  soul,  a  titillating  thing. 
Refuses  to  digest  these  dainties  crude. 
The  naked  life  is  gross  till  clothed  upon : 
I  must  take  what  men  o£Fer,  with  a  grace 
As  though  I  would  not,  could  I  help  it,  take  1 
An  uniform  I  wear  though  over-ricti  — 
Something  imposed  on  me,  no  choice  of  mine ; 
No  fancy-^lress  worn  for  pure  fancy's  sake 
And  despicable  therefore !  now  folk  kneel 
And  kiss  my  hand  —  of  course  the  Church's 

hand. 
Thus  I  am  made,  thus  life  is  best  for  me. 
And  thus  that  it  should  be  I  have  procured ; 
And  thus  it  could  not  be  another  way, 
1  venture  to  imagine. 

Yon  *11  reply. 
So  far  my  chcrfoe,  no  doubt,  is  a  suoeess ; 
But  were  I  made  of  better  elements^ 
With  nobler  inBtincts,  purer  tastes,  like  yon. 


I  hardly  would  aoeoont  the  thing 
Though  it  did  all  for  me  I  say. 

But,  fitiend. 
We  speak  of  what  is ;  not  of  what  miji^t  be. 
And  now  *t  were  better  if  't  were  otherwise. 
I  am  the  man  you  see  here  plain  enough : 
Grant  I'm  a  beast,  why,  beasts   must   lead 

beasts'  lives  I 
Suppose  I  own  at  once  to  tail  and  claws ; 
The  tailless  man  exceeds  me  :  but  being  tailed 
I  '11  lash  out  lion  fashion,  and  leave  apes 
To  dock  their  stump  ana  dress  their  hannohes 

up. 
My  business  is  not  to  remake  myself. 
But  make  the  absolute  best  of  what  God  made. 
Or  —  our  first  simile  —  though  yon  prove  ma 

doomed 
To  a  viler  berth  still,  to  the  steerage-hole. 
The  sheep-pen  or  the  pig-sty,  I  should  striTO 
To  make  wnat  use  of  esch  were  possible ; 
And  as  this  cabin  gets  upholstery, 
That  hutch  should  rustle  with  sufficient  straw. 

But,  friend,  I  don't  acknowledge  quite  so  fast 
I  fail  of  all  vour  manhood's  lofty  tastes 
Enumerated  so  complacently, 
On  the  mere  ground  that  you  forsooth  can  6iad 
In  this  particular  life  I  choose  to  lead 
No  fit  provision  for  them.    Can  you  not  ? 
Say  you,  my  fault  is  I  address  mys^ 
To  grosser  estimators  than  should  judge  ? 
And  that 's  no  way  of  holding  up  the  soul. 
Which,  nobler,  needs  men's  praise  parhaps,  yet 

knows 
One   wise   man's   verdict   oatweigfas  all    the 

foob'  — 
Would  like  the  two,  but,  foroad  to  ohooae, 

takes  that. 
I  pine  amoi^  my  million  imbeoilea 

iTon  think)  aware  some  dozen  men  of  seme 
Cye  me  and  know  me^  whether  I  believe 
In  the  last  winking  Virgin,  as  I  vow. 
And  am  a  fool,  or  disbelieve  in  her 
And  am  a  knave,  —  approve  in  neither  oase« 
Withhold  their  voices  though  I  look  their  wmy  : 
Like  Verdi  when,  at  his  worst  opera's  end 
(The  thing  they  gave  at  Florence,  —  what  'a  ita 

name  ?) 
While  the  mad  houseful's  plaudits  near  out- 
bang 
His  orchestra  of  salt-box,  tongs,  and  bones. 
He   looks   through   all   the   roaring  and  tke 

wreaths 
Where  sits  Rossini  patient  in  his  atalL 


Nay,  friend,   I   meet  yon  with  an 

here  — 
That  even  your  prime  men  who  appraise  their 

kind 
Are  men  still,  catch  a  wheel  within  a  wheel. 
See  more  in  a  truth  than  the  truth's  Mm|^  self. 
Confuse  themselves.     You  see  lads  walk  th^ 

street 
Sixty  the  minute :  what 's  to  note  in  that  f 
You  see  one  lad  o  erstride  a  chimney-staek  ; 
Him  yon  must  wateh—  he's  sure  to  faUl,  ym^ 

standsl 
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Oar  interest 's  on  the  danfferoaa  edfce  of  things. 

The  honest  thief,  the  tender  murderer, 

The  superBtitions  atheist,  demirep 

That  lores  and  saves  her  soul  m  new  French 

books  — 
We  watoh  while  these  in  eqnilibrinm  keep 
The  giddy  line  midwav :  one  step  aside. 
They  *re  olaaaed  and  done  with.    I,  then,  keep 

the  line 
Before  your  sages,  —  just  the  men  to  shrink 
From   the   gross   weights,   ooarse  scales  and 

labelabroad 
Yon  offer  their  refinement.    Fool  or  knave  ? 
^Vhy  needs  a  bishop  be  a  fool  or  knave 
When   there  's  a  thousand   diamond  weighti 

between? 
So,  I  enlist  them.    Your  picked  twelve,  yon  'U 

find, 
Profess  themselves  indignant,  scandalized 
At  thus  beinjir  held  unable  to  explain 
How  a  superior  man  who  disbelieves 
May  not  believe  as  well:    that's  Schelling*s 

way! 
It 's  through  my  coming  in  the  tail  of  time. 
Nicking  the  minute  with  a  happy  tact. 
Had  I  been  bom  three  hundred  years  ago 
They  'd  say,  "  What  *s  strange  ?    Blougram  of 

course  believes ;  ** 
And,    seventv    years    since,    **  disbelieves    of 

course.  ' 
But  now,  **  He  may  believe ;  and  vet,  and  yet 
How  can  he  ?  "    Ail  eyes  tum^  with  interest. 
Whereas,  step  off  the  line  on  either  side  — 
You,  for  example,  clever  to  a  fault. 
The  rough  and  ready  man  who  write  apace. 
Read  somewhat  seldomer,  think  perhaps  even 

less  — 
Yon  disbelieve !    Who  wonders  and  who  cares  ? 
Lord   So-and-So  —  his    coat   bedropped   with 


All  Peter*s  chains  about  his  waist,  his  back 
Brave  with  the  needlework  of  Noodledom  — 
Believes  1    Again,  who  wonders  and  who  cares  ? 
But  I,  the  man  oi  sense  and  learning  too. 
The  able  to  think  yet  act^  the  this,  the  that, 
L.  to  believe  at  this  late  time  of  day ! 
£iioagh  ;  you  see,  I  need  not  fear  contempt. 

—  Except  it 's  yours  I    Admire  me  as  these 

may, 
Yon  don't.    But  whom  at  least  do  ^ou  admire  ? 
Present  your  own  perfection^  ^our  ideal, 
Your  pattern  man  for  a  minute — oh,  make 

hastel 
Is  it  Napoleon  yon  would  have  us  grow  ? 
Concede  the  means ;  allow  his  heM  and  hand, 
(A  large  concession,  clever  as  you  are) 
Good  I    In  our  common  primal  element 
Of  snbeKef  (we  can't  believe,  you  know  ~ 
We  *re  still  at  that  adnussion,  recollect  |) 
W*li«re  do  vou  find  —  apart  from,  towering  o'er 
The  seconoary  temponuy  aims 
Which  satisfy  the  grow  taste  yon  despise  — 
\\1iere  do  yon  find  his  star  ?  —  his  craz^  trust 
C«od  knows  through  what  or  in  what  ?  it 's  alive 
And  shines  and  leads  him,  and  that 's  all  we 

want. 
II«we  we  an^t  in  our  sober  nig^t  shall  point 


Such  ends  as  his  were,  and  direct  the  means 
Of  working  out  our  purpose  straight  as  his, 
Nor  bring  a  moment^s  trouble  on  success 
With  after-care  to  justify  the  same  ? 
—  Be  a  Nftpoleon,  and  yet  disbelieve  — 
Why,  the  man 's  mad,  friend,  take  his  light 

away  1 
What 's  the  vague  good  o'  the  world,  for  which 

you  dare 
With  comfort  to  yourself  blow  millions  up? 
We  neither  of  us  see  it  I  we  do  see 
The  blown-up  millions  —  spatter  of  thmr  brains 
And  writhing  of  their  bowels  and  so  forth, 
In  that  bewildering  entanglement 
Of  horrible  eventualities 
Past  calculation  to  the  end  of  time  I 
Can  I  mistake  for  some  clear  word  of  God 
(Which  were  my  ample  warrant  for  it  all) 
His  puff  of  haanr  instmct,  idle  talk, 
**The  State,  that*s  I,"  quack-nonsense  about 

crowns. 
And  (when  one  beats  the  man  to  his  last  hold) 
A  va^e  idea  of  settii^  things  to  rights, 
Policmg  people  efficaciously. 
More  to  tneir  profit,  most  of  all  to  his  own ; 
The  whole  to  end  that  dismallest  of  ends 
By  an  Austrian  marriage,  cant  to  us  the  Church, 
And  resurrection  of  the  old  regime  ? 
Would  I,  who  hope  to  live  a  dozen  years. 
Fight  Austerlitz  for  reasons  such  and  such  f 
No :  for,  concede  me  but  the  merest  chance 
Doubt  may  be  wrong  —  there 's  judgment,  life 

to  come  I 
With   just   that  chance,  I  dare  not.    Doubt 

proves  right  ? 
This  present  life  is  all  ?  ~  you  offer  me 
Its  doxen  lunsy  years,  without  a  chance 
That  wedding  an  archduchess,  wearing  lace. 
And  getting  called  by  divers  new-cmned  names. 
Will  drive  off  ugly  thoughts  and  let  me  dine. 
Sleep,  read  and  chat  in  quiet  as  I  like ! 
Therefore  I  will  not. 

Take  another  case ; 
Fit  up  the  cabin  yet  another  wav. 
What  say  yon  to  the  poets  ?  shall  we  write 
Hamlet,  Othello  —  make  the  world  our  own, 
Without  a  risk  to  run  of  either  sort  ? 
I  can't !  —  to  put  the  strongest  reason  first. 
**  But  trjt**  yon  urge,  **  the  trying  shall  suffice ; 
The  aim,  if  reached  or  not,  makes  great  the 

life: 
Try  to  be  Shakespeare,  leave  the  rest  to  fato ! " 
Spare  my  self-knowledge  —  there 's  no  fooling 

me! 
If  I  prefer  remiuning  my  poor  self,  ^ 
I  say  so  not  in  self-dispraise  but  praise. 
If  I  'm  a  Shakespeare,  let  the  well  alone  ; 
Why  should  I  try  to  be  what  now  I  am  ? 
If  I  'm  no  Shakespeiue,  as  too  probable,  -;;- 
His  power  and  consciousness  and  self-delight 
And  all  we  want  in  common,  shall  I  find  — 
Trying  forever  ?  while  on  points  of  tasto 
Wherewith,  to  speak  it  humbly,  he  and  I 
Are  dowered  alike  j—  I  '11  ask  yon,  I  or  he, 
Which  in  our  two  lives  realizes  most  ? 
Much,  he  imagined  —  somewhat,  I  possess. 
He  had  the  imagination ;  stick  to  that ! 
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Let  him  saT,  '*  In  the  faoe  of  my  sonl^s  works 
Your  world  is  worthless  and  I  toiieh  it  not 
Lest  I  should  wrong  them"  — 1*11  withdraw 

my  plea. 
But  does  he  say  so  ?  look  upon  his  life  ! 
Himself,  who  only  can,  fcires  jadgment  there. 
He  leaves  his  towers  and  gorgeous  palaoes 
To  build  the  trimmest  house  in  Stratford  town  : 
Saves   money,  spends  it,  owns  the  worth  of 

things, 
Giulio  Romano's  pictures,  Dowland^s  lute ; 
Enjoys  a  show,  respects  the  puppets,  too. 
And  none  more,  had  he  seen  its  entry  once. 
Than  ''  Pandulph,  of  fair  Milan  cardinal." 
Why  then  should  I  who  play  that  penionage. 
The  very  Pandulph  Shakespeare  *s  fancy  made, 
Be  told  that  had  the  poet  cnanoed  to  start 
From  where  I  stana  now  (some  degree  like 

mine 
Being  just  the  goal  he  ran  his  raoe  to  reach) 
He  would  have  run  the  whole  race  back,  for- 

HOOthj 

And  left  bemg  Pandulph,  to  begin  write  plajrs  ? 
Ah,  the  earth*8  best  can  be  but  the  earth^s  best  I 
Did  Shakespeare  live,  he  could  but  sit  at  home 
And  get  himself  in  dreams  the  Vatican, 
Oreek  busts,  Venetian  paintings,  Roman  walls, 
And  EiieUsh  books,  none  equal  to  his  own, 
Which  Iread,  bound  in  gold  (he  never  did). 
—  Terni's  fall,    Naples^  bay,  and   Gothard's 

top  — 
Eh,  friend  ?    I  could  not  fancy  one  of  these ; 
But,  as  I  pour  this  claret,  there  ther  are : 
I  Ve  gained  them  —  crossied  Saint  Gothard  last 

July 
With  ten  mules  to  the  carriage  and  a  bed 
Slung  inside ;  is  my  hap  the  worse  for  that  ? 
We  want  the  same  things,  Shakespeare  and  my- 
self. 
And  what  I  want,  I  have  :  he,  gifted  more. 
Could  fancy  he  too  had  them  when  he  liked. 
But  not  so  thoroughly  that,  if  fate  allowed, 
He  would  not  have  them  also  in  mv  sense. 
We  play  one  game ;  I  send  the  ball  lUoft 
No  less  adroitiy  that  of  fifty  strokes 
Scarce  five  go  o'er  the  wall  so  wide  and  hifh 
Which  8en<k  them  back  to  me :  1  wish  and  get. 
He  struck  balls  higher  and  with  better  skill. 
But  at  a  poor  fence  level  with  his  head. 
And  hit  —  his  Stratford  house,  a  eoat  of  arms. 
Successful  dealings  in  his  grain  and  wool,  — 
While  I  receive  heaven^s  incense  in  my  nose 
A.nd  style  myself  the  cousin  of  Queen  Beas. 
Ask  him,  if  this  life  's  all,  who  wins  the  game? 

Believe  —  and  our  whole  argument  breaks  up. 
Enthusiasm 's  the  best  thing,  I  repeat ; 
Only,  we  can^t  command  it ;  fire  and  life 
Are  all,  dead  matter  *s  nothing,  we  agree  : 
And  be  it  a  mad  dream  or  Ood^s  very  breath, 
The  fact 's  the  same,  —  belief *s  fire,  once  in  us. 
Makes  of  all  else  mere  stuff  to  show  itself  : 
We  penetrate  our  life  with  such  a  glow 
As  nre  lends  wood  and  iron  —  this  turns  8tee1| 
That  bums  to  ash  -    all  *8  one,  fire  prores  its 

power 
For  good  or  ill,  since  men  call  flare  success. 
But  paint  a  fire,  it  will  not  therefore  bum. 


Light  one  in  me,  I  '11  find  it  food  enough  I 
Why,  to  be  Luther  —  that  *8  a  life  to  lead. 
Incomparably  better  than  my  own. 
He  comes,  reclaims  God's  earth  for  God,  he 

says. 
Sets  up  God's  rule  again  by  fflmple  means, 
Reopens  a  shut  book,  and  all  is  done. 
He  flared  out  in  the  flaring  of  mankind  ; 
Such  Luther's  luck  was:  how  shall  %Qch  be 

mine? 
If  he  succeeded,  nothing 's  left  to  do : 
And  if  he  did  not  altogether — well. 
Strauss   is   the   next   advance.      All   SixmoflB 

should  be 
I  might  be  also.    But  to  what  result  ? 
He  looks  upon  no  future :  Luther  did. 
What  can  I  gain  on  the  denying  side  ? 
Ice  makes  no  conflagration.    St«te  the  facts. 
Read  the  text  right,  emancipate  the  worhl  — 
The  emanoipatea  world  eniovs  itself 
With  scarce  a  thank-you  :  Blougram  told  it  first 
It  could  not  owe  a  f airthing,  —  not  to  lum 
More  tban  Saint  Paul !  't  would  press  its  pay. 

you  think  ? 
Then  add  there  's  still  that  plaguy  hundredth 

chance 
Straufls  may  be  wrong.    And  so  a  risk  is  mn  — 
For  what  gain  ?  not  for  Luther's,  who  secured 
A  real  heaven  in  his  heart  throughout  his  life. 
Supposing  death  a  little  altered  things. 

**  Ay,  but  since  really  yon  lack  faith,"  yon 

**  Tou  run  the  same  risk  really  on  all  sides. 

In  oool  indifference  as  bold  unbelief. 

As  well  be  Straoas  as  swing  'twizt  Paul  and 

him. 
It 's  not  worth  having,  soeh  imperfect  faith, 
No  more  available  to  do  faith's  work 
Than  unbelief    like    mine.    Whole  faith,  or 

none  I " 

Softly,   my   friend  I    I   must  dispnto  that 
point. 
Onee  own  the  use  of  faith,  I  'II  find  you  faith. 
We  're  back  on  Christian  groirad.     x  on  call  for 

faith  : 
I  show  yon  doubt,  to  prove  that  futh  exists. 
The  more  of  doubt,  the  stronger  faith,  I  say. 
If  faith  o'eroomes  doubt.    How  I  know  it  does  ? 
By  life  and  man's  free  will,  God  ^ve  for  that ! 
To   mould   life   as  we  choose   it,  shows  oar 

choice  : 
That 's  our  one  act,  the  previous  woik  's  his 

own. 
Tou  criticiBe  the  soul  ?  it  reared  this  tree  — 
This  broad  life  and  whatever  fruit  it  bears ! 
What  matter  though  I  doubt  at  every  pore, 
Head-doubts,  heart-doubts,  doubts  «t  my  fin- 
gers' ends. 
Doubts  in  the  tnvial  work  of  every  day, 
E>oubts  at  the  very  bases  of  my  soul 
In  the  grand  moments  when  she  probea  he^ 

self  — 
If  finally  I  have  a  life  to  show. 
The  thing  I  did,  brought  out  in  evidence 
Against  tne  thing  done  to  me  underground 
By  hell  and  all  its  brood,  for  aught  I  know  ? 
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I  Bft7,  wheirae  spnuig  this?  shows  it  faith  or 
donht? 

AU  *•  (kmbt  in  sid  ;  where  ^«  break  of  faith  ia 
this? 

It  is  the  idea,  the  feeling  and  the  lore, 

Ckxl  means  mankind  ahooU  strive  for  and  show 
forth 

WhateTer  be  the  nroeees  to  that  end.  — 

And  not  historie  knowledge,  logic  sonnd. 

And  metaphysical  acumen,  sure  I 

^*  What  think  TO  of  Christ,*'  friend  f  when  aU  'a 
done  ana  said, 

Like  you  this  Christianity  or  not  ? 

It  may  be  false,  bnt  will  ^n  wish  it  true  ? 

Has  it  yoor  vote  to  be  so  if  it  can  ? 

Trust  you  an  instinct  silenced  long  ago 

That  will  break  silence  and  enjoin  you  love 

What  mortified  philosophy  is  hoarse, 

And  all  in  vain,  with  biidmng  you  despise  ? 

If  von  desiie  faith  —  then  you '  ve  faitn  enough : 

What  else  seeks  Gkxl  —  nay,  what  else  seek  our- 
selves ? 

You  form  a  notion  of  me,  we  'U  suppose. 

On  hearsav  •  it  *s  a  favorable  one  : 

''But  still'*  (yon  add),  ''there  was  no  sueh 
good  man, 

Because  of  eontradiction  in  the  facts. 

One  proves,  for  instance,  he  was  bom  in  Rome, 

This  Blongnun ;  yet  throughout  the  tales  of  him 

I  see  he  figures  as  an  Englishman.'* 

Well,  the  two  things  are  reconcilable. 

But  would  I  rather  you  discovered  Uiat, 

Subjoining  —  *'  btill,  what  matter  though  they 

Blougram  ooncems  me  naught,  bom  here  or 
there." 

Pure  faith  indeed  —  you  know  not  what  you 

askl 
Naked  belief  in  God  the  Omnipotent, 
(huniaeient,  Ommpresent,  sears  too  much 
The  sense  of  conscious  creatures  to  be  borne. 
It  were  the  seeing  him,  no  flesh  shall  dare. 
^x>me   think.  Creation 's  meant  to  show  him 

forth  : 
I  sav  it 's  meant  to  hide  him  all  it  ean. 
And  that 's  what  all  the  blessed  evil 's  for. 
Iti  use  in  Time  is  to  environ  us. 
Our   breath,  our   drop  of   dew,  with   shield 

enough 
Against  that  sight  till  we  can  bear  its  stress. 
Lender  a  vertioal  sun,  the  exposed  brain 
And  lidlpss  eye  and  disemprisoned  heart 
I.<ess  certainly  would  wither  up  at  once 
Than  mind,  confronted  with  toe  truth  of  him. 
Bat  time  and  earth  case-harden  us  to  live  j 
The  feeUeat  sense  is  trusted  most :  the  child 
Feds  God  a  moment,  ichors  o'er  tne  place. 
Flays  om  and  grows  to  be  aman  like  us. 
With  me,  faith  means  perpetual  unbelief 
K«pt  quiet  like  the  snake  'neath  Bfiehsel's  foot 
Who  stands   calm   just   because   he   feels   it 

writhe. 
Or,  if  that 's  too  ambitious,  —  here 's  my  box  — 
I  need  the  excitation  ol  a  pineh 
Thrsatening  the  torpor  off  the  inside-nose 
SMk  on  the  imminent  sneeae  that  never  comes. 
*  £^ve  it  ia  peace,"  advise  the  simple  folk : 


Hake  it  aware  of  peace  by  ttching^fits. 
Say  I  —  let  doubt  occasion  still  more  uitk  I 

You  '11  say,  ones  all  believed,  man,  woman, 

child. 
In  that  dear  middle-age  these  noodles  praise. 
How  you  'd  exult  if  1  could  put  you  back 
Six  hundred  years,  blot  out  cosmogony, 
Qeology,  ethnology,  what  not, 
(Oreek  endings,  each  the  little  pasring-bell 
That  signifies  some  faith 's  about  to  me). 
And  set  you  square  with  Genesis  again,  — 
When  such  a  traveller  told  you  his  Isst  news, 
He  saw  the  ark  a-top  of  Ararat 
But  did  not  dimh  there  since 't  was  getting 

dusk 
And  robber-bands  infest  the  mountain's  foot  1 
How  should  von  feel,  I  ask,  in  such  an  age. 
How  act  ?    As  other  people  felt  and  did ; 
With  soul  more   blank  than  this   decanter's 

knob. 
Believe  —  sad  yet  lie,  kill,  roh,  fornicate, 
Full  in  beliers  face,  like  the  beast  you  'd  be  I 

No,  when  the  fight  begins  within  himself, 
A  man 's  worth  something.    God  stoopso'er  his 

head, 
Satan  looks  up  between  his  feet  —  both  tug— 
He 's  left,  hiraseU,  i'    the   middle :  the  soul 

wakes 
And  grows.    Ptolong  that  battle  through  hia 

life  I 
Never  leave  growing  till  the  life  to  eome  I 
Here,  we  've  got  oaUons  to  the  Virgin's  winks 
That  used  to  puxzle  people  wholesomely : 
Men  have  oulgrown  the  shame  of  being  fools. 
What  are  the  laws  of  nature,  not  to  bend 
If  the  Church  bid  them?  —  brother  Newman 

asks. 
Up  with  the  Immaculate  Conception,  then  — 
On  to  the  rack  with  faith  1  *~  is  my  advice. 
Will  not  that  hurry  us  upon  our  kneee, 
Knocking  our  breasts.      It  can't  be — yet  it 

shall! 
Who  un  I,  the  worm,  to  argue  with  my  Pope  ? 
Low  thinn  confound  the  high  things  1 ''  and  so 

forUi. 
That 's  better  than  acquitting  Qod  with  grace 
As  some  folk   do.    He 's  tried  —  no  case   is 

proved. 
Philosophy  is  leniMit  — he  may  go  I 

You  '11  say,  the  old  system 's  not  so  obsolete 
Bnt  men  believe  still :  ay,  but  who  and  where  ? 
King  Bomba's  laxzaroni  foster  yet 
The  sacred  flame,  so  Antonelli  writes ; 
Bnt  even  of  these,  what  ragamuffin-eaint 
Believes  God  watches  him  continually, 
As  he  believes  in  fire  that  it  will  bum. 
Or  rain  that  it  will  drench  him  ?    Break  fire^s 

law. 
Sin  against  rain,  although  the  penalty 
Beiust  a  singe  or  soaking  f       No,"  ne  smiles ; 
*'  Tnose  laws  are  laws  that  eaa  eisforoe  tlwm* 

sell 


The  sum  of  all  is  —  yes,  ny  doubt  is  great. 
My  faith 's  still  greater,  thanaiy  faith  *s  eaoogh. 
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I  haye  read  mooh,  thongrht  much,  ezperieneed 

much, 
Tet  would  die  rather  than  avow  my  fear 
The  Naples'  liquefactaon  may  be  false. 
When  set  to  happen  by  the  iwlace-clook 
Acoordingr  to  the  clouds  or  dinner-time. 
I  hear  yon  reoommend,  I  might  at  least 
flliniinate,  deorassify  my  faith 
8ince  I  adopt  it ;  keeping^  what  I  must 
And  learin^  what  I  can  — such  points  as  this. 
1  won't  —  that  is,  I  can't  throw  one  away. 
Snpposinsr  there 's  no  truth  in  what  I  hold 
Ammt  tha  need  of  trial  to  man's  faith, 
Still,  when  you  bid  me  purify  the  same. 
To  saoh  a  process  I  discern  no  end. 
Clearing  off  one  excrescence  to  see  two. 
There 's  erer  a  next  in  size,  now  grown  as  big. 
That  meets  the  knife :  I  cut  and  out  again ! 
Fint  cut  the  Liquefaction,  what  comes  last 
But  FSohte's  clever  cut  at  God  himself  ? 
Experimentalize  on  sacred  things  I 
I  trust  nor  hand  nor  eye  nor  heart  nor  brain 
To  stop  betimes  :  they  all  get  drunk  alike. 
The  fint  step,  1  am  master  not  to  take. 

Yon  'd  find  the  cutting-prooess  Co  your  taste 
As  much  as  leaving  growths  of  lies  unpmned, 
Nor  see  more  danger  in  it,  —  you  retort. 
Tour  taste 's  worth  mine  ;  but  my  taste  proves 

mora  wise 
When  we  consider  that  the  steadfisst  hold 
On  l^e  extreme  end  of  the  chain  of  faith 
Gives  all  the  advautaijre,  makes  the  difference 
With  the  rou^  purbknd  mass  we  seek  to  rule : 
We  are  their  lords,  or  they  are  free  of  us. 
Just  as  we  tighten  or  relax  our  hold. 
So,  other  mattem  equal,  we  'U  revert 
To  the  fitrst  problem  —  which,  if  solved  my  way 
Aifd  thrown  into  the  balance,  turns  the  scale  — 
How  we  may  lead  a  comfortable^  life,  ^ 
How  suit  our  luggage  to  the  cabin's  size. 

Of  oonrsa  vou  are  remarking  all  this  time 
How  narrowly  an<l  grossly  I  view  life. 
Respect  the  oreature^iomf  orts,  care  to  rule 
The  masses,  and  regard  complacentiv 
**  The  cabin,"  in  onr  old  phrase.    Well,  I  do. 
I  aet  for,  talk  for,  live  for  this  world  now, 
As  this^  world  prizes  action,  life  and  talk  : 
No  prejudice  to  what  next  world  may  prove. 
Whose  new  laws  and  rt^quiremeuts,  my  best 

pledge 
To  observe  then,  is  that  I  observe  these  now, 
Shall  do  hereafter  what  I  do  meanwhile. 
Let  us  concede  (gratuitously  though) 
Next  life  relieves  the  soul  of  body,  yields 
Pure  spiritual  enjoyment :  well,  my  friend. 
Why  lose  this  life  i'  the  meantime,  since  its  use 
May  be  to  make  the  next  life  more  intense  ? 

Do  you  know,  I  have  often  had  a  dream 
(Work  it  up  in  your  next  month's  article) 
Of  man's  poor  spirit  in  its  progress,  still 
Losing  true  life  forever  and  a  day 
Through  ever  trying  to  be  and  ever  being  — 
In  the  evolution  of  successive  spheres  — 
B^ort  its  actual  sphere  and  place  of  life. 
Halfway  into  the  naxt,  which  having  reache<l. 


It  shoots  with  ooiTesponding  foolery 

Halfway  into  the  next  still,  on  and  off  I 

As  when  a  traveller,  boimd  from  North  to 

South, 
Scouts  fur  in  Russia :  what 's  its  use  in  FVanee  ? 
In  France  spurns  fianael :  where 's  its  need  in 

Spain? 
In  Spain  drops  cloth,  too  cumbrous  for  Algien  I 
Linen  goes  next,  and  last  the  skin  itself, 
A  superfluity  at  Timbuctoo. 
When,  through  his  journey,  was  the  fool  at 

ease? 
I  'm  at  ease  now,  friend ;  worldlv  in  this  world, 
I  take  and  like  its  way  of  life ;  I  think 
My  brothers,  who  administer  the  means. 
Live  better  for  my  comfort  — that 's  good  too ; 
And  God,  if  he  pronounce  ufmn  such  tife. 
Approves  mj  service,  which  is  better  stilL 
If  he  keep  silence, —  why,  for  vou  or  ma 
Or   that   brute    beast   pullea-up  in   to-day's 

"Times,"  ^^ 

What  odds  ii  't,  save  to  ourMlves,  what  life  we 

lead? 

Ton  meet  me  at  this  issue :  you  declare, — 
All  special-pleading  done  with  —  troth  is  truth. 
And  mstifies  itself  by  undreamed  ways. 
You  don't  fear  but  it 's  better,  if  we  doubt. 
To  say  so,  act  up  to  our  truth  perceived 
However  feebly.    Do  then,  —  aet  away  I 
'T  is  there  I  'm  on  the  watch  for  yon.    How 

one  acts 
Is,  both  of  us  agree,  our  chief  oonoem : 
And  how  you  '11  act  is  what  I  fain  would  aea 
If,  like  the  candid  person  you  appear, 
You  dare    to    make  the  most  of  your  life's 

scheme 
As  I  of  mine,  live  un  to  its  f uU  law 
i>ince  there  's  no  higher  law  that  counteielieeka. 
Put  natural  religicm  to  the  test 
You've  just  demolished  the  revealed  with  — 

quick, 
Down  to  the  root  of  all  that  checks  yonr  wUl, 
All  prohibition  to  lie,  kill  and  thieve, 
Or  even  to  be  an  atheistic  priest  I 
Suppose  a  pricking  to  incontinence  — 
Philosophen  deduce  you  chastity 
Or  shame,  from  just  the  fact  that  at  the  first 
Whoso  embraced  a  woman  in  the  field. 
Threw  club  down  and  forewent  hU  braias  'be- 
side. 
So,  stood  a  ready  victim  in  the  reaoh 
Of  any  brother  savage,  club  in  hand  ; 
Hence  saw  the  use  of  going  out  of  sight 
In  wood  or  cave  to  prosecute  his  loves : 
I  read  this  in  a  French  book  t'other  day. 
Does  law  so  analyzed  coerce  you  much  r 
Oh,  men  spin  clouds  of  fnzz  where  mattsn  end. 
But  you  who  reach  where  the  first  thread  be- 

You  '11  soon  cot  that !  —  whieh 

but  won't. 
Through  certain  instincts,  blind, 

out. 
You  dare  not  aet  aside,  yon  eaa't  tell  why. 
But  there  they  are,  and  so  you  1st  ^em  ivle. 
Then,  friend,  you  seem  as  roneh  a  slavs  as  I, 
A  liar,  eonseions  onward  and  hypocrite. 
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Withoat  the  good  the  slave  expeets  to  get. 
In  eaae  he  has  a  master  after  all  I 
Too  ovn  your  instinets?  why,  what  else  do  I, 
Who  want,  am  made  for,  and  most  have  a  God 
£re  I  can  he  aaght,  do  anght  ?  —  no  mere  name 
Want,  hut  the  true  thing  with  what  proves  its 

truth. 
To  wit,  a  relation  from  that  thing  to  me, 
Touehing  from  head  to  foot — whieh  touch  I 

feel. 
And  with  it  take  the  rest,  thb  life  of  ours  I 
I  live  my  life  here ;  yours  you  dare  not  live. 

—  Not  as  I  state  it,  who  (you  please  suhjoin) 
Disfigure  such  a  life  and  call  it  names, 
WhiM,  to  your  mind,  remains  another  way 
For  simple  men :  knowledge  and  power  have 

rights. 
But  ignoranee  and  weakness  have  righta  too. 
There  needs  no  crucial  effort  to  find  truth 
If  here  or  there  or  anvwhere  ahout : 
We  oogfat  to  turn  each  side,  try  hard  and  see, 
And  if  we  can't,  he  elad  we  've  earned  at  least 
The  rig^t,  by  one  laborious  proof  the  more, 
To  graie  in  peace  earth's  pleasant  pasturage. 
Men  are  not  angels,  neither  are  they  brutes  : 
Something  we  may  see,  all  we  cannot  see. 
Whatnot  of  lying?    I  say,  I  see  all, 
And  sweiff  to  each  detail  the  most  minute 
In  what  I  think  a  Pan's  face  —  you,  mere  cloud : 
I  swear  I  hear  him  speak  and  see  him  wink. 
For  fear,  if  oom  I  drop  the  emphasis. 
Mankind  may  doubt  tnere  's  any  cloud  at  all. 
You  take  the  simple  life — ready  to  see. 
Willing  to  see  (for  no  cloud 's  worth  a  face)  — 
And  leaving  quiet  what  no  strength  can  move. 
And  which,  who  bids  you  move?  who  has  the 

right? 
I  hid  yon  ;  bat  you  are  God's  sheep,  not  mine  : 
"  Potior  est  fat  l>onnaifs."    You  find 
In  this  the  pleasant  pasture  of  our  life 
Much  you  may  eat  without  the  least  offence. 
Much  you  don^t  eat  because  your  maw  objects. 
Much  yon  would  eat  but  thirt  your  fellow-flock 
Open  ereat  eyes  at  yon  and  even  butt, 
AJid  uiereapon  you  like  your  mates  so  well 
Yon  cannot  please  yourself,  offending  them ; 
Though  when  they  seem  exorbitantly  sheep, 
Yon  we^h  your  pleasure  with  their  butts  and 

blMts 
And  strike  the  balance.     Sometimes  certain 

fears 
Restrain  you,  real  checks  since  you  find  them 

■o; 
Sometimes   you  please   yourself  and  nothing 

checks: 
And  thus  you  graze  through  life  with  not  one 

And  like  H  beat. 

But  do  yon,  in  truth's  name  ? 
If  so,  yon  beat  —  whieh  means  ^on  are  not  I  — 
H1k>  needs  must  make  earth  mine  and  feed  my 

fill 
Not  amply  nnbutted  at,  unbickered  with. 
Bat  motioned  to  the  velvet  of  the  stward 
By  those  ohse^nious  wethem'  very  selves. 
LooIl  at  me,  sir ;  my  aire  is  dcMibl«f  yours : 


At  yours,  I  knew  beforehand,  so  enjoyed. 
What  now  I  should  be  —  as,  permit  the  word, 
I  pretty  weU  imagine  your  whole  range 
And  stretch  of  tether  twenty  ^ears  to  come. 
We  both  have  minds  and  bodies  much  alike : 
In  truth's  name,  don't  von  want  my  bishopric, 
My  daily  bread,  my  iunuence,  and  mv  state  ? 
You  're  young.    I  'm  old ;  you  must  be  old  one 

day; 
Will  you  find  then,  as  I  do  hour  by  hour. 
Women  their  lovers  kneel  to,  who  cut  enrla 
From  your  fat  lai>-do^'s  ear  to  grace  a  brooch  «- 
Dukes,  who  petiticm  just  to  kiss  your  ring — 
With  much  beside  >^ou  know  or  may  conceive  ? 
Suppose  we  die  to^ght :  well,  here  am  I, 
Such  were  my  gains,  life  bore  this  fruit  to 

me. 
While  writing  all  the  same  my  articles 
On  music,  poetry,  the  fictile  vase 
Found  At  Albano,  chess,  Anacreon's  Greek. 
But  you  —  the  highest  honor  in  your  life. 
The  thing  you  'U  crown  yourself  with,  all  yonr 

da^. 
Is  —  dimng  here  and  drinking  this  last  glass 
I  pour  you  out  in  sign  of  amity 
Before  we  part  forever.    Of  your  power 
And  social  influence,  worldly  worui  in  short. 
Judge  what 's  my  estimation  by  the  fact, 
I  do  not  condescend  to  enjoin,  beseech. 
Hint  secrecy  on  one  of  all  tJiese  words  I 
You  're  shrewd  and  know  that  should  yon  pub- 
lish one 
The  world  would  brand  the  lie  —  my  enemies 

first. 
Who  'd  sneer  —  ^^  the  bishop 's  an  arch-hypo- 
crite 
And  knave  nerhaps,  but  not  so  frank  a  fooL" 
Whereas  I  should  not  dare  for  both  my  ears 
Breathe  one  such  syllable,  smile  one  such  smile. 
Before  the  chaplain  who  reflects  myself  — 
My  shade 's  so  much  more  potent  than  your 

flesh. 
What 's  your  reward,  self-«bnegatiiig  friend  ? 
Stood  jovi  confessed  of  those  exoeptional 
And  privileged  great  natures  that  dwarf  mine  — 
A  zealot  with  a  mad  ideal  in  reach, 
A  poet  just  about  to  print  his  ode, 
A  statesman  with  a  scheme  to  stop  this  war. 
An  artist  whose  religion  is  his  art — 
I  should  have  nothinji  to  object :  such  men 
Carry  the  fire,  all  thinss  grow  warm  to  them. 
Their  drugget's  wortn  my  purple,  they  beat 

me. 
But  you,  —  you  're  just  as  little  those  as  I  — 
Yon,  Gigadibe,  who.  thirty  yean  of  age. 
Write  statedly  for  Blackwood's  Magazine, 
Believe  you  see  two  points  in  Hamlet's  soul  ^ 
Unseized  by  the  Germans  yet  —  which  view 

you  'll  print  — 
Meantime  the  beat  you  have  to  show  being  still 
That  lively  lightsome  article  we  took 
Almost   for  the  true   Dickens,  —  what 's  its 

name? 
*'  The  Slum  and  Celhur,  or  WhitiHshapel  life 
Limned  after  dark ! "  it  made  nie  langh,  I  know. 
And  pleased  a  month,  and  brought  you  in  ten 

pounds. 
—  Sneouss  1  recognize  and  compliment. 
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And  therefon  give  yoa,  if  yon  ohooae,  throe 

¥rorcb 
(The  card  and  peDcil-eerateh  is  quite  enoagfa) 
Which  whether  here,  in  Dublin  or  New  Vork, 
Will  get  you,  prompt  ae  at  my  eyebrow*8  wink^ 
Saoh  terms  as  never  yoa  aspired  to  get 
In  all  our  own  reviews  and  some  not  oiin. 
(So  write  your  lively  sketches  !  be  the  first 
**  Blougram,  or  llie  Eccentric  Confidence  '*  — 
Or  better  simply  say,  *'  The  Outward-bound/* 
Why,  men  as  soon  would  throw  it  in  my  teeth 
As  copy  and  quote  the  infamy  chalked  broad 
About  me  on  the  church-doiw  ofyposite. 
Yon  will  not  wait  for  that  experience  thoagh, 
I  fancy,  howsoever  yoa  deoMie, 
To  discontinue  —  not  detesting,  not 
Defaming,  but  at  least  —  despising  me  1 


Over  his  wine  so  smiled  and  talked  his  hour 
Sylvester  Blongram,  stvled  ta  pcardbuM 
Epitcopus^  nee  non  —  (tne  deuce  knows  what 
It  *s  changed  to  by  onr  novel  hierarchy) 
With  Gigadibs  the  litersry  man. 
Who  plajred  with  spoons,  explored  his  platens 

design. 
And  ranged  the  olive-stooea  aboat  its  edge. 
While  the  great  bishop  rolled  him  oat  a  mind 
Long  crumpled,  till  creased  conscioosness  lay 

smooth. 

For  Blongram,  he  believed,  8«y,  half  he  spoke. 
The  other  portion,  as  he  sliaped  it  thus 
For  argnmentatory  pnrpoees. 
He  felt  his  foe  was  toolish  to  diroute. 
Some  arbitrary  accidental  thoughts 
That  orosMd  his  mind,  amusing  becoose  new. 
He  chose  to  represent  as  fixtures  theie, 
Invariable  convictions  (such  they  seemed 
Beside  his  interlocutor's  loose  cards 
Flung  daily  down,  and  not  the  same  way  twice). 
While  certain  hell-deep  instincts,  man's  weak 

tongue 
Is  never  lx>)d  to  utter  in  their  truth 
Because  styled  hell-deep  ('t  is  an  old  mistake 
To  place  hell  at  the  bottom  of  the  earth). 
He  ign<n^  these,  —  not  having  in  readiness 
Their  nomenclature  and  philosophy : 
He  said  true  things,  but  called  them  by  wrong 

names. 
''On  the  whole,"  he  thonjrht,  '\I  justify  myself 
On  every  point  where  cavillers  like  this 
Oppugn  my  life :  he  tries  one  kind  of  fence, 
I  close,  he 's  worsted,  that 's  enough  for  him. 
He  *s  on  the  groond :  if  ground  should  break 

away 
I  take  my  stand  on,  there  ^s  a  firmer  yet 
Beneath  it,  both  of  us  may  sink  and  reach. 
His  ground  was  over  mine  and  broke  the  first : 
So,  let  him  mt  with  me  this  many  a  year !  '* 


But  settler's-implements  <eiio«igii  for  time) 
And  started  for  Austmlia— thiere,  I  hope. 


He  did  not  sit  five  minutes.    Just  a  week 
SuiBoed  his  sadden  healthy  vehemence. 
Something  had  struck  him  in  the  **  Outward* 

bound'* 
Another  way  than  Blongram*s  pnrpcas  was : 
Ami  having  bought,  not  eabin-fumitare 


By  this  time  he  has  tested  his  first  pkragli. 
And  studied  his  last  chapter  of  Saint  Uuu 


CLEON 
*'  As  certaia  slso  of  your  own  posts  hsvs  ssid  "— 


Glsok  the  poet  (from  the  sprinkled  i 
Lily  on  lily,  that  e'erlaoe  the  aea^ 
And  laugh  their  pride  when  the  light 

To  Protus  in  his  Tyranny :  much  health! 

They  give  thy  letter  to  me,  even  now : 
I  read  and  seem  as  if  I  heard  thee  ipenk. 
The  master  of  thy  galley  still  nnlades 
Gift  after  gift ;  they  block  my  court  at 
And  pile  themselves  along  its  portico 
Royal  with  sunset,  like  a  thoi^t  off  tliee: 
And  one  white  she^elaive  from  the  group 

persed 
Of  bkck  and  white  slaves  (like  the  eheqner- 

work 
Pavement,  at  once  mj  nation's  work  and  gift. 
Now  covered  with  this  settle-down  off  dorvesK 
One  lyric  woman,  in  her  crocna  vest 
Woven  of  sea-wools,  with  her  two  white  hnada 
Conrniends  to  me  the  strainer  and  the  enp 
Thy  lip  hath  bettered  ere  it  Uessss  mias. 

Well-counselled,  king,  in  thy  innwiflfnafis  1 
For  so  shall  men  remanc,  in  such  an  aet 
Of  love  for  him  whose  song  gives  life  Ha  joy. 
Thy  recognition  of  tlie  use  of  life ; 
Nor  call  thy  spirit  barelv  adequate 
To  helu  on  life  in  straignt  ways,  broad  eaotigh 
For  vulgar  souk,  bv  ruling  and  the  rest. 
Thou,  in  the  daily  betiding  off  thy  tower,  — 
Whether  in  fieroe  and  sadden  spasms  off  toil. 
Or  through  dim  lolls  off  nnapitarent  growth. 
Or  when  the  general  work  'mid  good  ai^laim 
Climbed  with  the  eye  to  cheer  the  arehiteei,  — 
Didst  ne'er  engage  in  work  for  mere  work's 

sake  — 
Hadst  ever  in  thv  heart  the  luring  hope 
Of  some  eventual  rest  artop  of  it,  ^ 
Whence,  all  the  tumult  of  the  building  hushed. 
Thou  first  of  men  mightst  look  oat  to  the  Bast: 
The  vulgar  saw  thy  tower,  thou  sawest   the 

sun. 
For  this,  I  promise  on  thy  festival 
To  yovkT  libation,  looking  o'er  the  sea. 
Making  this  slave  narrate  thy  fi«tunea,  npfh 
Thy  great  words,  and  describe  thy  royal  men — 
WiMhing  thee  wholly  where  Zeus  uves  the  moat^ 
Witliin  the  eventual  element  of  calm. 

Thy  letter's  first  requirement  meets  me  here. 
It  is  ss  thou  hast  heara :  in  one  short  life 
L  Cleon,  have  effected  all  thoas  things 
Thou  wouderingly  dust  enumerate. 
That  epos  on  thy  hundred  plates  off  gekl 
Is  mine,  —  and  also  miae  the  little  ehaarU 
So  sure  to  rise  from  every  fishing-barh 
When,  lights  at  prow,  the  i 
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The  image  of  the  lOB-god  on  the  phaze. 
Men  turn  from  tlie  Ban''a  a«slf  to  aee,  U  mine  ; 
The  PoMule,  o^er-storied  its  whole  length. 
As  thou  didtt  hear,  with  painting,  is  mine  too. 
I  know  the  true  proportions  of  a  man 
And  woman  also,  not  oheerred  before ; 
And  I  have  written  three  books  on  the  soul. 
Proving  abenzd  all  written  hitherto, 
And  putting  u»  to  iniorance  again. 
For  music,  —  whv,  i  have  combined  the  moods, 
Inventing  one.    In  brief,  all  arts  are  mine  ; 
Thus  much  the  people  know  and  recognize. 
Throughout  our  seventeen  islands.    Marvel  not. 
We  of  these  latter  days,^  with  greater  mind 
Than  oar  forerunners,  since  more  composite, 
Look  not  so  great,  beside  their  simple  way, 
To  a  judge  inio  only  sees  one  way  at  ouoe, 
One  mina*point  axtd  no  other  at  a  time,  — 
Compares  the  small  part  of  a  man  of  us 
With  some  whole  man  of  the  heroic  age, 
Great  in  liis  way  —  not  ours,  nor  meant  for  ours. 
And  ours  is  greater,  had  we  skill  to  know : 
For,  what  we  call  this  life  of  men  on  earth, 
This  sequence  of  the  soul's  achievements  here 
Beii^.  as  I  find  much  reason  to  conceive, 
Intended  to  be  viewed  eventually 
As  a  great  whole,  not  analyzed  to  parts. 
But  each  part  having  reference  to  all,  — 
How  shall  a  certain  part,  pronounced  complete, 
Endue  effacement  by  another  part  ? 
Was  the  thing  done  ?  —  then,  what  *s  to  do 

aeun? 
See,  in  the  chequered  pavement  omMsite, 
Suppose  the  artist  made  a  perfect  rnomh, 
Ami  next  a  knenge,  then  a  trapezoid  — 
He  did  not  overlay  them,  superimpose 
The  new  upcm  the  old  and  blot  it  out. 
But  laid  them  on  a  level  in  his  work. 
Making  at  last  a  picture ;  there  it  lies. 
So,  first  the  perfect  separate  forms  were  made. 
The  portions  of  mankmd  ;  and  after,  so. 
Occurred  the  combination  of  the  same. 
For  where  had  been  a  progress,  otherwise  ? 
Mankind,  made  up  of  all  tne  single  men,  — 
In  snch  a  synthesis  the  labor  ends. 
Now  mark  me  I  those  divine  men  of  old  time 
Have  reached,  thou  sayest  well,  each  at  one 

point 
The  outside  verge  that  rounds  our  faculty  ; 
And  where  they  reached,  who  can  do  more  than 

reach? 
It  takes  but  little  water  just  to  touch 
At  some  one  point  the  inside  of  a  sphere. 
And,  as  we  turn  the  sphere,  touch  all  the  rest 
In  due  BQCceesion :  but  the  finer  air 
Which  not  so  palpably  nor  obviously, 
Tbon^  no  less  universally,  can  touch 
The  whole  circumference  of  that  emptied  sphere, 
Filb  it  more  fully  than  the  water  did ; 
Holds  thrjoe  the  weight  of  water  iu  itself 
ResoWed  into  a  subtler  element. 
And  yet  the  vulgar  call  the  sphere  first  full 
Vp  to  the  visible  height  —  and  after,  void ; 
Not  knowing  air*s  more  hidden  properties. 
And  than  our  soul,  misknown,  cries  out  to  Zeua 
To  vindicate  his  purpose  in  our  life : 
Why  stay  we  on  the  earth  unless  to^row  ? 
Long  sii*'^,  I  izns;^,  wrote  the  fiction  out, 


That  he  or  other  god  dasoended  here 
And,  once  for  all,  showed  simultaneously 
What,  in  its  nature,  never  can  be  shown. 
Piecemeal  or  in  succession ;  —  showed,  I  say. 
The  worth  both  absolute  and  relative^ 
Of  all  his  children  from  the  birth  of  time. 
His  instruments  for  all  appointed  work. 
I  now  go  on  to  imi^e,  —  might  we  hear 
The  judgment  which  should  give  the  due  to 

each. 
Show  where  the  labor  lay  and  where  the  ease. 
And  prove  Zeus^  self,  the  latent  everywhere  ! 
This  IS  a  dream  :  —  but  no  dream,  let  us  hope. 
That  years  and  days,  the  summers  and^e 

springs, 
FoUow  each  other  with  unwaning  powers. 
The  gnmes  which  dye  thv  wine  are  richer  far. 
Through  culture,  than  the  wild  wealth  of  the 

rock; 
The  suave  plum  than  the  savage-tasted  drupe ; 
The  pastured  honey-bee  drops  choicer  sweet ; 
The  flowers  turn  double,  and  the  leaves  turn 
I  flowers ; 

That  young  and    tender   crescent-moon,  thy 

slave. 
Sleeping  above  her  robe  as  buoyed  by  doads, 
Refines  upon  the  women  of  my  youth. 
What,  and  the  soul  alone  deteriorates  ? 
I  have  not  chanted  verse  like  Homer,  no  — 
Nor  swept   string   like   Terpander,  no  — nor 

carved 
And  painted  men  like  Phidias  and  his  friend : 
I  am  not  great  as  they  are,  point  by  point. 
But  I  have  entered  into  sympathy 
With  these  four,  running  these  into  one  soul. 
Who,  separate,  ignored  each  other ^s  art. 
Say,  is  it  nothing  that  I  know  them  all  ? 
The  wild  flower  was  the  larger :   I  have  dashed 
Rose-blood  upon  its  petals,  pricked  ita  oup's^ 
Honey  with  wine,  and  driven  its  seed  to  xrnit, 
And  show  a  better  flower  if  not  so  large : 
I  stand  invself .    Refer  this  to  the  gods 
Whose  gift  alone  it  is  I  which,  shaU  I  dare 
CAll  pride  apart)  upon  the  absurd  pretext 
That  such  a  gift  by  chance  lay  in  my  hand. 
Discourse  of  lightly  or  depreciate  ? 
It  might  have  fallen  to  another^s  hand:  what 

then? 
I  pass  too  surely :  let  at  least  truth  stay  I 

And  next,  of  what  thou  followest  on  to  ask. 
This  being  with  me  as  I  declare,  O  king. 
My  works,  in  all  these  varicolored  kindiB, 
So  done  by  me,  accepted  so  by  men  — 
Thou  askest,  if  (my  soul  thus  in  men's  hearts) 
I  must  not  be  accounted  to  attain 
The  very  crown  and  proper  end  of  life  ? 
Inquiring  thence  how,  now  life  doseth  up, 
I  face  death  with  success  in  my  right  hand : 
Whether  I  fear  death  less  than  dost  thyself 
The  fortunate  of  men  ?    ''  For  "  (writest  thou) 
"  Thou  leavest  much   behind,  while  I  leave 

naught. 
Thy  life  stays  in  the  poems  men  shaU  sing^ 
The  pictures  men  shall  stud^ ;  while  my  life. 
Complete  and  whole  now  in  its  power  and  joy. 
Dies  altogether  with  my  brain  and  arm. 
Is  lost  indeed ;  since,  wnat  survives  myself  ? 
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The  bmeo  stotne  to  overlook  my  gmre. 
Set  on  the  promontory  which  I  named. 
And  that  —  some  snpple  courtier  of  my  heir 
Shall  nae  ita  robed  and  sceptred  arm,  perhaps, 
To  fix  the  rope  to,  which  best  drags  it  down. 
1  go  then:  tnnmph  thou,  who  dost  not  go  I  ** 

Nay,  thou  art  worthy  of  hearing  my  whole 

mind. 
1h  this  apparent,  when  thou  tnm*st  to  mnse 
Upon  the  scheme  of  earth  and  man  in  chief, 
Tnat  admiration  gii>ws  as  knowledge  grows  ? 
That  imperfection  means  perfection  hid, 
Reserveo  in  part,  to  grace  the  after-time  ? 
If,  ill  the  morning  of  philosophy. 
Ere  aiig^ht  had  b^n  recorded,  nay  perceived, 
Thou,  with  the  light  now  in  thee,  couldst  have 

looked 
ihi  all  earth's  tenantry,  from  worm  to  bird. 
Ere  nuui,  her  last,  appeared  upon  the  stage  — 
Thon  wouldst  have  seen  them  perfect,  and  de- 
duced 
The  perfectn<^ss  of  others  ^et  unseen. 
Ccmceding  which,  —  had  Zeus  then  questioned 

thee, 
**  Shall  I  go  on  a  step,  improve  on  this, 
I)o  more  for  viidble  creatures  than  is  done  ?  *' 
Thon  wouldst  have  answered,  *'  Ay,  by  making 

each  ^ 
Qtow  oonscions  in  himself  —  by  that  alone. 
All  *s  perfect  else  :  the  shell  sucks  fast  the  rock, 
The  fish  strikes  through  the  sea,  the  snake  both 

swims 
And  slides,  fcnrth  range  the  beasts,  the  birds 

take  flight. 
Till  life*s  mechanics  can  no  further  go — 
And  all  this  joy  in  natural  life  is  put 
Like  fire  from  off  thy  finger  into  each. 
So  exquisitely  perfect  is  the  same. 
But 't  is  pure  nre,  and  they  mere  matter  are  ; 
It  has  them,  not  they  it :  and  so  I  choose 
For  man,  thy  last  premeditated  work 
(if  I  might  add  a  glory  to  the  scheme), 
Tliat  a  third  thing  should  stand  apart  from 

both, 
A  quality  arise  within  his  soul. 
Which,  mtro-active,  made  to  supervise 
And  feel  the  force  it  has,  may  view  itself. 
And  so  be  happy."    Man  might  live  at  first 
The  animal  life :  bnt  is  there  nothing  more  ? 
In  due  time,  let  him  critically  learn 
How  he  lives  ;  and,  the  more  he  gets  to  know 
(H  his  own  lifers  adaptabilities, 
Tlie  more  joy-giving  will  his  life  become. 
Tints  man,  who  hath  this  quality,  is  best. 

But  thou,  king,  hadst  more  reasonably  said : 
'*  Let  progress  end  at  once.  —  man  make  no  step 
Beyond  the  natural  man,  the  better  beast, 
Using  his  senses,  not  the  sense  of  sense." 
In  man  there  *s  failure,  only  since  he  left 
The  lower  and  inconscions  forms  of  life. 
We  called  it  an  advance,  the  rendering  plain 
Man^s  spirit  might  grow  conscions  of  man's  life. 
And,  by  new  lore  so  added  to  the  old. 
Take  each  step  higher  over  the  brute's  head. 
This  grew  Uie  only  life,  the  pleasure-house, 
Watch-tower  and  treasure-fortress  of  the  soul. 


Which  whole  surroundinsr  fiats  of  natural  life 
Seemed  only  fit  to  yield  subsistence  to ; 
A  tower  that  crowns  a  country.    But  alas. 
The  soul  now  climbs  it  just  to  periah  there ! 
For  thence  we  have  discovered  (^tis  no  dream  — > 
We  know  this,  which  we  had  not  else  peroaiTed) 
That  there 's  a  world  of  capability 
For  joy,  spread  round  about  us,  meant  for  na, 
Invitin?  ua ;  and  still  the  soul  oniTea  all. 
And  still  the  flesh  replies,  **  Take  no  iot  more 
Than  ere  thou  dombvt  the  tower  to  look  abroad  I 
Nay,  so  much  less  as  that  fatigue  has  hroasrht 
Deduction  to  it."    We  stmpigle,  fain  to  eiuarga 
Our  bounded  physical  recipiencv. 
Increase  our  power,  supply  fresh  oil  to  life. 
Repair  the  waste  of  age  and  sickness :  no. 
It  skills  not !  life 's  inadequate  to  joy. 
As  the  soul  sees  joy,  tempting  life  to  take. 
They  praise  a  fountain  in  my  garden  here 
Wherein  a  Naiad  sends  the  water-bow 
Thin  from  her  tube  ^  she  smiles  to  see  it  riaa. 
What  if  I  told  her,  it  is  just  a  thread 
From  that  great  river  wnich  the  hilla  shut  up. 
And  mock  her  with  my  leave  to  take  the  aame  ? 
The  artificer  has  given  her  one  small  tube 
Past  power  to  widen  or  exchange  ~  what  boots 
To  know  she  might  spout  oceans  if  she  could  ? 
She  cannot  lift  l^yond  her  first  thin  thread  : 
And  so  a  man  can  nse  but  a  man's  joy 
While  he  sees  Ood's.    Is  it  for  Zeus  to  boast, 
**  ^See.  man.  how  happy  I  live,  and  despair  — 
That  I  may  be  still  happier  —  for  thy  nae  I  '* 
If  this  were  so,  we  could  not  thank  our  lord. 
As  hearts  beat  on  to  doing  ;  'tis  not  so  — 
Malice  it  in  not.    Is  it  carelessness  ? 
Still,  no.    If  care  —  where  is  the  sign  t    I  aak. 
And  get  no  answer,  and  afree  in  sum, 
O  king,  with  thy  profound  duoouragement. 
Who  seest  the  wiaer  but  to  sic^h  the  more. 
Most  progress  is  most  failure :  thou  sayest  welL 

The  last  point  now;  —  thon  dost  except  a 

case  — 
Holding  joy  not  impossible  to  one 
With  artist^fta  —  to  such  a  man  as  I 
Who  leave  behind  me  livii^  works  indeed  ; 
For,  such  a  poem,  such  a  painting  lives. 
What  ?  dost  thou  verily  trip  upon  a  word. 
Confound  the  accurate  view  of  what  joy  is 
(Caught  somewhat  clearer  by  my  ejrea  than 

thine) 
With  feeling  joy  ?  confound  the  knowing  how 
And  showing  now  to  live  ^my  faculty) 
With  actnaHy  living  ?  —  Otherwise 
Where  is  the  artist  a  vanta^  o'er  the  king? 
Because  in  my  great  epos  I  displav  ^ 
Uow  divers  men  youi^,  strong,  fur,  wise,  oaa 

act — 
Is  this  as  though  I  acted  ?  if  Ipaint, 
Carve  the  young  Phcebus,  am  I  therefore  Tonn^  \ 
Methinks  I  'm  older  that  I  bowed  myself 
The  many  yean  of  pain  that  taught  me  art ! 
Indeed,  to  know  is  something,  and  to  prove 
How  all  this  beauty  might  be  en jojred,  is  more : 
But,  knowing  nanght,  to  enjoy  is  aomethiaf 

too. 
Ton  rower,  with  the  moulded  mnsdea  thera, 
liowering  the  sail,  is  nearer  it  than  I. 


ONE  WORD   MORE 
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I  can  write  Ioye-<ide8 :  thy  fair  alave  *8  an  ode. 
I  get  to  mne  of  love,  when  grovni  too  gray 
For  heii^  oeloved :   she  tarns  to  that  young 

man, 
The  mnscles  all  a-ripple  on  his  back. 
I  know  the  joy  of  kingship :  well,  thon  art  king ! 

*^  But,"  sayest  thou  —  (and  I  marvel,  I  repeat, 
To  find  thee  trip  on  such  a  mere  word)  ^*  what 
Thou  writest,  paintest,  stays;    that  does  not 

die: 
Sappho  survives,  because  we  sine  her  songs. 
And  i&chylus,  because  we  readf  his  plays  !  *' 
Why,  if  they  live  still,  let  them  come  and  take 
Thy  slave  in  my  despite,  drink  from  thy  cup. 
Speak   in   my    place.     Thou    diest    while    I 

survive? 
Say  rather  that  my  fate  is  deadlier  still. 
In  this,  that  every  day  my  sense  of  joy 
Grows  more  acute,  mv  soul  (intensified 
By  power  and  insight)  more  enlarged,  more 

keen; 
While  every  day  my  hairs  fall  more  and  more. 
My  hand  shakes,  and  the  heavy  years  increase  — 
The  horror  quickening  still  from  year  to  year, 
The  consummation  coming  past  escape. 
When  I  shall  know  most,  and  yet  least  en- 

When  aU  my  works  wherein  I  prove  my  worth. 

Being  present  still  to  mock  me  m  men*s  mouths, 

Alive  still,  in  the  praise  of  such  as  thou, 

I,  I  the  feeling,  thinking,  acting  man. 

The  man  who  loved  his  life  so  over-much. 

Sleep  in  my  urn.     It  is  so  horrible, 

I  dare  at  times  imagine  to  my  need 

Some  future  state  revealed  to  tis  by  Zeus, 

Unlimited  in  capability 

Furioy,  as  this  is  in  desire  for  joy, 

—  To  seek  which,  the  joy-hunger  forces  us : 

That,  stung  by  straitness  of  our  life,  made  strait 

On  purpose  to  make  prized  the  life  at  large— 

Freed  oy  tlie  throbbmg  impulse  we  call  death. 

We  burst  tliere  as  the  worm  into  the  fly, 

^Vho,  while  a  worm  still,  wants  his  wings.    But 

no! 
Zens  has  not  yet  revealed  it ;  and  alas. 
He  most  have  done  so,  were  it  possible  ! 

Live  long  and  happy,  and  in  that  thought 
die: 
Glad  lor  what  was  I     Farewell.    And  for  the 


I  cannot  tell  thy  mewenger  aright 

Where  to  deliver  what  he  bears  of  thine 

To  one  called  Paulus ;  we  have  heard  his  ftrnie 

Indeed,  if  Christus  be  not  one  with  him  — 

I  know  not,  nor  am  troubled  much  to  kuow. 

Thou  canst  not  think  a  mere  barbarian  Jew, 

As  Paulus  proves  to  be,  one  circumcised. 

Hath  aoeen  to  a  secret  shut  from  us  ? 

Thon  wrongest  our  philosophy,  O  king, 

In  wUMfgmg  to  inquiie  of  such  an  one. 

As  if  hia  answer  could  impose  at  all ! 

Ha  writeth,  doth  he  ?  well,  and  he  may  write. 

Ob,  the  Jew  findeth  scholars  !  certain  slaves  ^ 

Who  touched  on  this  same  isle,  preached  him 

and  Christ ; 
And  (as  1  feathered  from  a  bystander) 
Their  doo^ine  oould  be  held  by  no  sane  man. 


RUDEL  TO  THE  LADY  OF  TRIPOLI 

Originally  published  in  Bells  and  Pomegran' 
atea  as  the  first  of  two  poems,  Cristina  being 
the  other,  under  the  title  Queen  Worship, 


I  KNOW  a  Mount,  the  gracious  Sun  peroeives 
First,  when  he  visits,  last,  too,  when  he  leaves 
The  world ;  and,  vaiulv  favored,  it  repays 
The  day-long  glory  of  nis  steadfast  gaze 
By  no  change  of  its  large  calm  front  of  snow. 
And  underneath  the  Mount,  a  Flower  I  know, 
He  camiot  have  perceived,  that  changes  ever 
At  his  approach :  and,  in  tiie  lost  endeavor 
To  live  his  life,  nas  parted,  one  by  one. 
With  all  a  flower^s  true  graces,  for  the  grace 
Of  being  but  a  foolish  mimic  sun. 
With  ray-like  florets  round  a  disk-like  face. 
Men  nobly  call  bv  manv  a  name  the  Mount 
As  over  manv  a  land  of  theirs  its  largo 
Calm  front  ot  snow  like  a  triumphal  targe 
Is  reared,  and  still  with  old  names,  fresh  names 

vie. 
Each  to  its  pi'^oper  pnuse  and  own  account : 
Men  call  the  Flower  the  Sunflower,  sportively. 

II 

Oh,  Angel  of  the  East,  one,  one  gold  look 
Across  the  waters  to  this  twilight  nook, 
—  The  far  sad  waters.  Angel,  to  this  nook  ! 

Ill 

Dear  Pilgrim,  art  thou  for  the  East  indeed  ? 
Go  I  —  saving  ever  as  thou  dost  proceed, 
Tliat  L  French  Rudel,  choose  for  my  device 
A  sunflower  outspread  like  a  sacrifice 
Before  its  idol.    See  I    These  inexpert 
And  hurried  fingers  could  not  fail  to  hurt 
The  woven  picture ;  't  is  a  woman's  skill 
Indeed  ;  but  nothing  baffled  me^  so,  ill 
Or  well,  the  work  is  finished.    Say,  men  feed 
On  songs  I  sing,  and  therefore  bask  the  bees 
On  my  flower^s  breast  as  on  a  platform  broad  : 
But,  as  the  flower*s  concern  is  not  for  these 
But  solelv  for  the  sim,  so  men  applaud 
In  vain  tiuB  Rudel,  he  not  looking  here 
But  to  the  East —the   East!    Go,  say  this, 
Pilgrim  dear! 


ONE  WORD  MORE 

TO  B.  B.  B. 

Originally  appended  to  the  odHeetioii  of  Poems 
called  Men  and  Women^  the  greater  portion  of 
which  has  now  been,  more  correctly,  distributed 
imder  the  other  titles  of  this  edition.      R.  B. 


Thbbb  they  are,  my  fifty  men  and  women 
Naming  me  the  fifty  poems  finished  ! 
Take  them.  Love,  the  book  and  me  togeth«>r : 
Where  the  heart  lies,  let  the  brain  lie  also. 
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MEN   AND   WOMEN 


II 


Rafael  made  a  century  of  aounets. 

Made  and  wrote  ihein  in  a  certain  volume 

IHuted  witli  the  siIver-point«d  pencil 

EHho  he  only  used  to  draw  Madonnas  : 

These,  the  world   mif^ht  view — but  one,  the 

volume. 
^Vho  that  one,  you  ask  ?    Your  heart  iustmcts 

you. 
Did  she  live  and  love  it  all  her  lifetime  ? 
Did  she  drop,  his  lady  of  the  sonnets. 
Die,  and  let  it  drop  beside  her  pillow 
Where  it  lay  in  place  of  Rafael  s  8[lorjy, 
RafaePs  cheek  so  duteous  and  so  loving  — 
Cheek,  the  world  was  wont  to  hail  a  painter^s, 
RafaeVs  cheek,  her  love  had  turned  a  poet's  ? 

in 

Yon  and  I  would  rather  read  that  volume, 
(Taken  to  his  beating  bosom  by  it) 
Lean  and  list  the  bosom-beats  of  Rafael, 
Would  we  iiot  ?  than  wonder  at  Madonnas  — 
Her,  San  Sisto  names,  and  Herj  Foligno, 
Her,  that  visits  Florence  in  a  vision, 
Her,  that  *s  left  with  lilies  in  the  Louvre  — 
Seen  by  us  and  all  the  world  in  circle. 

IV 

You  and  I  will  never  read  that  volume. 
Ouido  Rem,  like  his  own  eye's  apple 
Guarded  Iodk  the  treasure-book  and  loved  it. 
Guido  Reni  d  W,  aU  Bologna 
Cried,  and  the  world  cried  too,  "  Ours,  the 

treasure  ! " 
Suddenly,  as  rare  things  will,  it  vanished. 


Dante  once  prepared  to  paint  an  tuigel : 
Whom  to  please  ?    Yon  whisper  '^  Beatrice.*' 
While  he  mused  and  traced  it  and  retraced  it, 
(Peradventure  with  a  pen  corroded 
Still  by  drops  of  that  hot  ink  he  dinped  for, 
MThen,  his  left^iand  i'  the  hair  o'  tne  wicked. 
Back  he  held  the  brow  and  pricked  its  stigma. 
Bit  into  the  live  man's  flesh  for  parchment. 
Loosed  him,  laughed  to  see  the  writing  rankle. 
Let  the  wretch  go  festering  through  Florence)  — 
Dante,  who  loved  well  bManse  he  hated. 
Hated  wickedness  that  hinders  loving, 
Dante  standing,  stndving  his  ai^Tel,  — 
In  there  broke  the  folk  of  his  Inferno. 
Says  he  —  *'  Certain  people  of  importance  '* 
(Such  he  gave  his  daily  dreadful  line  to) 
*'  Entered  and  would  seize,  forsooth,  the  poet.*' 
Says  the  poet  —  **  Then   I  stripped  my  paint> 
ing." 

VI 

Ton  and  I  would  ratiher  see  that  angel, 
Painted  by  the  tenderness  of  Dante, 
Would  we  not  ?  —  than  read  a  fresh  Inferno. 

vii 

You  and  I  will  iinver  see  that  picture. 
While  he  mused  un  love  and  Beatrice, 
While  he  softened  o'er  his  outlined  angel. 
In  they  broke,  those  **  fieople  of  importance :  ** 
We  and  Bice  bear  the  loss  forever. 


vni 

What  of  Rafael's  sonnets,  Dante's  pictore  ? 
This :  no  artist  lives  and  loves,  that  longs  not 
Once,  and  only  once,  and  for  one  only, 
(Ah,  the  prize  !)  to  find  his  love  a  Isngiuicv 
Fit  and  fair  and  simple  and  sufficient  — 
Using  nature  that's  an  art  to  others. 
Not,  this  one  time,  art  tiiat's  turned  hii 

ture. 
Ay,  of  all  the  artists  living,  loving. 
None  but  would  forego  his  proper  dowry,  — 
Does  he  paint  ?  he  fain  would  write  a  ^oem,  ~ 
Does  he  write  ?  he  fain  would  paint  a  ptcture. 
Put  to  proof  art  alien  to  the  artist's. 
Once,  and  only  once,  and  for  one  only. 
So  to  be  the  man  and  leave  the  artist. 
Gain  the  man's  joy,  miss  the  artist's  sorrow. 

IX 

Wherefore  ?  Heaven's  gift  takes  earth's  abate- 
ment! 
He  who  smites  the  rock  and  spreads  the  water. 
Bidding  drink  and  live  a  crowd  beneath  him, 
Even  he,  the  minute  makes  immortal. 
Proves,  perchance,  but  mortal  in  the  minute. 
Desecrates,  belike,  the  deed  in  doing. 
Wliile  he  smites,  how  can  he  but  remember. 
So  he  smote  before,  in  sooh  a  periL 
When  they  stood  and  mocked  —  **  Shall  ami  ting 

help  us  ?  " 
When  they  drank  and  sneered  —  **  A  stroke  ii 


easy 


I  »> 


When  they  wiped  their  months  and  went  their 
journey. 

Throwing  him  for  thanks  —  "  But  drought  wss 
pleasant." 

Thus  old  memories  mar  the  actual  triumph ; 

Thus  the  doing  savors  of  disrelish  ; 

Thus  achievement  lacks  a  gracious  somewhat ; 

O'er-importuned  brows  becloud  the  mandate. 

Carelessness  or  consciousness  —  the  gesture. 

For  he  bears  an  an<nent  wrong  about  him. 

Sees  and  knows  a^n  those  pnalanxed  faces. 

Hears,  yet  one  time  more,  the  'customed  pre- 
lude— 

**  How  shouldst  thou,  of  all  men,  smite,  and 
save  us  ?  " 

Guesses  what  is  like  to  prove  the  sequel  — 

*^  Egypt's  flesh-pots  —  nay,  the  drought  was 
better." 


Oh,  the  crowd  must  have  emphatic  warrant  I 
Theirs,  the  Sinai-forehead's  cloven  briUianee, 
Right-amrs  rod-sweep,  tongue's  imperial  fiat. 
Never  dares  the  man  put  on  the  prophet. 

XI 

Did  he  love  one  face  from  out  the  thouaajsds, 
(Were  she  Jethro's  daughter,  white  and  wifely. 
Were  she  but  the  ifithiopian  bondslave.) 
He  would  envy  yon  dumb  patient  oamet. 
Keeping  a  reserve  of  scanty  water 
Meant  to  save  his  own  life  in  the  desert ; 
Ready  in  the  desert  to  deliver 
(Kneeling  down  to  let  his  bresst  be  opened) 
Hoard  and  life  togettter  for  his  mistress. 


ONE  WORD  MORE 


3^ 


XII 

I  ihaU  never,  in  the  yean  remaining:, 
Paiiit  yon  pictures,  no,  nor  carve  you  statues, 
Make  yon  mmdc  that  should  all-exprees  me ; 
So  it  seems :  I  stand  on  my  attainment. 
This  of  yeiae  alone,  one  life  allows  me ; 
Vene  and  nothinip  else  have  I  to  give  you. 
Other  heists  in  other  lives,  G«d  willing : 
AU  the  gifts  from  all  the  heights,  ypur  own, 
Love! 

XIII 

Yet  a  semhlance  of  resouroe  avails  us  — 
iShade  so  finely  touched,  love's  sense  must  seize 

it. 
Take  these  lines,  look  lovingly  and  neail^. 
Lines  I  write  tiie  first  time  and  the  last  time. 
He  who  works  in  fresco,  steals  a  hair-brush, 
Curbs  the  liberal  hand,  subeervient  proudly, 
Cramps  his  spirit,  crowds  its  all  in  little, 
Makes  a  strange  art  of  an  art  familiar. 
Pills  his  lady*8  missal-marge  with  flowerets. 
He  who  blows  through  bronze,  may  breatiiB 

through  silver. 
Fitly  sereiwde  a  slumbrous  princess. 
He  who  writes,  may  write  for  once  as  I  do. 

XIV 

Love,  yon  saw  me  eather  men  and  women. 
Live  or  dead  or  fashioned  by  m^  fano^. 
Enter  each  and  all,  and  use  their  service. 
Speak  from  everv  month,  — the  speech,  a  poem. 
Hardly  shall  I  tell  my  joys  and  sorrows, 
Hopes  and  fears,  belief  and  disbelieving: 
I  am  mine  and  yours  —  the  rest  be  all  men  V 
Kaishidi,  Cleon,  Norbert,  and  the  fifty. 
Ijet  me  speak  this  once  in  my  true  person. 
Not  as  Lippo,  Roland,  or  Andrea, 
Though  the  fruit  of  speech  be  just  this  sentence : 
Pray  yon,  look  on  these  my  men  and  women. 
Take  and  keep  ro^  fifty  poems  finished ; 
Where  my  heart  lies,  let  my  brain  lie  also  ! 
Poor  the  speech ;  be  now  I  speak,  for  all  things. 

XV 

Not  bat  that  yon  know  met    Lo,  the  moon's 

aelfl 
Here  in  London,  vonder  late  in  Flaseaee, 
Still  we  find  her  face,  the  thrice-transfigured. 
Onrvina:  on  a  sky  imbrued  with  color. 
Drifted  over  Fiesole  by  twilight. 
Came  she,  our  new  crsseont  oif  a  hairVbreadth. 
Kuil  she  nared  it,  lamping  Samminiato, 
Rounder  ^twixt  the  cypresses  and  rounder. 
Perfect  till  the  nightingales  applauded. 
Now,  a  piece  of  her  (4a  self,  impoverished. 
Hard  to  greet,  she  traverses  the  house-roofs. 
Hurries  with  unhandsome  thrift  of  silver, 
Goes  dispiritedly,  ^ad  to  finish. 

XVI 

What,    there  *s    nothing  in    the   moon  note- 

wmrthy? 
Naj:  for  iff  tkat  moon  oonld  love  a  mortal. 


Use.  to  charm  him  (so  to  fit  a  fancy). 
All  her  magic  (*t  is  the  old  sweet  mythos). 
She  would  turn  a  new  side  to  her  mortal, 
Side  unseen  of  herdsman,  huntsman,  steer*- 

man  — 
Blank  to  Zoroaster  on  his  terrace. 
Blind  to  Galileo  on  his  turret. 
Dumb  to  Homer,  dumb  to  Keats—  him,  even ! 
Think,  the  wonder  of   the  moonstruck  mor- 
tal— 
When  she  turns  round,  cornea  again  in  heaven. 
Opens  out  anew  for  wotse  or  better ! 
Proves  she  like  some  portent  of  an  iceberg 
Swimming  full  upon  the  ship  it  founders. 
Hungry  with  huge  teeth  of  splintered  oiya- 

tab? 
Proves  she  as  the  paved  work  of  a  sapphire 
Seen  by  Moses  when  he  climbed  too  moan- 

tain? 
Moses,  Aaron,  Nadab  and  Abiho 
Climbed  and  saw  the  very  Qod,  the  Highest, 
Stand  upon  the  paved  work  of  a  sapphire. 
Like  the  bodiea  heaven  in  his  deamem 
Shone  the  stone,  the  sapphire  of  that  paved 

work. 
When  they  ate  and  drank  and  saw  God  also  I 

XVII 

What  were  seen  ?  None  kaowa,  bodo  aver  shall 
know. 


Only  thb  is  sare  —  the  sijj^t  ware  others 
Not  the  moon^s  same  side,  bom  late  m  Flor- 
ence, 
Dying  now  impoverished  here  in  London. 
Qod  be  thanked,  the  meanest  of  his  creatores 
Boaata  two  sooksides,  one  to  face  the  world 

with. 
One  to  show  a  woman  when  he  lovea  her  I 

XVIII 


This  I  say  of  me,  bat  think  ol  yon.  Love  1 
This  to  yon  —  yonrself  my  moon  ot  poets  I 
Ah,  but  that^s  the  world's  side,  there's  the 

wonder. 
Thus  they  see  you,  praiBa  you,  think  they  know 

you  I 
There,  in  torn  I  stand  with  thma  and  praisa 

you  — 
Out  of  my  own  self,  I  dare  to  phrase  it. 
But  the  best  is  when  I  glide  from  oat  them, 
Cross  a  step  or  two  of  dnbioos  twilight, 
Come  out  am  the  other  side,  the  novel 
Silent  silver  lights  and  darks  undreamed  of. 
Where  I  hash  and  blsm  mjaelf  with  silenoe. 

XIX 

Oh,  their  Rafael  of  the  dear  Madonnas, 
Oh,  their  Dante  of  the  dread  Inferno, 
Wrote  one  song — and  in  my  brain  I  sing  it, 
Dnw  one  angel  —  home,  see,  oa  my  bosom ! 

R.B. 
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Writtbm  in  1853,  partly  at  Bagni  dt  Lnooa, 
partly   at   Rome.      It   was   included   in  the 


PERSONS 

NOEBIBT. 

ComTAKoa. 
TkbQvi 


ComTAMca  and  Noubbt. 

Norberi.    Now  I 

Constance*       Not  now  I 

Nor,  GiTe  me  them  anin,  those  hands : 

Pnt  them  upon  my  forehead^  liow  it  throbs  ! 
Pram   them  before  my  eyes,  the  fire  comes 

through  1 
Yon  emeUest,  yon  dearest  in  the  world, 
Let  me  I     The  Queen  must  grant  whatever  I 

How  ean  I  gain  you  and  not  ask  the  Queen  ? 

There  she  stays  waiting  tor  me,  here  stand  you  ; 

*Some  time  or  other  this  was  to  be  asked ; 

Now  is  the  one  time  —  what  I  ask,  I  gain : 

Let  me  ask  now,  Love  ! 
Con.  Do,  and  ruin  us  I 

Nor, "  Lot  it  be  now.  Love !     All  my  soul 
breaks  forth. 

How  I  do  love  you  I    Give  my  love  its  wav ! 

A  man  oan  have  but  one  life  and  one  death, 

One  heaven,  one  hell.    Let  me  fulfil  my  fate  — 

Grant  me  my  heaven  now  I    Let  me  know  yon 


Ptore  you  mine,  write  my  name  upon  your 

MOW, 

Hold  von  and  have  yon,  and  then  die  away. 
If  Goa  please,  with  completion  in  nay  soul  1 

Con,    I  am  not  yours  then  ?     How  content 
this  nianl 
I  am  not  his  —  who  change  into  himself. 
Have  imnsed  into  his  heart  and  beat  ita  oeata. 
Who  give  my  hands  to  him,  my  esres,  my  hair. 
Give  ^1  that  was  of  me  away  to  him  — 
So  well,  that  now,  my  spirit  turned  his  own, 
Takes  j>art  with  him  against  the  woman  here. 
Bids  him  not  stumble  at  so  mere  a  straw 
As  caring  that  the  world  be  cognizant 
How  he  loves  her  and  how  she  worships  him. 
You  have  this  woman,  not  ss  vet  that  world. 
Go  on,  I  bid.  nor  stop  to  care  tor  me 
Bv  saving  what  I  cease  to  care  about. 
The  courtly  name  and  pride  of  circumstance  — 
The  name  yon  *U  pick  up  and  be  cumbered  with 
Jnst  for  the  poor  parade's  sake,  nothing  more ; 
Just  that  the  world  may  slip  from  under  you  — 
Just  that  the  world  may  cry,  *'So  much  for 

him  — 
The  man  prsdestined  to  the  heap  of  crowns : 
There  goes  his  chance  of  winning  one,  at  least !  '* 

Nor.    Theworid! 

Con.       Yon  love  it  t    Love  roe  qnite  as  well. 
And  see  if  I  shall  pray  for  this  in  vain  I 
Why  must  yon  ponder  what  it  knows  or  thinks  ? 

Nor,    Yon  pray  for  —  what,  in  vain  ? 

Con,  Oh  my  heart's  heart. 


original  series  of  Men  and  Women  and  there 
divided  into  three  parts. 

How  I  do  love  yon,  Norbert  t    That  b  right : 
But  listen,  or  I  take  my  hands  away  1 
You  sav,  *'  let  it  be  now :  **  yon  would  go  now 
And  tell  the  Queen,  perhaps  six  steps  from  na. 
Yon  love  me  —  so  you  do,  thank  Goa  I 
Nor.  Thank  God ! 

Con.    Yes.  Norbert,  —  but  you  fain  would 

tell  your  love. 
And,  what  succeeds  the  telling,  ask  of  her 
My  hand.    Now  take  thu  rose  and  look  at  it. 
Listening  to  me.    You  are  the  minister. 
The  Queen*s  first  favorite,  nor  without  a  cause. 
To-night  completes  your  wonderful  yearVwork 
(This  palace-feast  is  held  to  celebrate) 
Blade  memorable  by  her  life's  snooess. 
The  junction  of  two  crowns,  on  her  sole  head, 
Her  house  had  only  dreamea  of  anciently : 
That  this  mere  dream  is  grown  a  stable  truth. 
To-night's  feast  makes  authentic.      Whooe  the 

praise? 
Whose  genius,  patience,  energy,  achieved 
What  turned  the  many  heads  and  broke  the 

hearts? 
Yon  are  the  fate,  your  minute  'a  in  the  heaven. 
Next  comes  the  Queen's  turn.     "Nameyonr 

own  reward  I" 
With  leave  to  clench  the  past,  chain  the  to- 
come, 
Pnt  out  an  arm  and  touch  and  take  the  son 
And  fix  it  ever  full-faced  on  vour  earth, 
PoasesB  yourself  supremely  of  her  life,  — 
You  choose  the  single  thing  she  will  not  grant ; 
Nav,  very  deckuration  of  which  choice 
Will  turn  the  scale  and  neutralixe  your  work : 
At  best  she  will  forgive  you,  if  she  can. 
You  think  I  'II  let  you  choose  —  her  cousin's 

hand? 
Nor.    Wait.     First,  do  yon  retain  yonr  old 

belief 
The  Queen  is  generous,  ~  nay,  is  Just  ? 

Con.  There,  there! 

So  men  make  women  love  them,  while  they 

know 
No  more  of  women's  hearts  than  .  .  .  look  yon 

here. 
Yon  that  are  jnst  and  generous  beside. 
Make  it  yonr  own  ease  I    For  example  now, 
I  'II  say  —  I  let  you  kiss  me,  hold  my  hands  — 
Why  ?  do  you  know  why  ?     1  'U  instniet  yoa, 

then  — 
The  kits,  because  yon  have  a  name  at  eovt ; 
This  hand  and  this,  that  jrou  may  shut  in  eaott 
A  jewel,  if  yon  please  to  pick  up  such* 
That 's  horrible  ?    Apply  it  to  the  Queen  — 
Snppose  I  am  the  Queen  to  whom  yov  spsak. 
**  1  was  a  nameless  man ;  yon  needwttae: 
Why  did  I  proffer  yon  my  aid  ?  thera  stood 
A  certain  pratty  cousin  at  your  side. 
Why  did  I  make  such  common  eanae  with  yon  ? 
Aooeas  to  her  had  not  been  easy  else. 
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Yoa  sire  m  j  labor  here  abiuidaiit  praise  ? 
'Faith,   labor,   which   she   overlooked,   grew 

How  BoaU  your  gratitude  discharge  itself  ? 
Give  me  her  hand  1" 

Nor,  And  still  I  urge  the  same. 

Is  the  Qneen  just  ?  just  —  generous  or  no ! 
Cotu    Yes,  just.    Yoa  lore  a  rose :  no  harm 

in  that: 
Bat  was  it  for  the  resets  sake  or  mine 
You  pat  it  in  your  bosom  ?  mine,  yon  said  — 
Then,  mine  you  still  roust  say  or  else  be  false. 
Yoa  told  the  Queen  you  served  her  for  herself ; 
If  so,  to  serve  her  was  to  serve  yourself. 
She  thinks,  for  all  your  unbelieving  face ! 
I  know  her.    In  the  hall,  six  steps  from  us. 
One  sees  the  twenty  pictures  :  there  *s  a  lite 
Better  than  life,  and  yet  no  life  at  all. 
ionoeive  her  born  in  such  a  magio  dome. 
Pictures  all  ronnd  her  1  why,  she  sees  the  world, 
Can  reoogniae  its  given  things  and  facts. 
The  fijfht  of  giants  or  the  feast  of  gods, 
Hages  m  senate,  beauties  at  the  bath. 
Chases  and  battles,  the  whole  earth's  display. 
Landscape  and  aearpiece,  down  to  llowen  and 

fruit  — 
And  who  shall  question  that  she  knows  them  all. 
In  better  semblanoe  than  the  things  outside  ? 
Yet  bring  into  the  silent  gallery 
8ome  live  thing  to  contrast  in  breath  and  blood, 
•Some  lion,  with  the  painted  lion  there  — 
Yon  think  she  ^11  understand  composedly  ? 
—  Say,  **  that  *8  lus  ft^Uow  in  the  nuntiug-piece 
Yonder,   I  We    turned   to   praise   a   hundred 

times?** 
Not  so.    Her  knowledge  of  our  actual  earth. 
Its  hopes  and  fears,  concerns  and  sympathies. 
Must  be  too  far,  too  mediate,  too  unreal. 
The  real  exists  for  us  outside,  not  her  : 
How  should  it,  with  that  life  in  these  four 

walls. 
That  father  and  that  mother,  first  to  htft 
No  &ther  and  no  mother —  friends,  a  heap. 
Lovers,  no  lack  -~a  husband  in  dtie  time, 
And  eversr  one  of  them  alike  a  Ke  I 
Things  painted  by  a  Rubens  out  of  imught 
Into  what  kindness,  friendship,  love  should  be ; 
AH  better,  all  more  grandiose  than  the  life, 
(hily  no  life ;  mere  cTuth  and  surface-paint. 
Yon  feeL  while  you  admire.     How  should  she 

fed? 
Yet  now  that  she  has  stood  thus  fifty  years 
The  sole  spectator  in  that  gallery, 
Yoa  think  to  bring  this  warm  real  straggling 

love 
In  to  her  of  a  sudden,  and  suppose 
^She  *11  keep  her  state  untronbled  ?    Here 's  the 

truth  — 
She  *1]  apprehend  truth's  value  at  a  glance. 
Prefer  it  to  the  pictured  loyalty  ? 
You  only  have  to  sav,  **So  men  are  made. 
For  this  they  act ;  the  thing  has  nanv  names, 
Bat  this  the  ris^t  one:   and  now,  Qneen,  be 

just!" 
Yoor  fife  slips  back ;  yon  loss  her  at  the  word : 
Yoa  do  not  even  for  amends  gain  me. 
He  will  not  understand !  oh,  Norbert,  Norbert, 
Do  yoa  not  oadsrstaad  f 


Ner.  The  Queen  's  the  Queen^ 

I  am  myself  —  no  picture,  but  alive 
Li  every  nerve  and  everr  muscle,  here 
At  the  palace-window  o'er  the  people's  street. 
As  she  in  the  rallery  where  the  pictures  glow : 
The  good  of  lue  is  precious  to  us  both. 
She  cannot  love  ;  what  do  I  want  with  rule  ? 


When  first  I  saw  vour  face  a  year  ago 

I  knew  my  lif  e  s  good,  my  soul  heard 


one 


voice 


**  The  woman  yonder,  there 's  no  use  of  life 
But  just  to  obtain  her !  heap  earth's  woes  in  one 
And  bear  them  —  make  a  pile  of  all  earUi's 

joys 
And  spurn  them,  as  they  help  or  help  not  this  ^ 
Only,  obtain  her  I "    How  was  it  to  be  ? 
I  found  vou  were  the  cousin  of  the  Queen  ; 
I  must  then  serve  the  Queen  to  get  to  you. 
No  other  way.    Suppose  there  had  been  one. 
And  I,  by  saying  pravers  to  some  white  star 
With  promise  of  my  bodv  and  my  soul; 
Might  eain  yon,  —  shoula  I  pray  the  star  or  no  ? 
Insteaa,  there  was  the  Queen  to  serve!     I 

served. 
Helped,  did  what  other  servants  failed  to  do. 
NeiUier  she  sought  nor  I  declared  my  end. 
Her  good  is  hem,  my  recompense  be  mine,  — 
I  therefore  name  you  as  that  recompense. 
She  dreamed  that  such  a  thinar  could  never  be  ? 
Let  her  wake  now.     She  thinks   there  was 

more  cause 
In  love  of  power,  high  fame,  pure  loj^lT  ? 
Perhaps  she  fancies  men  wear  out  their  fives 
Chasing  such  shades.    Then,  I  've  a  fancy  too  ( 
I  worked  because  I  want  you  with  my  soul : 
I  therefore  ask  your  hand.    Let  it  be  now  ! 
Con,    Had  I  not  loved  you  from  the  very 

first, 
Were  I  not  yonn,  could  we  not  steal  oat  thus 
So  wickedly,  so  wildly,  and  so  well. 
Yoa  mi^ht  become  mipatient.    What's  con- 
ceived 
Of  us  without  here,  by  the  folk  within  ? 
Where  are  you  now?   immersed  in  cares  off 

state  — 
Where  am  I  now  ?  intent  on  festal  robes  — 
We  two,  embracing  under  death's  spread  hand  I 
What  was  this  thought  for,  what  that  scruple 

of  yours 
Which  broke  the  council  up? — to  bring  about 
One  minute's  meeting  in  the  corridor  I 
And  then  the  sudden  sleights,  strange  secrecies, 
Complots  inscrutable,  deep  telegraphs. 
Long-planned  chance-meetings,  haxards  of   a 

look, 
**  Does  she  know  ?  does  she  not  kuow  ?  saved 

or  lost?" 
A  vear  of  this  compression's  ecstasy 
All  goes  for  nothing  I  you  would  give  this  up 
For  the  old  way,  the  open  way,  the  worid's^ 
His  way  who  beats,  and  his  who  sells  his  wife  I 
What  tempts  you  ?  —  their  notorious  happiness 
Makes  you  ashamed  of  ours  ?    The  best  yon  'U 

gain 
Will  be  —  the  Queen  grants  all  that  yoa  reqnira^ 
Concedes  the  cousin,  rids  herself  of  yon 
And  me  at  once,  and  gives  as  ample  leave 
To  live  like  oar  five  haadrsd  happy  firienda. 
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The  world  will  show  na  with  officions  hand 
Oiir  chamber-entry,  and  stand  sentinel 
Where  we  so  oft  naye  stolea  aorofls  its  traps  1 
Get  the  world^s  warrant,  ring  the  falcons^  feet, 
And  make  it  duty  to  be  bold  and  swift. 
Which  lone  a^  was  nature.    Have  it  so  I 
We  never  hawked  by  rights  till  flunfr  from 

fist? 
Oh,  the  maa*s  thoitghtl   no  woman's  snoh  a 

fool. 
Nor.    Yes,    the    roan's    thought    and    my 

thoufcht,  whioh  is  more  — 
One  made  to  love  yon,  let  the  world  take  note  I 
Have    I   done  worthy  work  ?   be  love's   the 

Thongn    hampered    by    restriotaons,    barred 

against 
By  set  forms,  blinded  by  foreed  seereoies  1 
Set  free  my  love,  and  see  what  love  oan  do 
Shown  in  my  life  —  what  work   will  spring 

from  that  I 
The  world  is  used  to  have  its  business  done 
On  other  gronnds,  find  mat  effects  prodnoed 
For  power's  sake,  fame^  sake,  motives  in  men's 

mouth. 
So,  good :   but  let  my  few  ground  shame  their 

highl 
Truth  is  the  strong  thing.     Let  man's  life  be 

trael 
And  love 's  the  truth  of  mine.    'Hme  prove  the 

restl 
I  choose  to  wear  you  stamped  all  over  me. 
Your  name  upon  mv  forehead  and  mv  breast. 
You,  firom  the  sword's  blade  to  the  ribbon's  edge. 
That  men  may  see,  all  over,  you  in  me  — 
That  pale  knves  may  die  out  of  their  pretence 
In  faoe  of  mine,  shames  thrown  on  love  fall 

off. 
Pennit  this,  Coostanee!     Love  has  been  so 

lony 
Subdued  in  me,  eating  me  throng  and  through. 
That  now  't  is  all  of  me  and  must  have  way. 
Think  of  my  work,  that  chaos  of  intrigues. 
Those  hopes  and  fears,  surprises  and  ^lays. 
That  long  endeavor,  earnest,  patient,  slow, 
Trembling  at  last  to  its  assured  result ; 
Then  thimc  of  this  revulsion  !    I  resume 
Life  after  death,  (it  ii  no  less  than  life. 
After  such  long  unlovely  laboring  days.) 
And  liberate  to  beauty  iife*8  i^reat  need 
O*  the  beautiful,  which,  while  it  prompted  work, 
Suppressed  itself  erewhile.      This  eve*s   the 

time. 
This  eve  iutense  with  yon  first  trembling  star 
We  weem  to  pant  and  reach ;  scarce  aught  be- 
tween 
The  earth  that  rises  and  the  heaven  that  bends ; 
All  nature  selfnibandoned,  every  tree 
Flung  as  it  will,  pursuing  its  own  thoughts 
And  fixed  so,  every  flower  and  every  weed. 
No  pride,  no  shame,  no  victory,  no  defeat ; 
AU  under  Qod,  each  measurea  by  itself. 
These  statues  round  ua  stand  abru|yt,  distinct, 
The  strong  in  strength,  the  weak  in  weakn< 

The  Mnse  forever  wedded  to  her  lyre, 
Nymnh  to  her  fawn«  and  Silence  to  her  rase: 
See  uod'a  approval  on  his  nnivMse  1 


Let  us  do  so — aspire  to  Uve 

In  faarmonv  with  truth,  ourselves  being  tmo  I 

Take  the  first  way,  ana  let  the  second  ocBne  I 

My  first  is  to  posssss  myself  of  you ; 

The  music  seta  the  march««tep  —  forward,  tlion  I 

And  there 's  the  Queen,  I  go  to  claim  von  of. 

The  worid  to  witnens,  wonder  and  apDUuid. 

Our  flower  of  life  breaks  open.    No  aelay  I 

Con.    And  so  shall  we  be  ruined,  both  of  ua. 
Norbert,  I  know  her  to  the  akin  and  bone: 
You  do  not  know  her,  were  not  bom  to  it. 
To  feel  what  ahe  oan  see  or  cannot  see. 
Love,  ahe  is   gonerwia,  —  ay,   despito    your 

smile, 
Grenerous  as  yon  are  :  for,  in  that  thin  frame 
Fain«twisted,  punctured  through  and  thvoogli 

with  cares. 
There  lived  a  lavish  soul  until  it  starved. 
Debarred  of  healthy  food.    Look  to  the  soul  — 
Pity  that,  stoop  to  uat,  ere  you  begin 
(The   true  man's -way)  on  justiee  and  your 

ri^ts. 
Exactions  and  aoqmttanee  of  the  past  I 
Begin  so — see  what  instioe  she  wdl  deal  I 
We  women  hate  a  debt  as  men  a  gift. 
Siippoee  her  some  poor  keeper  of  a  sdiool 
Whose   business   ■  to  sit   through   sumoMr 

months 
And  dole  out  children  leave  to  go  and  play. 
Herself  superior  to  such  lightness  --*  die 
In  the  amhohair's  stats  and  pndagogie  pomp — 
To  the  life,  the  hnq^iter,  sun  aiM  youdi  oat- 
side: 
We  wonder  such  a  faoe  looks  black  on  ua  f 
I  do  not  bid  yon  wake  her  tendemeas, 
(That  were  vain  truly —  none  is  left  to  wake,) 
But,  let  her  think  her  justice  is  engaged 
To  take  the  shape  of  tenderness,  and  mark 
If  she  '11  not  coldly  pay  its  wannest  debt  I 
Does  she  love  me,  I  ask  yon  ?  not  a  whit: 
Yet,  thinking  that  her  justice  was  engaged 
To  help  a  kinswoman,  ahe  took  me  up  — 
Did  more  on  that  bare  ground  than  other  knma 
Would  do  on  yreater  argument.    For  me, 
I  have  no  equivalent  of  such  cold  kind 
To  pa^  her  with,  but  love  alone  to  give 
If  igive  anythiuff.    I  give  her  love  : 
I  feel  I  ought  to  nelp  her,  and  I  will. 
So,  for  her  sake,  as  yours,  I  tell  yon  twice 
That  women  hate  a  debt  as  men  a  gift. 
If  I  were  you,  I  could  obtain  this  graee— ' 
Could  lay  the  whole  I  did  to  love's  account. 
Nor  yet  he  very  false  as  courtiers  go  — 
Declaring  my  suoosss  was  recompense ; 
It  would  be  so,  in  fact :  what  were  it  elsa  f 
And  then,  once  loose  her  generosity,  — 
Oh«  how  I  see  it  1  then,  were  I  but  yon 
To  turn  it,  let  it  seem  to  move  itself. 
And  make  it  offer  what  I  really  take. 
Accepting  just,  in  the  poor  oouain's  hand. 
Her  value  aa  the  next  thing  to  the  Qneett\  — 


Since  none  love  Queans  dii«otly,  none  dare  that. 
And  a  thing's  shadow  or  a  name's  mere  eoho 
Suffices  those  who  miss  the  name  and  thing  t 
Yon  pick  up  just  a  ribbon  she  has  worn. 
To  keep  in  proof  Iww  near  her  breath  yon 


Say,  I  'm  so  near  I  seem  a  piece  of  ber — 
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Aflk  for  me  that  way  —  (oh,  von  understand,) 
Yon  *d  find  the  same  gift  yielded  with  a  grace. 
Which,  if  you  make  the   least  show  to  ex- 
tort .  .  . 
—  You  *U  see !  and  when  you  have  ruined  both 
of  OS, 

Dissertate  on  the  Queen  *b  ingratitude  I 
Nor,    Then,  if  I  turn  it  that  way,  you  con- 
sent? 
T  is  not  my  way ;  I  have  more  hope  in  truth  : 
Still,  if  yon  won  t  have  truth  —  why,  this  in- 
deed. 
Were  scarcely  false,  as  I  'd  express  the  sense. 
WiXL  yon  remain  here  ? 

Con,  O  best  heart  of  mine. 

How  I  have  loved  you !  then,  you  take  my  wsy  ? 
Are  mine  as  you  have  been  her  minister. 
Work  out  my  thought,  give  it  effect  for  me. 
Paint  plain  my  poor  conceit  and  make  it  serve  ? 
I  owe  that  withered  woman  everything  — 
Life,     fortune,    you,    remember  I    Take    my 

part- 
Help  me  to  pay  her  I    Stand  upon  your  rights  ? 
You,  with  my  rose,  my  hands,  my  heart  on 

you? 
Your  rig[hts  are  mine  —  you  have  no  rights  but 
nunc. 
Ncr.    Renuun  here.    How  you  know  me ! 
Con.  Ah,  but  still  — 

[He  breaks  from  ker;  the  remains.    Dance^mt$sie/rom 

within. 
{Enter  the  Qoxsir.) 

Queen,    Constance  ?    She  is  here  as  he  said. 
Speak  quick  I 
Is  it  so  ?    Is  it  true  or  false  ?    One  word  1 

Con.    True. 

Queen.    Mercifullest  Mother,  thanks  to  thee  t 

Con.    Hadam? 

Queen.    I  love  you,  Constance,  from  my  soul. 
Now  say  once  more,  with  any  words  you  will, 
'T  is  tma^l  true,  as  true  as  that  I  speak. 

Con.    Why  should  yon  doubt  it  ? 

Queen.  Ah,  why  doubt  ?  why  doubt  ? 

Dear,  noake  me  see  it  I    Do  you  see  it  so  ? 
None  see  themselves ;  another  sees  them  best. 
Yoa  say  ^^  why  doubt  it  ?  *'  — you  see  him  and 

me. 
It  is  beeanse  the  Mother  has  such  ^raoe 
lliat  if  we  had  but  faith  —  wherem  we  fail  — 
>Vniate*er  we  yearn  for  would  be  granted  us ; 
Yet  still  we  let  our  whims  prescribe  desfMur, 
Our  fancies  thwart  and  cramp  our  will  and 

power. 
And  while  accepting  life,  abjure  its  use. 
Constance,  I  Iiaa  abjured  the  hope  of  love 
And  being  loved,  as  truly  as  yon  palm 
The  hope  of  seeing  Egypt  from  that  plot. 

Con.    Heaven ! 

Queen.    But  it  was  so,  Constance,  it  was  so  1 
Men  say  —  or  do  men  sajr  it  ?  fancies  say  — 
**^Stop  here,  your  life  ia  net,  you  are  grown 

old. 
Too  late  —  no  love  f or  vou,  too  late  for  love  — 
Leave  love  to  girls.    Be  queen  :  let  Qmstance 

love  I" 
One  takes  the  hint  —  half  meets  it  like  a  child, 
Ashamed  at  any  feelings  that  onpose. 
**  Ob  love,  true,  never  think  of  love  again  I 


I  am  a  queen :  I  rule,  not  love,  forsooth." 
So  it  goes  on  ;  so  a  face  grows  like  this. 
Hair  uke  this  hair,  poor  arms  as  lean  as  Uiese, 
Till,  —  nay,  it  does  not  end  so,  I  thank  God  I 

Con,    I  cannot  understand  — 

Queen.  ^  The  happier  you  I 

Constance,  I  know  not  how  it  in  with  men : 
For  women  (I  am  a  woman  now  like  you) 
There  is  no  good  of  life  but  love  —  but  love  I 
What  else  looks  good,  is  some  shade  flung  £rom 

love ; 
Love  gilds  it,  gives  it  worth.    Be  warned  hj 

me. 
Never  you  cheat  vourself  one  instant !    Love, 
Give  love,  ask  <»ily  love,  and  leave  the  rest  1 

0  Constance,  how  I  love  yon  1 

Cor.  I  love  you. 

Queen.    I  do  believe  that  all  is  come  throagfa 
you. 

1  took  you  tp  my  heart  to  keep  it  warm 
When  the  last  chance  of  love  seemed  dead  in 

me; 
I  thought  your  fresh  youth  warmed  my  with- 
ered neart. 
Oh,  I  am  very  old  now,  am  I  not  ? 
Not  so  I  it  is  true  and  it  shall  be  true ! 
Con*    Tell  it  me:  let  me  judge  if  true  or 

false. 
Queen,    Ah,  but  I  fear  you !  you  will  look  at 
me 
And  say,   ** she's  old,  she's  grown  nnlovely 

quite 
Who  ne^er  was  beanteous:  men  want  beanty 

still." 
Well,  so  I  feared  —  the  cniae  I  so  I  felt  sure ! 
Con.    Be  calm.    And  now  yoa  feel  not  sure, 

you  say  ? 
Queen.    Constance,  he  came*  —  the  coming 
was  not  strange  — 
Do  not  I  stand  and  see  men  come  and  gof 
I  turned  a  half -look  from  my  pedestal 
Where  I  grow  marble — "one  young  mas  the 

more  ! 
He  will  love  some  one ;  that  is  nang^t  to  me : 
What  would  he  with  my  marble  stateliness  ?  " 
Yet  this  seemed  somewhat  worse  than  hereto- 
fore; 
The  man  more  graeioos,  youthful,  like  a  god. 
And  I  still  older,  with  less  flesh  to  change  — 
We  two  those  dear  extremes  that  long  to  touch. 
It  seemed  still  harder  when  he  first  began 
To  labor  at  those  state-affairs,  absorbed 
The  old  way  for  the  old  end  —  interest. 
Oh,  to  live  with  a  thousand  beating  hearts 
Around  you,  swift  eyes,  serviceable  hands, 
Profe$»ing  they  We  no  care  but  for  your  cause. 
Thought  but  to  help  you,  love  but  for  your- 
self, — 
And  you  the  marble  statue  all  the  time 
They  praise  and  point  at  as  preferred  to  life. 
Yet  leave  for  the  first  breathing  woman's  snule, 
First  danoer*s,  gypsy  ^s,  or  street  baladine's  1 
Why,  how  I  have  ground  my  teetk  to  hear 

men's  speech 
Stifled  for  fear  it  should  alarm  mv  ear. 
Their  gait  subdued  lest  step  should  startle  me. 
Their  eyes  declined,  such  queendom  to  respect. 
Their  hands  alert,  such  treasure  to  preserve. 
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While  not  a  man  of  them  hroke  rank  and  spoke, 
Wrote  me  a  yulgar  letter  all  of  love^ 
Or  caosrht  my  hand  and  pressed  it  like  a  hand  ! 
There  have  been  momenta,  if  the  sentinel 
Lowering  his  halbert  to  salute  the  queen. 
Had  flung  it  brutally  and  clasped  m^  knees, 
I  would  have  stooped  and  kined  him  with  my 
soul. 

Con.    MTho  could  have  comprehended  ? 

Queen,  Ay,  who  —  who  ? 

Why,  uo  one,  Constance,  but  this  one  who  did. 
Not  they,  not  you,  not  I.    Even  now  perhaps 
It  comes  too  late  —  would  yon  but  tell  the  truth. 

Con.    I  wait  to  tell  it. 

Queen.  Well,  yon  see,  he  came, 

Outfaced  the  others,  did  a  work  this  year 
Exceeds  in  value  all  was  ever  done. 
You  know  —  it  is  not  I  who  say  it  —  all 
Say  it.    And  so  (a  second  pang  and  worse) 
I  grew  aware  not  only  of  what  he  did. 
But  why  so  wondrously.    Oh,  never  work 
Like  his  was  done  for  work^s  ignoble  sake  — 
Souls  need  a  finer  um  to  light  and  lure  I 
I  felt,  I  saw,  he  loved  —  loved  somebody. 
And  Constance,  my  dear  Constance,  do  yon 

know, 
I  did  believe  this  while  *t  was  you  he  loved. 

Con.    Me,  madam? 

Queen.  It  did  seem  to  me,  vonr  face 

Met  him  where'er  he  looked  :  and  whom  but 

you 
Was  such  a  man  to  love  ?    It  seemed  to  me. 
You  saw  he  loved  yon,  and  approved  his  love. 
And  both  of  you  were  in  intelligence. 
You  could  not  loiter  in  that  garden,  step 
Into  this  balcony,  but  I  straight  was  stung 
And  forced  to  understand.    It  seemed  so  true. 
So  right,  so  beautiful,  so  like  you  both. 
That  all  this  work  should  have  been  done  by 

him 
Not  for  the  vulgar  hope  of  recompense. 
But  that  at  last  —  suppose,  some  night  like 

this— 
Borne  on  to  claim  his  due  reward  of  me. 
He  might  say,  **  Give  her  hand  and  pay  me 


so. 


f» 


And  I  (O  Constance,  you  shall  love  me  now  1) 

I  thought,  surmounting  all  the  bitterness, 

—  *'And  ne  shall  have  it.    I  will  make  her 

bleat. 
My  flower  of  youth,  my  woman*s  self  that  was. 
My  happiest  woman's  self  that  might  have  been! 
These  two  shall  have  their  joy  and  leave  me 

here." 
Yes  —  yes  I 

Con,      Thanks ! 

Queen.  And  the  word  was  on  my  lips 

When  he  bnrst  in  upon  me.    1  looked  to  hear 
A  mere  calm  statement  of  hisiust  desire 
Pur  payment  of  his  labor.    Wnen  —  O  heaven. 
How  can  I  tell  you  ?  lightning  on  my  eyes 
And  thunder  in  my  ears  proved  that  fint  word 
Wliich  told  't  was  love  of  me,  of  me,  did  all  — 
He  loved  me  —  from  the  first  step  to  the  last, 
I»ved  nif ! 

Con.     Y<m    hardly  saw,  scarce  heard  him 
speak 
Of  love ;  what  if  yun  should  mistake  ? 


Queen.  No,  no  — 

No  mistake  I    Ha,  there  shall  be  no  mistake  ( 
He  had  not  dared  to  hint  the  love  he  felt  — 
You  were  my  reflex  —  (how  I  understood !) 
He  said  you  were  the  ribbon  I  had  worn. 
He  kissed  my  hand,  he  looked  into  my  eyes. 
And  love,  love  came  at  end  of  every  phrase. 
Love  is  begun ;  this  much  is  come  to  pass: 
The  rest  is  easy.    Constance,^  I  am  yours ! 
I  will  learn,  I  will  place  my  life  on  yon. 
Teach  me  but  how  to  keep  what  I  nave  wcm ! 
Am  I  so  old  ?    This  hair  was  earlv  gray ; 
But  joy  ere  now  has  brought  hair  brown  Affain. 
And  ioy  will  bring  the  cheek's  red  back,  I  feel. 
I  could  sing  once  too ;  that  was  in  my  yoath. 
Still,  when  men  paint  me,  they  declare  me  .  .  . 

;res, 
Beautiful  —  for  the  last  French  painter  did  I 
I  know  they  flatter  somewhat ;  yon  are  frank  — 
I   trust   you.    How    I    loved    yon   from   the 

first! 
Some  queens  would  hardly  seek  a  oonan  out 
And  set  her  bv  their  side  to  take  the  ejre : 
I  must  have  felt  that  good  would  come  from 

you. 
I  am  not  generous  —  like  him  —  like  yon  I 
But  he  is  not  your  lover  after  all : 
It  was  not  you  he  looked  at.    Saw  yon  him  ? 
You  have  not  been  mistaking  words  or  looks  ? 
He  said  von  were  the  reflex  of  myself. 
And  yet  he  is  not  such  a  paragon 
To  yon,  to  younger  women  wno  may  choose 
Among    a    thousand    Norberts.      »Speak   the 

truth! 
You  know  yon  never  named  hb  name  to  me : 
You  know,  I  cannot  give  him  up  —  ah  Qod, 
Not  up  now,  even  to  yon ! 
Con.  Then  calm  yourself. 

Queen.    See,  I  am  old — look  here,  yon  haopj 

girl! 
I  will  not  play  the  fool,  deceive  —  ah,  whom  ? 
'T  is  all  gone :  put  your  cheek  beside  my  cheek 
And  what  a  contrast  does  the  moon  behold  t 
But  then  I  set  my  life  upon  one  ohaooe. 
The  last  chance  and  the  best  —  am  /  not  left. 
My  soul,  myself  ?    All  women  love  great  dmb 
If  young  or  old ;  it  is  in  all  the  tales  : 
Young  beauties  love  old  poets  who  can  love  — 
Wliy  should  not  he.  the  poems  in  my  aool. 
The.  passionate  faitn,  the  pride  of  sacrifice. 
Life-long,  death-long?     i  throw  them  at  liia 

feet. 
Who  cares  to  see  the  fountain's  very  shape. 
Whether  it  be  a  Triton^s  or  a  Nymph's 
That   poun   the   foam,   makes   rainbows  «I1 

around? 
Yon  could  not  praise  indeed  the  ODDpty  eoneh  ; 
But  1 11  pour  floods  of  love  and  hiae  myself. 
How  I  will  love  him  !    Cannot  men  lovv  \0rw9  ? 
Who  was  a  queen  and  loved  a  poet  onoe 
Humpbacked,  a  dwarf?  ah,   women  can   do 

that! 
Well,  but  men  too  ;  at  least,  they  tell  yon  so. 
They  love  so  manv  women  in  their  youth. 
And  even  in  age  they  all  love  whom  they  please  ; 
And  yet  the  best  of  them  confide  to  f  riemls  • 
That  *tii  not  beantjr  makes  the  lasting  lore  — 
Hiey  spend  a  day  with  such  and  tire  the  m^xt : 
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They  Ukeacml, —  well  then,  thev  Uke  phantaay, 
NoveItT  even.    Let  as  confess  the  tnith, 
liorrible  though  it  be,  that  prejodice, 
Prescription  . .  .  cnrses  !  they  will  love  a  qoeen. 
They  wilL  they  do :  and  will  not,  does  not  —  he  ? 
Con,    How  can  he?    You  are  wedded:  'tia 


We  know,  bat  still  a  bond.    Yonr  raidc  remains. 
His  rank  remains.    How  can  he.  nobly  sonled 
As  yoa  believe  and  I  incline  to  tnink, 
AmNre  to  be  yonr  favorite,  shame  and  all  ? 

Queen,  Hear  her !    There,  there  now  —  could 
she  love  like  me  ? 
AVhat  did  I  say  of  smooth-cheeked  youth  and 

grace? 
See  alTit  does  or  could  do  I  so  youth  loves  I 
Oh,  tell  him,  Constance,  you  could  never  do 
What  I  will  —  you,  it  was  not  bom  in!    I 
Will  drive  these  difficulties  far  and  fast 
As  yonder  mists  curdling  before  the  moon. 
1 11  use  my  light  too,  gloriouslv  retrieve 
Mpr  youth  from  its  enforced  calamity. 
Dissolve  that  hateful  marriage,  and  be  his. 
His  own  in  the  eves  aUke  of  God  and  man. 

Con.    You  will  do  —  dare  do  .  .  .  pause  on 
what  vou  say ! 

Queen.    Hear  her  I    I  thank  you,  sweet,  for 
that  surprise. 
Yon  have  the  fair  face :  for  the  soul,  see  mine  1 
I  have  the  strong  soul :  let  me  teach  you,  here. 
1  think  I  have  borne  enough  and  long  enough, 
And  patiently  enough,  the  world  remarks. 
To  have  niy  own  way  now,  uublamed  by  all. 
It  does  so  happen  (I  rejoice  for  it) 
This  most  uniioped-for  iasue  cuts  the  knot. 
There  *s  not  a  better  way  of  settling  claims 
Tlian  this ;  Ood  sends  the  accident  express : 
And  were  it  for  my  subjects*  good,  no  more, 
*T  were  best  thus  ordered.    I  am  thankful  now, 
Mute,  passive,  acquiescent.    I  receive. 
And  bleas  Godrimply,  or  should  almost  fear 
To  walk  so  smoothly  to  my  ends  at  last. 
Why,  how  I  baIRe  obstacles,  spurn  fate  1 
How  strong  I  am !    Could  Norbert  see  me  now  I 

Con,    Let  me  consider.    It  is  all  too  strange. 

Queen,    You,  Constance,  learn  of  me ;  do  you, 
like  me  1 
You  are  young,  beautiful :  my  own,  best  girl, 
You  will  have  many  lovers,  and  love  one  — 
Light  hair,  not   hair  like  Norbert^s,    to  suit 

yours, 
Tsller  than  he  is,  since  yourself  are  tall. 
Ijove  him,  like  me  !    Give  all  away  tu  him ; 
Think  never  of  yourself  ;  throw  by  your  pride, 
Hope,  fear,  —  ;f our  own  good  as  yon  saw  it  once, 
.Vnd  love  him  simply  for  his  very  self. 
Ki^merober,  I  (ana  what  am  I  to  vou  ?) 
Would  give  up  all  for  one,  leave  throne,  lose  life, 
l>o  all  but  just  unlove  him  I    He  loves  me. 

Con,    He  shall. 

Queen,        You,  step  inside  mv  inmost  heart  I 
Give  me  your  own  heart :  let  us  nave  one  heart  I 
1 11  eome  to  you  for  counsel ;  ^*  this  he  says, 
This   he   does;  what  should  this  amount  to. 

Beseech  you,  chan|;e  it  into  current  coin  1 
Is    that   worth  kisses?    Shall    I    please  him 
there  ?•' 


And  then  we  *11  qteak  in  turn  of  you  —  what 

else? 
Yonr  love,  according  to  your  beauty's  worth, 
For  you  shall  have  some  noble  love,  all  gold : 
Whom  choose  you  ?  we  will  get  him  at  your 

choice. 

—  Constance,  I  leave  you.    Just  a  minute  since, 
I  felt  as  I  must  die  or  be  alone 

Breathing  my  soul  into  an  ear  like  yours : 
Now,  I  would  face  the  world  with  my  new  life. 
Wear  my  new  crown.    I'll  walk  around  the 

rooms. 
And  then  come  back  and  tell  you  how  it  feels. 
How  soon  a  smile  of  God  can  change  the  world  I 
How  we  are  made  for  happiness  —  how  work 
Grows  play,  adversity  a  winning  fight  I 
True,  1  have  lost  so  many  years :  what  then  ? 
Many  renuun :  God  has  been  very  good. 
You,  stay  here  I  'T  is  as  different  mm  dreams. 
From  the  mind's  cold  calm  estimate  of  bliss. 
As  these  stone  statues  from    the    flesh    and 

blood. 
The  comfort  thou  hast  caused  mankind,  God's 

moon ! 
[She  goes  out,  leaving  Cowtaxol    Danet-muHe  from 

icithin. 
(NoKBBKT  etUerM.) 

Nor,  Well  ?  we  have  but  one  minute  and  one 
wordl 

Con,    I  am  yours,  Norbert ! 

Nor,  Yes,  mine. 

Con,  ^  Not  till  now  1 

You  were  mine.    Now  I  give  myself  to  you. 

Nor,    Constance  ? 

Con,      Your  own  !  ^  I  know  the  thriftier  way 
Of  giving  —  haply,  't  is  the  wiser  way. 
Meaning  to  give  a  treasure,  I  might  dole 
Coin  after  coin  out  (each,  as  that  were  all, 
With  a  new  laigess  still  at  each  despair) 
And  force  you  keep  in  sight  the  deed,  preserve 
Ezhaustleas  till  the  end  my  part  and  yours. 
My  giving  and  your  taking ;  both  our  joys 
Dying  together.     Is  it  the  wiser  way  ? 
I  choose  the  simpler ;  I  give  all  at  once. 
Know  what  you  nave  to  trust  to,  trade  upon  I 
Use  it,  abuse  it,  —  anything  but  think 
Hereafter,  *^  Had  I  known  she  loved  me  so. 
And  what  my  means,  I  might  have  thriven  with 

it." 
This  is  your  means.    I  give  yon  all  myself. 

Nor,    I  take  you  ana  thank  God. 

Con,  hook  on  through  years ! 

We  cannot  kiss,  a  second  day  like  this ; 
Else  were  this  earth  ao  earth. 

Nor,  With  thb  day's  heal 

We  shall  go  on  through  years  of  cold. 

Con,  So,  best  I 

—  I  try  to  see  those  years  —  I  think  I  see. 
You  walk  quick  and  new  warmth  comes ;    you 

look  back 
And  lay  all  to  the  first  glow  —  not  sit  down 
Forever  brooding  on  a  day  like  this 
While  seeing  embers  whiten  and  love  die. 
Yes,  love  lives  best  in  its  effect ;  and  mine, 
Full  in  its  own  Ufe,  yearns  to  live  in  yours. 
Nor,    Just  so.    r  take  and  know  you  all  at 

once. 
Your  soul  is  disengaged  so  easily. 
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Tonr  face  ia  there,  I  know  you ;  nve  me  time. 

Let  nie  be  proad  and  think  vou  shall  know  me. 

My  soul  is  slower :  in  a  life  1  roll 

The  minute  out  whereto  yon  oondense  yours — 

The  whole  slow  cirele  round  you  I  must  move. 

To  be  just  you.    1  look  to  a  long  Ufe 

To  decompose  this  minute,  prove  its  worth. 

^T  is  the  sparks^  long  succession  one  by  one 

•Shall   show  you,  in  the  end,  what   Ore  was 

crammed 
In  that  mere  stone  you  stmok :  how  oould  yon 

know. 
If  it  lay  ever  unproved  in  your  sight. 
As  now  my  heart  lies  ?  your  own  wannth  would 

hide 
Its  coldness,  were  it  etAd, 
Con,  But  how  nrove,  how  ? 

Nor.    Prove  in  my  life,  ^ou  ask  7 
Con.  Ouiok,  Norbert  —  how  ? 

Nor.    That  *8  easy  told.    I  count  life  just  a 

stuff 
To  try  the  soul's  strength  on,  educe  the  man. 
Who  keeps  one  end  in  view  makes  all  things 

serve 
4.S  with  the  body  —  he  who  hurls  a  lance 
Or  heaps  up  stone  on  stone,  shows  strength 

alike: 
•So  must  I  seize  and  task  all  means  to  prove 
And  show  this  soul  of  mine,  you  crown  as  yours, 
And  justify  us  both. 

Con,  ^  Could  yon  write  books. 

Paint  pictures  I    One  sits  down  in  poverty 
And  writes  or  paints,  with  pit^  for  the  nch. 
Nor,     And  loves  one^s  pamting  and  one's 

writing,  then. 
And  not  one  s  mistress  I    All  is  best,  believe, 
And  we  best  as  no  other  than  we  are. 
We  live,  uid  they  experiment  on  life  — 
Those  poets,  nainters,  all  who  stand  aloof 
To  overlook  tlie  farther.    Let  us  be 
The  thing  they  look  at !    I  might  take  your 

face 
And  write  of  it  and  paint  it  —  to  what  end  ? 
For  whom  ?  what  pale  dictatress  in  the  air 
Feeds,  smiling  sadlv,  her  fine  ghost-Uke  form 
With  earth's  re^  blood  and  breath,  the  beanto- 

ous  life 
She  makes  despised  forever  ?    You  are  mine, 
Made  for  me,  not  for  others  in  the  world, 
Nor  yet  for  that  which  I  should  call  my  art. 
The  cold  calm  power  to  see  how  fair  ^rou  look. 
I  come  to  you ;  I  leave  you  not,  to  write 
Or  paint.    You  are,  I  am  :  let  Rubens  there 
Paint  us ! 
Con.       So,  beet  I 

Nor,  I  understand  ^our  soul, 

You  tive,  and  rightly  sympathize  with  life. 
With    action,    power,  success.     This  way   is 

straight ; 
And  time  were  short  beside,  to  let  me  change 
The  craft    my  childhood    learnt:    my  craft 

shall  serve. 
Men  set  me  here  to  subjugate,  enclose. 
Manure  their  barren  nves,  and  foroe  thence 

fruit 
First  for  themselves,  and  afterward  for  me 
In  the  due  tithe :  the  task  of  some  one  soul. 
Through  ways  ot  work  appointed  by  the  wodd. 


I  am  not  bid  create  —  men  see  no  star 
Transfiguring  my  brow  to  warrant  that — 
But  find  ana  bind  and  bring  to  bear  their 
So  I  began :  to-night  sees  how  I  end. 
What  if  it  see,  too,  power's  fiist  outbreak  hare 
Amid  the  warmth,  surprise  and  sympiUhvy 
And  instincts  of  the  heart  that  teach  the  iiaad  T 
What  if  the  people  have  disoemed  at  length 
The  dawn  of  the  next  nature,  novel  brain 
Whose  will  they  venture  in  the  plaoe  of  theiia. 
Whose  work,  they  trust,  shall  find  them  as 

novel  ways 
To  untried  heights  which  yet  he  onlv  sees? 
I  felt  it  when  yon  kissed  me.    See  this  Queen, 
This    people  —  in    our   phrase    this    mass  of 


men  — 
See  how  the  mass  lies  passive  to  my  hand 
Now  that  my  hand  is  plastic,  with  you  by 
To  make  the  muscles  iron  I    Oh,  an  end 
Shall  orown  this  issue  ss  this  crowns  the  first  I 
My  will  be  on  the  people  1  then,  the  strain. 
The  grappling  of  the  potter  with  his  elay, 
The  long  uaoertain  struggle,  —  the  suocess 
And  oonsnnunation  of  t£e  spirit^work. 
Some  vase  shape  to  the  curl  of  the  goa's  lip. 
While  rounded  fair  for  human  sense  to  see 
The  Graces  in  a  danoe  men  recognize 
With  turbulent  applause  and  laughs  of  heart  I 
So  triumph  ever  shall  renew  itaeff ; 
Ever  shall  end  in  efforts  higher  yet. 
Ever  begin  .  .  . 

Con.  I  ever  helping  ? 

JVor.  Thual 

{At  he  evtbracei  A«r,  th$  Qubbh  euUrt,) 

Con,    Hist,  madam  1   So  have  I  peiformed 
my  part. 
You  see  vour  srstitnde'a  true  deoeney, 
Norbert  r    A  little  slow  ia  seeing  it  1 
BcMnn,  to  end  the  sooner  1    What's  a  kiss? 

Nor.    Constance? 

Com.  Why,  mnat  I  teaeh  it  you  again  ? 

You  want  a  witness  to  your  dulness,  sir  ? 
What  was  I  saying  theae  ten  minutes  long  ? 
Then   I  repeat  —  when  some  young  handsome 


like  you  has  aeted  out  a  |Mut  like  yours. 
Is  pleased  to  fall  in  love  with  one  beyond. 
So  very  far  beyond  him,  as  he  says  — 
So  hopelessly  in  love  that  but  to  QM^k 
Would  prove  him  mad,  —  he  thinks  jndieioaaly. 
And  makes  some  insignificant  good  soul. 
Like  me,  his  friend,  adviser,  confidant, 
And  very  stalking-horse  to  cover  Yam 
In  following  after  what  he  dares  not  face  — 
When   his  end  *s  gained  —  (sir,  do  you  under- 
stand ?) 
When  she,  he  dares  not  face,  has  loved  hin; 

first, 
—  May  I  not  say  so,  madam  ?  —  tops  his  hope. 
And  overpasses  so  his  wildest  dream. 
With  glad  oonsent  of  all,  and  moat  of  her 
The  confidant  who  brought  the  same  ahoat  — 
Why,  in  the  moment  when  such  joy  explodes, 
I  do  hold  that  the  merest  gentleman 
Will  not  start  mdelyfrom  the  stalking^honie. 
Dismiss  it  with  a  ''  There,  enoogh  of  yon!  '* 
Forget  it,  show  his  back  unmannerly ; 
Bnt  like  a  liberal  heart  will  rather  turn 
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And  Miy,  **  A  tingiiiiw  time  of  hope  was  onn ; 
Betwixt  the  fean  ana  faheriiifB,  we  two  Htm 
A  ehaneef al  time  iu  waitiiig  for  the  piixe : 
The  eonfidant,  the  Constance,  served  not  ill. 
And  though  I  shall  forset  her  in  good  time. 
Her  nae  heinsr  answered  now,  as  reason  bids, 
Na^  as  herself  bids  from  her  heart  of  hearts,  — 
8tiU,  she  has  rights,  the  first  thanks  go  to  her. 
The  first  good  praise  goes  to  the  prosperous 

tool. 
And  the  nnt  —  whioh  is  the  last  —  rewarding 

kiss." 
Nor,     Constance,  it  is  a  dream  —  ah,  see, 

yon  smile ! 
Cm.    So,  now  his  part  being  properly  per- 
formed. 
Madam,  I  turn  to  yon  and  finish  mine 
As  duly ;  I  do  jostioe  in  my  tnm. 
Yee,  madam,  ne    has  loved  yon  —  long  and 

well; 
He  could  not  hope  to  tell  yon  so  —  't  was  I 
Who  served  to  prove  your  soul  aooessiblfy, 
I  led  his  thoughts  on,  drew  them  to  their  place 
When  they  had  wandered  else  into  despair,  ^ 
And  kepi  love  constant  toward  its  natural  aim. 
Enough,  my  part  is  played ;  you  stoop  half-w^ 
And  meet  us  royally  and  spars  onr  feam : 
'T  is  like  yoonelf .    He  thanks  you,  so  do  I. 
Take  him  —  with  my  lull  heart  I  my  work  is 

praised 
By  what  comes  of  it.    Be  you  happv,  both  ! 
Yonnelf  —  the  only  one  on  earth  who  can  — 
!V>  all  for  him,  much  more  than  a  mere  heart 
AVhieh  though  warm  m  not  useful  in  its  warmth 
As  the  silk  vesture  of  a  queen  1  fold  that 
Around  him  gently,  tenderly.    For  him  — 
For  him,  —  he  knows  his  own  part ! 

Nor.  Have  you  done  ? 

I  take  the  jest  at  last.    Should  I  speak  now  ? 
Was  yours  the  wager,  Constance,  foolish  child, 
(h-  did  you  but  accept  it  ?    Well  —  at  least 
You  lose  by  it. 

dm.  Nay,  madam,  't  is  ronr  turn ! 

Restrain  him  still  from  speech  a  little  mora. 
And  make  him  happier  as  more  confident  I 
Pity  him,  madam,  he  is  timid  yett 
Mark,  Norbert  !     Do  not  shrink  now !    Here  I 

yield 
My  whole  right  in  you  to  the  Queen,  observe  I 
W  ith  her  go  put  in  practice  the  great  schemes 
You  teem  with,  follow  the  career  else  closed  — 
Be  all  von  caimot  be  except  by  her ! 
Behola  her  I  —  Madam,  say  for  pity*s  sake 
Anjrthing  —  frankly  sav  yon  love  him  t    Else 
He  *U  not  believe  it :  there  *8  more  earnest  in 
His  fear  than  yon  conceive  :  I  know  the  man  I 
Nor,      I  know  the  woman  somewhat,  and 

confess 
I  thought  she  had  jested  better :  she  begins 
To  overcharge  her  part.    I  gravely  wait 
Yonr  pleasure,  roaiiam  :  where  is  mv  reward  ? 
Queen.      Norbert,  this  wild   gin   (whom  I 

recognize 
Scarce  more  than  you  do,  in  her  fancy-fit. 
Eccentric  speech  and  variable  mirth. 
Not  verj  wise  perhaps  and  somewhat  bold. 
Yet  suitable,  the  whole  night  V  work    being 
strange) 


—  May  still  be  right :  I  may  do  well  to  spettk 
And  make  authentic  what  appears  a  dream 
To  even  myself.    For,  what  she  says  is  true : 
Yes,  Norbert  —  what  you  spoke  just  now  of  IoYe« 
Devotion,  stirred  no  novel  sense  in  me, 
But  justified  a  warmth  felt  long  before. 
Yes,  from  the  first  —  I  loved  you,  I  shall  say : 
Stnuige !  but  I  do  grow  stronger^  now  *t  is  said. 
Your  courage  helps  mine :  you  did  well  to  speak 
To-night,  the  ni^t  that  crowns  yonr  twelve- 
months' toil : 
But  still  I  had  not  waited  to  disoem 
Your  heart  so  loi^,  believe  me !    F^m  thefini 
The  source  of  so  much  seal  was  almost  plain. 
In  absence  even  of  your  own  words  just  now 
Which  hazarded  the  truth.    *T  is  very  strange^ 
But  takes  a  happy  ending  —  in  your  love 
Which  mine  meets :  be  it  so !  as  you  choose  me* 
So  I  choose  yon. 

Nor,  And  worthily  you  choose. 

I  will  not  be  unworthy  yonr  esteeon. 
No,  madam.    I  do  love  you ;  I  will  meet 
Your  nature,  now  I  know  it.    This  was  welL 
I  see,  —  yon  dare  and  von  are  justified : 
But  none  had  venturea  such  experiment. 
Less  versed  than  you  in  nobleness  of  hearty 
Leas  confident  of  finding  such  in  me. 
lioy  that  thus  you  test  me  ere  yon  grant 
Tne  dearest,  ricnest,  beatiteonseet  and  best 
Of  women  to  my  arms :  *t  is  like  yourself. 
So  —  hack  again  into  my  part's  set  words  — 
Devotiou  to  we  uttermost  is  yours. 
But  no,  you  cannot,  madam,  even  you. 
Create  in  me  the  love  our  Constance  does. 
Or  —  something  truer  to  the  tra^c  phrase  *- 
Not  ]ron  magnolia-bell  superb  with  scent 
Invites  a  certain  insect  —  that 's  myself  — 
But  the  small  eye-flower  nearer  to  the  ground. 
I  take  this  lady. 

Con,  Stay  —  not  hers,  the  trap  — 

Stay,  Norbert  —  that  mistake  were  wont  of  alll 
He  is  too  cuinui^,  madam !    It  was  I, 
I,  Norbert,  who  .  .  . 

Nor,  You,  was  it,  Constance  ?    Theiii 

But  for  tlie  grace  of  this  diviuest  hour 
Which  gives  me  you,  1  might  not  pardon  here ! 
I  am  the  Queen^s  ;  ^e  only  knows  my  brain : 
She  may  experiment  upon  my  heart 
And  I  instruct  her  too  oy  the  result. 
But  you.  Sweet,  yon  who  know  me,  who  so  long 
Have  told  my  heartbeats  over,  held  my  life 
In  those  white  hands  of  yours,  —  it  is  not  well  I 

Con.    Tush !    I  have  said  it,  did  I  not  say  it 
aU? 
The  life,  for  her  —  the  heartbeats,  for  her  sake ! 

Nor,    Enough !  my  cheek  grows  red,  I  think. 
Your  test  ? 
There  's  not  the  meanest  woman  in  the  world, 
Not  she  I  least  could  love  in  all  the  world, 
Whora^  did  she  love  me,  had  love  proved  itself. 
I  dare  insult  as  you  insult  me  now. 
Constance,  I  could  say,  if  it  must  be  said, 
'*  Take  back  ^e  soul  you  offer.  I  keep  mine !  " 
But  —  ^'  Take  the  soul  still  quivering  on  your 

hand. 
The  soul  so  o£Pered,  which  I  cannot  use. 
And,  please  vou,  give  it  to  some  playful  fHend, 
For  —  what  s  the  trifle  he  requites  me  with  f '' 
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I,  tempt  a  woman,  to  amnae  a  man. 

That  two  may  mook  her  heart  if  itsnccnmh  ? 

No :    fearing:   God   and    standuig    'neath   his 

heaYen, 
I  would  not  dare  insult  a  woman  so, 
Were  she  the  meanest  woman  iu  the  world, 
And  he,  I  cared  to  please,  ten  emperors  I 

Con.    Norhert ! 

Nor,  I  love  onoe  as  I  live  hut  onoe. 

What  ease  is  this  to  think  or  talk  about  ? 
I  love  you.    Would  it  mend  the  case  at  all 
If  such  a  step  as  this  killed  love  in  me  ? 
Your  part  were  done :  account  to  God  for  it ! 
But  mine  —  could  murdered  love  get  up  again. 
And  kneel  to  whom  yon  please  to  designate, 
And  make  you  mirth  ?    It  is  too  horrible. 
You  did  not  know  this,  Constance  ?  now  yon 

know 
That  body  and  soul  have  each  one  life,  but 

one: 
And  here 's  my  love,  here,  living,  at  your  feet. 

Con,     See  the  Queen  1     Nornert  —  this  one 
more  last  word  — 
If  thus  yon  have  taken  jest  for  earnest  —  thus 
Loved  me  in  earnest  .  .  . 

Nor,  Ah,  no  jest  holds  here ! 

Where  is  the  laughter  in  which  jests  break  up. 
And  what  tliis  hurror  that  grows  paloable  ? 
Madam  —  why  grasp  you  thus  the  baloony  ? 
Have  I  done  ill  ?    Have  I  not  spoken  truth  ? 
How  could  I  other  ?     Was  it  not  your  test. 
To  try  me,  what  my  love  for  Constance  meant? 
Mads^,  your  royal  soul  itself  approves. 
The  first,  that  I  should  choose  thus  I  so  one  takes 
A  beggar,  —  asks  him,  what  would    buy   his 

child  ? 
And  then  approves  the  expected  laugh  of  soom 
Returned  as  something  noble  from  the  rags. 
SpeidL,     Constance,    I  ^m    the    beggar  1     Ha, 

what's  this? 
Yon  two  glare  each  at  each  like  panthers  now. 
Constance,  the  world  fades;  only  yon  stand 

tifierel 
Yon  did  not,  in  to-night*s  wild  whirl  of  things. 
Sell  me  —  your  soul  of  souls,  for  any  price  ? 
No  —  no  —  *t  is  easy  to  believe  in  you  ! 
Was  it  yonr  love's  mad  trial  to  o'ertop 
Mine  by  this  vain  self-sacrifice  ?  well,  still  — 
Though  I  might  curse,  I  love  you.    I  am  love 
And  cannot  change  :  love 's  self  is  at  your  feet ! 

[The  QuuN  goea  out. 

Con.    Feel  my  heart ;  let  it  die  against  yonr 
own ! 

Nor.    Ai^ainst  my  own.    Explain  not ;  let  this 
be! 
This  is  life's  height. 

Con.  Yours,  yours,  yonts ! 

Nor.  Yon  and  I  — 

Why  care  by  what  meanders  we  are  here 
V  the  centre  of  the  labyrinth  ?    Men  have  died 
Tn'ing  to  find  this  place,  which  we  have  found. 

Con.    Found,  found  I 

Nor,        Sweet,  never  fear  what  she  can  do  ! 
We  are  past  harm  now. 


Con,  On  the  breast  of  God. 

I  thought  of  men  —  as  if  yon  were  a  man. 
Tempting  him  with  a  crown  I 

Nor.  This  must  end  here : 

It  is  too  perfect. 

Coa.  There  's  the  musks  stopped. 

What  measured  heavy  tread  ?    It  is  one  blase 
About  me  and  within  me. 

Nor,  Oh,  some  death 

Will  run  its  sudden  finger  round  this  spark 
And  sever  us  from  the  rest  I 

Con.  And  so  do  welL 

Now  the  doors  open. 

Nor,  'T  is  the  guard  comes. 

Con.  Kial 


BEN  KARSHOOK'S  WISDOM 

The  eighth  line  of  the  fourteenth  aeetion  ol 
One  Word  More  reads. 


t« 


KanhJab,  Cleon,  Norbertand  the  fifty." 


Originally  it  read, 

**  Karahook,  Cleon,  Norbert  and  the  flfty.** 

The  reference  apparently  was  to  the  poem  wri^ 
ten  in  April,  1854,  and  printed  in  The  Keep- 
Mrfee,  an  annual  edited  by  Miss  Power,  a  nieoeof 
Lady  Blessington,  in  whom  Diekens  also  took 
an  interest.  It  may  have  been  Browning's 
intention  to  include  this  poem  in  Men  and  Wo^ 
mtn^  but  he  never  did  place  it  then,  and  finally 
dropped  Karshook  and  substituted  Kanihislit 
who  narrates  his  medical  experienee. 


"  Would  a  man  'scape  the  rod  ?  ** 
Rabbi  Ben  Karshook  saith, 

**  See  that  he  turn  to  God 

The  day  beforo  his  death.'* 

**  Ay.  could  a  man  inquire 

When  it  shall  come !  **  I  say. 
The  Rabbi's  eye  shoots  fire  — 
''  Then  let  him  turn  to-day  t " 

II 

Quoth  a  voung  Sndduoee : 
'*  Reaoer  of  many  rolls. 

Is  it  so  certain  we 
Have,  as  they  teU  ns,  sonis  ?  " 

"  Son,  there  is  no  reply ! " 
Tlie  Rabbi  bit  his  beard: 

**  Certain,  a  soul  have  I  — 

We  may  have  none,"  he  sneerod. 


Thus  Karahook,  the  Hiram V 
The  Right-hand  Temnle-oolninn, 

Taught  babes  in  grace  uieir  gram 
And  struck  the  simple,  aolenm. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONiE 


Thb  Yolame  bearing  the  title  DramatU  Per- 
MnKC  was  pnbliihed  in  1864  and  the  oontenta 
remained  nnehanged  in  rabeequent  editions  ex- 
cept that  two  short  poems  were  added  in  the 
edition  of  1868.     The  first  poem  was  howerer 


orifnnally  entitled  Jamu  Lim,  The  firrt  sbt 
stanzas  of  the  sixth  section  of  the  poem  were 
first  printed  in  1896  in  Mr.  Fox's  The  UonUdu 
Repository^  and  bore  the  title  merely  JJnes^ 
with  the  signature  Z. 


JAMES    LEE'S    WIFE 

I 

JAMES   LGE*S   WIPE  SPEARS  AT   THE 

WINDOW 

Ah,  Loto,  bnt  a  day 
And  the  worid  has  changed ! 

Ilie  sun 's  awav, 
And  the  bira  estnuiffed ; 

The  wind  has  dropped. 
And  the  sky 's  deranged : 

Summer  has  stopped. 

Look  in  my  eyes  ? 

Wilt  thou  change  too? 
Should  I  fear  surprise  ? 

Shall  I  find  aught  new 
In  the  old  and  dear, 

In  the  good  and  true. 
With  the  changing  year? 

Thou  art  a  man, 

Bnt  I  am  th^  love. 
For  the  lake,  its  swan ; 

For  the  dell  its  dove ; 
And  for  thee  —  (oh,  haste  I) 

Me,  to  bend  above. 
Me,  to  hold  embraced. 


II 


BV  THE  FIRESIDE 

la  all  our  fire  of  shipwreck  wood, 

Osk  and  pine  ? 
(Ml,  for  the  ills  naif-understood. 
The  dim  dead  woe 
Long  Ago 
^  Befallen  this  bitter  coast  of  France ! 
*  Well,  poor  sailors  took  their  chance ; 
I  take  mine. 

A  mddy  shaft  our  fire  must  shoot 

O'er  the  sea: 
Do  sailors  eye  the  casement  —  mute 

Drenched  and  stark, 

From  their  bark  — 
And  enry,  gnash  their  teeth  for  hate  ^ 
O'  the  warm  safe  house  and  happy  freight 

—Thee and  me? 

Qod  hfslp  yon.  sailors,  at  yonr  need  I 

Spare  the  cnne ! 
For  some  ships,  safe  in  port  indeed. 


Rot  and  rust. 

Run  to  dust. 
All  through  worms  i'  the  wood,  which  crept. 
Gnawed  our  hearts  out  while  we  slept : 

That  is  worn. 

Who  lived  here  before  us  two  ? 

Old-world  pairs. 
Did  a  woman  ever — would  I  knew  t  — 

Watch  the  man 

With  whom  beean 
Love's  voyage  fuU-aaii,— (now  gnash  your  teeth !) 
When  planks  start,  open  nell  oeneaUi 

Unawares? 

HI 

IN  THE  DOORWAY 

The  swallow  has  set  her  six  young  on  the  rail. 

And  looks  seaward : 
The  water 's  in  stripes  like  a  snake,  olive-pale 

To  the  leeward,  — 
On  the  weatherside,  black,  spotted  white  with. 

the  wind. 
*^Good   fortune   departs,   and  disaster's   be- 
hind,"— 
Hark,  the  wind  with  its  wants  and  its  infinite 
waUl 

Our  %jb'B««  that  leaned  for  the  saltaess,  hae 

Her  fire  fingen, 
Each  leaf  like  a  hand  opened  wide  to  the  worid 

Where  there  lingers 
No  glint  of  the  gold,  Summer  sent  for  her  sake : 
How  the  vines  writhe  in  rows,  each  impaled  on 

its  stake! 
My  heart  shrivels  up  and  my  spirit  shrinks 
cnried. 

Tet  here  are  we  two;  we  have  love,  house 

enough, 
^  With  the  field  there. 
This  house  of  four  rooms,  that  field  red  and 

roogh. 
Though  it  jrield  there. 
For  the  rabbit  that  robs,  scarce  a  blade  or  a 

bent; 
If  a  magpie  alight  now,  it  seems  an  event ; 
And  they  both  will  be  gone  at  November's  re> 

buff. 

Bnt  whT  must  oold  spread  ?  bnt  wherefore  bring 
change 
To  the  spirit, 
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God  meant  should  mate  his  with  an  infinite 
ran^, 
And  inherit 
His  power  to  put  life  in  the  darkness  and  oold  ? 
Oh,  live  and  love  worthiW^  bear  and  be  bold  1 
Whom  hummer  made  mends  of,  let  Winter 


IV 


ALONG  THE  BEACH 

I  will  be  quiet  and  talk  with  yon, 

And  reason  why  you  are  wrong. 
You  wanted  my  Iots  —  is  that  mneh  true? 
And  so  I  did  love,  so  I  do : 

What  has  come  of  it  all  along  ? 

I  took  you  —  how  oonld  I  otherwise  f 

For  a  world  to  me,  and  more  ; 
For  all,  love  frreatens  and  fluorines 
Till  God  *s  a^ow,  to  the  loving  eyes, 

In  what  was  mere  earth  before. 

Tes,  earth  —  jres,  mere  ignoble  earth  I 

Now  do  I  mis-state,  mistake? 
Do  I  wrong  your  weakness  and  call  it  worth  ? 
Expect  all  narvest,  dread  no  dearth. 

Seal  my  sense  up  for  your  sake  ? 

Oh,  Love,  Love,  no.  Love !  not  so,  indeed  ! 

You  were  past  weak  earth,  I  knew : 
With  much  m  you  waste,  with  many  a  weed. 
And  plenty  of  passions  run  to  seed. 

But  a  little  good  grain  too. 

And  such  as  you  were,  I  took  you  for  mine : 

Did  not  you  find  me  youn. 
To  watch  Uie  olive  and  wait  the  vine. 
And  wonder  when  rivers  of  oil  and  wine 

Would  flow,  as  the  Book  assures  ? 

Weil,  and  if  none  of  these  good  Uungs  came. 

What  did  the  failure  prove  ? 
The  man  was  my  whole  world,  all  the  same, 
With  his  flowers  to  praise  or  his  weeds  to  blaine. 

And,  either  or  both,  to  love. 

Yet  this  turns  now  to  a  fault  —  there !  th«re  I 

That  I  do  love,  watch  too  long. 
And  wait  too  well.  And  wearv  and  wear ; 
And  ^tis  all  an  old  story,  ana  my  despair 

fit  subject  for  some  new  song : 

**  How  the  light,  light  love,  he  has  wings  to  fly 

At  suspicion  of  a  bond : 
My  wisdom  has  bidden  yonr  pleasnre  good>by, 
Which  will  turn  up  next  in  a  laughing  eye, 

And  why  should  you  look  beyond  ?  *' 


ON  THE  CLIFF 

I  leaned  on  the  turf, 
I  looked  at  a  rock 
I^ft  dry  by  the  snif : 


For  the  turf,  to  call  it  grass  were  to  mock : 
Dead  to  the  roots,  so  deep  was  done 
The  work  of  the  summer  sun. 

And  the  rock  lay  flat 

AsananviPsfaoe: 

No  iron  like  that ! 

Baked  dry ;  of  a  weed,  of  a  shell,  no  tnee: 

Sunshine  outside,  but  ioe  at  the  odre, 

Death^s  altar  by  the  lone  shore. 

On  the  turf,  sprang  gay 

With  his  films  of  bine. 

No  cricket,  I  *11  say. 

But  a  warhorse,  barded  and  chanfroned  toOi 

The  gift  of  a  quizote-maffe  to  his  knight. 

Real  fairy,  with  wings  ail  right. 

On  the  rock,  they  scorch 

Like  a  drop  of  fire 

From  a  brandished  torch. 

Fall  two  red  fans  of  a  butterfly: 

No  turf,  no  rock :  in  their  uely  stMld, 

See,  wonderful  blue  and  red! 

Is  it  not  so 

With  the  minds  of  men  ? 

The  level  and  low, 

The  burnt  and  bare,  in  themselves ;  bnt  then 

With  such  a  blue  and  red  grace,  not  theirs,  — 

Love  settling  unawares ! 


VI 


READING  A  BOOK,  UNDER  THB  CLIFF 

''StUl  ailing.  Wind?    WUt  be  appeased  or 
no? 

Which  needs  the  other*s  office,  thon  or  I V 
Dost  want  to  be  disburdened  of  a  woe. 

And  can,  in  truth,  niy  voice  untie 
Its  links,  and  let  it  go  r 

**  Art  thou  a  dumb,  wronged  thing  that  would 
be  righted, 
Entrusting  thus  thy  cause  to  me  ?    Forbear ! 
No  tongue  can  mend  such  pleadings ;  Mth,  re- 
quited 
With  falsehood,  —  love,  at  last  aware 
Of  scorn,  —  hopes,  eariy  blighted,  — 

"  We  have  them ;  but  I  know  not  any  tone 
So  fit  as  thine  to  falter  forth  a  sorrow : 

Dost  think  men  would  go  mad  without  a  maaa« 
If  they  knew  any  wav  to  borrow 

A  pathos  like  thy  own  r 

"Which  sigh  wonldst  mock,  of  all  the  nghs? 
The  one 

So  long  escaping  from  lins  starved  and  bine. 
That  lasts  while  on  her  pallet-bed  the  nun 

Stretches  her  length ;  ner  foot  oomes  through 
The  straw  she  sliivers  on ; 


«< 


You  had  not  thonght  she  was  so  tall:  and 

spent. 
Her  shmnk  fids  open,  her  lean  fingers  shut 


JAMES   LEE'S   WIFE 


375 


Close,  dose,  their  sharp  and  livid  nails  indent 

The  clammy  palm ;  then  all  is  mnte : 
That  way,  the  spirit  went. 

"''  Or  wonldst  thou  rather  that  I  undeistand 
Thy  will  to  help  me  ?  —  like  the  dog  I  f  oond 

Once,  pactne  sad  this  solitary  strand, 

Who  would  not  take  my  food,  poor  hound, 

But  whined  and  licked  my  hand.  ' 


All  thuH  and  m<ire,  comes  from  some  yofoaofi 
man's  pride 

Of  power  CO  see,  —  in  failure  and  mistake. 
Relinquishment,  oiwrace.  on  every  side,  — 

Merely  examples  tor  his  sake, 
Helps  to  hJa  path  untried : 

Instances  he  must  —  simply  recofpiize  ? 

Oh,  more  than  sol  —  must,  with  a  learner's 
seal, 
^Blake  donhly  prominent,  twice  emphasize. 

By  added  touches  that  rereal 
The  god  in  habeas  disguise. 

Oh,  he    knows  what  defeat   means,  and  the 
rest  I 

Himself  the  undefeated  that  shall  be : 
Failure,  disKraoe,  he  flings  them  yon  to  test,  — 

His  triumph,  in  eternity 
Too  plainly  manifest ! 

Whence,  judge  if  he  leam  forthwith  what  the 
wind 

Means  in  its  moaning  —  by  the  happy  prompt 
InatinetiTe  way  of  youth.  I  mean ;  for  kmd 

Calm  yean,  exacting  their  aooompi 
Of  pain,  mature  the  mind: 

And  some  midsummer  momiiig,  at  the  lull 
Just  about  daybreak,  as  he  looks  across 
A  amarkliug  foreign  conntiy ,  wonderful 
^  To  the  sea's  edge  for  gloom  and  gloss. 
Next  minute  must  annul,  — 

l*hen,  when  the  wind  begins  among  the  Tines, 
ik>  low,  so  low,  what  shall  it  say  out  this  ? 

'*  Here  is  the  change  beginnii^,  here  the  lines 
Ciremnscribe  beauty,  set  to  oGss 

The  limit  time  assigns.'' 

Nothing  can  be  as  it  has  been  before ; 

Better,  so  call  it,  only  not  the  same. 
To  draw  one  beauty  into  our  hearts'  CMe, 

And  keep  it  chan^less  !  such  our  claim  ; 
M>  answered,  —  Nevermore ! 

.*^imple  ?  Why  this  is  the  old  woe  o'  the  world  : 
Tune,  to  whose  rise  and  fall  we  live  ana 
die. 

Rise  with  it,  then !  Rejoice  that  man  is  hurled 
From  change  to  change  unceasingly. 

His  soul's  wings  never  furled ! 

That  *s  a  new  onestion  :  still  replies  the  fact,^ 
Xothing  enaores:  the   winct   moans,  saying 
so; 


We  moan  in  acquiescence :  there 's  life's  pact. 

Perhaps  probation  —  do  /  know  ? 
Ood  does :  endure  his  act  I 

Only,  for  man,  how  bitter  mit  to  grave 
On  his  soul's  hands'  palms  one  fair  good  wise 
thing 
Just  as  he  grasped  it  I    For  himself,  death's 
wave ; 
While  time  first  washes  —  ah,  the  sting  1  — 
O'er  all  he  'd  sink  to  save. 


VII 


AMONG  THE  ROCKS 

Ohjgood  gigantic  smile  o'  the  brown  old  earth, 
This  autumn  mormng!     How  he  sets  his 
bones 
To  bask  i'  the  son,  and  thrusts  out  knees  and 

feet 
For  the  ripple  to  run  over  in  its  mirth  ; 
Ldstening  the  while,  where  on  the  heap  of 
stones 
The  white  breast  of  the  sea-lark  twitters  sweet. 

That  is  the  doctrine,  simple,  aneient,  tme ; 
Such  is  life's  trial,  as  old  eaith  smiles  and 
knows. 
If  you  loved  only  what  were  worlli  voar  love. 
Love  were   elear  gain,  and  wholly  well  for 
you: 
Make  the  low  natore  better  by  your  throes  I 
Give  earth  yourself,  go  np  for  gain  abore ! 


VIII 


BESIDE  THE  DRAWING-BOARD 


"  As  like  as  a  Hand  to  another  Hand ! " 

Whoever  said  that  foolish  thing. 

Could  not  have  studied  to  understand 

The  councils  of  God  in  fashioning. 
Out  of  the  infinite  love  of  hn  heart, 
This  Hand,  whose  beauty  I  praise,  a|»art 
From  the  world  of  wonder  left  to  praise, 
If  I  tried  to  leam  the  other  ways 
Of  love  in  its  sktU,  or  love  in  its  power. 
*'  As  like  as  a  Hand  to  another  Hand  :  " 
Who  said  that,  never  took  his  stand, 
Found  and  followed,  like  me,  an  hour. 
The  beauty  in  this,  —  how  free,  how  fine 
To  fear,  almost,  —  of  the  limit^line  ! 
As  I  looked  at  this,  and  learned  and  drew, 

Drew  and  leamea,  and  looked  again. 
While  fast  the  happy  minutes  flew. 
Its  beauty  mounted  into  ray  brain. 
And  a  fancy  seized  me  ;  I  was  fain 
To  efface  my  work,  begin  anew, 
Kiss  what  before  I  onlv  drew ; 
Ay.  laying  the  red  chalk  'twixt  my  lips. 
With  smd  to  help  if  the  mere  lips  failed. 
I  kissed  all  right  where  the  drawing  ailed, 
Kissed  fast  the  grace  that  somehow  snps 
Still  from  one's  soulless  finger-Hps. 
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II 

'Tisa  oIat  cast,  the  perfect  thing. 

From  Hand  live  onoe,  dead  long  ago  : 
PrincefBh-like  it  wears  the  ring 

To  fancy's  eye,  by  whieh  we  know 
That  here  at  length  a  master  found 

His  match,  a  proud  lone  soul  its  mate, 
As  soaring  ^iiius  sank  to  ground, 

And  pencil  could  not  emulate 
The  beauty  in  this,  —  how  free,  how  fine 
To  fear  almost !  —  of  the  limit-line. 
Long  ago  the  god,  like  me 
The  worm,  learned,  each  in  our  degree : 
Looked  and  loTcd,  learned  and  drew, 

Drew  and  learned  and  loved  again. 
While  fast  the  happy  minutes  flewj 

Till  beauty  mounted  into  his  bram 
And  on  the  finger  which  outvied 

His  art  he  pmced  the  ring  that 's  there, 
Still  by  fancy's  eye  descried. 

In  token  of  a  marriage  rare  : 
For  him  on  earth,  hii  art's  despair,^ 
For  him  in  heaven,  his  soul's  fit  bride. 

in 

Little  girl  with  the  poor  coarse  hand 
I  turned  from  to  a  cold  clay  oast  — 

I  have  my  lesson,  understand 
The  worth  of  flesh  and  blood  at  last  I 

Nothing  bat  beautv  in  a  Hand  ? 

•  Because  he  ooula  not  change  the  hue. 
Mend  the  lines  and  make  them  true 

To  tliis  which  met  his  soul's  demand,  — 

Would  Da  Vinci  turn  from  you  ? 
I  hear  him  laugh  m^  woes  to  scorn  — 
"  The  fool  forsooth  is  all  forlorn 
Because  the  beauty,  she  thinks  best. 
Lived  long  ago  or  was  never  bom,  — 
Because  no  l^auty  bears  the  test 
In  this  rough  peasant  Hand  I    Confessed 

*  Art  is  nuU  and  study  void  ! ' 
So  sayest  thou  ?    So  said  not  I, 
Who  threw  the  faulty  pencil  by. 
And  yeais  instead  of  hours  employed. 
Learning  the  veritable  use 

Of  flesh  and  bone  and  nerve  beneath 

Lines  and  hue  of  the  outer  sheath. 

If  haply  I  might  reproduce 

One  motive  of  the  powers  profuse. 

Flesh  and  bone  ana  nerve  that  make 

llie  poorest  coarsest  human  hand 

An  oDJect  worthy  to  be  scanned 

A  whole  life  long  for  their  sole  sake. 

Shall  earth  and  the  oram]^  moment-space 

Yield  the  heavenlv  crowning  frrace  ? 

Now  the  parts  ana  then  the  whole  I 

Who  art  thou,  with  stinted  soul 

And  stunted  body,  thus  to  cry, 

'  I  love,  -  shall  that  be  life's  strait  dole  ? 

I  must  live  beloved  or  die ! ' 

This  peasant  hand  that  spins  the  wool 

And  oakes  the  bread,  why  lives  it  on. 

Poor  and  coarse  with  beauty  gone,  — 

What  use  survives  the  beauty  ?  "    FiMil ! 

Go,  little  girl  with  the  poor  coarse  hand  ! 
I  have  ray  lesson,  shall  nnderstand. 


IX 

ON  DECK 

Hiere  is  nothing  to  remember  in  me, 

Nothing  I  ever  said  with  a  grace. 
Nothing  I  did  that  yon  care  to  see. 

Nothing  I  was  that  deserves  a  place 
In  your  mind,  now  I  leave  you,  set  you  free. 

Conceded  I    In  turn,  concede  to  me, 
Such  things  have  been  as  a  mutual  flame. 

Your  soul 's  looked  fast ;  but,  love  for  a  key. 
You  might  let  it  loose,  till  I  grew  the  same 

In  your  eyes,  as  in  mine  yon  stand:   strange 
plea  I 

For  then,  then,  what  wonld  it  matter  to  me 
That  I  was  the  harsh,  ill-favored  one  ? 

We  both  should  be  like  as  pea  and  pea  ; 
It  was  ever  so  since  the  world  began : 

So,  let  me  proceed  with  my  reverie. 

How  strange  it  were  if  yon  had  all  me. 
As  I  have  all  you  in  my  heart  and  brain. 

You,  whose  least  word  brought  gloom  or  glee. 
Who  never  lifted  the  hand  in  vain  — 

Will  hold  mine  yet,  from  over  the  sea ! 

Strange,  if  a  face,  when  yoa  thonght  of  me, 
Rose  tike  your  own  face  present  now. 

With  eyes  as  dear  in  their  dne  denee. 
Much  such  a  mouth,  and  as  bright  a  brow. 

Till  you  saw  yonnelx,  while  yon  cried  **  T  is 
She  I " 

Well,  yon  may,  yon  must,  set  down  to  me 
Love  that  was  life,  life  that  was  love  ; 

A  tenure  of  breath  at  yonr  lips'  decree, 
A  passion  to  stand  as  your  thoughts  approve, 

A  rapture  to  fall  where  yoor  foot  might  be. 

Bat  did  one  touch  of  such  love  for  me 
Come  in  a  word  or  a  look  of  yours, 

Whose  words  and  looks  will,  circling,  flee 
Round  me  and  round  while  life  endures. 

Could  I  fancy  "  As  I  feel,  thus  feels  He ; 


t» 


Why,  fade  you  might  to  a  thing  like  me, 
Ajid  your  hair  grow  these  ooane  hanks  of 
hair. 

Your  skin,  this  bark  of  a  gnarled  tree,  — 
You  might  tarn  myself !  —should  I  know  or 


care. 


When  I  should  be  dead  of  joy,  James  Lee  ? 


GOLD  HAIR 

A  STORY  OP   PORNIC 

This  poem  was  issued  by  itself  as  well  an 
included  later  in  DramatU  Penonce,  and  si- 
multaneously with  its  appearance  in  England  it 
was  printed  in  7%e  AdarUie  MmMy.  It  was 
writteu  in  Normandy,  and  in  A  letter  printed  in 
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Mrs.  Orr'fl  L(/e,  II.  3tt5,  there  is  an  aocount  of 
the  destittction  of  the  ohnroh  referred  to  in  the 
puem. 

Oh,  the  beautiful  gui,  too  white. 
Who  lived  at  Pomio,  down  by  the  sea. 

Just  where  the  sea  ana  the  Loire  anite  I 
And  a  boasted  name  in  Brittany 

She  bore,  which  I  will  not  write. 

Too  white,  for  the  flower  of  life  is  red : 
Her  flesn  was  the  soft  seraphic  screen 

C>f  a  soul  that  is  meant  (her  parents  said) 
To  JQSt  see  earth,  and  hardly  be  seen. 

And  oloaaom  in  heaven  instead. 

Yet  earth  saw  one  thingr,  one  how  fair  t 
One  grace  that  grew  to  its  full  on  earth : 

Smiles  might  be  sparM  on  her  cheek  so  spare, 
And  her  waist  want  half  a  i^idle's  girth. 

But  she  had  her  great  gold  hiur. 

Hair,  snch  a  wonder  of  fliz  and  floss, 
FredinesB  and  f ragranee  —  floods  of  it,  too  I 

Crold,  did  I  say  ?    Nav,  gold  ^s  mere  dross : 
Here,  Life  smiled.     Think  what  I  meant  to 
do!" 

And  Lore  sighed,  "  Fancy  my  loss  t  *' 

So.  when  she  died,  it  was  scarce  more  strange 
Than  that,  when  delicate  eyeninfr  dies. 

And  yon  follow  its  spent  sim*s  nallid  ran^. 
There  *s  a  shoot  of  color  startles  the  skies 

With  sndden,  yiolent  change,  — 

That,  while  the  breath  was  nearly  to  seek, 
As  they  put  the  little  cross  to  her  lips. 

She  chaiwed ;  a  spot  came  out  on  her  cheek, 
A  spark  from  her  eye  in  mid-edipse. 

And  she  broke  forth,  '*  I  must  q;>eak  I  '* 

**  Not  my  hair  1  '*  made  the  girl  her  moan  — 

**  AU  the  rest  is  gone  or  to  go ; 
But  the  last,  last  grace,  my  all,  my  own. 

Let  it  stay  in  the  grave,  that  the  ghosts  may 
know  ! 
I.«ave  my  poor  gold  hiur  alone  !  " 

The  passion  thus  vented,  dead  lay  she ; 

Her  parents  sobbed  their  worst  on  that ; 
AU  friends  joined  in,  nor  observed  degree : 

For  indeed  the  hair  was  to  wonder  at. 
As  it  spread  -^  not  flowing  free. 

Hot  curled  around  her  brow,  like  a  crown. 
And  coiled  beside  her  cheeks,  like  a  cap. 

And  calmed  abont  her  neck  —  ay.  down 
To  her  breast,  pressed  flat,  without  a 

r  the  gold,  it  reached  her  gown. 


gap 


All  kissed  that  face,  like  a  silver  wedge 
*Mid  the  ^eUow  wealth,  nor  disturbed  its  hair ; 

K^en  the  pnest  allowed  aeath^s  privilege. 
As  he  planted  the  crucifix  with  care 

On  her  breast,  'twixt  edge  and  edge. 

And  thna  was  she  buried,  inviolate 
Of  body  and  soul,  in  the  very  space 


By  the  altar:  keeping samtiy  state 

In  Pomio  ennroh,  for  her  pride  of  race. 
Pure  life  and  piteons  fate. 

And  in  after-time  woaM  :^onr  fresh  tear  fidl, 
Thon^  your  mouth  might  twitch  with  a  dn- 
bions  smile. 

As  they  told  yon  of  gold,  both  robe  and  pall. 
How  she  prayed  them  leave  it  akme  awhile. 

So  it  never  was  touched  at  alL 

Tears  flew ;  this  legend  grew  at  last 
The  life  of  the  lady ;  all  she  had  done. 

All  been,  in  the  memories  fading  fast 
Of  lover  and  friend,  was  summed  in  one 

Sentence  survivors  passed : 

To  wit,  she  was  meant  for  heaven,  not  earth; 

Had  turned  an  angel  before  the  time : 
Tet,  since  she  was  mortal,  in  snch  dearth 

Of  frailty,  all  you  could  count  a  crime 
Was — she  knew  her  gold  hair's  worth. 


At  little  pleasant  Pontic  church. 
It  chanced,  the  pavement  wanted  repair. 

Was  taken  to  pieces :  left  in  the  Inrdi, 
A  certain  sacred  space  lay  bare. 

And  the  boya  began  research. 

'T  was  the  space  where  onr  sirss  would  lay  a 
saint, 

A  benefactor,  —  a  bishop,  suppose, 
A  baron  with  armor^domments  quaint, 

Dame  with  chased  ring  and  jewelled  rose, 
Things  sanctity  saves  from  taint ; 

So  we  come  to  find  them  in  after^ys 
When  the  corpse  is  presnmed  to  have  done 
with  gauds 
Of  use  to  the  living,  in  many  ways: 
For  the  boys  get  pelf,  and   the   town  up- 
plauds. 
And  the  church  deserves  the  praise. 

They  grubbed  with  a  will :  and  at  length  —  O 
for 
Humanum,  peetora  ctrra^  and  the  rest  I  — 
They  found  —  no  gaud  Uiey  were  prying  for. 
No    ring,  no   rose,  but  —  who  would  have 
guessed?  — 
A  double  Louis-d^or ! 

Here  was  a  case  for  the  priest :  he  heard, 

Marked,  inwardlj  digested,  laid 
Finger  on  nose,  smiled,  **  There 's  a  bird 

Cnirps  in  my  ear :  '*  then,  *'  Bring  a  spade. 
Dig  deeper  V*  — he  gave  the  word. 

And  lo,  when  they  came  to  the  coffin-lid. 
Or  rotten  planks  which  composed  it  once, 

Why,  there  lay  the  skirl's  skull  wedged  amid 
A  mint  of  money,  it  served  for  the  nonce 

To  hold  in  its  hair-heaps  hid ! 

Hid  there?    Why?    Could  the  girl  be  wont 
(She  the  stainless  soul)  to  treasure  np 
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Money,  earth's  tmsh  and  hearen^s  affront? 

Haa  a  apider  found  out  the  eomraonion-eup, 
Was  a  toad  in  the  christeuingr-f ont  ? 

Truth  is  truth :  too  true  it  was. 

Gold  I    She  hoarded  and  hn^XT^  it  first. 
Longed  for  it,  leaned  o'er  it,  loved  it  —  alas  — 

Tul  the  humor  grew  to  a  head  and  burst, 
And  she  eried,  at  the  final  pass,  — 

**  Talk  not  of  Qody  mv  heart  is  stone  ! 
Nor  lover  nor  friend  —  be  gold  for  both ! 


Gold  I  lack  ;  and,  my  all,  my  own. 

It  shall  hide  in  my  hair.    1 1 
If  they  let  my  hair  alone ! '' 


die  loth 


Louis-d*or,  some  six  times  five. 

And  duly  double,  every  pieoe.^ 
Now,  do  you  see  ?    With  tae  priest  to  shriye. 

With  parents  prerenting  her  soul^s  release 
By  kisses  that  k^t  alive,  — 

With  heaven  V  gold  gates  about  to  ope. 
With  friends  inraise,  gold-like,  lingering  still, 

An  instinct  had  bidden  the  girVs  hand  grope 
For  gold,  the  true  sort  —    Gold  in  heaven,  if 

Cva  will; 
eep  earth's  too,  I  hope." 

Enough  1     The  priest  took  the  graTe'a  grim 
yield: 

The  paventa,  they  eyed  that  prioe  of  sin 
As  if  tnirty  pieces  lay  revealed 

On  the  place  to  bury  wtrangen  in, 
The  hideous  Potter's  Field. 

But  the  priest  bethought  him :  *' '  Bfilk  that 's 
spilt' 

—  Ton  know  the  adage !    Watch  and  nray  1 
Saiata  tumble  to  earth  with  so  slight  a  tut ! 

It  would  build  a  new  altar ;  that,  we  may  1 " 
And  the  altar  therewith  was  built. 

Wliy  I  deliver  this  horrible  verse  ? 

As  the  text  of  a  sermon,  which  now  I  preach : 
Evil  or  good  may  be  better  or  worse 

In  the  human  heart,  but  the  mixture  of  each 
Is  a  marvel  and  a  curse. 

The  candid  incline  to  surmise  of  late 
That  the  Christian  faith  proves  false,  I  find  ; 

For  our  Essays-and-Reviewii'  debate 
Begins  to  tell  on  the  public  mind, 

And  Colenso's  words  have  weight : 

I  still,  to  suppose  it  true,  for  my  part. 
See  reasons  and  resiions ;  thia,  to  begin : 

'T  is  the  faith  that  launched  point-blank  her  dart 
At  the  head  of  a  lie  —  tanght  Original  Sin, 

The  Corruption  of  Man's  Heart. 


THE  WORST  OF  IT 

Would  it  were  I  had  been  false,  not  yon ! 

I  that  am  nothing,  not  you  that  are  all : 
I,  never  the  worse  for  a  touch  or  two 

On  my  speckled  hide ;  not  yon,  the  pride 


Of  the  day,  my  swan,  that  a  first  fleoVs  fall 
On  her  wonder  of  white  must  unswan,  undo ! 

I  had  dipped  in  life's  struggle  and,  out  again. 
Bore  specks  of  it  here,  there,  eaaf'  to  see. 

When  I  found  mv  swan  and  the  cm  was  plain ; 
The  dull  turned  bright  as  I  cau^t  vonr  idiite 

On  my  bosom :  you  saved  me  — 4aved  in  vain 
If  you  ruined  yourself,  and  all  through  me ! 

Tes,  an  through  the  speckled  beast  that  I  am. 
Who  taught  yon  to  stoop ;  you  gave  me  your- 
self, 
And  bound  vour  soul  by  the  tows  that  damn : 
Since  on  better  thought  you  break,  as  yon 
ought. 
Vows  —  woras,  no  angel  set  down,  some  elf 
Mistook,  —  for  an  oath,  an  epigram ! 

Tes,  might  I  judge  yon,  here  were  my  heart. 
And    a  hundnBd  its   like,  to  treat  as  yon 
pleased  I 
I  choose  to  be  yours,  for  my  proper  part, 

Tours,  leave  or  take,  or  mar  me  or  make  ; 
If  I  acquiesce,  wh^  should  you  be  teased 
With  the  oonsctence-priek  and  the  memor>'- 
smart? 

But  what  will  God  say  ?    Oh,  my  sweet. 
Think,  and  be  sorry  you  did  this  thing ! 

Though  earth  were  unwor^y  to  feel  your  feet. 
There 's  a  heaven  above  ma^  deserve  your 
love: 

Should  you  forfeit  heaven  for  a  snapt  gold  ring 
And  a  promise  broke,  were  it  just  or  meet  ? 

And  I  to  have  tempted  yon !    I,  who  tried 
Tour  soul,  no  doubt,  till  it  sank  I    Unwise, 

I  loved,  and  was  lowly,  loved  and  aspired. 
Loved,  grieving  or  glad,  till  I  made  you  mad. 

And  you  meant  to  have  hated  and  despised  — 
Whereas,  you  deceived  me  nor  inquired  I 

She,  mined  ?    How  ?    No  heaven  for  her  ? 

Crowns  to  give,  and  none  for  the  brow 
That  looked  like  marble  and  smelt  like  myrrh  ? 

Shall  the  robe  be  worn,  and  the  palm-branch 
borne. 
And  she  go  graceless,  she  graced  now 

Beyond  au  saints,  as  themselves  aver  ? 

Hardly !    That  must  be  undentood  I 
The  earth  is  your  place  of  nenance,  then  ; 

And  what  will  it  prove  ?    I  desire  your  good. 
But,  plot  as  I  may,  I  can  find  no  way 

How  a  blow  should  fall,  such  as  falls  on  men. 
Nor  prove  too  much  for  your  womanhood. 

It  will  come,  I  suspect,  at  the  end  of  life. 
When  you  walk  alone,  and  reriew  the  past ; 

And  I,  who  so  long  shall  have  done  with  strife. 
And  journeyed  my  stage  and  earned  mv  wagv 

And  retired   as  was  right,  —  I  am  called  at 
last 
When  the  devil  stabs  you,  to  lend  the  knife. 

He  stabs  for  the  minnte  of  tririal  wrong. 
Nor  the  other  honn  are  able  to  sare, 
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TIm  hxppj^  that  lasted  mj  whole  Hie  km^ : 
For  a  pnaniBa  brake,  not  lor  first  woids  qwke, 

The  tme,  the  only,  that  turn  my  jgiraYe 
To  a  Uaw  of  joy  and  a  crash  oi  son^. 

Witness  beforehand  I    Off  I  trip 

On  a  safe  path  gay  through  the  flowers  yoa 
flnag': 
My  very  BBme  made  great  by  yoor  lip. 

And  mj  heart  aglow  with  the  good  I  know 
Of  a  peiiest  year  when  we  both  were  ymmg. 

And  I  tasted  the  an^ls*  fellowship. 

And  witness,  raoreoTer  .  .  .  Ah,  but  wait  1 

I  spy  the  loop  whence  an  arrow  shoots ! 
It  may  be  for  yourself,  when  you  meditate. 
That  you  griere  — for  shun  rath,  murdered 
truth: 
^*  Though  fislsehood  escape  in  the  end,  what 
boots? 
How  truth  would  have  triumphed !  "  —  yoo 
sigh  too  late. 

Ay,  who  would  have  triumphed  like  you,  I 
sa^I 
Well,  it  is  lost  now ;  well,  you  must  bear, 
Abide  and  grow  fit  for  a  better  day : 
You  should  hardly  grudge,  could  I  be  your 
judge  I 
But  hush  I    For  you,  can  be  no  despair : 
There  ^s  amends:  'tisaaeoret :  hope  and  pray  I 

For  I  was  tme  at  least — oh,  tme  enough  I 
And,  Dear,  truth  is  not  as  good  as  it  seems  I 

Commend  me  to  conscience  !    Idle  stuff  I 
Much  help  is  in  mine,  as  I  mope  and  pine. 

And  skulk  through  da^r,  and  scowl  in  my  dreams 
At  my  swanks  obtaining  the  crowds  rebuff. 

Men  tell  me  of  truth  now  —  **  False !  "  I  cry : 
Of   beauty  —  *^  A  mask,  friend  I    Look  be- 
neath  I '' 

We  take  our  own  method,  the  deril  and  I, 
With  pleasant  and  fair  and  wise  and  rare : 

And  the  best  we  wish  to  what  lives,  is  —  death  ; 
Which  eren  in  wishing,  perhaps  we  lie  ! 

Far  better  commit  a  fault  and  have  done  — 
As  yon.  Dear  1  —  forever ;   and  choose  the 
pure. 

And  look  where  the  heiding  waters  run. 
And  strive  and  strain  to  be  good  again, 

And  a  place  in  the  other  worid  ensure, 
All  glass  and  gold,  with  Qod  for  its  sun. 

Misery  !    What  shall  I  say  or  do  ? 

I  cannot  advise,  or,  at  least,  persuade : 
Most  like,  you  are  glad  you  deceived  me  — 
rue 
No  whit  of  the  wrong :  you  endured  too  long. 
Have  done  no  evil  and  want  no  aid, 
Win  live  the  old  life  out  and  chance   the 
new. 

And  yoor  aentenoe  is  written  all  the  same, 
And  I  can  do  nothing,  — pray,  perhaps: 

But  somehow  the  world  pursues  its  game,  — 
If  I  pray,  if  I  curse,  —  f<»r  better  or  worse : 


And  my  faith  is  torn  to  a  thousand  seraps. 
And  my  heart   feels    ioe  while  my  words 
breathe  flame. 

Dear,  I  look  from  my  hiding^plaoe. 

Are  you  still  so  fair  ?  Have  you  still  the  eyes  ? 
Be  happy  1    Add  but  the  other  grace, 

Be  good  !  Why  want  what  the  angels  vaunt  ? 
I  knew  you  once :  but  in  Paradise, 

If  we  meet,  I  will  pass  nor  turn  my  face. 

DtS  ALITER  VISUM; 
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Stop,  let  me  have  the  truth  of  that  I 

Is  that  all  tme  ?    I  sav,  the  day 
Ten  years  ago  when  both  of  us 

Met  on  a  morning,  friends  —  as  thus 
We  meet  this  evenmg,  friends  or  what  ?  — 

Did  yon  — because  I  took  your  arm 
And  sillily  smiled^  *^  A  mass  of  brass 

That  sea  looks,  blazing  underneath  I  '* 
While  up  the  cHff-road  edged  with  heath. 

We  took  the  turns  nor  came  to  harm  — 

Did  you  consider,  **  Now  makes  twice 
Thiat  I  have  seen  her.  walked  and  talked 

With  this  poor  prett;^  thoughtful  thing. 
Whose  worth  I  weigh :  she  tries  to  smg ; 

Draws,  hopes  in  time  the  eye  grows  nice ; 

"  Reads  verse  and  thinks  she  nnderstands ; 

Loves  an,  at  any  rate,  that  *s  great. 
Good,  beautifnl ;  but  much  as  we 

Down  at  the  bath-house  love  the  sea. 
Who  breathe  its  salt  and  bnuse  its  sands: 

''  While  ...  do  but  foUow  the  fishinrguU 
That  flaps  and  floats  from  wave  to  cave  I 

There  ^s  the  searlover,  fair  my  friend ! 
What  then  ?    Be  patient,  mark  and  mend  I 

Had  you  the  making  of  your  skull  ?  " 

And  did  yon,  when  we  faced  the  church 
With  spire  and  sad  slate  roof,  aJoof 

From  human  f eUowship  so  far. 
Where  a  few  graveyard  croeses  are, 

And  garlands  for  the  swaUows*  perch,  — 

Did  you  determine,  as  we  stepped 
O^er  the  lone  stone  fence.     Let  me  get 

Her  for  myself,  and  what 's  the  earth 
With  all  its  art,  verse,  music^  worth  — 

Compared  with  love,  found,  gained,  and  kept  ? 

"  Schumann 's  our  music-maker  now ; 

Has  his  march-movement  youth  and  mouth  ? 
Ingres  's  the  modem  man  that  paints ; 

Which  wiU  lean  on  me,  of  his  saints  f 
Heine  for  songs ;  for  kisses,  how  ?  " 

And  did  you,  when  we  entered,  reached 

The  votive  fri^te,  soft  aloft 
Riding  on  air  this  hundred  years. 

Safe-smiling  at  old  hopes  and  ^ars,  -^ 
Did  you  draw  profit  while  she  preached  ? 
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Resolying,  "  Fools  we  wise  men  glow ! 

Yes,  I  could  easily  blnrt  ont  ciut 
Some  question  that  mi^ht  find  reply 

As  prompt  in  her  stopped  lips,  dropped  eye. 
And  rash  of  red  to  cheek  and  brow  : 

*"*  Thns  were  a  match  made,  sure  and  fast, 
*Mid  the  bine  weed-flowers  round  the  mound 

Where,  issuing,  we  shall  stand  and  stay 
For  one  more  look  at  baths  and  bav. 

Sands,  sear^^ulls,  and  the  old  church  UMt  — 

"  A  match  'twixt  me,  bent,  wigged  and  lamed. 
Famous,  however,  for  verse  and  worse. 

Sure  of  the  Fortieth  sfMire  Arm-chair 
When  gout  and  glory  seat  me  there, 

So,  one  whose  love-freaks  pass  unbliuned,  — 

**  And  this  young  beauty,  round  and  sound 
As  a  mountain-apple,  youth  and  truth 

With  loves  and  dovee^t  all  events 
With  money  in  the  Three  per  Cents ; 

Whose  choice  of  me  would  seem  profound :  — 

**  She  might  take  roe  as  I  take  her. 

Perfect  the  hour  would  pass,  ^as  1 
Climb  high,  love  high,  what  matter  ?    Still, 

Feet,  feelings,  must  descend  the  hill : 
An  hour's  perfection  canH  recur. 

*'  Then  follows  Paris  and  full  time 
For  both  to  reason :  *'  Thus  with  us !  * 

She  *11  sigh,  *  Thus  girls  give  body  and  soul 
At  first  word,  think  they  gain  the  goal. 

When  *t  is  the  starting^plaoe  they  climb  1 

"  *  My  friend  makes  verse  and  gets  renown ; 

Have  thev  all  fif  tv  years,  his  peers  *? 
He  knows  the  world,  firm,  quiet  and  gay ; 

Boys  will  become  as  much  one  day  : 
They  *re   fools ;   he   cheats,   with   beard   less 
brown. 

*'  *  For  boys  say.  Love  me  or  I  die  ! 

He  did  not  say.  The  truth  ts,  yoitf A 
/  want^  wfio  am  old  and  know  too  much ; 

I V  catch  youth :  lend  me  tight  and  touch  I 
Drop  hearVs  blood  where  l\fe^s  wheels  grate  dry  ! ' 

**  While  I  should  make  rejoinder  '^  —  (then 
It  was  no  doubt,  you  ceased  that  least 

Light  pressure  of  my  arm  in  yours)  -— 
'*  *  I  can  conceive  of  cheaper  cures 

For  a  yawning-fit  o*er  books  and  men. 
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What  ?    All  I  am,  was,  and  might  be, 
All,  books  taught,  art  brought,  lifers  whole 
strife. 
Painful  results  since  precious^  just 

Were  fitly  exchanged,  in  wise  disgust. 
For  two  cheeks  freshened  by  youth  and  sea  ? 


*•  4 


All  for  a  nosegay  !  ~  what  came  first ; 

With  fields  on  flower,  untried  each  side ; 
I  rally,  need  my  books  and  men. 

And  find  a  nosegay :  *  drop  it,  then, 
No  match  yet  made  for  best  or  worst  [  ** 


That  ended  me.    You  judged  the  poteh 
We  left  by,  Norman ;  took  onr  look 

At  sea  and  sky  ;  wondered  so  few 
Find  ont  the  place  for  air  and  view ; 

Remarked  the  sun  began  to  soorch ; 

Descended,  soon  regained  the  baths^ 
And  then,  good-by  I    Yean  ten  sinee  then  : 

Ten  years !    We  meet :  you  tell  me,  now. 
By  a  vrindow-seat  for  that  cliff-brow. 

On  carpetrstripes  for  those  sand-paths. 

Now  I  may  speak  :  yon  fool,  for  all 

Your  lore !    Who  made  thinga  plain  in  Tain  f 
What  was  the  sea  for  ?    What,  the  gray 

Sad  chnrah,  that  solitary  day. 
Crosses  and  graves  and  swallows'  call  ? 

Was  thero  nau&rht  better  than  to  ea joj  P 
No  feat  which,  done,  would  make  tune  break. 

And  let  us  |>ent-up  creatures  through 
Into  eternity,  our  due  ? 

No  forcing  earth  teach  heaven^s  employ  ? 

No  wise  beginning,  here  and  now, 
What  cannot  grow  complete  (earth's  feat) 

And  heaven  must  finish,  thero  and  then  ? 
No  tasting  earth's  true  food  for  men. 

Its  sweet  in  sad,  its  sad  in  sweet  ? 

No  grasping  at  love,  gaining  a  shan 

0  the  sole  spark  from  God's  life  at  strife 
With  death,  so,  sure  of  range  above 

The  limits  hero  ?    For  us  and  love, 
Failuro ;  but,  when  God  fails,  despair. 

This  yon  call  wisdom  ?    Thns  yon  add 

Good  unto  ^ood  again,  in  vain  ? 
You  loved,  with  body  worn  and  weak  ; 

1  loved,  with  faculties  to  seek : 

Wero  botn  loves  worthless  since  ilKdad  ? 

Let  the  men  star-fish  in  his  vault 

Crawl  in  a  wash  of  weed,  indeed, 
Rose-jacvnth  to  the  finger-dps  : 

He,  whole  in  body  and  som,  outstripa 
Man,  found  with  either  in  default. 

But  what  *s  whole  can  increase  no  more. 
Is  dwarfed  and  dies,  since  hen  *s  its  sphens. 

The  devil  laughed  atyou  in  his  sleeve  I 
Yon  know  not  ?    Tnat  I  well  believe  ; 

Or  you  had  saved  two  sonls :  nay,  fovr. 

For  Stephanie  sprained  last  nisht  her  wrist. 
Ankle  or  something.    **  Pooh,"  cry  yon  f 

At  any  rate  she  danced,  all  say. 
Vilely ;  her  vogue  has  had  its  day. 

Hero  comes  my  husband  from  his  whist. 


TOO  LATE 

Hbrb  was  I  with  my  arm  and  heart 
And  brain,  all  yoon  for  a  word,  a  want 

Put  into  a  look — just  a  look,  your  part,  — 
While  mine,  to  ropay  it  .  .  .  vainest  vannt« 
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Were  the  womMi,  that  'e  dead,  alive  Co  hear^ 
Had  her  lover,  that  *8  lost,  lovers  pvwtt  to 
show! 
But  I  caonot  show  it ;  yoa  cannot  speak 

From  the  churohyard  neither,  miles  removed, 
Thoof^  I  feel  by  a  pnlse  within  mv  cheek, 
Which  stabs  and  stops,  that  tne  woman  I 
loved  ^ 
Needs  help  in  her  nave  and  finds  none  near. 
Wants  warmth  nom  the  heart  which  sen<is  it 
-so! 

Did  I  sneak  once  angrily,  all  the  drear  days 

Yott  uved,  yon  woman  I  loved  so  well. 
Who  married  the  other  ?    Blame  or  pnuse, 

Where  was  the  use  then  ?    Time  would  tell. 
And  the  end  declare  what  man  for  yon, 

What  woman  for  me,  was  the  choice  of  God. 
But,  Edith  dead  !    no  doubting  more ! 

1  used  to  sit  and  look  at  mv  life 
As  it  rippled  and  ran  tillj  rignt  before, 

A  great  sloue  stopped  it  :  oh,  the  strife 
Of  waves  at  the  stone  some  devil  threw 

In  my  lifers  midcnrrent,  thwarting  Ood ! 

Bat  either  I  thought,  ^*  They  may  chum  and 
chide 

Awhile,  my  waves  which  came  for  their  joy 
And  found  uis  horrible  stmie  full-tide : 

Yet  I  see  just  a  thread  escape,  deploy 
Through  the  evening^<»untry,  silent  and  safe. 

And  it  suffers  no  more  till  it  finds  the  sea. 
Or  else  I  would  think,  **  Perhaps  some  night 

When  new  things  happen,  a  meteor-balf 
May  slip  through  the  sky  in  a  line  of  light. 

And  earth  breathe  hard,  and  landmarks  fall. 
And  my  waves  no  longer  champ  nor  chafe. 

Since  a  stone  will  have  rolled  from  its  place : 
let  be  I " 

But.  dead !    All  *s  done  with  :  wait  who  may, 

Watch  and  wear  and  wonder  who  will. 
Oh,  my  whole  life  that  ends  to-day ! 

Oh,  my  sonl|s  sentence,  sounding  still, 
*'  The  woman  is  dead  that  was  none  of  his ; 

And  the  man  that  was  none  of  hets  may  go !  " 
There  *s  onlv  the  past  left :  worry  that ! 

Wreak,  like  a  bull,  on  the  empty  coat, 
Raffe,  its  late  wearer  is  laughing  at  I 

lear  the  ooUar  to  rags,  havii^  missed  his 
throat; 
Strike  stupidly  on  —  **  This,  this  and  this. 

Where  I  would  that  a  bosom  received  the 
blow  I " 

I  ought  to  have  done  more :  once  my  speech. 

And  once  your  answer,  and  there,  the  end. 
And  Edith  was  henceforth  out  of  reach  ! 

Whv,  men  do  more  to  deserve  a  friend, 
Be  ria  of  a  foe,  get  rich,  grow  wise. 

Nor,  folding  their  arms,  stare  fate  in  the  faoe. 
Why,  better  even  have  burst  like  a  thief 

And  borne  yon  away  to  a  rock  for  us  two. 
In  a  moment's  horror,  bright,  bloody  and  brief. 

Then  changed  to  mjrself  again  ~  **  I  slew 
Myself  in  tliat  moment ;  a  ruffian  lies 

Somewhere  :   your    slave,  see.  bom    in  hii 
place ! '' 


What  did  the  other  do  ?    You  be  judge ! 

Look  at  us,  Edith !    Here  are  we  both  I 
Give  him  his  six  whole  yean :  I  grudge 

None  of  the  life  with  you,  nay,  loathe 
Myself  that  I  grudged  his  start  in  advanoe 

Of  me  who  oould  overtake  and 


But,  as  if  he  loved  jon !    No,  not  he. 

Nor  any  one  else  m  the  world,  *t  is  plain : 
Who  ever  heard  that  another,  free 

As  I,  young,  prosperous,  sound  and  sane. 
Poured  life  out,  proffered  it  —  *^  Half  a  glanoe 

Of  those  eyes  of  yours  and  I  drop  the  glass!  '* 

Handsome,  were  you  ?    'T  is  mors  than  they 
held, 

More   than    they   said;  I  was   *w«ie    and 
watched : 
I  was  the  scapegraoe,  this  rat  belled 

The  cat,  this  fool  got  his  whiskers  scratched: 
The  others  ?    No  head  that  was  turned,  no  heart 

Broken,  my  lady,  assure  yourself  1 
Each  soon  made  his  mind  up  ;  so  and  so 

Married  a  dancer,  such  and  such 
Stole  his  friend's  wife,  stagnated  slow. 

Or  maundered,  unable  to  do  as  mnen. 
And  muttered  ox  peace  where  he  had  no  part : 

While,  hid  in  the  doset,  laid  on  the  shelf,  — 

On  the  whole,  yon  were  let  alone,  I  think  ! 

So,  you  looked  to  the  other,  who  acquiesced ; 
My  rival,  the  proud  man,  —  pize  your  pink 

Of  poets  I    A  poet  he  was  I    I  've  guessed : 
He  rhymed  you  nis  rubbish  nobody  read. 

Loved  yon  and  doved  yon  —  did  not  I  laugh  t 
There  was  a  prize !    But  we  both  wers  tried. 

Oh,  heart  of  mine,  marked  broad  with  her 
mark. 
Tekel,  fonna  wanting,  set  aside. 

Scorned  1   See,  I  bleed  these  tears  in  the  dark 
Till  comfort  come  and  the  last  be  Uad : 

He?    He  is  tagging  your  epitaph. 

H  it  would  only  come  over  again  1 

—  Time  to  be  patient  with  me,  and  probe 
This  heart  till  yon  punctured  the  proper  vein. 

Just  to  leam  what  blood  is :  twitch  the  robe 
From  that  blank  lay-figure  your  fancy  draped. 

Prick  the    leathern  heart  till  the  — vensa 
spirt! 
And  late  it  was  easy ;  late,  yon  walked 

Where  a  friend  might  meet  you;  Edith** 


Arose  to  one's  lip  if  one  laughed  or  talked ; 

If  I  heard  good  news,  yon  heard  the  same ; 
When  I  woke,  I  knew  that  yonr  breath  escaped ; 

I  could  bide  my  time,  keep  alive,  alert. 


And  alive  I  shall  keep  and  long,  yon  will  see  I 

I  knew  a  man,  was  kieked  like  a  dog 
From  gutter  to  cesspool ;  what  eared  be 

So  long  as  he  picked  from  the  filth  his  prog  f 
He  saw  youth,  beauty  and  genius  die, 

And  jollilj  uved  to  his  hundredth  year. 
But  1  will  hve  otherwise  :  none  of  snoh  life  I 

At  oaoe  I  begin  as  I  mean  to  end. 
Go  00  with  the  worid,  get  gold  in  iti  atiif  e. 

Give  your  spowse  t£e  i^  and  betmj  year 
fnend  I 
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There  are  two  who  decKue,  a  woman  and  I^ 
And  enjoy  our  death  in  the  darkueai  here. 

I  liked  that  way  you  had  with  proor  curls 

Wound  to  a  haU  in  a  net  behind : 
Your  cheek  was  chaste  as  a  Quaker^rrs, 

And  3rour  mouth  —  there  was  never,  to  my 
mind, 
•Such  a  funny  mouth,  for  it  would  not  shut ; 

And  the  aented  chin  too —  what  a  chin  ! 
There  were  certain  ways  when  you  spoke,  some 
words 

That  you  know  you  never  could  pronounce  : 
You  were  thin,  however ;  like  a  htra^s 

Your  hand  seemed  —  some  would  sayi   the 
pounce 
Of  a  scaly-footed  hawk  —  all  but ! 

The  world  was  lig^t  when  it  called  yon  thin. 

But  I  turn  my  back  on  the  world :  I  take 

Your  hand«and  kneel,  and  lay  to  my  lips» 
Bid  me  live,  Edith  I    Let  nie  slake 

Thirst  at  vour  presence  !    Fear  no  slips  : 
'Tis  your  slave  shall  pay,  while  his  soul  en- 
dures. 

Full  due,  iove*s  whole  debt,  sitmmiiin  Ji». 
My  queen  shall  have  hifirh  observance,  planned 

Uourtship  made  perfect,  no  least  line 
Crossed  without  warrant.    There  yon  stand. 

Warm  too,  and  white  too  :  would  this  wine 
Had  washed  all  over  that  body  of  pronrs. 

£jre  I  drank  it,  and  you  down  with  it,  thus  ! 


ABT  VOGLER  | 

(AFTER    HE    HAS     BEEN    EXTEMPORIZING    UPON    ' 
THE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENT  OF  HIS  INVENTION)     | 

Would  that  the  structure  brave,  the  manifold 
music  I  build, 
Biddinf^  my  organ  obey,  calling  its  kejrs  to 
their  work, 
Claimiiur  each  slave  of  the  sound,  at  a  tooch,  as 
when  iSolomon  willed 
Armies  of  angels  that  soar,  legions  of  demons 
that  lurk,  , 

Man,  brute,  reptile,  fly,  —  alien  of  end  and  of 
aim, 
Advenie,  each  from  the  other  heaven«high, 
hell-deep  removed,  — 
Should  rush  into  sight  at  once  as  be  named  the 
inefiFable  Name, 
And  pile  him  a  palace  straight,  to  pleasure 
the  princess  he  loved  I 

Would  it  might  tarry  like  his,  the  beautiful 
building  of  mine. 
This  which  my  keys  in  a  crowd  pressed  and 
importuned  to  nuse ! 
Ab,  one  and  all,  how  the v  helped,  would  dispart 
now  and  now  combine. 
Zealous  to  hasten  the  work,  heighten  their 
master  his  praise  !  ^ 
And  one  would  bury  his  brow  with  a  bKnd 
plunge  down  to  hell. 
Burrow  awtuls  and  build,  broad  on  the  roots 
of  tbinpi, 


havuig  based 


Then  np  again  swim  into 
me  m^  palace  well, 
Founded  it,   fearless  of  flame,  flat  on  the 
nether  springs. 

And  another  wonld  mount  and  mairoh,  like  tha 
excellent  minion  he  was, 
Ay,  another  and  yet  another,  one  eravd  but 
with  many  a  crest. 
Raising  my  rampired  wails  of  gold  m  tnuMpar- 
ent  as  glass. 
Eager  to  oo  and  die,  yield  each  his  place  to 
the  rest : 
For  higher  still  and  higher  (as  a  maner  tips 
with  fire. 
When  a  great  illumination  sorpiises  a  festal 
nuj^ht  — 
Ontlined  round  and  round  Romans  dome  fiom 
space  to  spire) 
Up,  the  pinnacled  srlory  reached,  and  the 
pride  of  my  soul  was  in  sight. 

In  sight  ?    Not  half  I    for  it  seemed,  it  waa 
certain,  to  match  man^a  birth. 
Nature  in  turn  conceived,  obeying  an  impulse 
asl; 
And  the  emulous  heaven  yearned  down,  made 
effort  to  reach  the  earth. 
As  the  earth  had  done  her  best,  in  rajpaasioo, 
to  scale  the  sky: 
Novel  splendors  burst  forth,  grew  *m««1u«»  ^mj 
dwelt  with  mine,      , 
Not  a  point  nor  peak  but  found  and  fixed  its 
wandering  star : 
Meteor-moons,  balls  of  blaze :  and  they  did  not 
pale  nor  pine. 
For  earth  had  attained  to  heaven,  then  was 
no  more  near  nor  far. 

Nay  more ;  for  there  wanted  not  who  walked 
in  the  glare  and  glow. 
Presences  plain  in  the  place ;  or,  freah  from 
^  the  Protoplast, 
Furnished  for  sges  to  come,  when  a  kindlier 
wind  should  blow. 
Lured  now  to  begin  and  live,  in  a  bonae  to 
their  liking  at  last ; 
Or  else  the  wonderful  Dead  who  have  psnsril 
through  the  body  and  gone. 
But  were  oack  once  more  to  breathe  in  aa  old 
world  worth  their  new : 
AVhat  never  had  been,  waa  now  ;  what  waa,  aa 

it  shall  be  anou : 
And  what  is,  —  shall  I  say,  matched  both  ?  for 
I  was  made  perfect  too. 

All  through  lay  keya  that  gave  their  aonnds  to 
a  wish  of  my  soul, 
All  through  my  soul  that  praised  aa  ita  wiah 
flowed  viaibly  forth. 
All  through  music  and  me  1    For  think,  had  I 
painted  the  whole. 
Why,  there  it  had  stood,  to  see,  nor  the  pto- 
cess  so  wonder-worth : 
Had  I  written  the  same,  made  vene  —  atiU, 
effect  proceeds  from  oaasSf 
Ye  know  why  the  forms  are  fair,  ye  hear  how 
the  tale  is  told  ; 
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It  is  all  triumphant  art,  but  art  in  obedience  to 
laws. 
Painter  and  poet  are  prond  in  the  artist-list 
enrolled:  — 

But  here  is  the  finger  of  God,  a  flash  of  the  will 
that  can, 
Elzistent  behind  all  laws,  that  made  them 
and,  lo,  they  are  I 
And  I  know  not  if,  sare  in  this,  such  gift  be 
aUowed  to  man. 
That  out  of  three  sounds  he  frame,  not  a 
fourth  sound,  but  a  star. 
Cooaider  it  well :  each  tone  of  our  aeale  in  itself 
is  naught : 
It  is  everrwhere  in  the  world  —  loud,  soft, 
and  all  is  said : 
Grre  it  to  me  to  use  1    I  mix  it  with  two  in  my 
thought : 
And  there  !    Ye  hare  heard  and  seen  :  con- 
sider and  bow  the  head  I 

Well,  it  is  gone  at  last,  the  palace  of  music  I 
reared; 
Oonel  and  the  good  tears  start,  the  |»aises 
that  come  ttw  slow ; 
For  one  is  assured  at  first,  one  scarce  can  say 
that  he  feared. 
That  he  even  gave  it  a  thought,  the  gone 
thinr  was  to  go. 
Never  to  be  again  I    But  many  mors  of  the 
kind 
As  good,  nay,  better  perchance:  is  this  your 
comfort  to  me  ? 
To  me,  who  must  be  saved  because  I  cling  with 
my  mind 
To  the  same,  same  self,  same  love,  same  God : 
ay,  what  was,  shall  be. 


Are  music  sent  up  to  Ckid  by  the  lover  and  the 
bard: 
Enough  that  he  heard  it  once :  we  shall  hear 
it  by  and  by. 

And  what  is  our  failure  here  but  a  triumph^s 
evidence 
For  the  fulness  of  the  days  ?    Have  we  with- 
ered or  i^^nized  ? 
Why  else^  was  the  pause  prolonged  but  that 
singing  might  issue  thence  ? 
Why  rushed  the  discords  in,  but  that  harmony 
should  be  prized  ? 
Sorrow  is  hard  to  bear,  and  doubt  is  slow  to 
clewr. 
Each  sufferer  says  his  say,  his  schsms  of  the 
weal  and  woe : 
But  God  has  a  few  of  us  whom  he  whispen  in 
the  esr  ; 
The  rest  may  reason  and  weloome:  'tis  we 
musicians  know. 


Well,  it  is  earth  with  me  ; 


Therefore  to  whom  turn  I  hot  to  thee,  the 
ineffable  Name  ? 
Builder   and   maker,  thou,   of   houses   not 
made  with  hands ! 
What,  have  fear  of  change  from  thee  who  art 
ever  the  same  ? 
Doubt  that  thy  power  can  fill  the  heart  that 
thy  Dower  expands  ? 
There  sliali  never  be  one  lost  good  I   What  was, 
shall  Kve  ss  before  : 
The  evil  is  null,  is  naught,  is  silence  implying 
sound  ; 
What  was  good  shall  be  good,  with,  for  evil, 
so  much  Rood  more ; 
On  the  earth  the  broken  arcs ;  in  the  heaven 
a  perfect  round. 


her 


I  will    be  patient  and  proud,  and  soberly 
acquiesce. 
Give  me  the  keys.   I  feel  for  the  common  chord 
again. 
Sliding  by  semitones  till  I  sink  to  the  minor, 
—  yes. 
And  I  blunt  it  into  a  ninth,  and  I  stand  on 
alien  ground, 
Survejring  awhile  the  heights  I  rolled  from 
into  tne  deep ; 
Which,  hark,  I  have  dared  and  done,  for  my 
resting-place  is  found. 
The  C  Major  of  this  life :  so,  now  I  will  try 
to  sleep. 
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Grow  old  along  with  me  J 
The  best  is  yet  to  be; 

The  last  of  life,  for  which  the  fint  was  made : 
Our  times  are  in  his  hand 
Who  saith,  ''  A  whole  I  planned. 
Youth  shows  but  half ;  tmst  God :  see  all,  nor 
be  afraid  ! '' 


Youth  sighed 


Msingfl 
, "  Whi 


oh  rose  make  onis. 


Not  that,  amassing  flowerit, 

sigh 
Which  Illy  leave  and  then  as  best  ncaU  ? ' ' 
Not  that,  admiring  stars. 
It  yearned,  ^*  Nor  Jove,  nor  Bfars ; 
Mine  be  some  figured  flame  whieh  blends, 

scends  them  all !  " 


All  we  have  willed  or  hoped  or  dreamed  of  good 
shall  exist; 
Not  its  semblance,  but  itself ;  no  beauty,  nor 
good,  nor  power 
Whose  voice  has  gone  forth,  but  each  survives  1   Do  I  remonstrate :  folly  wide  the  mark  I 
for  the  mehxlist  1  Rather  I  prize  the  doubt 

When  etanuty  affirms  the  oonoeption  of  an      Low  kinds  exist  without, 
hour. 
The  high  that  proved  too  high,  the  heroic  for 
earth  too  hard. 
The  passion  that  left  the  ground  to  lose  itself 
in  the  sky. 


Not  for  such  hopes  and  fears 
Annulling  youth^s  brief  years. 


Finished  and  finite  clods,  untroubled  by  a  spark. 

Poor  vannt  of  life  indeed. 

Were  man  but  formed  to  feed 

On  joy,  to  solely  seek  tad  find  and  fenst ; 
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Saoh  f  easttoff  ended,  then 
As  Bore  an  end  to  men  : 

Irki  eare  the  erop  full  oird  ?    Freti  douht  the 
maw-orammed  beast  ? 

Rejoice  we  are  allied 
To  that  which  doth  proride 
And  not  partake,  e£feot  and  not  receive ! 
A  spark  disturbs  our  clod ; 
Nearer  we  hold  of  Qod 

Who  gives,  than  of  his  tribes  that  take,  I  mnst 
belieTe, 

^    Then,  welcome  each  rebuff 

That  turns  earth^s  smoothness  rough. 
Each  sting  that  bids  nor  sit  nor  stand  but  go  I 
Be  our  joys  three-parts  pain  I 
StriTc,  and  hold  cheap  the  strain ; 
Leam,  nor   account  the    pang;    dare,    neyer 
grudge  the  throe ! 

For  thence,  —  a  paradox 
Which  comforts  while  it  mocks,  — 
Shall  life  succeed  in  that  it  seems  to  fail : 
What  I  Mpiied  to  be. 
And  was  not,  comforts  me : 
A  brute  i  might  have  been,  but  would  not  sink 
i'  the  scale. 

What  is  he  but  a  brute 

Whose  flesh  has  soul  to  suit. 

Whose  spirit  works  lest  aims  and  legs  want 

play? 
To  man,  propose  this  test  — 
Thy  body  at  its  best. 

How  far  can  that  project  thy  soul  on  its  lone 
,  way? 

V  Tet  gifts  should  prore  their  use : 
I  own  the  Past  profuse 
Of  poweiteach  side,  perfection  CTery  turn : 
Eyes,  ears  took  in  their  dole. 
Brain  treasured  up  the  whole ; 
Should  not  the  heart  beat  once  *'  How  good  to 
live  and  leam  "  ? 


Not  once  beat  **  Praise  be  thine ! 

I  see  the  whole  design, 

I,   who   saw   power,   see   now   Loye   perfect 

too: 
Perfect  I  call  thy  plan : 
Thanks  that  I  was  a  man ! 
Maker,  remake,  complete,  —  I  trust  what  thon 

Shalt  do!'* 

For  pleasant  is  this  flesh  ; 
Our  soul,  in  its  rose-mesh 
Pulled  ever  to  the  earth,  still  yearns  for  rest : 
Would  we  some  prixe  mi^t  hold 
To  match  those  manifold 
Possessions  of  the  brute, — gain  most,  as  we 
did  best! 

Let  us  not  alwm  say, 

**  Spite  of  this  flesh  to-day 

IstroTe,  made  head,  gained  gnmnd  upon  the 

whole ! " 
As  the  bird  wings  and  sings. 


Let  us  cry,  **  All  good  things 
Are  ours,  nor  soul  helps  flesh  more,  now,  thaa 
«^  flesh  helps  souir' 

Therefore  I  summon  age 
To  grant  youth's  heritage. 
Life's  strugele  haTing  so  far  reached  its  term: 
Thence  shaii  I  pass,  approved 
A  man,  for  aye  removed 

fVom  the  developed  brute ;  a  God  though  is 
the  germ. 

And  I  shall  thereupon 

Take  rest,  ere  I  be  gone 

Once  more  on  my  adventure  brave  and  new  : 

Fearless  and  unperplexed. 

When  I  wage  battle  next, 

What  weapons  to  select,  what  armor  to  indue. 

Touth  ended,  I  shall  try 
My  gain  or  loss  thereby ; 
Leave  the  fire  ashes,  what  survives  is  gold : 
And  I  shall  weifrh  the  same, 
Give  life  its  praise  or  blame  : 
Toung,  all  lay  in  dispute ;  I  shall  know,  being 
old. 

For  note,  when  evening  shuts, 
A  certain  moment  outs 
The  deed  off,  calls  the  glory  from  the  gray  : 
A  whisper  from  the  west 
Shoots  —  **  Add  this  to  the  rest. 
Take  it  and  try  its  worth  :  here  dies  another 
day." 

So,  still  within  this  life. 
Though  lifted  o'er  its  strife. 
Let  me  discern,  compare,  pronounce  at  last, 
**  This  rage  was  right  i'  the  main, 
Hiat  acquiescence  vain : 

The  Future  I  may  face  now  I  have  pitnred  the 
Past." 

For  more  is  not  reserved 
To  man,  with  soul  just  nerved 
To  act  to-morrow  what  he  learns  to^my : 
Here,  work  enough  to  watch 
The  Master  work,  and  catch 
Hints  of  the  proper  craft,  tricks  of  the  tool's  true 
play. 

As  it  was  better,  youth 

Should  strive,  through  acts  uncouth. 

Toward  making,  than  ropose  on  aught  fomid 

made: 
So,  better,  i^:e,  exempt 
From  strifctshould  know,  than  tempt 
Further.    Thou  waitedst  age :  wait  death  nor 

be  afraid  ! 

Enough  now,  if  the  Right 

And  Good  and  Infinite 

Be    named    here,  as  ihon  callest  thy  hand 

thine  own. 
With  knowledge  absolute, 
Subject  to  no  dispute 
From  fools  that  crowded  yonth,  nor  let  thee 

feel  alone. 
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Be  thsre,  for  onoe  and  all, 
Severed  great  minds  from  small, 
Annonnoedto  each  his  station  in  the  Past  1 
Was  I,  the  world  arraigned, 


Were  they,  my  soul  disdained, 
Kig^t?    Letaffes 
peace  at  last  I 


speak  the  tmth  and  gire  ns 


Now,  who  shall  arbitrate  ? 
Ten  men  love  what  I  hate, 
Shun  what  I  follow,  alight  what  I  reoeive  ; 
Ten,  who  in  ears  and  eyes 
Match  me :  we  all  snrmise. 
They  this  thing,  and  I  that :  whom  shall  my 
soul  believe  ? 

Not  on  the  vulgar  mass 

Called  **  work,''  most  sentence  pass. 

Things  done,  that  took  the  eye  and  had  the 

nrice ; 
O'er  which,  from  level  stand. 
The  low  world  laid  its  hand. 
Found  straightway  to  its  mind,  could  value  in 

a  trice: 

But  all,  the  worid's  coarse  thumb 
And  finger  failed  to  plumb, 
So  passed  in  making  up  the  main  aeoonnt ; 
All  instincts  immature. 
All  purposes  unsure, 

That  weighed  not  as  his  work,  yet  swelled  the 
man's  amount : 

Thoughts  hardly  to  be  packed 

Into  a  narrow  act. 

Fancies   that   broke    through   language    and 

escaped; 
AU  I  eoula  never  be, 
AIL,  men  ignored  in  me, 
Tha,  I  was  worth  to  Qod,  whose  wheal  the 

inteher  shaped. 

Av,  note  that  Potter's  wheel, 

Tnat  metaphor !  and  feel 

Why  time  qnns   fast,    why   passive   lies   our 

day,— 
Thou,  to  whom  fools  propound. 
When  the  wine  makes  its  round, 
**i^noe  life  fleets,  all  is  change  ;  the  Past  gone, 

setxe  to-day  I " 

Fool  I    AU  that  is,  at  aU, 

IjtmlM  ever,  past  recall ; 

Earth  ehaoges,  but  thy  soul  and   Qod   stand 


Uliat  entered  into  thee, 
That  was«  is,  andshall  bo  : 
Time's  wheel  runs  back  or  atopa :  Potter  and 
clay  endure. 


He  fixed  thee  *mid  this  daaoe 

C)f  plaatie  ctronmstaaoe. 

This  IVeeont,  thon,  forsooth,  would  fain 


Maehlnenr  joat  meflDt 

To  give  tny  soul  ita  bent, 

Try  thee  and  turn  thee  forth,  sufficiently  im- 


What  though  the  earlier  grooves, 
Which  ran  the  laughing  loves 
Around  thy  base,  no  longer  pause  and  press  f 
What  though,  about  thy  rim, 
SkuU-thingB  in  order  gnm 
Qrow  out,  in  graver  mood,  obey  the  sterner 
? 


Look  not  thon  down  but  up  ! 

To  uses  of  a  cup. 

The  festal  board,  lamp's  flash  and  trumpet's 

peal. 
The  new  wine's  foaming  flow. 
The  Master's  lips  aglow  1 
Thou,  heaven's  consummate  cup,  what  needst 

thon  with  earth's  wheel  ? 

But  I  need,  now  as  then. 
Thee,  God,  who  mouldest  men ; 
And  since,  not  even  while  the  whirl  was  worst, 
Did  I  —  to  the  wheel  of  life 
With  shi^Bes  and  colors  rife. 
Bound  dizzily  —  mistake  my  end,  to  slake  thy 
thirst: 

So,  take  and  use  thy  work : 

Amend  what  flavn  may  lurk, 

Whatstrain  o'  the  stuff,  what  warpings  past  the 

atml 
My  times  be  in  thy  hand  1 
Perfect  the  cup  as  planned  1 
Let  age  approve  of  youth,  and  death  complete 

the  samel 
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rSupposxo  of  Pamphylax  the  Antioohene  : 
It  is  a  narohroent,  of  my  roUs  the  fifth. 
Hath  three  skins  glued  together,  is  all  Greek, 
And  goeth  from  MptUan  down  to  Mu : 
Lies  second  in  the  snmamed  Chosen  Chest, 
Stained  and  oonaerved  with  juice  of  terebiuth. 
Covered  with  doth  of  hair,  and  lettered  Xi, 
From  Xanthus,  my  wife's  unde  now  at  peace : 
Mu  and  EpMtlim  stand  for  mv  own  name. 
I  may  not  write  it^  but  I  make  a  croas 
To  snow  I  wait  Hia  coming,  with  the  rest. 
And  leave  off  hero :  beginneth  PamphyUu.] 

I  said.  "  If  one  should  wet  his  lips  with  wine. 

And  dip  the  broadest  dantain-leaf  we  find. 

Or  dae  the  lappet  of  a  linen  robe. 

Into  the  water-veasd,  lay  it  right. 

And  cool  his  forehead  just  above  the  e^es. 

The  while  a  brother,  kneeling  either  side, 

Should  chafe  each  hand  and  try  to  make  it 


He  is  not  ao  far  gone  but  he  might  speak." 

This  did  not  happen  in  the  outer  cave. 
Nor  in  the  seerot  diamber  of  the  rock, 
Whero,  sixty  days  since  the  decree  was  out. 
We  had  him,  bedded  on  a  camel-skin. 
And  waited  for  his  dying  all  the  while ; 
But  in  the  midmost  grotto  :  since  noon's  light 
Reached  there  a  littk,  and  we  would  not  lose 
The  last  of  what  might  happen  on  his  face. 
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I  at  the  head,  and  Xanthiis  at  tlie  ieeU 
\Vith  Valemi  and  the  Boy«  had  lilted  him. 
And  bronicht  him  from  the  chamber  in  the 

depths, 
And  laid  him  in  the  lif^ht  where  we  mi||ri>t  see  : 
For  certain  lonileB  b^^  about  his  mouth. 
And  hill  lids  moved,  preaageful  of  the  end. 

Beyond,  and  halfway  np  the  month  oj  the  oave. 
The  Bactrian  convert,  having;  his  desire. 
Kept  watch,  and  made  pretence  to  graze  a  goat 
That  RBve  us  milk,  on  rags  of  various  herb, 
Plantain  and  quitch,  the  rooks*  ahade   keeps 

alive: 
So  that  if  any  thief  or  aoldier  passed, 
(Because  the  perseeation  was  aware,)  ^ 
Yielding  the  goat  up  pronnptly  with  his  life. 
Such  man  might  pass  on,  joyful  at  a  prise, 
\or  care  to  prv  into  the  eool  o^  the  cave. 
Ootsida  was  aU  noon  and  the  boming  bine. 

**  Here  is  wine,**  answered  Xanthns,  —  dropped 

a  drop: 
I  stooped  and  placed  the  lap  of  cloth  aright. 
Then  chafed  hu  right  hand,  and  the  Boy  his  left: 
But  Valens  had  bethought  hint,  and  prodvoed 
And  broke  a  ball  of  nard,  and  made  perfume. 
Onlv,  he  did  —  not  so  mnoh  wake,  as  ~  ton 
And  smile  a  little,  as  a  sleeper  does 
If  any  dear  one  call  him^  touch  hb  face  — 
And  smiles  and  loves,  but  will  not  be  distorbed. 

Then  Xanthns  said  a  prayer,  bat  still  he  slept : 

It  is  the  Xanthns  that  escaped  to  Rome, 

Was  burned,  and  could  not  write  the  chronicle. 

Then  the  Boy  sprang  np  from  his  knees,  and 


Stung  by  the  splendor  of  a  sadden  thought. 
And  fetched  tlie  seventh  plate  of  graven  lead 
Chit  of  the  secret  chamber,  found  a  pl*ee. 
Pressing  with  iinger  on  the  deeper  cuats. 
And  spoke,  as  *t  were  his  noath  proclaiming 

nrst, 
'*  I  am  the  Reanrrection  and  the  Life." 

Whereat  he  opened  his  eyes  wide  at  onoe. 
And  sat  up  of  himself,  and  looked  at  ns ; 
And  thenceforth  nobody  pronounced  a  word : 
Only,  outside,  the  Bactrian  cried  his  cry 
Like  the  lone  desert-bird  that  wears  the  mif. 
As  signal  we  were  safe,  from  time  to  time. 

First  he  said,  *^  If  a  friend  declared  to  me. 
This  my  son  Valens,  this  my  other  son. 
Were  •James  and  Peter,  —  nay,  declared  as  well 
This  lad  was  very  John,  —  I  oonld  believe  I 
—  Could,  f(}r  a  moment,  doubtlessly  believe : 
So  is  myself  withdrawn  into  my  depths. 
The  soul  retreated  from  the  perished  brain 
Whence  it  was  wont  t«i  feel  snd  nse  the  worid 
Through  these  dull  members,  done  with  long 

Yet  I  myself  remain ;  I  feel  myself : 

And  there  is  nothing  lost.    I  jet  be,  awhile  !  *' 

TThis  is  the  doctrine  he  was  wont  to  teaeh. 
How  divers  persona  witness  in  eaeb  man. 


Three  souls  which  make  np  one  sow :  fi»t,  te 

wit, 
A  soul  of  each  and  all  the  bodily  parts. 
Seated  therein,  which  works,  and  is  what  Doea, 
And  has  the  use  of  earth,  and  ends  the  naa 
Downward  :  but,  tending  upward  for  advioe. 
Grows  into,  and  again  is  grown  into 
By  the  next  soul,^  which,  seated  in  the  brain, 
I'seth  the  first  with  its  collected  use. 
And    feeleth,    tliiuketh,    wiUeth,  —  ia     what 

Knows : 
Which,  duly  tendinf^  upward  in  ita  torn. 
Grows  into,  and  agaw  is  grown  into 
By  tlie  last  soul,  that  uses  both  the  first, 
SubsiHting  whether  they  assist  or  no. 
And,  constituting  man  s  self,  is  what  Is  — 
And  leans  upon  tiie  former,  makes  it  plfty* 
As  that  played  oif  the  fint :  and,  teaoing  np. 
Holds,  is  upheld  by,  God,  and  ends  the  raaa 
Upward  in  that  dread  point  of  intercontse, 
Nor  needs  a  place,  for  it  returns  to  Him. 
\Vhat  Does,  what  Knows,  what  Is ;  three  soskL 

one  man. 
I  give  the  glossa  as  TheotjiMis.] 

And  then,  **  A  stick,  onee  fire  from  ead  to 

end; 
Now,  aahes  save  the  tip  that  holda  a  spark ! 
Yet,  blow  the  spark,  it  runs  baek,  spreads  it- 
self 
A  little  where  the  fire  was :  thns  I  uiye 
The  soul  that  served  me,  till  it  task  onoe  more 
W^hat  ashes  of  my  brain  have  kept  their  shape. 
And  these  make  effort  on  the  laat  o*  the  fleas, 
Tr^'ing  to  taste  again  the  truth  ol  things  **  — 
(He  smiled)  — ''  their  verv  snperfieial  tmtk ; 
As  that  ye  are  my  sons,  that  it  is  long 
Since  James  and  Peter  had  release  by  death* 
And  I  am  only  he,  vonr  brother  John, 
Who  saw  and  heard,  and  eoald  remember  all. 
Remember  all !    It  is  not  mneh  to  say. 
\Miat  if  the  truth  broke  on  me  from  above 
As  once  and  of  ttiraes  ?    Sodi  might  hap  again : 
Doubtlessly  He  mi^ht  stand  in  presence  here, 
\Vith  head  wool-white,  eyes  flame,  and  feet  Uke 

brass, 
Tlie  sword  and  the  seven  stan,  as  I  have  seen  — 
I  who  now  shudder  only  and  surmise 
'  How  did  your  brother  bear  that  sight  and 
Uve?^ 

"  If  I  live  yet,  it  is  for  good,  more  love 
Through  me  to  men :  be  naught  hot  aabea  hare 
That  keep   awhile  my   semblance,   who    was 

John.  — 
Still,  when  thev  scatter,  there  is  left  on  earth 
No  one  alive  wlio  knew  (c<nsider  this  !) 
— Saw  with    his  eyes   and  handled  with   hh 

hands 
That  which  was  from  the  first,  the  Word  ol 

Life. 
How  will  it  be  when  none  more  aatth  *  I  amw  *  f 

**  Such  ever  was  love's  way  :  to  rise,  it  sloops. 
Since  I,  whom  Christ *s  mouth  tanght,  waa  oid 

den  teach, 
I  went,  for  many  year^  about  the  world. 
Saying  *  It  was  so ;  so  I  heard  and  saw,* 
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Speaking  M  the  oaae  asked :  and  in«n  balieTed. 

Afterwara  came  the  meiaaee  to  myself 

Id  Patmoe  kle ;  I  was  not  bidden  teaeh. 

But  simply  listen,  take  a  book  and  write, 

Nor  set  down  other  than  die  given  word. 

With  nothing  left  to  my  arbitesment 

To  choose  or  change :  I  wrote,  and  men  be- 

lieyed, 
Tl&en,  for  my  time   grew  brief,  no  meassge 

more, 
No  call  to  write  sgain,  I  found  a  way. 
And,  reasoning  nom  my  knowledge,  merely 

tauffht 
Men  should,  for  lovers  sake,  in  love's  strength 

believe ; 
Or  I  would  pea  a  letter  to  a  friend 
And  nzKe  the  same  as  friend,  nor   less  nor 

more  : 
Friends  said  I  ressoned  rightlv,  and  believed. 
But  at  the  last,  why,  I  Be«inea  left  alive 
Like  a  searjelly  weak  on  Patmoe  strand. 
To  tell  dry  sea-beaeh  {psers  how  I  fared 
When    there   was  mid-4ea,   and   the  mighty 

things; 
Left  to  reneat, '  I  saw,  I  heard,  I  knew/ 
And  go  all  over  the  old  ground  again. 
With  Antiohrist  already  in  the  world. 
And  many  Antichrists,  who  answered  prompt, 
*  Am  I  not  Jasper  as  tlurself  art  John  ? 
Nay,  young,  whereas  through  age  thon  mayest 

forget: 
Wherefore,  explain,  or  how  shall  we  believe  ?  * 
I  never  thought  to  call  down  fire  on  such. 
Or,  as  in  wouderf nl  and  early  days. 
Pick  np  the  seorpion,  tread  the  serpent  dumb ; 
But  patient  stated  mooh  of  the  Iiord's  life 
Foixotten  or  misdelivered,  and  let  it  work : 
Since  much  that  at  tha  first,  in  deed  and  word^ 
Lay  simply  and  sufficiently  exposed. 
Had  grown  (or  else  my  som  was   grown  to 

match. 
Fed  through  such  years,  familiar  with  snch 


light, 
led  a 


Onarded  and  guided  still  to  see  and  speak) 

Of  new  significance  and  fresh  result ; 

What  first  were  guessed  as  points,  I  now  knew 

stars. 
And  named  them  in  the  Gosnel  I  have  writ. 
For  noen  said,  *  It  is  gettini^  long  ago  : 
Where  is  the  pronuse  of  his  oomii^  ?  *  —  asked 
These  young  ones  in  their  strength,  as  loth  to 

wait. 
Of  me  who,  when  their  sires  were  bom,  was  old. 
l^  for  I  loved  them,  answered,  joyfully. 
Since  I  was  there,  and  helpful  in  my  age ; 
And,  in  the  main,  1  think  such  men  believed. 
Finally,  thus  endeavoring,  I  fell  sick. 
Ye  brooght  me  here,  and  I  supposed  the  end. 
And  went  to  sleep  with  one  thought  that,  at 


Thoogh  the  whole  earth  should  lie  in  wicked- 


We  had  the  truth,  might  leave  the  rest  to  Qod. 
Yet  now  I  wake  in  such  decrepitnde 
As  I  had  slidden  down  snd  fallen  afar, 
Psst  even  the  presenee  of  my  former  self. 
Grasping  the  while  for  stay  at  faetai  wliich  snap. 
Till  I  am  lonnd  away  from  my  own  worid. 


Feeling  for  f oothcdd  throng  a  blank  profound, 
Along  with  unborn  people  m  strange  lands. 
Who  say —  I  hear  said  or  oonoeive  they  say  — 
*  Was  John  at  all,  and  did  he  say  he  saw  ? 
Assure  us,  ere  we  ask  what  he  might  see  I ' 

*'And  how  shall  I  assure  them?     Gftn  they 
share 

—  They,  who  h#ve  flesh,  a  veil  of  youth  and 

strength 
About  each  spirit,  that  needs  must  bide  its  time. 
Living  and  learning  still  as  years  assist 
Which  wear  the  Uiiokness  thin,  and  let  num 

see  — 
With  me  who  hardly  am  withheld  at  all. 
But  shndderingly,  soaree  a  shred  between. 
Lie  bare  to  the  universal  prick  of  light  ? 
Is  it  for  nothing  we  grow  old  and  weak, 
We  whom  God  loves  ?     When  pain  ends,  gain 

ends  too. 
To  me,  that  story —  ay,  that  life  and  Death 
Of  whiich  I  wrote  *  it  was  '  —  to  me,  it  is ; 

—  Is,  here  and  now;   I  apprehend  naught  else. 
Is  not  Gk>d  now  i*  the  worid  his  power  first 

made? 
Is  not  his  love  at  issue  still  with  sin, 
Viribly  when  a  wron|c  is  done  on  earth  P 
Love,  wrong,  and  pam,  what  see  I  else  around  ? 
Yea,  and  t&  Resiureotion  and  Uprise 
To  the  rig4it  hand  of  the  throne  —  what  is  it 

beside. 
When  snoh  truth,  breaking  bounds,  o'erfloods 

my  soul. 
And,  asl  saw  the  sin  and  death,  even  so 
See  I  the  need  yet  transiency  of  both. 
The  good  and  glory  consummated  thence  ? 
I  saw  the  power ;  I  see  the  Love,  once  weak. 
Resume  the  Power :  and  in  this  word  ^  I  see, 
Lo,  there  is  reeognned  the  Spirit  of  both 
That  moving  o'er  the  spirit  of  man,  unblinds 
His  eye  and  bids  him  look.    These  are,  I  see ; 
But  ye,  the  children,  his  beloved  ones  too, 
Ye  need,  — as  I  should  use  an  optic  glass 
I  wondered  at  erewhile,  somewhere  i  the  world. 
It  had  been  given  a  crafty  smith  to  make ; 
A  tube,  he  turned  on  objects  brought  too  close. 
Lying  confusedly  insubordinate 
For  the  unassisted  eye  to  master  once : 
Look  through  his  tube,  at  distance  now  they  lay, 
Become  suooinct,  distinct,  so  small,  so  clear  t 
Just  thus,  ye  needs  must  apprehend  what  truth 
I  see,  reduced  to  plain  historic  fact, 
Dimini^ed  into  cseamess,  proved  a  point 
And  far  away :   ye  would  withdraw  your  sense 
From  oat  eternity,  strain  it  upon  time. 
Then  stand  before  that  fact,  that  life  and 

Death, 
Stay  there  at  gase,  till  it  dispart,  disuiead. 
As  though  a  star  shoald  open  out,  all  sides. 
Grow  the  world  on  yon,  as  it  is  ray  world. 

"  For  life,  with  aU  it  yieUs  of  ioy  and  woe. 
And    hope    and    fear,  —  believe    the    aged 

friend,  — 
Is  just  our  ehaaee  o'  the  priie  of  learning  love. 
How  love  might  be,  hath  been  indeed,  and  is ; 
And  that  we  hold  thenceforth  to  the  ntterniost 
Sudb  prise  dsapite  the  envy  of  the  world. 
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And,  haTUiflr  gained  tmth,  keep  truth:   that  is 

all. 
Bat  see  the  doable  way  wherein  we  are  led. 
How  the  Bool  learns  dirersely  from  the  flesh  I 
With  flesh,  that  hath  so  little  time  to  sUt, 
And  yields  mere  basement  for  the  soal  s  em- 

prise, 
Expect  prompt  teaching.    Helpful  was  the  light. 
And   warmth   was   cherishing  and  food  was 

choice 
To  every  man's  flesh,  thousand  years  ago, 
As  now  to  yours  and  mine ;  the  body  sprang 
At  once  to  the  heiipht,  and  stayed:   but  the 

soul,  —  no  I 
Since  sages  who,  this  noontide,  meditate 
In  Rome  or  Athens,  may  descry  some  point 
Of  the  eternal  power,  hid  yestereve : 
AjmL,  as  thereby  the  power's   whole  mass  ex- 
tends. 
So  much  extends  the  SBther  fioatiusr  o'er 
The  love  that  tops  the  might,  the  Christ  in  Ood. 
Then,  as  new  lesMms  shaU  be  learned  in  these 
Till  earth's  work  stop  and  useless  time  run  out. 
So  duly,  daily,  needs  provision  be 
For  keeping  the  soul's  prowess  passible, 
Building  new  barrieis  as  the  old  decay. 
Saving  us  from  evasion  of  life's  proof. 
Putting  the  question  ever,  *  i>oes  Ood  love. 
And  will  ye  hold  that  truth  against  the  world  ? ' 
Ye  know  there  needs  no  second  proof  with  good 
Gained  for  our  flesh  from  any  earthly  source : 
We  might  go  f reesing,  ages,  —  sive  us  fire, 
Thereuter  we  judge  fire  at  its  full  worth. 
And  goard  it  safe  throo^h  every  chance,  ye 

Know  I 
That  fable  of  Prometheus  and  his  theft. 
How  mortals  gained  Jove's  fiery  flower,  grows 

old 
(I  have  been  used  to  hear  the  pagans  own) 
And  out  of  mind ;  but  fire,  howe'er  its  birth. 
Here  is  it,  precious  to  the  sophist  now 
Who  laughs  the  myth  of  .Asch^lus  to  scorn, 
As  precious  to  those  satyrs  of  his  play, 
Who  touched  it  in  gmr  wonder  at  the  tiling. 
While  were  it  so  with  the  soul,  —  this  gift  of 

truth 
Once  grasped,  were  this  our  soul's  gain  safe,  and 

sore 
To  prosper  as  the  body's  gain  is  wont,  — 
Why,  man's  probation    would   conclude,    his 

earth 
Crumble ;  for  he  both  reasons  and  decides. 
Weighs  first,  then  chooses :  will  he  give  up  fire 
Foi  gold  or  purple  once  he  knows  its  worth  ? 
Could  he  nve  Christ  up  were  his  worth  as 

plain? 
Therefore,  I  say,  to  test  man.  the  proofs  shift. 
Nor  may  be  grasp  that  fact  like  other  fact. 
And  straightway  in  his  life  acknowledge  it. 
As,  say,  the  indubitable  bliss  of  fire. 
SifH^  ye, '  It  had  been  easier  once  than  now '  ? 
To  give  you  answer  I  am  left  alive  ; 
Locw  at  me  who  was  present  from  the  first  1 
Te  know  what  things  I  saw  ;  then  came  a  test, 
Mv  first,  befitting  me  who  so  had  seen : 
*  Forsidce  the  Christ  thou  sawest  transfigured, 

him 

Who  trod  the  sea  and  brought  the  dead  to  life  ? 


What  should  wring  this  from  thee ! '  —  ye  langli 

and  ask. 
What  wrung  it  ?     Even  a  torchlight  and  a 

noise. 
The  sudden  Roman  faces,  violent  hands. 
And  fear  of  what  the  Jews  might  do  t   Juat  that. 
And  it  is  written,  *  I  forsook  and  fled : ' 
There  was  my  trial,  and  it  ended  thus. 
Ay,  but  my  soul  had  gained  its  tmth,  could 

grow: 
Another  year  or  two,  —  what  little  child. 
What  tender  woman  that  had  seen  no  least 
Of  all  mv  sights,  but  barely  heard  them  told. 
Who  dia  not  clasp  the  cross  with  a  liffht  lanirh. 
Or  wrap  the  burmng  robe  round,  thanking  Qvd  ? 
Well,  was  truth  safe  forever,  then  ?    Not  so. 
Alreadv  had  begun  the  silent  work 
Whereby  truth,  deadened  of  its  absolute  blaxe. 
Might  need  love's  eye  to  pierce  the  o'erstretched 

doubt. 
Teachers  were  busy,  whispering  *  All  is  true 
As  the  aged  ones  report :  out  youth  can  reach 
Where  age  gropes  dimly,  weak  with  stir  and 

strain. 
And  the  full  doctrine  slumbers  till  to-day.' 
Thus,  what  the  Roman's   lowered  spear  was 

found, 
A  bar  to  me  who  touched  and  handled  tmth. 
Now  proved  the  glozing  of  some  new  shrewd 

tongue. 
This  Ebion,  this  Cerinthus  or  their  mates. 
Till   imminent   was   the   outcry    'Save    our 

Christ  I' 
Whereon  I  stated  much  of  the  Lord's  Uf  e 
Forgotten  or  misdelivered,  and  let  it  work. 
Such  work  done,  as  it  will  be,  what   comes 

next? 
What  do  I  hear  say,  or  conceive  men  say, 
*  Was  John  at  all,  and  did  he  say  he  saw  f 
Assure  us,  ere  we  ask  what  he  mig^ht  see  I  * 

**  Is  this  indeed  a  burden  for  late  dayL 
And  may  I  help  to  bear  it  with  you  all. 
Using    my    weakness    which    becomea    your 

strength  ? 
For  if  a  babe  were  bom  inside  this  grot, 
Orew  to  a  boy  here,  heard  us  praise  the  sun, 
Tet  had  but  yon  sole  glimmer  m  light's  place,  — 
One  loving  him  and  wishful  he  should  loam. 
Would  much  reioice  himself  was  blinded  fint 
Month  by  month  here,  so  made  to  nnderatand 
How  eyes,  bom  darkling,  apprehend  amiss: 
I  think  I  could  explain  to  such  a  child 
There  was  more  glow  ontade  than  gleams  he 

caught. 
Ay,  nor  need  urge  *  I  saw  it,  so  believe  I ' 
It  is  a  heavy  burden  you  shall  bear 
In  latter  days,  new  lands,  or  old  grown  strange. 
Left  without  me,  which  must  be  venr  soon. 
What  is  the  doubt,  my  brothers  ?    Quick  with 

itt 
I  see  you  stand  oonversinfr,  each  new  face, 
^ther  in  fields,  uf  yellow  summer  eves. 
On  islets  yet  unnamed  amid  the  sea ; 
Or  pace  for  shelter  'neath  a  portico 
Out  of  the  crowd  in  some  enormous  town 
Where  now  the  larks  sing  in  a  solitude ; 
Or  muse  upon  blank  heaps  of  stone  and  sand 
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Idly  ooBJeotored  to  be  EphaBus : 
And  no  one  aeke  his  fellow  any  more 

*  Where  is  the  promise  of  his  oomiu^  ? '  but 

*  Was  he  revealed  in  anv  of  his  livtu. 

As  Power,  as  Love,  as  luflneneing  bonl  ?  ' 

*'  Quick,  for  time  presses,  tell  the  whole  mind 

out. 
And  let  us  ask  and  answer  and  be  aaved  I 
My  book  speaks  on,  because  it  cannot  pass  ; 
One  listens  quietly,  nor  scoffs  but  pleads, 

*  Here  is  a  tale  of  thiugiB  done  ages  since ; 
What  truth  was  ever  told  the  second  day  ? 
Wonders,  that  would  prove  doctrine,  go  for 

naught. 
Remains  tne  doctrine,  love  ;  well,  we  must  love. 
And  what  we  love  most,  power  and  love  in  one. 
Let  us  acknowledge  on  the  record  here. 
Accepting  these  in  Christ :  must  Christ  then  be  ? 
Has  he  been  ?   Did  not  we  ourselves  make  him  ? 
Our  mind  receives  but  what  it  holds,  no  more. 
First    of    the    love,  then ;    we   acknowledge 

Christ  — 
A  proof  we  comprehend  his  love,  a  proof 
We  had  such  love  already  in  ourselves. 
Knew  first  what  else  we  should  not  recogniie. 
'T  is  mere  projection  from  man^s  inmost  luind, 
And,  what  he  loves,  thus  faUs  reflected  back, 
Beoomes  accounted  somewhat  out  of  him  ; 
Ue  throws  it  up  in  air,  it  drops  down  eaith*s. 
With  shape,  name,  story  added,  man^s  old  way. 
How  prove  you  Christ  came  otherwise  at  least  ? 
Next  try  the  power:  he  made  and  rules  the 

world  : 
(^ertes  there  is  a  world  once  made,  now  ruled, 
UoImb  things  have  been  ever  as  we  see. 
Our  sires  declared  a  oharioteer^s  yoked  steeds 
Brou^t  the  son  un  the  east  and  down  the  west, 
WhiMi  only  of  iUelf  now  rises,  sets, 
As  if  a  hand  impelled  it  and  a  will,  — 
ThoB  they  long  thought,  they  who  had  will  and 

hands: 
But  the  new  question's  whisper  is  distinct. 
Wherefore  must  all  force  needs  be  like  our- 

selvea? 
W^e  have  the  hands,  the  will ;  what  made  and 

drives 
The  sun  is  force,  is  law,  is  named,  not  known. 
While  will  and  love  we  do  know;  marks  of 

these. 
Eye-witnesses  attest,  so  books  declare  — 
As  that,  to  punish  or  reward  our  race. 
The  sun  at  undue  times  arose  or  set 
(.)r  else  stood  still :  what  do  not  men  al&rm  ? 
But  earth  requires  as  urgently  reward 
Or  punishment  to-day  as  years  ago, 
And  none  expects  the  sun  will  interpose : 
Therefore  it  was  mere  passion  and  mistake. 
Or  erring  seal  for  rignt,  which  changed  the 

truth. 
Go  back,  far,  farther,  to  the  birth  of  things ; 
Ever  the  willj  the  intolligenoe,  the  love, 
Bian*s  I  —  which    he   gives,  supposing  he  but 

finds. 
As  late  he  gave  head,  body,  hands  and  feet. 
To  help  these  in  what  forms  he  called  his  gods. 
Firat,  Jove^s  brow,  Juno^s   eyes  were  swept 

away. 


But  Jove^s  wrath,  Juno^s  pride  oontiaued  lou^ ; 
As  lastf  will,  power,  and  love  discarded  these, 
So  law  m  turn  discards  power,  love,  and  will. 
What  proveth  God  is  otnerwise  at  least  ? 
All  else,  projection  from  the  mind  ol  man ! ' 

**  Nay,  do  not  give  me  wine,  for  I  am  strong, 
But  place  my  gospel  where  I  put  my  hands. 

**  I  lav  that  man  was  made  to  grow,  not  stop ; 
That  help,  he  needed  once,  and  needs  no  more. 
Having  grown  but  an  inch  by,  is  withdrawn : 
For  he  hath  uew  needs,  and  new  helps  to  these. 
This  imports  solel]^,  man  should  mount  on  each 
New  height   in  view;    the  help  whereby  he 

mounts. 
The  ladder-rung  his  foot  has  left,  may  fall, 
bince  all  things  suffer  change  save  God  the 

Truth. 
Man  apprehends  him  newly  at  each  stage 
Whereat  earth*s  ladder  drops,  its  service  done ; 
And  nothing  shall  prove  twice  what  once  was 

proved. 
Ton  stick  a  garden-plot  with  ordered  twigs 
To  show  inside  lie  germs  of  herbs  unborn. 
And  check  the  careless  step  would  spoil  their 

birth; 
But  when  herbs  wave,  the  guardian  twigs  may 

Since  uiould  ye  doubt  of  virtues,  question  kinds, 

It  is  no  longer  for  old  twigs  ye  look. 

Which  proved  once  unoemeath  lay  store  of 

But  to  the  herVs  self,  by  what  lic^t  ye  boast. 
For  what  fruit  *s  signs  are.    This  l>ook*s  fruit  is 

plain. 
Nor  miracles  need  prove  it  any  more. 
Doth  the  fruit  show?     Then  miracles  bade 

Vare 
At  first  of  root  and  stem,  saved  both  till  now 
From  trampling  ox,  rough  boar  and  wanton 

goat. 
What  r    Was  man  made  a  wheelwork  to  wind 

np, 
And  be  discharged,  and    straight  wound  up 

anew? 
Nol — grown,    his   growth  lasts;    taught,  he 

ne^er  forsete : 
May  learn  a  Uiousand  things,  not  twice  the 


tk 


This  might  be  pugan   teaching;    now  hear 
mine. 


**  I  say,  that  as  the  babe,  vou  feed  awhile. 
Becomes  a  bcnr  and  fit  to  feed  himself. 
So,  minds  at  nrst  must  be  spoon-fed  with  truth : 
When   they  can  eat,  babe's  nurture  is  with* 

drawn. 
I  fed  the  babe  whether  it  would  or  no : 
I  bid  the  boy  or  feed  himself  or  starve. 
I  cried  once,  *  That  ye  may  believe  in  Christ, 
Behold  this  blind  man  shall  receive  his  sii^ht !  * 
I  cry  now.  *  Urgest  thou, /or  1  am  akrtwd 


A% 


rv  now. 

II    tmile 


at   ttoriet  how  John's  word  could 


cwre  — 
Repeat  that  miracle  and  take  my  faith  f  * 
I  say,  tlmt  luiraole  was  duly  wrought 
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When,  MT6  for  it,  no  faith  was  panible. 
Whether  a  chanee  were  wrongnt  i'  the  ahowa 

o'  the  world, 
Whether  the  change   came  from   our  minda 

which  see 
Of  shows  o^  the  world  so  niaoh  as  and  no  more 
Than  Qod  wills  for  hia  purpoae,  —  (whwt  do  I 
See  now,  snppoae  you,  tnere  where  yon  see  rook 
Round  us  ?)  —  I  know  not ;  such  was  the  effect, 
80  faith  grew,  making  ^oid  more  miracles 
Because  too  much:   they  would  compel,  not 

help. 
I  say,  the  acknowledgment  of  Qod  in  Christ 
Accepted  by  Uiy  reason,  solves  for  thee 
All  qnestioos  in  tlie  earth  and  out  of  it. 
And  nas  so  far  advanced  thee  to  be  wise. 
Wouldst   thou  unprove   this  to  re-profve  the 

proved? 
In  life  s  mere  minute,  with  power  to  use  that 

proof, 
Ijoave  Knowledge  and  revert  to  how  it  s|»iingf 
Thou  hast  it ;  use  it  and  forthwith,  or  die  I 

"  For  I  say,  thb  is  death  and  the  sole  death, 
When  a  man^s  kiss  cornea  to  him   from  hia 

gain. 
Darkness  from  light,  from  knowledge  ipnDorance, 
And  lack  of  love  from  loye  made  naamfeat  j 
A   lampV   death  when,   replete  with    oil,  it 

chokes ; 
A  stomach's  when,  snrohaiged  with  food,  it 

starves. 
With  ignorance  was  surety  of  a  cure. 
When  man,  appalled  at  nature,  questioned  first. 
*  What  if  there  lurk  a  mirht  behmd  this  might  ?' 
He  needed  satisfaction  God  could  give. 
And  did  give,  as  ye  have  the  written  word  : 
But  when  he  finds  might  still  redouble  mii^t. 
Yet  asks,  *  ISince  all  is  might,  what  use  of  will  r ' 
—  Will,  the  one  source  of  might,  —  he  being 

nuui 
With  a  man's  will  and  a  man's  might,  to  teach 
In  little  how  the  two  combine  in  lar^,  — 
That  man  has  turned  round  on  hmiself   and 

stands. 
Which  in  the  course  of  nature  is,  to  die. 

**  And  when  man  questioned,  *  What  if  there 

be  love 
Behind  the  will  and  might,  as  real  as  they  ? '  — 
He  needed  satisfaction  Goa  could  give. 
And  did  give,  as  ye  have  the  written  word : 
But  when,  beholJing  that  love  everywhere. 
He  reasons,  *  ^^ince  such  love  is  ever}' where. 
And  since  ourselves  can  love  and  would  be  loved. 
We  ourselves  make  the  love,  and  Christ  was 

not,*  — 
How  shall  ye  help  this  man  who  knows  him- 
self. 
That  he  must  love  and  would  be  loved  iMpdn, 
Yet,  owning  his  own  love  that  proveth  Chriat, 
Rejecteth  Oiuist  throa|rh  very  need  of  him  ? 
The  lamp  o'erswims  with  oil,  the  stomach  fiags 
Loaded  with  nvrture,  and  that  man's  soul  diea. 

**  If  he  rejoin.  *'  But  this  was  all  the  while 
A  trick ;  the  tauit  waa,  first  of  all,  in  thee. 
Thy  story  of  *he  places,  namaa  and  dates, 


Where,  when  and  how  the  ultimata  imth  had 


rise. 


—  Thy  prior  truth,  at  last  discovered  Bone, 
Whence  now  the  seoond  anffera  detriment. 
What  good  of  giving  knowledga  if,  beoanae 
O'  the  manner  of  the  gift,  ita  profit  fail  f 
And  why  refuse  what  modienm  of  haln 
Had  stopped  the  after-doubt,  imposriola 

I'  the  face  of  truth  —  tmth  abaolnto,  vnif oim  ? 
Wh^  must  I  hit  of  this  and  mias  of  thai. 
Distinguish  juat  as  I  be  weak  or  atrong. 
And  not  ask  of  thee  and  have  answer  pmmpi. 
Was  this  once,  was  it  not  onoe?  —  thea  and 

now 
And  evermore,  plain  truth  from  man  to  man. 
Is  John's  proceaure  just  the  heathen  baid'a? 
Put  question  of  hia  famooa  play  again 
How  for  the  ephemerala'  sake,  Jove'a  fiia  waa 

fikhed^ 
And  carried  m  a  caae  and  brought  to  aarth : 
The  fact  i$  in  tke/abie^  cry  the  wiaa. 
Mortals  obtained  the  hoon^  so  much  ufact^ 
Though  Jire  be  spirit  and  produced  oa  earth. 
As  with  the  Titan's,  so  now  with  thy  tala: 
Wliy  breed  in  ua  perplesdty,  mistake. 
Nor  tell  the  whole  truth  in  the  proper  votds  ?' 

"  I  answer.  Hare  ve  ^et  to  aigne  out 
The  very  primal  thesis,  plainest  law, 

—  Man  18  not  God  but  hath  God's  end  toaarva, 
A  master  to  obey,  a  course  to  take. 
Somewhat  to  cast  off,  somewhat  to  beoome  ? 
Grant  this,  then  man  must  pass  bona  oki  to 

new. 
From  vain  to  real,  from  mistake  to  iaat, 
From  what  once  seemed  good,  ta  what  now 

proves  best. 
How  could  man  have  progreanon  otherwiae  ? 
Before  the  point  was  mooted  '  What  ia  God  ? ' 
No  savage  man  inouired  '  What  am  nurself  ? ' 
Much  less  repliea,   *  Fint,  last,  and  beai  of 

things.' 
Man  takes  that  title  now  if  he  believaa 
Might  can  exist  with  neitlier  will  nor  love. 
In  God's  case  —  what  he  names  now  Natore^s 

Law — 
While  in  himself  he  recognizes  love 
No  ten  than  might  and  will :  and  rightly  takes. 
Since  if  man  prove  the  sole  existent  thing 
Where  these  combine^  whatever  their  degree. 
However  weak  tlie  might  or  will  or  love, 
80  they  be  found  there,  put  in  evidence,  — 
He  is  as  surely  higher  in  the  scale 
Than  any  might  with  neither  love  nor  will. 
As  life,  apparent  in  the  poorest  midge, 
(Wlien  the  faint  duat-speck  flita,  ye  gneas  its 

Is  marvellous  bevond  dead  Atlaa'  sell  — 
Given  to  the  nobler  midge  for  reating^flaee ! 
Thus,  man  proves  best  and  higheat  —  Qod,  in 

fine. 
And  thus  the  victory  leada  but  to  defeat. 
The  ^ain  to  loas,  best  rise  to  the  wont  fall, 
Hii  life  becomes  impossible,  which  ia  death. 

**  But  if,  appealing  thence,  he  oowar,  avoMh 

He  ia  mere  man,  and  in  hnmility 

Neither  may  know  God  nor  mistake  hinmelf  - 
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I  point  to  the  immediate  oonaeqaence 
And  say,  by  such  confewion  strau^ht  he  falls 
lato  aoaa'a  pUoe,  a  thinir  imv  GocTnor  beast. 
Made  to  know  that  he  can  know  and  not  more : 
Lower  than  God  who  knows  all  and  oan  all. 
Higher  than  beasts  which  know  and  can  so  far 
As  eaeh  beast's  limit,  perfect  to  an  end. 
Nor  oonscions   that  they  know,  nor  oraTing 

more: 
While  man  knows  partly  bnt  eoneeiTeo  beside, 
Creeps  ever  on  from  fancies  to  the  fact. 
And  in  this  striving,  this  eonTerting  air 
Into  a  aolid  he  may  gnwp  and  nse, 
Fmdsjprogress,  man's  distinctiTe  mark  alone. 
Not  God's,  and  not  the  beasts' :  God  is,  they 

are, 
Man  partly  is  and  wholly  hopes  to  be.^ 
Sneh  piogiem  eoald  no  more  attend  hia  soul 
Were  all  it  struggles  after  found  at  fiist 
And  guesses  chai^Rred  to  knowledge  absolute, 
Than  motion  wait  his  body,  were  all  else 
Than  it  the  solid  earth  on  erery  side. 
Where  now  through  space  he  moves  from  rest 

to  rest. 
Man,  therefore,  thus  oonditaooed,  must  expect 
He  oould  not,  what  he  knows  now,  know  at 

fint; 
What  he  considers  that  he  knows  to^y. 
Come  bat  to-morrow,  he  will  find  misknown ; 
Getting  increase  of  knowledge,  since  he  learns 
Because  he  Htcs,  whidi  is  to  be  a  man. 
Set  to  instruct  himself  b^  his  past  self : 
First,  like  the  brute,  obliged  bv  facts  to  learn, 
Nextf  as  man  may,  obliged  by  his  own  mind. 
Bent,  habit,  nature,  knowledge  turned  to  law. 
God's  gift  was  that  man  should   conceive  of 

truth 
And  ^eam  to  gain  it.  oatdung  at  mistake, 
A»  midway  help  till  ne  reach  fact  indeed. 
The  statuary  ere  he  mould  a  shape 
H<iaats  a  like  gift,  the  shape's  idea,  and  next 
The  aspiration  to  produce  the  same ; 
So.  taking  clay,  he  calls  his  shape  thereout, 
Cries  ever  *  Now  I  have  the  thinij^  I  see : ' 
Yet   all   the  while   goes  changwg  what  was 

wrought. 
From  falselujod  like  the  truth,  to  truth  itself. 
How  were  it  had  he  cried,  *  I  see  no  face. 
No  hivast,  no  feet  i'  the  ineffectual  clay  '  ? 
Rather  commend  him  that  he  clapped  his  hands. 
And  laughed  *  It  is  mv  shape  and  lives  again ! ' 
Enjoyed  the  falsehood,  touched  it  on  to  truth, 
Until  yourselves  applaud  the  flesh  indeed 
In  what  i»  still  flesh-imitating  clay. 
Right  in  you.  right  in  him,  such  wajr  be  man's ! 
(kd  only  makes  the  Uve  shape  at  a  jet. 
Will  ye  renounce  this  pact  ot  creatiu^ship  ? 
The  pattern  on  the  Mount  subsists  no  more. 
Seemed  awhile,  then  returned  to  nothingness ; 
But  oopies,  Moses  strove  to  make  thereby, 
Serve  still  and  are  replaced  as  time  f«quires : 
Bj  these,  make  newest  vessels,  reach  the  type  ! 
If  yo  demur,  this  judgment  on  your  head. 
Never  to  reach  the  ultimate.  ai^Kola^  hiw, 
Indnl^ng  everv  instinct  of  the  soul 
Then  where  law,  life,  joy,  impu 

tUngl 


impulse  are  one 


**8uch  is  the  burden  of  the  latest  time. 
I  have  survived  to  hear  it  with  my  ears, 
Answer  it  with  mv  lips :  does  this  suffice  ? 
For  if  there  be  a  turtner  woe  than  such, 
Wherein  my  brothers  strugp^lin^  need  a  hand, 
So  long  as  any  pulse  is  left  m  mme, 
May  I  be  absent  even  longer  yet. 
Plucking  the  blind  ones  Mck  from  the  abyss. 
Though  1  should  tarry  a  new  hundred  yean  I  " 

But  he  was  dead :  't  was  about  noon,  the  day 
Somewhat  declining :  we  five  buried  him 
That  eve^  and  then,  dividing,  went  five  ways, 
And  I,  diiguised,  returned  to  Ephesus. 

By  this,  the  cave's  mouth  must  be  filled  with 

sand. 
Valens  is  lort,  I  know  not  of  his  trace ; 
The  Bactrian  was  but  a  wild  childish  man. 
And  oould  not  write  nor  speak,  but  only  loved : 
So,  lest  the  memory  of  this  go  ouite. 
Seeing  that  I  to-monow  fight  the  beasts, 
I  tell  the  same  to  Phoebas,  whom  believe  I 
For  many  look  again  to  find  that  face. 
Beloved  John's  to  whom  I  minirtered. 
Somewhere  in  Ufe  about  the  world ;  tney  «rr : 
Either  mistaking  what  was  darkly  spoke 
At  ending  of  his  book,  as  he  relates, 
Or  misconceiving  somewhat  id  this  speech 
Scattered  from  mouth  to  mouth,  as  I  suppose. 
Believe  ve  will  not  see  him  any  more 
About  toe  world  with  his  divine  regard  I 
For  all  was  as  I  say,  and  now  the  man 
Lisa  as  he  lay  once,  breast  to  breast  with  God. 


[Cerinthvs  read  and  mused ;  one  added  this : 

*'  If  Christ,  as  thou  affirmest.  be  of  men 
Mere  man,  the   fint   and   best  bnt  nothing 

more, — 
Account  him,  for  reward  of  what  he  was. 
Now  and  forever,  wretchedest  of  all. 
For  see ;  himself  conceived  of  life  as  love, 
(Conceived  of  love  as  what  must  enter  in. 
Fill  up,  make  one  with  his  each  soul  he  loved : 
Thus  much  for  man's  joy,  all  men's  joy  for  him. 
Well,  he  is  gone,  thou  sayest,  to  fit  reward. 
Bnt  by  this  time  are  many  souls  set  free. 
And  very  many  still  retained  alive : 
Nay,  should  his  coming  be  delayed  awhile. 
Say,  ten  yean  longer  (twelve  yean,  some  com- 
pute), 
See  if,  for  everv  fineer  of  thy  hands. 
There  be  not  found,  that  day  the  world  shall 

end. 
Hundreds  of  souls,  each  holding  by  Christ's 

word 
That  he  will  grow  incorporate  with  all. 
With  me  as  Pamphjrlaz,  with  him  as  John, 
Groom  for  each  bride!    Can  a  mere  man  do 

this? 
Tet  Christ  saith,  this  he  lived  and  died  to  do. 
CaU  Christ,  then,  the  ilUmitable  God, 
Or  lost  I" 

But 't  was  Ceriathus  that  is  lost.] 
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CALIBAN  UPON  SETEBOS ; 

OR|  NATURAL  THEOLOGY  IN  THE  ISLAND 

*'  Thou  tbouchtest  that  I  was  altogether  such  an  one  as 

thyself." 

rWiLL  aprawl.  now  that  the  h«Bt  of  day  ia  best. 

Flat  on  his  belly  in  the  pit*s  mach  miref 

With  elbows  wide,  fists  clenched  to  prop  his 

chin. 
And,  while  he  kicks  both  feet  in  the  cool  slush, 
And  feels  about  his  spine  small  ef t-thiu^  course. 
Run  in  and  out  each  arm,  and  make  hmi  laug^h : 
And  while  above  his  head  a  pompion-plant, 
(^oatin^  the  cave-top  as  a  brow  its  eye. 
Creeps  down  to  touch  and  tickle  hair  and  beard, 
And  now  a  flower  drops  with  a  bee  iuside. 
And  now  a  fruit  to  snap  at,  catch  and  crunch,  — 
He  looks  out  o'er  yon  sea  which  sunbeams  cross 
And  recrofls  till  they  weave  a  suider-web,^ 
<  Metihes  of  fire,  some  Rreat  fish  oreaks  at  times,) 
And  talks  to  his  own  self,  however  he  please, 
Touchinff  that  other,  whom  his  dam  called  God. 
Because  to  talk  about  Him^  vexes  —  ha, 
(%)uld  He  but  know !  and  time  to  vex  is  now, 
When  talk  is  safer  than  in  winter-time. 
Moreover  Prosper  and  Miranda  sleep 
In  confidence  he  drudires  at  their  task^ 
And  it  is  good  to  cheat  the  pair,  and  gibe, 
Ijcttii^  the  rank  tongue  blossom  into  speech.] 

Setebos,  Setebos,  and  Setebos  t 

^Thinketh,  He  dwelleth  i*  the  cold  o'  the  moon. 

^Thinketh  He  made  it,  with  the  sun  to  match. 
But  not  the  stars ;  the  stars  came  otherwise  ; 
Only  made  clouds,  winds,  meteors,  such  as  that : 
Also  Uiis  isle,  what  lives  and  grows  thereon. 
And  snaky  sea  which  rounds  and  ends  the  same. 

*Thinketh.  it  came  of  being  ill  at  ease  : 
He  hated  that  He  cannot  change  His  cold. 
Nor  cure  its  ache.    ^Hath  spied  an  icy  fish 
That  longed  to  'scape  the  rock-stream  where  she 

lived. 
And  thaw  herself  within  the  lukewarm  brine 
()*  the  lazy  sea  her  stream  thrusts  far  amid. 
A  crystal  spike  *twixt  two  warm  walls  of  wave; 
Only,  she  ever  sickened,  found  repnb^e 
At  the  other  kind  of  water,  not  her  life, 
(Green-dense  and  dim-delicious,  bred  o*  the  sun,) 
Flounced  back  from  bliss  she  was  not  bom  to 

breathe. 
And  in  her  old  bounds  buried  her  desoair. 
Hating  and  loving  warmth  alike :  so  He. 

*Thinketh,  He  made  thereat  the  sun,  this  isle. 
Trees  and  the  fowhi  here,  beast  and  creeping 

thing. 
Yon  otter,  sleek-wet,  black,  lithe  as  a  leech ; 
Yon  auk,  one  fire-eye  in  a  ball  of  foam, 
That  floats  and  feeds ;  a  certain  badger  brown 
He  hath  watched  hunt  with  that  slant  white- 
wedge  eye 
Bv  moonlight ;  and  the  |ne  with  the  long  tongue 
That  priolu  deep  into  oakwarts  for  a  worm. 
And  says  a  plain  word  when  she  finds  her  prize, 


But  will  not  eat  the  ants ;  the  ants  themseh 
That  build  a  wall  of  seeds  and  settled  staUn 
About  their  hole  —  He  made  all  these  and  mone. 
Made  all  we  see,  and  us,  in  spite :  how  else  ? 
He  could  not.  Himself,  make  a  seoond  self 
To  be  His  mate ;  as  well  have  made  Himaalf  : 
He  would  not  make  what  He  mislikes  or  sUghta, 
An  eyesore  to  Hiin,  or  not  worth  His  pains : 
But  did,  in  envy,  listlessness  or  sport, 
Biake  what  Himself  would  fain,  in  a  maimer, 

be- 
Weaker  in  most  points,  stronger  in  a  few. 
Worthy,  and  yet  mere  plajrthings  all  the  while. 
Things  He  admires  and  mocks  too.  —  that  la  it. 
Because,  so  brave,  so  better  thongn  they  be. 
It  nothing  skills  if  He  begin  to  ]>lague. 
Look  now,  I  melt  a  gourd-fruit  into  mash. 
Add  honeycomb  ana  pods,  I  have  perceived. 
Which  bite  like  finches  when  Ihey  bill  and 

kiss,  — 
Then,  when  froth  rises  bladdery,  drink  np  all. 
Quick,  quick,  till  maggots  scamper  throofl^h  my 

brain ; 
Last,  throw  me  on  my  back  i*  the  seeded  thyme. 
And  wanton,  wishing  I  were  bom  a  bird. 
Put  case,  unable  to  be  what  I  wish, 

Uet  could  make  a  live  bird  out  of  clay : 
)uld  not  I  take  clay,  pinch  my  Caliban 
Able  to  fly  ?  —  for.  there,  see,  he  hath  wings. 
And  great  comb  like  the  hoopoe's  to  admire. 
And  there,  a  sting  to  do  his  foes  offenee, 
There,  ana  I  will  that  he  begin  to  live, 
Fhr  to  yon  rock-top,  nip  me  off  the  horns 
Of  grigs  high  up  that  make  the  merry  din. 
Saucy  through  their  veined  wings,  and  mind  me 

not. 
In  which  feat,  if  his  leg  snanpe^L  brittle  clay. 
And  he  lay  stupid-like,  —  why,  I  i^onld  Laogji ; 
And  if  he,  spying  me,  should  fall  to  weep. 
Beseech  me  to  be  good,  repair  his  wron^. 
Bid  his  poor  leg  smart  less  or  i^w  again,  — 
Well,  as  the  chance  were,  this  might  take  or 

else 
Not  take  my  fancy :  I  might  hear  his  err. 
And  give  the  manikin  three  sound  legs  tor  one. 
Or  pluck  the  other  off,  leave  him  like  an  egi^. 
And  lessoned  he  was  mine  and  merely  day. 
Were  this  no  pleasure,  Iving  in  the  thyme. 
Drinking  the  mash,  with  brain  become  alive. 
Making  and  marring  clay  at  will  ?    &)o  He. 

^Thinketh,  such  shows  nor  right  nor  wronic  io 

Him, 
Nor  kind,  nor  cruel :  He  is  strong  and  Lord. 
'Am  strong  myself  compared  to  yonder  eraba 
That  inarch  now  from  the  mountain  to   the 

sea; 
*Let  twenty  pass,  and  stone  the  twenty-fiisi. 
Loving  not,  hating  not,  just  choosing  so. 
\Say.  the  first  straggler  that  boasts  purple  spota 
Shall  join  the  file,  one  pincer  twisted  off ; 
*Say,  this  bruised  fellow  shall  receive  a  wonn^ 
And  two  worms  he  whose  nippen  end  in  red  ; 
As  it  likes  me  each  time,  I  do :  so  Ha. 

Well  then,  ^supposeth  He  is  good  i'  the  main. 
Placable  if  His  mind  and  ways  were  gnesaed. 
But  ningher  than  His  handiwork,  be  sore  ! 
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Oh,  He  httUi  made  thinn  worthier  than  Him- 

Mlf, 

And  enrieth  that,  lo  helped,  snoh  things  do 

more 
Than  lie  who  made  them !    What  eonaolee  but 

this? 
That  they,  mileas  throogh  Him,  do  nanght  at 

all. 
And  must  snbmit :  what  other  nse^  in  things  ? 
^Ilath  cut  a  pipe  of  oithleas  eldei^ joint 
That,  blown  through,  giTes  exact  the  scream  o' 

the  jay 
When  from  her  wing  you  twitch  the  feathen 

blue: 
Sound  this,  and  little  birds  that  hate  the  jay 
Fluck  within  stone^s  throw,  glad  their  foe  is 

hurt: 
Put  case  such  pipe  could  prattle  and  boast  for- 
sooth, 
**  1  catch  the  birds,  I  am  the  crafty  thing', 
I  make  the  cry  my 'maker  cannot  make 
With  his  great  round  mouth;  he  must  blow 

throuffh  mine  I  ** 
Would  not  1  smash  it  with  my  foot  ?    So  He. 

But  wherefore  rough,  why  cold  and  ill  at  ease  ? 
Aha,  that  is  a  question  I    Ask,  fur  that. 
What  knows,  —  the  something  over  Setebos 
That  made  Him,  or  He,  may  be,  found  and 

fought. 
Worsted,  drove  off  and  did  to  nothing,  per- 
chance. 
There  may  be  something  ouiet  o|er  His  head, 
Out  of  His  reach,  that  zeels  nor  joy  nor  grief. 
Since  both  derive  from  weakness  in  some  way. 
1  joy  because  the  quails  come ;  would  not  joy 
(^ottld  I  bring  qmuls  here  when  I  have  a  mind : 
This  Quiet,  all  it  hath  a  mind  to,  doth. 
^Esteemeth  stars  the  outposts  of  its  couch. 
But  never  spends  much  thought  nor  care  that 

way. 
It  may  look  up,  work  up,  —  the  worte  for  those 
It  works  on  I    ^Careth  but  for  Setebos 
The  roanv-handed  as  a  cuttle-fish. 
Who,  making  Himself  f  earud  through  what  He 

does. 
Looks  up,  first,  and  perceives  he  cannot  soar 
To  what  is  ouiet  and  hath  happy  life  ; 
Next  looks  down  here,  and  out  of  very  spite 
Makes  this  a  bauble-world  to  ape  yon  real. 
These  good  things  to  match  those  as  hips  do 

grapes. 
HTis  solace  making  baubles,  ay,  and  snort. 
Himself  peeped  k^,  eved  Prosper  at  nis  books 
rarelesB  and  lofty,  lord  now  of  the  isle  : 
Vexed,  ^stitched  a  book  of  broad  leaves,  arrow- 

shMied, 
Wrote   thereon,  he   knows   what,  prodigious 

words; 
Has  peeled  a  wand  and  called  it  by  a  name ; 
WeareUi  at  whiles  for  an  enchanter*s  robe 
The  eyed  skin  of  a  supple  oncelot ; 
And  hath  an  ounce  sleeker  than  youngling  mole. 
A   four-legged   serpent   he  makes  cower  and 

couch, 
Now  snarl,  now  hold  its  breath  and  mind  his 

eje. 
And  saith  she  is  Miranda  and  my  wife : 


'Keeps  for  his  Ariel  a  tall  pouch-bill  crane 
He  bids  go  wade  for  fish  and  straight  disgorge ; 
Also  a  searbeast,  lumpish,  which  he  snared. 
Blinded  the  eyes  of,  and  brought  somewhat 

tame. 
And  split  its  toe-webs,  and  now  pens  the  drudge 
In  a  hole  o^  the  rock  and  calls  him  Caliban ; 
A  bitter  heart  that  bides  its  time  and  bites. 
'Plays  thus  at  being  Prosper  in  a  way, 
Taketh  his  mirth  with  make-believes :  so  He. 

His  dam  held  that  the  Quiet  made  all  things 
Which  Setebos  vexed  only :  'holds  not  so. 
Who  made  them  weak,  meant  weakness  He 

might  vex. 
Had  He  meant  other,  while  His  hand  was  in, 
Why  not  make  hom^  eyes  no  thorn  could  prick. 
Or  plate  mv  scalp  with  bone  against  the  snow. 
Or  overscale  my  flesh  'neath  joint  and  joint. 
Like  an  ore's  armor  ?    AVf —  so  spoil  His  sport ! 
He  is  the  One  now :  only  He  doth  all. 

'Saith,  He  may  like,  perchance,  what  profits 

Him* 
Ay,  himself  loves  what  does  him  good;  but 

why? 
'Gets  good  no  otherwise.    This  blinded  beast 
Loves  whoso  places  flesh-meat  on  his  nose. 
But,  had  he  eyes,  would  want  no  help,  but  hate 
Or  love,  just  as  it  liked  him :  He  hatn  eyes. 
Also  it  pleaseth  Setebos  to  work. 
Use  aJd  His  hands,  and  exercise  much  craft. 
By  no  means  for  the  love  of  what  is  worked. 
'Tasteth.  himself,  no  finer  good  i'  the  world 
When  all  goes  right,  in  this  safe  summer-time. 
And  he  wants  little,  hnngen,  aches  not  much. 
Than  trying  what  to  do  with  wit  and  strength. 
'Falls  to  make  something:  'piled  yon  pile  of 

turfs. 
And  squared  and  stuck  there  squares  of  soft 

white  chalk, 
And,  with  a  fish-tooth,  scratched  a  moon  on 

each. 
And  set  up  endwise  certain  spikes  of  tree. 
And  crowned  the  whole  with  a  sloth's  skull 

a-top, 
Found  dead  i*  the  woods,  too  hard  for  one  to 

kill. 
No  use  at  all  i'  the  work,  for  work's  sole  sake ; 
'Shall  some  day  knock  it  down  again :  so  He. 

'Saith  He  is  terrible :  watch  His  feats  in  proof ! 
One  hurricane  will  spoil  six  good  months  hope. 
He  hath  a  spite  against  me,  that  I  know. 
Just  as  He  tavois  Prosper,  who  knows  why  ? 
So  it  is,  all  the  same,  as  well  I  find. 
'Wove  wattles  half  tbe  winter,  fenoed  them  firm 
With  stone  and  stake  to  stop  she-tortoises 
Crawling  to  lay  their  eggs  here :  well,  one  wave, 
Feeling  the  foot  of  Him  upon  its  neck« 
Gaped  as  a  snake  does,  lolled  out  its  large 

tongue. 
And  licked  the  whole  labor  flat :  so  much  for 

spite. 

'Saw  a  ball  flame  down  late  (yonder  it  lies) 
Wliere,  half  an  hour  before,  I  slept  i'  the  shade : 
Often  they  scatter  sparkles :  there  is  force  I 
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*Diur  np  a  newt  Ue  may  have  envied  once 
And  turned  to  stone,  shut  up  inside  a  stone. 
Please  Him  and  hinder  this  ?  —  What  Prosper 

does  ? 
Aha,  if  He  would  tell  me  how  I    Not  He  ! 
There  is  the  sport :  discover  how  or  die  I 
All  need  not  oie,  for  of  the  things  o^  the  isle 
»x>me  flee  afar,  some  dive,  some  run  op  trees; 
Those  at  His  mercy,  —  why,  they  please  Him 

most 
When  .  .  .  when  .  .  .  well,  never  try  the  same 

way  twice ! 
Repeat  what  act  has  pleased.  He  may  cnt>w 

wroth. 
Too  must  not  know  His  wavs,  and  play  Him  off, 
Sore  of  the  issoe.    *Doth  the  like  nimself : 
*Spareth  a  squirrel  that  it  nothing  fears 
But  steals  the  nut  from  underneath  my  thumb, 
Aud  when  I  threat,  bites  stoutly  in  defence : 
\Spareth  an  urchin  that  contrariwise. 
Curls  up  into  a  ball,  pretending  death 
For  frignt  at  my  approach  :  the  two  ways  please. 
Bat  wnat  would  move  my  choler  more  than  this. 
That  either  creature  counted  on  its  life 
To-morrow  and  next  day^  aud  all  days  to  oome, 
iSaying,  forsooth,  in  the  inmost  of  its  heart, 
'^  Because  he  did  so  yesterday  with  me, 
And  otherwise  with  such  another  brute. 
So  must  he  do  benoeforth  and  alwavs.^'  —  Ay  ? 
Would  teaeh  the  reasoning  oonple  wnat  '*  must  '* 

means  ! 
*Doth  as  he  likes,  or  wherefore  Lord  ?    So  He. 

'Conoeiveth  all  things  will  continue  tbiia, 
And  we  shall  have  to  live  in  fear  of  Him 
So  long  as  He  lives,  keeps  His  strengtk :  no 

«3uuige. 
If  He  have  done  His  best,  make  no  new  world 
To  please  Him  more,  so  leave  off  watching 

this,- 
If  He  surprise  not  even  the  Qoiet^s  self 
Some  strange  day,  — or,  sappote,  grow  into  it 
As  grubs  grow  butterflies  :  else,  here  we  are. 
And  there  is  He,  and  nowhere  help  at  alL 

*Believeth  with  the  life,  the  pain  shall  stop. 
His  dam  held  different,  that  after  death 
He  both  plagti<*d  enemies  and  feasted  friends : 
Idl^  I    He  doth  His  worst  in  this  oor  life. 
Giving  just  r«s|Nte  lest  we  die  through  pain. 
Saving  last  pam  for  worst,  —  with  wnich,  an 

end. 
Meanwhile,  the  best  way  to  escape  His  ire 
Is,  not  to  seem  too  happy.     ^Sees,  himself. 
Yonder  two  flies,  with  purple  films  and  pink. 
Bask  on  the  pompion-bell  above :  kills  t>oth. 
'Sees  two  black  painf ol  beetles  roll  their  ball 
On  head  aud  tail  as  if  to  save  their  lives : 
Moves  them  the  stick  away  they  strive  to  clear. 

Even  so.  *  would  have  Him  misconceive,  suppose 
This  Caliban  strives  hard  and  ails  no  less. 
And  always,  above  all  else,  envies  Him^ ; 
Wherefore  h<*  mainly  dances  on  dark  nights, 
Moanfl  in  the  sun.  gets  nnder  holes  to  laugh. 
And  never  speaks  his  mind  save  housed  as  now  : 
Outside,  'groans,  curses.    If  He  caught  me  here, 


Overheard    this    speech,   and  askad   ''What 

chucklest  at  ?  " 
*  Would,  to  appease  Him,  out  a  fingar  oS^ 
Or  of  my  three  kid  yearlings  bum  the  best. 
Or  let  the  toothsome  apples  rot  on  tree. 
Or  push  my  tame  beast  for  the  ore  to  taste  : 
While  myself  lit  a  fire,  and  made  asoi« 
And  song  it,  *'  What  I  hate^  be  consecrate 
To  celebrate  Thee  and  Thy  state,  no  state 
For  Thee ;  what  see /or  envp  in  poor  mef^^ 
Hoping  the  wliile,  since  evils  sometimes  mead. 
Warts  rub  away  and  sores  are  cured  with  slime. 
That  some  strange  day,  will  either  the  Quiet 

catch 
And  conquer  Seteboa,  or  likelier  He 
Decrepit  may  dose,  dene,  as  good  aa  die. 


[What,  what?     A  curtain  o^er  the  world  at 

once! 
Crickets  stop  hissing ;  not  a'bird  —  or.  yes. 
There  sends  His  raven  that  has  told  Him  all ! 
It  was  fooPs  play,  this  prattling !    Ha !    The 

wind 
Shoulders  the  pillared  dust,  death's  hooae  o* 

the  move. 
And  fast  invading  fires  begin  I    White  Uaae — 
A  tree's  head  snaps  —  and  there,  there,  there, 

there,  there. 
His  thunder  follows  I    Fool  to  gibe  at  Him  I 
Lo  I    'Lieth  flat  and  loveth  Setebos ! 
'Maketh  his  teeth  meet  through  his  npner  lip, 
W^ill  let  those  quails  fiv,  will  not  eat  thia  immth 
One  little  mess  of  wheUcs,  so  he  may  'soape !] 

CONFESSIONS 

What  is  he  basing  in  m  ean  f 

**  Now  that  I  oome  to  cue. 
Do  I  view  the  world  as  a  va)e  of  tears  ?  " 

Ah,  reverend  sir,  not  1 1 

What  I  viewed  there  <mce,  what  I  view  again 

Where  the  phvrie  bottles  stand 
On  the  table's  eoge,  —  is  a  suburb  laaa. 

With  a  wall  to  my  bedside  hand. 

That  lane  sloped,  much  as  the  bottles  do. 

From  a  house  you  could  deecry 
OVr  the  garden-wall ;  is  the  eartain  blue 

Or  green  to  a  healtliy  eye  ? 


To  mine,  it  serves  for  the  old  June 

Blue  above  lane  and  wall  ; 
And  that  farthest  bottle  hOMlled  '*  Eklier  ** 

Is  the  house  overtopping  all. 

At  a  terrace,  somewhere  near  the 
There  watched  for  me,  one  June, 

A  girl :  I  know,  sir,  it 's  impn^wr. 
My  poor  mind  's  out  of  tune. 

Onlv,  there  was  a  way  .  •  .  you  crept 

Close  by  the  side,  to  dodge 
Eyra  in  the  houae,  two  eyes  exeept : 

Tliey  styled  their  house ''  The  Lodge.*' 
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WhiU  riifht  had  a  lounger  up  their  lane  ? 

But,  by  creeping:  veiy  ol<iee, 
With  the^^uoci  wallas  help, — their  eyee  mi^t 
■train 

And  stretch  themselves  to  Oes, 

Yet  nerer  oatch  her  and  me  together, 

As  she  left  the  attic,  there. 
By  the  rim  of  the  bottle  kbelled  ''  Ether," 

And  stole  from  stair  to  stair, 

And  stood  by  the  rase-wreathed  gate.    Alas, 

We  loTed,  or  —  used  to  meet : 
How  sad  and  bad  and  mad  it  was  — 

But  then,  how  it  was  sweet  1 

MAY   AND   DEATH 

Among  Browning's  companions  in  boyhood 
were  three  iSilverthomes,  consins  on  liis  mo- 
ther's side.  The  name  of  Charles  in  the  poem 
stands  for  the  more  familiar  Jim,  and  it  was  in 
remembniBoe  of  him,  the  eldest  and  most  tal* 
ented  of  the  three,  that  this  poem  was  written. 
First  pablished  in  TAe  Keepsake,  1867. 

I  WISH  that  when  yon  died  last  liav, 
Charles,  there  had  died  along  with  you 

Three  paits  of  spring's  delightful  thii^ ; 
Ay,  and,  for  me,  the  founh  part  too. 

A  foolish  thonght,  and  woise,  perfaiqm  I 
There  mast  Be  many  a  pair  of  hiends 

Who,  ann  in  arm,  deserve  the  warm 
Biooa-birtlis  and  the  long  nTsning  onds. 

So.  for  their  lake,  be  May  still  Mav  I 
Let  their  new  time,  as  miae  of  ouL 

Do  all  it  did  for  me :  I  bid 
fiweet  sights  and  sounds  th»mg  manifold. 

Oidj,  one  little  sight,  one  plant. 

Woods  have  in  May.  that  staHa  nn  green 

Save  a  sole  streak  which,  so  to  speak, 
la  spring's  Mood,  spilt  its  leaves  between,  — 

That,  they  might  spare  ;  a  certain  wood 
Mif  ht  miss  the  plant :  their  loss  were  small : 

But  I,  —  whene'er  the  leaf  grows  there, 
Its  drop  comes  from  my  heart,  that 's  all. 

DEAF  AND   DUMB 

A  GROUP   BY  WOOLNER 

Ohlt  the  prism*8  obstruction  shows  aright 
The  eeeret  of  a  sunbeam,  breaks  its  %ht 
Into  the  jeweDed  bow  from  blankest  white ; 

So  may  a  glory  from  defect  arise  ; 
Only  by  Deafness  may  the  vexed  Love  wreak 
ItH  insupprewive  sense  on  brow  and  cheek. 
Only  W  DnrobnesB  adequately  speak 

As  nivored  mouth  could  never,  thn>ngh  the 
eyes. 


PROSPICE 

Written  in  the  autumn  following  Mrs.  Brown- 
ing's death.  The  dosing  lines  intensify  the  asso- 
ciation. 

Feab  death  ?  —  to  feel  the  fog  in  my  throat. 

The  nust  in  my  face, 
When  the  snows  begin,  and  the  blasts  denote 

I  am  nearing  the  plaoe. 
The  power  of  the  night,  the  press  of  the  stonn. 

The  post  of  the  foe ; 
Where  he  stands,  the  Aroh  Fear  in  a  visible 
fonn, 
Tet  the  strong  man  must  go : 
For  the  journey  is  done  and  the  summit  at- 
tained. 
And  die  barrieis  fall. 
Though  a  battle 's  to  fight  ere  the  guerdon  be 
gained. 
The  reward  of  it  all. 
I  was  ever  a  fighter,  so —one  fight  more. 

The  best  and  the  hist  I 
I  would  hate  that  death  bandaged  my  eyes,  and 
forbore. 
And  bade  me  creep  past. 
No !  let  me  taste  the  whole  of  it,  fare  like  my 
peers 
The  heroes  of  old. 
Bear  the  brunt,  in  a  minute  pay  glad  life's 


Of  pain,  darkness  and  cold. 
For  sudden  the  wotst  turns  the  beat  to  the 
brave. 
The  black  minute 's  at  end. 
And  the  elemente'  rage,  the  fiend<^oiees  that 
rave, 
Shall  dwindle,  shaU  Uend, 
Shall  change,  shall  become  first  a  peaee  out  of 
paiuj 
Then  a  light,  then  thy  brssst, 
O  thou  soul  of  my  soul  I    I  shall  dasp  thee 
again. 
And  with  God  be  the  rest ! 


EURYDICE  TO  ORPHEUS 

A  PICTURE  BY  LEIGHTON 

First  published,  without  metrical  divirions,  in 
the  Eoyal  Academy  Catakgut,  1864. 

But  give  them  me,  the  mouth,  the  eyes,  the 

orowl 
I^t  them  onoe  more  absorb  me  I     One  look 
now 
Will  lap  me  round  forever,  not  to  pasa 
Out  of  ita  light,  though  darkness  lie  Woad : 
Hold  me  but  safe  again  within  the  bond 

Of  one  immortal  look  !    All  woe  that  was, 
Fonotten,  and  aU  terror  that  may  be. 
Defied,  —  no  past  is  mine*  no  fntnre :  look  at 
me  I 
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YOUTH  AND  ART 

It  onoe  misrht  hare  been,  onoe  only : 

We  lodged  in  a  street  together. 
You,  a  sparrow  on  the  honaetop  lonely, 

I,  a  lone  she-bird  of  his  feather. 

Y'our  trade  was  with  sticks  and  olav, 
Yuu  thumbed,  thrust,  patted  ana  nolished, 

Then  laughed  "  They  will  see  some  day 
>.mith  made,  and  Gibson  demolished.*' 

My  businiMS  was  song,  song,  song ; 

I  chirped,  cheeped,  trill^  ana  twittered, 
"  Kate  Brown  *s  on  the  boards  ere  long. 

And  Griai's  existence  embittered  !  " 

I  earned  no  more  by  a  warble 
Than  yon  by  a  sketch  in  plaster ; 

You  wanted  a  piece  of  marble, 
I  needed  a  mnsic-master. 

We  studied  hard  in  our  styles. 
Chipped  each  at  a  crust  like  Hindoos, 

For  air,  looked  out  on  the  tiles. 
For  fun,  watched  each  other's  windows. 

You  lounged,  like  a  boy  of  the  South, 
Cap  and  blouse  —  nay,  a  bit  of  beard  too ; 

Oryou  got  it,  rubbing  your  mouth 
With  fingers  the  clay  adhered  to. 

And  I  — soon  managed  to  find 

Weak  Doints  in  the  flower-fence  facing, 
Was  forced  to  put  up  a  blind 

And  be  safe  m  my  oorset-iacing. 

No  harm  I    It  was  not  my  fault 
If  yon  never  turned  yonr  eye's  tail  up 

As  I  shook  upon  E  in  a//.. 
Or  ran  the  chromatic  scale  up : 

For  spring  bade  tbe  sparrows  pair. 
And  the  boys  and  girls  gave  gruesKS, 

And  stalls  in  our  street  looked  rare 
With  bulrush  and  watercresses. 

Why  did  not  you  pinch  a  flower 

In  a  pellet  of  clay  and  fling  it  ? 
AVhy  did  not  I  put  a  power 

Of  thanks  in  a  look,  or  sing  it  ? 

I  did  look,  sharp  as  a  lynx, 

(And  yet  the  memory  rankles,) 
When  models  arrived,  some  minx 

Tripped  np-stairs,  she  and  her  ankles. 


But  I  think  I  gave  vou  as  good  I 
**  That  foreigii  fellow,  —  who  can  know 

How  she  pays,  in  a  playful  mood. 
For  his  tuning  her  tliat  piano  ?  " 

Could  you  say  so,  and  never  say, 

**  Suppose  we  join  hands  and  fortunes. 

And  I  fetch  her  from  over  the  wav. 
Her,  piano,  and  long  tunes  and  short  tone 


»» 


? 


No,  no :  you  would  not  be  rash. 
Nor  I  lasher  and  something  over : 

Ton  've  to  settle  ^et  Gibson's  hash, 
And  Grisi  yet  kves  in  clover. 

But  you  meet  the  Prince  at  the  Board, 

I  'm  queen  myself  at  haU^pari^ 
I  've  married  a  rich  old  lord. 

And  you  're  dubbed  knight  and  an  R.  A« 

Each  life  unfulfilled,  you  see ; 

It  hangs  still,  patchy  and  scr^mv- : 
We  have  not  signed  deep,  laughed  free. 

Starved,  f  earted,  deapatred,  —  been  h^ipy 

And  nobody  calls  you  a  dunce. 

And  people  suppose  me  clever: 
This  could  but  have  happened  onee. 

And  we  missed  it,  lost  it  forever. 


A  FACE 

Ir  one  could  have  that  little  head  of  hers 
Painted  upon  a  background  of  pale  gold. 
Such  as  the  Tuscan's  early  art  prefers  I 
No  shade  encroaching  on  the  matchless  mould 
Of  those  two  lips,  which  should  be  opening  soft 
In  the  pure  profile ;  not  as  when  she  laughs. 
For  that  spoils  all :  but  rather  as  if  aloft 
Yon  hyacinth,  she  loves  so,  leaned  its  staff's 
Burden  of  honey-colored  buds  to  kiss 
And  capture  *twixt  the  lips  ap^rt  for  this. 
Then  her  lithe  neck,  three  nngers  might  soi^ 

round. 
How  it  should  waver  on  the  pale  gold  ground 
Up  to  the  fruit- shaped,  perfect  chin  it  lifts ! 
I  know,  Correggio  loves  to  mass,  in  rifis 
Of  heaven,  his  an|rel  faces,  orb  on  orb 
Breaking  its  outlme,  burning  shades  abaorb  : 
But  these  are  only  masMd  there,  I  should  think. 
Waiting  to  see  some  wonder  momently 
Grow  out,  stand  full,  fade  slow  against  the  sky 
(That 's  the  pale  ground  yon  'd  see  this  sweet 

face  by), 
All  heaven,  meanwhile,  condensed  into  one 
Which  fean  to  lose  the  wonder,  should 


'  one  eve 
it  wink. 


A    LIKENESS 


SoMK  people  hang  portraits  op 
In  a  room  where  they  dine  or  sup : 
And  the  wife  clinks  tea-things  under. 
And  her  cousin,  he  stirs  his  cup. 
Asks,  ''  Who  was  the  lady,  I  wonder  f  '* 
**  'T  is  a  daub  John  bought  at  a  sale," 
Quoth  the  wife,  —  looks  black  as  thunder. 
**  What  a  shade  beneath  her  nose  I 
Snuff -taking,  I  suppose,"  — 
Adds  the  cousin,  wnile  John's  oonis  aiL 

Or  else,  there  's  no  wife  in  the  case. 

But  the  (kortrait  's  queen  of  the  plaeet 

Alone  'mid  the  other  spoils 

(K  youth,  — ;  masks,  gloves  and  foils, 

And  pipe-sticks,  rose,  ehenr-trse,  iandae. 

And  the  long  whip,  the  tanaem^asber. 
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And  the  east  from  a  fist  C*  not,  alas  I  mine, 
Bnt  my  roaster'i,  the  Tipton  Slasher  ^*), 
And  the  eards  where  inatol-haUs  mark  aoe, 
And  a  latin  shoe  uses  for  cipir-oaee, 
And  the  ehamoie-homs  (*^shot  in  the  Chah- 

And  prints  —  Rarey  drumming  on  Cruiser, 

And  Sayers,  our  ohampion,  the  bruiaer, 

And  the  little  edition  of  Rabelais : 

Where  a  friend,  with  both  hands  in  his  poekecs. 

May  saunter  up  close  to  examine  it. 

And  remark  a  good  deal  of  Jane  Lamb  in  it, 

^*'  But  the  eyes  are  half  out  of  their  sockets ; 

That  hair  's  not  so  bad,  where  the  gloss  is, 

Bnt  they  *ve  made  the  girl^s  nose  a  proboscis : 

Jane  Liunb,  that  we  danced  with  at  Vichy  I 

\Vhat,isnotsheJane?    Then,  who  is  she  ?  " 

All  that  I  own  is  a  print, 
An  etching,  a  mezzotint ; 
^T  is  a  study,  a  fancy,  a  fiction, 
Tet  a  fact  (take  ray  conviction) 
Because  it  has  more  than  a  hint 
Of  a  certain  face,  I  never 
Saw  elsewhere  touch  ur  trace  of 
In  women  I  Ve  seen  the  face  of  : 
Just  an  etching,  and,  so  far,  olever. 

I  keep  my  prints,  an  imbroglio. 
Fifty  m  one  portiolio. 
When  somebody  tries  my  claret. 
We  torn  round  chain  to  the  fire. 
Chirp  over  days  in  a  garret, 
Chnokla  o'er  increase  of  salary. 
Taste  the  good  fruits  of  our  leisure, 
Talk  about  ]>enoil  and  lyre. 
And  the  National  Portrait  Gallery : 
Then  I  exhibit  my  treasure. 
After  we  We  turned  over  twenty, 
And  the  debt  of  wonder  my  crony  owes 
Is  paid  to  my  Mare  Antonios^ 
He  stops  me  —  *'  Feitina  lenie  J 
What  ^s  that  sweet  thing  there,  the  etching  ?  " 
How  my  waistcoat-strings  want  stretching, 
How  my  cheeks  grow  red  as  tomatoes. 
How  my  heart  mpa  I    But  hearts,  after  lea|Mi, 
ache. 

**  By  the  by,  you  mnat  take,  for  a  keepMkke, 

That  other,  yon  praised,  of  Volpato*s.  ' 

The  fool  I  would  he  try  a  fii^t  further  and 

say — 
He  never  saw,  never  before  to-day. 
What  was  able  to  take  his  breath  away, 
A  face  to  lose  youth  for,  to  occupy  age 
With  the  dream  of,  meet  death  with,  —  why, 

I  *U  not  engage 
Bnt  that,  half  in  a  rapture  and  half  in  a  rage, 
I  shouM  toss  him  the  thing's  self  -  '^  T  ia  only 

a  duplicate, 
A  thing  of  no  value  I    Tkke  it,  I  aupplicate  1 " 

MR.  SLUDGE,  "THE   MEDIUM  ♦' 

Mr.  D.  D.  Home,  an  American  spiritualist, 
attracted  much  attention  in  the  circle  in  which 
Mr*  and  Mn.  Browning  lived  in  Florence. 


Now,  don't,  sir  1    Don't  expoae  me  I    Jnat  thia 

once  I 
This  was  the  first  and  only  time,  I  '11  swear,  — 
Look  at  me.  —  see,  I  kneel,  —  the  only  time, 
I  swear,  I  ever  cheated,  —  yes,  by  the  soul 
Of  Her  who  hears  —  (your  sainted  mother,  sir  I) 
All,  except  this  last  accident,  was  truth  — 
This  litde  Idnd  of  slip !  —  aiul  even  this. 
It  was  jrourown  wine,  sir,  the  good  champagne, 
(I  took  it  for  Catawba,  you  're  so  kind,) 
Which  put  the  foUy  in  my  head ! 

"Get  up?" 
Ton  still  inflict  on  me  that  terrible  face  ? 
You  show  no  mercy  ?  —  Not  for  Her  dear  sake. 
The  sainted  spirit's,  whose  soft   breath  even 

now 
Blows  on  my  cheek  —  (don't  yon  feel  something, 

sir?) 
Ton  'U  teU  ? 

Go  tell,  then  1    Who  the  devil  oaiea 
What  such  a  rowdy  ohoosee  to  .  .  . 

Aie— aie — aie  t 
Please,  sir  t  your  thnmbs  are  through  my  wind- 

pipe,  sirl 
Ch-^l 

Well,  sir,  I  hope  yon  've  done  it  now  I 
Oh  Lord  I    I  uttle  thought,  sir,  yesterday. 
When  your  departed  mother  spoke  those  words 
Of  peace  throngh  me,  and  moved  yon,  sir,  so 

much. 
Ton  gave  me  —  (vesy  kind  it  was  of  von) 
These  shirt-studs  —  (better  take    tnem    back 

■Ipain, 
Please,  sir)  —  yes,  little  did  I  think  so  soon 
A  trifle  of  trick,  all  throngh  a  ^aas  too  mveh 
Of  his  own  champagne,  would  change  my  bast 

of  friends 
Into  an  angry  gentleman  t 

Though,  't  was  wrong. 
I  don't  contest  the  point ;  your  anger 's  just: 
Whatever  put  such  foUy  in  my  head, 
I  know  't  was  wicked  of  me.    There 's  a  thick 
Dusk  undeveloped  spirit  (I  've  observed) 
Owes  me  a  gmoge  —  a  negro's,  I  should  say. 
Or  else  an  Irish  emigrant's :  yourself 
^rplained  the  case  so  well  ust  Sunday,  sir. 
When  we  had  summoned  Franklin  to  clear  up 
A  point  about  those  shares  i'  the  telegraph : 
Ay,  and  he  swore  ...  or  might  it  be  Tom 

Paine?  .  .  . 
Thumping  the  table  dose  by  where  I  eronohed, 
Rb  'd  do  me  soon  a  mischief :   that 's  come 

true  I 
Why,  now  your  face  elean  I     I  waa  sure  it 

wonldl 
Then,  this  one  time  .  .  .  don't  take  your  hand 

away, 
Thronoh  yours  I  snrely  kiss  your  mother's 

nana  .  .  . 
Ton  11  promise  to  foigive  me  ?  —  or,  at  least. 
Tell  nobody  of  this?    Consider,  sir  t 
What  harm  can  mercy  do  ?     Wonld  bnt  the 

shade 
Of  tlie  venerable  dead-one  just  vouchsafe 
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A  rap  or  tip !    What  bit  of  paper  's  here  ? 
Sappoee  we  take  a  pencil,  let  her  write. 
Make  the  least  sign,  she  axges  on  her  cnild 
Foi^Teneeg?    There  now  I   £h?   Oh  I    Twas 

your  foot. 
And  not  a  natural  creak,  sir  ? 

Answer,  then  I 
Onoe,  twice,  thrice  .  .  .  see,  I  *m  waiting  to 

say  "  thrice  I  " 
All  to  no  use  ?    No  sort  of  hope  for  me  ? 
It  *s  all  to  post  to  Greeley^s  newspaper  ? 

What  ?    If  I  told  yon  all  about  the  tricks  ? 
Upon  my  soul  I  —  the  whole  truth,  and  naught 

else. 
And  how  there  *s  been  some  falsehood — for 

your  part. 
Will  Tou  engage  to  pay  m^  passage  out. 
And  hold  yuur  tongue  until  I  ^m  safe  on  board  ? 
England  ^s  the  place,  not  Boston  —  no  offence  I 
I  see  what  makes  you  hesitate :  donH  fear  I 
I  mean  to  change  ray  trade  and  cheat  no  more, 
Yes»  this  tirae  really  it 's  upon  my  soul ! 
Be  my  salvation  I  —  under  Heaven,  of  course. 
1 11  teU  some  aueer  things.    ^>izty  V^s  must  do. 
A  trifle,  thougn,  to  start  with  I  We  ^11  refer 
The  question  to  this  table  ? 

How  you  *re  changed ! 
Then  split  the  difference ;  thirty  more,  we  *11  sav. 
Ay,  hut  you  leave  my  presents!      Else   111 

swear 
'Twas  all  through  those:    you  wanted  yours 

agam. 
So,  picked  a  quarrel  with  me,  to  get  them 

back! 
Tread  on  a  worm,  it  turns,  sir  I    If  I  turn. 
Tour  fault !     *T  is   you  *11   have  forced   me  I 

Who 's  obliged 
To  give  up  life  yet  try  no  self-defence  ? 
At  all  events,  I  ^U  run  the  risk.    Eh  ? 

Done! 
May  I  sit,  nr  ?    This  dear  old  table,  now ! 
Please,  sir,  a  parting  eggnog  and  cigar  I 
I  Ve  been  so  happy  with  you  I     Nice  stuffed 

chairs. 
And  sympathetic  sideboards ;  what  an  end 
To  all  the  instructive  evenings !     (It 's  alight.) 
Well,  nothing  lasts,  as  Bacon  came  and  said. 
Here  goes,  —  but  keep  your  temper,  or  I  ^11 

scream! 

Fol-loUhi^rido-Uddle-iddle^l ! 

Ton  see,  sir,  it*s  your  own  fault  more  than 

mine; 
It  *s  ail  your  fault,  you  curious  gentlefolk  I 
Yon  *re  prigs,  —  excuse  me,  —  like  to  look  so 

So  clever,  while  von  cling  by  half  a  claw 

To  the  perch  whereon  yon  puff  yourselves  at 

roost, 
Sueh  pieoe  of  self^xmoeit  as  serves  for  perch 
Because  yon  chose  it,  so  it  must  be  safe. 
Oh,  otherwise  you  *re  sharp  enough  I    Ton  spy 
Who  slips,  who  slides,  who  holds  by  help  of 

wing. 


Wanting  real  foothold,  —  who  can't  keep  up- 
right 
On  the  other  perch,  your  neighbor  chose,  not 

you: 
There  8  no  outwitting  you  respecting  him! 
For   instance,    men   love   money  —  that,    yoa 

know  — 
And  what  men  do  to  gain  it  j  well,  suppose 
A  poor  lad,  say  a  help*s  son  in  your  house. 
Listening  at  kevholes,  hears  the  company 
Talk  grand  of  dollars,  V-notes,  and  so  f  ortk, 
How  hard  thev  are  to  get,  how  good  to  hold. 
How  much  tney  buy, — if,  suddenly,  in  pops 

he  — 
"  1  *ve  prot  a  V-note ! "  —  what  do  you  say  to 

him? 
What  *8  your  first  word  which  follows  your  last 

kick? 
*' Where  did  you  steal  it,  rascal?"    That'sbe- 

cause 
He  finds  you,  fain  would  fool  yon,  off  your 

perch. 
Not  on  the  special  piece  of  nonsense,  sir. 
Elected  your  parade-ground :  let  him  trpr 
Lies  to  the  end  of  Uie  list,  —  *'  He  picked  it 

up. 
His  cousin  died  and  left  it  him  by  will. 
The  President  flung  it  to  him,  riaing^  bv. 
An  actress  trucked  it  for  a  curl  of  his  hair. 
He  dreamed  of  luck  and  found  his  shoe  en- 
riched. 
He  dug  up  clay,  and  out  of  clay  made  gold  **  — 
How  would  you  treat  such  possibilities ! 
Would  not  ^ou,  prompt,  investigate  the  case 
With  cowhide  ?     Lies,  lies,  lies,"  you  M  shout : 

and  why  ? 
Which  of  the  stories  might  not  prove  mere 

truth? 
This  last,  perhaps,  that  clay  was  turned  to 

coin! 
Let 's  see,  now,  give  him  me  to  speak  for  him  I 
How  many  of  your  rare  philosophers. 
In  plaguy  books  I  *ve  had  to  dip  into, 
Beueved  gold  could   be   made   thus,  saw   it 

made. 
And  made  it  ?    Oh,  with  such  philoao^en 
You  *re  on  your  best  behavior  1       While  the 

lad  — 
With  him,  in  a  trice,  von  settle  likelihoods. 
Nor  doubt  a  moment  now  he  got  his  prise : 
In  his  case,  yon  hear,  judge  and  execute. 
All  in  a  breath :  so  would  most  men  of  sei 


But  let  the  same  lad  hear  you  talk  as  grand 
At  the  same  keyhole,  you  and  company. 
Of  signs  and  wonders,  the  invisible  world  ; 
How  wisdom  scouts  our  vulgar  unbelief 
More  than  our  vnlgarest  credulity ; 
How  good  men  have  desired  to  see  a  B[host^ 
What  Johnson  used  to  say,  what  Wesley  did. 
Mother    Goom»    thought,    and    fiddle-diddle- 

dee  *  — ^ 
If  he  break  in  with,  "  Sir.  Isaw  a  ghost!*' 
Ah,  the  ways  change !     He  finds  yon  perehed 

and  prim ; 
It  *8  a  conceit  of  yours  that  ghosts  may  be : 
There  *s  no  talk  now  of  cowhide.    *'  Tell  it  oat  f 
Don'tfearas!    Take  your  time  and  reooUeel! 
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Sit  down  first :  try  a  glaas  of  wine^  my  boy  I 
And,  Davidf  ^  not  that  vour  Cbratiaa  name  ?) 
Of  all  things,  should  this  happen  twice  —  it 

may  — 
Be   sore,   while   fresh   in   mind,   yon  let   us 

know  I " 
lloes  the  boy  blunder,  blurt  out  this,  blab  that, 
Break  down  in  the  other,  as  beginnen  will  ? 
All's    candor,    all's    eousiderateness*— '*  No 

haste! 
Pause  and  collect  yourself  1    We  understand  I 
That's  the  bad  memory,  or  the  natural  shock, 
Or  the  unexplained  phenomena  J  " 

Ekad, 
The   boy  takes  heart  of  grace;  finds,  never 

fear. 
The  readiest  way  to  ope  your  own  heart  wide, 
Sh<rw — what  I  call  your  peacock-perch,  pet 

post 
To  strut,  and  spread  the  tail,  and   squawk 

upon! 
**Just  as  you  thought,  much  as  you  might 

expect  I 
There  be  more  things  in  hearen  and  earth, 

Horatio."  ... 
And  so  on.    Snail  not  David  take  the  hint, 
Qrow  bolder,  stroke  you  down  at  quickened 

rate? 
If  he  ruffle  a  feather,  it 's  "  Gently,  patiently  I 
Manifestations  are  so  weak  at  first ! 
Doubting,  moreover,  kills  them,  cuts  all  short. 
Cores  with  a  vengeance  I " 

Tliere,  sir,  that 's  your  stvle  ! 
Yon  and  your  boy  —  such  pains  bestowea  on 

him. 
Or  any  headpiece  of  the  average  worth. 
To  teach,  aay,Greek,  would  perfect  him  apace. 
Make  him  a  rerson  0^ Poison?"  thank  yon, 

sir  I) 
Mudi  more,  proficient  in  the  art  of  lies. 
Ton  never  leave  the  lesson  I    Fire  alight. 
Catch   jou   permitting   it   to   die  I      You  've 

friends; 
There 's  no  withholding  knowledge,  —  least  from 

those 
Apt  to  look  elsewhere  for  their  souls'  supply : 
Why  should  not  you  parade  your  lawful  prize  ? 
Who  finds  a  picture,  digs  a  medal  up. 
Hits  on  a  fint  edition,  ~  he  hencwforth 
Qivea  it  his  name,  grows  notable :   how  much 

more. 
Who  ferrets  out  a  *' medium"?     *' David's 

^oun. 
You  highly-favored  man  ?    Then,  pity  souls 
Less  privileged  I     Allow  us  share  your  luck  !  " 
So,  Lwvid  holds  the  circle,  rules  the  roast. 
Narrates  the  vision,  peeps  in  the  glass  ball, 
Sets-Co  the  spirit^writing,  hears  the  rape. 
As  the  case  may  be. 

Now  mark  !    To  be  precise  — * 
Though  I  say,  ''  lies "  all  these,  at  this  first 

stage, 
*T  u  just  for  science'  sake :  I  call  such  grubs 
By  the  name  of  what  they  *11  turn  to,  dragon- 
flies. 


Strictly  it 's  what  good  people  style  untruth  ; 
But  yet,  so  far,  not  quite  the  full-grown  thing : 
It's  fancying,  fable-making,  nonsense-work  — 
What  never  meant  to  be  so  very  bad  — 
The  knack  of  story-telling,  brightening  up 
Each  dull  old  bit  of  fact  that  drops  its  shine. 
One  does  see  somewhat  when  one  shuts  one's 

eyes. 
If  only  spots  and  streaks ;  tables  do  tip 
In  the  oddest  way  of  themselves:   and  pens, 

good  Lord, 
Who  knows  if  you  drive  them  or  they  drive 

you? 
'T  is  but  a  foot  in  the  water  and  out  again  ; 
Not  that  duck-under  which  decides  your  dive. 
Note  this,  for  it 's  important :  listen  why. 


I  '11  prove,  von  push  on  David  till  he  dives 
tne  snii 
now: 


And  ends 


ivering.    Here  's  your  circle. 


Two-thirds  of  them,  with  heads  like  you  their 

host. 
Turn  up  their  eyes,  and  cry,  as  you  expect, 
**  Lord,  who  'd  have  thought  it  I "   But  there 's 

always  one 
Looks  wise,  oompaasionately  smiles,  submits, 
"  Of  your  veracity  no  kind  of  doubt. 
But  —  do  you  feef  so  certain  of  that  boy's  ? 
Really,  I  wonder  t    I  coirfess  myself 
More  chary  of   my  faith  I "    That 's  galling, 

sir! 
What,  he  the  investicntor,  he  the  sage. 
When  all 's  done  ?    Then,  you  just  have  shut 

your  eyes. 
Opened  your  mouth,  and  grolped  down  David 

whole. 
Yon  1    Terrible  were  such  catastrophe ! 
So,  evidence  is  redoubled,  doubled  amin. 
And  doubled  besides ;  onoe  more,  **He  heard, 

we  heard. 
Yon  and  they  heard,  your  mother  and  your 

wife, 
Your  children  and  the  stranger  in  your  gates : 
Did  they  or  did  they  not?  "    So  mn^  for 

him. 
The  black  sheep,  guest  without  the  wedding- 

garb, 
The  doubting  Thomas !    Now 's  your  turn  to 

crow : 
"  He 's  kind  to  think  you  such  a  fool  :  Sludge 

cheats  ? 
Leave  you  alone  to  take  precautions !  " 

Straight 
The  rest  join  chorus.    Thomas  stands  abashed. 
Sips  silent  some  such  beverage  as  this. 
Considers  if  it  be  harder,  shotting  eyes 
And  gulping  David  in  good  fellowship. 
Than  go«ng  ehwwhere,  getting,  in  excLuige, 
With  no  eggnog  to  lubricate  the  food. 
Some  just  as  toiwh  a  morsel.    Over  the  way. 
Holds  Captain  Sparks  his  court :  is  it  better 

there? 
Have  not  yon  hnnting^tories,  scalping  scenes. 
And  Mexican  War  exploits  to  swallow  plump 
If  yon  'd  be  free  o'  the  stove-side,  rocking- 

ohair. 
And  trio  of  affable  dangfaters? 
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Donlit  sneoambs  I 
Vietorj  I    All  toot  eirole  's  jonn  a^;aiii ! 
Oat  off  the  dnboiiiflr  off  tubmiflriTe  wits, 
David's  perfformaiiee  roandi,  each  omnk  gets 

patohed| 
Eyery  protmsion  off  a  point 's  filed  fine. 
All 's  nt  to  set  a-rollinir  round  Um  world. 
And  then  retain  to  David  finally. 
Lies  seTSB  feet  thiok  aboat  his  nist  halff-uioh. 
Here 's  a  choioe  birth  o'  the  saperaatoral. 
Poor  David's  pledged  to!     xoa've  employed 

no  toc4 
That  law  exclaims  at,  aave  the  devil's  own, 
Tet  screwed  him  into  henoefforth  galling  yoa 
To  the  top  o'  yonr  bent,  —  all  out  off  one  halff- 

lief 

Ton  hold,  iff  there 's  one  halff  or  a  hnndredth 

part 
Off  a  lie,  that 's  his  ffanlt,  — his  be  the  penalty  I 
I  dare  sa^ !    Ton  'd  prove  firmer  in  his  place  ? 
Toa'd  mid   the  ooorage,  —  that  fiist  florry 

over. 
That  mild  bit  off  romancing-work  at  end,  — 
To  interpose  with  **  It  gets  serious,  this ; 
Most  wtop  here.    Sir,  I  saw  no  ghost  at  alL 
Infform  yonr  ffriends  I  made  .  .  •  well,  ffools 

off  them, 
And  ffonnd  yon  ready  made.    I've  lived   in 

clover 
These  three  weeks:  take  it  out  in  kicks  off 

mel" 
I  doabt  it.    Ask  yonr  oonscienoe  I    Let  me 

know. 
Twelve  months  hence,  with  how  ffew  embellish- 
ments 
Ton  've  told  almighty  Boston  off  this  pasMse 
Of  arms  between  ns,  vonr  first  taste  o'  the  ffoO 
From  Sludge  who  ooiud  not  ffenoe,  sir  I    Sludge, 

your  bov  I 
I  lied,  sir,  —  there  I    I  got  up  ffrom  my  gorge 
On  offal  in  the  gutter,  imd  prefferred 
Tour  canvas'bsicks :  I  took  their  carver's  sixe, 
Measured  his  modicum  off  intelli^nce. 
Tickled  him  on  the  cockles  off  his  heart 
With  a  raven  ffeather,  and  next  week  ffonnd 

myaelff 
Sweet  and    dean,    dining    daintily,    dixened 


Set  on  a  stool  buttressed  by  ladies'  knees, 
Every  sofft  smiler  calling  me  her  pet. 
Encouraging  mv  stoi^  to  uncoil 
And  creep  out  from  its  hole,  inch  after  inch, 
**  How  last  night,  I  no  sooner  snug  in  bed, 
Tucked  up.  just  as  they  lefft  me,  — than  came 

raps  I 
While  a  Ught  whisked  "...  «*Shaped  some- 
what like  a  star  ?  " 
*'  Well,  like  some  sort  off  stars,  ma'am."  —  "  So 

we  thought ! 
And  any  voice ?     Not  yet?    Try  hard,  next 

time. 
Iff  you  can't  hear  a  voice  j  we  think  you  may : 
At  least,  the  Pennsylvanian  *  mediums '  did." 
Oh,  next  time  oomes  the  voice !    **  Just  as  we 
^•'nied!" 

le  hopers  proud  now,  pleased,  profuse 
ral  acknowledgment  ? 


Offconne! 
So,  off  we  pushf  iUy-oh-yo,  trim  the  boat, 
On  we  sweep  with  a  cataract  ahead, 
We  're  midway  to  the  HorM-shoe  :  stop,  who 

can. 
The  dance  off  bubbles  gay  about  our  prow  I 
Experiences  become  worth  waiting  ffor. 
Spirits  now  speak  up,  tell  their  inmost  mind. 
And  compliment  the  ^'  medium  "  proper^. 
Concern  themselves  about  his  Sunday  coat. 
See  rings  on  his  hand  with   plessore.     Ask 

yonrselff 
How  you  'd  receive  a  course  off  treats  like  these  I 
Why,  take  the  quietest  hack  and  stall  him  up. 
Cram  him  with  com  a  month,  then  out  with 

him 
Among  his  mates  on  a  briflrht  April  mom. 
With  the  turff  to  tread ;  see  iff  yon  find  or  no 
A  caper  in  him,  iff  he  bucks  or  bolts ! 
Much  more  a  youth  whose  ffancies  sprout  as 

rank 
As   toadstool-clump  from   melon-bed.      'T  is 

soon, 
"Sirrah,  ^ou  spirit,  come,  go,  fetch  and  carry, 
Bead,  write,  rap,  rub-«rdub,  and  hang  your- 

selffi" 
I  'm  spared  all  ffurthertronble ;  all 's  arranged ; 
Tour  eirde  does  my  business :  I  mav  rave 
Like  an  epileptic  dervish  in  tne  books. 
Foam,  flinflp  myselff  flat,  rend  my  clothes  to 

shreds: 
No  matter :  lovers,  friends  and  conatrymen 
Will  lay  down  spiritual  laws,  read  wron^  tbings 

right 
By  the  rale  o'  reverse.    Iff  Francis  Verulam 
Stjrles  himself  Bacon,  spells  the  name  beside 
With  a  y  and  a  Jb,  sa^  he  drew  breath  in  Tork. 
Gave  up^  the  ghost  in  Wales  when  Groniwell 

reigned, 
(As,  sir,  we  somewhat  ffear  he  was  apt  to  say. 
Before  1  found  the  useful  book  that  knows)  — 
Why,  what  harm 's  done  ?    The  circle  aidlea 

apace, 
"  It  was  not  Bacon,  after  all,  you  see  I 
We  understand  j  the  trick  's  but  m^oinl : 
Such  snirits'  individuality 
Is  hard  to  put  in  evidence :  they  incline 
To  gibe  and  jeer,  those  undeveloped  sorts. 
Ton  see,  their  worid  's  much  Hke  a  jail  broke 

loose. 
While  this  of  ours  renuunsshnt,  bolted,  barred. 
With  a  single  window  to  it.    Sludge,  our  ffriend. 
Serves  as  Uus  window,  whether  thin  or  thick. 
Or  stained  or  stainless ;  he 's  the  medium-pane 
Through  which,  to  see  us  and  be  seen,  they 

peep: 
They  crowd  each  other,  hustle  for  a  chance. 
Tread  on  their   nei^bor's  kibes,  play  tricks 

enough  1 
Does  Bacon,  tired  of  waiting,  swerve  aside? 
Up  in  hb  place  jumps  Bainum  —  *I'm  your 


I  'U  answer  you  for  Bacon  1 '  Try  once  more  t " 

Orekeit's-'^Wliat's  a  'medium*?    He*s 

a  means. 
Good,  bad,  indifferent,  still  the  only  means 
Spirits  can  speak  by ;  he  may  misconoeive. 
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Stutter  and  atammtr,  —he  *■  their  Shidge  and 

drodge. 
Take  lum  or  uuTe  him ;  they  most  hoU  their 


Or  eke.  pat  np  with  hAving  knowledipe  etnuiied 
To  helf-eziireirion  through  his  ignonuioe. 
Seppoee,  toe  epirit  Beethoven  wants  to  shed 
New  mnaic  he 's  brimf nl  of  ;  why,  he  tarns 
The  handle  of  this  orpui,  grinds  with  Sludge, 
And  what  he  poored  in  at  the  month  o*  Uie 

miU 
As  a  Thirty-third  Sonata,  (fancy  now !) 
Comes  from  the  hopper  as  bran-new  Slodge, 

nanght  else, 
The  Shakers*  Usrmn  in  G,  with  a  natural  F, 
Or  the  *  Stan  and  Stripes  *  set  to  oonseoutiTe 

fourths.*' 

Sir,  where  *s  the  aorape  you  did  not  help  me 

through, 
Tou  that  are  wise?    And  for  the  fools,  the 

folk 
>Mio  came  to  see,  —  the  gaests,  (obsenre  that 

wr>rd  !) 
Pray  do  you  find  guests  criticise  your  wine. 


Your  funiture,  yonr  grammar,  or  your  noee  9 
Then^whf   your   "medium'*?     What's  the 
difference  ? 


Prore  Tonr  madeira  red-ink  and  gamboge,  — 
Your  Sludge   a  cheat— then,  somelxKly  *8  a 

goose 
For  Taunting   both  as  genuine.    "  Guests !  *' 

Don't  fear  I 
They'll  make  a  wry  face,  nor   too  much  of 

that. 
And  leave  you  in  your  glory. 

**  No,  sometimes 
They  doubt  and  say  as  much !  "    Ay,  doubt 

they  do  I 
And    what's  the   consequence?    "Of  course 

they  doubt"  — 
(You  triumph)  —  "  that  explains  the  hitch  at 

onoef 
Doubt  P5Med  our  *  medium,*  puddled  his  pure 

mind  ; 
He  gave  them  book  their  rubbish :  pitch  chaff 

in. 
Could  flour  come  out  o'  the  hooest  mill  ?  "    So, 

prompt 
Applaud  the  faithful :  eases  flock  in  point, 
"  How,  when  a  mocker  willed  a  *  medium  *  cnoe 
Should  name  a  spirit  Jsmes  whose  name  was 

Oeoff^pe, 
*  James,*  cned  the  *  medium,*  —  *t  wss  the  test 

^tmthl*' 
In  short,  a  hit  proves  much,  a  miss  proves  more. 
Does  this  convince?    The  better :  doee  it  faU? 
Time  for  the  double-shotted  broadside,  then  — 
The  grand  means,  last  resource.     Look  black 

and  big ! 
"Yoa   style   us  idiots,  therefore  —  why  stop 

short? 
Aceompliees  in  nsoality :  this  we  hear 
In  our  own  house,  from  our  invited  guest 
Foond  brave  enoogli  to  oatrage  a  poor  boy 
Krposed  by  our  good  faith !    Have  yoa  been 

heard? 


Now,  then,  hear  us ;  one  man  *s  not  qnite  worth 

twelve. 
You  see  a  cheat  ?   Hen 's  some  twelve  see  an 

BAM     ■ 
■■■    ■ 

Excuse  me  if  I  calculate :  good  day  I  *' 

Out  slinks  the  skeptio,  all  the  laughs  explode. 

Sludge  waves  his  £2  m  triumph ! 

Or  —  he  don't. 
There's  something  in  real  truth  (expbin  who 

can!) 
One  casts  a  wistful  ere  at,  like  the  horse 
Who  mopes   beneaui   stuffed   hay-racks  and 

won't  mnnoh 
Because  he  spies  a  com-bag:  hang  that  truth. 
It  spoils  all  dainties  proffered  in  its  place ! 
I  've  felt  at  times  when,  cockered,  coeseted 
And  coddled  bv  the  aforeaaid  company. 
Bidden  enjo^  their  bullying,  —  never  fear. 
But  o'er  their  shoulders  spit  at  the  flying  man,  — 
I  've  felt  a  child  ;  only,  a  fractions  chud 
That,  dandled  soft  by  nurse,  aunt,  grandmother. 
Who  keep  him  from  the  kennel,  sun  and  wind. 
Good  fun  and  wholesome  mud,  —  enjoined  be 

sweet. 
And  comely  and  superior,  —  eyes  aakance 
The  ragged  sons  o*  the  ^tter  at  their  game. 
Fain  would  be  down  with  them  i*  the  thick  o' 

the  filth, 
Making  dirt-pies,  langhing  free,  speaking  plain. 
And  calling  grannr  the  gray  old  cat  she  is. 
I  *ve  felt  a  spite,  I  say,  at  yon,  at  them. 
Hoggings  and  humbug — gnashed  my  teeth  to 

mark 
A  decent  dog  pass  I    It  *8  too  bad,  I  say, 
a  scnil  so ! 


Ruining 


But  what  *s  "  so,'*  what's  fixed. 
Where  may  one  stop  ?    Nowhere  1    The  cheat- 
ing *&  mused 
Out  of  the  lying,  softlj  and  surely  span 
To  just  your  length,  sv  I  I'd  stop  soon  enon^: 
But  you're  for  progress.    **All  old,  nothing 

new? 
Only  the  usual  talking  through  the  mouth. 
Or  writinr  hj  the  hand  ?    I  own,  I  thought 
This  would  develop,  grow  demonstrable. 
Make  doubt  absurd,  give  figures  we  might  see, 
Flowen  we    might   touch.     There's  no  one 

doubts  you.  Sludge  ! 
You  dream  the  dreams,  you  see  the  spiritual 

sights. 
The  speeches  come  in  your  head,  beyond  dis- 
pute. 
Still,  for  the  skeptics*  sake,  to  stop  all  months, 
We  want  some  outward  manifestation !  —  well. 
The   Pennsylvaaians   gained    snch;  why  not 

Sludge  ? 
He  may  improTo  with  time  I  '* 

Ay,  that  he  may ! 
He  eees  his  lot :  there 's  no  avoiding  fate. 
'Tie  a  trifle  at  fint.    "Eh,  David?    Did  yon 

hear? 
Yon  jogged  the  table,  your  foot  canaed  the 

squeak. 
This  time  yon  *re  .  •  •  joking,  are  yoa  not,  my 


boy 


i» 
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"N-n-ttol"— and  I*m  done  for,  bought  and 

sold  henceforth 
The  old  good  easy  jog-trot  way.  the  ...  eh  ? 
The  .  ,  ,  not  so  verv  false,  as  falsehood  goes, 
The  spinning  ont  ana  drawing  fine,  you  know,  — 
Really  mere  novel-writing  of  a  sort. 
Acting,  or  improvising,  niake-believe, 
Surely  not  downright  cheatery,  —  anvhow, 
'T  is  done  with  and  my  lot  cast ;  Cheat  ^s  my 

name: 
The  fatal  dash  of  brandy  in  your  tea 
Has  settled  what  you'll  have  the  soiichong^a 

smack  : 
The  caddy  gives  way  to  the  dram-botUe. 

Then,  it  *8  so  cruel  eaay  I    Oh,  those  tricks 
That  can*t  be  tricks,  those  feata  by  sleight  of 

hand. 
Clearly  no  oonunon  conjurer's !  —  no,  indeed  ! 
A  conjurer  ?    Choose  me  any  craft  i*  the  world 
A  man  puts  hand  to ;  and  with  six  months' 

pains, 
I  'U  play  yon  twenty  tricks  miraculous 
To  peonle  untaught  the  trade :  have  you  seen 

glass  blown. 
Pipes  pierced?    Wliy,  just  this  biscuit  that  I 

chip. 
Did  Tou  ever'watch  a  baker  toss  one  flat 
To  the  oven  ?    Trr  and  do  it !    Take  my  word. 
Practice  but  halt  as  much,  while  limbs  are 

lithe. 
To  turn,  shove,  tilt  a  table,  erack  your  joints. 
Manage  jaar  feet,  dispose  your  hands  aright, 
Work  wires  that  twitch  the  curtains,  play  the 

fijove 
At  endo'  your  slipper,  —  then  put  out  the  lights 
And  .  .  .  there,  there,  all  you  want  you  '11  get, 

I  hope  I 
I  found  it  slip,  9Mj  as  an  old  shoe. 

Now,  lights  on  table  again !  I  've  done  my  part. 
You  take  my  place  while  I  give  thanks  ana 

^^    rest. 
**  Well,  Judge  Humgruffin,  what 's  your  Terdict, 

sir? 
Tou,  hardest  head  in  the  United  States,  — 
Did  you  detect  a  cheat  here  ?    Wait !    Let 's 

see! 
Just  an  experiment  first,  for  candor's  sake  I 
I  '11  try  and  cheat  yon.  Judge  I  the  table  tilts: 
Is  it  I  that  move  it?    Write  I    I  '11  prass  your 

hand: 
Cry  when  I  push,  or  guide  your  pencil.  Judge ! " 
Sludge  still  triumphant  I      That  a  rap,  indeed  ? 
That,  the  real  writing?    Very  like  a  whale  I 
Then,  if,  sir,  yon  —  a  most  distinguished  man, 
And,  were  the  Judge  not  here,  I  'd  say,  .  .  . 

no  matter  I 
Well,  sir,  if  you  fail,  you  can't  take  us  in,  — 
There 's  UtUe  fear  that  Sludge  will  I  " 

Won't  he,  ma'am  ? 
But  what  if  our  distinguished  host,  like  Sludge, 
Bade  God  bear  witness  that  he  played  no  trick. 
While  yon  believed  that  what  produced  the  raps 
Was  just  a  certain  child  who  died,  you  know. 
And  whose  last  breath  you  thought  your  lips  hisd 
felt? 


£h  ?    That 's  a  capital  point,  ma'am :  Sludge 

begins 
At  your  entreaty  with  your  dearest  dead. 
The  little  voice  set  lispmg  once  again, 
The  tiny  hand  made  teel  for  yours  once  monv 
The  poor  lost  image  brought  back,  plain  hk 

dreams. 
Which  image,  if  a  word  had  chanced  recall. 
The  customary  cloud  would  cross  your  ey^ 
Your  heart  return  the  old  tick,  pay  its  pang ! 
A  riarht  mood  for  investigation,  this ! 
One  s  at  one's  ease  with  Saul  and  Jonathan, 
Pompey   and    Cssar:     but    one's    ownlost 

child  .  .  . 
I  wonder,  when  you  heard  the  first  dod  drop 
From  the  spadeful  at  the  grave-side,  felt  yon  me 
To  investigate  who  twitcned  your  funeral  scarf 
Or  brushed  your  flounces?    Then,  it  came  of 

course. 
You  should  be  stunned  and  stupid :  then  (how 

else?) 
Your  breath  stopped  with  your  blood,  your 

brain  struck  work. 
But  now,  such  causes  fail  of  such  effects. 
All 's  changed,  —  the  little  voice  begins  afraah. 
Yet  you,  calm,  consequent^oan  test  and  try 
And  touch  the  truth.    ''Tests?    Didn't  the 

creature  tell 
Its  nurse's  name,  and  say  it  lived  six  years. 
And  rode  a  rocking-horse  ?    Enough  of  tests  I 
Sludge  never  could  leam  that !  " 

He  could  not,  eh  ? 
You  compliment  him.    **  Could  not  ?  "    Speak 

for  yourself  I 
I  'd  like  to  know  die  man  I  ever  saw 
Once,  —  never  mind  where,  how,  why,  when,  — 

once  saw. 
Of  whom  I  do  not  keep  some  matter  in  mind 
He'd  swear  I  "'coula  not"  know,  sagadoos 

soul! 
What?    Do  you  live  in  this  world's  blow  of 

blacks,^ 
Palaver,  gossipry,  a  single  hour 
Nor  find  one  smut  has  settled  on  your  nose. 
Of  a  smut's  worth,  no  more,  no  less  ?  —  one  fact 
Out  of  the  drift  of  facts,  whereby  you  leam 
What  some  one  was,  somewhere,  somewhen, 

somewhy  ? 
You  don't  tell  folk—  "See  what  has  stock  to 

roe! 
Judge  Humgruffin,  our  most  distinguidied  man. 
Your  uncle  was  a  tailor,  and  your  wife 
Thought  to  have  married  Miggs,  missed  him, 

hityoul"  — 
Do  you,  sir,  though  you  see  him  twice  a-week  ? 
'*  No,"  yon  reply.  ''  what  use  retailing  it  ? 
Why  should  I?  "    But,  you  see,  one  day  you 

ahauld. 
Because^  one  day  there  's  much  use,  —  when 

this  fact 
BriuRS  you  the  Judge  upon  both  gouty  knees 
Before  the  supernatural ;  proves  that  Sludge 
Knows,  as  you  say,  a  thing  he  *'  oould  not  '* 

know: 
Will  not    SludgB   thenceforth  keep    an   oat- 
stretched  face. 
The  way  the  wind  drives  ? 
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**  Gould  not  I "    Look  von  now, 
£  '11  toll  yon  a  itory  I    There  *b  a  wniskered 

chap, 
A  foreigner,  that  teaehes  mneio  here 
And  gets  hie  bread,  —  knowing  no  better  way : 
He  aaya,  the  fellow  who  informed  of  lum 
And  made  him  fly  his  country  and  fall  West. 
Was  a  hanohback  cobbler,  lat,  stitched  soles 

and  sang, 
In  some  outlandish  (j*Mt  the  dty  Rome, 
In  a  cellar  by  their  Broaaway,  all  day  long ; 
Nerer  asked  questions,  stopped  to  listen  or  look. 
Nor  lifted  nose  from  lapetone ;  let  the  world 
Roll  round  his  three-legged  stool,  and  news  run 

in 
The  ears  he  hardly  seemed  to  keep  pricked  ui>. 
Well,  that  man  went  on  Sundays,  touched  his 

And  took  his  praise  from  goremment,  you  see ; 
For  something  like  two  dfulam  erery  week. 
He  M  engage  tell  you  some  one  little  thing 
Of  some  one  man,  which  led  to  many  more, 
(Because  one  truth  leads  right  to  the  world's 

end,) 
And  make  yon  that  man's  master  —  when  he 

dined 
And  on  what  dish,  where  walked  to  keep  his 

health 
And  to  what  street.    His  tiade  was,  throwing 

thus 
His  sense  out,  like  an  ant-eater's  long  tongue. 
Soft,  innocent,  warm,  moist,  impassible. 
And  when  *t  was  crusted  o'er  with  creatures  — 

slick, 
'ilieir  juice  enriched  his  palate.    **  Could  not 

Sludge  I  " 

I  '11  go  yet  a  step  further,  and  maintain, 
Onoe  the  imposture  plunged  its  proper  depth 
I'  the  rotten  of  your  natures,  all  of  you,  — 
(If  one 's  not  mad  nor  drunk,  and  hardly  then) 
It 's  impossible  to  cheat  —  that  *s,  be  found  out  I 
Go  tell  your  brotherhood  this  first  slip  of  mine. 
All  today's  tale,  how  you  detected  Sludge, 
Behared  unpleasantly^  till  he  was  fain  confess, 
And  so  has  come  to  gnef  I  Ton  *11  find,  I  think. 
Why  Sludge  still  snaps  his  fingers  in  your  face. 
There  now,  you  've  told  them  I    What  *s  their 

prompt  reply  ? 
"Sir,  did  tliat  youth  confess  he  had  cheated 

nie, 
I  'd  disbelieve  him.    He  may  cheat  at  times : 
That 's  in  the  *  medium  '-nature,  thus  they  re 

made. 
Vain  and  rindictiTe,  cowards,  prone  to  scratch. 
And  so  all  catsare ;  still,  a  cat^s  the  beast  | 

You  ooaz  the  strange  electric  sparks  from  out,     ' 
Bj  rubbing  back  its  fur ;  not  so  a  dog, 
Nor  lion,  nor  lamb :  't  is  the  cat*s  nature,  sir  ! 
Why  not  the  dog's  ?   Ask  God,  who  made  them 

beastal 
D*  TB  think  the  sound,  the  nieely-balanced  man 
(LiKe  me  "  — aside)  —  "  like  you  yourself,'*  — 

^alond) 
**  — He's  stniF  to  make  a  ^medium'?    Bl 

your  soul, 
'T  is  these  hjsteric,  hybrid  half-and-halfi, 
EqniTocal,  worthless  vermin  yield  the  Bre  I 


We  take  such  as  we  find  them,  'ware  their 

tricks. 
Wanting  their  serrioe.     Sir,  Sludge  took  in 

you  — 
How,  I  can't  say,  not  being  there  to  watch  : 
He  was  tried,  was  tempted  by  your  easiness,  — 
He  did  not  take  in  me  I  '* 

Thank  you  for  Sludge  ! 
I  'm  to  be  grateful  to  such  patrons,  eh, 
MThen  what  you  hear 's  my  best  word  7    'T  is  a 

challenge, 
"  Snap  at  all  strangers,  half-tamed  prairie-dog. 
So  you  cower  duly  at  your  keeper's  Deck  I 
Cat,  show  what  claws  were  made  for,  muffling 

them 
Onljr  to  me  !    Cheat  others  if  you  can. 
Me,  if  you  daro  1  '*    And,  my  wise  sir,  I  dared — 
Did  cheat  tou  first,  made  you  cheat  othen  next. 
And  had  the  help  o'  your  vaunted  manliness 
To  bully  the  incredulous.    Tou  used  me  ? 
Have  not  I  used  vou,  taken  full  revenge. 
Persuaded  folk  they  knew  not  their  own  name. 
And  straight  they  'd  own  the  error !    Wlio  was 

the  fool 
Wken,  toan  awe-struck  wide-e^ed  open-mouthed 
Cirale  of  sages^  Sludge  would  introduce 
Milton  composing  baby-rhymes,  and  Locke 
Reasoning  in  gibberish.  Homer  writing  Greek 
In  naughts  and  crosses,  Asaph  setting  psalms 
To  crotchet  and  quaver?    I've  made  a  spirit 

squeak 
In  sham  voice  for  a  minute,  then  outbroke 
Bold  in  my  own,  defying  the  imbeciles  — 
Have  copied  some  ghoers  pothooks,  half  a  pune. 
Then  ended  with  my  own  scrawl  undisruisea. 
*'  All   right  I     The   ghoet   was  meroly  using 

Sludge, 
Suiting  itself  from  his  tmpeifect  stock  !  " 
Don't  talk  of  gratitude  to  me  I    For  what  ? 
For  being  treated  as  a  showman's  ape. 
Encouraged  to  be  wicked  and  make  sport, 
Fret  or  sulk,  grin  or  whimper,  any  mood 
So  long  as  the  ape  be  in  it  and  no  man  — 
Because  a  nut  pajs  every  mood  alike. 
Cnrse  your  superior,  superintending  sort. 
Who,  since  you  hate  smoke,  send  up  boys  that 

climb 
To  cure  your  chimnev,  bid  a  "  medium  "  lie 
To  sweep  yon  truth  down  I    Curse  your  women 

too. 
Tour  insolent  wives  and  daughters,  that  firo  up 
Or  faint  away  if  a  male  hand  squeeze  theirs, 
Tet,  to  enooursffe  Sludge,  may  play  with  Sludge 
As  only  a  "  meainm/'  only  the  kind  of  thing 
They  must  humor,  fondle  .  .  «  oh,  to  miscon- 
ceive 
Were  too  preposterous  !    But  I  Ve  paid  them 

out! 
They  've  had  their  wish  —  called  for  the  naked 

truth. 
And  in  she  tripped,  sat  down  and  bade  them 


They  had  to  blush  a  little  and  foigive  I 
**  The  fact  is,  children  talk  so ;  in  next  world 
All  our  conventions  are  reversed,  —  perhaps 
Blade  light  of:  something  like  old  prints,  my 
dearl 
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The  Judge  ham  one,  he  broivht  from  Italy^ 
A  metropolis  in  the  MckKronnd,  —  o*er  a  bndge, 
A  team  of  trottiajr  roadsten,  —  cheerful  irroape 
Of  wavside  traveflen^  peeaanta  at  their  work. 
And,  rail  in  front,  quite  unoonoemed,  why  not  ? 
Three  nymphs  eonversinff  with  a  cavalier. 
And  noTer  a  ng  among  tnem :  *  fine,^  folk  cry  — 
And  hearenly  manners  seem  not  much  unlike  I 
Let  Sludge  go  on ;  we  11  fancy  it  *8  in  print !  ** 
If  such  as  came  for  wooL  sir,  went  hcmie  shorn, 
Where  is  the  wroi«  I  did  them  ?    *T  was  their 

choice: 
They  tried  tne  adventure,  ran  the  risk,  tossed 

up 
And  lost,  ss  some  one  *s  sure  to  do  in  games ; 
They  fancied  I  was  made  to  lose,  —  smoked 

glass 
Useful  to  spy  the  sun  through,  spare  their  eyes : 
And  had  I  proved  a  red-hot  iron  plate 
They  thought  to  pierce,  and,  for  their  pains, 

grew  blind, 
>Vhose  were  the  fault  but  theirs?    While,  as 

things  go, 
Their  loss  amounts  to  gain,  the  more's  the 

shame  I 
Thev  Ve  had  their  peep  into  the  spirit-world. 
Ana  all  this  world  may  know  it  I    They  Ve  fed 

fat 
Their  self-conoeit  which  else  had  starved :  what 

chance 
Save  this,  of  ctackljny  o*er  a  golden  egw 
And  compssBing  distinction  from  the  flock, 
Friends  of  a  feather  ?    Well,  they  paid  for  it, 
And  not  prodigiously ;  the  price  o*  the  play, 
Not  counting  certain  pleasant  interludes. 
Was  scarce  a  vulgar  play^s  worth.    When  yon 

buy 
The  actor *s  talent,  do  you  dare  propose 
For  his  soul  beside?    Whereaa,  my  sonl  yon 

buy  I 
Sludge  acts  Macbeth,  obliged  to  be  Macbeth, 
Or  you  '11  not  hear  his  first  word  I    Just  go 

through 
That   slight   formality,  swear   himself  *s    the 

Thane, 
And  thenceforth  he  ma^  strut  and  fret  his  hour, 
^^ut,  spawL,  or  spin  hn  target,  no  one  cares ! 
Why  had  n't  I  leave  to  play  tricks.  Sludge  aa 

Sluice? 
Enough  of  it  all !    I  *ve  wiped  out  scores  with 

vou  — 
Vented  your  fustian,  let  mvself  be  streaked 
Like  tom-fool  with  your  ocnre  aud  carmine. 
Worn  patchwork  your  respectable  fingers  sewed 
To  metamorphose  somebody,  —  ves,  I  ve  earned 
My  wages,  swallowed  down  my  bread  of  shame. 
And  shake  the  crumbs  off —  where  but  in  your 

face? 

As  for  religion  —  ^^7^  I  served  it,  air ! 
I  *11  stick  to  that !    With  my  phenowtena 
I  laid  the  atheist  sprawling  on  his  back. 
Propped  up  Saint  Paul,  or,  at  least,  oweden- 

borgl 
In  fmeU  it  *s  inst  the  proper  way  to  balk 
These  troublesome  fellows  —  liars,  one  and  aU, 
A <-~^  these  skeptics?    Well,  to  baffle  them, 
^eing  squeamish :  lie  yourself ! 


fireet  your  buttress  just  aa  wide  o*  the  line. 
Tour  nde,  aa  they  build  up  the  wall  on  theirs ; 
Where  both  meet,  midway  in  a  point,  is  truth. 
High  overhead :  so,  take  your  room,  pile  brioka. 
Lie  1    Oh,  there 's  titiUation  in  all  sluune  I 
What  snow  may  lose  in  white,  tnow  gains  in 

rose  I 
Miss  Stokes  turns  —  Rahab,  —  nor  a  bad  ex- 
change! 
Glory  be  on  her,  for  the  good  she  wrought. 
Breeding  belief  anew  ^nrath  ribs  of  death, 
Browbeating  now  the  unabashed  before. 
Ridding  us  of  their  whcde  lifers  gathered  straws 
By  a  live  coal  from  the  altar !    Why,  of  old. 
Great  men  spent  years  and  years  in  writing 

books 
To  prove  we  *ve  souls,  and  hardly  proved  it 

then : 
MtH  Stokes  with  her  live  coal,  for  you  and  me  ! 
Surely,  to  this  good  issue,  all  was  uir  — 
Not  only  fondling  Sludge,  but,  even  suppose 
He  let  escape  some  spice  of  knavery,  —  well. 
In  wiselv  being^  blinu  to  it !    Don't  you  _ 
Nelson  for  setting  spy-glass  to  blind  eye 
And  aaying  .  .  .  wnat  waa  it  —  that  he  ooold 

not  see 
The  signal  he  waa  bothered  with?  Ay,indeed! 

I  'U  go  beyond :  there  *s  a  real  love  of  a  lie. 
Liars  find  ready-made  for  lies  they  make. 
As  hand  for  glove,  or  tongue  for  sugar-plnm. 
At  best,  't  is  never  pure  and  full  belief ; 
Those  furthest  in  the  quMmire,  —  don*t  suppose 
They  strayed  there  with  no  warning,  got  no 

chance 
Of   a   filth-speck   in  their   face,  whieh   they 

clenched  teeth. 
Bent  brow  against  I    Be  sure  they  had  their 

doubts. 
And  fears,  and  fairest  challenges  to  try 
The  floor  o*  the  seeming  solid  sand  I    But  no  t 
Their  faith  was  pledged,  acquaintance  too  ap- 
prised. 
All  but  the  last  step  ventured,  kerchiefs  waved. 
And  Sludge  called    pet :  *'  *t  was  easier  mareh- 

ingon 
To  the  promise 

day  next. 
Meant   to  meet  Shakespeare;    better  follow 

Sludge  — 
Prudent,  <m  sure  I  —  on  the  alert,  how  else  ? 
But  "»*^«"g  for  the  mid-bog,  all  the  same  I 
To  hear  your  outcries,  one  would  think  I  caoght 
Miss  Stokes  by  the  scruff  o'  the  neek,  and 

mtched  her  flat, 
Foolisn-face-f oremost !    Hear  these  simpletoiia. 
That  *s  aU  I  beg,  before  my  work  's  begun. 
Before  I  Ve  touched  them  with  my  finger>tip  ! 
Thus  they  await  me  (do  but  listen,  now  I 
It 's  reasoning,  this  is,  —  I  can't  imitate 
The  baby  voice,  though),  —  *'  In  so  many  tales 
Must  be  some  truth,  tnith  thou^  a  pin-poial  big. 
Yet,  some  :  a  single  man  ^s  deeeived,  perhaps  — 
Hardly,  a  thousand :  to  suppose  one  oheat 
Can  gull  all  theee,  wn«  more  mSraeulona  far 
Than  aught  we  should  confess  a  mtraola,**  — 
And  so  on.    Then  the  Judga  aoiia  «p-*(it*s 


land  :  join  those  who,  Thars- 
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Bids  yon  respect  the  mrthoritiea  tliat  leap 

To  the  jadgment^eeat  at  onee, — why  don't  you 

note 
The  limpid  natoze,  the  nnhlemiihed  life. 
The  Bpotkae  honor,  indiBpntable  aenee 
Of  the  first  upstart  with  his  atory?    What  — 
Outrage  a  boy  on  whom  you  ne'er  till  now 
>^et  eyes,  becanse  he  finds  raps  trouble  him  ? 

FocJs,  these  are :  ar,  and  how  of  their  oppoaites 
\Vho  nerer  did,  at  Dottom  of  their  hearts. 
Believe  for  a  moment  ?  —  Men  emasculate, 
Blank  of  belief,  who  played,  as  eunuchs  use, 
With  superstition  safely,  —  cold  of  blood, 
Wlio  saw  what  made  for  them  i'  the  mysterj, 
Took  their  occasion,  and  supported  bludge 

—  As  proselTtes  ?     No,  thank    you,  far  too 

shrewd  I 

—  But  promiaers  of  fair  play,  enoourageis 

C  the  claimant ;  who  in  candor  needs  must 

hoist 
Sludge  upon  Mars'  HUl,  get  speech  out  of  Sludge 
To  carry  off,  criticise,  and  cant  about  1 
Did  n't  Athem  treat  Saint  Paul  so?  —  at  any 

rate, 
It 's  "  a  new  thing  "  philosophy  fumbles  at. 
Then  there 's  the  other  picker^ut  of  pearl 
From  dongheapa,  —  ay,  your  literary  man. 
Who  draws  on  his  kid  gloTes  to  deal  with  Sludge 
Daintily  and  discreetly,  —  shakes  adust 
0'  the  doctrine,  flaTors  thence,  he  well  knows 

how. 
The  nanatiye  or  the  uotcI,  —  half-belicTes, 
All  for  the  book's  sake,  and  the  public's  stare, 
And  the  cash  that 's  Qod's  sole  solid  in  this 

world  I 
Look  at  him  I    Tnr  to  be  too  bold,  too  gross 
For  the  master  I    Not  you  I     He 's  the  man  for 

muck; 
Shorel  it  fwth,  full-splash,  he  '11  snkooth  your 

bffown 
Into  artistic  richness,  nerer  fear  I 
Find  him  the  crude  stuff ;  when  vou  recognise 
Your  lie  sgain,  you  '11  doff  your  hat  to  it. 
Dressed  out  for  oomnany  I    "  For  company," 
I  say,  since  there 's  tne  relish  of  success : 
Let  all  pay  due  respect,  call  the  lie  truth, 
Sare  the  soft  silent  smirking  gentleman 
Who  ushered  in  the  stranger  :  you  must  sigh 
**  How  melancholy,  he,  the  onhr  one. 
Fails  to  peroeiTe  the  bearing  of  the  truth 
Himself  gave  birth  tol"— There's  the  tri- 
umph's smack ! 
Hiat  man  would  choose  to  see  the  whole  world 

roll 
I'  the  slime  o'  the  slough,  so  he  might  touch  the 

Of  his  brush  with  what   I  call  the  best  of 

bcowns  — 
Tint  ghostptales,  spirit-stories,  past  the  power 
Of  the  ontwon  umber  and  bistre  I 

Tet  I  think 
There  *s  a  more  hateful  form  of  foolery  — 
The  social  sage's,  Solomon  of  saloons 
And  philosophic  dioer^ut,  the  fribble 
Who  wants  a  doctrine  for  a  chopping^blook 
To  try  the  edge  of  his  faculty  upon. 


Phyre  how  much  common  sense  he  '11  haek  and 

kew 
I'  the  critical  moinent  'twizt  the  soup  and  fish  I 
These  were  my  patrons  :  these,  and  the  like  of 

them 
Who,  rising  in  my  soul  now,  sicken  it,  — 
These  I  have  injured  1   Gratitude  to  theee  ? 
The  natitude,  forsooth,  of  a  prostitute 
To  tne  greenhorn  and   the  bully  —  friends  of 

hers. 
From  the  wag  that  wants  the  queer  jokes  for 

his  dub. 
To  the  snuffbox-decorator,  honest  man. 
Who  just  was  at  his  wits'  end  where  to  find 
So  genial  a  Pssiphae !    All  and  each 
Pay,  compliment,  protect  from  the  police : 
And  how  she  hates  them  lor  their  pains,  like 

me  I 
So  mueh  for  my  remone  at  thanklessncas 
Toward  a  deserving  public  I 


But,  for  God? 
Ay,  that 's  a  question !     Well,  sir.  since  yon 
press  — 

iHow  vou  do  tease  the  whole  thing  out  of  me  I 
don^t  mean  yon,   yon  know,   when  I  say 

*'  them  :  '*^ 
Hate  you,  indeed  I    But  that  Miss  Stokes,  that 

Judge  I 
Enough,  enough  —  with  sugar :  thank  you,  sir ! ) 
Now  for  it,  then  I  Will  you  oelieve  me,  though  ? 
You  've  heard  what  I  confess ;  I  don't  unsay 
A  single  word :  I  cheated  when  I  could. 
Rapped  with  my  toe-joints,  set  sham  hands  at 

work. 
Wrote  down  names  weak  in  S3rmpathetic  ink. 
Rubbed  odic  lights  with  ends  of  phosphor^natch. 
And  all  the  rest ;  believe  that :  beheve  this, 
Bv  the  same  token,  though  it  seem  to  set 
The  crooked  straight  sgam,  unsay  the  said, 
Stick  up  what  I  've  knocked  down ;  I  can't  help 

that 
It 's  truth  I    I  somehow  remit  truth  to^y. 
This  trade  of  mine  —  I  don't  know,  can  t  be 

sure 
But  there  vras  something  in  it,  tricks  and  all  I 
Really,  I  want  to  light  up  my  own  mind. 
They  were  tricks,  —  true,  but  what  I  mean  to 

add 
Is  also  true.    First^  —  don't  it  strike  vou,  sir  ? 
Go  back  to  the  beginning,  —  the  first  tact 
We  're  taught  is,  there  's  a  world  beside  this 

worm. 
With  spirits,  not  mankind,  for  tenantry  ; 
That  much  within  that  world  once  sojourned 

here. 
That  all  upon  this  world  will  visit  there. 
And  therefore  that  we,  bodily  here  below, 
Must  have  exactly  such  an  interest 
In  learning  what  may  be  the  ways  o'  the  world 
Above  us,  as  the  disembodied  folk 
Have  (by  all  analogic  likelihood) 
In  watching  how  things  go  in  the  old  home 
With  us,  their  sons,  successors,  and  what  not. 
Oh,  ves,  with  added  powers  probably. 
Fit  for  the  novel  state,  —  old  lores  grown  purs. 
Old  interests  understood  aright,  —  they  watch  1 
Eyes  to  see,  eais  to  hear,  and  hands  to  help. 
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i^portioiiate  to  advanoement :  they  *re  ahead, 
That  *8  all  —  do  what  we  do,  but  noblier  done  — 
Use  plate,  whereas  we  eat  our  meals  off  delf , 
(To  use  a  figure.) 

Concede  that,  and  I  ask 
Next  what  may  be  the  mode  of  intercourse 
Between  us   men   here,   and  those  onoe-men 

there  ? 
First  comes  the  Bible's  speech  ;  then,  history 
With  the  supernatural  element,  —  you  know  — 
All  that  we  sacked  in  with  our  mothers*  milk. 
Grew  up  with,  got  inside  of  us  at  last. 
Till  it 's  found  bone  of  bone  and  flesh  of  flesh. 
See  now,  we  start  with  the  miraculous. 
And  know  it  used  to  be,  at  all  events : 
What 's  the  first  step  we  take,  and  oan*t  but 

take. 
In  arguing  from  the  known  to  the  obscure  ? 
Why  this :  **  What  was  before,  may  be  to-day. 
Since  Sunuers  ghost  appeared  to  Saul, — of 

course 
My  brother's  spirit  may  appear  to  me.*' 
Go  tell  your  teacher  that  I    What 's  his  reply  ? 
What  brings  a  shade  of  doubt  for  the  first  time 
O'er  his  brow  late  so  luminous  with  faith  ? 
**'  Such  things  have  been,"  says  he,  **  and  there  's 

no  doubt 
Sueh  things  may  be :  but  I  advise  mistrust 
Of  eyes,  ears,  stomach,  and,  more  than  all,  your 

brain. 
Unless  it  be  of  your  great-grandmother. 
Whenever  they  propose  a  ghost  to  you  I  " 
The  end  is,  there 's  a  composition  struck ; 
'T  is  settled,  we  've  some  way  of  intercourse 
Just  as  in  Saul's  time ;  only,  different  : 
How,  when  and  where,  precisely,  —  find  it  out ! 
I  want  to  know,  then,  what 's  so  natural 
As  that  a  person  bom  into  this  world 
And  seixed  on  by  such  teaching,  should  begin 
With  firm  expectancy  and  a  frank  look-out 
For  his  own  allotment,  his  especial  share 
I'  the  secret,  —  his  particular  ghost,  in  fine  ? 
I  mean,  a  person  bom  to  look  that  way, 
Since  natures  differ :  take  the  painter-sort. 
One  man  lives  fifty  years  in  ignorance 
Whether  grass  be  green  or  red,  —  "  No  kind  of 

eye 
For  color,"  say  you  ;  while  another  picks 
And  puts  away^  even  pebbles,  when  a  child. 
Because  of  bluish  spots  and  pinky  veins  — 
**  Give  him  forthwith  a  paint-box  1 "     Just  the 

same 
Was  I  bora  ..."  medium,"  yon  won't  let  me 

say,— 
Well,  seer  of  the  supernatural 
Everywhen,  everyhow,  and  everywhere,  — 
Will  that  do? 

I  and  all  suck  boys  of  course 
Started  with  the  same  stock  of  Bible-trath  ; 
Onl^r,  —  what  in  the  rest  vou  style  their  sense. 
Instinct,  blind  reasoning  but  imperative. 
This,  betimes,  tAUght  them  the  old  world  had 

one  law 
And  ours  another:   "New  world, new  laws," 

cried  they : 
**  None  but  M  laws,  seen  everywhere  at  work," 


Cried  I,  and  by  their  help  ei^>lained  my  life 
The  Jews'  wav,  still  a  workmg  way  to  me. 
Ghosts  made  the  noises,  fairies  waved  the  lights. 
Or  Santa  Clans  slid  down  on  New  Year's  Eve 
And  stuffed  with  cakes  thestookinff  at  my  bed. 
Changed    the  worn  shoes,  rabbed   clean  the 

fingered  slate 
O'  the  sum  that  came  to  grief  the  day  before. 

This  could  not  last  long :  soon  enough  I  found 
Who  had  worked  wonden  thus,  imd  to  what 

end: 
But  did  I  find  all  easy,  like  my  mates  f 
Henceforth  no  supernatural  any  more  ? 
Not  a  whit :  what  projects  the  billiard-balls  ? 
"  A  cue,"  you  answer.     "  Yes,  a  cue,"  said  I ; 
"  But  what  hand,  off  the  cushion,  moved  thi» 

cue? 
What  unseen  agency,  outside  the  world. 
Prompted  its  puppets  to  do  this  and  that. 
Put  cakes  and  shoes  and  slates  into  their  mind. 
These  mothers  and  aunts,  nay  even  sehool- 

masten  ?  " 
Thus  high  I  sprang,  and  there  have  settled  anoe. 
Just  so  1  reason,  in  sober  earnest  still. 
About  the  greater  godsends,  what  you  call 
The  serious  gains  and  losses  of  my  life. 
What  do  I  know  or  care  about  vour  wofid 
Which  either  is  or  seems  to  be  r    This  snap 
O'  my  fingers,  sir  I    My  care  is  for  myself ; 
Myself  am  whole  and  sole  reality 
Inside  a  raree-show  and  a  market-mob 
Gathered  about  it :  that 's  the  use  of  tilings. 
'T  is  easy  saying  they  serve  vast  pnrpoaes. 
Advantage  their  giaad  selves :  be  it  tnie  or 

false, 
Kach  thing  may  have  two  uses.   What 's  a  star  ? 
A  world,  or  a  world's  sun  :  does  n't  it  serve 
As  taper  also,  timepiece,  weather«lasB, 
And  almanac  ?    Are  stars  not  set  for  signs 
When  we  should  shear  our  sheep,  sow 

prune  trees  ? 
The  Bible  says  so. 


Well,  I  add  one 
To  all  the  acknowledf^  uses,  and  declare 
If  I  spy  Charies's  Wain  at  twelve  to-night. 
It  warns  me,  "  Go,  nor  lose  another  day. 
And   have   yoar    hair   cut.    Sludge  I "     Yon 

laugh :  and  whv  ? 
Were  such  a  sign  too  hard  for  God  to  give  ? 
No :  but  Sludf^  seems  too  little  for  sueh  gmee : 
Thank  you,  sir!    So  you  think,  so  does  not 

Sludge ! 
When  you  and  good  men  gape  at  Providence, 
Go  into  history  and  bid  us  mark 
Not  merely  powder-plots  prevented,  erowns 
Kept  on  kings*  headia  by  miracle  enonrh. 
But  private  mercies  —  oh,  you  've  tola  me,  sir. 
Of  such  interpositions  I    How  yourself 
Once,  missing  on  a  memorable  day 
Your    handkerchief  —  just    settmg   oot,   yon 

know,  — 
You  must  return  to  fetch  it,  lost  the  train. 
And  saved  your  preoioas  self  from  what  be^ 

feU 
The  thirty-three  whom  Providenoe  fwMt. 
Yon  tell,  and  ask  me  what  I  think  of  tnis  ? 
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MVU,^^,  I  think  then,  ainee  yon  needs  muBt 

know. 
What  matter  had  70a  and  Boston  dty  to  boot 
h>iuled   skvward,  like    burnt    onion*peeliiig8  ? 

Muen 
To  you,  no  donbt :  for  me  —  undoubtedly 
The  eatting:  of  my  hair  eonoemi  me  more, 
Beoanse,  however  sad  the  truth  may  seem, 
Sindge  is  of  aU-importance  to  himself. 
Yon  set  apart  that  da^  in  every  year 
For  speeial  thanksgivmir,  were  a  heathen  else  : 
Well,  I  who  cannot  boast  the  like  escape. 
Suppose  I  said,  **  I  don*t  thank  Proviaenoe 
For  my  part,  owing  it  no  rratitude  **  ? 
*^  Nay,  bat  you  owe  as  muon,"— you  *d  tutor  me, 
**  Yon,  every  man  alive,  for  bleonngs  gained 
In  every  hour  o'^  the  day,  could  yon  but  know ! 
I  saw  my  crowning  mercy :  all  have  such, 
Could  they  but  see  I ''    Well,  sir,  why  don't 

they  see? 
**  Beeanae  they  won't  look,  —  or  perhaps,  they 

can't." 
Then,  sir,  suppose  I  can,  and  will,  and  do 
Look,  mieiosoopical]^  as  is  right. 
Into  each  hour  with  its  infinitude 
Of  influences  at  work  to  profit  Sludge  f 
For  that's  the  ease:  I\e  sharpened  up  my 

sight 
To  soy  a  ptovidenee  in  the  firo's  goin^  out. 
The  aettjiB's  boiling,  the  dime's  sticking  fast 
Despite  the  hole  i'  the  pocket.    Gall  such  faeta 
Fanoiea,  too  petty  a  work  for  Providence, 
And  those  same  thanks  which  yon  exact  from 

me 
Prove    too   prodigious    payment:   thanks  for 

what. 
If  nothinfp  guards  and  guides  us  little  men  ? 
No,  no,  sir!    You  must  put  away  yuur  pride. 
Resolve  to  let  Sludge  into  partnenihip ! 
1  live  by  sigim  aud  omens :  looked  at  the  roof 
Where  the   pigeons  settle  —  *'If   the  further 

bird, 
The  white,  takes  wing  first,  I  'U  confess  when 

thrashed; 
Not,  if  the  blue  does,"  —  so  I  said  to  myself 
Last  week,  lest  yon  should  take  me  by  sur- 
prise: 
Off  flapped  the  white,  —  and  I  'm  confessing, 

sir! 
Perhaps  't  is  Providenoe*s  whim  and  way 
With  only  me.  i'  the  world  :  how  can  yon  tell  ? 
*"  Because  unlikely !  "    Was  it  likelier,  now. 
That  Uiis  our  one  out  of  all  worlds  beside, 
The  whatp«l'-you-call-'em   millions,  should  be 

jnst 
Precisely  chosen  to  make  Adam  for. 
And  the  rest  o'  the  tale  ?    Yet  the  tale 's  true, 

you  know: 
Such  undeserving  clod  was  graced  so  once  : 
Why  not  graced  likewise  undeserving  Sludge  f 
A19  we  merit-moogen,  flannt  we  filthy  rags  ? 
All  von  can  bring  against  mv  privilege 
Is,  tnat  another  way  was  taken  with  you,  — 
Which  I  don't  question.    It 's  pure  grace,  my 

luck: 
I  'm  broken  to  the  way  of  nods  and  winks. 
And  need  no  formal  summoning.    You've  a 

help; 


Holloa  lus  name  or  whistle,  dap  vour  hands. 
Stamp  with  your  foot  or  pull  tne  bell:  all's 

one. 
He  understands  you  want  him,  here  he  comes. 
Just  so,  I  come  at  the  knocking :  you,  sir,  wait 
The  tongue  o'  the  bell,  nor  stir  before  yon 

catch 
Reason's  dear  tingle,  nature*s  clapper  brisk. 
Or  that  traditional  peal  was  wont  to  cheer 
Your  mother's  face  turned  heavenward :  short 

of  these 
There 's  no  authentic  intimation,  eh  ? 
Well,  when  yon   hear,  you  11   answer   them, 

startup 
And  stride  into  the  presence,  top  of  toe. 
And  there  find  Sludge  beforehand,  Sludge  tliat 

sprang 
At  noise  o'  the  knuckle  on  the  partition-wall  I 
I  think  myself  the  more  religious  man. 
Religion 's  all  or  nothins^ ;  it  s  no  mere  smile 
O'  contentment,  su^h  of  aspiration,  sir  — 
No  quality  o'  the  finelier-tempered  cIst 
Like  its  whiteness  or  its  lightness ;  rather,  stnff 
O'  the  very  stuff,  life  of  hfe,  and  self  of  self. 
I  tell  vou,  men  won't  notice  ;  when  they  do, 
They  '11  understand.    I  notice  nothing  else : 
I  'm  eyes,  ears,  month  of  me,  one  gaie  and 

Nothing  eludes  me,  everything 's  a  hint. 
Handle  and  hdp.    It 's  all  absurd,  and  yet 
There 's    something  in  it  all,  I  know  :   how 

much? 
No  answer  I    What  does  that  prove?    Man's 

still  man. 
Still  meant  for  a  poor  blundering  piece  of  work 
When  all  *s  done ;  but,  if  somewnat  's  done,  like 

this. 
Or  not  done,  is  the  ease  the  same  ?    Suppose 
I  blunder  in  m  guess  at  the  true  sense 
O'  the  knuckle-summons,  nine  times  out  of 

ten. — 
What  if  tne  tenth  gueai  happen  to  be  right  ? 
If  the  tenth  shovel-load  of  powdered  quartz 
Yield  me  the  nugget  ?    I  gather,  crush,  sift  all, 
Pass  o'er  the  failnrej  pounce  on  the  success.^ 
To  give  you  a  notion,  now  —  (let  who   wins, 

lau{|^ !) 
When  first  I  see  a  man,  what  do  I  first  ? 
Why,  count  the  letten  which  make  up  his 

name. 
And  as  their  number  chances,  even  or  odd. 
Arrive  at  rav  conclusion,  trim  my  course  : 
Hiram  H.  Horsefall  is  your  honored^  name. 
And  have  n*t  I  found  a  patron,  sir,  in  yon  ? 
*' Shall  I  cheat  this  stranger?  "    I  take  apple- 

pip*« 
Stick  one  in  either  canthua  of  my  eye. 
And  if  the  left  drops  first  —  (your  left,  Hir« 

stuck) 
I  'm  warned,  I  let  the  trick  alone  this  time. 
You,  sir,  who  smile,  superior  to  such  trash. 
You  judge  of  character  by  other  rules  : 
Don't  your  rules  sometimes  fail  you?    Pray, 

what  rule 
Have  yon  judged  Sludge  by  hitherto  ? 


Yon,  everybody  blunden,  just  as  I, 


Oh,  be  sure. 
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In  siniiiler  UiingB  thao  then  by  far  I   For  see  : 
I  knew  two  fumers,  —  one,  a  wiseacre 
Who  stadied  eeasone,  mmmaKed  almanacs. 
Quoted  the  dew-point,  registered  the  frost. 
And  then  declared,  for  outcome  of  his  pains. 
Next  snmmer   most   be   dampish:  't  was   a 

^roaf(ht. 
His  net^bor  prophesied  such  drought  would 

SaTcd  hay  and   com,  made  cent,   per  cent. 

thereby, 
And  proTed  a  sage  indeed :  how  came  his  lore  ? 
Because  one  brindled  heifer,  late  in  March, 
Stiffened  her  tail  of  evenings,  and  somehow 
He  got  into  his  head  that  drought  was  meant  1 
I  don't  expect  all  men  can  do  as  much  : 
Such  kissing  goes  b^  favor.    You  must  take 
A  certain  turn  of  nund  for  this,  —  a  twist 
I*  the  flesh,  as  well.    Be  lasilv  alire. 
Open-mouthed,  like  my  friena  the  ant-eater. 
Letting  all  nature^s  loosely-guarded  motes 
Settle  and,  slick,  be  swallowed  I    Think  your- 
self 
The  onei'  the  world,  the  one  for  whom  the 

world 
Was  made,  expect  it  tickling  at  your  month  I 
Then  will  the  swarm  of  busy  busing  flies,  ^ 
Clouds  of  coincidence,  break  egg-shell,  thrive. 
Breed,  multiply,  and  bring  yon  food  enough. 

I  can*t  pretend  to  mind  your  smilinp,  sir ! 
Oh,  what  you  mean  is  this !  Such  intmiate  way. 
Close  convene,  frank  exchange  of  offices, 
Strict  qrmpathy  of  the  immeasurably  great 
With  the  infinitely  small,  betokened  here 
By  a  course  of   signs  and  omens,  raps   and 

sparks,  — 
How  does  it  suit  the  dread  traditional  text 
O'  the  "  Gieat  and  Terrible  Name ''  ?    ShaU 

the  Heaven  of  Heavens 
Stoop  to  such  child's  play  ? 

Please,  sir,  go  with  me 
A  moment,  and  I  '11  try  to  answer  yon. 
The  ''  Magnum  et  terribUe  "  (is  that  right  ?) 
Well,  folk  began  with  this  in  the  early  day ; 
And  all  the  acts  they  reoogniied  in  proof 
Were  thunders,  lightnings,  earthquakes,  whirl- 
winds, dealt 
Indisputably  on  men  whose  death  they  caused. 
There,  and  there  only,  folk  saw  Providence 
At  work, — and  seeing  it,  't  was  right  enough 
All  heads  should  trraible,  hands  wring  hwids 


And  knees  knock  hard  together  at  the  breath 
0'  the  Name's  fint  letter ;  why,  the  Jews,  I  'm 

told. 
Won't  write  it  down,  no,  to  this  very  hour. 
Nor  speak  aloud :  yon  know  best  if  't  be  so. 
Each  ague-fit  cl  fear  at  end,  they  crept 
(Because  somehow  people  once  bom  must  live) 
Out  of  the  sound,  sight,  swing  and  sway  o'  the 

Name, 
Into  a  comer,  the  dark  rest  of  the  world. 
And  safe  spaca   where  as  yet  no  fes^  had 

reached; 
T  waa  there  they  looked  about  them,  breathed 


And  felt  indeed  at  hcoie,  aa  wa  might  aay. 
The  current  o'  common  things,  the  daily  life. 
This  had  their  due  contempt;  no  Name  pni^ 

sued 
Man  from  the  mountain-top  where  fins  abide, 
To  his  particular  mouae-hofe  at  its  foot 
Where  be  ate,  drank,  digested,  lived  in  short : 
Such  was  man's  vulgar  business,  far  too  amaU 
To  be  worth  thunder :  *' small,"  folk  kept  on, 

''small," 
\^th  much  complacency  in  those  great  days  ! 
A  mote  of  sand,  ^rou  know,  a  blade  of  grass— 
What  was  so  despicable  as  mere  grass. 
Except  perhaps  the  life  o'  the  worm  or  fly 
Which  fed  there?    These  were  *'sniaU^'  and 

men  were  great. 
Well,  sir,  the  old   way's   altered  somewhat 


And  the  world  wasrs  another  aspect  now : 
Somebody  turns  our  spyglass  round,  or  else 
Puts  a  new  lens  in  it :  grsss,  worm,  fly  grow 

big: 
We  find  great  things  an  made  of  little  thiags. 
And  little  things  go  lessening  till  at  last 
Comes  God  benind  them.     Talk  of  mountains 

now? 
We  talk  of  mould  that  heaps  the  mountain, 

mites 
That  throng  the  mould,  and  God  that  makes 

the  mites. 
The  Name  comes  dose  behind  a  stomach-tqrst. 
The  simplest  of  creations,  just  a  sac 
That 's  mouth,  heart,  legs  and  belly  at  once, 

yet  lives 
And  feels,  and  could  do  neither,  we  conclude, 
If  simplified  still  further  one  degree : 
The  small  becomes  the  dreadfufand  immense  ! 
Lightning,  forsooth?     No   word  more  upon 

thati 
A  tin-foil  bottle,  a  strip  of  greasy  silk. 
With  a  bit  of  wiro  and  Knob  of  brass,  and 

there  's 
Your  dollar's-worth  of  lightning  1      But  the 

cyst — 
The  life  of  the  least  of  the  little  thii^? 

No,  no! 
Preabhen  and  teachers  try  another  tack. 
Come  near  the  truth  this  time :  they  put  a8id<> 
Thunder  and  lightning.     ''That  'a  mistake/' 

they  cry; 
"  Thunderbolts  fall  for  neither  fright  nor  apart. 
But  do  appreciable  good,  like  tides. 
Changes  o'  the  wind,  and  other  natural  facta  — 
'  Gooa  *  meaninff  good  toman,  his  body  or  souL 
Mediate,  inameoiate,  all  things  mimater 
Toman,  —  that's  settled:  be  our  future  text 
'We  are  His  childreni' "     So,  they  now  ha- 
rangue 
About  the  intention,  the  contrivance,  all 
That  keep  up  an  incessant  pl«y  of  love,  — 
See  the  Bridgewater  book. 

Amen  to  it  t 
Well,  sir,  I  put  this  onestion :  I  'm  a  child  ? 
I  lose  no  time,  but  take  yon  at  your  wosd: 
How  shall  I  act  a  child's  part  properly? 
Your  sainted  mother,  rir,  —  used  yon  to  live 
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With  sneh  a  thooglit  M  thii  t^worrpag  jaa  ? 
**  She  has  it  in  her  pawr  to  throttle  me, 
Or  etab  or  poieon ;  ihe  maj  tarn  me  out. 
Or  kiofc  me  in,  —  nor  stop  at  this  to-day, 
Bnt  out  me  off  to-morrow  from  the  estate 
I  look  for"  — (lony  may  yon  eigoy  it,  sir !) 
**In  brief,  ihe  maj  unoniid  the  child  I  am.'* 
Too  nerer  had  sneh  orotoheta  ?    Nor  hare  1 1 
¥nio,  feank  oonf eHingr  ohiidahip  from  the  first, 
Cannot  both  fear  and  take  my  ease  at  onoe. 
So,  don't  fear,  —  know  what  might  be,  well 

enough. 
But  know  too,  ohild-like,  that  it  will  not  be. 
At  least  in  my  ease,  mine,  the  son  and  heir 
O'  the  kingdom,  as  yooiaelf  proclaim  my  style. 
But  do  yon  fancy  I  stop  short  at  this  ? 
Wonder  if  suit  and  serrioe,  son  and  heir 
Needs  must  expect,  I  dare  pretend  to  find  ? 
If,  looking  for  signs  proper  to  snch  an  one, 
I  straight  perceiTe  them  iiresiBtible  ? 
Concede  that  homage  is  a  son's  plain  riffht. 
And,  nerer  mind  the  nods  and  raps  ana  wmks, 
Tis  the  pure  obiions  supernatural 
Steps  forward,  does  its  duty :  why,  of  course  I 
I  hare  piesentiments :  mv  dreams  come  true  : 
I  fancy  a  friend  stands  whistling  all  in  white 
Blithe  as  a  boblink,  and  he 's  dead  I  learn. 
I  take  dislike  to  a  dog  my  f arorite  long. 
And  sell  him;  he  goes  mad  next  wimk  and 


I  gneas  that  stranger  will  turn  up  to-day 

I  have  not  seen  these  three  jrears ;   there 's  his 

knock. 
I  wager  **  sixty  peaches  on  that  tree  I "  — 
That  I  pick  up  a  dollar  in  my  walk. 
That  your  wife's  brother's  cousin's  name  was 


And  win  on  all  points.      Oh,  you  winoe   at 


You  'd  fain  diatinrash  between  gift  and  gift, 
Washington's  oracle  and  Sludged  itch 
O'  the  elbow  when  at  whist  he  ought  to  trump  ? 
T^thSlndgeit's  too  abaurd?     Tins^drawtAe 

lime 
Samewkere^  6«f ,  siir,  yoar  aomewhen  is  noi  mine  ! 

Bleas  us,  I  'm  turning  poet !     It 's  time  to  end. 

How  yon  hare  drawn  me  out,  sir  I    All  I  ask 

la  — am  I  heir  or  not  heir  f    If  I  *m  he. 

Then,  sir,  remember,  that  same  personage        * 

<To  judge  by  what  we  read  i'  the  newspaper) 

Reqniraa,  beaide  one  nobleman  in  gold 

To  carry  up  and  down  his  ooronet. 

Another  serrant^  probably  a  duke. 

To  hold  eggno^  m  raadinesi :  why  want 

Attendance,  sv,  when   helps  in  hia  father's 

hooae 
Abound,  I 'd  like  to  know  ? 

Enough  of  talk ! 
My  fanh  is  that  I  tell  too  plain  a  truth. 
Why,  which  of  those  who  say  they  disbeliere. 
Your  cleTcr  people,   but    naa  dreamed    hia 


Caag^  hia  coincidence,  stumbled  on  his  fact 
He  can't  explain,  (he  '11  tell  yon  smilingly,) 
WUck  he 's  too  much  of  a  philosopher 
To  eoont  as  supemataraL  mdeed. 


So  calls  a  punle  and  problem,  prondoitt: 
Bidding  you  still  be  on  your  guard,  yon  know, 
Becanae  one  fmot  don't  make  a  ayntem  atand. 
Nor  prore  this  an  occasional  escape 
Of  spirit  beneath  the  matter :  that 's  the  way  1 
Just  so  wild  Indians  picked  up,  pieee  by  piece. 
The  iuot  in  California,  the  fine  gold 
Hiat  underlay  the  gravel  —  houded  these, 
Bnt  never  made  a  syntem  stand,  nor  dug  I 
So  wise  men  hold  out  in  each  hollowed  palm 
A  handful  of  experience,  sparkling  fact 
They  can't  exnlain ;  and  smoe  their  rest  of  life 
Is  all  explainable,  what  proof  in  this  ? 
Whereas  I  take  the  fact,  the  grain  of  gold. 


And  fling  away  the  dirty  rest  of  life. 

And  ada  this  grain  to  the  grain  each  fool  has 

found 
O'  the  million  other  such  philosophers,  ~ 
Tdl  I  see  gold,  all  gold  and  only  sold. 
Truth  questionlcsB  though  unexpYainable, 
And  the  miraculous  proved  the  commonplace ! 
The  other  foola  believed  in  mud,  no  doubt  — 
Failed  to  know  gold  they  saw :    waa  that  so 

strange? 
Are  all  men  bom  to  play  Bach's  fiddle-fugues, 
"  Time  "  with  the  fou  in  carte,  jump  their  own 

height. 
Cut  the  mutton  with  the  broadsword,  skate  a 

five. 
Make  the  red  hasard  with  the  cue,  clip  nails 
While  swimming,  in  five  minutes  row  a  mile. 
Pull  themselves  three  feet  up  with  the  left  arm, 
Do  sums  of  fifty  figures  in  their  head. 
And  so  on,  by  the  scores  of  instances  ? 
The  Sludge  with  luck,  who  seea  the  spiritual 

facta, 
H»  fellows  strive  and  fail  to  see,  may  rank 
With  these,  and  share  the  advantage. 


Ay,  bnt  share 
The  drawback !    Think  it  over  by  yourself ; 
I  have  not  heart,  sir,  and  the  Are  's  gone  gray. 
Defect  aomewbere  compensates  for  snccces, 
EvefT  one  knows  that.    Oh,  we  're  equals,  sir  I 
The  bifl^legged  fellow  has  a  little  arm 
And  a  less  brain,  though  big  legs  win  the  race : 
Do  you  suppose  I  'acape  the  common  lot? 
Say.  I  was  bom  with  flesh  so  senaitive. 
Soul  so  alert,  that,  practice  helping  both, 
I  guess  what 's  going  on  outride  the  veil. 
Just  aa  a  priaoned  crane  feela  pairing-time 
lu  the  ialanda  where  his  kind  are,  so  mnat  fall 
To  capering  by  himself  some  shiny  night. 
As  if  your  back-yard  were  a  plot  of  mice  — 
Thua  am  I  'ware  o'  the  apirit-worfd:   whi 


while 


you, 


Blind  aa  a  beetle  that  way,  —  for  amends. 
Why,  you  can  double  fist  and  floor  me,  sir ! 
Ride  that  hot  hardmonthed  horrid  home  of 

yours. 
Laugh  while  it  lightens,  play  with  the  great 

dog. 
Speak  your  mind  though  it  vex  some  friend  to 

hear. 
Never  brag,  never  bluster,  never  blush,  — 
In  short,  you  've  plnck,  when  I  'm  a  coward  — 

there! 
I  know  It,  I  can't  help  it, — foUy  or  no, 
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I  *ni  paralyzed,  my  hand  ^a  no  more  a  hand. 
Nor  my  head  a  head,  in  danger :  yon  can  smile 
And  change  the  pipe  in  yonr  oheek.   Your  gift  *b 

not  mine. 
Wonld  you  swap  for  mine  ?     No  I  but  yoa  'd 

add  my  gift 
To  yours :  I  dm  say !    I  too  sigh  at  times, 
Wish  I  were  stouter,  could  tell  truth  nor  flinch. 
Kept  oool  when  threatened,  did  not  mind  so 

much 
Being  dressed  gayly,  making  strangeis  stare. 
Eating  nice  things :  when  I  d  amuse  myself, 
I  shut  my  eyes  and  fancy  in  my  brain, 
I  'ra  —  now  the  President,  now  Jenny  Lind, 
Now  Emerson^  now  the  Benicia  Bov  — * 
With  all  the  civilized  world  a-wondering 
And  worshipping.  I  know  it  *s  foUy  and  worse ; 
I  feel  such  tnoks  sap,  honeycomb  the  sonl^ 
But  I  can't  cure  myself,  —  despond,  despair, 
And  then,  hey,  presto,  there's  a  turn  o*  the 

wheel. 
Under    comes    uppermost,    fate    makes    full 

amends; 
Sludge  knows  and  sees  and  hears  a  hundred 

things 
Yon  all  are  blind  to,  —  I  Ve  my  taste  of  truth. 
Likewise    my  touch  of   falsehood,  —  yioe  no 

doubt, 
But  you  *ve  your  vices  also  :  I  *m  content. 

What,  sir ?     You  won't  shake  hands ?     ''Be- 
cause I  cheat ! " 
"  You  *ve  found  me  out  in  cheating !  **    That  '■ 

enough 
To  make  an  apostle  swear!      ^liy,  when  I 

cheat. 
Mean  to  cheat,  do  cheat,  and  am  caught  in  the 

act. 
Are  you,  or  rather,  am  I  ture  o*  the  fact  f 
(There 's  verse  again,  but  I  'm  inspired  some- 
how.) 
Well  then  I  'm  not  sure  !    I  mav  be,  perhaps, 
Free  as  a  babe  from  cheating :  now  it  began. 
My  gift,  —  no  matter ;  what 't  is  got  to  be 
In  the  end  now,  that's  the  question;  answer 

that! 
Had  I  seen,  perhaps,  what  hand  was  holding 

mine, 
Leading  me  whither,  I  had  died  of  fright : 
So,  I  was  made  believe  I  led  myself. 
If  I  should  lay  a  six-inch  plank  from  roof 
To  roof,  yon  would  not  cross  tlie  street,  one  step. 
Even  at  your  mother's  summons:   but,  being 

shrewd. 
If  I  paste  paper  on  each  side  the  plank 
And  swear  t  is  solid  pavement,  why,  you  '11 

cross 
Humming  a  tune  the  while,  in  ignorance 
Beacon  Street  stretches  a  hundred  feet  below : 
I  walked  thus,  took  the  papei^heat  for  stone. 
Some  impulse  made  me  set  a  thing  o'  the  move 
Which,  started  once,  ran  really  by  itself ; 
Beer  flows  thus,  suck  the  siphon ;  toss  the  kite, 
It  takes  the  wind  and  floats  of  its  own  force. 
Don't  let  truth's  lump  rot  stagnant  for  the  lack 
Of  a  timelv  helpful  lie  to  leaven  it  I 
Put  a  chalk-egg  beneath  the  clucking  hen. 
She  *11  lay  a  real  one«  landablv  deceived. 


Daily  for  weeks  to  come.    I  've  told  my  lie, 
And  seen  truth  f  <^ow,  marvels  none  of  mine  ; 
All  was  not  cheating,  sir,  I  'm  positive ! 
I  don't  know  if  I  move  your  h«id  sometimes 
When  the  spontaneous  writing  spreads  so  far. 
If  my  knee  lifU  the  Uble  all  that  height. 
Why  the  inkstand  don't  fall  o£F  the  desk  a-tilt. 
Why  the  accordion  plays  a  prettier  waltz 
Than  I  can  nick  out  on  the  pianoforte. 
Why  I  speak  so  much  more  than  I  intend. 
Describe  so  many  things  I  never  saw. 
I  tell  you,  sir,  in  one  sense,  I  believe 
Nothing  at  all,  —  that  everybcxly  can, 
WiU,  and  does  cheat :  but  m  another  sense 
I  'm  ready  to  believe  mjr  very  self  — 
That  everv  cheat 's  inspired,  and  every  li« 
Quick  with  a  germ  of  truth. 

Yon  ask  perhaps 
Why  I  should  condescend  to  trick  at  all 
If  I  know  a  way  without  it  ?    Hibiswhy! 
There  's  a  strange  secret  sweet  self-sacrifice 
In  any  desecration  of  one's  sonl 
To  a  worthy  end,  —  is  n't  it  Herodotna 
(I  wish  I  could  read  Latin !)  who  describes 
The  single  ^ft  o'  the  land's  virginity. 
Demanded  m  those  old  Egvptian  rites, 
(I  've  but  a  hazy  notion — help  me,  sir  I) 
For  one  purpose  in  the  worid,  one  day  in  a  liff. 
One  hour  in  a  day  —  thereafter,  puri^. 
And  a  veil  thrown  o'er  the  past  torevermore ! 
Well  now,  they  understood  a  numy  things 
Down  by  Nile  city,  or  wherever  it  was  I 
I  've  always  vowea,  after  the  minute's  lie. 
And  the  end's  gain,  —  tmth  should  be  mine 

henceforth. 
This  goes  to  the  root  o'  the  matter,  air,  —  thin 

^ain 
Plump  fact :  accept  it  and  unlock  with  it 
The  wards  of  many  a  pnzzle ! 

Or,  finally. 
Why  should  I  set  so  fine  a  gloss  on  things  ? 
What  need  I  care  ?    I  cheat  in  self-defence. 
And  there 's  my  answer  to  a  world  of  oheats  1 
Cheat?    To  be  sure,  sir  !     What's  the  work! 

worth  else  ? 
Who  takes  it  as  he  finds,  and  thanks  Itis  stars  ? 
Don't  it  want  trimming,  turning,  fnrbishiag  up 
!\nd    pnlishing  over?     Your  so-styled    gre«t 

men, 
Do  they  accept  one  tmth  as  tmth  is  found. 
Or  try  their  skill  at  tinkering  ?    What 's  yonr 

world? 
Here  are  you  bora,  who  are,  I  '11  say  at  ones. 
Of  the  luckiest  kind,  whetlier  in  head  and 

heart. 
Body  and  soul,  or  all  that  helns  them  both. 
Well,  now,  look  back :  what  tacultv  of  yonis 
Came  to  its  full,  had  ample  jnstioe  aone 
By  growing  when  rain  fell,  biding  its  time, 
Solidif3ring  growth  when  earth  was  dead. 
Spiring  up,  broadening  wide,  in  sesaons  aoe  ? 
Never !     x  on  shot  up  and  frost  nipped  yon  off. 
Settled  to  sleep  when  sunshine  bade  yon  qmat ; 
One  faculty  thwarted  its  fellow :  at  the  end. 
All  you  boast  is,  "  I  had  i>foved  a  toppinir  tr^ 
In  other  climes," —  yet  this  waa  the  ngfat  cUnw* 
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Had    you    foreknown    the    seasons.     Yonngf 

you  We  force 
Wasted  like  weU-streams :  old,  —  oh,  then  in- 

deed, 
Behold  a  labyrinth  of  hydraulic  pipes 
Through  which  yon  *d  play  off  wondrous  water- 
work  ; 
Only,  no  water  *8  left  to  feed  their  play. 
Yonng,  —  yon  We  a  hope,  an  aim,  a  Ioto  :  it 's 

tossed 
And  crossed  and  lost :  yon  stmggle  on,  some 

spark 
Shut  in  yonr  heart  afcainst  the  puffs  aronnd, 
Throntf  n  oold  and  pain ;  these  in  due  time  sub- 
side, 
Now  then  for  age's  triumph,  the  hoarded  hght 
Ton   mean   to  loose  on   the   altered  face  of 

things,  — 
Up  with  it  on  the  tripod !    It  *s  extinct. 
Spend  yonr  life's  remnant  asking,  which  was 

best, 
Ught  smothered  up  that  nerer  peeped  forth 

once. 
Or  the  cold  cresset  with  full  leave  to  shine  ? 
Well,  accept  this  too,  —  seek  the  fruit  of  it 
Not  in  enjoyment,  proved  a  dream  on  earth, 
But  knowledge,  useful  for  a  second  chance. 
Another  life.  —  yon  Ve  lost  this  world  —  yon  've 

gunea 
Its  knowledge  for  the  next.  —  What  knowledge, 

sir. 
Except   that  yon   know  nothing?     Nay,  yon 

donbt 
Whether  *t  were  better  have  made  you  man  or 

brute, 
If  aught  be  true,  if  ppood  and  eyil  clash. 
No  foul,  no  fair,  no  inside,  no  outside. 
There  *8  your  world  I 

Oire  it  me  t  I  slap  it  brisk 
With  harlequin's  pasteboard  sceptre :  what's  it 

now? 
Changed  like  a  rock -flat,  rough  with  rusty 

weed. 
At  first  wash-orer  o*  the  returning  wave  I 
AH  the  dry  dead  impracticable  stuff 
Starts  into  life  and  light  again ;  this  world 
Perraded  bv  the  influx  from  the  next. 
I  cheat,  and  what 's  the  happy  consequence  ? 
Ton  find  full  jnstioe  straightway  dealt  yon  out. 
Each  want  supplied,  each  inioranoe  set  at  ease. 
Each  folly  fooled.    No  life-long  labor  now 
As  the  price  of  worse  than  nothing  I    No  mere 

Holdii^  you  chained  in  iron,  as  it  seems, 
AgauMt  the  outstretch  of  your  very  arms 
And  legs  i'  the  sunshine  moralists  forbid  I 
VThat  would  you  have  ?  Just  speak  and,  there, 

yon  see  I 
Ton  're  supplemented,  made  a  whole  at  last, 
Bacon  advises,  Shakespeare  writes  you  songs. 
And  Sfary  Queen  of  Scots  embraces  yon. 
Thus  it  goes  on,  not  quite  like  life  perhaps. 
But  so  near,  that  the  very  difference  piques. 
Shows  that  e'en  better  than  this  best  wul  be  — 
This  passing  entertainment  in  a  hut 
Whose  bare  walls  take  yonr  taste  since,  one 

stage  more. 


And  yon  arrive  at  the  paUoe :  all  half  real. 
And  you,  to  suit  it,  less  than  real  beside. 
In  a  dream,  lethargic  kind  of  death  in  Uf  e. 
That  helps  the  interchange  of  natures,  fle^ 
Transfused  bv  souls,  and  such  souls  1    Oh,  't  is 

^  choice  f 
And  if  at  whiles  the  bubble,  blown  too  thin. 
Seem  nigh  on  bursting,  —  if  you  nearly  see 
The  real  world  through  the  false,  —  what  do 

yon  see? 
Is  the  old  so  ruined  ?  Ton  find  yon  're  in  a  flock 
O'  the  youthful,  earnest,  passionate  —  genius, 

beisnty, 
Rank  and  wealth  also,  if  you  care  for  these : 
And  all  depose  their  natural  rights,  hail  yon 
(That 's  me,^  sir)  as  their  mate  and  yoke-tellow, 
Participate  in  Sludgehood  —  nay.  grow  mine, 
I  veritably  possess  them  —  banisii  doubt,    • 
And  reticence  and  modesty  alike  1 
Why,  here 's  the  Golden  Age,  old  Paradise 
Or  new  Utopia !    Here 's  true  life  indeed. 
And  the  world  well  won  now,  mine  for  the  first 

time  I 

And  all  this  might  be,  may  be,  and  with  good 

help 
Of  a  little  lying  shall  be :  so.  Sludge  lies ! 
Why,  he 's  at  worst  yonr  poet  who  sings  how 

Greeks 
That  never  were,  in  Troy  which  never  was. 
Did  this  or  the  other  impossible  great  thing  I 
He 's  Lowell  —  it 's  a  world  (von  smile  applause) 
Of  his  own  invention  —  wondrous  LongteUow, 
Surprising  Hawthorne  !  Sludge  does  more  than 

they. 
And  acts  the  books  they  write :  the  more  his 

praise! 

But  why  do  I  mount  to  poets?    Take  plain 

prose  — 
Dealers  in  common  sense,  set  these  at  work. 
What  can  thev  do  without  their  helpful  lies  ? 
Each  states  tne  law  and  fact  and  face  o'  the 

thing 
Just  as  he  *d  have  them,  finds  what  he  thinks 

fit. 
Is  blind  to  what  missuits  him,  just  records 
What  makes  his  case  out,  quite  iniores  the  rest. 
It 's  a  History  of  the  World,  the  Lizard  Age, 
The  Early  Indians,  the  Old  Country  War, 
Jerome  Napoleon,  whatsoever  yon  please. 
All  as  the  author  wants  it.    Such  a  scribe 
Ton  pay  and  praise  for  putting  life  in  stones. 
Fire  into  fog,  making  the  past  your  world. 
There 's  plenty  of  **  How  did  you  contrive  to 

The  thread  which  led  yon  through  this  laby- 
rinth? 
How  build  such  solid  fabric  out  of  air  ? 
How  on  so  slight  foundation  found  this  tale. 
Biography,  narrative  ?  "  or,  in  other  words, 
"  How  many  lies  did  it  require  to  make 
The  portly  truth  yon  here  present  us  with  ?  " 
"Oh,"  quoth  the    penman,  purring  at  your 

praise, 
"  'T  b  fancy  all ;  no  particle  of  fact : 
I  was  poor  and  threadbare  when  I  wrote  that 
book 
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'  Blifli  in  the  Golden  City.'    I,  at  Thebes? 
We  writers  paint  out  of  onr  heads,  yon  see  I  ** 
^*  — Ah,  the  more  wonderful  the  gift  in  yon. 
The  more  creativeness  and  godlike  craft  I  " 
But  I,  do  I  present  you  with  my  pieoe. 
It 's  "  What,  Sludge  ?    When  my  sainted  mo- 
ther spoke 
The  Terses  Lady  Jane  Grey  last  composed 
About  the  toby  bower  in  the  seventh  hearen 
Where  she  and  Queen  Elizabeth  keep  house,  — 
Ton  made  the  raps?    ^Twas  your  invention 

that? 
Cur,  slave,  and  devil !  "  —  eight  fingen  and  two 

thumbs 
Stuck  in  my  throat ! 

Well,  if  the  marks  seem  gone, 
T  is  because  stiffish  cocktail,  taken  in  time, 
Is  better  for  a  bruise  than  arnica. 
There,  sir !  I  bear  no  malice :  't  is  uH  in  me. 
I  know  I  acted  wrongly :  still,  I  've  tried 
What  I  could  say  in  my  excuse,  —  to  show 
The  devil  *8  not  all  devil  ...  I  don^t  pretend 
He  's  angel,  much  less  such  a  gentleman 
As  you,  sir  !    And  I  Ve  lost  you,  lost  myself. 
Lost  ali-l-H-  .  .  . 

No — are  yon  in  earnest,  sir  ? 
Oh,  yours,  sir,  is  an  angeVs  part  I    I  know 
What  prejudice  prompts,  and  what 's  the  com- 
mon course 
Men  take  to  soothe  their  ruffled  self-conoeit : 


Only  ]|rou  rise  superior  to  it  all  I 
No,  sir,  it  douH  hurt  much ;   it  \ 


long 


s  speaking 


That  makes  me  choke  a  little :  the  marks  will 

What  r    Twenty  V-notes  more,  and  outfit  too, 
And  not  a  word  to  Greeley  ?    One  — one  kim 
O*  the  hand  that  saves  me  I    You  '11  not  let  me 

speak, 
I  well  know,  and  I  've  lost  the  right,  too  true ! 
But  I  must  say,  ■ir,  if  She  hears  (she  does) 
Tour  sainted  .  . .  Well,  sir,  —  be  it  so  I  That 's, 

I  think, 
My  bedroom  candle.     Good-night!     Bl-l-len 

yon,  sir ! 


R-r-r,  yon  brute-beast  and  blackguard  I  Cow- 
ardly scamp! 

I  only  wish  I  dared  bum  down  the  house 

And  spoil  your  sniggering !  Oh,  what,  you  're 
the  man? 

You  're  satisfied  at  last  ?  Ton  've  found  out 
Sludse  ? 

We  '11  see  uiat  presently :  my  turn,  sir,  next ! 

I  too  can  teu  my  story:  brute, — do  yon 
hear?  — 

Ton  throttled  your  sainted  mother,  that  old 

In  just  snch  a  fit  of  passion :  no,  it  was  .  .  . 
To  get  this  house  of  hen,  and  manv  a  note 
Like  these  .  .  .  I  'U  pocket  them,  however  .  .  . 

five. 
Ten,  fifteen  ...  ay,  yon  gave  her  throat  the 

twist. 


Or  else  yon  poisoned  her!    Confonnd  the  enas  I 
Where  was  my  head  ?    I  ou^t  to  have  prophe- 
sied 
He  '11  die  in  a  year  and  join  her :  that 's  the  way. 

I  don't  know  where  my  head  is:  what  had  I 

done? 
How  did  it  all  go  ?    I  said  he  poisoned  her. 
And  hoped  he  ]d  have  irraoe  given  him  to  repent. 
Whereon  he  picked  this  quarrel,  bullied  me 
And  called  me  cheat:  I  thrashed  him, —  who 

could  help  ? 
He  howled  for  mercy,  prayed  me  on  his  kneea 
To  cut  and  run  and  save  hui  from  disgrace : 
I  do  so,  and  once  off,  he  slanders  me. 
An  end  of  him  I    Bcjgin  elsewhere  anew ! 
Boston 's  a  hole,  the  herring-pond  is  wide, 
V-notes  are  something,  liberty  still  mors. 
Beside,  is  he  the  only  fool  in  the  world  ? 


APPARENT  FAILURE 

"  We  shall  loon  looe  a  celebrated  building.** 

Paris  Ntm^^a/tr 

No,  for  I  'U  save  it  I    Seven  years  since, 

I  psased  through  Paris,  stcfiped  a  day 
To  see  the  baptism  of  your  nrnce ; 

Saw,  made  my  bow,  and  went  mv  way: 
Walking  die  heat  and  headache  off, 

I  took  the  Seine-^ide,  yon  surmise, 
Thought  of  the  Congress,  Gortechakoff, 

Cavour's  apf^eal  and  Buol's  replies. 
So  sauntered  tdl  —  what  met  my  eyes  ? 


your 


Only  the  Doric  little  Morgue ! 

The    dead-house    where   yon    ahow 
drowned : 
Petrarch's  Yanduae  makes  proud  the  Sorgue, 

Tonr  Morgue  has  made  the  Seine  renowned. 
One  pays  one's  debt  in  such  a  ease ; 

I  plueked  up  heart  and  entered,  — stalked. 
Keeping  a  tolerable  face 

Compared  with  some  whose  oiheeka  wars 
chalked : 
Lettheml    No  Briton 's  to  be  balked  1 

First  eame  the  silent  gaxen :  next, 

A  screen  of  glass,  we  're  thankful  for ; 
Last,  the  sight's  self,  the  sennon's  text. 

The  three  men  who  did  most  abhor 
Their  life  in  Paris  vesterday. 

So  killed  themselves  :  and  now,  enthroned 
Each  on  his  copper  couch,  they  lay 

Fronting  me,  waiting  to  be  owned. 
I  thought,  and  think,  their  ain  's  atoned. 

Poor  men,  God  made,  and  all  for  that  1 

The  reverence  stmok  me ;  o'er  each  head 
Religiously  was  hung  its  hat. 

Each  coat  dripned  by  the  owner*s  bed, 
Sacred  from  toucn :  each  had  his  berth. 

His  bounds,  his  proper  plaee  of  rest. 
Who  last  nii^t  tenanted  on  earth 

Some     arah,     where    twelve    snek     slept 


Unless  the  plain  asphalt  seemed  bert. 
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How  did  it  hspiwii,  my  poor  boy  ? 

Yon  wanted  to  be  Bnonapexte 
And  bftTe  the  Tnileriee  for  toy. 

And  ooold  not.  ao  it  broke  yoor  heart  ? 
Yon,  old  one  by  am  ride,  I  judge. 

Were,  red  aa  blood,  a  aocialist, 
A  leTeiier !    Doea  the  Emmre  irradge 

Yon  *Te  gained  what  no  Ketmblie  nuHed  ? 
Be  4pdet,  iumI  nndench  yonr  nst  I 

And  thit  — why,  he  waa  red  in  vain, 

Or  Uaok,  —  poor  fellow  that  is  bine  I 
What  &ney  waa  it,  tnmed  yonr  brain  ? 

Oh,  women  were  the  prixe  for  yon  1 
Money  gets  women,  caraa  and  dice 

Get  money,  and  ill-luok  gets  jnat 
The  copper  couch  and  one  (dear  nice 

Cool  aqnirt  of  water  o*er  yonr  bust, 
The  right  thing  to  eztingniah  Inatl 

It  *i  wiser  being  good  than  bad ; 

It  'a  ufer  being  meek  than  fierce : 
It  *8  fitter  being  sane  than  road. 

My  own  hope  is,  a  snn  will  pierce 
The  thickeet  olond  earth  CTcr  stretched  ; 

That,  after  Last,  returns  the  First, 
Though  a  wide  compaas  round  be  fetched ; 

That  what  besan  best,  ean*t  end  worst. 
Nor  what  God  blesaed  once,  ptore  aecnsst. 


EPILOGUE 
FiKST  Spsakir,  as  David 

On  the  first  of  the  Peaat  of  FeMts, 

The  Dedication  Day, 
When  the  Levites  joined  the  Priests 

At  the  Altar  in  robed  array, 
Gave  signal  to  sound  and  say,  — 

When  the  thousands,  rear  and  ran. 

Swarming  with  one  accord, 
Became  aa  a  ringle  man 

(Look,  gesture,  thought  and  word) 
In  praising  and  thanking  the  Lord,  — 

When  the  ringers  lift  up  their  voice, 
And  the  trumpets  made  endeavor, 

Sonndiiv,  '^  In  God  njcice !  " 
Saying,  ^*  In  Him  reioioe 

Whose  mercy  endnretn  forever  I  '^  — 

Then  the  Temple  filled  with  a  doud. 
Even  the  House  of  the  Lord ; 

Porch  bent  and  pillar  bowed : 
Per  the  presence  of  the  Lord, 

In  the  glory  of  his  doud. 
Had  filled  the  Honae  of  the  Lord. 

SscoND  Spbakbh,  om  RemoM 

Gone  now  I    All  gone  across  the  dark  so  far^ 
Sharpening  fast,  shuddering  ever,  shuttmg 
still. 
Dwindling  into  the  dktanee,  diea  that  star 
Which  came,  stood,  opened  ooae  I    We 
fiU 


With  nptamed  faoea  on  aa  real  a  Pace 
That,  stooping  from  grave  murie  and  mild 
fire, 

Took  in  our  homage,  made  a  virible  place 
Through  many  a  depth  of  glory,  gyre    on 

Por  the  dim  human  tribute.    Waa  thia  true  ? 

Conld  man  indeed  avail,  mere  praise  of  his. 
To  hdp  bjr  rapture  God*s  own  rapture  too. 

Thrill  with  a  hearths  red  tinge  that  pure  pale 
bliss? 
Why  did  it  end?    Who  failed   to   beat  the 

breast, 
And  shriek,  and  throw  the  arms  protesting 

wide. 
When  a  first  riiadow  showed  the  star  addressed 

Itself  to  motion,  and  on  either  ride 
The  rims  contracted  aa  the  rays  retired ; 

The  muric,  like  a  fountain's  rickening  pulse, 
Snbrided  on  itself ;  awhUe  tranapired 

Some  vestige  of  a  Pace  no  pan^  convulse. 
No  prayers  retard  :  then  even  this  waa  gone. 

Lost  in  the  night  at  last.      We,  lone  and 
left 
Silent  through  centuries,  ever  and  anon 

Venture  to  probe  again  the  vault  bereft 
Of  all  now  save  the  lesser  lights,  a  mist 

Of  multitudinous  points,  yet  suns,  men  say  ^ 
And  this  leapa  mby,  this  lurks  amethyi^ 

But  where  may  hide  what  came  and  loved 
our  clay? 
How  shall  the  sage  detect  in  yon  expanse 

The  star  which  choae  to  stoop  and  stay  for  us? 
Unroll  the  records !    Hailed  ye  such  advance 

Indeed,  and  did  vonr  hope  evanish  thus  ? 
Watchers  of  twilignt,  is  the  wont  averred  ? 

We  shall  not  look  np,  know  onmdves  are 

Speak,  ana  be  sure  that  we  again  are  heard. 

Acting  or  suffering,  have  the  disk's  serene 
Reflect  our  life,  abawb  an  earthly  flame. 

Nor  doubt  that,  were  mankind  inert  and 
anmb. 
Its  core  had  never  crimsoned  all  the  same, 

Nor,  misring  ours,  its  muric  fallen  dumb  ? 
Oh,  dread  sucoesrion  to  a  dizzy  post. 

Sad  sway  of  sceptre  whose  mere  touch  ap- 


pnlla. 
Ghastly  de< 


the 


dethronement,  cursed   bj  th< 
moat 
On  whoae  repugnant  brow  the  crown  next  falls  I 

Tmihd  Spsakss 

Witless  alike  of  will  and  way  divine. 

How  heaven's  high  with  earth's  low  should 

intertwine  I 
Priends,  I  have  seen  through  yonr  eyes :  now 

use  mine! 

Take  the  least  man  of  all  mankind,  as  I; 
Look  at  hia  head  and  heart,  find  how  and 

why 
He  differs  from  his  fellows  utterly : 

Then,  Uke  me,  watch  when  nature  by  degrees 
Grows  alive  rovnd  him,  aa  in  Arctic  sens 
(They  «ad  of  old)  the  instinctive  water  flees 
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Toward  some  elected  point  of  ceDtral  rock, 
As   thoneh,   for   ita  sake   only,   roamed  the 

flock 
Of  vavea  about  the  waste :  awhile  they  mock 

With  radiance  caught  for  the  occasion,  —  hues 
Of  blackest  hell  now,  now  such  reds  and  bines 
As  only  heaTen  could  fitly  interfuse,  — 

The  mimic  monarch  of  the  whirlpool,  kin^ 
O*  the  current  for  a  minute  :  then  they  wrmi? 
Up  by  the  roots  and  ovenweep  the  thing. 

And  hasten  off,  to  play  again  elsewhere 
The  same  part,  choose  another  peak  as  bare, 
They  find  and  flatter,  feast  and  finish  there. 

When  you  see  what  I  tell  you,  —  nature  dance 

About  each  man  of  us,  retire,  advance. 

As  though  the  pageant's  end  were  to  enhance 


His  worth,  and — once  the  life,  his  pradact. 


Roll  away  elsewhere,  keep  the  strife  •»>«.«»., 
And  show  thus  real,  a  thing  the  North  but 
feigned — 

When  you  acknowledge  that  one  world  could  do 
AU  the  diverse  work,  old  yet  ever  new. 
Divide  us,  each  from  other,  me  from  yon,  - 

Why,  where  *s  the  need  of  Temple,  when  the 
walls 

O' the  world  are  that?  What  use  of  swells  and 
falls 

From  Levites^  choir.  Priests*  cries,  and  trumpet- 
calls? 

That  one  Face,  far  from  vanish,  rather  growa, 

Or  decomposes  but  to  reoompose. 

Become  my  universe  that  feels  and  known  I 


THE  RING  AND  THE  BOOK 


This,  the  most  long  sustained  of  Browning's 
writings,  was  published  originally  in  four  vol- 
umes, successively  in  November,  December, 
1868,  January,  February,  1869.  Birs.  Orr  has 
given  so  circumstantial  an  aecount  of  the  incep- 
tion of  the  work,  that  the  main  facts  are  here 
reproduced  from  her  Hand-Book, 

**  Mr.  Browning  was  strolling  one  day  through 
a  square  in  Florence,  the  Piazza  San  Lorenzo, 
which  is  a  standing  market  for  old  clothes,  old 
furniture,  and  old  curiosities  of  every  kind, 
when  a  parchment-covered  book  attracted  lus 
eye,  from  amidst  the  artistic  or  nondescript 
mblnsh  of  one  of  the  stalls.  It  was  the  record 
of  a  murder  which  had  taken  place  in  Rome, 
and  bore  inside  it  an  inscription  [in  Latin] 
which  Ifr.  Browning  transcribes  [on  p.  415]. 

^*  The  book  proved,  on  examination,  to  con- 
tain the  whole  history  of  the  case,  as  carried 
on  in  writing,  after  the  fashion  of  those  days : 


pleadings  and  oonntei^pleadinga,  the  depoaitioiis 
of  defendants  and  witnesses ;  manuscript  letters 
announcing  the  execution  of  the  murderer,  and 
the  *  instrument  of  the  Definitive  Sentoioe  * 
which  established  the  perfect  innocence  of  the 
murdered  wife :  these  various  documents  hav- 
ing been  collected  and  bound  together  by  some 
person  interested  in  the  trial,  possibly  the  very 
Cencini,  friend  of  the  Franceschini  family,  to 
whom  the  manuscript  letten  are  addressed. 
Mr.  Browning  bought  the  whole  for  the  value 
of  eightpence,  and  it  became  the  raw  material 
of  what  appeared  four  years  later  as  7^  Rimg 
and  the  Book.'* 

In  another  place  Mrs.  Orr  states  that  the  snl^ 
ject  was  conceived  about  four  yasn  before  the 
poet  took  it  actually  in  hand,  and  thai,  before 
he  wrote  it  himself,  he  offered  the  theme  for 
prose  treatment  to  Miss  Ogle,  the  anthor  of  A 
Loit  Love, 
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Do  yon  see  this  Ring? 

*T  is  Rome-work,  made  to  match 
(Bj  Castellani^s  imitative  craft) 
Etrurian  circlets  found,  some  happy  mom, 
After  a  dropping  April ;  found  alive 
Spark-like  ^mid  unearthed  slope-side  figtree- 

roots 
That  roof  old  tombs  at  Chiusi :  soft,  yon  see* 
Yet  crisp  aa  jewel-cutting.    There  *8  one  trick, 
^Craftsmen  instruct  me)  one  ^proved  device 
And  but  one,  fits  such  slivers  ot  pure  gold 


As  this  was, — such  mere  ooiings  from  the  mine. 
Virgin  as  oval  tawny  pendent  tear 
At  beehive-edge  when  ripened  combs  o'erflow,  — 
To  bear  the  file's  tooth  and  the  hammer's  tap : 
Since  hammer  needs  must  widen  out  the  round. 
And  file  emboss  it  fine  with  lily-flowen. 
Ere  the  stuff  grow  a  ring-thing  right  to  wear. 
That  trick  is,  the  artificer  melts  up  wax 
With  honey,  so  to  speak ;  he  mingles  gold 
With  gold^  alloy,  and,  duly  tempering  both. 
Effects  a  manageable  mass,  then  works : 
But  his  work  ended,  once  the  tldng  a  ring. 
Oh.  there  *s  reroistination  1    Just  a  spirt 
O*  the  proper  nery  acid  o*er  its  faoe. 
And  forth  the  allov  unfsstened  flies  in  fame ; 
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While,  lelf-siiifieient  now.  the  abane  remaine, 
The  rondure  braye,  the  lilied  loTeuneaB, 
Gohl  es  it  was,  is.  shall  be  eyermore : 
Prime  nature  with  an  added  artistry  — 
No  carat  lost,  and  yon  hare  gained  a  liag. 
What  of  it  ?    'T  is  a  figrure,  a  symbol,  say  ; 
A  thing's  sign :  now  for  the  thin^  signified. 

Do  yon  see  this  sqnare  old  yellow  Book,  I 

toss 
I'  the  air,  and  catoh  again,  and  twirl  abont 
By  the  crumpled  rellnm  coven, — pure  omde 

fact 
Secreted  from  man's  life  when  hearts  beat  hard. 
And  brains,  high-blooded,  ticked  two  oentories 

since? 
Examine  it  yonrselTes  I    I  fonnd  this  book. 
Gave  a  lira  for  it,  eightpenoe  English  just, 
(Mark  the  predestination  I)  when  a  Hand, 
Alwavs  above  my  shoulder,  pushed  me  once. 
One  day  still  fierce  *mid  many  a  day  stmek 

calm. 
Across  a  Sqnare  in  Florence,  crammed  with 

booths. 
Busing  and  blaze,  noontide  and  market-time. 
Toward  Bacoio's  marble, — ay,  the  basement- 

ledee 
O'  the  pedestal  where  sits  and  menaces 
John  of  the  Blaek  Bands  with  the  upright  spear, 
'Twixt  palwse  and  church,  —  Riccardi  where 

they  lived. 
His  race,  and  San  Lorenso  where  they  lie. 
This  book,  —  precisely  on  that  palaoe-step 
Which,  meant  for  lounging  knaves  o*  the  Me- 

oiei, 
Now  serves  re-venders  to  dispUy  their  ware,  — 
*Mongstodds  and  ends  of  ravage,  picture-frames 
White  throush  the  worn  gilt,  mirror<soonoes 

chippeo. 
Bronze  angel-haada  onoe   knobs  attached   to 

chests 
(Handled  when  ancient  dames  chose  forth  bro- 
cade). 
Modem  chalk  drawings,  studies  from  the  nude. 
Samples  of  stone,  jet,  oreccia,  porphyry 
Polished  and  rongn,  sundry  amazing  busts 
In  baked  earth  (broken,  Providence  oe  praised  I) 
A  wreck  of  tapestry,  prondly-purposed  web 
When  reds  and  bines  were  indeed  red  and  blue, 
Now  offered  as  a  mat  to  save  bare  feet 
(Since  carpets  oonstitute  a  cruel  cost) 
Treading  the  chill  scagliola  bedward ;  then 
A  pile  en  brown-etched  prints,  two  crazie  each. 
Stopped  by  a  oonch  a^p  from  fluttering  forth 
— Sowing  the  Square  with  worics  of  one  and 

the  same 
Master,  the  imaginative  Sienese 
Qraat  in  the  soenie  backgrounds  —  (name  and 

fame 
Xone  of  yon  know,  nor  does  he  fare  the  worse :) 
From  these  .  .  .  Oh,  with  a  Lionard  going  cheap 
If  it  should  prove,  as  promised,  that  Jooonde 
Whereof  a  copy  contents  the  Louvre !  —  these^ 
I  picked  this  book  from,    five  compeere  in 

fiank 
f^tood  left  and  ri^t  of  it  as  tempting  more  — 
A  dogs  eared  Spteilegimn,  the  fond  tale 


O*  the  Frail  One  of  the  Flower,  by  young  Du- 
mas, 

Vulgarized  Horace  for  the  use  of  schools, 

The  Life,  Death,  Miracles  of  Saint  Somebody. 

Saint  Somebody  Else,  his  Miracles,  Death  ana 
Life, — 

With  this,  one  glance  at  the  lettered  back  of 
which. 

And  ^*  Stall  I "  cried  I :  a  lira  made  it  mine. 

Here  it  is,  this  I  toss  and  take  again ; 
Small-quarto  size,  part  print,  part  manuscript : 
A  book  in  shape  but,  really,  pure  crude  fact 
Secreted   from   man^s  life  when  hearts  beat 

hard. 
And  brains,  high-blooded,  ticked  two  centuries 

since. 
GKve  it  me  back  I    The  thing  *s  restorative 
I*  the  touch  and  sight. 

That  memorable  dav, 
(June   was  the   month,  Lorenzo  named  the 

Square), 
I  leaned  a  little  and  overlooked  my  prise 
Bv  the  low  railing  round  tlie  fountain-souroe 
Close  to  the  statue,  where  a  step  descends : 
While  clinked  the  cans  of  copper,  as  stooped 

and  ruse 
Thick-ankled  girls  who  brimmed  them,  and 

made  place 
For  marketmen  glad  to  pitch  basket  down. 
Dip  a  broad  melon-leaf  tnat  holds  the  wet. 
And  whisk  their  faded  fresh.    And  on  I  read 
Presently,  though  my  path  grew  perilous 
Between  the  outspread  straw-work,  piles  of 

plait 
Soon  to  be  flamring,  each  o*er  two  black  eyes 
And  swathe  of  Tuscan  hair,  on  f estas  fine : 
Through  fire-irons,  tribes  of  tongs,  shovels  in 

uieaves. 
Skeleton  bedsteads,  wardrobe-drawen  agape. 
Rows  of  tall  slim  brass  lamps  with  diuiflrling 


gear,— 
And  wone,  cast  clothes  a-sweetening'  in  the 

sun: 
None  of  them  took  my  eye  from  off  my  prize. 
Still  read  I  cm,  from  written  title-page 
To  written  index,  on,  through  street  and  street. 
At  the  Stroszi,  at  the  Pillar,  at  the  Bridflre ; 
Till,  by  the  time  I  stood  at  home  again 
Li  Casa  Guidi  by  Felice  Chureh. 
Under  the  doorway  where  the  black  begins 
With  the  fint  stone-slab  of  the  staircase  cold, 
I  had  mastered  the  contents,  knew  the  wh«>le 

truth 
Gathered  toij^ether,  bound  up  in  this  book. 
Print  three-fifths,  written  supplement  the  rest. 
"  Komana  Homicidiorum  ^'  —  nay. 
Better  translate  — "  A  Roman  murder  ease  : 
Position  of  the  entire  criminal  canse 
Of  Guide  Franceschini,  nobleman. 
With  certain  Four  the  cutthroats  in  his  pay. 
Tried,  all  five,  and  found  guilty  and  put  to 

death 
By  heading  or  hanging  as  befitted  ranks. 
At  Rome  cm  Februai^  Twenty  '^^ 

our  salvation  Sixteen  Nmety  ISght : 
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Wbenin  it  is  dk^ted  if,  and  wb«n, 
HnsbMids  may  kill  adnlterons  witot,  ywi  ^aeape 
The  onstonuiy  forfeit.** 

^r  ord  for  word. 
So  ran  the  title-page :  murder,  or  else 
Legitimate  pmuehment  of  the  other  crime, 
Aooonnted  murder  by  niistake, — jnat  that 
And  no  more,  ina  Latin  onmp  enoogh 
When  the  Uw  had  her  eloquence  to  Uumch, 
Bnt  interfilleted  with  Italian  streaks 
When  testimony  stooped  to  motheiHongue,  — 
That,  was  this  old  square  yellow  book  about. 

Now,  as  the  ingot,  ere  the  ring  was  forged. 
Lay  gold,  (beseech  yon,  hold  that  figure  fast  I) 
tM>,  in  this  book  Uy  absolutely  truth. 
Faneileas  fact,  the  documents  indeea. 
Primary  Uwyeivpleadingw  for,  against. 
The  aforesaid  rvre ;  real  summednip  circum- 


Adduced  in  proof  of  these  on  either        , 
Put  forth  and  printed,  as  the  practice  was. 
At  Rome,  in  the  Apostolic  Chamber's  type. 
And  so  submitted  to  the  eye  o*  the  Court 
Presided  over  by  His  Reverence 
Rome's  GoTemor  and  Criminal  Judge,  —  the 

trial 
Itself^  to  all  intents,  being  then  as  now 
Here  m  the  book  and  nowise  out  of  it ; 
Seeing,  there  properly  was  no  judgmenMiar, 
No  bnnging  ot  accuser  and  accused. 
And  whoso  judged  both  parties,  face  to  face 
Before  some  court,  as  we  oonoeiye  of  courts. 
There  was  a  Hail  of  Justice ;  that  came  last : 
For  Justice  had  a  chamber  by  the  hall 
Where  she  took  endenoe  first,  summed  up  the 


Chanetered  in  a  word;   and,  what's  mora 


Then  sent  accuser  and  accused  alike. 
In  person  of  the  advocate  of  each, 
To  weigh  its  worth,  thereby  arrange,  array 
The  battle.    T  was  the  so-styled  Fisc  began. 
Pleaded  (and  since  he  onlv  spoke  in  print 
The  printed  voice  of  him  lives  now  aa  then) 
The  pnbUc  Prosecutor —  **  Murder 's  proved ; 
With  five  .  .  .  what  we  call  qualities  of  bad. 
Worse,  worst,  and  yet  worse  still,  and  still 

worse  yet; 
Crest  over  crest  crowninji^  the  cockatrice. 
That  benar  hell's  regalia  to  enrich 
Count  Qnido  Franoeschini :  punish  him !  " 
Thus  was  the  piH>er  put  before  the  court 
In  the  next  stage,  (no  noisy  work  at  all,) 
To  study  at  ease.    In  due  time  like  ra|4y 
Came  mnn  the  so-styled  Patron  of  the  Poor, 
Official  mouthpiece  of  the  Br^  accused 
Too  poor  to  fee  a  better,  —  Onido's  luek 
Or  else  his  fellows'  —  which,  I  hardly  know,  — 
An  outbreak  as  of  wonder  at  the  world, 
A  fury-fit  of  outraged  innocence, 
A  passion  of  betrayed  simplioitv : 
** Punish  Count  Guido?    For  wnat crime,  what 

hint 
O'  the  color  of  a  erimeyinform  us  fiist  I 
Reward  him  rather  I    Recognise,  we  say, 
In  the  deed  done,  a  ririiteons  judgment  dealt  I 
All  conscience  and  all  ooorsge,  —  there's  our 

Count 


He  had  oompanicnBhip  in  privile^ 

Found  four  eoui—eoua  oooaeiaationa  friauds ; 


Absolve,  appland  all  five,  aa  props  id  law, 
rsoiaoeletyl — perenanoe 


A  trifle  ovar-haaty  with  the  hand 
To  hold  her  tottering  ark.  had  tumbled  else  ; 
But  that  'a  a  splendid  fault  wharsat  we  wink. 
Wishing  your  cold  emiectuess  sparided  so  1 " 
Thus  PAPer  second  followed  paper  first. 
Thus  did  the  two  join  issue  —  nay,  the  four. 
Each  Reader  having  an  adjunct.     *'  Trae,  he 

•— Sotoaneak — ina  certain  sort  — his  wife. 
But  Uudably,  since  thus  it  happed  I "  quoth 


the 


to 


»» 


»» 


Whereat,  more  witness  and  the  case 

**  Thus  it  hiq»ped  not,  since  thus  he  did 

deed. 
And  proved  himself  thereby  portentoiiBest 
Of  cutthroats  and  a  prodigy  of  crime. 
As  the  woman  that  he  slanghterad 

saint. 
Martyr  and  miradel**   quoth  the   other 

mateh: 
Again,  more  witness,  and  the  case  pcatpooed. 
**  A  miracle,  ay  —  of  lust  and  impudence ; 
Hear  my  new  ressons  I "  interposed  the  first : 
—  Coupled  with  more  of  nune ! "  punned  his 

peer. 
Beside,  the  precedents,  the  avthotitiMi ! " 
From  both  at  once  a  cry  with  an  echo,  that ! 
That  wab  a  firebrand  at  each  fox's  tail 
Unleashed  in  a  cornfield:    soon  spread  flare 

enourii. 
As  hurtled  Uiither  and   there  heaped  tham- 

selvea 
From  earth's  four  comers,  all  anthority 
And  precedent  for  puttiur  wives  to  death. 
Or  letting  wives  live,  sinful  aa  they  seem. 
How  legislated,  now,  in  this  respect, 
Solon  and  his  Athenians  f    Quote  the  code 
(H  Romulus  and  Rome!    Justinian  speak  1 
Nor  modem  Baldo,  Bartolo  be  dumb ! 
The  Roman  voice  was  potent,  plentiful ; 
Cornelia  de  Sicariis  hurried  to  help 
Pompeia  de  Parrieidiis ;  Julia  de 
Something-or-other  jostled  Lex  thisand-that ; 
King  Solomon  confinned  Apostle  Paul : 
That  nice  decision  of  DoUbella,  eh? 
That  pregnant  instance  of  Theodotie,  oh  I 
Down  to  that  choice  evample  .£lian  givea 
(An  instance  I  find  much  insistsd  on) 
Of  the  elephant  who,  brate-beast  thooi^  he 

were, 
Tet  understood  and  punished  on  the  spot 
Hb  master's  naugnty  sponse    and  laitldeaB 

friend ; 
A  true  tale  which  has  edified  each  cluld. 
Much  more  shall  flourish  favored  by  oor  eoort ! 
Pages  of  proof  this  way,  and  that  way  proof. 
And  always — once  again  the  caM 


Thus    wrangled,    brangled,   jangled    they 

month, 
—  Only  on  paper,  pleadings  all  in  print. 
Nor  ever  waa,  except  i'  the  brains  of  nu>n 
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Mora  noise  by  woid  of  month  than  yon  honr 

now  — 
Till  the  oonit  eat  all  ehort  with  **  Judged,  your 

ReoeiTe  onr  eentenee  I    IVnaee  God !     We  pco- 


Coont  Qnido  deviliih  and  damnaWe : 
His  wife  Pompilia  in  thoitfht,  woid  and  deed. 
Was  perf eot  pore,  he  mnraered  her  for  that : 
As  for  the  Ponr  who  hehied  the  One,  all  Vire  — 
Why,  let  employer  and  hirelinipi  share  alike 
In  gnilt  and  gnilt's  reward,  the  death  their 
doeP' 


So  was  the  trial  at  end,  do  Ton  snnpose  ? 
**  Gnilty  yon  6nd  him,  deatn  yon  doom  him  to? 
Ajr,  were  not  Gnido,  more  than  needs,  a  priest, 
Pnest  and  to  spare  I  "  —  this  was  a  shot  re- 

serred ; 
I  lesm  this  from  epistleo  whioh  begin 
Here  where  the  print  ends, — see  the  pen  and 

ink 
Of  the  adroeate,  the  ready  at  a  ^inoh  I  — 
**  My  client  boasts  the  clerkly  priTilege, 
Has  taken  minor  otdets  many  enon^. 
Shows  still  soffieient  chrism  upon  his  pate 
To  nentralize  a  blood;stain :  pre«6yter. 
Prima  tonrans,  9ubdiaeonu»^ 
SacerdoB^  so  he  slips  from  underneath 
Your  power,  the  temporal,  slides  inside  the 

robe 
Of  mother  Chufoh  :  to  her  we  make  appeal 
By  the  Pope,  the  Chufoh's  head  I  " 

A  parlous  plea, 
Pat  in  with  noticeable  effect,  it  seems ; 
"  Since  straight,'*  —  resumes  the  xealous  orator, 
Making  a  friend  acquainted  with  the  facts,  — 
*' Once  the  wonl  "dericaUty '  let  fall, 
Prooednre  stopped  and  freer  breath  was  dmwn 
By  all  eonsiderate  and  responsible  Rome." 
Ooality  took  the  decent  part,  of  ooune ; 
Held  by  the  husband,  who  was  noUe  too  : 
Or,  for  the  matter  of  that,  a  ehnri  would  side 
With  too-cefined  susceptibiliW, 
And  honor  which,  tender  in  the  eztnme, 
Stumr  to  the  quick,  must  roughly  risht  itself 
At  aU  risks,  not  sit  still  and  whme  for  law 
Ai  a  Jew  would,  if  you  squeeaed  him  to  the 

firidi-trotting  throntHk  the  CHietto.     Nay,  it 

seems, 
Etcu  the  Elmperor's  EuToy  had  his  say 
To  aay  on  the  subject;   might  not  see,  un- 
moved, 
CiviKty  menaced  throughoat  Christendom 
By  too  hanh  meaaure  dealt  her  champion  here. 
Lastly,  what  made  all  safe,  the  Pope  was  kind. 
From  his  youth  up,  reluctant  to  take  life. 
If  muef  might  be  just  and  yet  show  grace ; 
Much  more  unlikely  then,  in  extreme  age. 
To  take  a  life  thegeneral  sense  bade  spare. 
*T  was  plain  that  Gnido  would  go  scatheless  yet. 


But  human  promise,  oh,  how  short  of  shine  I 
How  topple  down  the  piles  of  hope  we  rear  1 
How  histoty  proTss  .  .  .  nay,  rMd  Heradotua ! 
Suddenly  starting  from  a  nap,  as  it  were, 


A  dc«-aleep  with  one  shut,  one  open  orb. 
Cried   the  Pope's  great  self ,  — Innocent   by 


And  nature  too,  and  eighty-oixyears  old, 

Antonio  Pigaatelli  of  Naples,  Pope 

Who  had  trad  many  lands,  known  many  deeds. 

Probed  many  hearts,  beeinniog  with  his  own, 

And  now  was  far  in  i^eaainnai  for  God,  — 

'T  was  he  who  first  bade  leave  thora  souls  in 

peace. 
Those  Jansenisti,  re-nicknamed  Molinists, 
(VSainst  whom  the  cry  went,  like  a  frowsy  tune. 
Tickling  men's  ears — the  sect  for  a  quarter  ot 

an  hour 
I'  the  teeth  of  the  world  which,  down-like, 

lores  to  chew 
Be  it  but  a  straw  'twist  work  and  whistling' 

while,  ^ 
Taste  some  Titu^eration,  bite  away. 
Whether  at  marjoram'sprig  or  earlic-olov^ 
Aught  it  may  sport  with,  spoil,  and  then  spit 

forth,) 
"Leaye  them  alone,"  bade  he,  ''thora  MoU- 

nistsi 
Who  may  haye  other  light  than  we  perceive. 
Or  why  is  it  the  whole  world  hatra  them  thus  ?  " 
Also  he  peeled  off  that  last  scandal-rag 
Of  Nepotism ;  and  ra  obranred  the  poor 
That  men  would  merrily  ray, ''  Halt,  deaf  and 

blind. 
Who  feed  on  fat  things,  leave  the  master's  mlf 
To  gather  up  the  fragments  of  his  feast. 
These  be  the  nephews  of  Pope  Innooent  1  — 
His  own  meal  costs  but  five  carlinra  a  day, 
Poor>priest's  allowance,  for  he  claims  no  mora." 
~He  cried  of  a  sudden,  this  grant  good  old 

Pope, 
When  they  appealed  in  last  resort  to  him, 
"  I  have  mastered  the  whole  mntter :  I 

doubt. 
Though  Guide  stood  forth  priest  from  head  to 

heel. 
Instead  of,  as  alleged,  a  piera  of  one,  --* 
And  further,  wera  he,  from  the  tonsured  scalp 
To  the   sandaled   rale  of   him,  my  son   and 

Christ's, 
Instead  of  toaching  as  bj  finger-tip 
As  you  sssert,  and  picesing  up  ra  clom 
Only  to  set  a  blood-smuteh  on  onr  robe,  — 
I  and  Christ  would  ranonnce  all  right  in  him. 
Am  I  not  Pope,  and  presently  to  die. 
And  busied  how  to  render  my  account. 
And  shall  I  wait  a  day  era  I  decide 
On  doing  or  not  doing  justice  hero  ? 
Cut  off  his  head  to-morrow  by  this  time, 
Hsng  no  his  four  mates,  two  on  either  hand. 
And  end  one  busineas  mora  I  " 

So  said,  so  done  ~~ 
Rather  ra  writ,  for  the  old  Pope  bade  this, 

find,  with  his  particolar  chirograph. 
His  own  no  such  infirm  hand,  Friday  night  ? 
And  next  day,  February  Twenty  Two, 
Sinm  oar  salvation  Sixteen  Ninety  Eight, 
—  Not  at  the  proper  head-and-hanging^laoe 
On  bridge-foot  clora  bv  Castle  Angelo, 
Whera  cnstom  somewhat  staled  the  spectacle, 
CT  was  not  M  well  i'  the  way  of  Room,  beside. 
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The  noble  Rome,  the  Rome  of  Guidons  rank) 
Bnt  at  the  city's  newer  mrer  end,  — 
The  cavalcadini;  promenaain^  place 
Beside  the  mte  and  opposite  the  charoh 
Under  the  Pincian  nuraens  neen  with  Springy. 
^Neath^  the  obelisk  twixt  the  fountains  in  the 

Smiare, 
Did  Ouido  and  his  fellows  find  their  fate, 
All  Rome  for  witness,  and  —  my  writer  adds  ^ 
Remonstrant  in  its  universal  grief, 
i>ince  Gnido  had  the  su£Frage  of  all  Rome. 

This  is  the  bookfnl ;  thns  far  take  the  tmth. 
The    nntempered  gold,  the  fact   nntampered 

with, 
The  mere  ring^metal  ere  the  ringr  be  made ! 
And  what  has  hitherto  come  of  it  ?    Who  pre- 


The  memory  of  this  Ghiido,  and  his  wife 
Pompilia,  more  than  AdemoUo^s  name. 
The  etcher  of  those  prints,  two  cratie  each. 
Saved    by  a  stone  from    snowing    broad  the 

Square 
With  scenic  backgrounds  ?    Was  this  truth  of 

force? 
Able  to  take  its  own  |Mrt  as  truth  should, 
Sufficient,  self-sustaining  ?    Whv,  if  so  — 
Tonder  's  a  fire,  into  it  goes  my  book. 
As  who  shall  say  me  nay,  and  what  the  km  ? 
You  know  the  tale  already :  I  may  ask. 
Rather  than  think  to  tell  you,  more  thereof,  — 
Ask  yon  not  merely  who  were  he  and  she. 
Husband  and  wife,  what  manner  of  mankind, 
But  how  you  hold  concerning  this  and  that 
Other  yet-unnamed  actor  in  the  piece. 
The  young  frank  handsome  courtlv  Canon,  now, 
The  priest,  declared  the  lover  of  the  wife, 
He  who,  no  question,  did  elope  with  her. 
For  certain  bring  the  tragedy  about, 
Giuseppe  Caponsacchi  ;  —  his  strange  course 
I*  the  matter,  was  it  right  or  wrong  or  both  ? 
Then  the  old  couple,  slaughtered  with  the  wife 
Bv  the  husband  as  accomplices  in  crime. 
Those  Comparini,  Pietro  and  his  spouse,  — 
What  say  you  to  the  right  or  wrong  of  that. 
When,  at  a  known  name  whispered  through  the 

door 
Of  a  lone  villa  on  a  Christmas  night. 
It  opened  that  the  joyous  hearts  inside 
Mignt  welcome  as  it  were  an  u^^l-gnest 
Come  in  Christ  *s  name  to  knock  and  enter,  sup 
And  satisfv  the  loving  ones  he  saved  ; 
And  so  did  welcome  aevils  and  their  death  ? 
I  have  been  silent  on  that  circumstance 
Although  the  couple  passed  for  dose  of  kin 
To  wife  and  husband,  were  by  some  accounts 
Pompilia^s  very  parents  :  3ron  know  best. 
Also  that  infant  the  great  joy  was  for. 
That  Gaetano,  the  wife's  two-weeks*  babe. 
The  husband's  first-bom  child,  his  son  and  heir. 
Whose  birth  and  being  turned   his   night  to 

day  — 
Why  must  the  father  kill  the  mother  thus 
Because  she  bore  his  son  and  saved  himself? 

Well,  British  Public,  ve  who  like  me  not, 
(God  k>ve  you  I)  ana  will  have  your  proper 
hiugh 


At  the  dark  question,  laugh  it  I    I  laugh  first. 
Truth  must  prevail,  the  proverb  vows;   and 

truth 
—  Here  is  it  all  i'  the  book  at  last,  as  first 
There  it  was  all  i'  the  heads  and   hearts  of 

Rome^ 
Gentle  and  simple,  never  to  fall  nor  fade 
Nor  be  forgotten.    Yet,  a  little  while. 
The  psasage  of  a  centnrv  or  so, 
Decads  thrice  five,  and  here's  time  paid  his 

tax, 
Oblivion  gone  home  with  her  harvesting. 
And  all  left  smooth   again  as  scythe   could 

shave. 
Far  from  beginning  with  yon  London  folk, 
I  took   my  book  to  Rome  first,  tried  truth's 

Euwer 
ely  people.      **Have   yon    met    tsadk 

names? 
Is  a  tradition  extant  of  such  facts  ? 
Your    law-courts  stand,    your  records  frown 

a-row  : 
What  if  I  rove  and  rummage  ?  "    *'  —  Why, 

you  '11  waste 
Your  pains  and  end  as  wise  as  yon  began ! " 
Every  one  snickered :  **  names  and  facta  thoa 

old 
Are  newer  much  than  Europe  news  we  find 
Down  in  to-day's  Di'arto.    Records,  quotha? 
Why,  the  French  burned  them,  what  else  do 

the  French  ? 
The  rap-and-r«nding  nation !    And  it  teUs 
Against  the  Church,  no  doubt,  — another  gird 
At  the  Temporality,  your  Trial,  of  oouiae  ?  *' 
**  —Quite  otherwise  this  time,"  submitted  I  : 
**  Clean  for  the  Church  and  dead  againat  tlie 

world. 
The  flesh  and  the  devil,  does  it  tell  for  once.*' 
"  —  The  rarer  and  the  happier  I    All  the  same. 
Content  you  with  your  treasure  of  a  book. 
And  waive  what 's  wanting  I     Take  a  friend*s 

advice  1 
It 's  not  the  custom  of  the  country.    Mend 
Your  ways  indeed  and  we  may  stretch  a  point  : 
Go  get  you  manned    by  Manning  ana  new- 

manned 
By  Newman  and,  mayhap,  wise-manned  to  boot 
Bv  Wiseman,  and  we  '11  see  or  else  we  won^t  t 
Thanks  meantime  for  the  story,  long  and  strong, 
Apretty  piece  of  narrative  enough, 
Which  scarce  ought  so  to  drop  out,  (me  wcrald 

think, 
From  the  more  curious  annaU  of  our  kind. 
Do  jon  tell  the  storjr,  now,  in  off-hand  style. 
Straight  from  the  book  ?    Or  sim|dy  het«  and 

there, 
(The  while  you  vault  it  through  the  loose  and 

laige) 
Hang  to  a  hint  ?    Or  is  there  book  at  aU, 
And  don't  you  deal  in  poetry,  make-beUere, 
And  the  white  lies  it  sounds  like  ?  " 

Yeaandao! 
From  the  book,  yes ;  thence  bit  by  bit  I  dn^ 
The  lingot  truth,  that  memorable  day, 
Anayed  and  knew   my   pieooneal  gain  was 

gold,— 
Yes;  but  from  something «1m  snrpaasii^r  that, 
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Somethiiig  of  mine  which,  mixed  up  with  the 


Made  it  bear  hammer  and  be  firm  to  file. 
Fanc^  with  fact  \»  jnat  one  fact  the  more  ; 
To  wit,  that  fancy  has  informed,  transpierced, 
Thridded  and  ao  thrown  fast  the  facts  else  free, 
Aa  rieht  throagrh  ring  and  ring  mns  the  djereea 
And  binds  the  loose,  one  bar  without  a  break. 
I  fused  mjr  live  soul  and  that  inert  stuff. 
Before  attempting  smithcraft,  on  the  night 
After  the  day  when  —  truth  thus  grasped  and 

gained  — 
The  bcok  was  shut  and  done  with  and  laid  by 
On  the  cream-colored  maasiTe  agate,  broad 
^Neath  the  twin  cherubs  in  the  tarnished  frame 
O*  the  mirror,  tall  thence  to  the  ceilina^top. 
And  from  the  reading,  and  that  slab  I  leant 
My  elbow  on.  the  whJe  I  read  and  read, 
I  turned,  to  tree  myself  and  find  the  world. 
And  stepped  out  on  the  narrow  terrace,  built 
Over  the  street  and  opposite  the  church. 
And  paced  its  lozenge-brickwork  sprinkled  cool ; 
Because  Felice^hurch-eide  stretched,  aglow 
Through  each  square  window  fringed  for  fee- 

tival. 
Whence  came  the  clear  Toice  of  the  cloistered 


Chanting  a  chant  made  for  midsummer  nights  — 
I  know  not  what  particular  praise  of  God, 
It  always  came  and  went  with  June.    Beneath 
I*  the  street,  quick  shown  by  openings  of  the 

sky 
When  flame  fell  silentlv  from  cloud  to  cloud, 
Richer  than  that  gold  snow  Jove  rained  on 

Rhodes, 
The  townsmen  walked  by  twos  and  threes,  and 

talked. 
Drinking  the  blackness  in  default  of  air — 
A  busy  human  sense  beneath  my  feet : 
While  in  and  out  the  terrace-plants,  and  round 
Chie  branch  of  tall  datura,  waxed  and  waned 
The  lamp-fly  lured  there,  wanting  the  white 

flower. 
Over  the  roof  o*  the  lighted  church  I  looked 
A  bowshot  to  the  street^s  end,  north  away 
Chit  of  the  Roman  gate  to  the  Roman  road 
By  the  riTcr,  till  I  felt  the  Apennine. 
And  there  would  lie  Areno,  the  man*}i  town, 
The  wonian*s  trap  and  cage  and  torture-place, 
Also  the  stage  where  the  priest  nlayed  his  part, 
A  spectacle  for  angels,  —  ay,  indeed, 
There  lay  Areixo !    Farther  then  I  fared. 
Feeling  m v  way^  on  through  the  hot  and  aense, 
Roroewara,  until  I  found  the  wayside  inn 
By  Castelnnovo*s  few  mean  hut-iike  homes 
Iinddled  together  on  the  hill-foot  bleak. 
Bare,  broken  only  bv  that  tree  or  two 
Against  the  sudden  bloody  splendor  poured 
C^unewiae  in  day^s  departure  by  the  sun 
OVr  the  low  house-roof  of  that  squalid  inn 
Where  they  three,  for  the  first  time  and  the 


Hnsband  and  wife  and  priest,  met  face  to  face. 
Whenoe  I  went  on  again,  the  end  was  near, 
Step  hj  step,  miasing  none  and  marking  all, 
Till  Rome  Itself,  the  riiaatly  anal,  I  reached, 
niiy ,  all  the  while,  —  now  oomd  it  otherwise  T  — 
llie  life  in  me  abolished  the  death  of  things. 


Deep  caUing  unto  deep :  aa  then  and  there 
Acted  itself  over  again  once  more 
The  tragic  piece.    I  saw  with  my  own  eyes 
In  Florence  as  I  trod  the  terrace,  breathed 
The  beauty  and  the  fearfulnees  of  night. 
How  it  had  run,  this  round  from  Rome  to 

Rome  — 
Because,  you  are  to  know,  they  lived  at  Rome, 
Porapilia^s  parents,  as  they  thought  themselves, 
Two  poor  ignoble  hearts  who  did  their  best 
Part  God's  way,  part  the  other  way  than  God's, 
To  somehow  make  a  shift  and  scramble  through 
The  world's  mud,  careless  if  it  splashed  and 

spoiled. 
Provided  they  might  so  hold  high,  keep  clean 
Their  child's  soul,  one  soul  white  enough  for 

three. 
And  lift  it  to  whatever  star  should  stoop. 
What  possible  sphera  of  i>uror  life  than  theirs 
Should  come  in  aid  of  whiteness  hard  to  save. 
I  saw  the  starstooo,  that  they  strained  to  touch. 
And  did  touch  ana  depose  their  treasure  on. 
As  Guide  Franoesehim  took  away 
Porapilia  to  be  his  forevermore. 
While  they  sang  *'  Now  let  us  depart  in  peace. 
Having  beheld  thy  glory,  Guido  s  wife  I '* 
I  saw  the  star  suppoeed,  but  fog  o'  the  fen. 
Gilded  star-fashion  by  a  glint  from  hell ; 
Having  been  heaved  ap,  haled  on  its  gross  way, 
By  hands  nnguessed  before,  invisible  nelp 
From  a  dark  brotherhood,  and  speciallv 
Two  obscure  goblin  creatures,  fox-faced  this, 
Cat-dawed  the  other,  called  his  next  of  kin 
By    Guido  the   main  monster,  —  cloaked  and 

caped, 
Making  as  they  wero    priests,  to  mock  God 

more,  — 
Abate  Paul,  Canon  Girolamo. 
These  who  had  rolled  the  starlike  pest  to  Rome 
And  stationed  it  to  suck  up  and  absorb 
The  sweetness  of  Pompilia,  rolled  a^n 
Tliat  bloated  bubble,  with  her  soul  inride. 
Back  to  Arezzo  and  a  palace  there  — 
Or  say,  a  fisanre  in  the  honest  earth 
Whence  long  ago  had  curled  the  vapor  first, 
BloMm  big  by  nether  fires  to  appall  day  : 
It  touched  home,  broke,  anct  Dlasted  far  and 

wide. 
I  saw  the  cheated  couple  find  the  cheat 
And  guem  what  foul  rite  they  were  captured 

for,  — 
Too  fain  to  follow  over  hill  and  dale 
That  child  of  theirs  caught  up  thus  in  the  cloud 
And  carried  by  the  Prince  o  the  Power  of  the 

Air 
Whither  he  would,  to  wilderness  or  sea. 
I  saw  them,  in  the  potency  of  fear. 
Break  somehow  through  the  satyr-family 
(For  a  gray  mother  with  a  monkey-mien. 
Mopping  and  mowing,  was  apparent  too. 
As,  confident  of  capture,  all  took  hands 
And  danced  about  the  captives  in  a  ring) 
— Saw  them  break  through,  breathe  aafe,  at 

Rome  again. 
Saved  by  the  selfish  instinct,  losingao 
Their  ^oved  one  left  with  haters.    Thase  I  saw 
In  recmdescency  of  baffled  hate, 
Prepare  to  wring  the  nttermoat  revenge 
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From  body  and  soul  thus  left  them :  all  was 

sare, 
Fire  laid  and   caldron  set,  the  obocene  ring 

traced. 
The  victim  stripped  and  prostrate  :  what  of 

God? 
The  cleaving  of  a  cloud,  a  cry,  a  crash, 
Qnenched  lay  their  caldron,  cowered  i*  the  dost 

the  crew. 
As,  in  a  p:lory  of  armor  like  Saint  George, 
Out  again  sprang  the  young  good  beauteous 

priest 
Bearing  away  the  lady  in  his  arms. 
Saved  for  a  splendid  minute  and  no  more. 
For,  whom  r  the  path  did  that  priest  come 

upon. 
He  and  the  poor  lost  lady  borne  so  brave, 
—  Checking  the  song  of  praise  in  me,  had  else 
Swelled  to  the  full  for  God^s  will  done  on  earth  — 
Whom  but  a  dusk  misf eatured  mesienger. 
No  other  than  the  angel  of  this  life. 
Whose  care  is  lest  men  see  too  much  at  onoe. 
He  nude  the  sign,    such    God-glimpse  must 

suffice. 
Nor  pre^dioe  the  Prince  o^  the  Power  of  the 

Air, 
Whose  ministration  piles  us  overhead 
What  we  call,    first,  earth's  roof   and,  last, 

heaven's  floor. 
Now  grate  o'  the  trap,  then  outlet  of  the  cage : 
So  took  the  lady,  left  the  priest  alonCj 
And  once  more  canopied  tne  world  with  black . 
But  through  the  blackness  1  saw  Rome  again. 
And  where  a  solitary  villa  stood 
In  a  lone  garden-quarter :  it  was  eve. 
The  seooiM  of  the  year,  and  oh  so  cold  I 
Ever  and  anon  there  flittered  through  the  air 
A  snow-flake,  and  a  scanty  couch  ^  snow 
Crusted  the  grass-walk  and  the  garden-mould. 
AU  wss  ^p^ve,  silent,  sinister,  —  when,  ha  ? 
Glimmennglv  did  a  pack  of  were-wolves  pad 
The  snow,  those  flames  were  Guido's  eyes  in 

front. 
And  all  five  found  and  footed  it,  the  track. 
To  where  a  threshold-streak  of  warmth  and 

light 
Betrayed  the  villa-door  with  life  inside. 
While  an  inch  outside  were  those  blood-bright 

eyes. 
And  black  lips  wrinkline  o'er  the  flash  of  teeth, 
And  tongues  that  loUea  —  O  God  that  madest 

man! 
They  parieyed  in  their  language.    Then  one 

whined  — 
That  was  the  poUoy  and  master-stroke  — 
Deep  in  his  tnroat  wluspered  what  seemed  a 

name  — 
"  Open  to  Caponsaochi  I  *'  Guido  cried : 
*' Gabriel  T'  cried  Lucifer  at  Eden-gate. 
Wide  as  a  heart,  opened  the  door  at  once. 
Showing  the  joyous  couple,  and  their  child 
The  two-weeks'  mother,  to  the  wolves,  the 

wolves 
To  them.    Close  eyes  I    And  when  the  corpses 

lay 
Stark-stretched,  and   those  the  wolves,  their 

wolf-work  done. 
Were  sale-embosemen  by  the  night  again, 


I  knew  a  necessary  change  in  things; 

As  when  the  worst  watch  of  the  mgitt  gives 

way. 
And  there  comes  duly,  to  take  cognizance. 
The  scrutinizing  eye-point  of  some  star  — 
And  who  despairs  of  a  new  daybreak  now  ? 
Lo,  the  first  ray  protruded  on  those  five ! 
It  reached  them,  and  each  felon  writhed  tnui»-> 

fixed. 
Awhile  they  palmtated  on  the  spear 
Motionless  over  Tophet :  stand  or  JPall  ? 
**  1  say,  the  spear  should  fall  —  should  stand,  I 

say  I" 
Cried  the  world  come  to  judgment,  granting 

eraoe 
Or  dealing  doom  according  to  world's  wont. 
Those  world's-bystanders  grouped  on  Rome's 

cross-road 
At  ^ck  and  summons  of  the  primal  curse 
Which  bids  man  love  as  well  as  make  a  lie. 
There  prattled  they,  diwouised  the  right  and 

wrong. 
Turned  wrong  to  right,  proved  wolves  sheep  and 

sheep  wolves. 
So  that   you  scarce    distinguished   fell  from 

fleece; 
Till  out  spoke  a  great  guardian  of  the  fold. 
Stood  up,  put  forth  nis  hand  that  held  the 

crook. 
And  motioned  that  the  arrested  point  decline  : 
Horribly  off,  the  wriggling  dead-weight  reeled. 
Rushed  to  the  bottom  and  lay  ruined  th«nre. 
Though  still  at  the  pit's  mouth,  deqnte  the 

smoke 
O'  the  burning,  tarrieis  turned  again  to  talk 
And  trim  the  balance,  and  detect  at  least 
A  touch  of  wolf  in  what  showed  whitest  sheep, 
A  cross  of  sheep  redeeming  the  whcde  wolf,  — 
Vex  truth  a  little  longer:  —  less  and  leas. 
Because  yean  came  and  went,  and  more  and 

more 
Brought  new  lies  with  them  to  be  loved  in  turn. 
Till  all  at  once  the  memory  of  the  thing,  — 
The  fact  that,  wolves  or  sheep,  sueh  creatores 

were,  ^ 
Which  hitherto,  however  men  supposed. 
Had  somehow  pUin  and  pillar-like  prev 
I'  the  midst  of  them,  indispntably  tact, 
Granite,  time's  tooth  should  grate 


Whv,  this  proved  sandstone,  friable,  fast  to  fly 

Ana  give  its  grain  away  at  wish  o'  the  wind. 

Ever  and  ever  more  diminutive. 

Base  ffone.  shaft  lost,  only  entablatnre. 

Dwindled  into  no  bigger  than  a  book. 

Lay  of  the  column  ;  and  that  little,  left 

By  the  roadside  'mid  the  ordure,  shaida  sad 

weeds. 
Until  I  haply,  wandering  that  lone  way. 
Kicked  it  up,  turned  it  over,  and  reoogniaed. 
For  all  the  crumblement,  this  abaons. 
This  Aquare  old  yellow  book,  —  could  ^^ij— 1«»^ 
By  this  the  lost  proportioos  of  the  style. 

This  was  it  from,  my  fancy  with  those  fasts, 
I  used  to  tell  the  tale,  tnnied  gay  to  grave. 
But  lacked  a  liatener  seldom ;  such  aUnr, 
Such  substance  of  ms  intsifused  the  gold 
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Which,  wTon^t  into  » ihapely  nog  therewith. 
Hammered  mnd  filed,  fingered  and  f  aTOied,  iaet 
Lay  ready  for  the  renovatinfi[  wash 
O*  the  water.    **How  much  of  the  tale  was 

true?'' 
I  diauipeared ;  the  hook  grew  all  in  all ; 
The  lawyen*  pleadings  swelled  back  to  their 

sixe,  — 
DonUed  in  two,  the  ereaee  npou  them  yet. 
For  more  commodity  of  eamage,  see !  — 
And  these  are  letters,  veritable  sheets 
That  brought  post-haste  the  news  to  Florenoe, 

writ 
At  Rome  the  day  Count  Qoido  died,  we  find. 
To  stay  Uie  craving  of  a  client  there. 
Who  bound  the  same  and  so  produced  my  book. 
Lovers  of  dead  truth,  did  ye  fare  the  worse  ? 
Lovers  of  live  truth,  found  ye  false  my  tale  ? 

Well,  DOW :  there  *s  nothing  in  nor  out  o'  the 

world 
Good  exoe^  truth :  yet  this,  the  something  else. 
What  ^s  this  then,  which  proves  good  yet  seems 

untme? 
This  that  I  mixed  with  truth,  motions  of  mine 
That  quickened,  made  the  inertness  malleola- 

O*  the  gold  was  not  nunc,  —  what  *s  your  name 

for  this? 
Are  means  to  the  end,  themselves  in  part  the 

end? 
Is  fiction  which  makes  fact  alive,  fact  too  ? 
The  somehow  may  be  thishow. 

Ifindfirrt 
Writ  down  for  very  A  B  G  of  fact, 
*'In    the    beginning  God   made    heaven  and 

earth  ;'^ 
Prom  which,  no  matter  with  what  lisp,  I  spell 
And  speak  you  out  a  consequence  —  that  man, 
Man,  —  as  befits  the  nuide,  the  infericw  thing,  — 
Purposed,  since  made,  to  grow,  not  make  in 

turn, 
Tet  forced  to  try  and  make,  else  fail  to  grow,  — 
Formed  to  rise,  reach  at,  if  not  fprasp  aiul  gain 
The  good    beyond    him,  —  which    attempt  is 

growth,  — 
Repeats  God^s  process  in  man's  due  degree. 
Attaining  man  s  proportionate  result,  — 
Creates,  no,  but  resuscitates,  perhaps. 
Inalienable,  the  arch-prerogative 
Which  turns  thought,  act  —  conceives,  expresses 

tool 
No  less,  man,  bounded,  yearning  to  be  free, 
May  so  oroiect  his  surplusage  of  soul 
In  searen  of  body,  so  add  self  to  self 
By  owning  what  lay  ownerless  before,  — 
So  find,  so  fill  full,  so  appropriate  forms  ~ 
That,  although  nothing  which  had  never  life 
Shall  get  life  from  him,  be,  not  having  been. 


Yet,  something  dead  may  set  to  live  again. 
Something  with  too  mucn  Bfe  or  not  enough, 


Which,  either  way  imperfect,  ended  once : 
An  end  whereat  man^s  impulse  intervenes. 
Makes  new  be^ning,  starts  the  dead  alive. 
Completes  the  ucomplete  and  saves  the  thing. 
Man  s    breath    were  vain   to   light    a  virgin 


d  toe  mage  say  —  teeungas  we  are  wont 
th,  and  stopping  midway  short  of  truth, 
iting  on  a  be  —  '*  I  raise  a  ghost "  ? 
ise,^*  he  taught  adepts,  *'  man  makes 


Half-bumed-out,  all  but  quite-quenehed  wicks 

o'  ihe  lamp 
Stationed  for  temple  service  on  this  earth. 
These  indeed  let  him  breathe  on  and  relume ! 
For  such  man's  feat  is,  in  the  due  degree, 
—  Mimic  creation,  galvanism  for  life. 
But  still  a  glory  portioned  in  the  scale. 
Why  did  the  mage  say  —  feeling  as  we  urewont 
For  truth. 
And  rest 
**  Because, 

not  man. 
Yet  b^  a  special  gift,  an  art  of  arts. 
More  insignt  and  more  outsight  and  much  more 
Will  to  use  both  of  these  than  boast  mv  mates, 
I  can  detach  from  me,  commission  fortn 
Half  of  my  soul ;  which  in  its  pilgrimage 
O'er  old  unwandered  waste  ways  of  the  world, 
May  chance  upon  some  fragment  of  a  whole, 
Rag  of  flesh,  scrap  of  bone  in  dim  disuse, 
Smoking  flax  that  fed  fire  once :  prompt  therein 
I  enter,  spark-like,  put  old  oowen  to  play. 
Push  lines  out  to  the  limit,  lead  forth  last 
(B V  a  moonrise  through  a  ruin  of  a  crypt) 
What  shall  be  mistily  seen,  murrauringiy  heard. 
Mistakenly  felt:    then  write  my  name  with 

Faust's ! " 
Oh,    Faust,    why    Faust?      Was  not   Elkha 

once?  — 
Who  bade  them  lay  his  sta£P  on  a  corpse-face. 
There  was  no  voice,  no  hearing :  he  went  in 
Therefore,  and  shut  the  door  upon  them  twain, 
And  prayed  unto  the  Lord :  and  he  went  up 
And  lay  upon  the  corpse,  dead  on  the  couch, 
And  put  his  mouth  upon  its  mouth,  his  eyes 
Upon  its  ayes,  his  hands  upon  its  hands. 
And  stretchea  him  on  the  flesh ;  the  flesn  waxed 


And  he  retuzned,  walked  to  and  fro  the  house. 
And  went  up,  stretched  him  on  the  flesh  again, 
And  the  eyes  opened.    'T  is  a  credible  feat 
With  the  right  man  and  way. 

Enough  of  me  I 
The  Book  I    I  turn  its  medicinable  leaves 
In  London  now  till,  as  in  Florenoe  erst, 
A  spirit  laughs  and  leaps  through  every  limb, 
Ana  lights  my  eye,  ana  lifts  me  by  the  hair. 
Letting  me  have  mv  will  again  with  these 
—  How  title  I  the  dead  alive  once  more  ? 

Count  Ghiido  Franceschini  the  Aretine, 
Descended  of  an  ancient  house,  though  poor, 
A  beak-nosed  bushv-bearded  black-haired  loid. 
Lean,  pallid,  low  of  stature  yet  robust, 
Fifty  years  old,  —  having  four  years  ago 
Married  PompiUa  Compartni,  young. 
Good,  beautiiul,  at  Rome,  where  she  was  bom. 
And  bnmsht  her  to  Aresio,  where  they  lived 
Unhappy  uves,  whatever  curse  the  cause,  — 
This  husband,  taking  four  accomplices. 
Followed  this  wife  to  Rome,  where  she  was  fled 
From  their  Areno  to  find  peace  affain. 
In  convoy,  eight  months  earlier,  of  a  priest, 
Aretine  also,  of  still  nobler  birth, 
Giuseppe  CMonsacehi.  —  caught  her  there 
Quiet  in  a  villa  on  a  Christmas  night. 
With  only  Pietro  and  Yidante  by. 
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Both  her  putatiTe  parents  ;  killed  the  three. 
Aged  they,  seventy  each,  and  she,  seventeen. 
And,  two  weeks  since,  the  mother  of  his  babe 
Fint-bom  and  heir  to    what   the   style    was 

worth 
O'  the  Guido  who  determined,  dared  and  did 
This  deed  just  as  he  purposed  point  by  point. 
Then,  bent  upon  escape,  but  hotly  pressed. 
And   captured   with  his  co-mates  that  same 

nifirht. 
He,  brought  to  trial,  stood  on  this  defence  — 
Injury  to  his  honor  caused  the  act ; 
And  mnce  his  wife  was  false,  (as  manifest 
By  flight  from  home  in  such  companionship,) 
Death,  j>unishment  deserved  of  the  false  wife 
And  faithless  parents  who  abetted  her 
I^  the  flight  aforesaid,  wronged  nor  Qod  nor 


*'  Nor  false  she,  nor  yet  faithless  they,**  replied 
The    accuser;    ** cloaked   and     masked   this 

murder  glooms ; 
True  was  Pompilia,  loval  too  the  pair ; 
Out  of  the  man's  own  heart  a  monster  curled. 
Which  —  crime    coiled   with    connivancy    at 

crime  — 
His  victim's  breast,  he  tells  yon,  hatched  and 

reared; 
Uncoil  we  and  stretch  stark  the  worm  of  hell  I " 
A  month  the  trial  swayed  this  wa^  and  that 
Ere  judgment  settled  doMm  on  Guido's  guilt ; 
Then  was  the  Pope,  that  good  Twelfth  Innocent, 
Appealed  to :  who  well  weired  what  went  be- 
fore. 
Affirmed  the  guilt  and  gave  the  guilty  doom. 

Let  this  old  woe  step  on  the  sti^  again  ! 
Act  itself  o'er  anew  for  men  to  judse. 
Not  bv  the  very  sense  and  sight  indeed  — 
(Whicn  take  at  best  imperfect  cognizance, 
Since,  how  heart  moves  brain,  and  how  both 

move  hand. 
What  mortal  ever  in  entirety  saw  ?) 
—  No  dose  of  purer  truth  Uian  man  digests. 
But  truth  witn  falsehood,  milk  that  feeds  nim 

now. 
Not  strong  meat  he  may   get  to   bear  some 

day  — 
To  wit,  by  voices  we  call  evidence. 
Uproar  in  the  echo,  live  fact  deadened  down. 
Talked  over,  bruited  abroad,  whispered  away, 
Yet  helpinfc  us  to  all  we  seem  to  hear : 
For  how  else  know  we  save  by  worth  of  word  ? 

Here  are  the  voices  presently  shall  lonnd 
In  due  succession.    First,  the  world's  outcry 
Around  the  rush  and  ripple  of  any  fact 
Fallen  stonewiie,  plumb  on  the  smooth  face  of 

things; 
The  world's  guess,  as  it  crowds  the  bank  o'  the 

pool. 
At  what  were  figure  and  substance,  by  their 

splash : 
Then,  ov  vibrations  in  the  general  mind. 
At  dentn  of  deed  alreadv  out  of  reach. 
This  Uireefold  murder  of  the  day  before,  — 
Nay,   Half-Rmne's   feel  after    the   vanished 

truth; 
Honest  enough,  as  the  way  is :  all  the  same. 


Harboring  in  the  centre  of  its  sense 
A  hidden  verm  of  failure,  i^y  but  sure. 
To  neutralize  that  honesty  and  leave 
That  feel  fur  truth  at  fault,  as  the  way  is  too. 
iSome  prepossession  such  as  starts  amiss. 


tiv  but  a  nair's  breadth  at  the  shouldei^blade. 
The  arm  o'  the  feeler,  dip  he  ne'er  so  bold  ; 
So  leads  arm  waveringly,  lets  fall  wide 
O'  the  mark  its  flnger,  sent  to  find  and  fix 
Truth  at  the  bottom,  that  deceptive  speek. 
With  this  Half-Rome,  —  the  source  of  swerriar, 

call 
Over-belief  in  Guido's  right  and  wrong 
Rather  than  in  Pompilia  s  wrong  and  right : 
Who  shall  say  how,  who  shall  say  why  7    'T  ia 

there  — 
The  instinctive  theorizing  whence  a  fact 
Looks  to  the  eye  as  the  eye  likes  the  look. 
Gossip  in  a  public  place,  a  sample-speech. 
ISome  worthy,  with  his  previous  hint  to  find 
A  husband's  side  the  aater,  and  no  whit 
Aware  he  is  not  i£acus  the  while,  — 
How  such  an  one  supposes  and  states  fact  • 
To  whosoever  of  a  multitude 
Will  listen,  and  perhaps  prolong  thereby 
The  not-unpleasant  flutter  at  the  breast. 
Bom  of  a  certain  spectacle  shut  in 
By   the  church   Lorenzo   opposite.    80,  they 

lounge 
Midway  the  mouth  o'  the  street,  on  Corso  side, 
'Twixt  palace  Fiano  and  palace  Ruspoli, 
Linger  and  listen  ;  keeping  clear  o*  the  crowd. 
Yet  wishful  one  could  lend  tiiat  crowd  one's 

eyes, 
(So  universal  is  its  plague  of  squint) 
And  make  hearts  ne^  our  time  that  flutter 

false: 
-  All  for  the  truth's  sake,  mere  truth,  nothing 

else  I 
How  Half-Rome  found  for  Guido  much  ex- 
cuse. 

Next,  from  Rome's  other  half,  the  opponta 

feel 
For  truth  with  a  like  swerve,  like  nnsaeeeoa,  — 
Or  if  success,  by  no  skill  but  more  luck. 
This  time,  through  siding  ratlier  with  the  wife 
Because  a  f  ancv-nt  inclined  that  way. 
Than  with  the  husband.    One  wean  drmb,  one 

pink; 
Who  wears  pink,  ask  him  **  Which  shall  win 

the  race, 
Of  coupled  runners  like  as  egg  and  eg|r  ?" 
*'  —  Why,  if  I  must  choose,  he  with  the  pink 

scarf." 
DoubUesa  for  some  such  reason  choice  fell  hei«. 
A  piece  of  public  talk  to  correspond 
At  the  next  stage  of  the  story ;  just  a  dav 
Let  pass  and  new  day  brimni  the  proper  change*. 
Another  sample^speech  i'  the  market-plaoe 
O'  the  Barberini  by  the  Capucins ; 
Where  the  old  Triton,  at  his  fonntsin-fqiort, 
Bernini's  creature  plated  to  the  pap«. 
Puffs  up  steel  sleet  which  breaks  to  diamoiid 

dust, 
A  noray  of  sparkles  snorted  frown  hii  ooneh, 
H^  over  the  caritellas,  out  o'  the  way 
O*  the  motley  merchandiung  multitade. 
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Oar  miinler  kaa  been  dmw  three  daya  a|^, 
The  f.-.».<t  is  over  and  ^ne,  the  south  wind 

Un^hs, 
And,  to  tile*  very  tiles  of  each  red  roof 
A-smoke  i*  the  sunshine,  Rome  lies  gold  and 

glad: 
So,  listen  how,  to  the  other  half  of  Rome, 
Pompilia  ieenied  a  saint  and  martyr  both ! 

Then,  yet  another  day  let  come  and  go, 
With  pause  prelusive  still  of  novelty, 
Hear  a  fresh  speaker !  —  neither  this  nor  that 
Half-Rome  aforesaid ;  something  bred  of  both : 
One  and  one  breed  the  inevitable  three. 
Such  is  the  personage  haran^es  you  next ; 
The  elaborated  product,  tertium  ouid  : 
Rome's  first  commotion  in  subsiaence  gives 
The  curd  o*  Uie  cream,  flower  o*  the  wheat,  as 

it  were. 
And  finer  sense  o*  the  city.    Is  this  plain  ? 
Yon  get  a  reasoned  statement  of  the  case, 
Kventnal  verdict  of  the  curious  few 
Who  care  to  sift  a  business  to  the  bran 
Nor  coarsely^  bolt  it  like  the  simpler  sort. 
Here,  after  ignorance,  instruction  speaks  ; 
Here,  clarity  of  candor,  hiitory^s  soul, 
Tlie  critical  mind,  in  short :  no  gossip-gness. 
What  the  superior  social  section  thinks. 
In  person  of  some  man  of  qnalitv 
Who  —  breathing  musk  from   lace-work   and 

brocade, 
His  solitaire  amid  the  flow  of  frill. 
Powdered  peruke  on  nose,  and  bag  at  back. 
And  cane  dependent  from  the  mined  wrist  — 
Harangues  in  silvery  and  selectest  phrase 
*  Neath  waxhght  in  a  glorified  saloon 
Wliere  minors  multiply  the  girandole : 
Courting  the  improbation  of  no  mob. 
But  Enunence  This  and  All-Illnstrious  That 
Wlio  take  snuff  softly,  range  in  well-bred  ring, 
Card-tabl»-qaitters  for  observance'  sake. 
Around  the  argument,  the  rational  word  — 
StilL,   spite  its  weight  and  worth,  a  sample* 


on  the  case. 


How  Quality 


So  much  for  Rome  and  rumor;  smoke  comes 

first: 
Once  let  smoke  rise  untroubled,  we  descry 
Clearlier  what  tongues  of  flame  may  spire  and 

spit 
To  eye  and  ear,  each  with  appropriate  tinge 
According  to  its  food,  or  pure  or  foul. 
The  actors,  no  mere  rumors  of  the  act. 
Intervene.    First  yon  hear  Count  Quido*s  voice, 
In  a  small  chamber  that  adjoins  the  court, 
W^ere  Governor  and  Judges,  summoned  thence, 
Tommati,  Ventnrini  and  the  rest. 
Find  the  accused  ripe  for  declaring  truth. 
Soft-cushioned  sits  he;  yet  shifts  seat,  shirks 

touch. 
As,  with  a  twitehy  brow  and  wincing  lip 
And  cheek  that  changes  to  all  kinds  of  white, 
He  proffers  his  defence,  in  tones  subdued 
Near  to  mock-mildness  now,  so  mournful  seems 
The  obtuser  sense  truth  faim  to  satisfy  ; 
Now,  moved,  from  pathos  at  the  wrong  endured. 
To  passion  ;  for  the  natural  man  is  roused 


At  fools  who  first  do  wrong,  then  pour  the  blame 
Of  their  wrong-doini;,  Satan-like,  on  Job. 
Also  his  tongue  at  times  is  hard  to  curb ; 
Incisive,  nigh  satiric  bites  the  phrase. 
Rough-raw,  yet  somehow  churning  privilege 

—  It  is  so  hard  for  shrewdness  to  admit 

Folly  means  no  harm  when  she  colls  black 
white  I 

—  Eruption  momentary  at  the  most. 
Modified  forthwith  by  a  fall  o'  the  fire. 

Sage  acquiescence  ;  for  the  world 's  the  world, 
And,  wnat  it  errs  in.  Judges  rectify  : 
He  feels  he  has  a  fist,  then  folds  his  arms 
CroeswiBe  and  makes  his  mind  up  to  be  meek. 
And  never  once  does  he  detach  his  eye 
From  thoee  ranged  there  to  slay  him  or  to  save, 
But  does  his  best  man's-servioe  for  himself. 
Despite,  —  what  twitches  brow  and  makes  lip 

wince,  — 
His  limbs'  late  taste  of  what  was  called  the 

Cord, 
Or  Vigil-torture  more  facetiously. 
Even  su  ;  they  were  wont  to  tease  the  truth 
Out  of  loth  witness  (toying,  trifling  time; 
By  torture :  't  was  a  trick,  a  vice  of  the  age. 
Here,  there  and  everywhere,  what  would  you 

have  ? 
Religion  used  to  tell  Humanity 
She  gave  him  warrant  or  denied  him  course. 
And  since  the  course  was  much  to  his  own  mind. 
Of  pinching  flesh  and  pulling  bone  from  bone 
To  nnhusk  truth  a-hiaing  in  its  hulls. 
Nor  whisper  of  a  warning  stopped  the  way. 
He,  in  their  joint  behalf,  the  ourlv  slave. 
Bestirred  him,  mauled  and  maimed  all  recusants, 
While,  prim  in  place.  Religion  overlooked  ; 
And  so  nad  done  till  doomsday,  never  a  sign 
Nor  sound  of  interference  from  her  mouth, 
But  that  at  last  the  burly  slave  wiped  brow. 
Let  eye  nve  notice  as  if  soul  were  there. 
Muttered  *"T  is  a  vile  trick,  foolish  more  than 

vile. 
Should  have  been  counted  sin ;  I  make  it  so : 
At  anv  rate  no  more  ci  it  for  me  — 
Nay,  for  I  break  the  torture-engine  thus ! " 
Then  did  Religion  start  up,  stare  amain,^ 
Look  round  for  help  ana  see  none,  smile  and 

say 
''  What,  broken  is  the  rack  ?    Well  done  of 

thee! 
Did  I  for^t  to  abrogate  its  use  ? 
Be  the  mistake  in  common  with  us  both  I 

—  One  more  fault  our  blind  afge  shall  answer  for, 
Down  in  my  book  denonncea  though  it  must  be 
Somewhere.    Henceforth  find  truth  by  milder 


IV 


Ah  but.  Religion,  did  we  wait  for  thee 
To  ope  the  book,  that  serves  to  sit  upon^ 
And  ^ick  such  place  out,  we  should  wait  indeed ! 
That  is  all  history:  and  what  is  not  now. 
Was  then,  defendants  found  it  to  their  cost. 
How  Guiao,  after  bong  tortured,  spoke. 

Also  hear  Caponsaochi  who  comes  next, 

Man  and  pnest  —  could  yon  comprehend  the 

coilf — 
In  days  when  that  was  rife  whi<^  now  b  rare. 
How,  mingling  each  its  multifarious  wire;*, 
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Now  heaTen,  now  earth,  now  heaven  and  earth 

at  onoe. 
Had  plueked  at  and  perplexed  their  pappet 

nere. 
Played  off  the  yoan^  frank  personable  priest ; 
Sworn  fast  and  tonsored  plain  heaven's  celibate, 
And  yet  earth's  clear4usoepted  servitor, 
A  oonrtly  spiritual  Cnpid,  squire  of  dames 
Bv  Uw  of  love  and  mandate  of  the  mode. 
The  Church's  own,  or  why  parade  her  seal, 
Wherefore  that  chrism  and  oonseorative  work  ? 
Yet  verily  the  world's,  or  why  go  badged 
A  prince  of  sonneteers  and  Intanists, 
8how  color  of  each  vanity  in  vogue 
Borne  with  decorum  due  on  blameless  breast  ? 
All  that  is  changed  now,  as  he  tells  the  court 
How  he  had  played  the  part  excepted  at ; 
Tells  it,  moreover,  now  the  second  time : 
Since,  for  his  cause  of  scandal,  his  own  share 
I'  the  flight  from  home  and  husband  of  the  wife. 
He  has  been  censured,  punished  in  a  sort 
By  relegation,  —  exile,  we  should  say. 
To  a  short  distance  for  a  little  time,  — 
Whence  he  is  summoned  on  a  sudden  now. 
Informed  that  she,  he  thought  to  save,  is  lost. 
And,  in  a  breath,  bidden  re-tell  his  tale. 
Since  the  first  telling  somehow  missed  effect. 
And  then  advise  in  the  matter.  There  stands  he. 
While  the  same  grim  black-panelled  chamber 

bUnks 
As  though  rubbed  shiny  with  the  sins  of  Rome 
Told  the  same  oak  for  ages  —  wave-washed  wall 
Against  which  sets  a  sea  of  wickedness. 
There,  where  you  yesterday  heard  Guide  speak. 
Speaks  Gaponsaccni ;  and  there  face  him  too 
TW^ti,  Yenturini  and  the  rest 
Who,  eight  months  earlier,  scarce  repressed  the 

smile. 
Forewent  the  wink ;  waived  recognition  so 
Of  peccadillos  inoident  to  youth. 
Especially  youth  high-born ;  for  youth  means 

love. 
Vows  can't  change  nature,  priests  are  only  men. 
And  love  Hkes  stratagem  and  subterfuge  : 
Which  age,  that  onoe  was  youth,  should  reoog^ 

nize. 
May  blame,  but  needs  not  press  too  hard  upon. 
Here  sit  the  old  Judges  then,  but  with  no  grace 
Of  reverend  carriage,  magisterial  port. 
For  why  ?    The  accused  of  eight  months  unce, 

—  the  same 
Who  cut  the  conscious  figure  of  a  fool. 
Changed  countenance,  dropped  bashful  gaie  to 

ground. 
While  nesitating  for  an  answer  then,  — 
Now  is  grown  judge  himself,  terrifies  now 
This,  now  the  other  culprit  called  a  judge. 
Whose  turn  it  is  to  stammer  and  look  strsinge, 
Aa   he  speaks  rapidly,  angrily,  qpeeoh  that 

smites : 
And  they  keep  silence,  bear  blow  after  blow. 
Because  the  seeming'eolitary  man. 
Speaking  for  God,  ma^  have  an  audience  too, 
Invisible,  no  discreet  judge  provokes. 
How  the  priest  Caponsacchi  said  his  say. 

Then  a  soul  sighs  its  lowest  and  its  last 

After  the  kmaones,  —  so  much  breath  remains 


Unused  by  the  fbur^ura'-dyiiur ;  lor  she  lived 
Thus  long,  miraoulonahr  long^  1  was  thought. 
Just  that  Pompilia  might  defend  henelf • 
How,  while  the  hireling^  and  the  alien  stoop. 
Comfort,  yet  questioB,  —since  the  time  in  brief. 
And  folk,  allowablv  inquisitive. 
Encircle  the  low  pallet  where  she  lies 
In  the  ^ood  house  that  helps  the  poor  to  die,  — 
Pompilia  tells  the  story  of  ner  life. 
For  mend  and  lover,  —  leedi  and  man  of  law 
Do  service ;  bus^  helpful  ministrants 
As  varied  in  their  calling  as  their  mind. 
Temper  and  a^  :  and  yet  from  all  of  these. 
About  the  white  bed  undw  the  arched  roof. 
Is  somehow,  as  it  were,  evolved  a  one,  — 
Small  separate  sympathies  oombined  and  large^ 
Nothings   that   were,  grown   something   very 

much : 
As  if  the  bystanders  gave  each  his  straw, 
All  he  had,  thoush  a  trifle  in  itself. 
Which,  plaited  all  together,  made  a  Cross 
Fit  to  die  looking  on  and  praying  with. 
Just  as  well  ss  if  ivory  or  gold. 
So,  to  the  common  kindliness  she  spwiks. 
There  being  scarce  more  privacy  at  the  last 
For  mind  than  body :  but  she  is  used  to  bear. 
And  only  unused  to  the  brotherlv  look. 
How  she  endeavored  to  explain  ner  life. 

llien,  sinee  a  Trial  ensued,  a  touch  o'  the  sam« 
To  sober  us,  flustered  with  f  rothv  talk. 
And  teach  our  common  sense  its  nelpleasBsss. 
For  why  deal  simnly  with  divining-rod. 
Scrape  where  we  fancy  secrat  sonreea  flow. 
And  ignam  law,  the  recognised  madiiBe, 
Elaborate  display  of  pipe  and  wheel 
Framed  to  unchoke,  pump  up  and  poor  apace 
Truth  till  a  flowery  foam  shall  wash  the  worid  ? 
The  patent  truth-extracting  process,  —  ha  ? 
Let  us  make  that  grave  mastery  turn  one  wheel 
Give  you  a  singrle  grind  ol^law  at  Isaat ! 
One  orator,  of  two  on  either  side. 
Shall  teach  us  the  puissance  of  the  tongue 
—  That  is,  o'  the  pen  which  simulated  tongue 
On  paper  and  saved  all  except  the  aound 
Which  never  was.    Law's  speech  beaide  law's 

thought? 
That  were  too  stunning,  too  immense  an  odds  : 
That  point  of  vantage  law  lets  noblv  pass. 
One  lawyer  shall  admit  ua  to  behold 
The  manner  of  the  making  out  a  case. 
First  fashion  of  a  speech ;  the  chiek  in  egg, 
The  masteipieoe  law's  bosom  tnoubatea. 
How  Don  Gnacinto  of  the  Araangeli, 
Called  Procurator  of  the  Poor  at  Rome, 
Now  advocate  for  Gnido  and  hia  mates,  — 
The  iolly  learned  man  of  middle  age. 
Cheek  and  jowl  all  in  laps  with  fat  and  law. 
Mirthful  as  mighty,  vet,  as  great  hearts  nae. 
Despite  the  name  ana  fame  Uiat  tempt  oar  flesh. 
Constant  to  that  devotion  of  the  hearth. 
Still  captive  in  those  dear  domestio  ties  I  — 
How  he,  —  having  a  cause  to  triumph  with. 
All  kind  of  interests  to  keep  intact. 
More  than  one  efBcaoions  petsonsge 
To  tranquilliae,  conciliate  and  secure, 
And  above  all,  public  anxiety 
To  quiet,  show  its  Guido  in  good  handa,  — 
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Also,  as  if  mdi  Imrdem  were  too  lighit 
A  oeitaiii  family-feBst  to  elaim  hia  care, 
The  bifthday-baiiqiiet  for  the  only  eon  — 
Pstemttr  at  wnniBg  strife  with  Uw  — 
Horw  he  brtngB  hoth  to  bnekle  in  one  bond ; 
And,  thiok  at  throat,  with  wateriah  nnder^ye, 
Tnma  to  hia  taak  ana  settles  in  his  seat 
And  pnts his  utmost  meani  inpractiee  now : 
^Vheezes  oat  Uw-phnse,  whiffles  Latin  forth. 
And,  just  as  thoniph  roast  Umb  woiUd  never 

Makes  logio  leTieste  the  bie  erime  small : 
Kabs  palm  on  |Mi]m,  rakes  foot  with  itohy  foot, 
ConoeiTes  and  mchoates  the  sre^nment, 
Sprinklintr  eaeh  flower  appropriate  to  the  time, 
—  Oridian  qnip  or  Gioeronmn  erank, 
A*babble  in  the  lai^nx  while  he  Isvghs, 
As  he  had  fritteis  aeep  down  frying  there. 
How  he  tarns,  twists,  and  tries  the  oily  thing 
Shan  be  —  first  speech  for  Guido  'gainst  the 

Fisc. 
Then  with  a  skip  as  it  were  from  heel  to  head, 
LeaTTiu' yonrselTes  fill  a]>  the  middle  balk 
<)'  the  Trial,  reoonstrnot  its  shape  august. 
From  Booh  ezordiam  clap  we  to  the  close  ; 
Give  yon,  if  we  dare  wing  to  such  a  height, 
The  afasMute  riory  in  some  full-grown  speech 
On  the  <yther  side,  some  finished  outterny, 
Some  Inreathing  diamond-flake  with  leaf-gold 

fans. 
That  takes  the  air,  no  trace  of  worm  it  was. 
Or  cabbag»-bed  it  had  production  from. 
Giovarabattista  o*  the  fiottini,  Fin, 
Pompilia's  patron  by  the  chance  of  the  hour, 
To-morrow  her  penecutor,  —  composite,  he. 
As  becomes  who  must  meet  such  various  calls  — 
Odds  of  age  joined  in  him  with  ends  of  youth. 
A  man  of  ready  smile  and  f aeUe  tear. 
Improvised  hopes,  despairs  at  nod  and  beck. 
And  languve  — id&,  the  gift  of  eloquence  ! 
Language  that  goes,  goes,  essy  as  a  glove, 
0*er  good  and  evil,  smoothens  both  to  one. 
Rashness  helps  caution  with  him,  fires  the  straw. 
In  free  enthusiastic  oarelesi  fit. 
On  the  first  proper  pinnacle  of  rock 
Which  offers,  as  reward  for  all  that  zeal. 
To  lure  some  bark  to  founder  and  bring  gain : 
While  calm  sits  Caution,  rapt  with  heavenward 

eye, 
A  true  confesMir*s  gaie,  amid  the  glare 
Beaconing  to  the  breaker,  death  and  hell. 
'"  Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  P*  she  ap- 
proves: 
**  Hadst  thou  let  slip  a  fagot  to  the  beach. 
The  crew  mi^t  surely  spy  thy  precipice 
And  save  their  boat ;  the  simple  and  the  slow 
Might  so,  forsooth,  forestall  tne  wrecker's  fee  I 
Let  the  next  crew  be  wise  and  hail  in  time ! " 
Just  so  compounded  is  the  outside  num. 
Blue  juvenile  pure  eye  and  pipinn  cheek. 
And  brow  all  prematurely  soiled  and  seamed 
With  sudden  a^,  bright  devastated  hair. 
Ah,  bnt  yon  miss  the  very  tones  o'  the  voice. 
The  soraonel  pipe  that  screams  in  heights  of 


and 


As,  in  his  modest  studio,  all  alone. 
The  tall  wight  stands    artiptoe,  strives 
strains, 


Both  eyes  shut,  like  the  cockerel  that  would 

crow. 
Tries  to  his  own  self  amorously  o*er 
What  never  will  be  uttered  else  than  so  — 
Since  to  the  four  walls,  Fomm  and  Man'  Hill, 
Speaks  oat  ^e    poesy  which,  penned,  turns 

prose. 
Claveomist  debarred  his  instrument, 
He  yet  thrums  —  shirking  neither  turn  nor  trill, 
With  deqwrate  finger  on  domb  table-edge-^ 
The  sovereign  rondo,  shall  conclude  his  Suiie^ 
Charm  an  imacinaiy  audience  there. 
From  old  Coreui  to  young  Haendel,  both 
I'  the  flesh  at  Rome,  ere  he  perforce  go  print 
The  cold  black    score,  mere   music    tor  the 

mind — 
The  last  speech  against  Guido  and  his  gang. 
With  specud  end  to  prove  Pommlia  pure. 
How  the  Fisc  vindicates  Pompuia's  fame. 

Then  comes  the  all  but  end,  the  ultimate 
Judgment    save    yours.     Pope   Innocent  thft 

Twelfth, 
Simple,  ssgaoious,  mild  yet  resolute, 
Witn  prudence,  probitv  and  —  what  beside 
From  the  other  world  he  feels  impress  at  times, 
Having  attained  to  fouraoore  yeara  aod  six,  — 
How,  when  the  court  found  Guido  and  the  rest 
Guilty,  but  law  supplied  a  subterfuge 
And  passed  the  final  sentence  to  the  Pope, 
Hej  bringing  his  intelligence  to  bear 
This  last  time  on  what  ball  behoves  him  drop 
In  the  urn,  or  white  or  black,  does  drop  a  black, 
Send  five  souls  more  to  just  precede  his  own. 
Stand  him  in  stead  and  witness,  if  need  were. 
How  he  is  wont  to  do  God's  work  on  earth. 
The  manner  of  his  sittiiig  out  the  dim 
Droop  of  a  sombre  February  day 
In  the  plain  doeet  where  he  does  such  work. 
With,  nom  all  Peter's  treasuiy,  one  stool. 
One  table  and  one  lathen  crucinx. 
There  nts  the  Pope,  his  thoughts  for  company ; 
Grave  but  not  sad,  —  nay,  something  like  a 

cheer  ^ 
Leaves  the  Hps  free  to  be  benevolent, 
Which^  all  day  longi  did  duty  firm  and  fast. 
A  cherishing  were  is  of  foot  and  knee, 
A  chafing  loose-skinned  large-veined  hand  with 

hand, — 
What  steward  bnt  knows  when  stewarddiip 

earns  ita  wage. 
May  levy  praise,  anticipate  the  lord  ? 
He  reads,  notes,  lays  the  papeis  down  at  last. 
Muses,  then  takes  a  turn  about  the  room ; 
Unclasps  a  huge  tome  in  an  antique  guise. 
Primitive  print  and  tongue  half  obeolete, 
That  stands  him  in  diunial  stead  ;  opea  page. 
Finds  place  where  falls  the  paaaage  to  be  conned 
Accoraing  to  an  order  long  in  use : 
And,  as  he  comes  upon  the  evening's  chance. 
Starts  somewhat^  smemniaes  straight  hia  smile. 
Then  reads  aloua  that  portion  first  to  last. 
And  at  the  end  lets  flow  his  own  thoughts  forth 
Likewise  aloud,  for  respite  and  relief, 
Till  by  the  dreary  relics  of  the  west 
Wan  through  the  half-moon  window,  all  his 

light. 
He  bows  the  head  while  the  Hps  move  in  prayer, 
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Writes  aonie  three  brief  lines,  signs  and  seals 

the  same. 
Tinkles  a  hand-bell,  bids  the  obsequious  Sir 
Who  puts  foot  presently  o^  the  closet-sill 
He  watched  outside  of,  bear  as  superscribed 
That  mandate  to  the  Governor  forthwith : 
Then  heaves  abroad  his  cares  in  one  good  sigh, 
Traverses  corridor  with  no  arm's  help. 
And  so  to  sup  as  a  clear  conscience  should. 
The  manner  of  the  judgment  of  the  Pope. 

Then  must  speak  Guido  yet  a  second  time, 
Satan  *s  old  saw  being  ant  here  —  skin  for  skin. 
All  a  man  hath  that  will  he  give  for  life. 
While  life  was  graspable  ana  gainable. 
And  bird-like  buzzed  her  wings  round  Guidons 

brow. 
Not  much  truth  stiffened  out  the  web  of  words 
He  wove  to  catch  her :  when  away  she  flew 
And  death  came,  death's  breath  nvelled  up  the 

lies. 
Left  bare  the  metal  thread,  the  fibre  fine 
Of  truth,  i'  the  spinning :  the  true  words  shone 

last. 
How  Guido,  to  another  purpose  quite. 
Speaks  and  despairs,  the  last  night  of  his  life, 
In  that  New  Prison  by  Castle  Angelo 
At  the  bridge-foot:  the  same  man,  another 

voice. 
On  a  stone  brach  in  a  dose  fetid  cell, 
Where  the  hot  vapor  of  an  iu;onv. 
Struck  into  drops  on  the  colowail,  runs  down  — 
Horrible  worms  made  out  of  sweat  and  tears  — 
There  crouch,  wellnigh  to  the  knees  in  dungeon- 
straw. 
Lit  by  the  sole  lamp  suffered  for  their  sake. 
Two  awe-struck  figures,  this  a  Cardinal, 
That  an  Abate,  both  of  old  styled  friends 
O*  the  thing  part  man,  part  monster  in  the  midst. 
So  changed  is  Franoesohini's  gentle  blood. 
The  tigur-«at  screams  now,  tnat  whined  before, 
That  pried  and  tried  and  trod  so  ^ngerly. 
Till  in  its  silkineas  the  trap^teeth  joined  ; 
Then  you  know  how  the  bristling  fury  foams. 
Thejjr  Usten,  this  wrapped  in  his  folds  of  red. 
While  his  feet  fumble  for  the  filth  below ; 
The  other,  as  beseems  a  stouter  heart, 
Worki^c  his  best  with  beads  and  cross  to  ban 
The  enemy  that  comes  in  like  a  flood 
Spite  of  the  standard  set  up,  verily 
And  in  no  trope  at  all,  against  him  there : 
For  at  the  priaon-f^te,  just  a  few  steps 
Outside,  already,  m  the  doubtful  dawn. 
Thither,  from  tnis  side  and  from  that,  slow 

sweep 
And  settle  down  in  silence  solidlv. 
Crow-wise,  the  frightful  Brotherhood  of  Death. 
Black-hatted  and  black-hooded  huddle  they. 
Black  rosaries  a-danf^ling  from  each  waist ; 
So  take  they  their  gnm  station  at  the  door. 
Torches  lit,  sknll-and-crossbones-banner  spread, 
And  that  gigantic  Christ  with  open  arms, 
Gronnded.    Nor  lacks  there  aught  but  that  the 

group 
Break  forth,  intone  the  lamentable  psalm, 
*'Ont  of   the  deeps,  Lord,  have    I  cried  to 

thee  I "  — 
When  inside,  from  the  true  profound,  a  sign 


Shall  bear  intelligence  that  the  foe  is  foiled. 
Count  Guido  Franceschini  has  conf  ewed. 
And  is  absolved  and  reconciled  with  God. 
Then  they,  intoning,  may  begin  their  march. 
Make  by  the  longest  way  for   the    People's 

Square, 
Carry  the  criminal  to  his  mme's  award : 
A  mob  to  cleave,  a  scaffolding  to  reach. 
Two  rallows  and  Mannaia  crowning  idl. 
How  uuido  made  defence  a  second  time. 

Rnally,  even  as  thus  by  step  and  step 

I  led  you  from  the  level  of  to-day 

Up  to  the  summit  of  so  long  u^. 

Here,  whence  I  point  you  the  wide  proqieet 

round  — 
Let  me,  by  like  steps,  slope  you  back  to  smooth. 
Land  you  on  mother«artn,  no  whit  the  worse. 
To  feed  o'  the  fat  o'  the  furrow  :  free  to  dweU, 
Taste  our  time's  better  things  profusely  spread 
For  all  who  love  the  level,  com  and  wine. 
Much  cattle  and  the  many-folded  fleece. 
Shall  not  my  friends  go  feast  again  on  sward. 
Though  cognizant  of  country  in  the  doods 
Higher  thui  wistful  eagle's  homv  eye 
Ever  unclosed  for,  'mid  ancestral  crags. 
When  morning  broke  and  Spring  was  back  ones 

•more. 
And  he  died,  heaven,  save  by  hia  heart,  un- 
reached? 
Tet  heaven  my  fancy  lifts  to,  ladder-like,  — 
As  Jack    reached,  liolpen  of   his   beanstalk- 
rungs  I 

A  novel  counti^ :  I  might  make  it  mine 
By  chosing  which  one  aspect  of  the  year 
Suited  mood  best,  and  putting  solely  that 
On  panel  somewhere  in  the  House  of  Fame, 
Landscafnng  what  I  saved,  not  what  I  saw  : 
—  Mieht  fix  you,  whether  frost  in  goblin-time 
Startled  the  moon  with  his  abrupt  bright  laui^. 
Or,  August's  luur  afloat  in  filmy  fire. 
She  fell,  arms  wide,  face  foremost  on  the  world. 
Swooned  there  and  so  singed  out  the  strength 

of  things. 
Thus  were  aWished  Spring  and  Autumn  both. 
The  land  dwarfed  to  one  likeness  of  the  land. 
Life   cramped  corpse-fashion.     Rather   lean 

and  love 
Each  facet-flash  of  the  revolving  year  I  — 
Red,  green  and  blue  that  whirl  mto  a  white. 
The  variance  now,  the  eventual  unity. 
Which  make  the  miracle.     See  it  for  your- 
selves. 
This  man's  act,  changeable  because  alive ! 
Action  now  fdirouds,  nor  shows  the  informing 

thought ; 
Man,  like  a  glass  ball  with  a  spark  a-top. 
Out  of  the  magic  fire  that  lurks  inside. 
Shows  (me  tint  at  a  time  to  take  the  eye : 
Which,  let  a  finger  touch  the  silent  sleep. 
Shifted  a  hair's-breadth  shoots  yon  dark  fur 

bright. 
Suffuses  bright  with  dark,  and  baffles  so 
Tour  sentence  absolute  for  shine  or  shade. 
Once  set  such  orbs,  — white  styled,  black  stir 
matized,  — 
I  A-roUing,  see  them  once  on  the  other 
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Your  good  men  and  your  bad  men  eTory  one. 

From  Guido  Fnoceeohini  to  Guy  Faux, 

Oft  would  you  rub  your  eyes  and  change  your 


Such,  British  Pablio.  ye  who  like  me  not, 
(God  love  you !)  — whom  I  yet  have  labored  for, 
Perchanoe  more  careful  whoso  runs  may  read 
Than  eiat  when  all,  it  seemed,  could  read  who 

ran, — 
Perchanoe    more   careless    whoso   reads   may 

praise 
Than  hte  when  he  who  praised  and  read  and 

wrote 
Was  apt  to  find  himself  the  selfsame  me,  — 
iSach  labor  had  such  issue,  so  I  wrought 
This  are,  by  furtherance  of  such  alloy. 
And  so,  by  one  spirt,  take  away  its  trace 
Till,  jnstinably  golden,  rounds  my  ring. 

A  rin^  without  a  posy,  and  that  ring  mine  ? 

0  lyrio  Lots,  half  angel  and  half  bird. 
And  all  a  wonder  and  a  wild  desire,  — 
Boldest  of  hearts  that  ever  braved  the  sun. 
Took  sanctuary  within  the  h<^er  blue, 
And  SBBg  a  kindred  soul  out  to  his  face,  — 
Yet  human  at  the  red-ripe  of  the  heart  — 
When  the  first  summons  from  the  darkling 

earth 
Reached  thee  amid  thy  chambers,   blanched 

their  blue. 
And  bared  them  of  the  glory  —  to  drop  down, 
To  toil  for  man,  to  suffer  or  to  die,  — 
This  is  the  same  voioe:    can  thy  soul  know 

change? 
Hail  then,  and  hearken  from  the  realms  of  help  I 
Never  mav  I  commence  my  song,  mpr  dne 
To  God  wno  best  taught  song  by  gitt  of  thee, 
Except  with  bent  head  and  beseeching  hand  — 
That  still,  desfiite  the  distance  and  the  dark. 
What  was,  again  may  be ;  some  interchange 
Of  grace,  some  splendor  once  thy  very  thon^t, 
^M>me  benediction  anciently  thy  smile : 
—  Never  conclude,  but  raisii^  hand  and  head 
Thither  where   eyes,  that  cannot  reach,  yet 

veam 
For  all  hope,  all  sostaiament,  all  reward. 
Their  atmost  up  and  on,  —  so  blessii^  back 
In  those  thy  realms  of  help,  that  heaven  thy 

home, 
Some  whiteness  which,  1  judge,  thy  face  makes 

ptond. 
Some  wanness  where,  I  think,  thy  foot  may 

fall! 

II 
HALF-ROME 

What,  yon.  Sir,  come  too?    (Just  the  man  I 'd 

meet.) 
Bo  mlad  by  me  and  have  a  care  o*  the  crowd : 
This  way,  while  fresh  folk  go  and  get  their 

«ie : 

1  H  UaSi  yon  like  a  book  and  save  your  shins. 
Fie,  what  a  roaring  day  we  *ve  had !    Whose 

fault? 


Lorenzo  in  Lucina,  —  here  's  a  church 
To  hold  a  crowd  at  need,  accommodate 
All  comers  from  the  Corso  !    If  this  crush 
Make  not  its  priests  ashamed  of  what  they 

show 
For  temple-room,  don't  prick  them  to  draw 

purse 
And  down  with  bricks  and  mortar,  eke  us  out 
The  beggarly  transept  with  its  bit  of  apse 
Into  a  decent  smMie  tor  Christian  ease. 
Why,  to-day's  lucky  pearl  is  cast  to  swine. 
Listen  and  estimate  the  luck  they  've  had  ! 
(The  right  man,  and  I  hold  him.) 

Sir.  do  ^on  see, 
They  laid  both  bodies  in  the  church,  this  moru 
The  first  thing,  on  the  chancel  two  steps  up. 
Behind  the  little  marble  balustrade ; 
IHsposed  them,  Pietro  the  old  murdered  fool 
To  the  riffht  of  the  altar,  and  his  wretched  wife 
On  the  other  side.  ^  In  trying  to  count  stabs. 
People  supposed  Violante  showed  the  most. 
Till  somebody  enlained  us  that  mistake : 
His  wounds   had   been   dealt  out  indifferent 

where. 
But  she  took  all  her  stabbings  in  the  face, 
Since  punished  thus  solely  for  honor's  sake, 
Honoru  causH,  that 's  the  nroper  term. 
A  delicacy  there  is,  our  gaUants  hold. 
When  you  avenge  your  honor  and  onlv  then, 
That  yon  disfigure  the  subject,  fray  the  face, 
Not  just  take  Ufe  and  end,  in  clownish  guise. 
It  was  Violante  gave  the  first  offence, 
Got  therefore  the  conspicuous  punishment : 
While  Pietro,  who  helped  merely,  his  mere 

death 
Answered  the  purpose,  so  his  face  went  free. 
We  fancied  even,  free  as  you  please,  that  face 
Showed  itself  still  intolermbly  wronged  ; 
Was  wrinkled  over  with  resentment  yet, 
Nor  calm  at  all,  as  murdered  faces  use. 
Once  the  wont  ended :  an  indignant  air 
O'  the  head  there  was  — 'tis  said  the  body 

turned 
Round  and  away,  rolled  from  Violante 's  side 
Where  they  baa  laid  it  lovin^husband-like. 
If  so,  if  corpses  can  be  sensitive, 
Whv  did  not  he  roll  right  down  altar«tep. 
Roll  on  through  nave,  roll  fairlv  out  of  oiurch. 
Deprive  Lorenio  of  ti^  speotame, 
l^v  back  thus  the  snccesrion  of  affronts 
Whereto  this  church  had  served  as  theatre  ? 
For  see :  at  that  same  altar  where  he  lies. 
To  that  same  inch  of  step,  was  brought  the  babt 
For  blessing  after  baptism,  and  there  styled 
PompiUa,  and  a  string  of  names  beside. 
By  his  bad  wife,  some  seventeen  years  im(o. 
Who  purchased  ner  simplv  to  palm  on  him. 
Flatter  his  dotage  and  detraua  the  heirs. 
Wait  awhile  I    Also  to  this  very  step 
Did  this  Violante,  twelve  years  afterward. 
Bring,  the  mock-mother,  that  child-cheat  full- 
grown, 
Pompilia,  in  pursuance  of  her  plot, 
And  there  brave  God  and  man  a  seoond  time 
Bv  linking  a  new  victim  to  the  lie. 
There,  having  made  a  match  unknown  to  him. 
She,  still  unknown  to  Pietro,  tied  the  knot 
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Which  nothing  cuts  except  this  kind  of  knife ; 
Yes,  made  her  daoiHiter,  as  the  gu\  was  held, 
Many  a  man,  and  nonest  man  beside. 
And  man  of  birth  to  boot,  —  clandestinely 
Because  of  this,  because  of  that,  because 
O'  the  deyil's    will   to   work   his   worst   for 

once,  — 
Confident  she  could  top  her  part  at  need 
And,  when  her  husband  must  be  told  in  turn. 
Ply  the  wife's  trade,  play  off  the  sex's  trick 
And,  altematinsr  worr^  with  quiet  qualms. 
Bravado  with  submisstveness,  prettOy  fool 
Her  Pietro  into  patience :  so  it  proTed. 
Ay,  'tiB  four  years  since  man  and  wife  they 

This  Gnido  Franoesohini  and  this  same 
Pompilia,  foolishly  thought,  falsely  declared 
A  Comparini  and  the  couple's  child : 
Just  at  this  altar  where,  oeneath  the  piece 
Of  Master  Ouido  Reni,  Christ  on  cross, 
^)econd  to  naught  obaerrable  in  Rome, 
That  couple  lie  now,  murdered  yestereve. 
Even  the  blind  can  see  a  providence  here. 

From  dawn  till  now  that  it  ii  growing  dusk, 
A  multitude  has  flocked  and  nlled  the  church. 
Coming  and  going,  coming  back  again. 
Till  to  count  erased  one.    Rome  was  at  the 

show. 
People   climbed  up  the  ooiuoms,  fought  for 

spikes 
0'  the  chapel-rail  to  perch  themselves  upon. 
Jumped  over  and  so  oroke  the  wooden  work 
Painted  like  porphyry  to  deceive  the  eve  ; 
Serve  the  priests  light  1    The  organ-loft  was 

crammed. 
Women  were  fainting,  no  few  fights  ensued, 
In  i^rt,  it  was  a  show  repaid  your  pains : 
For,  though  their  room  was  scant  undoubtedly, 
Yet  they  did  manage  matten.  to  be  just, 
A  little  at  this  Lorenxo.    Boay  o'  me  I 
I  saw  a  body  exposed  once  .  .  .  never  mind ! 
Enou^rh  that  here  the  bodies  had  their  due. 
No  stinginess  in  wax,  a  row  all  round, 
And  one  big  taper  at  each  head  and  foot. 

So,  people  pushed  their  way,  and  took  their  turn, 
Saw,  tnrew  their  eyes  up,  crossed  themselves, 

gave  place 
To  pressure  from  behind,  since  all  the  world 
Knew  the  old  pair,  could  talk  the  tragedy 
Over  htnn  first  to  last :  Pompilia  too. 
Those    who   had    known   her— what 't    was 

worth  to  them ! 
Guide's  acquaintance  was  in  less  request ; 
The  Count  had  lounged  somewhat  too  long  in 

Rome, 
Biade  himself  cheap ;  with  him  were  hand  and 

glove 
Barbers  and  bteaf^yed,  as  the  ancient  sings. 
Also  he  is  alive  and  like  to  be : 
Had  he  considerately  died,  —  aha  I 
I  jostled  Luca  Cini  on  his  staff. 
Mute  in  the  midst,  the  whole  man  one  amaae. 
Staring  amain  and  croasing  brow  and  breast. 
'*  How  now  ?  "  asked  I.    *'  'T  is  seventy  yean," 

quoth  he, 
"Since  I  first  saw,  hokling  my  father's  hand. 


Bodies  set  forth  :  a  manv  have  I  seen. 
Yet  all  was  poor  to  this  I  live  and  see. 
Here  the  world  's  wickedness  seals  up  the  sum : 
What  with  Molinos'  doctrine  and  this  deed. 
Antichrist  surely  comes  and  doomsday  's  near. 
May  I  depart  in  peace,  I  have  seen  my  see." 
''  Depart  then,"  I  advised, '"  nor  Mock  the  tcsd 
For   youngsters  still   behindhand   with  such 

sights  1 " 
*'  Why  no,"  rejoins  the  venerable  sire, 
**  I  know  it 's  horrid,  hideous  past  belief. 
Burdensome  far  beyand  what  eye  can  bear ; 
But  they  do  promise,  when  Pompilia  dies 
I'  the  course  o'  the  day,  ~  Mid  she  can't  outlive 

night,— 
The^  '11  oring  her  body  also  to  expose 
Beside  the  parents,  one,  two,  three  abreast ; 
That  were  indeed  a  sight  which,  might  I  see, 
I  trust  I  should  not  last  to  see  tne  like !  " 
Whereat  I  bade  the  senior  spare  his  shanks, 
Since  dootois  give  her  till  to-night  to  live. 
And  tell  us  how  the  butcheiy  happened.     ""  Ah, 
But  you  can't  know  1 "  mj^  he,  "  I  'U  not  de 

spair: 
Beside  1  'ra  useful  at  explaining  things  — 
As,  how  the  dagger  laid  there  at  the  feet. 
Caused  the  peculiar  cuts ;  I  mind  its  make. 
Triangular  P  the  blade,  a  Genoese, 
Armed  with  those  little  hook-teeth  on  the  edge 
To  open  in  the  flesh  nor  shut  ^C^in : 
I  like  to  teach  a  novice :  I  shall  stay  I " 
And  stay  he  did,  and  stay  be  sure  he  will. 


A  perMnage  came  bv  the  private  door 

At  noon  to  have  his  look :  I  name  no  n 

Well  then.  His  Eminence  the  Cardinal, 

Whose  servitor  in  honorable  sort 

Guido   was  once,  the  same   who  made  the 

match, 
(Will  yon  have  the  truth?)   whereof  we  m« 

effect. 
No  sooner  whisper  ran  he  was  arrived 
Than  up  pops  Curate  Carlo,  a  brisk  lad, 
Who  never  lets  a  good  occasion  slip. 
And  volunteeiB  improving  the  event. 
We  looked  he'd  give  the  faistory^s  self  some 

help. 
Treat  us  to  how  the  wife's  confession  went 
(This   morning  she  confessed    her  crime,  we 

know) 
And,     maybe,   tiirow    in   something   of    the 

Priest  — 
If  he 's  not  ordered  back,  punished  anew. 
The  gallant,  Caponsaochi,  X»nctfer 
I'  the  fnunden  wnere  Pompilia,  Eve-like,  lured 
Her  Adam  Guido  to  his  fault  and  fall. 
Think  you  wegot  a  sprig  of  speech  akin 
To  this  from  Carlo,  with  the  Cardinal  there  ? 
Too  warv  he  was,  too  widely  awake,  I  trow. 
He  did  the  murder  in  a  dosen  words ; 
Then  said  that  all  such  outrages  crop  forth 
I'  the  course  of  nature,  when  Mdinos'  tares 
Are  sown  for  wheat,  flourish  and  choke  the 

Church: 
So  slid  on  to  the  abominable  sect 
And  the  philoeophic  sin  —  we  've  heard  all  that. 
And  the  Cardinal  too,  (who  book-made  oo  the 
) 
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Bat,  for  the  murder,  left  it  where  he  found. 
Oh    but   he*a  quick,  the   Curate,  minds   his 


pune 


f 


And,  after  all,  we  have  the  main  o*  the  fact  : 
( 'iuie  could  not  well  be  simpler,  — mapped,  as  it 

were. 
We  follow  the  murder^s  maae  from  source  to 


By  the  red  line,  past  mistake :  one  sees  indeed 
Not  only  how  all  was  and  must  have  been, 
But  cannot  other  than  be  to  the  end  of  time. 
Turn  out  here  by  the  Rnspoli  I    l>o  you  hold 
(vtiido  was  so  i>rodiKiously  to  blame  ? 
A  certain  cousin  of  yours  has  told  you  so  ? 
Kxactly !    Here 's  a  friend  shall  set  you  rifrht, 
l^t  him  but  have  the  handsel  of  your  ear. 

These  wretched  Comparini  were  once  gay 
And  ^Uiard,  of  the  modest  middle  class  : 
Bom  m  this  quarter  seventy  years  ago, 
And  married  young,  they  hved  the  accustomed 

life. 
Citizens  as  they  were  of  good  repute : 
And,  childless,  naturally  took  their  ease 
With  only  their  two  selves  to  care  about 
And  use  the  wealth  for :  wealthy  is  the  word. 
Since  Pietro  was  possessed  of  house  and  land  — 
And   specially   one   house,    when   good    days 

smiled. 
In  Via  Vittoria,  the  aspectable  street 
Where  he  lived  mainly ;  but  another  house 
(>f  less  pretension  did  he  buy  betimes. 
The  villa,  meant  for  jaunts  and  jollity, 
r  the  Pauline  district,  to  be  private  there  — 
Just  what  puts  murder  in  an  enemy^s  head. 
Moreover,  —  here  *s  the  worm  i*  the  eore,  the 

germ 
( y  the  rottenness  and  ruin  which  arrived,  — > 
He  owned  some  usufruct,  had  moneys'  use 
Lifelong,  but  to  determine  with  his  life 
In  hein^  default :  so,  Pietro  craved  an  heir, 
<The  storv  always  old  and  always  new) 
Shut  his  tool's-eyes  fast  on  the  visible  good 
And  wealth  for  certain,  opened  them  owl-wide 
(hi  fortune^s  sole  piece  of  forgetfulness. 
The  cMld  that  should  have  been  and  would  not 

be. 

Hence,  seventeen  yean  ago,  conceive  his  glee 
When  first  Violante,  ^twixt  a  smile  and  blush, 
With  touch  of  agitation  jiroper  too. 
Announced  that,  q>ite  ot  her  unpromising  age, 
The  miracle  would  in  time  be  manifest. 
An  heir's  birth  was  to  happen :  and  it  aid. 
.Somehow  or  other,  —  how,  all  in  good  time ! 
By  a  trick,  a  height  of  hand  you  are  to  hear,  — 


A  child  was  bom,  PompiUa,  for  his  jov, 
Plaything  at  once  and  prop,  a  fairy-gitt. 
A  saints     grace  or,  say,  grant  olf   the  good 

God,— 
A  fiddle-pm's  end  I    What  imbeciles  are  we  I 
Ixiok  now :  if  some  one  could  have  prophesied, 
''  For  love  of  you,  for  likiiw  to  your  wife, 
I  undertake  to  crush  a  snake  I  spy 
Settling  itself  i*  the  soft  of  both  ^our  bressts. 


(Hve  me  yon  babe  to  strangle  painlessly  I 
She  *11  soar  to  the  safe  :  yon  '11  have  y 


ingont. 


your  cry- 


Then  sleep,  then  wake,  then  sleep,  then  end 

your  days 
In  peace  and  plenty,  mixed  with  mild  regret. 
Thirty  yean  hence  when  Christmas  takes  uld 

folk  "  - 
How  had  old  Pietro  sprang  no,  creased  himself. 
And  kicked  the  conjurer !    Whereas  you  and  1, 
Being  wise  with  sfter^wit,  had   clapped  our 

hands; 
Nay,  added,  in  the  old  fool's  intaieat, 
*' Strangle  the  black*«yed  babe,  so  far  so  good, 
But  on  condition  you  relieve  the  man 
O*  the  wife  and  throttle  him  Violante  too  — 
She  is  the  mischief  1 " 

We  had  hit  the  mark. 
She,  whose  trick  brought  the  babe  into  the 

world. 
She  it  was,  when  the  babe  was  grown  a  girl, 
Judeed  a  new  trick  should  reintoroe  the  old, 
Sena  vigor  to  the  lie  now  somewhat  spent 
By  twelve  years'  service ;  lest  Eve's  rule  de- 
cline 
Over  this  Adam  of  hers,  whose  cabbage>plot 
Throve  dubiously  rince  turned  fools'-paradise, 
Spite  of  a  nightingale  on  every  stump. 
Pietro's  estate  was  dwindling  day  by  day. 
While  he,  rapt  far  above  such  mundane  care. 
Crawled  all-fours  with  his  baby  pick-a^baek. 
Sat  at  serene  cats'-cradle  with  nis  child. 
Or  took  the  measured  tallness,  top  to  toe, 
Of  what  was  grown  a  great  giri  twelve  years 

old: 
Till  sudden  at  the  door  a  tap  discroet, 
A  visitor's  premonitory  cou^h. 
And  poverty  had  reaohed  htm  in  her  rounds. 

This  came  when  he  was  past  the  working>4ime. 
Had  learned  to  dandle  and  forgot  to  dig. 
And  who  must  but  Violante  oast  about, 
Contrive  and  task  that  head  of  hers  again  ? 
She  who  had  caught  one  fish  could  make  that 

catch 
A  bigger  still,  in  angler's  policy : 
So,  with  an  angler's  meroy  for  the  bait. 
Her  minnow  was  set  wriggling  on  its  barb 
And  tossed  to  mid-stream  ;  which  moann,  this 

grown  girl 
With  uie  great  eyes  and  boonty  of  Uaek  hair 
And  first  crisp  vonth  that  tempts  a  jaded  taste, 
Wss  whisked  i'  the  way  of  a  certain  man,  whe 

snapped. 

Count  Ouido  Francesohini  the  Aretine 
Was  head  of  an  old  noble  house  enoof^. 
Not  over>rioh,  you  can't  have  everything. 
But  such  a  man  as  riches  rub  against. 
Readily  stick  to,  —  one  with  a  right  to  them 
Bom  in  the  blood :  'twas  in  his  very  brow 
Always  to  knit  itself  against  the  worid. 
Beforehand  so,  when  that  worid  stinted  due 
Service  and  suit :  the  world  ducks  and  defers. 
As  snch  folks  do,  he  had  come  up  to  Rome 
To  better  his  fortune,  and,  since  many  years, 
Wss  friend  and  follower  of  a  cardinal ; 
Waiting  the  rather  thus  on  providence. 
That  a  shrewd  vounger  poorer  brother  yet. 
The  Abate  Paolo,  a  regnlar  priest. 
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Had  louflr  since  tried  his  powen  and  found  he 

swam 
With  the  deftest  on  the  Galilean  pool : 
But  then  he  was  a  web-foot,  free  o*  the  wave. 
And  no  ambiguous  dab-chick  hatched  to  strut, 
Humbled  by  any  fond  attempt  to  ewini 
When  fiercer  fowl  usurped  hu»  dunghill-top  — 
A  whole  priest,  Paolo,  no  mere  piece  of  oue. 
Like  Guido  tacked  thus  to  the  Churches  tail ! 
Guido  moreover,  as  the  head  o*  the  house. 
Claiming  the  main  prize,  not  the  lesser  luck, 
The  centre  lily,  no  mere  duckweed  fringe. 

He  waited  and  learned  waiting,  thirty  yean ; 
Got  promise,  missed  performance  —  wlmt  would 

you  have  ? 
No  petty  post  rewards  a  nobleman 
For  spending  youth  in  splendid  lackey-work. 
And  there  ^s  concurrence  for  each  rarer  prize ; 
Wlien  that  falls,  rougher  hand  and  readier  foot 
Push  aside  Guido  spite  of  his  black  looks. 
The  end  was,  Guido,  when  tlie  warning  showed, 
The  first  white  hair  i*  the  glass,  gave  up  the 

game. 
Determined  on  retumii^  to  his  town, 
Making  the  best  of  bad  mcurable. 
Patching  the  old  palace  up  and  lin^ring  there 
The  Gustomarr  life  out  with  hia  kin. 
Where  honor  hel|js  to  spice  the  scanty  bread. 

Just  as  he  trimmed  his  lamp  and  girt  his  loins 
To  go  his  ionmey  and  be  wise  at  lioine. 
In  the  right  mood  of  disappointed  worth. 
Who  but  Violante  sudden  spied  her  prey 
(Where  was  I  with  that  angler«iiiule  ?) 
And    threw    her    bait,    Pompilia,    where    he 

sulked  — 
A  gleam  i'  the  gloom  I 

Wliat  if  he  gained  thus  much. 
Wrung  out  this  sweet  drop  from  the  bitter 

Past, 
Bore  off  this  rose-bud  from  the  prickly  brake 
To   justify  such    torn  clothes  and   scratched 

hands. 
And,  after  all,  brought  something  back  from 

Rome? 
Wonld  not  a  wife  serre  at  Arezzo  well 
To  light  the  dark  house,  lend  a  look  of  Tonth 
To  the  mother^s  face  grown  meagre,  left  alone 
And  famished  with  the  emptiness  of  hope. 
Old  Donna  Beatrice  ?    Wife  you  want 
Would  you  play  family-representative. 
Carry  von  elder-brotherly,  high  and  right 
Or  wnat  may  prove  the  natural  petulance 
Of  the  third  brother,  younger,  greedier  still, 
Girolamo,  also  a  fledgeling  priest. 
Beginning  life  in  turn  with  callow  beak 
Agape  for   luck,  no  luck    had   stopped   and 

stilled. 
Such  were  the  pinks  and  grays  about  the  bait 
Pennaded  Guido  gulp  down  hook  and  all. 

What  oonstitnted  him  so  choice  a  catch. 
Ton  Question  ?  Past  his  prime  and  poor  beside  I 
Ask  tnat  of  any  she  who  knows  the  trade. 
Why  fint,  here  was  a  nobleman  with  friends, 
A  palace  one  might  mn  to  and  be  safe 


When  presently  the  threatened  fate  sboold  fall, 
A  big-browed  master  to  block  doorway  up. 
Parley  with  people  bent  on  pushing  bjr. 
And   praying   the    mild    Pietio   quick   dear 

scores: 
Is  birth  a  privilege  and  power  or  no  ? 
Also  —  but  jud^  of  the  result  desired, 
B^  the  price  paid  and  manner  of  the  sale. 
Tne  Count  was  made  woo,  win  and  wed  at 

once  : 
Asked,  and  was  haled  for  answer,  lest  the  heat 
Should  cool,  to  2San  Lorenzo,  one  blind  eve. 
And  had  Pompilia  put  into  his  arms 
O*  the  sly  there,  by  a  liasty  candle-blink. 
With  sanction  of  some  priest-confederate 
Properly  paid  to  make  short  work  and  sure. 

So  did  old  Pietro^s  daughter  change  her  style 

For  Guido  Franoeschiiu^s  lady-wile 

Ere  Guido  knew  it  well ;  and  why  this  haste 

And  scramble  and  indecent  secrecy  ? 

*'  Lest  Pietro,  all  the  while  in  ignorance. 

Should  get  to  learn,  gainsay  and  breiak  the 

match: 
His  peevishness  had  promptly  put  aside 
Such  honor  and  refused  the  proffered  boon. 
Pleased  to  become  authoritative  once. 
She  remedied  the  wilful  man^s  mistake  —  '* 
Did  our  discreet  Violante.    Rather  say. 
Thus  did  she  lest  the  ob^t  of  her  game, 
Guido  the  gulled  one,  give  him  but  a  chance, 
A  moment  s  respite,  time  for  thinking  twice, 
Might  count  the  cost  before  he  sold  himself. 
And  try  the  clink  of  coin  they  paid  him  with. 

But  coin  paid,  bargain  struck  and   businei» 

done, 
Once  the  clandestine  marriage  over  thus. 
All  parties  made  perforce  the  best  o*  the  fact ; 
Pietro  could  play  vast  indignation  off. 
Be  ignorant  and  astounded,  dupe,  poor  soul. 
Please  yon.  of  daughter,  wife  and  son-in-law, 
While  Gniao  found  himself  in  flagrant  fault. 
Must  e^en  do  suit  and  service,  soothe,  subdut* 
A  father  not  unreasonably  chafed. 
Bring  him  to  terms  by  paying  son  s  devoir. 
Pleasant  initiation  I 

The  end.  this: 
Guidons  broad  back  was  saddled  to  bear  all— 
Pietro,  Violante,  and  Pom|>ilia  too,  — 
Three  lots  cast  confidently  in  one  lap. 
Three  dead-weights  with  one  arm  to  lift  the 

three 
Out  of  their  limbo  up  to  life  again. 
The  Roman  household  was  to  strike  fresh  root 
In  a  new  soil,  sraced  with  a  novel  name. 
Gilt  with  an  auen  glory,  Aretine 
Henceforth  and  never  Koman  any  more. 
By  treaty  and  engagement ;  thus  it  ran : 
Pompilia*s  dowry  for  Pompilia'sself 
As  a  thing  of  course, — sne  paid  her  own  ex- 


No  loss  nor  gain  there :  but  the  couple,  too 

The^,  for  their  part,  turned  over  first  ol  all 

Their  fortune  in  its  rags  and  rottenness 

To  Guido,  fusion  and  confusion,  he 

And  his  with  them  and  theirs,  —  whaterer  rag 
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With  coin  rendaary  fell  on  floor 
When  Brother  Paolo^s  energetic  shake 
Should    do   the    relics   justioe :    since    't  was 

thoofirbt. 
Once  Tttlnerable  I^etro  out  of  reach, 
[fhat,  left  at  Home  as  representative, 
The  Abate,  backed  by  a  potent  patron  here, 
And  otherwise  with  purple  flushing  him. 
Might  play  a  good  game  with  the  creditor. 
Make  up  a  moiety  which,  great  or  small. 
Should  go  to  the  common  stock  —  if  anything, 
Guidons,  so  far  repa^ent  of  the  cost 
About  to  be,  — and  if.  as  looked  more  like^ 
Nothing,  —  why,  all  tlie  nobler  cost  were  his 
\Mio  guaranteeid,  for  better  or  for  worse. 
To  Pietfo  and  Violante,  house  and  home, 
Kith  and  kin,  with  the  pick  of  company 
And  life  o'  the  fat  o*  the  land  while  life  should 

hist. 
How  say  yon  to  the  baigain  at  first  blush  ? 
\Vhy  did  a  middle-aged  not-silly  man 
Show  himself  thus  besotted  all  at  once  ? 
Quoth  Solomon,  one  black  eye  does  it  all^ 

Thev  went  to  Arezzo,  —  I^etro  and  his  spouse. 
With  just  the  dusk  6*  the  day  of  life  to  spend, 
Ea^er  to  use  the  twilight,  taste  a  treaty 
KnjoT  for  once  with  neither  sta^  nor  stmt 
Tlie  luxury  of  lord-and^lady-ship. 
And  realise  the  stuff  and  nonsense  long 
A-simmer  in  their  noddles  ^  yent  the  fume 
Bom  there  and  bred,  the  citizen^s  conoeit 
How  fares  nobilit]^  while  crossing  earth, 
What  rampart  or  invisible  body-guard 
Keeps  off  the  taint  of  common  life  from  such. 
They  had  not  fed  for  nothing  on  the  tales 
()f  grandees  who  ^ye  banquets  worthy  Joye, 
Spending  gold  as  if  Plutus  paid  a  whim, 
Served  wiUi  obeisances  as  when  .  .  .  what  God  ? 
I  *m  at  the  end  of  my  tether ;  't  is  enough 
You  nndentand  what  they  came  priraecTto  see : 
While  Gnido  who  should  minister  the  sight. 
Stay  all  this  qualmish  greediness  of  soul 
W^ith  apples  and  with  flagons  —  for  his  part. 
Was  set  on  life  diverse  as  pole  from  pole  : 
Lust  of  the  flesh,  lust  of  tne  eye,  —  what  else 
Was  he  just  now  awake  from,  sick  and  sage, 
Af t«*r  the  very  debauch  they  would  begin  7  — 
Suppose  such  stuff  and  nonsense  really  were. 
That  bubble,  they  were  bent  on  blowing  big, 
lie  had  blown  already  till  he  burst  his  oneexs. 
And  hence  found  soansuds  bitter  to  the  tongue. 
He  hoped  now  to  walk  softly  all  his  days 
In  soberness  of  spirit,  if  haply  so, 
Pinching  and  nanng  he  might  furnish  forth 
A  fruipu  boara,  bare  sustenance,  no  more. 
Till  tiroes,  that  could  not  well  grow  worse, 
should  mend. 

ThuB  minded  then,  two  parties  mean  to  meet 
And  make  each  other  happy.    The  first  week. 
And  fancy  strikes  fact  ana  explodes  in  full. 
**  This/'  shrieked  the  Comparini,  ''  this  the 

Count, 
The  palace,  the  signorial  privilege. 
The  ponip  and  pageantry  were  promised  na  ? 
For  this  nave  we  exchanged  our  liberty. 
Our  oompetenoe,  our  darling  of  a  child  ? 


To  house  as  spectres  in  a  sepulchre 

Under  this  black  stone  heap,  the  street's  dis* 

grace. 
Grimmest  as  that  is  of  the  gruesome  town, 
And  here  pick  garbage  on  a  pewter  plate. 
Or  cough  at  verjuice  dripped  from  earthen- 
ware ? 
Oh  Via  Vittoria,  oh  the  other  place 
r  the  Pauline,  did  we  give  you  up  for  this  ? 
Where's  the  foregone  housekeeping  good  and 

The  neighborliness,  the  oommmionship. 
The  treat  and  feast  when  holidays  came  round, 
The  daily  feast  that  seemed  no  treat  at  all. 
Called  common    by  the  uncommon  fools  we 

were  I 
Even  the  sun  that  used  to  shine  at  Rome, 
Where  is  it  ?    Robbed  and  starved  and  frozen 

too. 
We  will  have  justice,  justice  if  there  be  1 " 
Did  not  they  shout,  did  not  the  town  resound  I 
Guide's  old  lady-mother  Beatrice, 
Who   since    her  husband.  Count  Tommaso's 

death. 
Had  held  sole  sway  i'  the  house,  —  the  doited 

crone 
Slow  to  acknowledge,  curtsey  and  abdicate,  — 
Was  recognized  of  true  novercal  type. 
Dragon  and  deviL    His  brother  Giroianio 
Came  next  in  order:    priest  was  he?     The 

worse  I 
No  way  of  winning  him  to  leave  his  mumps 
And  help  the  laugn  against  old  ancestry 
And  formal  habits  long  since  out  of  date, 
Letting  his  vouth  be  patterned  on  the  mode 
Approved  ot  where  Violante  laid  down  law. 
Or  did  he  brighten  up  bv  way  of  change, 
Dispose  himself  for  affability  ? 
The  malapert,  too  complaisant  by  half 
To  the  alarmed  young  novice  of  a  bride  1 
Let  him  go  buzz,  betake  himself  elsewhere. 
Nor  singe  his  fly-wings  in  the  candle-flame  1 

Four  months'  probation  of  this  purgatory, 
Dog^«nap  and  cat-claw,  curse  and  counterblast. 
The  devil*s  self  were  sick  of  his  own  din ; 
And  Pietro,  after  trumpeting  huge  wrongs 
At  church  and  market-place,  pillar  and  poet. 
Square's  comer,  street  s  end,  now  the  palace- 
step 
And  now  the  wine>house  bench  —  while,  on  her 

side, 
Violante  up  and  down  was  voluble 
In  whatsoever  pair  of  ears  would  perk 
From  goody,  gossip,  cater-cousin  and  sib, 
Curious  to  peep  at  the  inside  of  things 
And  catch  in  tne  act  pretentious  poverty 
At  its  wits'  end  to  keep  appearance  up, 
Make  both  ends  meet,  —  nothing  tne  vulgar 

loves 
Like  what  this  couple  pitched  them  ririit  and 

left. 
Then,  their  worst  done  that  way,  both  atmok 

tent,  marched 
—  Renounced  their  share  o'  the  bargain,  flnng 

what  dues 
Guide  was  bound  to  pay,  in  Gnido's  face. 
Left  their  hearts'-daning,  treasure  of  Uie  twain 
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And  80  forth,  the  poor  inexperienoed  bride. 
To  her  own  devioee,  bade  Aieiao  rot, 
Cuised  life  ngnorial,  and  sought  Rome  once 
more. 

I  see  the  oomment  ready  on  your  lip, 
**  The  better  fortune,  Guidons  —  free  at  least 
By  this  def eetion  of  the  fooUah  pair. 
He  could  b^:in  make  profit  in  some  sort 
Of  the  young  bride  and  the  new  quietness. 
Lead  his  own  life  now,  henceforth  breathe  un- 
planned." 
Could  he?    You  know  the  sex  like  Guide's 

self. 
Learn  the  Violante-nature  I 

Once  in  Rome, 
By  way  of  helpmg  Guido  lead  such  life, 
Her  first  act  to  inauflnirate  return 
Was,  she  got  prickea  in  conscience :  Jubilee 
Gave  her  the  nint.    Our  Pope,  as  kind  as  just. 
Attained  his  eighty  yeturs,  announced  a  boon 
Should  make  us  bless  the  fact,  held  Jubilee  — 
•Short   shrift,  prompt    pardon    for    the    light 

offence, 
And  no  rough  dealing  with  the  regular  crime 
iSo  this  oooasion  were  not  suffered  slip  — 
Otherwise,  sins  commuted  as  before. 
Without  the  least  abatement  in  the  price. 
Now,  who  had  thought  it  ?    All  this  whUe,  it 

seems. 
Our  sage  Violante  had  a  sin  of  a  sort 
She  must  compound  for  now  or  not  at  all. 
Now  be  the  retAv  riddance  !    She  confessed 
Pompilia  was  a  table,  not  a  fact : 
She  never  bore  a  child  in  her  whole  life. 
Had  this  child  been  a  changeling,  that  were 

grace 
In  some  degree,  exchange  is  hardly  theft ; 
You  take  your  stand  on  truth  ere  leap  your 

lie: 
Here  was  all  lie,  no  touch  of  truth  at  all, 
AU  the  lie  hers  —  not  even  Pietro  guessed 
He  was  as  childless  still  as  twelve  years  since. 
The  babe  had  been  a  find  i'  the  filUi-heap,  Sir, 
Catch  from  the  kennel !    There  was  found  at 

Rome, 
Down  in  the  deepest  of  our  social  dregs, 
A  woman  who  pofessed  the  wanton's  trade 
Under  the  requisite  thin  coverture, 
Comatunis  meretrix  and  washer-wife : 
The  creature  thus  conditioned  found  by  chance 
Motherhood  like  a  jewel  in  the  muck. 
And  straightway  either  trafficked  with    her 

prise 
Or  listened  to  the  tempter  and  let  be,  — 
Made  pact  abolishing  her  place  and  part 
In  womankind,  beast-fellowship  indeed. 
She  sold  this  babe  eight  months  before  its  birth 
To  our  Violante,  Pietro's  honest  spouse. 
Well-famed  and  widely-instanced  as  that  crown 
To  the  husband,  virtue  in  a  woman's  shape. 
She  it  was,  bought,  paid  for,  passed  off  the 

thing 
Aa  Teiy  fleah  and  blood  and  child  of  her 
Despite  the  flagrant  fifty  years,  —  and  why  ? 
Partly  to  please  old  Pietro,  fill  hia  oup 
With  wine  at  the  late  hcmr  when  lees  are  left. 


And  send  him  from  life's  feast  rejoieiBgly,  — 
Partly  to  cheat  the  rightful  hdxs,  agape. 
Each  uncle's  cousin's  orother's  son  of  turn. 
For  that  same  principal  of  the  usufrnot 
It  vext  him  he  must  die  and  leave  behind. 

Such  was  the  sin  had  come  to  be  eonf eased. 
Which  of  the  tales,  the  first  or  last,  was  true  ? 
Did  she  so  sin  once,  or,  confessing  now. 
Sin  for  the  first  time  ?    Either  way  yon  will. 
One  sees  a  reason  for  the  cheat :  one  aees 
A  reason  for  a  cheat  in  owning  cheat 
Where  no  cheat  had  been.  What  of  the  revenge  f 
What  prompted  the  contrition  all  at  oniie, 
Bfade  the  avowal  easy,  the  shame  slight  ? 
Why,  prove  they  but  Pompilia  not  their  child. 
No  child,  no  dowry  I  this,  supposed  their  child. 
Had  claimed  what  this,  shown  alien  to  their 

blood. 
Claimed  nowise :  Guide's  claim  was  through  his 

wife. 
Null  then  and  void  with  here.    The  biter  bit. 
Do  yon  see !    For  such  repa^ent  of  the  past. 
One  might  conceive  the  pemtential  pair 
Ready  to  brin^  their  case  before  the  courts. 
Publish  their  infamy  to  all  the  world 
And,  arm  in  arm,  go  chuckling  thence  content. 

Is  this  your  view  ?    'T  was  Guide's  anyhow. 
And  colorable:  he  came  forward  then, 
Protested  in  his  very  bride's  behalf 
Against  this  lie  and  all  it  led  to,  least 
Of  all  the  loss  o'  the  dowiy ;  no !    From  her 
And  him  alike  he  would  expunge  the  blot. 
Erase  the  brand  of  such  a  bestial  birth, 
Participate  in  no  hideous  heritage 
Gathered  from  the  gutter  to  be  garnered  up 
And  glorified  in  a  palace.    Peter  and  Paol  I 
But  uiat  who  likes  may  look  upon  the  pair 
Exposed  in  yonder  ehnreh,  and  show  his  skill 
Bt  saying  which  is  eye  and  which  is  month 
Through  those  stabs  thick  and  threefold,  —  but 

for  that  — 
A  striMig  word  on  the  liars  and  their  lie 
Might  crave  expression  and  obtain  it.  Sir  I 
—  Though  prematurely,  since  there  *s  more  to 

come. 
More  that  will  shake  your  confidence  in  things 
Your  cousin  tells  you,  —  may  I  be  so  bold  ? 

This  makes  the  first  act  of  the  fnrocj  —  anon 
The  sombre  element  comes  stealing  m 
Till  all  is  black  or  blood-red  in  the  piece. 
Guido,  thus  made  a  laughing-stock  abroad, 
A  proverb  for  the  market-place  at  home, 
Left  ^ne  with  Pompilia  now,  this  gnft 
So  reputable  cm  his  ancient  stock. 
This  plague-seed  set  to  fester  his  sound  flesh. 
What  does  the  Count  ?    Revenge  him  on  his 

wife? 
Uufssten  at  all  risks  to  rid  himsdf 
The  noisome  laxar-badge,  fall  foul  of  fate. 
And,  careless  whether  the  noor  rag  was  ware 
O'  the  part  it  played,  or  helped  unwittingly. 
Bid  it  go  bum  and  leave  his  frayed  flesh  free  ? 
PUunly,  did  Guido  open  both  doom  wide. 
Spurn  thence  the  cni^«ast  creature  aaa  dear 

scores 
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As  nuui  miglit,  tempted  in  extreme  like  this  ? 
No,  Inrth  end  breemnsr,  and  oompasrion  too 
^ved  her  sneh  seaiuuU.    She  was  yoxvag,  he 

thought, 
Not  priry  to  the  treason,  punished  most 
I'  the  proehimation  of  it ;  why  make  her 
A  party  to  the  orime  she  suffered  by  ? 
Then  the  black  eyes  were  now  her  very  own, 
Not  any  more  Violante*s :  let  her  live, 
Lose  in  a  new  air,  under  a  new  sun. 
The  taint  of  the  imputed  parentage 
Tml^  or  falselT,  take  no  more  the  touch 
Of  Pietro  and  his  partner  anyhow  I 
AU  might  go  well  yet. 

So  she  thought,  herself. 
It  seems,  since  what  was  her  first  act  and  deed 
A\'ben  news  came  how  these  kindly  ones  at 

Rome 
Had  stripped  her  naked  to  amuse  the  world 
With  spots  here,  spots  there  and  spots  every- 
where ? 
—  For  I  should  tell  you  that  they  noised  abroad 
Not  merely  the  main  scandal  of  ner  birth. 
But  sUnden  written,  nrinted,  published  wide, 
Pamphlets  which  set  forth  all  the  pleasantry 
(>f  how  the  pronused  glory  was  a  dream. 
The  power  a  bubble,  and  the  wealth  —  why, 

dust. 
There  was  a  picture,  painted  to  the  life, 
()f  thoae  rare  doin^,  that  superlative 
Initiation  in  magnificence 
Conferred  on  a  poor  Roman  family 
By  favor  ol  Areno  and  her  first 
And  famousest,  the  Franceechini  there. 
You  had  the  Countship  holding  head  aloft 
Bravely  although  bespattered,  shifts  and  straits 
In  keeping  out  o*  the  way  o*  the  wheels  o*  the 

world. 
The  comic  of  those  horae-oontrivanees 
When  the  old  lady-mother*s  wit  was  taxed 
To  find  six  clamorous  months  in  food  more 

real 
Than  fruit  plucked  off  the  cobwebbed  family^ 


()r  acorns  shed  from  its  ^It  mouldered  frame  — 

(*old  g^rles  served  up  with  stale  fame  for  sauce. 

W^hat,  I  ask,  —  when  the  drunkenness  of  hate 

Hiccuped  return  for  hosnitality. 

Befouled  the  table  they  nad  feasted  on. 

Or  say,  —  God  knows  I  *11  not  prejudge  the 


Grievances  thus  distorted,  magnified, 
Colored  by  quarrel  into  calumny,  — 
What  side  aid  our  Pompilia  first  espouse  ? 
Her  first  deliberate  measure  was,  she  wrote. 
Pricked  by  some   loyal    impulse,  straight  to 

Rome 
And  her  husband^s  brother  the  Abate  there, 
Who,  having  managed  to  effect  the  match. 
Might  take  men^s  censure  for  its  ill  success. 
She  made  a  clean  breast  also  in  her  turn. 
And  qualified  the  couple  properly. 
Since  whose  departure,    hell,  she    said,  was 

heaven. 
And  the  house,  late  distracted  by  their  peals, 
Oniet  as  Carmel  where  the  lilies  live. 
Herself  had  oftentimes  complained  :  but  why  ? 


All  her  complaints  had  been  their  prompting, 

tales 
Trumped  up,  devices  to  this  very  end. 
Their  game  had  been  to  thwart  her  husband's 

tove 
And  cross  hb  will,  mali^  his  words  and  ways, 
To  reach  this  inne,  furmsh  this  pretence 
For  impudent  withdrawal  from  their  bond,  — 
Theft,  indeed  munler,  since  they  meant  no  less 
Whose  last  injunction  to  her  simple  self 
Had  been  —  what  parents'  -  precept   do  yon 

thmk? 
That  she  should  follow  after  with  all  speed, 
Fl^  from  her  husband's  house  dandestmely. 
Join  them  at  Rome  again,  but  fiivt  of  all 
Pick  u]>  a  fresh  companion  in  her  flight, 
So  putting  youth  ana  beauty  to  fit  use,  — 
Some  gay  dare-devil  doak-aad-rapier  spark 
Capable  of  adventure,  —  helped  by  whom 
She,  some  fine  eve  when  lutes  were  in  the  air, 
Having  put  poison  in  the  posaet^np, 
Laid  l^ds  on  money,  jewels  and  the  like. 
And,  to  conceal  the  thing  with  more  effect. 
By  way  of  parting  benediction  too. 
Fired  the  house,  — one  would  finish  famously 
I*  the  tumult,  slip^  out,  scurry  off  and  away 
And  turn  up  merrily  at  home  once  more. 
Fact  this,  imd  not  a  dream  o'  the  deril,^  Sir  I 
And  more  than  this,  a  fact  none  dare  dispute, 
Word  for  word,  sucn  a  letter  did  she  write. 
And  such  the  Abate  read,  nor  simply  read 
But  gave  all  Rome  to  ruminate  upon, 
In  answer  to  such  charges  as,  I  say. 
The  couple  sought  to  be  beforehand  with. 

The  cause  thus  carried  to  the  courts  at  Rome, 

Guido  away,  the  Abate  had  no  ohoioe 

But  stand  forth,  take  his  absent  brother's  part. 

Defend  the  honor  of  himself  beside. 

He  made  what  head  he  might  apunst  the  pair. 

Maintained  Pompilia's  birui  legitimate 

And  all  her  ririits  intact  —  hers,  Guido's  now : 

And  so  far  bv  nis  policy  turned  their  flank, 

(The  enemy  beinff  beforehand  in  the  place) 

That,  —  though  toe  courts  allowed  the  cheat  for 

fact. 
Suffered  Violante  to  parade  her  diame. 
Publish  her  infamy  to  heart's  content. 
And  let  the  tale  o*  the  feigned  birth  pass  for 

proved,  — 
Tet  they  stopped  there,  refused  to  intervene 
And  diiposseas  the  innocents,  befooled 
Bv  gifts  o'  the  guilty,  at  guilt's  new  caprice. 
They  would  not  take  away  the  dowry  now 
Wrongfully  given  at  first,  nor  bar  at  ail 
Succession  to  the  aforesaid  usufruct. 
Established  on  a  fraud,  nor  play  the  game 
Of  Pietro's  child  and  now  not  Pietro's  child 
As  it  might  suit  the  gamester's  purpose.    Thus 
W*^as  justice  ever  ridiculed  in  Rome : 
Such  oe  the  double  verdicts  f  avor«d  here 
Which  send  away  both  parties  to  a  suit 
Nor  puffed  up  nor  east  down,  —  for  each  a 

crumb 
Of  right,  for  neither  of  them  the  whole  loaf. 
Whence,  on  the  Comparini's  part,  appeal  — 
Counter-appeal  on  Guide's,  —  that 's  the  game : 
And  so  the  matter  stands,  ereii  to  this  hour. 
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Bandied  as  balU  are  in  a  tennia-conrt. 

And  80  might  stand,  unless  some  heart  broke 

first. 
Till  doomsday. 

Leave  it  thns,  and  now  reyert 
To  the  old  Arezzo  whence  we  moved  to  Rome. 
We  've  liad  enough  o*  tlie  parents,  false  or  true. 
Now  for  a  touch  o^  the  daughter's  quality. 
The  start  *s  fair  henceforth,  every  obstacle 
Out  of  the  young  wife 's  footpath,  she  *s  alone, 
Lieft  to  walk  warily  now :  how  does  she  walk  ? 
\Vhy,  onoe  a  dwelling's  threshold  marked  and 

crossed 
In  rubric  by  the  enemy  on  his  rounds 
As  eligible,  as  fit  place  of  prey, 
BafHe  liim  henceforth,  keep  him  out  who  can ! 
Stop  up  the  door  at  the  first  hint  of  hoof, 
Presently  at  the  window  taps  a  horn, 
And  8atan  *s  by  your  fireside,  never  fear  I 
Pompilia,  left  alone  now,  found  herself  ; 
Found  herself  young  too.  sprightly,  fair  enough. 
Matched  with  a  hnsbana  old  oeyond  his  age 
(Though  that  was  something  uke  four  times 

her  own) 
Because  of  cares  post,  present  and  to  come : 
Found  too  the  house  dull  and  its  inmates  dead, 
ISo,  looked  outside  for  light  and  life. 

And  love 
Did  in  a  trice  turn  up  with  life  and  light,  — 
The  man  with  the  aureole,  sympathy  made 

fiesh. 
The  all-consoling  Caponsacchi,  Sir ! 
A  priest  —  what  else  should  the  consoler  be  ? 
With  goodly  shoulder-blade  and  proper  leg, 
A  portly  make  and  a  symmetric  shape, 
And  curls  that  clustered  to  the  tonsure  quite. 
This  was  a  bishop  in  the  bud,  and  now 
A  canon  full-blown  so  far:  priest,  and  priest 
Nowise  exorbitantly  overworked, 
The  courtly  Christian,  not  so  much  Saint  Paul 
As  a  saint  of  Caesar's  household :  there  posed  he 
Sending  his  god-glance  after  his  shot  shaft, 
ApoUos  turned  Apollo,  while  the  snake 
Pompilia  writhed  transfixed   through  all  her 

spires. 
He«  not  a  visitor  at  Guido's  house. 
Scarce  an  acquaintance,  but  in  prime  reauest 
With  the  magnates  of  Arezzo,  was  seen  nere. 
Heard  there,  felt  everywhere  in  Guidons  path 
If  Guidons  wife's  path  be  her  husband's  too. 
Now  he  threw  comfits  at  the  theatre 
Into  her  lap,  —  what  harm  in  Carnival  ? 
Now  he  pressed  close  till  his  foot  touched  her 

gown. 
His  hand  brushed  hers,  —  how  help  on  prom' 

enade  ? 
And,  ever  on  weighty  business,  found  his  steps 
Incline  to  a  certain  haunt  of  doubtful  fame 
Which  fronted  Guide's  palace  by  mere  chance  ; 
While  — how    do   accidents     sometimes   com- 
bine !  — 
Pomipilia  chose  to  cloister  up  her  charms 
Just  m  a  chamber  that  o'erlooked  the  street. 
Sat  there  to  pray,  or  peep  thence  at  mankind. 

This  passage  of  arms  and  wits  amused  the  town. 
At  last  the  husband  lifted  eyebrow,  —  lient 


On  day-book  and  the  study  how  to  wring 
Half  the  due  vintage  from  the  worn-out  vines 
At  the  villa,  tease  a  quarter  the  old  rent 
From    the    farmstead,  tenants    swore  would 

tumble  soon,  — 
Pricked  up^  his  ear  arsinging  day  and  night 
With  **ruin,  ruin;" — and    so  sorpriaed    at 

last  — 
Why,  what  else  but  a  titter  ?    Up  he  jumps. 
Back  to  mind  come  those  scratchings  at  the 

granp, 
Prints  of  the  paw  about  the  outhouse  ;  rife 
In  his  head  at  once  again  are  word  and  wink. 
Mum  here  and  budget  there,  tlie  smell  o'  the  fox. 
The  musk  o'  the  gallant.     "  Friends,  there  *s 

falseness  here ! " 

The  proper  help  of  friends  in  snoh  a  strait 

Is  waggery,  the  world  over.    Laugh  him  free 

O'  the  regular  jealous-fit  that  '■  incident 

To  all  old  husbands  that  wed  brisk  yonng  wives. 

And  he  '11  go  duly  docile  all  his  days. 

*'  Somebody  courts  your  wife.  Count  ?    Where 

and  when  ? 
How  and  why?    Mere  hom-madneas:  have  a 

carel 
Your  lady  loves  her  own  room,  sticks  to  it. 
Locks  herself  In  for  hours,  you  say  yourself. 
And  —  what,     it's    Caponsacchi    means    yon 

harm  ? 
The  Canon  ?    We  caress  him,  he  's  the  world's. 
A  man  of  such  acceptance,  —  never  dream. 
Though  he  were  fifty  times  the  fox  yon  fear. 
He  'd  risk  his  brush  for  your  particular  ohick. 
Wlien  the  wide  town 's  his  nen-roost  I    Fie  o' 

the  fool  I " 
So  they  dispensed  their  comfort  of  a  kind. 
Guido  at  last  cried,  *'  Somethin|^  is  in  the  air, 
Under  the  earth,  some  plot  against  mv  peace. 
The  trouble  of  eclipse  hangs  overhead  ; 
How  it  should  come  of  that  officious  orb 
Your  Canon  in  my  system,  you  must  say  : 
I  say  —  that  from  the  pressure  of  this  spring 
Began  the  chime  and  interchange  of  bells. 
Ever  one  whisper,  and  one  whisper  more. 
And  just  one  whisper  for  the  silvery  last. 
Till  aul  at  once  arrow  the  bronze-throota  burst 
Into  a  larum  both  significant 
And  nniflter  :  stop  it  I  must  and  wilL 
Let  Caponsacchi  take  his  hand  away 
From  tne  wire  !  —  disport  himself  in  other  paths 
Than  lead  precisely  to  my  palace-^te,  — 
Look  where  he  likes  except  one  window's  way 
Where,  cheek  on  hand,  and  elbow  set  on  sill. 
Happens  to  lean  and  say  her  litanies 
Every  day  and  all  day  long,  just  my  wife  — 
Or  wife  and  Caponsacchi  may  fare  the  worse !  * 

Admire  the  man's  simplicity.    *M  11  do  this. 
I  '11  not  have  that,  I  Ml  punish  and  prevent  I  *'  -^ 
'T  is  easy  saying.    But  to  a  frav,  yon  see. 
Two  parties  go.    The  badger  shows  his  ieetli : 
The  fox  nor  lies  down  sheep-like  nor  dM^s  fight. 
Oh,  the  wife  knew  the  appropriate  warfare  well 
The  way  to  put  suspicion  to  the  blush  I 
At  first  nint  of  rsmonstraiiee,  up  and  out 
I'  the  face  of  the  world,  yon  found  her:  sk* 
could  speak. 
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Sute  her  ease,  —  FranoeMhini  was  a  name, 
(ruido  had  hia  full  share  of  foes  and  f riendi  •— 
Why  should  not  she  call  these  to  arbitrate  Y 
.She  bade  the  Governor  do  Rovemanoe, 
Cried   out  on    the  Archbishop,  —  why,  there 

now, 
Take  him  for  sample !    Three  snooessive  times 
Had  he  to  reoonduct  her  by  main  force 
Prom  where  she  took  her  staticm  opposite 
His  shnt  door,  —  on  the  public  steps  thereto. 
Wringing  her  hands,  when  he  came  out  to  see, 
Anduuiekingr  all  her  wrones  forth  at  his  foot,  — 
Back  to  the  husband  and  tne  house  she  fled : 
Judge  if  that  husband  wanned  him  in  the  face 
Of  friends  or  frowned  on  foes  as  heretofore  I 
Judge  if  he  missed  the  natural  ^n  of  folk, 
(h*  lacked  the  oustomary  oomphment 
Of  cap  and  bells,  the  luckless  husband's  fit  I 


So  it  went  on  and  on  till  —  who  was  right  ? 
One  merry  Anril  rooming,  Guido  woke 
After  the  ouckno,  so  Ute,  near  noonday. 
With  an  inordinate  yawning  of  the  jaws, 
Ears  plugged,  eyes  gummed  togetner,  palate, 

tongue 
And  teeth  one  mnd-paste  made  of  poppy-milk  ; 
And  foand  his  wife   flown,  his  sontoire  the 


For  a  mmmsM,  —  jewelry  that  was,  was  not, 
Nime  money  there  had  made  itself  wings  too,  — 
The  door  Uy  wide  and  yet  the  senrants  slept 
Sound  as  the  dead,  or  dozed,  which  does  as  well. 
In  short,  Pompilia,  she  who,  eandid  soul. 
Had  not  so  much  as  spoken  all  her  life 
To  the  Canon,  nay,  so  much  ma  peeped  at  him 
Between    her    fingers    while   she   prayed  in 

ehnroh,  — 
This  lamb-like  innocent  of  fifteen  years 
(Snob  she  was  grown  to  by  this  time  of  day) 
Had  simply  put  an  opiate  in  the  drink 
Of  the  whole  household  overnight,  and  then 
Got  vp  and  gone  about  her  work  secure. 
Laid  nand  on  this  waif  and  the  other  stray. 
Spoiled  the  Philistine  and  marched  out  of  doors 
In  company  of  the  Canon,  who,  Lord's  love. 
What  with  his  daily  duty  at  the  church. 
Nightly  devoir  where  ladies  congregate. 
Had  somethinif  else  to  mind,  assure  yourself, 
Bende  Pompilia,  paragon  though  she  be. 
Or  notice  if  ner  nose  were  sharp  or  blnnt  1 
Well,  anyhow,  albeit  impossible. 
Both  of  them  were  togetner  jollUy 
Jannting  it  Rome-ward,  half-way  there  by  this, 
While  Ottido  was  left  go  and  get  nndmgged, 
Gather  his  wits  up,  groaningly  give  thanks 
When  neighbofs  crowded  round  him  to  condole. 
**  Ah/*  quoth  a  gossip,  "  well  I  mind  me  now. 
The  Count  did  uways  say  he  thought  he  felt 
He  feared  9A  if  this  very  chance  might  fall  I 
And  when  a  man  of  fifty  finds  his  corns 
Ache  and  his  joints  throb,  and  foresees  a  storm. 
Though  neighbors  laugh  and  say  the  sky  » 

clear, 
liet  OS  henceforth  believe  him  weatherwise ! '' 
Then  was  tiie  story  told,  I'll  out  yon  short : 
All  neighbors  knew :   no  mystery  in  the  worid. 
The  lovers  left  at  nightfall  —  overnight 
Had  i^aponaaoehi  come  to  carry  off 


Pompilia.  —  not  alone,  a  friend  of 

One  Ouillichini,  the  more  conversant 

With  Guide's  housekeeping  that  he  was  just 

A  cousin  of  Guido's  ana  might  play  a  prank  — 

(Have  not  you  too  a  cousin  that 's  a  wag  ?) 

—  Lord  and  a  Canon  also,  —  what  would  yon 

have? 
Such  are  the  red-clothed  milk-swollen  poppy- 
heads 
That  stand  and  stiffen  'mid  the  wheat  o*  the 

Church  I  — 
This  worthy  came  to  aid,  abet  his  best. 
And  so  the  house  was  ransacked,  booty  bagged, 
The  lady  led  downstairs  and  out  of  doors 
Guided  and  guarded  till,  the  city  passed, 
A  carriage  lay  convenient  at  the  nte. 
Good-by  to  the  friendly  Canon ;  tne  loving  one 
Could  peradventnre  do  the  rest  himself. 
In  jumps  Pominlia,  after  her  the  priest, 
"  Whip,  driver  I    Money  makes  the  mare  to  go. 
And  we  've  a  bagful.    Take  the  Roman  road  I " 
So  said  the  neighbors.    This  was  eig^t  horns 
since. 

Guido  heard  all,  swore  the  befitting  oaths, 
Shook  off  the  relics  of  his  poison-drench, 
Gkit  horse,  was  f  airlv  started  in  pursuit 
With  never  a  friena  to  follow,  found  the  track 
Fast  enough,  't  was  the  straight  Perugia  way, 
Trod  soon  upon  their  very  heels,  too  late 
Bv  a  minute  only  at  Camoaoia,  reached 
Chinsi,  Folig^o,  ever  the  fugitives 
Just  ahead,  just  out  as  he  groped  in. 
Getting  the  good  news  ever  fresh  and  fresh, 
Till,  lo.  at  the  last  stage  of  all,  hut  post 
Before  Rome,  —  as  we  say,  in  ufi^t  of  Rome 
And  safety  (there 's  impunity  at  nome 
For  priests   you  know)  at  —  what 's  the  little 

place?  — 
What  some  call  Castelnnovo,  some  just  call 
The  Osteria,  beoanse  o'  the  post-house  inn,  — 
There,  at  the  ^nmey*s  all  but  end,  it  seems. 
Triumph  deceived  them  and  undid  them  both. 
Secure  they  mijght  foretaste  felicity 
Nor  fear  surpnaal :  so,  they  were  surprised. 
Hiere  did  they  halt  at  early  evening,  there 
Did  Guido  overtake  them :  't  was  daybreak ; 
He  came  in  time  enough,  not  time  too  mneh. 
Since  in  the  courtyard  stood  the  Canon's  self 
Urging  the  drowsy  stable-grooms  to  haste 
Harness  the  hones,  have  the  journey  end. 
The   trifling   four -hours'    running,   so    reach 

Rome. 
And  the  other  mnaway,  the  wife  ?    Upstairs, 
Still  on  the  couch  where  she  had  spent  the 

night. 
One  conch  in  one  room,  and  one  room  for  both 
So  gained  they  six  hours,  so  were  lost  there- 
by. 

Sir,  what 's  the  sequel  ?    Ijover  and  beloved 
Fall  on  their  knees?    No   impudence  serves 

here? 
They  beat  their  breasts  and  beg  for  easy  death. 
Confess  this,  that  and  the  other  ? — anyhow 
Confess  there  wanted  not  some  likelihood 
'Jo  the snpposition  so  preposterous. 
That,  O  Pompilia,  thy  sequestered  eyes 
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Had  mitiued,  straying  o*er  the  pni7«r*book^8 

edge. 
More  of  the  Canon  than  that  bhusk  hia  ooat, 
Bttokled  his  ahoea  were,  broad  hia  hat  of  brim : 
And  that,  O  Canon,  thy  religiona  oare 
Had  breathed  too  soft  a  benedicite 
To  banish  trouble  from  a  bidy's  breaat 
So  lonely  and  so  lovely,  nor  so  lean  I 
This  yon  expect  ?    Indeed,  then,  mueh  yon  err. 
Not  to  snob  ordinary  end  as  this 
Had  Caponsacchi  flunfl^  the  cassock  far, 
Doffed  the  priest,  domied  the  perfect  cavalier. 
The  die  vras  cast :  over  shoes  over  boots  : 
And  just  aa  ahe,  I  presently  shall  show, 
Pompilia,  soon  looked  Helen  to  the  life. 
Recumbent  upstairs  in  her  pink  and  white. 
So,  in  the  inn-vaid,  bold  as  't  were  Troy-town, 
There  stmttea  Paris  in  correct  costume. 
Cloak,    cap    and    feather,    no    appointment 

missed. 
Even  to  a  wicked-looking  sword  at  side, 
He  seemed  to  find  and  feel  familiar  at. 
Nor  wanted  words  as  ready  and  as  hie 
As  the  part  he  played,  the  bold  abasnless  one. 
**  I  interoosed  to  save  your  wife  from  death* 
Yourself  from  shame,  the  true  and  only  shame  : 
Ask  your  own   conscience   else!— or,  failing 

that. 
What  I  have  done  I  answer,  anjrwhere, 
Here,  if  yon  will ;  yon  see  I  have  a  sword : 
()r,  since  I  have  a  tonsure  aa  yon  taunt. 
At  Rome,  by  all   means,  —  priests   to   tiy  a 

pnest. 
Only,  speak  where  your  wife's  voice  can  reply !  *' 
And  then  he  fingered  at  the  sword  again. 
So,  Gkddo  callecC  in  aid  and  witness  both, 
The  Public  Force.    The  Commissary  came, 
Ofiicers  also ;  they  secured  the  priest : 
Then,  for  his  more  confusion,  mounted  up 
With  him,  a  guard  on  either  side,  the  stair 
To  the  bedroom  where  still  slept  or  feigned  a 

sleep 
Hjs  paramour  and  Guidons  wife  :  in  burst 
The  company  and  bade  her  wake  and  rise. 

Her  defence?    This.    She  woke,  saw,  sprang 

upright 
I^  the  midst  and  stood  aa  terrible  as  truth. 
Sprang  to  her  husband's  side,  caught  at  the 

sword 
That  hung  there  naelees,  —  since  they  held  each 

hand 
C  the  lover,  had  disarmed  him  i>Toperly,  — 
And  in  a  moment  out  flew  the  bright  thing 
Full  in  the  face  of  Guido :  but  for  help 
0'  the  guards,  who  held  her  back  and  pinioned 

her 
With  pains  enough,  she  had  finiahed  you  my 

tale 
With  a  flourish  of  red  all  round  it,  pinked  her 


Prettily ;  but  she  f  onght  them  one  to  six. 
They  stopped  that,  —but  her  tongue  eontinned 

rree  s 
She  spat  forth  such  invective  at  her  spouse, 
O'erfrothed  him  with  such  foasn  of  murderer, 
Thief,  pandar— that  the  popular  tide  soon 

taiiMdi 


The  favor  of  the  very  sfrcrri, 

Ebbed  from  the  husband,  set  towarda  his  wife  ; 

People  cried  **  Handa  off,  pay  a  priest  re- 
spect 1  ^' 

And  perseculittg  fiend''  and  ** martyred 
saSt" 

fiegan  to  lead  a  measure  from  lip  to  lip. 

But  ftusts  are  facts  and  flinch  not;  stubborn 

things. 
And  the  question  '*  Prithee,  friend,  how  oome« 

my  purse 
I'  the  poke  of  yon  ?  "  —  admits  of  no  reply. 
Here  was  a  priest  found  out  in  masquerade, 
A  wife  cangnt  playing  truant  if  no  more ; 
While  the  Count,  mortified  in  mien  enousrh. 
And,  nose  to  face,  an  added  pabu  in  length. 
Was  plain  writ  '*  husband  "  everv  piece  of  himi 
Capture  once  made,  release  could  hardly  be. 
Beside,  the  prisoners  both  made  appeal, 
'' Take  us  to  Rome ! " 

Taken  to  Rcnne  they  were ; 
The  husband  trooping  after,  piteouslv. 
Tail  between  legs,  no  talk  of  triumph  now  — 
No  honor  set  firm  on  its  feet  once  more 
On  two  dead  bodiea  of  the  guilty,  — >  nay. 
No  dubioua  salve  to  honor's  broken  pate 
From  chance  that,  after  all,  the  hurt  might 


A  skin-deep  matter,  scratch   that  leaves  no 


For  Ouido's  first  search,  —  ferreting,  poor  sonl, 
Here,  there  and  everywhere  in  the  vile  plaoe 
Abandoned   to   him   when   their  backa  were 

turned. 
Found  —  furnishing  a  last  and  best  regale  — 
All  the  love-letten  bandied  'twist  the  pair 
Since  the  first  timid  trembling  into  life 
O' the  love-star  till  its  stand  at  fiery  full. 
Mad  prose,  mad  verse,  fears,  hopes,  triumph, 

deniair. 
Avowal,  oisclaimer,  plana,  dates,  namw,  —  waa 

naught 
Wanting  to  prove,  if  proof  consoles  at  all. 
That  thu  had  been  but  the  fifth  aet  o'  the  piece 
Whereof  the  due  proemium,  montha  ago, 
These   playwrights  had   put  forth,  and  evar 

since 
Matured  the  middle,  added  'neath  his  nose. 
He  might   go   cross   himself:    the   case   waa 

clear. 

Therefore  to  Rome  with  the  dear  case ;  there 

plead 
Each  party  its  best,  and  leave  law  do  each 

right. 
Let  law  shine  forth  and  show,  as  Ood  in  heaven. 
Vice  prostrate,  virtue  pedestalled  at  last. 
The  triumph  of  truth  I    What  else  shall  glad 

ourgaae 
When  once  authority  has  knit  the  brow 
And  set  the  brain  behind  it  to  decide 
Between  the  wolf  and  sheep  turned  litiganta  ? 
**  This  JM  indeed  a  business,''  law  shook  head : 
**  A  husband  ohatges  hard  things  on  a  wife. 
The  wife  as  hard  o'  the  husband  :  whose  fault 

here? 
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A  wife  that  fliiM  hbt  husband  «  house,  does 

wronir.: 
The  male  friend^s  interference  looks  amiss, 

Lends  a  snspicion  :  hut  suppose  the  wife, 
(hi  the  other  hand,  be  jeopardized  at  home  — 
Nay,  that  she  simnly  hold,  ill-ffrouudedly, 
All  apprehension  she  is  jeopardised,  — 
And  further,  if  the  friend  partake  the  fear, 
And,  in  a  commendable  charity 
Which  tnisteth  all,   trust   her  that  she  mis- 
trusts, — 
What  do  they  but  obey  law  —  natural  law  ? 
Pretence  may  this  be  and  a  cloak  for  sin. 
And  circumstances  that  concur  i'  the  dose 
liint  as  much,  loudly  —  yet  aearoe  loud  enoneh 
To  drown   the  answer  *  strange  may  yet  be 

true': 
Iiinocenoe  often  looks  like  guiltineaB. 
The  aoeuaed  declare  that  in  thought,  word  and 

deed. 
Innocent  were  thev  both  from  first  to  last 
Am  male-babe  haply  laid  by  female-babe 
At  church  on  edffe  of  the  baptismal  font 
Tufcether  for  a  minute,  perfect-pure. 
Dirficult  to  believe,  vet  possible. 
Ah  witness  Joseph,  tne  friend's  patron-saint.^ 
The  iiieht   at   the   inn  —  there    charity   nigh 

chokes 
Ere  swallow  what  thev  both  asseverate  ; 
Though  down  the  gullet  faith  may  feel  it  go. 
When   mindful    of  what   flight  fatigued   the 

flesh 
Out  of  its  faculty  and  fleshliness, 
Subdued  it  to  the  soul,  as  saints  assure : 
S>  long  a  flight  necessitates  a  fall 
( )n  the  first  bed,  thourii  in  a  lion^s  den. 
And  the  fixst  pillow,  though  the  Uon^s  baok : 
1  Kilicult  to  believe,  yet  possible. 
l..«Mt  come  the  letters'  bundled  beastliness  — 
Authority  repugns  give  glance  to  —  nay. 
Turns  head,  and  almost  lets  her  whip-ush  fall ; 
Yet  here  a  voice  cries    *  Respite  !     frmn  the 

clouds  — 
The  aooused,  both  in  a  tale,  protest,  disclaim. 
Abominate  the  horror :  *  Not  mv  hand ' 
.Vsserta  the  friend  —  *  Nor  mine   chimes  in  the 

wife, 
'  S4*eing  I  have  no  hand,  nor  write  at  all.* 
I  Uiterate  —  for  she  goes  on  to  ask. 
What  if  the  friend  did  pen  now  verse  now 

prose, 
( 'ommend  it  to  her  notiee  now  and  then  ? 
'T  was  pearls  to  swine :  she  read  no  more  than 

wrote. 
And  kept  no  more  than  read,  for  as  they  fell 
.She  ever  brushed  the  burr-like  things  away, 
<  >r,  better,  burned  them,  quenched  the  me  in 

smoke. 
As  for  Ifak  Isrdel,  filth  and  foolishness^ 
She  sees  it  now  the  first  time  :  bum  it  too ! 
While  for  his  part  the  friend  vows  ignorance 
Alike  of  what  bears  his  name  and  bears  hers : 
*T  ia  foigery,  a  felon^s  mastermece. 
.Vnd,  as  His  said  the  fox  still  nnds  the  stench, 
Homn  iMMinfaetnrs  and  the  hosband  s  work. 
Thoagli  he  oonf eases,  the  iagennons  friend. 
That  oertaiB  missives,  letters  of  a  sort, 
I'li^hly  and  feeble,  which  assigned  themselves 


To  the  wife,  no  lees  have  fallen,  far  too  oft, 

In   his  path:    wherefrom  he  understood  just 

this-- 
That  were  they  verily  the  lady*s  own. 
Why,  she  who  penned  them,  smoe  he  never  saw 
Save  for  one  nunute  the  mere  face  of  her, 
Since  never  had  there  been  the  interohan^ 
Of  word  with  word  between  them  all  their  life* 
Whv,  she  must  be  the  fondest  of  the  frail. 
And  fit,  she  for  the  *  apage '  he  flung, 
Uer  letters  for  the  flame  thev  went  to  feed ! 
But,  now  he  sees  her  face  ana  hears  her  speech, 
Much  he  repents  hint  if,  in  fancy-freak 
For  a  moment  the  minutest  measurable. 
He  coupled  her  with  the  first  flimsy  word 
O'  the  self-spun  fabric  some  mean  spider«oul 
Furnished  forth :  stc^  his  films  and  stamp  on 

himi 
Never  was  such  a  tangled  knottineas. 
But  thus  authority  outs  the  Gordian  through. 
And  mark  bow  her  decision  suits  the  need  I 
Here 's  troublesomeness,  scandal  on  both  sides, 
Plenty  of  fault  to  find,  no  absolute  crime  : 
Let  each  side  own  its  fault  and  make  amends  I 
What  does  a  priest  in  cavalier's  attire 
ConsorUng  publicly  with  vMrant  wives 
In  quarters  dose  as  the  conranioBal, 
Though  innocent  of  harm  ?   'T  is  harm  enough : 
Let  him  pay  it,  —  say,  be  relegate  a  good 
Three  years,  to  spend  in  some  plaoe  not  too  far 
Nor  yet  too  near,  midway  'twixt  near  and  far, 
Rome  and  Arezzo,  —  Civita  we  ehooae. 
Where  he  may  lounge  away  time,  live  at  large. 
Find  out  the  proper  function  of  a  priest. 
Nowise  an  exue,  —  that  were  punishment,  — 
But  one  our  love  thus  keeps  out  of  harm's  way 
Not  more  from  the  husband's  anger  than,  may- 

Hi.O^'..-,,i.a-o™tK»,W.XW.rfB«.. 

And  wanderings  when  Easter  eves  grow  warm. 
For  the  wife,  —  well,  our  best  step  to  take  with 

her, 
On  her  own  showing,  were  to  shift  her  root 
From  the  old  cold  shade  and  unhappy  soil 
Into  a  generous  ground  that  fronts  the  south  : 
Where,  since  her  callow  soul,  ^shiver  late. 
Craved  simply  warmth  and  called  mere  pass- 
ers-by 
To  the  rescue,  she  should  have  her  fill  of  shine. 
Do  house  and  husband  hinder  and  not  help  ? 
Why  then,  forget  both  and  stay  here  at  peaoe. 
Come  into  our  community,  enroll 
Herself  along  with  those  good  Convertites, 
Those  sinners  saved,  those  Magdalens  re-made. 
Accept  their  ministration,  well  beatow 
Her  body  and  natiently  possess  her  soul, 
Until  we  see  wnat  better  ean  be  done. 
Last  for  the  husband :  if  his  tale  prove  true, 
Well  is  he  rid  of  two  domestic  plagues  — 
Both  wife  that  ailed,  do  whatsoever  he  would. 
And  friend  of  hers  that  undertook  the  oure. 
See,  what  a  double  load  we  lift  from  breast ! 
Off  he  may  go,  return,  resume  old  life, 
Ijaugh  at  the  priest  here  and  Pompilia  there 
In  limbo  each  and  puniahed  for  their  pains. 
And  grateful  tell  the  inauiring  neighborhood  — 
In  Rome,  no  wrong  but  nas  its  remedy." 
The  case  was  eloaed.    Now,  am  I  lair  or  no 
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In  whmt  I  utt«r?    Do  I  state  the  faces. 
Ilavinif  f  orechosen  a  side  ?    1  promisea  you ! 

The  Canon  Caponsacchi,  then,  was  sent 

To  change  his  earb,  re-trim  his  tonsure,  tie 

The  clerkly  silk  round,  every  phut  correct. 

Make  the  impressive  entry  on  liis  ph«ce 

Of  relegation,  thrill  his  Civita, 

As  Ovia,  a  like  sufferer  in  the  cause, 

Planted  a  primrose-patch  bv  Pontus  :  where,  — 

What  with  much  culture  of  the  sonnet-stave 

And  converse  with  the  aborigines, 

Soft  savagery  of  eves  unused  to  roll, 

And  hearts  that  aU  awry  went  pit-a-pat 

And  wanted  setting  rignt  in  charity,  — 

What  were  a  couple  of  years  to  while  away  ? 

Pompilia,  as  enjoined,  betook  herself 

To  the  aforesaid  Cunvertites,  soft  sisteihood 

In  Via  Lungara,  where  the  light  ones  live. 

Spin,  pray,  then  sing  like  linnets  o'er  the  flax. 

^*  Anywhere,  anyhow,  out   of   my  husband *s 

house 
Is  heaven,'*  cried  she,  —  was  Uierefore  suited  so. 
But  for  Count  Guido  Franceschini,  he  — 
The  injured  man  thus  righted  —  found  no  hear 

ven 
V  the  house  when  he  returned  there,  I  engage. 
Was  welcomed  by  the  city  turned  upside  aown 
In  a  chorus  of  inquiry.     **  What,  back  —  you  ? 
And  no  wife  ?    Left  lier  with  the  Penitents  ? 
Ah,  being  young  and  pretty,  't  were  a  shame 
To  have  ner  wlupped  m  public :  leave  the  job 
To  the  priests  who  understand !    Such  priests 

as  yours  — 
(Pontifex  Maximus  whipped  Vestals  once) 
Our  madcap  Caponsaochi :  think  of  him  ! 
So,  he  fired  up,  showed  fight  and  skill  of  fence  ? 
Av,  you  drew  also,  but  yon  did  not  fight ! 
Tne  wiser,  *t  is  a  word  and  a  blow  with  him, 
True  Caponsacchi,  of  old  Head-i*-the-Sack 
That  fought  at  Fiesole  ere  Florence  was  : 
He  had  done  enough,  to  firk  you  were  too  much. 
And  did  the  little  lady  menace  you, 
Make  at  your  breast  with  yoor  own  harmless 

sword? 
The  spitfire  !    Well,  thank  Qod  you  're  safe  and 

sound. 
Have  kept  the  sixth  commandment  whether  or 

no 
The  lady  broke  the  seventh  :  I  only  wifdi 
I  were  as  saint-like,  oould  contain  me  so. 
I,  the  poor  sinner,  fear  I  should  have  left 
Sir  Priest  no  nose-tip  to  turn  up  at  me  !  '* 
Yon,  Sir,  who  listen  bnt  interpose  no  word, 
Ask  yourself,  had  yon  borne  a  baiting  thus  ? 
Was  it  enoufrii  to  make  a  wise  man  mad  ? 
Oh,  bnt  I  *11  nave  your  verdict  at  the  end  1 

Well,  not  enoiurh,  it  seems :  tnch  mere  hurt 

falls. 
Frets  awhile,  aches  long,  then  grows  less  and 

less. 
And  so  gets  done  with.     Sach  was  not  the 

scheme 
O*  the  pleasant  C'omparini :  on  Guidons  wound 
Ever  in  due  siieoession,  drop  by  drop. 
Came  slow  distilment  from  tlui  alembic  here 
Set  on  to  sinuner  by  Cantdian  hate. 


Corrosives  keeping  the  man^s  misery  raw. 
First  tire-drop,  —  when  he  thought  to  make  thf 

best 
O*  the  bad,  to  wring  from  oat  the  sent«n<« 

passed. 
Poor,  pitiful*  absurd  although  it  were. 
Yet  what  might  eke  him  out  result  enough 
And  make  it  worth  while  to  have  had  the  right 
And  not  the  wrong  i*  the  matter  judg«d  at 

Home. 
Inadequate  her  punishment,  no  less 
Punished  in  some  slight  sort  his  wife  bad  been  , 
Then,  punished  for  Multery,  what  else  ? 
On  such  admitted  crime  he  thought  to  seize. 
And  institute  procedure  in  the  courts 
Which  cut  corruption  of  this  kind  from  man, 
('ast  loose  a  wife  proved  loose  and  castaway  : 
He  claimed  in  due  form  a  divorce  at  least. 

This  claim  was  met  now  by  a  counterclaim : 
Pompilia  sought  divorce  from  bed  and  board 
Of  Guido,  whose  outrageous  cruelty. 
Whose  mother's  nuUice  and  whose  brother*s  hat^ 
Were  just  the  white  o'  the  charge,  such  dread- 
ful depths 
Blackened  its  centre,  —  hints  of  wone  than 

hate, 
I^ve  from  that  brother,  by  that  Guidons  gniW. 
That   mother's   prompting.     Such  reply  was 

made. 
So  was  the  engine  loaded,  wound  up,  sprang 
(hi  Guido,  who  received  bolt  full  in  breast ; 
But  no  less  bore  up,  giddily  perhaps. 
He  had  the  Abate  raolo  sml  in  Home, 
Brother  and  friend  and  fighter  on  his  side : 
They  rallied  in  a  measure,  met  the  foe 
Manlike,  joined  battle  in  the  public  oonita. 
As  if  to  shame  sapine  law  from  her  sloth  : 
And  waiting  her  award,  let  beat  the  while 
Arezzo^s  banter,  Rome's  bnffoonery. 
On  this  ear  and  on  that  ear,  deaf  alike^ 
Safe  from  worse  outrage.    Let  a  scori^ioB  nip. 
And  never  mind  till  he  contorts  his  tail  1 
But  there  was  sting  i'  the  creature;  thna  it 

struck. 
Gnido  had  th<rag^t  in  his  simplicity  — 
That  lying  decliuration  of  remorse. 
That  story  of  the  child  which  was  no  child 
And  motherhood  no  motheriiood  at  all, 
—  That  even  this  sin  might  have  its  sort  of  good 
Inasmuch  as  no  question  more  oould  be,  — 
Call  it  false,  call  the  story  true,  — no  claim 
Of  farther  parentage  pretended  now : 
The  parents  had  abjured  all  right,  at  least, 
I*  the  woman  owned  his  wife:  to  plead  nmht 

stiU 
Were  to  declare  the  abjuration  false : 
He  was  relieved  from  any  fear  henceforth 
Their  hands  mi|Hit  tonoh,  their  breath  defile- 
again 
Pompilia  with  his  name  upon  her  yet. 
Well,  no :  the  next  news  was,  PoDimlia^s  health 
Demanded  change  after  full  three  Jong  weaka 
Spent  in  devotion  with  the  8iBterliood«  — 
Which  rendered  aojonm — so  the  oouit  opinad 
Too  irksome,  since  the  oonvent's  walls  were  high 
And  windows  narrow,  nor  was  air  enonrfa 
I  Nor  light  enongfa,  bnt  all  looked  prison-like. 
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The  last  thing  which  had  coniu  in  the  ooait't 

head. 
Propose  a  new  expedient  therefore,  —  thb  ! 
She  had  demanded  —  had  obtained  indeed, 
By  intervention  of  her  pitying  friends 
<  >r  perhaps  lovera  —  (beauty  in  duttruss, 
Beanty  whose  tale  is  the  town-talk  beside, 
Never    lacks    friendship's    arm     about     her 

^  neck)  — 
Obtained  remission  of  the  penalty. 
Permitted  transfer  to  some  private  place 
Where  better  air,  more  lignt,  new  food  might 

soothe  — 
Incarcerated  (call  it,  all  the  same) 
At  some  sure  friend's  house  she  must  keep  in- 
side, 
Be  found  in  at  requirement  fast  enough,  — 
Domus  pro  etxrcere,  in  Roman  style. 
You  keep  the  house  i'  the  main,  as  most  men 

do, 
And  all  good  women :  but  free  otherwise. 
Should  niends  arrive,  to  lodge  them  and  what 

not? 
And  such  a  domum^  such  a  dwelling-place. 
Having  all  Rome  to  choose  from,  where  chose 

she? 
AVhat  house  obtained  Pompilia's  preference  ? 
Why,  jiuit  the  Comparini^s  —  just,  do  yon  nnark, 
Theirs  who  renounced  all  part  and  lot  in  her 
So  long  as  Gnido  could  be  robbed  thereby, 
And  only  fell  back  on  relationship 
And  found  their  dau^ter  safe  and  sound  again 
Wlien  that  might  snrelier  st4kb  him :  yes,  the 

pair 
Who,  as  I  told  yon,  first  had  baited  hook 
With  this  poor  gilded  fly  Pompilia-thing, 
Then  caught  the  fish,  pullea    Guido   to  the 

shore 
And  gutted  him,  —  now  found  a  further  use 
For  the  bait,  would  tnul  the  gauxe  wings  yet 

again 
1*  the  way  of  what  new  swimmer  passed  their 

stand. 
They  took  Pompilia  to  their  hiding-place  — 
Not  in  the  heart  of  Rome  as  formerly, 
Under  observance,  subject  to  control  — 
But    ont   o*  the  way,  —  or  in  the  way,  who 

knows? 
That  blind  mute  villa  lurking  by  the  gate 
At  Via  Paulina,  not  so  hard  to  miss 
By  the  honest  eye,  easy  enough  to  find 
In  twilight  bv  marauders :  where  perchance 
Some  mufiRed  Caponsacchi  might  repair. 
Employ  odd  momenta  when  he  too  tried  change. 
Found  that  a  friend's  abode  was  pleasanter 
Than  relegation,  penance  and  the  rest. 

Come,  here's  the  last  drop  does  its  worst  to 

wound. 
Here  *s  Guido  poisoned  to  the  bone,  vou  say, 
Your  boasted  still's  full  strain  and  strength: 

not  so  ! 
One  maater-sqneeie  from  screw  shall  bring  to 

birth 
The  hoard  i*  the  heart  o'  the  toad,  hell's  quint- 


lie  learned  the  true  convenience  of  the  change, 
.Vnd  why  a  convent  lacks  the  cheerful  hearts 


And  helpful  hands  which  female  straits  re* 

qmre. 
When,  in  the  blind  mute  villa  by  the  gate, 
Pompilia  —  what  ?    sang,    danced,    saw    com- 
pany? 
—  Gave  birth.  Sir,  to  a  child,  his  son  and  heir, 
Or  Guido's  heir  and  Caponsaochi's  son. 
I  want  your  word  now  :  what  do  you  say  to 

this? 
What  wunld  say  little  Arezzo  and  fipreat  Rome, 
And  what  did  God  say  and  the  devu  say. 
One  at  each  ear  o'  the  man,  the  husband,  now 
The  father  ?    Why,  the  overburdened  mind 
Broke  down,  what  was  a  brain  became  a  blaze. 
In  fury  of  the  moment  —  (that  first  news 
Fell  on  the  Count  among  his  vines,  it  seems, 
Doing  his  farm-work,)  —  why,  he  summoned 

steward, 
Called  in  the  first  four  hard  hands  and  stout 

hearts 
From  field  and  furrow,  poured  forth  his  appeal, 
Not  to  Rome's  law  and  gospel  any  m<yre. 
But  this  clown  with  a  mother  or  a  wife. 
That  dodpole  with  a  sister  or  a  son  : 
And,  whereas  law  and  gospel  held  their  peace. 
What  wonder  if  the  sticks  and  stones  cried  out  ? 

All  five  soon  somehow  found  themselves  at 

Rome, 
At  the  villa  door :  there  waa  the  warmth  and 

Ught- 

The  sense  of  life  so  just  an  inch  inside  — 
Some  angel  m^^st  hiave  whispered  *^  One  more 

chance ! " 

He  gave  it :  bade  the  others  stand  aside : 
Knocked  at  the  door,  —  ''  Who  is  it  knocks  ?  " 

cried  one. 
^^  I  will  make,"  surely  Guido's  angel  urged, 
**  One  final  essay,  last  eiroeriment. 
Speak  the  word,  name  tne  name  from  out  all 

names. 
Which,  if,  —  as  doubtless  strong  illusions  are. 
And  stmnge  disguisings  whereby  truth  seems 

false. 
And,  since  I  am  but  man.  I  dare  not  do 
God's  work  until  assured  I  see  with  God,  — 
If  I  should  bring  ray  Kps  to  breathe  that  name 
And  they  be    innocent,  —  nay,   by  one    mere 

touch 
Of  innocence  redeem(*d  from  utter  guilt,  — 
That  name  will  bar  the  door  and  bid  fate  pass. 
I  will  not  say  *  It  is  a  messenger, 
A  neighbor,  ereu  a  belated  man. 
Much  less   your  husband's  friend,  your  hus- 
band's self : ' 
At  such  appeal  the  door  is  bound  to  ope. 
But  I  will  say  "  —  here 's  rhetoric  and  to  spare  ! 
Why,  Sir,  the  stambling-block  is  cuned  and 

kicked. 
Block  though  it  be;   the  name  that  brooght 

offeneer 
Will  bring  offence :  the  bnmt  child  dreads  the 

fire 
Although  that  fire  feed  on  some  taper-wick 
Which  never  left  the  altar  nor  singed  a  fly  : 
And   had  a   harmless   man   tripped    you    by 

ehance. 
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How  would  you  wait  him,  stand  or  step  aside. 
When  next  yon  heard  he  rolled  your  way? 
£iion|(h. 

*'  Giuseppe  Caponsacohi !  "  Gnido  eried ; 
And  open  flew  the  door :  enoiuph  again. 
Vengeance,  yon  know,  bunt,  uke  a  mountain- 

wave 
That  holds  a  monster  in  it,  over  the  house, 
And  wiped  its  filthy  four  walls  free  at  last 
With    a  wash  of    hell-fire,  —  father,  mother, 

wife. 
Killed  them  all,  bathed  his  name  clean  in  their 

blood. 
And,  reeking  so,  was  caoght.  his  friends  and  he. 
Haled  hither  and  imprisonea  yesternight 
O'  the  day  all  this  was. 

Now,  Sir,  tale  is  told, 
Of  bow  the  old  couple  come  to  lie  in  state 
Though  hacked  to  pieces,  —  never,  the  expert 

say. 
So  thorough  a  study  of  stabbing  —  while  the 

wife 
(Viper-likej  very  difficult  to  slay) 
Wnthes  still  through  every  ring  of  her,  poor 

wretch. 
At  the    Hospital  hard    by  —  survives,    we  *11 

hope. 
To  somewhat  purify  her  putrid  soul 
By  full  confession,  make  so  much  amends 
While  time  lasts;  since  at  day^s  end  die  she 

must. 

For   Caponsacchi,  —  why,    they  *11   Iwve    him 

here. 
As  hero  of  the  adventure,  who  so  fit 
To  figure  in  the  coming  Carnival  ? 
^T  will  make  the  fortune  of  whatever  saloon 
Hears  him  recount,  with  helpful  cheek,  and  eye 
Hotly  indignant  now,  now  dewy-dimmed. 
The  incidents  of  flight,  pmrsuit,  surprise, 
(^ture,  with  hints  of  kiases  all  between  — 
While  Guido,  wholly  unromantic  spouse, 
No  longer  fit  to  laugh  at  since  the  blood  ^ 
Gave  the  broad  farce  an  all  too  brutal  air. 
Why,  he  and  thoee  four  luckless  friends  of  lus 
May  tumble  iu  the  straw  this  bitter  day  — 
Laid  by  the  heels  i^  the  New  Prison,  I  near. 
To  bide  their  trial,  since  trial,  and  for  the  life. 
Follows  if  but  for  formes  sake  :  yes,  indeed ! 

But  with  a  certain  issue :  no  dispute, 
**  Try  him,*^  bids  law  :  formalities  oblige  : 
But  as  to  the  issue,  —  look  me  in  the  face  !  — 
If  the  law  thinks  to  find  them  guilty,  Sir, 
Master  or  men  —  touch  one  hair  of  the  five. 
Then  I  say  in  the  name  of  all  that  ^s  left 
Of  honor  in  Rome,  civility  i^  the  worid 
Whereof    Rome   boasts    herself    the   central 

source,  — 
There  *s  an  end  to  all  hope  of  justice  more. 
Astnea  's  gone  indeed,  let  hope  go  too ! 
Wko  is  it  darea  impugn  the  natural  law. 
Deny    God's  word    "the  faithless  wife  shall 

die"? 
What,  are  we  Uind?     How  can  we  fail  to 

leam 
Hue  crowd  of  miseries  make  the  man  a  mark. 


Aeoumnlate  on  one  devoted  head 
For  our  example  ? --*yonni  and  mine  who  read 
Its  lesson  thus  —  **  Henoeforwanl  lei  none  dare 
Stand,  like  a  natural  in  the  pnblio  wa^r. 
Letting  the  very  urchins  twitch  his  beara 
And  tweak  his  nose,  to  earn  a  nickname  so, 
Be  styled  male-Grissel  or  else  modem  Job  1  '* 
Had  Guido,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 
Summed  up  the  reckoning,  promptly  paid  him- 
self, 
That  morninf  when  he  came  up  with  the  pair 
At  the  wayside  inn,  —  exaeted  nis  just  dent 
By  aid  of  what  first  mattock,  pitchfork,  axe 
Came  to  hand  in  the  helpful  stable-yaid, 
And  with  that  axe,  if  providenoe  so  pleased, 
Cloven  each  head,  by  some  Rolando-stroke, 
In  one  dean  cut  from  crown  to  clavide, 
—  Slain  the  priest-gallant,  the  wife-paramour. 
Sticking,  for  all  defence,  in  each  skuU^s  cleft 
The  rhyme  and  reason  of  the  stroke  thus  dealt, 
To  wit,  those  letters  and  last  evidence 
Of  shame,  each  fiackage  in  its  iiroiiar  place,  — 
Bidding,  who  pitied,  undistena  the  skulls,  — 
I  say,  the  world  had  praised  the  man.    But  no ! 
That  were  too  plain,  too  straight,  too  simply 

just! 
He  hesitates,  calls  law  forsooth  to  help. 
And  law,  distasteful  to  who  oalls  in  law 
When  honor  is  beforehand  and  would  serve. 
What  wonder  if  law  hesitate  in  turn. 
Plead  her  disuse  to  calls  o^  the  kind,  reply 
^mUing  a  Uttle),  "•  'T  is  yourself  auMSs 
The  worth  of  what  *s  lost,  sum  of  damage  done. 
What  you  touched  with  so  light  a  fingertip. 
You  wncee  concern  it  waa  to  grasp  the  thinir. 
Why  must  law  gird  herself  imd  grapple  with  :* 
Law,  alien  to  the  actor  whose  warm  blood 
Asks  heat  from  law  whose  veins  run  lukewarm 

milk,  — 
What  you  aealt  lightly  with,  shall  law  make  out 
Heinous  forsooth  r  ^* 

Sir.  what 's  the  good  of  law 
In  a  case  o*  the  kind  ?  None,  as  she  aU  but  aay«. 
Call  in  law  when  a  neift^hbor  breaks  your  fenc«f. 
Cribs  from  your  field,  tampers  with  rent  or 

lease. 
Touches  the  purse  or  pocket,  —  but  wooes  your 

wife? 
No:    take  the  old  way  trod  when 


men 


ren^ 


men 


Gnido  preferred  the  new  path,  —  for  his  paiuH. 
Stuck  in  a  quagmire,  flonnaered  wone  aud 


worse 

Until  he  managed  somehow  scramble  back 
Into  the  safe  sure  rutted  road  once  more. 
Revenged  his  own  wron^  like  a  gentleman. 
Once  Iwek  *mid  the  familiar  prints,  no  doubt 
He  made  too  rash  amends  for  his  flnt  fault. 
Vaulted  too  loftily  over  what  barred  him  late. 
And    lit    i^  the   mire   again,  —  the   common 

chance. 
The  natural  over-energy :  the  deed 
Maladroit  yields  three^eaths  instead  of  one. 
And  one  ufe  left:    for  whereas    the  Canon*'* 

corpse  ? 
All  which   is   the  worse  for  Guido,  but,  b« 

frank  — 
The  better  for  you  and  me  and  all  the  world. 
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Htubaodi  of  witw,  especially  in  Rome. 
The  thinr  is  put  ri^fht,  in  the  old  plaoe,  —  ay, 
The  rod  haan  on  its  nail  behind  the  dioor, 
Fresh  from  Uia  brine :  a  matter  I  oommend 
To  the  notice,  dnrins  Camiral  that 's  near, 
(H  a  certain  what  Vnis-name  and  jackanapes 
Somewhat  too  civil  of  eres  with  lute  and  song 
A  boat  a  honse  here,  where  I  keep  a  wife. 
( Yua,  beinsr  his  oonain,  may  go  tell  him  so.) 


Ill 

THE  OTHER  H.\LF-ROME 

Another  da]r  that  finds  her  living  yet, 

Tattle  Poropilia,  with  the  patient  brow 

And  lamentable  smile  on  those  poor  lips, 

And,  under  the  white  hospital-array, 

A  flower>like  body,  to  frighten  at  a  bmise 

You^d  think,  yet  now,  stabbed  through  and 

tfarongh  again. 
Alive  i^  the  ruins.     *T  is  a  miracle. 
It  seems  that,  when  her  husband  struck  her 

fint. 
She  prayed  Madonna  just  that  she  might  live 
S<>  long  as  to  confess  and  be  absolved : 
And  wnether  it  was  that,  all  her  sad  ufe  long 
Never  before  successful  in  a  prayer. 
This  pniyer  roee  with  authority  too  dread,  — 
(>r  wnether,  because  earth  was  hell  to  her, 
By  compensation,  when  the  blackness  broke 
She  rot  one  glimpse  of  quiet  and  the  cool  blue. 
To  show  her  for  a  moment  such  things  were,  — 
Or  else,  — mb  the  Augustinian  Brother  thinks. 
The  friar  who  took  confession  from  her  lip,  — 
When  a  probationary  soul  that  moved 
From  nooleness  to  nobleness,  as  she. 
Over  the  rough  way  of  the  worid,  snconmlM, 
Bloodies  its  last  thorn  with  unflinching  foot. 
The  angels  love  to  do  their  work  betimes, 
.Stanch  some  wounds  here  nor  leave  so  much 

for  God. 
Wlio  knows?    However  it  be,  confessed,  ab- 
solved. 
She  lies,  with  overplus  of  life  beside 
To  speak  and  right  herself  from  first  to  last, 
Kight  the  friend  also,  lamb-pure,  liourbrave, 
<  'are  for  the  bov^s  concerns,  to  save  the  scm 
From  the  sire,  ner  two-weeks'  infant  orphaned 

thus. 
And  —  with  best  smile  of  all  reserved  for  him  *- 
Pardon  that  sire  and  husband  from  the  heart. 
A  miracle,  so  tell  your  Molinists ! 

There  she  lies  in  the  long  white  laxar-honse. 
Rome   has   besieged,  these   two   days,  never 

doabt. 
Saint  Anna  s  where  she  waits  her  death,  to 


Thoogh  but  the  chink  o^  the  bell,  torn  o'  the 

hinge 
\Vhen  the  reluctant  wicket  opes  at  last, 
l^ts  in«  on  now  this  and  now  thRt  pretence. 
Too    maay  by  half ,  — complain   the   men   of 

art,— 
For  »  patient  in  such  pli^t.    The  lawyers  fint 
Paid  tne  due  visit  —  justice  must  be  done  ; 


They  took  her  witness,  why  the  mvrder  was. 
Then  the  priests  followed  properly,  —  a  soul 
To   shrive;    'twas   Brotker  Gdestine's  own 

rii^t. 
The  same  who  noises  thus  her  gifts  abroad. 
But  many  more,  who  found  they  were  old 

friends. 
Pushed  in  to  nave  their  stare  and  take  their  talk 
And  go  forth  boasting  of  it  and  to  boast. 
Old  Monna  Baldi  chatten  like  a  jay. 
Swears  —  but  that,  prematurelpr  trundled  out 
Just  as  she  felt  the  benefit  begm. 
The  miracle  was  snapped  up  by  somebodv,  — 
Her  palsied  limb  'nm  prick  and  promise  me 
At  touch  o*  the  bedclotlies  merely,  —  how  much 

more 
Had  she  but  brushed  the  body  mb  she  tried  1 
Cavalier  Carlo  —  well,  there  *s  some  excuse 
For  him  —  Maratta  wno  paints  Virgins  so  — 
He  too  must  fee  the  porter  and  slip  by 
With  pencil  out  and  paper  squared,  ana  straight 
There  was  he  figuring  away  at  face : 
""  A  lovelier  face  is  not  in  Rome,"  cried  he, 
'*  Shaped  like  a  peacock  ^s  egg,  the   pure  as 

pearl. 
That  hatches  you  anon  a  snow-white  chick." 
Then,  oh  that  pair  of  eyes,  that  pendent  hair. 
Black  this  and  bUusk  the  other!    Mightyfine  — 
But  nobody  eared  ask  to  paint  the  same. 
Nor  grew  a  poet  over  hair  and  eyes 
Four  little  years  ago,  when,  ask  and  have. 
The  woman  who  wakes  all  this  ruitnre  leaned 
Flower-like  from  out  her  window  long  enough. 
As  much  uneompliraented  as  uneropped 
Bv^  comen  and  goers  in  Via  Vittoria :  eb  ? 
^T  is  just  a  flower's  fate :  past  parterre  we  trip, 
THll    peradventnre    some    one    plucks    our 

sleeve  — 
"  Yon  blossom  at  the  brier's  end,  that 's  the 


Two  jealous  people  fought  for  yesterday 
And  killed  eacn  other:    see,  there's   undis- 
turbed 
A  pretty  pool  at  the  root,  ol  rival  red  I  " 
Then  cry  we,  ""  Ah,  the  perfect  paragon  I " 
Then  crave  we,  **  Just  one  keepsake-leaf  for 
us!" 

Truth  lies  between :  there 's  anyhow  a  child 
Of  seventeen  years,  whether  a  flower  or  weed, 
Ruined :  who  did  it  shall  aocoont  to  Christ — 
Having  no  pity  on  the  harmless  life 
And  gentle  face  and  girlish  form  he  found. 
And   thus  flings  bock.     Qo  practise  if   you 

please 
With  men  and  women :  leave  a  child  alone 
For  Christ^s  particular  love's  sake  I  —  so  I  say. 

Somebodv  at  the  bedside  said  much  more. 

Took  on  him  to  explain  the  secret  cause 

0'  the  crime :  quotn  he,  '*  Such  crimes  are  very 

rife, 
Explode  nor  make  ns  wonder  nowadays. 
Seeing  that  Antichrist  disseminates 
That  doctrine  of  the  Philosophic  Sin : 
Molinos'  sect  will  soon  make  earth  too  hot  I  " 
^*Nay,"  gioaned   the   Augustinian,  *' what's 

there  new  f 
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Crime  will  not  £ail   to  flare  up  from  inen^s 

hesrts 
While  heartH  are  men's  and  ao  bom  criminal ; 
Which  one  fact,  always  old  yet  ever  new. 
Accounts  for  so  much  crime  that,  for  my  part, 
Molinos  may  go  whistle  to  the  wind 
That    waits    outside    a    certain    church,    you 

know  I '' 

Thoufjjfh  really  it  does  seem  as  if  she  here, 
Porapilia,  living  so  and  dyin^:  thus. 
Has  nad  undue  experience  how  much  crime 
A  heart  can  hatch.     Why  was  she  made  to 

learn 
—  Not  you,  not  I,  not  e^ou  Molinoe^  self  — 
What  Guido  Fraiiceschini^s  heart  could  hold  ? 
Thus  saintship  is  effected  probably  ; 
No  sparii^  saints  the  process !  —  which  the  more 
Tends  to  the  reconciling:  us,  no  saints, 
To  sinnership,  immunity  and  all. 

For  see  now :  Pietro  and  Violante's  life 
Till  seventeen  vears  ago,  all  Rome  rai^t  note 
And  quote  for  nappy  —  see  the  signs  distinct 
(>f  happiness  as  we  yon  Triton's  trump. 
What  oould  they  be  but  happy  ?  —  balanced  so, 
Nor  low  i*  the  social  scale  nor  yet  too  high. 
Nor  poor  nor  richer  than  comports  with  ease, 
Nor    bright   and    envied,    nor    obscure    and 

scorned. 
Nor  so  young  that  their  pleasures  fell  too  tliick, 
Nor  old  past  catching  pleasure  when  it  fell. 
Nothing  above,  below  the  just  degree. 
All  at  the  mean  where  joy  s  components  mix. 
So  again,  in  the  couplers  very  souls 
You  saw  the  adequate  half  with  half  to  match. 
Each  having  and  each  lackii^  somewhat,  both 
Making   a  whole    that    had   all    and  lacked 

naught. 
The  round  and  sound,  in  whoee  composure  just 
The  acquiescent  and  recipient  aide  ^ 
Was  Pietro's,  and  the  stirriiq?  striving  one 
Violante's :  both  in  union  {n^ve  the  due 
Quietude,  enterprise,  craving  and  content. 
Which  go  to  bodily  health  and  peace  of  mind. 
But  as  *t  is  said  a  body,  rightly  mixed. 
Each  element  in  eouipoise,  would  last 
Too  long  and  live  forever,  —  accordingly 
Holds  a  germ  —  sand-grain  weight  too  much  i* 

^  the  scale  — 
Ordained  to  get  predominance  one  day 
And  so  bring  all  to  ruin  and  release,  — 
Not  otherwise  a  fatal  germ  lurked  here  : 
**  With  mortals  much  must  go,  but  something 

stays  : 
Nothing  will  stay  of  our  so  happy  selves." 
Out  of  the  veiT  ripeness  of  life  s  core 
A  worm  was  bred  —  **  Our  life  shall  leave  no 

fruit." 
Enough  of  bliss,  they  thought,  oonkl  bliss  bear 

Yield  its  like,  propagate  a  bliss  in  turn 

And  keep  the  kind  up ;  not  supplant  themaelves 

But  put  in  evidence,  record  they  were, 

!Show  them,  when  done  with,  i^  the  shape  of  a 

child. 
*'  'T  is  in  a  child,  man  and  wife  grow  cnniplet«>. 
One  flesh  :  (t«)d  says  so :  lt*t  him  do  his  w«irk  ! " 


Now,  one  reminder  of  this  gnawing  want, 
One  special  prick  o'  the  maggot  at  the  oore. 
Always  befell  when,  as  tlie  day  came  ruond, 
A  certain  yearly  sum,  —  our  Pietro  being, 
As  the  long  name  runs,  an  usufructuary,  — 
Dropped  in  the  common  bag  as  interest 
Of  money,  his  till  death,  not  afterwand, 
Failing  an  heir :  an  heir  would  take  and  take. 
A  cliild  of  theirs  be  wealthy  in  their  place 
To  nobody's  hurt  •;;-  the  stranger  else  seized  all 
Prosperitv  rolled  rivei^like  and  stopped, 
Makmg  tneir  mill  go ;  but  when  wheel  wore  ont, 
llie  wave  would  find  a  space  and  sweep  on  free 
And,  half-a-mile  off,  grind    some  neighborV 
com. 

Adam-like,  Pietro  sighed  and  said  no  more : 
Eve  saw  the  apple  was  fair  and  good  to  taste» 
So,  plucked  it,  having  asked  the  snake  advice. 
She  told  her  husband  God  was  merciful. 
And  his  and  her  prayer  granted  at  the  last : 
Let  the  old  mill-stone  moulder,  —  wheel  un- 
worn. 
Quartz  from  the  quarry,  shot  into  the  stream 
Adroitly,  as  before  should  go  bring  grist  — 
Their  house  continued  to  them  by  an  heir. 
Their  vacant  heart  replenished  with  a  child. 
We  have  her  own  conteasion  at  full  lengUi 
Made  in  the  first  remorse  :  't  was  Jubiwe 
Pealed  in  the  ear  o'  the  oonscienoe  and  it  woke 
She  found  she  had  offended  God  no  doubt. 
So  much  was  plain  from  what  had  happened 

since. 
Misfortune  on  misfortune  ;  but  she  harmed 
No  one  i'  the  world,  so  far  as  die  could  see. 
The  act  had  gladdened  Pietro  to  the  height. 
Her  spouse  whom  God  himself  must  gladden  so 
Or  not  at  all :  thus  much  seems  probable 
From  the  implicit  faith,  or  rather  say 
Stupid  creduli^  of  the  foolish  man 
Who  swallowed  such  a  tale  nor  strained  a  whit 
Even  at  his  wife's  farH>ver^ty  yean 
Matching    his    sixty  -  and  -  under.     Him    she 

blessed; 
And  as  for  doing  an^  detriment 
To  the  veritable  heir,  —  whv,  tell  her  first 
Who  was  he  ?    Which  of  all  the  hands  held  up 
I'  the  crowd,  one  day  would  gather  round  their 

gate 
Did  she  so  wrong  by  intercepting  thus 
The  ducat,  spendthrift  fortune  thought  to  fliiic 
For  a  scramble  just  to  make  the  mob  break 

shins  ? 
She  kept  it,  saved  them  kicks  and  enffs  thereby. 
While  at  the  least  one  good  work  had  she 

wrought. 
Good,  clearly  and  inconteatably  !    Her  cheat  — 
What  was  it  to  its  subject,  the  child's  self, 
But  charity  and  rel^on  ?    See  the  girl  t 
A  body  most  like  —  a  soul  too  probably  — 
Doomed  to  death,  such  a  double  death  a 
The  illicit  offspring  of  a  common  tmlL 
Sure  to  resent  and  forthwith  rid  henMil 
Of  a  mere  interruption  to  sin's  trade. 
In  the  efficacious  way  old  Tiber  know*. 
Was  not  so  much  proved  bv  the  read^  an 
O'   the  child,  glad  transfer  of    this  irk««ini<> 

chance? 
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Well  then,  she  had  oanght  op  this  castaway  : 
Thia  fniieile    egg,    some    careless    wild    bird 

dropped. 
She  had  picked  from  where  it  waited  the  foot- 
fall. 
And  put  in  her  own  breast  till  forth  broke  finch 
Able  to  sing:  God  praise  on  mornings  now. 
What   so    exoessiTe   harm    was    done?  —  she 
asked. 

To  which  demand  thedreadfal  answer  comes  — 
For  that  same  deed,  now  at  LorenaM>^8  church, 
Hoth  agents,  conscious  and  inooascious,  lie  ; 
While  she,  the  deed  was  done  to  benefit. 
Lies  also,  the  moat  lamentable  of  things. 
Yonder  where  curious  people  count  her  breaths, 
Calculate  how  long  vet  the  little  life 
(  iMpilt  may  serve  their  turn  nor  spoil  the  show, 
(}ive  them  their  story,  then    the  chureh  its 
group. 

Well,  having  gained  Porapilia,  the  girl  grew 
r  the  midst  or  IHetro  here.  Violante  there, 
Kach,  like  a  semicircle  witn  stretched  arms, 
Joining  the  other  round  her  preciousuess  — 
Two  walla  that  go  about  a  garden-plot 
Where  a  chance  sliver,  branchlet  slipt  from  bole 
(>f  some  tongue-leaved  eye-figured  Eden  tree, 
Filched  by  two  exiles  and  borne  far  away, 
i'atiently  glorifies  their  solitude,  — 
Vear  by  year  mounting,  grade  by  grade  sur- 
mount 
The  bttilded  brick-work,  vet  is  compassed  still, 
Still  hidden  happily  and  shielded  safe,  — 
Else    why  should   miracle    have  graced    the 

ground? 
Hut  on  the  twelfth  sun  that  brought  April 

there 
What  meant  that  laugh  ?     The  ooping-st<me 

was  reached : 
Nay,  above  towered  a  light  tuft  of  bloom 
To  be  toyed  with  by  butterfly  or  bee. 
Done  Kood  to  or  else  harm  to  from  outside  : 
Ponipilia*s  root,  stalk  and  a  branch  or  two 
Home  enclosed  still,   the  rest  would    be  the 

world's. 
All  which  waa  tai^ht  our  couple  though  ob- 
tuse. 
Since  walls  have  ears,  when  one  day  brought  a 

priest, 
Sroooin-mAnnered  softHipeeohed  sleek-cheeked 

visitor. 
The  notable  Abato  Paolo  —  known 
As  younger  brother  of  a  Tuscan  house 
Whereof  the  actual  representaHve, 
Count  Onido,  had  employed  bis  youth  and  age 
In  cultnre  of  Rome's  most  productive  plant  — 
A  cardinal :  but  vean  pass  and  change  comes. 
In  t<»ken  of  whieti,  here  was  our  Paolo  brought 
To  broach  a  weighty  business.  Might  bespeak  ? 
Ve^  -  to  Violante  somehow  caught  alone 
While  Pietro  took  his  after^inner  doie, 
And  the  Tonag  maiden,  busily  as  befits. 
Minded  her  broider^imme  three  chambers  off. 

^>      giving  now  his  great  ilap-hat  a  gloss 
\Virh  flat  o*  the  hand  between-whilee,  sootliing 


llie  silk  from  out  its  creases  o'er  the  calf, 

Setting  the  stocking  clerical  again. 

But  ueyer  disengaging,  once  engi^ed, 

The  thin  clear  gray  hold  of  his  eyes  on  her  — 

He  dissertated  on  that  Tuscan  house, 

1'hoHe  Franoeschini,  —  very  old  they  were  — 

Not  rich  however  —  oh,  not  rich,  at  least. 

As  people  look  to  be  who,  low  i*  the  scale 

One  way,  have  reason,  rising  all  thepr  can 

By  favor  of  the  money-bag !   't  is  fair  — 

I)o  all  gifts  go  together  ?    But  don't  suppose 

That  being  not  so  rich  means  all  so  poor  f 

Say  rather,  well  enough  — i'  the  way,  indeed, 

Ua,  ha,  to  fortune  better  than  the  best : 

Since  if  his  brother's  patron-friend  kept  faith, 

Put  into  promised  play  the  Caitliualate, 

llieir  house  might  wear  the  red  cloth  that  keeps 

warm, 
Would  but  the  Count  have  patience — there  '■ 

the  point ! 
For  he  was  slipping  into  yearn  apace. 
And  years    make  men    restless  —  they  nee^ls 

must  spy 
Some  certainty,  some  sort  of  end  assured. 
Some  sparkle,  though  from  topmost  beacon-tip. 
That  warrants  life  a  hiirbor  through  the  haze. 
In  short,  call  him  fantastic  as  you  choose, 
Gnido  was  home-sick,  yearned  for  the  old  sights 
And  usual  faces,  —  fain  would  settle  himself 
And  have  the  patron's  bounty  when  it  fell 
Irrigate  far  rather  than  deluge  near, 
Gro  fertilize  Arezzo,  not  flood  Rome. 
Sooth  to  say,  't  was  the  wiser  wish :  the  Count 
Proved  wanting  in  ambition,  —  let  us  avouch. 
Since  truth  is  best,  —  in  callousness  of  heart. 
And  wineed  at  pin-pricks  whereby  honors  hang 
A  ribbon  o'er  each  puncture :  his  —  no  soul 
Ecclesiastic  (here  the  hat  was  brushed), 
Hiimble  but  self-sustaining,  calm  and  cold. 
Having,  as  one  who  puts  his  hand  to  the  plough 
Renounced  the  over^vivid  familv-feel  — 
Poor  brother  Ouido  I    All  too  plain,  he  pined 
Amid  Rome's  pomp  and  ghve  for  dinginess 
And  that  dilapidated  palace-shell 
Vast  as  a  <|narry  and,  very  like,  as  bare — 
Since  to  this  comes  old  grandeur  nowadays  — 
Or  that  absurd  wild  rilla  in  the  waste 
O'  the  hillside,  breezy  though,  for  who  likes  air, 
Vittiano,  nor  unpleasant  with  its  vines. 
Outside  the  city  and  the  summer  heats. 
And  now  his  harping  on  this  one  tense  chord 
The  villa  and  the  palace,  palace  this 
And  villa  the  other,  all  day  and  all  night 
Creaked  like  the  implacable  cicala's  cry 
And  made  one's  ear-drum  ache :  naught  else 

would  serve 
But  that,  to  light  his  mother's  visage  up 
With  second  youth,  hope,  gayety  again. 
He  must  find  straightway,  woo  and  haply  win 
And  bear  away  triumphant  back,  some  wife. 
Well  now,  the  man  was  rational  in  his  way : 
He.  the  Abate,  —  oufH^t  he  to  interpose  ? 
Unless  by  straining  still  his  tutelage 
(Priesthood  leaps  over  elder-brothership) 
Across  this  difncnlty :  then  let  go, 
Leave  the  poor  fellow  in  peace  !    Would  that 

be  wrong? 
There  was  no  making  Gnido  graat,  it  soema, 
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Kpite  of  himself :  then  ha^py  be  his  dole ! 

Indeed,  the  Abaters  little  interest 

Was  somewhat  nearly  tonohed  i'  the  case,  they 

saw: 
Since  if  his  simple  kinsman  to  were  bent, 
BefTsn  his  rounds  in  Rome  to  catch  a  wife, 
Full  soon  would  such  unworldliness  snrprise 
The  rare  bird,  sprinkle  salt  on  phoBuix*  tail. 
And  so  secure  the  nest  a  sparrow-hawk. 
No  lack  of  mothers  here  in  Rome,  —  no  dread 
Of  daughters  lured  as  larks  by  lookinfjr^lass  I 
The  first  iiaiue-peckinff  oredit-scratchmg  fowl 
Would  dn>p  her  unfledged  cuckoo  in  our  nest 
To  gather  grayness  there,  give  voice  at  length 
And  shame  the  brood  .  .  .  but  it  was  long  ngo 
>Vhen  crusades  were,  and  we  sent  eagles  forth ! 
No,  that  at  least  the  Abate  could  f  orestaU. 
He  read  the  thought  within  his  bruther^s  word, 
Knew  what  he  purposed  better  than  himself. 
We  want  no  name  and  fame  —  having  onr  own : 
No  worldly  aggrandisement  —  such  we  fly : 
But  if  some  wonder  of  a  woman  Vheart 
Were  yet  untainted  on  this  grimy  earth. 
Tender  and  true  —  tnulition  tells  of  sucn  — 
Prepared  to  pant  in  time  and  tune  with  ours  — 
If  some  good  girl  (a  girl,  since  she  must  take 
The  new  bent,  live  new  life,  adopt  new  modes) 
Not  wealthy  (Qnido  for  his  rank  was  poor) 
But  with  whatever  dowry  came  to  hand,  — 
There  were  the  lady-love  predestinate  1 
And  somehow  the  Abaters  guMviian  eye  — 
Scintillant,  rutilant,  fratermd  fire,  — 
Roving  round  every  way  had  seized  the  prise 
—  The  instinct  of  us,  we,  the  spiritualty  I 
(^ome.  cards  on  table  ;  was  it  true  or  fsJse 
That  here  —  here  in  this  very  tenement  — 
Tea,  Via  Vittoria  did  a  marvel  hide, 
Lily  of  a  maiden,  white  with  intact  leaf 
Guessed  through  the  sheath  that  saved  it  from 

the  sun? 
A  daughter  with  the  mother ^s  hands  still  dasped 
Over  her  head  for  fillet  virginal, 
A  wife  worth  Ouido*s   house  and  hand  and 

heart? 
He  came  to  see  ;  had  spoken^  he  could  no  less  — 
(A  final  cherish  of  the  stookmged  calf) 
If  harm  were,  — well,  the  matter  was  off  his 

mind. 


Then  with  the  great  air  did  he  kiss,  devout^ 
Violante^s  hand,  and  rise  up  his  whole  heigiit 
(A  certain  purple  gleam  about  the  black) 
And  go  forth  grandly,  —  as  if  the  Pope  came 

next. 
And  so  Violante  rubbed  her  eyes  awhile, 
(vot  up  too,  walked  to  wake  her  Pietio  soon 
And  pour  into  his  ear  the  mighty  news 
How  somebody  had  somehow  somewhere  seen 
Their  treetop-tnft  of  bloom  above  the  wall, 
And  came  now  to  apprise  them  the  tree*s  self 
Was  no  such  crab-sort  as  should  go  feed  swine. 
But  veritable  gold,  the  Hesperian  ball 
Ordained  for  Hercules  to  haste  and  plnok^^ 
And  bear  and  give  the  Gods  to  banquet  with  — 
Hercules  standing  ready  at  the  door. 
Whereon  did  Pietro  rub  his  eyes  in  tun, 
I.«ook  ver^  wise,  a  little  woeful  too. 
Then,  periwig  on  head,  and  osae  in  haad. 


Kall^  forth  dignifiedly  into  the  Square 
Of  Spain  across  Babbnino  the  six  steps. 
Toward  the    Boat-fountain  where   our  idlem 

lounge,  — 
Ask,  for  formes  sake,  who  Hercules  mi^t  be. 
And  have  congratulation  from  the  wmd. 

Heartily  laughed  the  world  in  his  foolVfaoe 

And  told  him  Hercules  was  just  the  heir 

To  the  stubble  once  a  cornfield,  and  brick-hear 

Where  used  to  be  a  dwelling-plaoe  now  burned. 

Guido  and  Franceschini  ;  a  Count,  —  ay : 

But  a  cross  i*  the  poke  to  bless  the  Conntahip? 

No! 
All  gone  except  sloth,  pride,  r^wcity. 
Humors  of  the  imposthnme  incident 
To  rich  blood  that  runs  thin, — mined  to  a 

head 
Bv  tlie  rankljT'salted  soil  —  a  oardinal^s  court 
Where,  parasite  and  picker-up  of  crumbs. 
He  had  hung  on  long,  and  now,  let  go,  said 

some. 
Shaken  c^,  said  otheni,  —  but  in  any  case 
Tired  of  the  trade  and  something  wone  for 

wear. 
Was  wanting  to  change  town  for  country  quick, 
Go  home  again :  let  Pietro  help  him  home  I 
The  brother.  Abate  Paolo,  shrewder  moose. 
Had  pricked  for  comfortable  quarters,  inched 
Into  the  core  of  Rome,  and  fattened  so  ; 
But  Guido,  ovei^burly  for  rat's  hole 
Suited  to  clerical  slimness,  starved  outside. 
Must  shift  for  himself:  and  so  the  shift  was 

this! 
What,  was  the  snug  retreat  of  Pietro  tracked. 
The  little  provision  for  his  old  age  snuffed  ? 
*'  Oh,  make  your  girl  a  lady,  an  yon  list, 
But  have  more  mercy  on  our  wit  than  vaunt 
Your  bargain  as  we  burgesses  who  brag  ! 
Why,  Goodman  DullardT  if  a  friend  mnst  speak. 
Would  the  Count,  think  you,  stoop  to  you  and 

yours 
Were  there  the  value  of  one  penny*f>ieoe 
To  rattle  'twixt  his  palms —  or  likelier  laogli. 
Bid  your  Pompilia  help  you  blaek  his  shoe  ?   ' 

Home  s^ain,  shaking  oft  the  puzsled  nate. 
Went  Pietro  to  announce  s  change  inaeed. 
Yet  point  Violante  where  some  lolace  lay 
Of  a  rueful  sort,  —  the  taper,  quenched  so  soon. 
Had  ended  merely  in  a  snuff,  not  stink  — 
Congratulate  there  was  one  hope  the  less. 
Not  misery  the  more :  and  so  an  end. 

The  marriage  thus  impossible,  the  rest 
Followed:   our  spokesman,   Paolo,  heaid   his 

fate. 
Resignedly  Count  Guido  bon  the  blow : 
Violante  wiped  awa^  the  tmniient  taar, 
Renounoed  the  playing  Danae  to  gold  dreams. 
Praised  much  her  Pietro^s  prompt  esgarinna 


Found  neighbors*  env^  natoral,  lightly  bmghfd 
At  goarips  malioe,  fairiv  wrapped  herself 
In  her  integrity  three  folds  about. 
And,  letting  pass  a  little  day  or  two. 
Threw,  even  over  that  intagrity. 
Another  wrappage,  namely  one  thick  reil 
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That  hid  her.  lufttron-wne,  from  head  to  foot. 

And,  hy  the  oand  holdii^  a  fpirl  yeiled  too. 

Stood,  one  dim  end  of  a  December  day, 

In  8aint  Lorenio  on  the  altai^«tep  — 

Just  where  she  Ues  now  and  that  girl  will  lie  -— 

Only  with  fiftv  candles'  company 

Now,  in  the  maoe  of  the  poor  wu 

Which 


mking  one 
>w~doon  shut  and  sacristan  made 


snre  — 
A  priest  —  perhaps  Ahato  Paolo  —  wed 
(viudo  cUmaestinely,  irrevocably 
To  his  Pompilia  aged  thirteen  vears 
And  five  months, — witness  the  church  regis- 
ter,— 
PompiHa,  (thus  become  Count  Guidons  wife 
(Clandestinely,  irrevocably  his,) 
Who  all  the  while  had  Ixmie,  from  first  to  last. 
As  brisk  a  part  i'  the  bargain,  as  yon  lamb, 
Brought  forth  from   basket  and  set  out  for 

sale. 
Bears  while  they  chaffer,  wary  market^man 
And  voluble  housewife,  o*er  it,  — each  in  turn 
Patting  the  curly  calm  inoonaoious  head. 
With  the   shambles  ready  round  the  comer 

tiiere, 
When  the  talk*s  talked   out  and  a  bargain 
atmek. 

Trauafer  oomrieto,  why,  Pietro  was  apprised. 
V^iolanto    soboed   the   sobs   and    prayed    the 

inrayers, 
And  said  the  serpent  tamyited  so  she  fell. 
Till  Pietaro  had  to  dear  his  brow  apace 
And  make  the  best  of  matters :  wrath  at  first,  — 
How  else  ?  pacification  presently, 
^Vhy  not  ?  —  could  fiesn  withstand  the  impur- 

|ded  one. 
The  very  Cardinal.  Paolo's  patron-friend  ? 
Who,  justifiably  sumamed     a  hinge," 
Knew  where  the  mollifying  oil  should  drop 
To  cure  the  creak  o'  the  valve,  —  considerate 
For  frailty,  patient  in  a  naughty  world. 
He  even  volunteered  to  supervise 
The  rough  draught  of  those  marriage-articles 
Signed  in  a  hurry  by^  Pietro,  since  revoked : 
Trust 's  politic,  suspicion  does  the  harm. 
There  is  but  one  way  to  browbeat  this  world, 
Dumb  -  founder  doubt,   and   repay   scorn   in 

kind,— 
To  go  on  tnisting,  namely,  till  faith  move 
Mountains. 

And  faith  here  made  the  mountains  move. 
Why,  friends  whose  zeal  cried  '*  Caution  ere 

too  later' — 
Bade  *'  Pause  ere  jump,  with  both  feet  joined, 

on  slough  1  *'  — 
Coonsalled      If   rashness  then,  now   temper- 
ance!"- 
Heard  for  their  pains  that  Pietro  had  dosed 

eyes. 
Jumped  and  was  in  the  middle  of  the  mire. 
Money  and  all,  just  what  should  sink  a  man. 
By  the  mere  marriage.  Outdo  gained  forthwith 
])owT7,  his  wife's  right ;  no  rescinding  there  : 
Bat  Retro,  why  most  he  needs  ratify 
ihie  gift  Vtolanto  gave,  nay  down  one  ddt 
Promised  in  first  fod'sdlttrry  ?    Orsan  the  bag 


Lest   the  son's  service  flag,  —  is   reason  and 

rhyme. 
Above  all  when  the  son's  a  son-in-htw. 
Words  to  the  wind  !    The  parents  oast  their 

lot 
Into  the  Up  o'  the  daughter :  and  the  son 
Now  with  a  right  to  lie  there,  took  what  fell, 
I^etro's  whole  having  and  hdding,  house  and 

fidd. 
Goods,  chattels  and  effecte,  his  worldly  worth 
Present  and  in  perspective,  all  renounced 
In  favor  of  Guido.    As  for  Uie  usufruct  — 
The  interest  now,  the  principal  anon. 
Would  Guido  please  to  wait,  at  Pietro's  death  : 
1111  when,  he  must  support  the  couple's  ohai]^. 
Bear   with    them,    housemates,    pensionaries, 

pawned 
To  an  alien  for  f ulfilmoit  of  their  pact. 
Guido  should  at  discretion  deal  them  orts. 
Bread-bounty  in  Areiao  the  strange  place,  — 
They  who  had  lived  delicioudy  and  rolled 
Rome's  choicest  comfit  'neath  the  tongue  before. 
Into  this  quag,  **  jum^  "  bade  the  Cardinal ! 
And  neck-deep  in  a  mmute  there  fiouneed  they. 

But  they  touched  bottom  at  Areoo  :  there  -- 
Four    months'  experience  of  how  craft   and 

greed. 
Quickened  bv  penury  and  pretentious  hate 
Of  plain  truth,  bmti]^  and  bestialiae,  — 
Four  months*  taste  of  apnortioaed  insdenoe, 
(^niel^  graduated,  dose  by  dose 
Of  niifianisni  dealt  out  at  bed  and  board. 
And  lo,  the  work  was  done,  success  dapped 

hands. 
The  starved,  stripped,  beaten  brace  of  stupid 

dupes 
Broke  at  last  in  their  desperation  loose. 
Fled  away  for  their  Uvea,  and  lucky  so ; 
Found  thdr  account  in  csetiny  coat  afar 
And  bearing  off  a  shred  of  skin  at  least : 
Left  Guido  lord  o'  the  prey,  as  the  lion  is. 
And,  cardesB  what  came  after,  carried  their 


wrongs 
To  Rome,  —  I  nothing  doubt,  with  such  remorse 
As  folly  feels,  since  pain  can  make  it  wise, 
Bnterime,  past  wisdom,  which  is  innocence. 
Needs  not  be  plagued  with  till  a  Uter  day. 

Pietro  went  back  to  beg  from  door  to  door. 
In  hope  that  memorv  not  quite  extinct 
Of  cheery  days  and  festive  nights  would  move 
Friends  and  aoqnaintaaoe  —  after  the  natural 

laugh. 
And  tributary  '*  Just  as  we  foretold  —  " 
To  show  some  bowels,  give  the  dregs  o'  the  cnpi 
Scraps  of  the  trencher,  to  their  host  that  was, 
Or  let  him  share  the  mat  with  the  mastiff,  he 
Who  lived  large  and  kept  open  house  so  long« 
Not  so  Violante :  ever  anead  i'  the  march, 
Quick  ai  the  by-road  and  the  oufr^erosa, 
•  thebest 


8lie  went  first  to  the  best  adviser,  God  — 

Whose  finger  unmistakably  was  tdt 

In  all  this  retribution  of  the  past. 

Here  was  the  priae  of  sin,  luck  of  a  lie  1 

But  here  too  was  what  Holy  Tear  would  help, 

Bound  to  rid  sinners  of  sin  vulgar,  sin 

Abnormal,  sin  prodigious,  up  tosiu 
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Impossible  and  supposed  for  Jubilee*  sake : 
To  lift  the  leadenest  of  lies,  let  soar 
The  soul  unhampered  by  a  feathep-weigbt. 
**  I  will,'*  said  she,  **  go  bum  out  this  had  hole 
That  breeds  the  scorpion,  balk  the  plague  at 

least 
Of  hope  to  further  plague  bj  progeny : 
I  will  confess  my  fault,  bepunished,  ves. 
But  pardoned  too :  Sauit  Feter  pays  for  all/* 

So,  with  the  crowd  she  mixed,  made  for  the 

dome, 
Through  the  great  door  new-broken  for  the 

nonce 
Marched,  muffled  more  than  ever  matron-wise, 
Up  the  left  nave  to  the  formidable  throne. 
Fell  into  file  with  this  the  poisoner 
And  that  the  parricide,  and  reached  in  turn 
The  poor  repnenant  Penitentiarr 
Set  at  this  guliy^hole  o'  the  world's  discharge 
To  help  the  frightf idlest  of  filth  have  vent, 
And  then  knelt  down  and  whispered  in  his  ear 
How  she  had  bought    Pompiiia,  palmed  the 

babe 
On  Pietro,  passed  the  girl  off  as  their  child 
To  Guido,  and  defrauded  of  his  doe 
This  one  and  that  one,  —  more  than  she  could 

name. 
Until  her  solid  piece  tif  wickednem 
Happened  to  split  and  spread  woe  far  and  wide : 
Contritely  now  riie  brought  the  case  for  cure. 

Replied  the  throne  — "  £re   God  forgive  the 

guilt. 
Make  man  some  restitution !    Do  ^our  part  I 
The  owners  of  your  husband's  heritage. 
Barred    thence  by  this  pretended  birth  and 

heir, — 
Tell  them,  the  bar  came  so,  is  broken  so. 
Theirs  be  the  due  reversion  as  before  I 
Yonr  husband  who,  no  partner  in  the  guilt. 
Suffers  the  penalty,  led  blindfold  thus 
Hy  love  of  what  he  thought  his  flesh  and  blood 
To  alienate  his  all  in  her  behalf,  — 
Tell  him  too  such  contract  is  null  and  void  ! 
I^ASt,  he  who  personates  your  son-in-law. 
Who  with  sealed  eyes  and  stopped  ears,  tame 

and  mute. 
Took  at  your  hand  that  bastard  of  a  whore 
You  called   your  daughter  and   he   calls   his 

wife,  — 
Tell  him,  and  bear  the  anger  which  is  jtist  I 
Then,  penance  so  performed,  may  pardon  be  I 


»» 


Who  could  gainsay  this  just  and  right  award  ? 
Nobody  in  the  world  :  butj  out  o*  the  world. 
Who  knows  ?  —  might  tinud  intervention  be 
From  any  makeshift  of  an  angel^ide. 
Substitute  for  celestial  guardianship, 
PreUmding  to  take  care  of  the  girl's  self  : 
**  Woman,  confessing  crime  is  healthy  work, 
And  telling  truth  relieves  a  liar  like  yon. 
But  hdw  of  my  quite  unconsidered  charge  ? 
No  thought  if,  wnile  this  good  befalls  yonnelf. 
Aught  in  the  way  of  harm  may  find  out  her  ?  '* 
No  least  thought^  1  assure  you:  taruth  being 

^  truth. 
Tell  it  and  shame  the  devil  I 


Said  and  done  : 
Home  went  Violante,  and  disbosomed  all : 
And  Pietro  who,  six  months  before,  had  borne 
W^ord  after  word  of  such  a  piece  of  news 
Like  so  much  cold  steel  mched  throogfa  hii 

breast-blade. 
Now  at  its  entry  gave  a  leap  for  joy. 
As  who  —  what  <ud  I  say  of  one  in  a  quag?  — 
Should  catch  a  hand  from  heaven  and  spring 

thereby 
Out  of  the  mud,  on  ten  toes  stand  once  more. 
'*What?    Allthatusedtobe,  may  be  again  f 
My  money  mine  again,  my  house,  my  land, 
M^  chairs  and  tables,  all  mine  evermore  Y 
W  hat,  the  Kiel's  dowry  never  was  the  girrs. 
And,  unpaid  yet,  is  never  now  to  pay  f 
Then  the  girl  s  self,  my  pale  Pompiiia  child 
That  used  to  be  my  own  with  her  great  eyes  — 
He  who  drove  us  forth,  why  should  he  kec»  her 
When  proved  as  very  a  pauper  as  himself  r 
Will  she  come  back,  with  nothing  duuiged  at 

all. 
And  lau^,  *  But  how  you  dreamed  nneaaily  1 
I  saw  the    great   drops  stand    here    on  your 

brow  — 
Did  I  do  wrong  to  wake  yon  with  a  kiss  ?  * 
No,  indeed^  du'ling  I    No,  for  wide  awake 
I  see  another  outburst  of  surprise : 
The  lout4ord,  bully-beggar,  Draggart«neak, 
Who,  not  content  with  cutting    purse,  crops 

ear  — 
Assuredlr  it  shall  be  salve  to  mine 
When   this  great   news   red4etten   him,  the 

rogue  I 
A^,  let  mm  taste  the  teeth  o'  the  trap,  this  foot. 
Give  us  our  lamb  back,  golden  fleece  and  alL, 
Let  her  creep  in  and  warm  our  breasts  again ! 
Why  care  for  the  past  ?  —  we  three  are  onr  old 

selves, 
And   know  now  what   the   outside  world   ia 

worth." 
And  so,  he  carried  ease  before  the  courts ; 
And  there  Violante,  blushing  to  the  bone. 
Made  public  declaration  of  her  fault. 
Renounced  her  motherhood,  and  prayed  the  law 
To  interpose,  frustrate  of  its  effect 
Her  folly,  and  redress  the  injury  done. 


Whereof  was  the  disastrous  consequence. 
That  though  indisputably  clear  the  ease 
(For  thirteen  years  are  not  so  huge  a  lapse. 
And  still  six  witnesses  survived  in  Rome 
To  prove  the  truth  o*  the  talej  — yet,  patent 

wrong 
Seemed  Guide's ;  the  first  cheat  had  chanced 

on  him  : 
Here  was  Uie  pity  that,  deciding  right. 
Those  who  began  the  wrong  would  gain  the 

prize. 
Guido  pnmounced  the  story  one  long  lie 
Lied  to  do  robbery  and  take  rerenge : 
Or  say  it  were  no  lie  at  all  but  truth. 
Then,  it  both  robbed  the  right  heits and  shamed 

him 
Without  revenge  to  humanize  the  deed : 
What  had  he  done  when  first  they  shamed  lum 

thus  ? 
But  that  were  too  fantastic :  loaeh  tliey. 
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And  leamnir  this  world  Vwonder  of  a  Ue, 
They  lied  to  blot  him  though  it  bnuid  them* 
aelTW. 

So  answered  Goido  throiiKh  the  Abaters  month. 
Wherefore  the  court,  its  customary  ivay, 
liicUued  to  the  middle  course  the  saye  aif  ect. 
They  held  the  child  to  be  a  ohaniceling:,  —  good : 
But,  lest  the  husband  gut  no  good  thereby, 
Tliey  willed  the  dowry,  though  not  hers  at  all. 
Should  yet  be  lus,  if  not  by  n^ht  then  grace  — 
Piirt-payment  for  the  plain  injustice  done. 
A%  for  that  other  contract,  Pidtro's  work, 
KouuBoiatioa  of  his  own  estate. 
That  must  be  cancelled  —  giv«  him  back  lus 

gifts, 
He  was  no  partv  to  the  cheat  at  least  1 
So  ran  the  jnogment :  —  whence  a  prompt  ap- 
peal 
(hi  botn  sides,  seeing  right  is  absolute. 
Cried  Pietro,  "  Is  the  child  no  child  of  mine  ? 
Why  give  her  a  chUd's  dowry  ?''-<'' Have  I 

To  the  ^wry,  wh^  not  to  the  rest  as  well  ?  '' 
('ried  Onido,  or  cried  Paolo  in  his  name : 
Till  law  said,  ''  Reinvestigate  the  case  1  '* 
And  su  the  matter  pends,  to  this  dame  day. 

Ilenoe  new  disaster  —  here  no  outlet  seemed  : 
Whatever  the  fortune  of  the  battlefield, 
No  path  whereby  the  fatal  man  might  march 
Victorious,  wreath  on  head  and  spoils  in  hand. 
And  back  turned  full  upon  the  balfled  foe,  — 
Nor  cranny  whence,  desperate  and  disgraced, 
Stripped  to  the  skin,  he  might  be  fain  to  crawl 
Worm-like,  and  so  away  with  his  defeat 
To  other  fortune  and  a  novel  prey. 
No,  he  was  pinned  to  the  place  there,  left  alone 
With  his  immense  hate  and,  the  solitary 
Subject  to  satisfy  that  hate,  his  wife. 
*'  (^ast  her  off  ?    Turn  her  naked  out  of  doors  ? 
Easily  said !    But  stall  the  action  pends, 
.Still  dowry,  principal  and  interest, 
Pietro*s  possessions,  ail  I  bargained  for,  " 
Any  gooa  day,  be  but  my  friends  alert, 
May  give  them  me  if  she  continae  mine. 
Yet,  keep  her  ?     Keep  the  puppet  of  my  foes  — 
Her  voice  that  lisps  me  back  their  curse  —  her 

eye 
Tliey  lend  their  leer  of  triumnh  to  —  her  lip 
I  touch  and  taste  their  very  nlth  upon  ?  '* 

In  short,  he  also  took  the  middle  course 

Home  tanght  htm  —  did  at  last  excogitate 

I  low  he  might  keep  the  good  and  leave  the 

bad 
Twined  in  revenge,  yet  eztrioable,  —  nay 
Make  the  very  hate's  emption,  Tery  rusn 
( >f  the  anpent  sluice  of  cruelty  relieve 
IIiH  heart  first,  then  go  fertilize  his  field. 
What  if  the  girl^wife,  tortnred  with  due  care, 
^houId  take,  as  thongh  spontaneously,  the  road 
It  were  impolitic  to  thrust  her  on  ? 
If.  goaded,  she  broke  out  in  full  revolt. 
Fallowed  her  parents  i*  the  face  o*  the  world, 
liranded  as  runaway,  not  oasteway, 
S<»lf-8ent«noed  and  self^punished  in  the  act '? 
S4»  should  the  loathed  form  and  detested  fao<* 


Launch  themselves  into  hell  and  there  be  lost 
While  he  looked  o'er  the  brink  with  folded 

arms; 
So  should  the  heaped*np  shames  go  sknddering 

back 
O'  the  head  o'  the  heapera,  Pietro  and  liis  wife. 
And  bury  in  the  breakage  three  at  onoe  : 
While  Guido,  left  free,  no  one  right  renounced. 
Gain  present,  gain  prospective,  all  the  gain. 
None  of  the  wife  except  her  rights  absorbed, 
Should  ask  law  what  it  was  law  paused  about  — 
If  law  were  dubious  still  whose  word  to  take. 
The  husband's  —  dignified  and  derelict. 
Or  the  wife's  —  the  .  .  .  what  I  tell  yon.    It 

should  be. 

Gnido's  fint  step  was  to  take  pwn,  indite 

A  letter  to  the  Abate,  —  not  his  own. 

His  wife's,  —  she  should  re-write,  sign,  seal  and 

send. 
She  Uberally  told  the  honsehold-news. 
Rejoiced  her  vile  progenitots  were  gone, 
Revealed  their  malice  —  huw  they  even  laid 
A  last  injunction  on  her,  when  they  fied, 
lliat  she  should  forthwith  find  a  paramour, 
Complot  with  him  to  gather  spoil  enough. 
Then  bum  the  house  down,  —  taking  previous 


To  poison  all  its  inmates  overnight,  — 

Ana  so  companioned,  so  provisioned  too. 

Follow  to  Rome  and  there  join  fortunes  gay. 

This  letter,  traced  in  pencil-characters, 

Guido  as  easily  got  retraced  in  ink 

By  his  wife's  pen,  guided  from  end  to  end. 

As  if  it  had  been  just  so  much  Chinese. 

For  why  ?    Thai  wife  could  broider,  sing  pep* 

haps. 
Pray  certauilv,  but  no  more  read  than  write 
This  letter,      which  yet  write  she  must,'*  he 

said, 
**  Beil^r  half  conrtesv  and  compliment. 
Half  sisterlinem  :  take  the  thing  on  trust  1 " 
She  had  as  readily  retraced  the  words 
Of    her  own    death*waRant,  —  in   some    sort 

't  WW*  so. 
Tliis  letter  the  Abate  in  due  course 
Communicated  to  such  curious  souls 
In  Rome  as  needs  must  pry  into  the  cause 
Of  quarrel,  why  the  Comparini  fled 
The  Franceschuli,  whence  the  grievance  grew. 
What    the  hubbub  meant:      Nay,  —  see  the 

wife's  own  word. 
Authentic  answer  I    Tell  detractors  too 
There 's  a  plan  formed,  a  programme  figured 

here 
—  Pray  God  no  after-practice  put  to  proof. 
This  letter  cast  no  light  upon,  one  day  ! 


bark 


yj 


So  much  for  what  should  work  in  Rcnne : 

now 
To  Areao,  follow  up  the  project  there. 
Forward  the  next  step  with  as  bold  a  foot. 
And  plague  Pompilia  to  the  height,  yoa  see  I 
Accordingly  did  Guido  set  himself 
To  worry  up  and  down,  across,  around. 
The  woman,  henuned   in  by  her  household' 

bars, 
rhase  her  Mlmut  t]i«*  (>«Mip  of  daily  life, 
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HsTinir  fint  stooped  each  outlet  thenoe  save  one 
Which,  like  bixa  with  a  ferret  in  her  haunt, 
hhe  needs  mnst  seize  as  sole  way  of  escape 
Thoogh  there  was  tied  and  twittering  a  deooy 
To  seem  as  if  it  tempted,  —  jost  the  plume 
O*  the  popinjay,  not  a  real  respite  there 
From  tooth  and   daw  of    something   in  the 

dark, — 
Gioseppe  Caponsaoehi. 

Now  begins 
The  tenehrifio  passage  of  the  tale : 
How  hold  a  tight,  display  the  cavern  ^s  goige  ? 
How,  in  this  phase  of  the  affair,  show  touui  ? 
Here  is  the  dying  wife  who  smiles  and  says, 
'•  80  it  was,  — so  it  was  not,  — how  it  was, 
I  never  knew  nor  ever  care  to  know  —  ^' 
Till  they  all  weep,  physioan,  man  of  law, 
Even  that  poor  old  bit  of  battered  brass 
Beaten  out  of  all  shape  by  the  world^s  sins, 
Conunon  atensil  of  the  lazar-hoose  — 
Confessor  Celestino  groans,  '*  *T  is  truth. 
All  truth  and  only  tnith:  there  *s  something 

here. 
Some  presenee  in  the  room  beside  us  all, 
^^o^letning  that  every  lie  expires  before  : 
No  question  she  was  pure  from  first  to  last/' 
80  far  is  well  and  helps  us  to  beUeve : 
But  beyond,  she  the  helpless,  simple-sweet 
Or  silly-sooth,  unskilled  to  break  one  blow 
At  her  good  fame  by  putting  finger  forth,  — 
How  can  she  render  service  to  the  truth  ? 
The  bird  says.  *^  So  I  fluttered  where  a  springe 
Caught  me  :  the  springe  did  not  contrive  itself. 
That  I  know :  who  contrived  it,  God  forgive  !  ** 
But  we,  who  hear  no  voice  and  have  dry  eyes, 
Mnst  ask,  —  we  cannot  else,  absolving  her,  — 
How  of  the  part  pla]^^  hy  that  same  decoy 
I*  the  catching,  caging  ?    Was  himself  caught 

fitst? 
We  deal  here  with  no  innocent  at  least. 
No  witless  victim.  —  he 's  a  man  of  the  age 
And  priest   beside,  —  persuade   the    mocking 

world 
Mere  charity  boiled  over  in  this  sort ! 
He  whose  own  safety  too,  —  (the  Pope  's  ap- 

prued  — 
Good-natured  with  the  secular  offence. 
The    Pope   looks   grave    on   priesthood   in   a 

scrape) — 
Our  priest  s  own  safety  therefore,  maybe  life, 
Hangs  on  the  issue  I    You  will  find  it  hard. 
Guiao  is  here  to  meet  you  with  fixed  foot. 
Stiff  tike  a  statue  —  ^*  Leave  what  went  before  ! 
My  wife  fled  i*  the  company  of  a  priest. 
Spent  two  days  and  two  nights  alone  with  him : 
Leave  what  came  after  !  "    He  stands  hard  to 

throw. 
Moreover  priests  are  merely  flesh  and  blood  ; 
When  we  get  weakness,  and  no  guilt  beside, 
'T  is  no  such  great  ill-fortune :  finding  [pay, 
We  gladly  call    that  white  which  might    be 

Uack, 
Too  used  to  the  donble-dye.    So,  if  the  priest, 
Moved  by  Pompilia's  youth  and  beauty,  gave 
Way  to  the  natural  weakness  .  .  .  Anyhow, 
Here  be  facta,  ehaiactery  ;^  what  they  spell 
Determine,  and  thenoe  pick  what  sense  yon 

may! 


There  was  a  certain  young  bold  handsome  yiieai 

Popular  in  the  city,  far  and  wide 

Famed,  since  Arezzo  's  but  a  little  place. 

As  the  best  of  good  companions,  ga^  and  grave 

At  the  decent  minute ;  settled  in  hn  stall. 

Or  sidling,  lute  on  lap,  by  lad^*s  couch. 

Ever  the  courtly  Canon :  see  m  him 

A  pro|>er  star  to  climb  and  culminate. 

Have  its  due  handbreadth  of  the  neaven  at 

Rome, 
Though  meanwhile  pausing  on  Areczo*8  edge. 
As  modest  candle  does  'mid  mountain  fog, 
To  rub  off  redness  and  msticity 
Ere  it  sweep  chastened,  gain  the  silver^phere  ! 
Whether  tltfough  Gnido^  absence  or  what  else. 
This  Caponsaccni,  favorite  of  the  town. 
Was  yet  no  friend  of  his  nor  free  o'  the  house, 
Thou^  both  moved  in  the  regular  magnates^ 

march  : 
Each  must  observe  the  other's  tread  and  halt 
At  church,  saloon,  theatre,  house  of  nlay. 
VHm  could  help  noticing  the  husbana's  slouch. 
The  black  of  his  brow  — or  miss  the  news  that 

buxzed 
Of  how  the  little  solitai^  wife 
Wept  and  looked  out  of  window  aU  di|y  long  ? 
Wliat  need  of  minute  search  into  such  spriiiga 
As  start  men,  set  o'  the  move  ?  — machinery 
Old  as  earth,  obvious  as  the  noonday  sun. 
Why,  take  men  as  they  come,  —  an  instance 

now, — 
Of  all  those  who  have  rimpl^  gone  to  see 
Pominlia  on  her  deathbed  since  four  days, 
HaU  at  the  least  are,  call  it  how  you  pleaae, 
Li  love  with  her  —  I  don't  except  the  priests 
Nor  even  the  old  confessor  whose  eyes  ran 
Over  at  what  he  styles  his  sister's  voice 
Who  died  so  early  and  weaned  him  from  the 

worid. 
Well,  had  they  viewed  her  ere  llie  paleness 

pushed 
The  last  o'  the  red  o'  the  rose  awav,  while  yet 
Some  hand,  adventurous  'twixt  the  wind  and 

her, 
Miriit  let  shy  life  rnn  back  and  raise  the  flower 
Ricn  with  reward  up  to  the  guardian's  face, — 
Would  they  have  kept  that  hand  employed  all 

day 
At  fumbling  on  with  prayer-book  pages  ?    No ! 
Men  are  men  :  why  then  need  I  say  one  word 
More  than  that  our  mere  man  the  Canon  here 
Saw,  pitied,  loved  Pompilia  ? 

Thisiswhr; 
This  startling  why :  that  Caponsaochi's  self — 
Whom  foes  and  friends  alike  avouch,  for  good 
Or  ill,  a  man  of  truth  whatever  betide, 
Intrepid  altogether,  reckless  too 
How  his  own  fame  and  fortune,  tossed  to  the 

winds, 
Suffer  by  any  turn  the  adventure  take, 
Nay^  more — not  thrusting,  like  a  badge  to  hide, 
'Twixt  shirt  and  skin  a  joy  which  shown  is 

shame  — 
But  flvting  flag-like  i*  the  face  o'  the  worid 
This  tell-tiue  kerehief ,  this  conspicuous  love 
For  the  lady,  —  oh,  called   innocent   love,   I 

know! 
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Only,  mieh  BOAriet  fierj  innoeuioe 

As  most  folk  would  t^  nrnffle  up  in  shade,  — 

~-*TiB  8tnu«e  then  that  this  dae  abashlecB 

month 
Should  yet  maintain,  for  truth's  sake  vrhich  is 

God's, 
That  it  was  not  he  made  the  first  adTaiioe, 
That,  even  ere  word  had  passed  between  the 

two, 
Pompilia  penned  him  letters,  passionate  prayers, 
If  not  love,  then  so  simulating  love 
Tliat  he,  no  novice  to  the  taste  of  thjrme. 
Turned  from  such  over-luscious  honey>clot 
At  end  o*  the  flower,  and  would  not  lend  his  lip 
Till  .  .  .  but  the  tale  here  frankly  ontaoats 

faith: 
There  must  he  falsehood  somewhere.    For  her 

part, 
Pompilia  quietly  constantly  avers 
She  never  penned  a  letter  m  her  life 
Nor  to  the  Canon  nor  an;|r  other  man. 
Being  incompetent  to  write  and  read : 
Nor  had  she  ever  uttered  word  to  him,  nor  he 
To  her  tall  that  same  evening  when  they  met, 
She  on  her  window-terraoe,  he  beneath 
r  the  public  street,  as  was  their  fateful  chance. 
And  she  adjured  him  in  the  name  of  God 
To  find  out,  bring  to  pass  where,  when  and  how 
Escape  with  him  to  Home  might  be  contrived. 
Means  were  found,  plan  hud,  time  fixed,  she 

avers. 
And  heart  assured  to  heart  in  loyalty. 
All  at  an  impulse  I    All  extemporised 
As  in  romance-books !    Is  that  credible  ? 
Well,  yes :  as  she  avers  this  with  calm  mouth 
D^ng,  I  do  think  "  Credible  ! ''  you  'd  cry  - 
I>id  not  the  priest's  voice  come  to  break  the 

spell. 
They  questioned  him  apart,  as  the  custom  is, 
When  first  the  matter  made  a  n<Mse  at  Koine, 
And  he,  calm,  constant  then  as  she  is  now. 
For  truth's  sake  did  assert  and  reassert 
Those  letters  called  him  to  her  and  he  came, 

—  Which  damns  the  story  credible  otherwise. 
Why  should  this  roan  —  mad  to  devote  himself. 
Careless  what  comes  of  his  own  fame,  the  fiist^ 
Be  studious  thus  to  publish  and  declare 

Just  what  the  lightest  nature  loves  to  hide. 
So  screening  lady  from  the  bvword*s  laugh 
'*  Fint  spoke  the  ImIv.  last  the  cavalier  I  " 

—  I  say,  —  why  should  the  man  tell  truth  just 

now 
When  graeefnl  lying  meets  snob  ready  shrift  ? 
(>r  is  there  a  fint  moment  for  a  priest 
As  for  a  woman,  when  invaded  shame 
Must  have  its  first  and  hist  excuse  to  show  ? 
I)o  both  contrive  love's  entr:^  in  the  mind 
.Shall  look,  i'  the  manner  of  it,  a  surorise. 
That  after,  once  the  flag  o'  the  fort  hauled 

down, 
Effrontery  may  sink  drawbridge,  open  gate. 
Welcome  and  entertain  the  conqueror  ? 
Or  what  do  you  say  to  a  touch  of  the  devil's 


Can  it  be  that  the  husband,  he  who  wrote 
The  letter  to  his  brother  1  told  yon  of, 
r  the  name  of  her  it  meant  to  criminate,  — 
What  if  he  wrote  those  letters  to  the  priest  ? 


Further  the  priest  says,  whan  it  fini  befell. 
This  folly  o*^  the  letters,  that  he  checked  the 

flow. 
Put  them  back  lightly  eaeh  with  its  reply. 
Here  again  vexes  new  diaerepan«y : 
There  never  reached  her  eye  a  word  from  him  ; 
He  did  write  but  she  could  not  read  —  ccmld 

just 
Bum  the  offence  to  wifehood,  womanhood. 
So  did  bum :  never  bade  him  come  to  her, 
Yet  when  it  proved  he  must  oome,  let  him  come, 
And  when  he  did  come  though  unioalled,  —  why, 

tspckm 
Prompt  by  an  inspiration :  thus  it  chanced. 
Will  yon  go  somewhat  back  to  understand  ? 

When  first,  pursuant  to  his  plan,  there  sprang, 

Like  an  uncaged  beast,  Quiao's  orueltv 

On  soul  and  oodj  of  his  wife,  she  cried 

To  those  whom  Lsw  appoints  resource  for  such. 

The  secular  guardian,  —  that 's  the  Governor, 

And   the   Arohbiahop, — that's  the   spiritual 

guide. 
And  prayed  them  take  the  claws  from  out  her 

flesh. 
Now,  this  is  ever  the  ill  consequence 
Of  being  noble,  poor  and  difficult, 
Un^painbr,  yet  too  great  to  disregard,  — 
This  —  that  bom  peers  and  friends  hereditary, — 
Thou^  disinclined  to  help  from  their  own  store 
The  opprobrious  wight,  put  penny  in  his  poke 
From  private  purse  or  leave  the  aoor  ajar 
When  he  goes  wistful  by  at  dinner-time,  — . 
Yet,  if  his  needs  conduct  him  where  they  sit 
Smugly  in  office,  judge  this,  bishop  that. 
Dispensers  of  the  shine  and  shade  o'  the  place  — 
And  if,  friend's  door  shut  and  friend's  purse 

undrawn. 
Still  potentates  may  find  the  office-seat 
lk>  as  good  service  at  no  cost  —  give  help 
By-the-bye,  pay  up  traditional  dues  at  once 
Just  through  a  feather-weight  too  much  i'  the 

scale. 
Or  finger-tip  forgot  at  the  balanoe-tongne,  — 
Why,  only  churls  refuse,  or  Molinists. 
Thus  when,  in  the  first  roughness  of  surprise 
At  Guide's  wolf-f aee  whence  the  sheepskin  fell. 
The  fririitened  couple,  all  bewilderment. 
Rushed  to   the  Governor,  —  who  else  rights 

wrong? 
Told  him  tneir  tale  of  wrong  and  cmved  re- 
dress— 
Wliy,  then  the  Governor  woke  up  to  the  fact 
That  Guide  was  a  friend  of  old,  poor  Count !  ^ 
So,  promptly  paid  his  tribute,  promiMd  the  pair 
Wholesome  chastisement  should  soon  cure  their 

<^ualnis 
Next  tmne  they  came,  wept,  prated  and  told 

lies: 
So  stopped  all  prating,  sent  them  dumb  to  Rome. 
Well,  now  it  was  Pompilia's  turn  to  try  : 
The  troubles  pressing  on  her.  as  I  said. 
Three  times  she  mshed,  maadened  bv  misery. 
To  the  other  mighty  man,  sobbed  out  ner  prayer 
At  footrtool  of  the  Archbishop  ~  fast  the  friend 
Of  her  husband  also!   Oh,  good  friends  of  yore! 
Sa  the  Arohbtshop,  not  to  be  outdone 
By  the  Governor,  break  enstoni  mote  than  he* 
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Thriee  bade  the  foolitilt  woman  stop  her  tongue, 
Unloosed  her  hande  from  haraering  his  gout,  ^ 
Coaclied  her  and  carried  her  to  the  Count  a^in, 
—  liis  old  friend  should  be  master  in  his  house, 
Rule  his  wife  and  correct  her  faults  at  need  ! 
Well,  driven  from  post  to  pillar  in  this  wise, 
She,  as  a  last  resource,  betook  herself 
To  one,  should  be  no  family-friend  at  least, 
A  simple  friar  o^  the  city  ;  confessed  to  him, 
Then  told  how  fierce  temptation  of  release 
By  self-dealt  death  was  busy  with  her  soul. 
And  urged  that  he  put  this  in  words,  write  plain 
For  one  who  could  not  write,  set  down  her  prayer 
That  Pietro  and  Violante,  parent-like 
If  somehow  not  her  parents,  should  for  love 
Come  save  her,  pluck  from  out  the  flame  the 

brand 
Themselves  had  thoughtlessly  thrust  in  so  deep 
To  send  gay-«olored  sparkles  up  and  oheer 
Their  strut  at  the  chmmey-oomer.    The  good 

friar 
Promised  as  much  at  the  moment ;    but,  alack. 
Night   brines   discretion:     he   was    no    one^s 

friend, 
Tet  presently  found  he  could  not  turn  about 
Nor  take  a  step  i*  the  case  and  fail  to  tread 
On  some  one^s  toe  who  either  was  a  friend. 
Or  a  frieud^s  friend,  or  friend's  friend  thrice- 

removed. 
And  woe  to  friar  b^  whom  offences  come ! 
So,  the  oourse  bemg  pliun,  —  with  a  general 

sigh 
At  matrimony  the  profound  mistake,  — 
He  threw  reluctantly  the  business  up. 
Having  his  other  penitents  to  mind. 

If  then,  all  outlets  thus  secured  save  one. 
At  last  she  took  to  the  open,  stood  and  stared 
With  her  wan  face  to  see  where  God  might 

wait  — 
And  there  found  Caponsacchi  wait  as  well 
For  the  precious  something  at  perdition  *s  edge, 
He  only  was  predestinate  to  save,  — 
And  if  they  recognized  in  a  critical  flash 
From  the  zenith,  each  the  other,  her  need  of 

him. 
His  need  of  .  .  .  say,  a  woman  to  perish  for. 
The  regular  way  o*  the  world,  yet  break  no 

vow. 
Do  no  hann  save  to  himself,  —  if  this  were 

thus  ? 
How  do  you  say  ?  It  were  improbable ; 
So  is  the  legend  of  ray  patron-saint. 

Anyhow,  whether,  as  Gnido  states  the  case, 
Pompilia  —  like  a  starving  wretch  i'  the  street 
W^ho  stuiis  and  rifles  the  first  passenger 
In  the  great  right  of  an  excessive  wrong  — 
Did  somehow  call  this  stranger  and  he  came,  — 
Or  whether  the  strange  sudden  interview 
Blazed  as  when  star  and  star  must  needs  go 

dose 
Till   each   hurts   each    and    there  is   loss   in 

heaven  — 
Whatever  way  in  this  strange  world  it  was,  — 
Pompilia  and  CaponxHcchi  met,  in  flne, 
She  at  her  window,  he  i^  the  street  beneath. 
And  ondeistood  each  other  at  first  look. 


All  was  determined  and  performed  at  once. 

And  on  a  certain  April  eyening,  late 

I'  the  month,  this  girl  of  sixteen,  bride  and 

wife 
Three  years  and  orer,  —  she  who  hithertb 
Had  never  taken  twentjr  steps  in  Rome 
Beyond  the  church,  pinned  to  her  mother ^s 

gown. 
Nor,  in  Arezzo,  knew  her  wav  through  street 
Except  what  led  to  the  Archbishop^s  door,  — 
Such  an  one  rose  up  in  the  dark,  laid  hand 
On  what  came  first,  clothes  and  a  trinket  or 

two. 
Belongings  of  her  own  in  the  old  day,  — 
Stole  from  the  side  o*  the  sleeping  spouse  ~ 

who  knows  ? 
Sleeping  perhaps,  silent  for  certain,  — slid 
Ghost-like  from  great  dark  room  to  great  dark 

room. 
In  through  the  tapestries  and  out  again 
And  onward,  unembarrassed  as  a  fate. 
Descended  staircase,  gained  last  door  of  all. 
Sent  it  wide  open  at  first  push  of  palm. 
And  there  stood,  first  time,  last  and  only  time. 
At  liberty,  alone  in  the  open  street,  — 
Unquestioned,  unmolested  found  herself 
At  the  city  fp&te,  by  Caponsacchi's  side, 
Hope  there,  joy  there,  life  and  all  good  again. 
The  oaniage  there,  the   oonvoy  there,  li^t 

there 
Broadening  ever  into  blaze  at  Rome 
And  breaking  small  what  long  miles  lay  be- 
tween ; 
Up  she  sprang,  in  he  followed,  they  were  safe. 

The  husband  quotes  this  for  incredible. 
All  of  the  story  from  first  word  to  last : 
Sees  the  priest's  uaad  throughout  upholding 

hers. 
Traces  his  foot  to  the  alcove,  that  ni|H)t, 
Whither  and  whence  blindfold  he  knew  the 

way. 
Proficient  in  all  craft  and  stealthiuess ; 
And  cites  for  proof  a  servant,  eye  that  watched 
And  ear  that  opened  to  purse  secrets  up, 
A  woman-spy,  —  suborned  to  give  and  take 
Letters  and  tokens,  do  the  work  of  sluume 
The  more  adroitly  that  herself,  who  helped 
Communion  thus  between  a  tainted  pair, 
Had  long  since  been  a  leper  thick  in  spot, 
A  common  trull  o*  the  town :  she  witneosed 

aU, 
Helped  manv  meetings,  iiartings,  took  her  wage 
And  then  told  Guide  the  whole  matter.     Lies ! 
The  woman's  life   confutes   her   word,  —  her 

word 
Confutes  itself :  ''  Tlius,  thus  and  thus  I  lied/* 
*^  And  thus,  no  question,  still  you  lie,**  we  say. 

^^  Ay,  but  at  last,  eVn  haye  it  how  yon  will. 
Whatever  the  means,  whatever  the  way,  ex- 
plodes 
The  consummation  "  —  the  aeoosers  shriek : 
"  Here  is  the  wife  avowedly  found  in  fli^t. 
And  the  companion  of  her  flight,  a  priest  * 
She   flies   her   husbsiid,    he   the   church    his 

spouse: 
What  is  this?'' 
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Wife  and  priest  alike  reply, 
**  Thia  ia  the  timple  thing  it  clainia  to  be, 
A  oonrae  we  took  for  life  and  honoris  sake, 
Very  strange,  Tery  justiiiable/* 
She  says,  "'  God  put  it  in  my  head  to  fly. 
As  when  the  martin  init^utes :  autumn  claps 
Her  hands,  cries  *  Winter  ^s  coming,  will  be 

here, 
OiF  with  yon  ere  the  white  teeth  overtake  I 
Flee !  *    So  I  fled :   this  friend  was  the  wann 

day. 
The  south  wind  and  whateyer  favors  flight ; 
1  took  the  favor,  had  the  help,  how  else  ? 
And  so  we  did  fly  rapidly  all  night. 
All  day,  all  ni^ht  —  a  longer  night  —  again. 
And  then  another  dav,  longest  of  days. 
And  all  the  while,  whether  we  fled  or  stopped. 
I  Msaroe  know  how  or  why,  one  thought  fllled 

both, 
'  Fly  and  arrive !  *    So  long  as  I  found  strength 
I  talked  with  my  companion,  told  him  ranch. 
Knowing  that  he  knew  more,  knew  me,  knew 

Ood 
And  Ood's  disposal  of  me,  —  but  the  sense 
()*  the  blessed  flight  absorbed  me  in  the  main. 
And  speech  be<mme  mere   talking  through  a 

sleep. 
Till  at  the  end  of  that  last  longest  night 
In  a  red  daybreak,  when  we  reached  an  inn 
And  my  eorapaniun  whispered  '  Next  stage  — 

Rome!^ 
Sudden  the  weak  flesh  fell  like  piled-np  canls, 
All  the  frail  fabric  at  a  finger^s  touch. 
And  prostrate  the  poor  soul  too,  and  I  said, 
*  But  though  Count  Guido  were  a  furlong  off. 
Just  on  me,  I  must  stop  and  rest  awhile  1  * 
Then  something  like  a  huge  white  wave  o'  the 


Broke  o*er  my  brain  and  buried  me  in  sleep 
Blessedly,  till  it  ebbed  and  left  me  loose. 
And  where  was  I  found  but  on  a  strange  bed 
In  a  strange  room  like  hell,  roaring  with  noise. 
Ruddy  with  flame,  and  fllled  with  men,  in  front 
Who  but  the  man  you  call  ray  husband  ?  ay  — 
Count  Gmdo  onoe  more  between  heaven  and 


For  there  my  heaven  stood,  my  salvation,  yes  — 
Tliat  Capoosaochi  all  my  heaven  of  help. 
Helpless  himself,  held  prisoner  in  the  hands 
(H  men  who  looked  up  in  my  hnsband^s  faee 
To  take  the  fate  thenoe  he  should  s^n^ify, 
Just  as  the  way  was  at  Areno.    Then, 
Not  for  my  sake  but  his  who  had  helped  me  ~ 
I  sprang  np,  reached  him  with  one  bound,  and 


The  sword  o*  the  felon,  trembling  at  his  side. 
Fit  creature  of  a  coward,  nnsheathed  the  thing 
And   would   have    pinned   him   throngh   the 

p(nsoa*bag 
To  the  wall  and  left  him  there  to  palpitate. 
As  yon  serve  soorpiwis,  but  men  int(>rp(M«d  ~ 
I  Hsarmed  me,  gave  his  life  to  him  affaan 
That  he  might  take  mine  and  the  other  lives  ; 
And  he  has  done  bo.    I  submit  myself  I  ** 

The  priest  says  —  oh,  and  in  the  main  result 
The  bets  asseverate,  he  truly  says. 
As  to  the  very  act  and  deed  of  Iwn, 


However  you  mistrust  the  mind  o*  the  man  — 
The  flight  was  just  for  flight^s  sake,  no  pretext 
For  aught  exce|)t  to  set  Porapilia  free. 
He  says,   '*!  cite  the  husband's  self^s  worst 

charge 
In  proof  of  my  best  word  for  both  of  us. 
Be  It  oonoeded  tJbat  so  many  times 
We  took  our  pleasure  in  his  palace :  then. 
What  need  to  fly  at  all  ?  —  or  flying  no  Ichs, 
What  need  to  outrage  the  lips  sick  and  white 
Of  a  wonuui,  and  bnng  ruin  down  beside. 
By  halting  when  Rome  lay  one  stage  beyond  ?  '^ 
So  does  he  vindicate  Pompilia's  fame. 
Confirm  her  story  in  all  pcnnts  but  one  — 
lliis ;  that,  so  fleeing  and  so  breathing  forth 
Her  last  strength  in  the  prayer  to  halt  a  while, 
She  makes  confusion  of  tne  reddening  white 
Which  was  the  sunset  when  her  strength  gave 

way. 
And  the  next  sunrise  and  its  whitening  red 
Which  she  revived  in  when  her  husband  came : 
She  mixes  both  times,  mom  and  eve,  in  one. 
Having  lived  through  a  blank  of  night  ^twixt 

each 
Though  dead-asleep,  unaware  as  a  corpse. 
She  on  the  bed  above  ;  her  friend  below 
Watched  in  the  doorway  of  the  inn  the  while. 
Stood  V  the  red  o'  the  mom,  that  she  mistakes, 
in  act  to  runse  and  quicken  the  tardy  crew 
And  hurry  out  the  horses,  have  the  stage 
Over,  the  last  lesgue,  reach  Rome  and  be  safe : 
When  up  came  Guido. 

Guidons  tale  begia«i  -  - 
How  he  and  his  whole  household,  drunk  to 

death 
By  some  enchanted  potion,  poppied  drugs 
Pued  by  the  wife,  lay  powerless  in  gross  sleep 
And  left  the  mwilers  unimpeded  way, 
(3onld  not  shake  off  their  poison  ana  pufsoe. 
Till  noontide,  then  made  shift  to  get  on  hntse 
And  did  puisne:  which  means   he  took  his 

time. 
Pressed  on  no  more  than  lingered  after,  step 
By  step,  just  making  sure  o'  the  fugitives. 
Till  at  the  nick  of  time,  he  saw  hts  ohaaee. 
Seised  it,  came  up  with  and  surprised  tibe  pair. 
How  he  must  needs  have  gnawn  lip  and  gnashed 

teeth, 
Takii^r  successively  at  tower  and  t4>wn, 
ViUage  and  roadsiae,  still  the  same  report : 
**  Yes,  such  a  pair  arrived  an  hour  ago, 
Sat  in  the  carriage  just  where  now  yon  stand. 
While  we  got  horses  ready,  —  turned  deaf  ear 
To  all  entreaty  they  would  even  alight ; 
Counted     the    minutes    and    resumed    their 

course. '' 
Would  they  indeed  escape,  arrive  at  Rome, 
Leave  no  least  lop-hole  to  let  murder  throu^. 
But  foil  him  of  his  eaptured  infamy. 
Prise   of   guilt    proved   and   perfect?    So   it 

seemed  : 
HU,  oh  the  happy  chance,  at  last  stage,  Rome 
But  two  short  hours  off,  Caatefaiuovo  reached. 
The  guardian  angel  gave  reluctant  place, 
Satan  stepped  forward  with  alacrity, 
Pomnilia  s  flesh  and  blood  snecmnbed,  perforce 
A  halt  was,  and  her  husband  had  his  wtU. 
Perdue  he  couched,  counted  out  hour  by  hour 
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Till  he  should  spy  in  the  east  a  OKiial-streak  — 
Niflrht  had  been,  morrow  was,  triomph  would 

be. 
Do  you  see  the  plan  delidously  oomplete  ? 
The  rush  upon  the  unsuspe^tiii);  sleep, 
The  easy  execution,  the  outcry 
Over  the  deed,  ^'  Take  notice  all  the  world  ! 
These  two  dead  bodies,  locked   still  in  em- 
brace, — 
llie  man  is  Caponsaochi  and  a  priest. 
The  woman  is  my  wife :  they  fled  me  late. 
Thus  have  I  found  and  you  behold  them  thus. 
And  may  judge  me  :  do  you  approve  or  no  V  '^ 

Success  did  seem  not  so  improbable. 

But  that  already  Satan's  laugh  was  heard. 

His  black  back  turned  on  Guido  —  left  i*  the 

lurch 
Or  rather,  balked  of  suit  and  service  now, 
Left  to  improve  on  both  by  one  deed  more. 
Bum  up  the  better  at  no  distant  day, 
Bodv  and  soul  one  holocaust  to  hell. 
Anvhow,  of  this  natural  consequence 
Did  just  the  last  link  of  the  long  chain  snap  : 
For  an  eruption  was  o'  the  priest,  alive 
And  alert,  calm,  resolute  and  formidable. 
Not  the  least  look  of  fear  in  that  broad  brow  — 
One  not  to  be  disposed  of  by  surprise, 
And  armed  moreover  —  who  had  guessed  as 

much? 
Yes,  there  stood  he  in  secular  costume 
Complete  from  head  to  keel,  with  sword  at 

side. 
He  seemed  to  know  the  trick  of  perfectly. 
There  was  no  prompt  suppression  of  the  man 
As  he  said  calmly,     I  have  saved  your  wife 
From  death ;  there  was  no  other  way  but  this ; 
Of  what  do  I  defraud  you  except  death  f 
(^harge  any  wrong  bevond,  I  answer  it.** 
Onido,  the  valorous,  had  met  his  match. 
Was  forced  to  demand  kelp  instead  of  flight, 
Bid  the  authorities  o*  the  place  lend  aid 
And  make  the  best  of  a  broken  matter  so. 
They  soon  obeyed  the  summons  —  I  suppose. 
Apprised  and  ready,  or  not  far  to  seek  — 
I^Aid  hands  on  Caponsaochi,  fo«md  in  fault, 
A  priest  yet  flagrantlv  accoutred  thus,  — 
llien,  to  make  good   Count  Guide's  fnrtlier 

chaige. 
Proceeded,  prisoner  made  lead  the  way. 
In  a  crowd,  upstairs  to  the  chamber-door. 
Where  wax-white,  dead  asleep,  deep  beyond 

dream. 
As  the  priest  laid  her,  lay  PompiUa  yet. 

And  as  he  mounted  step  and  step  with   the 

crowd 
How  I  see  Ouido  taking  heart  again  I 
He  knew  his  wife  so  well  and  the  wav  of  her  — 
How  at  the  outbreak  she  would  shroud  her 

shame 
In  hell's  heart,  would  it  mercifully  yawn  — 
How,  failing  that,  her  forehead  to  his  foot. 
She  would  crouch  silent  till  the  great   doom 

fell, 
Ijeave  him  triumphant  with  the  crowd  to  see 
Gnilt  motionless  or  writhing  like  a  worm  ! 
No  I    Second  misaH  venture,  this  worm  turned. 


I  told  vou  :  would  have  slain  him  on  the  spot 
With  iiis  own  weapon,  but  they  seixea  her 

hands: 
Leaviufi"  her  tongue  free,  as  it  tolled  the  knell 
Of  Guide's  hope  so  lively  late.    The  past 
Took    quite    another    shape  now.    She    who 

shrieked, 
**  At  least  and  forever  I  am  mine  and  God's, 
Thanks  to  his  liberating  angel  Death  — 
Never  again  degraded  to  be  youra 
The  ignoble  noble,  the  unmanly  man. 
The  beast  below  the  beast  in  brntishneas !  "  — 
This  was  the  froward  child,  "  the  restif  lamb 
Used     to    be    cherished    in    his  breast,"    he 

groaned  — 
^'  Eat  from  his  hand  and  drink  from  out  hia 

cup, 
Tlie  while  his  fingers  pushed  their  loving  way 
Through   curl    on    curl    of   that   soft  ooat  — 

alas. 
And  she  all  silverly  baaed  gratitude 
While  meditating  mischief  1  '*  —  aind  so  forth. 
He  must  invent  another  story  now  ! ' 
The  ins  and  outs  o'  tlie  rooms  were  searehed  : 

he  found 
Or  showed  for  found  the  abominable  prise  — 
Love-letters  from  his  wife  who  cannot  write. 
Love-letters    in  reply   o'    the  priest  —  thank 

God!  — 
Who  can  write  and  confront  his  character 
With  this,  and  prove  the  false  thing  foiled 

throughout : 
Spitting  whereat,  he  needs  must  spatter  whom 
But  Guido's  self  ?  —  that  forged  and  falsified 
One  letter  called  Pompilia's,  past  dispute  : 
Then  why  not  these  to  make  snre  still  mcire 

sure? 

So  was  the  case  concluded  then  and  there : 
Guido  preferred  his  charges  in  due  form. 
Called  on  the  law  to  adjudicate,  consigned 
The  accused  ones  to  the  Prefect  of  the  place. 
(Oh   mouse-birth    of    that  maimtain>hke    r<>- 

venge !) 
And  so  to  his  own  place  betook  himself 
After   the  spring  that  failed,  —  the  wildcmt's 

way. 
The  captured  parties  were  conveyed  to  Rome  ; 
Investigation  toUowed  here  i'  the  coort  — 
Soon  to  review  the  fruit  of  its  own  work. 
From  then  to  now  being  eight  months  and  no 

mors. 
Guido  kept  out  of  sight  and  safe  at  home : 
The  Abate,  brother  Paolo,  helped  moat 
At  words  when   deeds  were  out  of  qoestion, 

puidied 
Nearest  the  purple,  best  played  deputy. 
So,  pleaded,  Gmdo's  representative 
At  the  court  shall  soon  try  Qnido'a  self,  — 

what 's  mors. 
The  court  that  also  took  —  I  toM  you.  Sir — 
That  statement  of  that  couple,  how  a  ciMat 
Had  been  i'  the  birth  of  the  babe,  no  ohOd  of 

theirs. 
That   was  the   prelude ;  this,  the  play's  first 

act: 
Whereof  we  wait  what  eomes,  crown,  ekae  ol 

aU. 
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Well,  the  remit  wm  aomethincr  of  a  ahede 
On  the  MTtiei  thus  aoenaed,  —  how  otherwke  P 
Shade,  bat  with  shine  as  unmistakable. 
Each  had  a  prompt  del enoe :  Pompilia  fiiet  — 
""Earth  was  made  hell  tome  who  aid  no  harm  : 
I  only  ooold  emerge  one  wav  from  heU 
By  oatching  at  the  one  hand  held  me,  so 
I  cauRht  at  it  and  therebv  stepped  to  heaTen  : 
If  that  be  wrooe,  do  with  me  what  you  will  1 " 
Then  Caponsaceni  with  a  graye  grand  sweep 
O'  the  arm  aa  though  his  soul  warned  baseness 

off  — 
*'  If  as  a  man,  then  mooh  more  as  a  priest 
I  hold  me  bound  to  help  weak  innocence  : 
If  so  my  worldly  reimtation  bnrst. 
Being  the  bubble  it  is,  why,  burst  it  may  : 
Blaine  I  can  bear  though  not  blamewoithiness. 
But  use  your  sense  first,  see  if  the  miscreant 

proved. 
The  man  who  tortured  thus  the  woman,  thus 
Have  not  both  laid  the  trap  and  fixed  the  hue 
Over  the  pit  should  bury  body  and  soul ! 
His  facta  are  lies :  his  letters  are  the  fact  — 
An  infiltration  flavored  with  himself ! 
As  for  the  fancies  —  whether  .  .  .  what  is  it 

you  say  ? 
The  lady  loves  me,  whether  I  love  her 
In  the  forbidden  sense  of  3rour  sunnise,  — 
If,  with  the  midday  blase  of  truth  above, 
The  uttlidded  eye  of  Ood  awake,  aware, 
You  needs  must  pry  about  and  trace  the  birth 
Of  eaeh  stray  beam  of  light  may  traverse  night. 
To  the  night  *s  sun  that  ^s  Lucifer  himself, 
Do  so,  at  other  time,  in  other  plaoe« 
Not  now  nor  here !    Enough  that  fiirst  to  last 
I  never  touched  her  lip  nor  she  mv  hand. 
Nor  either  of  us  thought  a  thongnt,  much  less 
Spoke  a  word  which   the  Virgin  might  not 

hear. 
Be  such  your  question,  thus  I  answer  it.** 

Then  the  court  had  to  make  its  mind  up,  spoke. 
**  It  is  a  thorny  question,  yea,  a  tale 
Hard  to  believe,  out  not  inipoasible : 
Who  can  be  absolute  for  either  side  ? 
A  middle  course  is  happUy  open  ^et. 
Here  has  a  blot  surprised  the  sooud  blank,  — 
Wliether  through  favor,  feebleness  or  f auH, 
No  matter,  leprosy  has  touched  our  robe 
And  we  unclean  must  needs  be  purified. 
Here  ia  a  wife  makes  holiday  from  home, 
A  priest  caught  playing  truant  to  his  church. 
In  maaqueraae  moreover :  both  allege 
Enough  ezeuse  to  stop  our  lifted  scourve 
Which  dae  would  heavily  fall.    On  the  other 


Here  is  a  husband,  a^  and  man  of  mark. 
Who  eoroea  complaining  here,  demands  redress 
Aa  if  he  were  the  pattern  of  desert  — 
The  while  those  nlaguy  allegations  frown. 
Forbid  we  grant  nim  ue  rpdress  he  seeks. 
To  all  men  be  our  moderation  known  I 
Rewarding  none  while  compensating  eaeh. 
Hurting  stU  round  though  harming  nobody, 
Husband,  wile,  priest,  soot-^rse  not  one  shall 

scape. 
Yet  prieet,  wife,  hoaband,  boast  the  unbroken 


From  application  of  our  eaeellent  oil : 
80  that,  whatever  be  the  fact,  in  fine, 
We  make  no  miss  of  iustice  in  a  sort. 
First,  let  the  husband  stomach  as  he  may. 
His  wife  shall  neither  be  returned  him,^  no  — 
Nor  branded,  whipped  and  caged,  but  just  con- 
signed 
To  a  eonvent  and  the  quietude  she  craves ; 
So  is  he  rid  of  his  domestic  plague  : 
What  better  thing  can  happen  to  a  man  ? 
Next,  let  the  priest  retire  —  unshent,  unsharoed. 
Unpunished  as  for  perpetrating  crime. 
But  relegated  (not  unprisoned,  hire  I) 
8ent  for  three  years  to  clarify  bis  youth 
At  Civita,  a  rest  bv  the  way  to  Home : 
There  let  his  life  skim  off  its  last  of  lees 
Nor   keep   this   dubious   oolor.    Judged   the 


All  parties  may  retire,  content,  we  hope.'' 
That  *s  Rome's  way,  the  traditional  road  of  law ; 
Whither  it  leads  is  what  remains  to  teU. 

The  priest  went  to  his  relegation-place. 
The  wife  to  her  convent,  brother  raolo 
To  the  arms  of  brother  Ouido  with  the  news 
And   this   beside  —  his   charge  was  counter- 
charged j 
The  Comparini,  Ids  old  brace  of  liates. 
Were  breathed    and    vigilant   and    venomous 

now  — 
Had  shot  a  second  bolt  where  the  fimt  stuck, 
And  followed  up  the  pending  duwry-^uit 
By  a  procedure  shoula  release  Uie  wife 
From  so  much  of  the  marriage-bond  as  barred 
Escape  when  Ouido  turned  the  screw  too  much 
On  his  wife's  flesh  and  blood,  as  husband  may. 
No  more  defence,  she  turned  and  made  attack. 
Claimed  now  divorce  from  bed  and  board,  in 

short: 
Pleaded  such  subtle  strokes  of  cruelty. 
Such  slow  sure  siese  laid  to  her  body  and  soul. 
As,  proved.  — anaproo&  seemed  coming  thick 

and  last,— 
Would  gain  both  freedom  and  the  dowry  back 
Even  should  the  first  suit  leave  them  in  his 

So  uxgSrSic-np^ni  forth,  wife. 
Guido  had  gained  not  one^  of  the  sood  things 
He  grasped  at  by  his  creditable  plan 
O'  the  flight  and  following  and  the  rest :  the  suit 
That  smouldered  late  wss  fanned  to  funr  new. 
This  adjunct  came  to  help  with  fiercer  nre. 
While  he  had  got  himself  a  quite  new  plague  — 
Found  the  wond's  face  an  universal  gnn 
At  this  last  best  of  the  Hundred  Merr^  Tales 
Of  how  a  young  and  spritely  clerk  devised 
To  carry  off  a  spouse  that  moped  too  much. 
And  cured  her  of  the  vapom  in  a  trice  : 
And  how  the  husband,  plajring  Vulcan's  part. 
Told  by  the  Sun,  started  in  hot  pursuit 
To  catch  the  lovers,  and  came  halting  up. 
Cast  lus  net,  and  then  called  the  Qoos  to  see 
The  oonvieti  in  their  rosy  impudenoe  — 
Whereat  said  Meivury,  ''  Would  that  I  were 

ManT' 
Oh  it  was  rare,  and  naughty  all  the  same  I 
Brief,  the  wile's  courage  and  ouaning,  —  the 


454 


THE   RING  AND   THE   BOOK 


Of  chivalry  and  adroitneas,  —  last  not  least. 
The  husband  —  how  he  ne'er  showed  teeth  at 

all. 
Whose  bark    had   promised  biting;   but  jnst 

sneaked 
Back    to  his  kennel,  tail    Hwixt   legs,  as    H 

were,  — 
All  this  was  hard  to  ^Ip  down  and  digest. 
So  pavs  the  devil  his  liegvman,  brass  for  gold. 
Hut  tJiis  was  at  Arezzo :  here  in  Rome 
Brave  Paolo  bore  up  against  it  all  — 
Battled  it  out,  nor  wanting  to  himself 
Nor  Guido  nor  the  House  whose  weight  he  bore 
Pillar-like,  by  no  force  of  arm  but  brain. 
He  knew  his  Rome,  what  wheels   to  set  to 

work; 
Plied  influential  folk,  pressed  to  the  ear 
(  H  the  efficacious  purple,  pushed  his  war 
To  the  old  Pope's  self,  —  past  decencv  indeed,  — 
Praying  him  take  the  matter  in  his  hands 
Out  of  the  regular  court's  incompetence. 
But  times  are  changed  and  nephews  out  of  date 
And  favoritism  unfashionable :  the  Pope 
Said,  '*  Render  Caisar  what  is  Ciesar's  due ! " 
As  for  the  Comparini's  counter-plea, 
He  met  that  by  a  counter-plea  sjrain. 
Made  Quido  claim  divorce  —  with  help  so  far 
IK^  the  trial's  issue  :  for,  why  punishment 
However  slight  unless  for  guiltiness 
However  slender  ?  —  and  a  molehill  serves 
Much  as  a  mountain  of  offence  this  way. 
So  was  he  gathering  strength  on  every  side 
And  growing  more  and  more  to  menace  —  when 
All  of  a  terrible  moment  came  the  blow 
That  beat  down  Paolo's  fence,  ended  the  play 
O'  the  foil  and  brought  Mannaia  on  the  stage. 

Five  months  had  passed  now  since  Pompilia's 

flight, 
Months  spent   in   peace   among    the  Convert 

nuns: 
This,  —  being,  as  it  seemed,  for  Guide's  sake 
Solely,  what  pride  might  <M  imprisonment 
And  anote  as  something  gainea,  to  friends  at 

home,  — 
This  naturally  was  at  Guido's  charge  : 
Grudge  it  he  might,  but  penitential  fare. 
Prayers,  preachings,  who  but  he  defrayed  the 

cost? 
So.  Paolo  dropped,  as  proxy,  doit  by  doit 
Like  heart's  blood,  till  —  what 's  here  ?    What 

notice  comes  ? 
The  convent'K  self  makes  application  bland 
That,  since  Pompilia's  health  is  fast  o'  the 

wane. 
She  may  have  leave  to  go  combine  her  cure 
Of  soul  with  cure  of  body,  mend  her  mind 
Together  with  her  thin  arms  and  sunk  eyes 
Tliat  want  fresh  air  outside  the  convent-wall. 
Say  in  a  friendlv  house,  —  and  which  so  fit 
As  a  oertMu  vilia  in  the  Pauline  way. 
That  happens  to  hold  Pietro  and  his  wife. 
The  natural  guardians?    **0h,  and  shift  the 

care 
You  shift  the  cost,  too ;  Pietro  paj's  in  turn, 
And  lightens  Guido  of  a  load  I    And  then, 
Villa  or  convent,  two  names  for  one  thing. 
Always  the  sojourn  means  imprisonment, 


Domus  pro  careen  —  nowise  we  relax. 
Nothing  abate :  how  anawen  Paolo  ?  " 


You, 


What  would  yon  answer  ?    All  so  smootli  uid 

fair. 
Even  Paul's  astuteness  sniffed  no  harm  i'  the 

world. 
He  authorized  the  transfer,  saw  it  made 
And,  two  months  after,  reaped  the  fruit  of  the 

same. 
Having  to  sit  down,  rack  his  brain  and  find 
What  phrase  should  serve  him  best  to  notify 
Our  Guido  that  by  happy  providenee 
A  son  and  heir,  a  babe  was  bom  to  him 
I'  the  villa,  —  go  tell  sympathizing  friends ! 
Yes,  snch  had  been  Pompilia's  privilege : 
She,  when  she  fled,  was  one  month  gone  with 

child. 
Known  to  herself  or  unknown,  either  way 
Availing  to  explain  (say  men  of  art) 
The  strange  and  passionate  precipitance 
Of  maiden  startled  into  motherhood 
Which  changes  body  and  soul  by  nature's  law. 
So  when  the  she-dove  breeds,  strange  yearnings 

come 
For   the  unknown   shelter  by   nndreamed-ot 

shores. 
And  there  is  bom  a  blood-pulse  in  her  heart 
To  fight  if  needs  be,  though  with  flap  of  wing, 
For  the  wool-flock  or  the  fui^^nft,  though  a 

hawk 
Contest  the  prize,  —  wherefore,  she  knows  not 

yet. 
Anyhow,  thus  to  Guido  came  the  newa. 
**'  I  shall  have  quitted  Rome  ere  yon  arrive 
To  take  the  one  step  left,"  —  wrote  Ptelo. 
Then  did  the  winch  o'  the  winepress  of  all  hate. 
Vanity,  disappointment,  grudge  and  greed. 
Take  the  last  turn  that  screws  out  pure  revengt* 
With  a  briffht  bubble  at  the  brim  beside  >- 
Bv  an  heir  s  birth  he  was  assured  at  once 
O  the  main  prize,  all  the  money  in  dispute  : 
Pompilia's  dowrv  might  revert  to  her 
Or   stay^  with    nim   as   law's  caprice   shoold 

point,  — 
But  now  —  now  —  what  was  Pietio's  shall  b« 

hers. 
What  was  hers  shall  remain  her  own.  —  if  heiv. 
Why  then,  —  oh,  not  her  husband's,  bnt  —  her 

heir's ! 
That  heir  beii^  lus  too,  all  grew  hh  at  last 
By  this  road  or  Inr  tliat  road,  since  they  join. 
Before,  why,  push  he  Pietro  out  o*  the  world,  — 
The  current  of  the  money  stopped,  von  see, 
Pompilia  being  proved  no  Pietro's  child  : 
Or  let  it  be  Pompilia's  life  he  quenched, 
Ag^in  the  current  of  the  money  stopped,  *-~ 
Guido  debarred  his  rights  as  husband  aoom. 
So  the  new  prooeas    threatened ;  —  now,   the 

chance. 
Now,  the  resplendent  minute  1  Clear  the  earth. 
Cleanse  the  house,  let  the  three  bnt  diaiH>pear, 
A  child  remains,  depositary  of  all. 
That  Guido  may  enjoy  his  own  again, 
Repair  all  losses  by  a  master^roke. 
Wipe  out  the  past,  all  done  all  left  undone. 
Swell  the  good  present  to  best  evermore. 
Die  into  new  life,  which  let  blood  bapttae ! 
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So,  i'  the  bine  of  »  sudden  sulphar-blftze. 
Both  why  there  was  one  step  to  take  at  Rome, 
And  why  he  should  not  meet  with  Paolo  there, 
He  saw  —  the  ins  and  outs  to  the  heart  of  hell  — 
And  took  the  straisrht  line  thither  swift  and 

sure. 
He  rushed  to  Vittiano,  found  four  sons  o^  the 

soU, 
Brutes  of  his  breeding,  with  one  spark  i'  the 

clod 
That  served  for  a  soul,  the  looking  up  to  him 
()r  aught  caJled  Franceschini  as  lite,  death, 
Heaven,  hell,  —  lord    paramount,    assembled 

these, 
Harangued,  equipped,  instructed,  pressed  each 

clod 
With  his  will^s  imprint ;  then  took  horse,  plied 

spur. 
And  so  arrived,  all  6ve  of  them,  at  Rome 
On  Christmas-Eve,  and  forthwith  found  them- 
selves 
Installed  i*  the  vacancy  and  solitnde 
Left  them  by  Paolo,  the  considerate  man 
Who,  good  as  liis  word,  had  disappeared  at  once 
As  if  to^  leave  the  stage  free.    A  whole  week 
Did  Quido  spend  in  study  of  his  part, 
Then  played  it  fearless  of  a  failure.    One, 
Struck  the  yearns  clock  whereof  the  hours  are 

days. 
And  oflp  was  rung  o*  the  little  wheels  the  chime 
**  Good  will  on  earth  and  peace  to  man: ''  but, 

two. 
Proceeded  the  same  bell,  and,  evening  ooroe, 
The  dreadful  five  felt  finger-wise  their  way 
Across  the  town  by  blind  cuts  and  black  turns 
To  the  little  lone  suburban  villa  ;  knocked  — 
**  Who  may  be  outside  ?  "  called  a  well-known 

voice. 
**  A  friend  of  Caponsaochi*8  bringing  friends 
A  letter." 

That  *s  a  test,  the  excusers  say : 
A^,  and  a  test  conclusive,  I  return. 
\N  hat  ?    Had  that  name  brought  tonoh  of  guilt 

or  taste 
Of  fear  with  it,  aught  to  dash  the  present  joy 
With  memory  uf  the  sorrow  just  at  end,  — 
She.  happy  in  her  parents^  arms  at  length. 
With    the    new  blessing   of    the    two-weeks* 

babe, — 
How  had  that  name's  announcement  moved  the 

wife? 
Or,  as  the  other  slanders  circulate. 
Were  Caponsacchi  no  rare  visitant 
Chi  nighta  and  davs  whither  safe  harbor  lured. 
What  but  had  been  i*  the  name  to  ope  the 

door? 
The  promise  of  a  letter  ?    Stealthy  guests 
Have  sfKiret  watchwords,  private  entrances: 
The  man^s  own  self  might  have  been  found  in- 
side 
Ajid  all  the  scheme  made  frustrate  by  a  word. 
So :  but  since  Ouido  knew,  none  knew  so  well, 
"^rbe  man  had  never  since  returned  to  Rome 
Nor  seen  the  wife^s  face  more  than  village  front. 
So,  could  not  be  at  hand  to  warn  or  save,  — 
For  that,  he  took  this  sure  way  to  the  end. 

**  Come  in,**  bade  poor  Violante  cheerfully. 


Drawing  the  dooMwlt :  that  death  was  the  first. 
^)tabbed  through  and  through.   Pietro,  close  on 

her  heels. 
Set  up  a  cry  —  **  Let  me  confess  myself  1 
Grant  but  confession  I  ^^    Cold  steel  was  the 

grant. 
Then  came  Pompilia's  turn. 

Then  they  escaped. 
The  noise  o*  the  slaughter  roused  the  neighbor- 
hood. 
Thf>^  had  forgotten  jjnst  the  one  thing  more 
Which  saves  i^  the  oircumstanoe,  the  ticket,  to 

wit. 
Which  puts  poet-horses  at  a  traveller's  use : 
So,  all  on  foot,  desperate  through  the  dark 
Reeled  they  like  drunkards  along  open  road, 
Aocompluined  a  prodigious  twenty  miles 
Homeward,  and  gained  Baocano  verv  near, 
Stumbled  at  last,  deaf,  dumb,  blind  throng^  tlie 

feat. 
Into  a  grange  and,  one  dead  heap,  slept  there 
Till  the  pursuers  hard  upon  their  trace 
Reached  them  and  took  them,  red  from  head  to 

heel. 
And  brought  them  to  the  prison  where  they  lie. 
The  couple  were  laid  i*  the  church  two  days  ago. 
And  the  wife  lives  yet  by  miracle. 

All  is  told. 
You  hardly  need  ask  what  Count  Gnido  says. 
Since  something  he  moat  say.    *^  I  own  the 

deed-" 
(He  cannot  choose,  —  but  —  )  ""  I  declare  the 

same 
Jnst  and  inevitable,  —  sines  no  way  else 
Was  left  me,  but  by  this  of  taking  Ufe, 
To  save  mv  honor  which  is  more  than  Ufe. 
I  exeroisecT  a  husband's  rights."    To  which 
The  answer  is  as  prompt  —  *"*  There  was  no  fault 
In  any  one  o'  the  three  to  punish  thus : 
Neither  i'  the  wife,  who  kept  idl  faith  to  you. 
Nor  in  the  parents,  whom  yourself  first  duped. 
Robbed  and  maltreated,  then  turned  out  of 

doors. 
Ton  wronged  and  they  endured  wrong ;  yours 

the  fault. 
Next,  had  endurance  overpassed  the  mark 
And  turned  resentment  needing  remedy,  — 
Nay,  put  the  absurd  impossible  case,  for  cmoe  — 
Ton  were  all  blameless  of  the  blame  alleged 
And  they  blameworthy  where  yon  fix  all  blame. 
Still,  why  this  violation  of  the  law  ? 
Yourself  elected  law  should  take  its  course. 
Avenge  wrong,  or  show  vengeance  not  your 

right; 
Why,  only  when  the  balance  in  law's  hand 
Trembles  against  yon  and  inclines  the  way 
O'  the  other  party,  do  you  make  protest. 
Renounce  arbitrament,  flsring  out  <^  court. 
And  crjring  *  Honoris  hurt    the  sword  must 

cure'? 
Aha,  and  so  i'  the  middle  of  each  suit 
Trying  i*  the  courts,  —  and  yon  had  three  in 

play 
With  an  appeal  to  the  Pope's  self  beside.  — 
What,  you  may  chop  and  change  and  right  your 

wronf^s, 

the  Uw  to  hw  as  she  thinks  fit  ?  " 
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That  were  too  temptiiigrly  eommodions,  Goant  I 
One  would  have  stul  a  remedy  in  reserve 
Should  reach  the  lafest  oldest  sinner,  yon  see  I 
One^s  honor  fonooth  ?    Does  that  take  hurt 

alone 
From  the  extreme  outrage  ?    I  who  have  no 

wife, 
Beimp  ^  sensitive  in  my  degree 
As  Guido,  —  must  discover  hurt  elsewhere 
Which,  half  compounded  for  in  days  gone  hy. 
May  pnifitahly  hreak  out  now  afresh. 
Need  cure  from  my  own  eaqieditious  hands. 
The  lie  that  was,  as  it  were,  imputed  me 
When  you  objected  to  my  contractus  clause,  — 
The  theft  as  good  as,  one  may  say,  alleged, 
When  you,  oo-heir  in  a  wiU,  excepted,  Sir, 
To  my  administration  of  effects, 
—  Ana,  do  you  think  law  disposed  of  these  ? 
My  honor's   touched    and    shall   deal  death 

around  ! 
Count,  that  were  too  commodious,  I  repeat  I 
If  anv  law  be  imperative  on  us  all, 
(>f  all  are  you  the  enemy :  out  with  ycu 
From  the  common  light  and  air  and  fife  of  man  I 


IV 


TERTIUM   QUID 

True,  Excellency  —  as  his  Highness  says. 
Though  she 's  not  dead  yet,  she  *s  as  good  as 

stretched 
Symmetrical  bende  the  other  two ; 
Though  he 's  not  judged  yet,  he  *8  the  same  as 

judged. 
So  do  the  facts  abound  and  superaboond : 
And  nothine  hinders  that  we  hft  the  case 
Out  of  the  Miade  into  the  shine,  allow 
Qualified  pKersons  to  pronounce  at  last. 
Nay,  edge  in  an  authoritative  word 
Between  this  rabbleVbrabble  of  dolts  and  fools 
Who  make  up  reasonless  unreasoning  Rome. 
**  Now  for  the  Trial !  "  they  roar  :^*  the  Trial 

to  test 
The  truth,  weigh  husband  and  weigh  wife  alike 
I*  the  scales  of  law,  make  one  s<»de  kick  the 

beam!" 
Law's  a  machine  from  which,  to  please  the 

mob. 
Truth  the  divinity  must  needs  descend 
And  clear  things  at  the  play's  fifth  act  —  aha  ! 
Hammer  into  their  noddles  who  was  who 
And  what  was  what.    I  t«ll  the  simpletons, 
"  Could  law  be  competent  to  such  a  feat 
'T  were  done  alreadv :  what  begins  next  week 
Is  end  o*  the  Trial,  last  link  of  a  chain 
^Vhereof  the  fiKt  was  fotged  three  yean  afp 
When  law  addressed  herself  to  set  wrong  right, 
And  proved  so  slow  in  taking  the  first  step 
That  ever  some  new  grievance,  —  tort,  retort. 
On  one  or  the  other  side,  —  overtook  i'  the 

game. 
Retarded  sentence,  till  this  deed  of  death 
Is  thrown  in,  as  it  were,  last  bale  to  boat 
Crammed  to  the  edge  with  eargo—  or  paasen- 

ge»? 
*'  TrecentM  inaerit:  ohe.jam  aatiseti! 


Hue  appdU  i '  —  psasengsn,  the  word  moat  be.** 
Long  smee,  the  boat  was  loaded  to  mv  eyes. 
To  hear  the  rabble  and  brabble,  yon  *d  call  die 


Fnsed  and  confused  past  human  findiiw  out. 
One  calls  the  square  round,  t*  other  ^e  round 

square  — 
And  pardonably  in  that  first  surprise 
O'  the  blood  that  fell  and  splashed  the  di*- 

gram: 
But  now  we  *ve  used  our  eyes  to  the  riolenl 

hue 
Can't  we  look  through  the  crimson  and  trace 

lines? 
It  makes  a  man  despair  of  histoiy, 
Eusebius  and  the  established  fact  —  fig's  end ! 
Oh,  give  the  fools  their  Trial,  rattle  away 
With  the  leash  of  lawyers,  two  on  either  side  — 
One  barks,  one  bites.  —  Masters  Aroangeli 
And  Spreti,  —  that 's  the  husband's  ultimate 

hope 
Against  the  Fisc  and  the  other  kind  of  Fise, 
Bound  to  do  barking  for  the  wife :  bow  —  wow ! 
Why,  Excellency,  we  and  his  Highness  here 
Would  settle  the  matter  as  sufficienUr 
As  ever  will  Advocate  This  and  Fiscal  That 
And  Judge  the  Other,  with  even  *—  a  word  and 

a  wink  — 
We  well  know  who  for  ultimate  arbiter. 
Let  us  beware  o'  the  basset-table  —  lest 
We  iog  the  elbow  of  Her  Eminence, 
Joetle  nis  cards,  —  he  '11  rap  you  out  a  .  .  .  st ! 
By  the  window-eeat !    Ana  here 's  the  Marquis 

too! 
Indulge  me  but  a  moment:  if  I  fail 
—  Favored   with    such   an    audience,    under- 
stand!— 
To  set  things  right,  why,  daas  roe  with  the 

mob 
As  understander  of  the  mind  of  man ! 

The  mob, — now,  that's  just  how  the  error 
comes! 

Bethink  you  that  you  have  to  deal  with  |)/^6«, 

The  commonalty  ;  this  is  an  episode 

In  burgess-life,  —  why  seek  to 

Idealise,  denaturalize  the  class  ? 

People  talk  iust  as  if  they  had  to  do 

WitA  a  noble  pair  that  .  .  .  Excellency,  your 
earl 

Stoop  to  me.  Highness,  —  listen  and  look  your- 
selves! 

This  Pietro,  this  Violante,  live  their  life 
At  Rome  in  the  easy  way  that 's  fer  from  worst 
Even  for  their  betters,  —  themselves  love  them- 
selves. 
Spend  their  own  oil  in  feeding  their  own  lamp 
That  their  own  faces  may  grow  bright  thereby. 
They  get  to  fifty  and  over :  how 's  the  lamp  ? 
Full  to  the  depth  o'  the  wick,  —  moneys  so 

much ; 
And  also  with  a  remnant,  — so  much  more 
Of  moneys,  —  which  there 's  no  oansnming  now. 
But,  when  the  wick  shall  moulder  out  some  day. 
Failing  fresh  twist  of  tow  to  use  up  dregs. 
Will  he  a  prise  for  the  passer-bv,  —  to  wit. 
Any  one  that  can  prove  himself  the  heir. 
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Seeing^  tlia  flovple  ars  wmntingr  in  a  ohild: 
Meantime  their  wiok  swims  in  the  sale  broad 

bowl 
O'  the  middle  rank, — not  raised  a  beacon's 

heisht 
For  wind   to  rsTage,  nor  dropped  till  lamp 

graaeicMNind 
Like  cresset,  modlarks  poke  now  here  now 


doinfr  their  roonds  to  probe  the  mti  i'  the  road 
Or  fish  the  Inek  o*  the  paddle.    Pietro*B  sonl 
Was  satisfied  when  oron^  smirked,  '*  No  wine 
Like  Pietro's,  and  he  dnnks  it  every  day  I  '* 
Hia  wife's  heart  swelled  her  bodice,  joyed  its 

fill 
When   neifphbors  tnmed   heads  wistfully  at 

ohureh, 
Si^rhed  at  the  load  of  lace  that  came  to  pny* 
W  ell,  havinir  grot  thnHwh  fifty  yean  of  nare. 
They  bum  out  so,  indnlse  so  their  dear  selves, 
That  Pietro  finds  himself  in  debt  at  last. 
As  he  were  any  lordlingr  of  us  all : 
And,  BOW  that  dark  begins  to  creep  on  day, 
Creditoca  grow  nneasy,  talk  aside. 
Take  oouiwel,  then  importune  all  at  once. 
For  if  the  good  fat  rosy  careless  man. 
Who  has  not  laid  a  ducat  by,  decease  — 
Let  the  lamp  fall,  no  heir  at  hand  to  catch  — 
Why,  being  childless,  there 's  a  spilth  i'  the 


O*  the  remnant,  there's  a  scramble  for  the 

dregs 
By  the  stranger :   so,  they  grant  him  no  long 

day 
But  come  in  a  body,  clamor  to  be  paid. 

What's  hia  resource?    He  asks  and  straight 

obtains 
The  ouatomary  largess,  dole  dealt  out 
To,  what  we  call  our  *"  poor  dear  shamefaced 


ones. 


»» 


In  secret  once  a  month  to  spare  the  shame 
O*  the  slothful  and  the  spendthrift,  ~  pauper- 
saints 
The  Pope  puts  meat  i'  the  mouth  of,  ravens 

thejT- 
And  providence  he  — just  what  the  mob  ad- 
mires I 
That  is,  instead  of  putting  a  prompt  foot 
On  selfish  worthless  human  slugs  whose  slime 
Has  failed  to  lubricate  their  path  in  Ufe, 
Why,  the  Pope  picks  the  first  ripe  fruit  that 

falls 
And  gracious  puts  it  in  the  vermin's  way. 
Pietro  eould  never  save  a  dollar  ?    Straight 
He  must  be  subsidised  at  our  expense  : 
And  for  his   wife  —  the   harmless   household 

sheep 
One  ought  not  to  see  harassed  in  her  age  ^ 
Jades,  oy  the  way  she  bore  adversity, 
(  >'  tEe  pMcnt  nature  you  ask  pity  for ! 
How  loact  Bn«t  would  the  roughest  market- 


Handling  the  creaturea  huddled  to  the  knife. 
Harass  a  mutton  ere  she  made  a  mouth 
Ormenaeedbitiii^?     Tet  the  poor  sheep  here, 
Vidbrnte*  the  old  innocent  burgess  wife. 
In  bar  first  difficulty  showed  great  teeth 


Fit  to  emneh  up  and  swallow  a  good  round 

onme. 
She  meditates  the  tenure  of  the  Trust, 
Fidei  commtstum  is  the  lawyer-phrase. 
These  funds  that  only  want  an  heir  to  take  — 
Goea  o'er  the  gamut  o'  the  creditor's  ery 
By  semitones  from  whine  to  snarl  hi^  up 
And  nowl  down   low,  one  scale   in  sundry 

keys,— • 
Pauses  with  a  little  compunction  for  the  iaoo 
Of  Pietro  frustrate  of  its  ancient  cheer,  — 
Never  a  bottle  now  for  friend  at  need,  — 
Comes  to  a  stop  on  her  own  frittered  laoe 
And  neighborly  condolenoes  thereat. 
Then  makes  her  mind  up,  sees  the  thing  to  do: 
And  so,  deliberate,  snaps  house-book  dMp, 
Posts  off  to  vespen,  missal  beneath  arm. 
Passes  the  proper  ISan  Lorenao  by, 
Dives  down  a  little  lane  to  the  teft,  is  lost 
In  a  labyrinth  of  dwellings  best  unnamed. 
Selects  a  certain  blind  one,  blaek  at  base. 
Blinking   at   top,  —  the    sign    of    we    know 

what, — 
One  candle  in  a  casement  set  to  wink 
Streetward,  do  service  to  no  shrine  inside,  — 
Mounti  thither  by  the  filthy  flight  of  stairs. 
Holding  the  cord  by  the  wall,  to  the  tip-top, 
Qropes  for  the  door  i'  the  dark,  i^ar  ot  course. 
Raps,  opens,  enters  in :  nnstarts  a  thing 
Naked  as  needs  be  —  ^*  What,  you  rogue,  't  is 

you? 
Baek,  —  how  can  I  have  taken  a  farthing  yet  ? 
Mercy  on  me,  poor  sinner  that  I  am  1 
Here's  .  .  .  why,  I  took  you  for  Madonna's  self 
With  all  that  sndden  swirl  of  silk  i' the  nUuM ! 
What    may    your    pleasure    be,    my    oonny 

dame?'^ 
Tour  Excellency  supplies  aught  left  obscure  ? 
One  of  those  women  that  abound  in  Rome, 
Whose  needs  oblige  them  eke  out  one  poor  trade 
Bv  another  vile  one  :  her  ostensible  work 
Was  washing  clothes,  out  in  the  open  air 
At  the  cistern  bpr  Citorio  ;  her  true  trade  — 
Whispering  to  idlers,  when  they  stopped  and 

praised 
The  ankles  she  let  liberally  shine 
In  kneeling  at  the  slab  by  the  fountain-side. 
That  there  was  plentj^  more  to  critidse 
At  home,  that  eve,  i'  the  house  where  candle 

blinked 
Decorously  above,  and  all  was  done 
I'  the  holy  fear  of  Qod  and  cheap  beside. 
Violante,  now,  had  seen  this  woman  wash. 
Noticed  and  envied  her  propitious  shape. 
Tracked  her  home  to  her  house-top,  noted  too, 
And  now  was  come  to  tempt  her  and  propose 
A  bargain  far  more  shametnl  than  the  fint 
Which  trafficked  her  virginity  away 
For  a  melon  and  three  panls  at  twelve  years 

old. 
Five  minutee'  talk  with  this  poor  child  of  Eve, 
Struck  was  the  bargain,  business  at  an  end  — 
'*Then,  six  months  hence,  that  person  whom 

yru  trust. 
Comes,  fetches  whatsoever  babe  it  be ; 
I  keep  the  price  and  secret,  you  the  babe, 
Payiaiip  beside  for  maas  to  make  all  straight : 
Meantime,  I  pouch  the  earnest  rooney^pieoe." 
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Down-stain  again  goes  fumbling  by  the  rope 
Violante,  triumphing  in  a  flourish  of  fire 
Fnnn  her  own  brain,  self-lit  by  such  sncoess,  — 
Gmns  church  in  time  for  the  Magni^ctU, 
And  gives  forth  **  My  reproof  is  taken  away. 
And  blessed  shall  mankind  proclaim  me  now,'* 
So  that  the  officiating  priest  turns  round 
To  see  who  proffers  tne  obstreperous  praise : 
Then  home  to  Pietro,  the  enraptured-much 
But   puzzled-more   when   tola   the   wondrous 

news  — 
How  orisons  and  works  of  charity, 
(Beside  that  pair  of  pinners  and  a  ooif , 
Birthday  surprise   last  Wednesday   was   five 

weeks) 
Had  borne  fruit  in  the  autumn  of  his  life,  — 
Thev,  or  the  Onrieto  in  a  double  dose. 
Any  now,  she  must  keep  house  next  six  months, 
Lie  on  the  settle,  avoia  the  three-legged  stool. 
And,  chiefly,  not  be  crossed  in  wish  or  whim, 
And  the  result  was  like  to  be  an  heir. 

Accordingly,  when  time  was  come  abont. 
He  fonna  himself  the  sire  indeed  of  this 
Franoesca  Vittoria  Pompilia  and  the  rest 
O'  the  names  whereby  he  sealed  her  his,  next 

day. 
A  crime  complete  in  its  way  is  here,  I  hope  ? 
Lies  to  Qod,  lies  to  man,  every  way  lies 
To  nature  and  civility  and  the  mode : 
Flat  robbery  of  the  proper  heirs  thus  foiled 
O'  the  due  succession,  — and,  what  followed 

thence. 
Robbery  of  God,  through  the  confessor's  ear 
Debarred  the  most  noteworthy  incident 
When  all  else  done  and  undone  twelvemonth 

through 
Was  put  in  evidence  at  Easter-time. 
All  other  peccadillos  !  —  but  this  one 
To  the  pnest  who  comes  next  day  to  dine  with 

us? 
^T  were  inexpedient ;  deoency  forbade. 

Is  so  far  clear  ?    Ton  know  Violante  now. 
Compute  her  capability  of  crime 
By  tnis  authentic  instance  ?    Black  hard  cold 
(*rime  like  a  stone  yon  kick  up  with  your  foot 
r  the  middle  of  a  field  ? 

I  thought  as  inuch. 
But  now,  a  question.  —  how  long  does  it  lie. 
The  bad  and  barren  bit  of  stuff  you  kick. 
Before  encroached  on  and  encompassed  round 
With  minute  moss,  weed,  wild-flower  —  made 

alive 
By  worm,  and  fly,  and  foot  of  the  free  bird  ? 
Tour  Highness,  —  healthy  minds  let  bygones 

be. 
Leave  old  crimes  to  grow  young  and  virtnoua- 

like 
V  the  sun  and  air;  so  time  treats  ugly  deeds : 
They  take  the  natural  blessing  of  all  changv*. 
There  was  the  joy  o'  the  husband  silly-sooth, 
Tlie  softening  of  the  wife's  old  wicked  heart. 
Virtues  to  right  and  left,  profusely  paid 
If  so  they  might  compensate  the  saved  sin. 
And  then  the  sudden  existence,  dewy-dear, 
( >'  thoi  rose  above  the  dungheap,  the  pure  child 


As  good  as  new  created,  since  withdrawn 
From  the  horror  of  the  pre-appointed  lot 
With    the  unknown    rather  and    ^e  mother 

known 
Too  well,  —  some    fourteen  years  of  aqualic 

youth. 
And  then  libertinage,  disease,  the  grare  — 
Hell  in  life  here,  hereafter  life  in  hell : 
Look  at  that  horror  and  this  soft  repose  I 
Why,  moralist,  the  sin  has  saved  a  soul ! 
Then,  even   the   palpable   grievance    to   the 

heirs  — 
'Faith,  this  was  no  frank  setting  hand  to  throat 
And  robbing  a  man,  but  .  .  .  Excellency,  by 

your  leave. 
How  md  yon  get  that  marvel  of  a  gem. 
The  sapphire  with  the  Graces  grand  and  Greek  ? 
The  story  is,  stooping  to  pick  a  stone 
From  the  pathway  through  a  vineyard  —  no- 
man's-land  — 
To  pelt  a  sparrow  with,  yon  chanced  oo  this : 
Whv  now,  do  those  five  clowns  o'  the  family 
O'  the  vinedresser  digest  their  porridge  worse 
That  not  one  keeps  it  in  his  goatskin  pouch 
To  do  flint's-servioe  with  the  tinder-box  ? 
Don't  cheat  me,  don't  cheat  you,  don't  cheat  s 

friend ! 
But  are  you  so  hard  on  who  jostles  just 
A  stranger  with  no  natural  sort  of  d^m 
To  the  navings  and  the  holdings  (here  's  the 

point) 
Unless  by  misadventure,  and  defect 
Of  that  which  ought  to  be  ~  nay,  which  there  "t 

none 
W^ould  dare  so  much  as  wish  to  profit  by  — 
Since  who  dares  put  in  just  so  many  words 
*^  May  Pietro  fail  to  have  a  child,  pl«ue  God  I 
So  sliall  his  house  and  goods  belong  to  me. 
The  sooner  that  his  heart  will  pine  betimes  "  ? 
Well  then,  God  does  n't  plesse,  nor  heart  shall 

pme! 
Because  he  has  a  child  at  last,  von  see. 
Or  selfsame  thing  as  though  a  cnild  it  were. 
He  thinks,  whose  sole  concern  it  is  to  think  : 
If  he  accepts  it  why  should  yon  demur  ? 

Moreover,  say  that  certain  sin  there  seem, 
The  proper  process  of  unsinning  sin 
Is  to  begin  well-doing  somehow  else. 
Pietro,  —  remember,  with  no  sin  at  all 
r  the  substitution,  —  why,  this  gift  of  God 
Flung  in  his  lap  from  over  Paramae 
Steaaied  him  in  a  moment,  set  him  straight 
On  the  good  path  he  had  been  straying  from. 
Hencef orwara  no  more  wilfulness  and  waste, 
Cuppings,  oaronsings,  —  these  a  spooge  wiped 

out. 
All  sort  of  self-denial  was  easy  now 
For  the  child's  sake,  the  chatelaine  to  be. 
Who  must  want  much  and  mi^t  want  who 

knows  what  ? 
And  so,  the  debts  were  paid,  habits  rafonned. 
Expense  curtailed,  the  dowry  set  to  grow. 
As  for  the  wife,  —  I  said,  hers  the  whole  sin : 
So,  hers  the  exemplary  penanca.    'T  was  a  text 
Whereon  folk  preached  and  praised,  the  district 

through : 
"  Oh,  make  us  happy  and  yon  make  ns  good  I 
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It  all  comes  of  Qod.  giTviTo  her  a  child : 
Such  grmoeB  follow  God^s  best  earthly  gift !  ** 

Here  you  put  by  my  gnard,  pass  to  my  heart 
By  the  home-thruat  —  **  There  'a  a  he  at  base 

ofaU." 
Why,  thou  exact  Prince,  ia  it  a  pearl  or  no, 
Yon  glube  opon  the  Principeaaa'a  neck  ? 
That  great  roand  glory  of  ^llucid^  stuff, 
A  fish  secreted  round  a  grain  of  grit  ! 
l>o  yon  call  it  worthless  fur  the  worthless  core  ? 
(iShe  does  n\  who  well  knows  what  she  changed 

for  it.) 
So,  to  our  brace  of  burgesses  again  ! 
You  see  so  far  i'  the  story,  who  was  right. 
Who  wrong,  who  neither,  donH  you  ?    What, 

you  don^t  V 
Eh?     Well,  admit  there ^s  somewhat  dark  i* 

the  case, 
I^t  *s  on  —  the  rest  shall  dear,  I  promise  you. 
Leap  over  a  dosen  years :  von  find,  these  passed, 
An  old  good  easy  creditable  sire, 
A  careful  hooaewife^s  beaming  buaUing  face. 
Both  wrapped  up  in  th»  love  of  their  one  child. 
The  strange  tall  nale  beautiful  creature  grrown 
Lily-like  out  o*  tne  cleft  i*  the  sun-smit  rock 
To  bow  its  white  miraculous  birth  of  buds 
r    the  way    of    wandering  Joseph   and    his 

spouse, — 
So  painters  fanor :  here  it  was  a  fact. 
And  this  their  my,  — could  they  but  transplant 
And  set  in  vase  to  stand  by  2Solomon*s  porch 
^Twizt  lion  and  lion !  —  this  Pompilia  of  theirs, 
C<mld  they  see  worthily  married,  well  bestowed, 
In  house  and  home  1    And  why  despair  of  this 
With  Rome  to  choose  from,  save  the  topmost 

nuik? 
Themselves  would  help  the  choice  with  heart 

and  soul. 
Throw  their  late  savings  in  a  common  heap 
To  go  with  the  dowry,  and  be  followed  in  time 
By  the  heritage  legitimately  hers  : 
And  when  such  paragon  was  found  and  fixed,  ^ 
Why,  they    might    chant   their    ^^  Nunc    dt- 

Mi'ttM  "  straight. 

Indeed  the  prise  was  simply  full  to  a  fault. 
Exorbitant  tor  the  suitor  they  should  seek. 
And  social  class  shoidd  choose  among,  these 

cits. 
Yet  there  ^s  a  latitude :  exceptional  white 
Amid  the  general  brown  o'  the  species,  lurks 
A  bargoas  nearly  an  aristocrat, 
Le^timately  in  reach :  look  out  for  him ! 
Wli»t  banker,  merchant,  has  seen  better  days. 
What  second  rate  painter  arpushing  up. 
Poet  a-slipping  down,  shall  bid  the  best 
Far  this  yonn|r  beaaty  with  the  thumping  pmse  f 
.ViaclL,  were  it  but  one  of  such  as  these 
So  like  the  real  thing  that  they  paas  for  it. 
All  had  gone  well  I    Unluckily,  ^oor  souls. 
It  proved  to  be  the  impassible  thing  itself ; 
Tmtk  and  not  sham  :  nenoe  ruin  to  them  alL 


For,  Gttido  FVanoeaolum  waa  the  head 
(H  aa  old  family  in  Areszo,  old 
To  thmt  degree  they  conld  afford  be  poor 
Better  than  most :  the  case  is  common  too. 


Out  of  the  vast  door  *scutcheoned  overhead. 

Creeps  out  a  serving-man  on  ^Saturdays 

To  cater  for  the  week,^ —  turns  up  anon 

I*  the  market,  chaffering  for  the  lamb's  least 

Or  the  quarter-fowl,  leas  entrails,  claws  and 

comb: 
Then  back  again  with  prize,  —  a  liver  bagged 
Into  the  bargain,  gizzard  overlooked. 
He  *s  mincing  these  to  give  the  beans  a  taste. 
When,  at  your  knock,  ne  leaves  the  sinunering 

soup. 
Waits  on  the  curious  stranger-visitant. 
Napkin  in  half -wiped  hand,  to  show  the  rooms. 
Point  pictures  out  have  huug  their  hundred 

yean, 
**  Priceless,**  he  tells  you,  —  puts  in  his  place  at 

once 
The  man  of  money :  yes,  you  *re  banker-king 
Or  merchant-kaner,  wallow  in  your  wealth 
While  patron,  the  house-master,  can't  afford 
To  stop  our  ceiling-hole  that  rain  so  rota : 
But  he  's  the  man  of  mark,  and  there  's  his 

shield. 
And  yonder  's  the  famed  Rafael,  first  in  kind. 
The  painter  painted  for  his  grandfather. 
And  yon  have  paid  to  see :  **  Good  morning, 

Sir  I" 
Snob  is  the  law  of  compenaatioii.    Still 
The  poverty  was  getting  nigh  acute  ; 
There  gaped  so  many  noble  months  to  feed. 
Beans  must  suffice  unflavored  of  the  fowl. 
The  mother,  —  hers  would  be  a  spnn-ont  life  ^ 
I'  the  nature  of  things;  the  sisters  had  done 

weU 
And  married  men  of  reasonable  rank : 
But  that  sort  of  illumination  stops. 
Throws  back  no  heat  upon  the  pareiit^hearth. 
The  family  instinct  felt  oat  for  its  fire 
To  the  Church,  —  the  Church  traditionally  helps 
A  second  son :  and  such  was  Paolo, 
Established  here  at  Rome  those  thirty  yean, 
Wlio  played   the  regular  game,  —  pnest  and 

Abate, 
Made  friends,  owned  house  and  land,  became  of 

use 
To  a  personage :  his  course  lay  clear  enough. 
The  youngest  caught  the  s^pathetie  flame. 
And,  though  unfledged  wings  kept  him  still  i' 

the  cage. 
Yet  he  shot  up  to  be  a  Canon,  so 
Clung  to  the  higher  perch  and  crowed  in  hope. 
Even  our  Goido,  eldest  brother,  went 
As  far  i'  the  way  o'  Uie  Church  as  safety  seemed. 
He  being  Head  o'  the  House,  ordained  to  wive,  ~ 
So,  could  but  dally  with  an  Order  or  two 
And  testify  good-will  i'  the  cause :  he  elipt 
His  top-hair  and  Uius  far  affected  Christ. 
Bnt  main  promotion  roust  fall  otherwise. 
Though  still  from  the  side  o'  the  Charon :  and 

here  was  he 
At  Rome,  since  first  youth,  worn  threadbare  of 

eool 
By  forty-six  yean'  rabbing  on  hard  life. 
Getting  fast  tired  o*  the  game  whose  word  is  — 

"  Wait  I " 
When  one  day,  —  he  too  having  his  Cardinal 
To  serve  in  some  ambignons  wrt,  as  serve 
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To  draw  the  eoaeh  ih«  pluiueB  o^  tha  hones* 

lieads,  — 
The  Cardinal  aaw  fit  to  dispenae  with  him. 
Ride  with   one  plome  the   leas ;    and  o£F   it 

dropped. 

Gnido  thus  left,  —  with  a  youth  apent  in  Tain 
And  not  a  penny  in  purse  to  show  for  it,  — 
Advised  with  Paolo,  hent  no  doubt  in  chafe 
The  black  brows  somewhat  formidably,  growled 
^'  Where  is  the  good  I  came  to  get  at  Rome  ? 
Where  the  repA;^ment  of  the  eenritnde 
To  a  purple  popinjay,  whose  feet  I  kiss. 
Knowing  his  father  wiped  the  shoes  of  mine  ?  ** 

'*  Patience,**  pats  Paolo  the  recalcitrant  — 
**  You  have  not  had,  so  far,  the  proper  luck. 
Nor  do  my  gains  suffice  to  keep  us  both : 
A  modest  competency  is  mine,  not  more. 
You  are  the  Count  however,  yours  the  style, 
Heirdom  and  state,  —  you  can*t  expect  all  good. 
Had  I,  now,  held  your  hand  of  cards  .  .  .  well, 

well  — 
What  *8  yet  unplayed,  I  *11  look  at,  by  your 

leave. 
Over  your  shoulder,  —  I  who  made  my  game, 
Let  *s  see,  if  I  can't  help  to  handle  vours. 
Fie  on  vou,  all  the  Honors  in  your  fist, 
Countship,  Uouseheadship,  —  how   have   you 

misdealt ! 
Why,  in  the  first  place,  these  will  marry  a  man ! 
Notum  tonscribm  !    To  the  Tonsor  then  1 
Come,  clear  your  looks,  and  choose  your  fresh- 

est  suit. 
And.  after  function  *s  done  with,  down  we  go 
To  tne  woman-dealer  in  perokes,  a  wench 
I  and  some  others  settled  in  the  shop 
.\t  Place  Colonna :  she  ^s  an  oraole.    Hmm  1 
*  Dear,  *t  is  my  brother  :  brother,  *t  is  my  dear. 
Dear,  give  us  counsel  I    Whom  do  you  suggest 
As  properest  party  in  the  quarter  round 
For  the  Count  here?— he  is  minded  to  take 

wife, 
And  further  tells  me  he  intends  to  slip 
Twenty  xecohines  under  the  bottom-sealp 
(>f  his  old  wig  when  he  sends  it  to  revive 
For  the  wedding  :  and  I  add  a  trifle  too. 
You  know  what  personage  I  *m  potent  with.*  ** 
And  BO  plumped  out  Pompilia's  name  the  first. 
She  tola  them  of  the  household  and  its  ways. 
The  easv  husband  and  the  shrewder  wife 
In  Via  Vittoria,  —  how  the  tall  young  girl. 
With  hair  black  as  yon  patch  and  eyes  as  big 
As  yon  pomander  to  make  freckles  fly. 
Would  nave  40  much  for  certain,  and  so  much 

more 
In  likelihood,  —  why,  it  suited,  slipt  as  smooth 
As  the  Pope*s  pantoufle  does  on  the  Pope^s  foot. 
'*  I  *11  to  the  husband  !  **  Gnido  ups  and  cries. 
^*  Ay,  so  you  *d  play  your  last  oourt-card,  no 

doubt !  *' 
Puts  Paolo  in  with  a  groan  —  *'  Only,  von  see, 
*Tis  I.  this  time,  that  supervise  your  lead. 
Priests  play  with  women,  maids,  wives,  mothers 

—  why? 
These  plav  with  men  and  take  them  off  our 

hands. 
Did  I  come,  counsel  with  some  out-baard  gruff 


Or  rather  this  sleek  young-old  barbersas  ? 
Qo,  brother,  stand  yon  rapt  in  the  ante  room 
Of  Her  Efficacity  my  Cardinal 
For  an  hour,  —  he  likes  to  have  lord-soitorB 

lounge. — 
While  I  betake  myself  to  the  ^ray  mare, 
The    better   horse,  —  how   wise  the   pM^ile*! 

word!  — 
And  wait  on  Madam  Violante." 

Said  and  done. 
He  was  at  Via  Vittoria  in  three  skips : 
Proposed  at  once  to  fill  up  the  one  want 
O*  the  burgess-familv  which,  wealthy  anoogh, 
And  comfortable  to  heart*s  aesire,  vet  enniched 
Outside  a  gate  to  heaven,  —  locked,  bolted, 

barred. 
Whereof  Count  Qnido  had  a  key  he  kept 
Under  his  pillow,  but  Pomoilia^  hand 
Might  slide  behind  his  neck  and  pilfer  thence. 
The  key  was  fairy  ;  its  mere  mention  made 
Violante  feel  the  thing  shoot  one  sharp  ray 
That  reached  the  womanly  heart :  so  —  '*  I  s»> 

sent  I 
Yours  be  P<nnpilia,  hen  and  ours  that  key 
To  all  the  ^nea  of  the  greater  life ! 
There  *s  Pietro  to  convince  :  leave  thai  tome  I  ** 

Then  was  the  matter  broached  to  Pietn ;  then 
[Kd  Pietro  make  demand  and  get  response 
That  in  the  Countship  was  a  truth,  but  in 
The  counting  up  of  the  Count*s  cash,  a  He. 
He  thereupon  stroked  grave  his  ohin,  looked 

great, 
Declined  the  honor.    Then  the  wife  wiped  tear. 
Winked  with  the  other  eve  turned  Paolo-ward, 
Whispered  Pompilia,  stole  to  church  at  eve. 
Found  Gnido  there  and  got  the  mairiagv  done. 
And  finally  begiged  parcbn  at  the  feat 
Of  her  dear  lord  ana  master.    Whereupon 
Quoth   Pietro  —  ''  Let  us  make  the   best  of 

things!** 
**I  knew  your  kyve  would  lieense  ns,*'  quoth 

she: 
Quoth  Paolo  onoe  more,  **  Mothers,  wives  and 

maids, 
These  be  the  took  wherewith  ptieata  manage 


»» 


men. 

Now,  here  take  breath  and  aak,  —  which  bird 

o*  the  braoe 
Decoyed  the  other  into  elappet  ?    Who 
Was  fool,  who  knave  ?    Neither  and  both,  per- 
chance. 
There  was  a  bargain  mentally  proposed 
On   each   side,   straight   and   plain   and    fair 

enough ; 
Mind  knew  its  own  mind :  but  whan  mind  must 

speak. 
The  bargain  have  eipression  in  plain  terma. 
There  came  the  blunder  incident  to  wmda. 
And  in  the  clumsy  |woeess,  fair  tvned  fool. 
The  straight  baokbone-thoni^t  <»f  the  erooked 

speech 
Were  just  —  '*  I  Guide  tmek  my  name  and  nnk 
For  so  much  money  and   youth  and   female 

charms.— 
We  Pietro  and  Violante  give  oar  ehild 
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And  weahh  to  70a  for  a  riae  i'  the  worid 

thereby." 
Soch  naked  truth  while  chambered  in  the  brain 
i>hoeka   nowise :    walk   it  forth   hj  way   of 

Out  on  the  ornioal  nnaeemlineaB ! 
Henee  waa  the  need,  on  either  side,  of  a  lie 
To  aenre  aa  decent  wrappage :  so,  Gnido  giTca 
Money  for  money,  —  ana  they,  bride  for  groom, 
Hariiv,  he,  not  a  doit,  they,  not  a  child 
Honestly  theiia,  but  this  poor  waif  and  atray. 
Aooording  to  the  words,  each  cheated  each ; 
Bat  in  the  inezpreaaiye  barter  of  thoofrhts, 
Each  did  give  and  did  take  the  thing  designed. 
The  rank  on  thia  aide  and  the  caah  on  that  — 
Attained  Uie  objeet  of  the  traffic,  so. 
The  way  of  the  world,  the  daily  bargain  atmck 
In  the  first  market  I    Why  sella  Jack  hia  ware  ? 
**  For  the  aake  of  aerring  an  old  cnstomer." 
Why  does  Jill  buv  it?    ^' Simply  not  to  break 
A  eostom,  pass  the  old  stall  the  first  time." 
Why,  yon  know  where  the  gist  is  of  the  ez- 

ehaage: 
Esch  sees  a  profit,  throws  the  fine  words  in. 
l>on*t  be  too  hard  o'  the  pair  I    Had  each  pre- 


Been  aimnltaneonaly  discovered,  stript 
Prom  off  the  body  o'  the  transaction,  just 
As  when  a  cook  (will  Excellency  forgire  ?) 
Strips  away  those  long  roaifh  soperfluons  legs 
Prom  either  side  the  crayfish,  leayin^  folk 
A  meal  all  meat  henceforth,  no  ganushry, 
(With   yoar  respect,  Prince  1)  —  balance  had 

been  kept. 
No  party  blamed  the  other,  —  so,  starting  fair. 
All  anbaeqnent  fence  of  wrong  returned  by 

WfOO^ 

I^  the  matrmionial  thrust  and  parry,  at  leant 
Had   followed   cm  equal   terma.     But,  aa   it 

chanced. 
One  party  had  the  advanta^,  saw  the  cheat 
Of  the  other  first  and  kept  its  own  conoealed : 
And  the  luek  o*  the  first  discovery  fell,  beside. 
To  the  least  adroit  and  aetf-yMBoeaed  o*  the  pair. 
'T  was  foolish  Pietro  and  hia  wife  saw  first 
The  noUeman  was  pennileas,  and  screamed 
**  We  an  cheated !  ^ 

Such  unprofitable  noise 
Angefs  at  all  times :  but  when  those  who  pla^e, 
Do  it  from  inside  your  own  house  and  home. 
Gnats  which  yourself  have  dosed  the  curtain 

round. 
Noise  goes  too  near  the  brain  and  makes  yon 

mad. 
llie  ^nats  say,  Gnido  used  the  candle-flame 
l*Qfairiy,  —  worsened  that  first  bad  of  hia. 
By  praet«ii«  aU  kinds  of  cruelty 
To  oost  them  and  suppress  the  wail  and  whine- 
That  speedily  he  so  seared  and  bullied  them, 
Fain  ware  they,  long  before  five  months  had 


To  beg  him  grant,  from  what  was 

wealth. 

Just  so  mueh  as  would  help  them  back  to  Rome, 
Where,  when  they  finished  paving  the  last  doit 
0'  the  dowry,  they  might  beg  mm  door  to  door. 
so  say  the  Comnanm  —as  if  it  came 


Of  pure  resentment  for  this  worse  than  bad, 
That  then  Violante,  feelii^  oonscienoe  prick. 
Confessed  her  substitution  of  the  child 
Whence  all  the  harm  fell,  —  and  that  Pietro 

first 
Bethought  him  of  advantage  to  himaelf 
I'  the  deed,  aa  part  revenge,  part  remedy 
For  all  miacaloulation  in  the  pact. 

On  the  other  hand,  "Notaol"  Qnido  retorta — 
**  I  am  the  wronged,  solely,  from  first  to  last. 
Who  gave  the  dignity  I  engaged  to  give. 
Which  waa,  ia,  e&miot  bnt  oontinne  gain. 
My  being  poor  waa  a  by^^irenmstanoe, 
Miscalculated  piece  of  uutowardness, 
Migrht  end  to-morrow  did   heaven's  windows 

ope. 
Or  uncle  die  and  leave  me  his  estate. 
You  should  have  pnt  up  with  the  minor  flaw. 
Getting  the  main  prin  of  the  jewel.    If  wealth. 
Not   nnk,  had  been   prime   object   in   your 

thonghta, 
Why  not  have  taken  the  bnteher'a  aoi^  the  boy 
O*  the  baker  or  candleatick-maker  ?    In  all  the 


It  waa  yourselvea  broke  compact  and  played 

And  made  a  life  in  common  impoasible. 

Show  me  the  stipnlation  of  onr  bond 

That  yon  ahonld  make  your  profit  of  being  ii^ 

aide 
My  hooae,  to  hnatle  and  edge  me  cat  o'  the 

aame, 
First  make  a  laughingstock  of  mine  and  me. 
Then  round  us  in  the  ears  from  mom  to  night 
(Because  we  show  wry  faces  at  your  mirth) 
That  yon  are  robbed,  starved,  beaten  and  what 

not! 
Ton  fled  a  hell  of  your  own  li^hting^np. 
Pay  for  your  own  misnalcrnlahon  too  : 
Yon  tho^rht  nobility,  gained  at  any  ^ce, 
Would  suit  and  satisfy,  —  find  the  mistake. 
And  now  retaliate,  not  on  yoniselves,  bnt  me. 
And  how  ?    By  telling  me,  i'  the  ^mm  oI  the 

world, 
I  it  is  have  been  cheated  all  this  while. 
Abominably  and  irreparably,  —  my  name 
Given  to  a  cui^«ast  mongrel,  a  drab's  brat, 
A  beggar's  by-Uow,  —  Uius  depriving  me 
Of  what  yourselves  allege  the  whole  and  sole 
Aim  on^  my  part  i'  the  marriage,  —  money,  to 

wit. 
This  thrust  I  have  to  parry  by  a  guard 
Which  leaves  me  open  to  a  counter-thrust 
On  the  other  side,  —  no  way  but  there  's  a  pass 
Clean  through  me.    If  I  prove,  aa  I  hope  to  do. 
There  's  not  one  truth  in  this  your  odious  tale 
O'  the  buying,  selling,  substituting  —  prove 
Your  daughter  was  and  is  your  daughter, — 

And  her  dowry  hers  and  therefore  mine,  —  what 

then? 
Why,  where 's  the  appropriate  pnniahment  fat 

thia 
Enormona  lie  hatched  for  mere  malice'  aake 
To  ruin  me  ?    Ia  that  a  wrong  or  no  ? 
And  if  I  try  revenge  few  remedy. 
Can  I  well  make  it  lUung  and  bitter  enough  ?  ** 
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I  anticipate  howerer  — only  ask, 

Wbioh  of  the  two  here  sinned  most  ?    A  nice 

point! 
Which  biownneM  ii  least  black,  —  decide  who 

can, 
Waser-by-hattle^-cheatinflr !  What  do  jon  say, 
Hignneai  ?    bnppose,  your  Excellency,  we  leave 
The  question  at  this  stage,  proceed  to  the  next. 
Both  parties  step  out.  fiiht  their  prize  npon, 
In  the  eye  o'  the  world  7 

They  brandish  law  'gainst  law ; 
The  grinding  of  snch  blades,  each  pany  of  each, 
Throws  temhle  sparks  off,  over  and  above  the 

thmsts, 
And  makes  more  sinister  the  fight,  to  the  eye. 
Than  the  very  wonnds  that  folfow.    Beside  the 

tale 
Whieh  the  Comparini  have  to  re  sasort. 
They  needs  most  write,  print,  publish  all  abroad 
The  straitaesses  of  Ouiao^s  household  life  — 
The  pettv  nothings  we  bear  privately 
But  oreak  down  under  when  fools  flock  to  jeer. 
What  is  it  all  to  the  facts  o'  the  couple's  case, 
How  helps  it  prove  Pompilia  not  their  child. 
If  Gnido^s  mother,  brother,  kith  and  kin 
Fare  ill,  lie  hard,  lack  clothes,  lack  fire,  lack 

food? 
That 's  one  more  wrong  than  needs. 

On  the  other  hand, 
Gnido,  —  whose  cue  is  to  dispute  the  truth 
O'  the  tale,  reject  the    shame  it  throws  on 

him, — 
He  may  retaliate,  fight  his  foe  in  turn 
And  welcome,  we  aflow.    Ay,  bat  he  can't  1 
He 's  at  home,  only  acts  by  proxy  here  j 
Law  may  meet  law, — but  all  the  gibes  and 

jeers. 
The  Bupernuity  of  nanghtiness. 
Those  libels   on  his   House,  —  how  reach   at 

them? 
Two  hateful  faces,  grinaing  all  aglow. 
Not  only  make  parade  of  spoil  they  filched. 
But  foul  him  nom  the  height  of  a  tower,  yon 

Unluckily  temptatiott  ia  at  hand  — 

lo  take  revenge  on  a  trifle  overiooked,  ^ 

A  pet  lamb  they  have  left  in  reach  outside, 

Wnoee  first  bleat,  when  he  plucks  the  wool 

away. 
Will  strike  the  grinners  grave :  his  wife  re- 
mains. 
Who,  four  months  earlier,  some  thirteen  years 

old. 
Never  a  mile  away  from  mother's  house 
And  petted  to  the  height  of  her  desire. 
Was  told  one  morning  that  her  fate  had  come. 
She  must  be  married  —  just  as,  a  month  before. 
Her  mother  told  bar  she  must  comb  her  hair 
And  twist  h  r  cnris  into  one  knot  behind. 
These  fools  forgot  their  pet  lamb,  fed  with 

flowers. 
Then  'ticed  as  osnal  by  the  bit  of  cake. 
Out  off  the  bower  into  the  kntcherv. 
Plagne  her,  he  plagues  them  tnreefold :  but 

how  pla«ne  ? 
Hm  world  aaay  hava  ila  wotd  to  aay  to  that : 


Yon  can't  do  some  thin^  with  impunity. 
What  remains  .  . .  well,  it  isan  ugly  thoa|dit . . . 
But  that  he  drive  herself  to  plana  honalf — 
Herself  disgrace  herself  and  so  diagiaae 
Who  seek  to  disgrace  Ghiido  ? 

There's  the  due 
To  what  else  seems  gratuitously  vile, 
If,  as  is  said,  from  this  time  f<wth  the  rack 
Was  tried  upon  Pompilia :  't  waa  to  wrenefa 
Her  limbs  into  exposure  that  brings  ahame. 
The  aim  o'  the  omelty  being  ao  crueller  still. 
That  cruelty  almost  grows  compassion's  self 
Could  one  attribute  it  to  mere  return 
O*  the  parents'  outrage,  wrong  aveii|pi^  wrong. 
They  see  in  this  a  deeper  deadlier  aim. 
Not  to  vex  just  a  body  they  held  dear, 
But  blacken  too  a  soia  thepr  boasted  white. 
And  show  the  world  their  saint  in  a  knrer*s 

arms. 
No  matter  now  driven  thidier,  — so  they  say. 

On  the  other  hand,  so  much  is  easily  said. 
And  Guide  lacks  not  an  apologist. 
The  pair  had  nobody  but  thems^es  to  blame. 
Being  selfish  bessts   throughout  no  less,    no 
more: 

—  Cared  for  themselves,  their  supposed  good, 

nought  else. 
And  brought  about  the  marriage ;  good  proved 

bad. 
As  little  they  cared  for  her  its  victim  —  nay. 
Meant  she  should  stay  behind  and  take  the 

chance. 
If  hiq>ly  they  might  wriggle  themaelvee  free. 
Thev  baited  their  own  hook  to  catch  a  fish 
With  this  poor  worm,  failed  o'  the  prtie,  and 

then 
Souifht  how  to  nnbait  tackle,  let  worm  float 
Or  smk,  amuse  the  monster  while  they  'soaped. 
Under  the  best  stars  Hymen  brings  above. 
Had  all  been  honesty  on  either  side, 
A  common  sincere  effort  to  good  end, 
Still,  this  would  prove   a  difficult  problem. 

Prince  I 

—  GKven,  a  fair  wife,  a^ed  thirteen  years, 
A  husband  poor,  care-bitten,  sorrow*suiik. 
Little,   long  •  nosed,    bush  -  bearded,    lantern- 

jawed. 
Forty-six  yearn  old,  —  place  the  two  frown  one. 
She,  cut  off  sheer  from  every  nataralaid. 
In  a  strMige  town  with  no  familiar  face  — 
He,  in  his  own  parade-ground  or  retreat 
If  need  were,  free  from  challenge,  mnch  lass 

check 
To  an  irritated,  disappointed  will — 
How  evolve  happiness  from  such  a  match  ? 
'T  were  hard  to  serve  up  a  oonaenial  disk 
Out  of  these  ill-agreeing  morseia.  Duke, 
By  the  best  exercise  of  the  cook's  craft. 
Best  interspersion  of  spice,  salt  and  sweet ! 
But  let  two  ghastly  scullions  concoct  mess 
With    brimstone,   pitch,   vitriol   and  devil's- 

dung  — 
Throw  in  abuse  o'  the  man.  kie  body  and  aoni, 
Kith,  kin  and  generatian,  snake  all  slab 
At  Itome,  Areoo,  for  the  world  to  nnee. 
Then  end  by  publishing,  for  fiend's  arabiKaDk. 
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That,  orerand  above  eaooe  to  the  meat's  telf, 
^Vhy,  even  the  meat,  bedevilled  Uiiib  in  diih, 
Was  never  a  phMwant  but  a  earrion-oiow  — 
Prince,  what  will  then  the  natural   lna».l»ing 

be? 
What  wonder  if  this  ?  —  the  oomponnd  plague 

o'  the  pair 
Prieked  €hiiao,  —  not  to  take  the  oonrsethey 

hoped, 
That  is,  submit  him  to  their  statement's  truth, 
Accept  its  obvious  promise  of  relief^ 
And  thrust  them  out  of  doors  the  giirl  again 
binoe  the  girl's  dowry  would  not  enter  there, 
—  Quit  of  the  one  if  oalked  of  the  other :  no ! 
Ratner  did  rage  and  hate  so  work  in  him. 
Their  product  proved  the  horrible  conceit 
That  he  should  plot  and  plan  and  bring  to  pass 
His  wife  might,  of  her  own  free  will  and  deed, 
Relieve  him  of  ner  presence,  get  her  |pone, 
And  yet  leave  all  the  dowry  uale  behmd, 
Confirmed  his  own  henceforward  past  dispute, 
While  blotting  out,  as  by  a  belch  of  hell, 

triumph  in  her  misery  and  death. 


You  see,  the  man  was  Aretine,  had  toueh 
(>'  the  subtle  air  that  breeds  the  subtle  wit ; 
Was  noble  too.  of  old  blood  thrice-refined 
That  shrinks  rrom  downish  coarseness  in  dis- 
gust: 
Allow  that  such  an  one  may  take  revenge. 
Yon  dctt't  expect  he  '11  eaten  up  stone  and  fling, 
<  >r  try  muss  buttock,  or  whirl  quarter«taff  ? 
Instead  of  the  honest  drubbing  clowns  bestow, 
^Vhen  out  of  temper  at  the  dinner  spoilt^ 
(hi   meddling  mother  -  in  -  law  and  tiresome 


Substitute  for  the  down  a  nobleman. 

And  vou  have  Guido,  practising,  't  is  said, 

Immitigably  from  the  very  first. 

The  fluer  vengeance  :  this,  they  say,  the  fact 

O*    the   famous    letter    shows— the    writing 


At  Ghiido's  instance  by  the  timid  wife 
Over  the  pencilled  words  himself  writ  fiist  — 
^Vherein  she,  who  could  neither  write  nor  read. 
Was  made  nnblnshingly  declare  a  tale 
To  the  brother,  the  Abate  then  in  Rome, 
How  her  mitative  parents  had  impressed, 
On  their  aeparture,  their  enjoinment ;  bade 
**  We  being  safely  arrived  here,  follow,  you ! 
Poison  your  husband,  rob,  set  fire  to  all, 
And  then  by  means  o'  the  gallant  you  proeure 
With  ease,  by  helpful  eye  and  ready  tongue. 
Some  brave  youth  ready  to  dare,  do  and  die, 
You  shall  run  off  and  merrily  reach  Rome 
Wkere  we  may  live  like  flies  in  honey-^wi  : "  — 
Such  being  exaet  the  nrogramme  of  the  course 
Imputed  her  as  carried  to  effect. 

They  also  say,  — to  keep  her  strai^t  therein, 
All  sort  of  torture  was  piled,  jiain  on  pain, 
C>n  either  side  Pompilia's  path  of  life, 
Built  round  about  and  over  against  by  fear, 
CireumvaSated  month  by  month,  ana  week 
Bv  week,  and  day  by  day,  and  hour  by  hour, 
Close,  eloser  and  yet  dceer  still  with  pain. 
No  outlet  from  the  encroaching  pain  save  just 
Where  stood  one  savior  like  a  piece  of  heaven. 


Hell's  arms  would  strain  round  but  for  this 

blue  gap. 
She,  they  say  further,  first  tried  every  chink. 
Every  imaginable  break  i'  the  fire. 
As  way  of  escape :  ran  to  the  CommisBary, 
Who  Mde  her  not  malign  his  friend  her  spouse ; 
Flung  iierself  thrice  at  the  Arohbiriiop's  feet, 
Where  three  times  the  Archbishop  let  her  lie, 
Spend   her  whole  sorrow  and  sob  full  heait 

forth. 
And  then  took  up  the  slight  load  from  the 

ground 
And  bore  it  back  for  husband  to  chastise,  — 
Bftildly  of  course,  —  but  natural  riffht  is  right. 
So  went  she  dipping  ever  yet  catcning  at  help, 
Maanng  the  hi|^  till  oome  to  lowest  and  last. 
To  wit,  a  certain  friar  of  mean  degree. 
Who  heard  her  story  in  conf  esdon,  wept. 
Crossed  himself,  showed  the  man  within  the 

monk. 
**  Then,  will  you  save  me,  yon  the  one  i'  the 

worid? 
I  cannot  even  write  my  woes,  nor  put 
My  prayer  for  help  in  words  a  friend  may 

read, — 
I  no  more  own  a  coin  than  have  an  hour 
Free  of  obeervanoe,  -~  I  was  watched  to  ehuroh. 
Am  watched  now,  shall  be  watched  back  pres- 
ently, — 
How  buy  the  skill  of  scribe  i*  the  market- 
place? 
Pray  you,  write  down  and  send  whatever  I  say 
O'  the  need  I  have  my  parenta  take  me  hence ! " 
The  good  man  rubbod  his  eyes  and  oould  not 

chooee — 
Let  her  dictate  her  letter  in  such  a  sense 
That  parents,  to  save  breaking  down  a  wall. 
Might  lift  her  over :  she  went  back,  heaven  in 

heart. 
Then  the  good  man  took  oounsd  of  his  couch. 
Woke  and  thought  twice,  the  second  thought 
the  best: 


Help  a  case  the  Archbishop  would  not  hdp. 
Mend  matters,  peradventure.  God  loves  mar? 
What  hath  the  married  life  but  strifes  and 

plagues 
For  proper  dispensation  ?    So  a  fool 
Once  touched  the  ark,  — poor  Unah  that  I 

am  I 
Oh  married  ones,  much  rather  should  I  bid, 
In  patience  all  of  ye  possess  your  souls  I 
This  life  is  brief  and  troubles  die  with  it : 
Where  were  the  prick  to  soar  up  homeward 

else?" 
So  saying,  he  burnt  the  letter  he  haid  writ, 
Said  Ave  for  her  intention,  in  its  place. 
Took  snuff  and  comfort,  and  had  done  with 

aU. 
Then  the  grim  arms  stretched  yet  a  little  more 
And  each  touched  each,  all  but  one  streak  i' 

the  midst. 
Whereat  stood  CapoiMacohi,  who  cried,  ''This 

way. 
Out  by  me  I    Hedtate  one  moment  more 
And  the  Bn  shuts  out  me  and  shuts  in  yon  I 
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Here  my  hand  holds  yon  life  oat  I  "     Where* 

apon 
She  olasped  the  hand,  which  cloeed  on  hen  and 

drew 
Pompilia  oat  o*  the  circle  now  complete. 
Whoee  fault  or  shame  bat  Guidons  ?  —  ask  her 

friends.  • 

But  then  this  is  the  wif e^s  —  Pompilia's  tale  — 
Eve^s  .  .  .  no.  not  £ve*s,  since  Eve,  to  speak 

the  trutn, 
Was   hardly   fallen    (oar   candor   migrfat   pro- 
nounce) 
When  simply  sayini;  in  her  own  defence 
"  The  serpent  tempted  me  and  I  did  eat.*' 
So  much  of  paradisal  nature.  Eve's  ! 
Her  dauij^hters  ever  since  prefer  to  urge 
*'  Adam  so  starved  me  I  was  fain  accept 
The  apple  any  serpent  poshed  ray  way.*' 
What  an  elaborate  theory  have  we  here. 
Ingeniously  narsed  up,  pretentiously 
Brought  forth,  pushed  forward  amid  trumpet- 

blast. 
To  aoooont  for  the  thawing  of  an  icicle. 
Show  us  there  needed  Mtntk  vomit  flame 
Ere  run  the  crystal  into  dewdrope  I    Else, 
How,  unless  hell  broke  loose  to  cause  the  step, 
How  could  a  married  lady  go  astray  ? 
Bless  the  fools  I      And  't  is  just  this  way  they 

are  blessed. 
And  the  world  wags  still,  -~  becanse  foob  are 
sure 

—  Oh,  not  of  my  wife  nor  your  daughter !    No  I 
But  of  their  own :  the  case  is  altered  aaite. 
Look  now,  —  last  week,  the  lady  we  all  love,  — 
Daughter  o'  the  couple  we  all  venerate. 

Wife  of  the  husbana  we  all  cap  before. 
Mother  o'  the  babes  we  all  breathe  blessings 

on,  — 
Was  caught  in  converse  with  •  negro  pa^. 
HhII  thawed  that  icicle,  else  *'  Why  was  it  — 
Why  ?  "  asked  and  echoed  the  fools.      '*  Be- 
cause, you  fools,  —  " 
So  did  the  dame's  self  answer,  she  who  could, 
With  that  fine  candor  only  forthcoming 
Wlien  't  is  no  odds  whether  withheld  or  no  — 
**  Because  my  husband  was  the  saint  yon  say. 
And,  —  with   that   childish   goodness,  absurd 

faith, 
Stnptd  self-aatisfaotion,  yon  so  praise,  — 
Saint  to  you,  insupportable  to  me. 
Had  he,  —  insteaa  of  calling  me  fine  names, 
Lncretia  and  Susanna  and  so  forth, 
And  curtaining  Correggio  carefully 
Lest  I  be  taught  that  Leda  had  two  Ipgs,  — 

—  But  once  never  so  little  tweaked  my  nose 
For  peeping  through  mv  fan  at  Carnival, 
ContesBing  thereby,  *  I  nave  no  easy  task  — 
I  need  use  all  my  powers  to  hold  you  mine. 
And  then,  —  why  't  is  so  doubtful  if  they^  serve, 
'^Phat  —  take  this,  as  an  earnest  of  desnair  ! ' 
Why,  we  were  quits:  I  had  wiped  uie  harm 

away. 
Thoaght,  *  The  man  fears  roe ! '  and  foregone 

revenge." 
We  must  not  want  all  this  elaborat«  work 
Ti  solve  the  problem  why  young  Fancy-aud- 

flesh 


Slips  from  the  dull  side  of  a  sponae  in  years. 
Betakes  it  to  the  breast  of  Bnak-aiid-bold 
Whose  loTe<«orapes  furnish   talk  for  all  the 
town! 


Acoordiaglv,  one  word  on  the  other 
Ti[)s  over  tne  piled-up  fabric  of  a  tale. 
Guido  says — that  is,  always,  his  friends  say  - 
It  is  nnlikely,  from  the  wickedneas, 
That  any  man  treat  any  woman  so. 
The  letter  in  question  wm  her  very  own. 
Unprompted  and  unaided :  she  could  write  — 
As  able  to  write  as  ready  to  sin,  or  free. 
When  there  was  danger,  to  deny  both  facta. 
He  bids  you  mark,  herself  from  first  to  last 
Attributes  all  the  so-styled  torture  jnat 
To  jealousy,  —  jealousy  of  whom  bat  just 
This  very  Caponsaochi  I    How  suits  here 
This  with  the  other  alleged  motive,  Prinoe  ? 
Would  Guido  make  a  terror  of  the  man 
He  meant  should  tempt  the  woman,  as  they 

charge? 
Do  you  fright  your  hare  that  you  may  oatch 

your  hare  ? 
Consider  too,  the  charge  was  made  and  met 
At  the  proper  time  and  place  where  proofs  wer« 

plain  — 
Heard  patiently  and  disposed  of  tkoronghly 
Bv  the  nighest  powers,  possessors  of  most  light, 
Tne  Governor  for  the  law  and  the  ArchbislMp 
For  the  gospel :  which  acknowledged  primacies, 
'T  is  impudently  pleaded,  he  oonld  warp 
Into  a  tacit  partnership  with  erime  — 
He  being  the  while,  believe  their  own  aoeoimt. 
Impotent,  penniless  and  miserable  I 
He   further   asks  —  Duke,   note   the    knott^r 

point !  — 
How  he  —  concede  him  skill  to  play  sneh  part 
And  drive  his  wife  into  a  gallant's  anns  -~ 
Could  bring  the  gallant  to  play  his  part  too 
And  stand  with  arms  so  opportuael]r  wide  ? 
How   bring  this  Caponsaochi,  —  with    whom, 

frienos 
And  foes  alike  agree,  throni^hoat  his  life 
He  never  interchanged  a  civil  word 
Nor  lifted  courteous  cap  to  —  him,  how  bend 
To  such  observancy  of  beck  and  call, 
—  To   undertake   this   strange  and  perik>iis 

feat 
For  the  good  of  Gnido,  using,  as  the  Inrs, 
Pompilia  whom,  himself  and  she  avoneh, 
He  luul  nor  spoken  with  nor  seen,  indeed^ 
Beyond  sight  in  a  public  tkeatre. 
When  she  wrote  letten  (she  that  oonld  not 

write  I) 
The  importunate  shamelessly-protested  lore 
Which  brought  him,  though  relnetant,  to  ber 

feet. 
And  forced  on  him  the  plunge  which,  howsoe*er 
She  mi^ht  swim  up  i'  the  whiil,  moat  bury 

him 
Under  abysmal  black :  a  priest  contrive 
No  better,  no  amour  to  be  hashed  npk 
But  open  flight  and  noonday  in£smy  r 
Try  and  conooot  defence  for  soeh  revolt  I 
Take   the   wife's  tale   as  true,  say  she  was 

wronged,  — 
Pray,  in  what  rnbric  of  the 
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Do  70a  find  it  registered  —  the  part  of  a  priest 
b  —  that  to  ris^t  wrongs  from  the  ehnreh  he 

skip, 
Go  joomeying  with  a  woman  that 's  a  wife, 
And  be  panned,  o  'ertaken  and  captured  .  .  . 

how? 
In  a  lay-dress,  playing  the  kind  sentinel 
Where  the  wife  sleeps  (says  he  who  best  shoold 

know) 
And  sleening,  sleepless,  both  hare  spent  the 

night! 
Conld  no  one  else  be  fonnd  to  serve  at  need  — 
No  woman  —  or  if  man,  no  safer  sort 
Than  this  not  weU-repnted  turbulence  ? 

Then,  look  into  his  own  account  o'  the  case  I 
He,  beinjr  the  strssger  and  astonished  one, 
Yet  received  protestations  of  her  love 
From  lady  neither  known  nor  cared  about : 
Love,  so  protested,  bred  in  him  disgust 
After  the  wonder,  —  or  incredulity. 
Such  impudence  seeming  impassible. 
But,  soon  assured  sach  impudence  might  be. 
When  he  bad  seen  with  his  own  eyes  at  last 
Letters  thrown  down  to  him  i*  the  very  street 
From  behind  lattice  where  the  lady  lurked. 
And   read   their  passionate  summons  to  her 

side  — 
Why  then,  a  thousand  tiioughts  swarmed  up 

and  in,  — 
How  he  had  seen  her  once,  a  mmnent's  space, 
Observed  she  was  both  young  and  beautiful, 
Heard  everywhere  report  she  suffered  much 
From  a  jealous  husband  thrice  her  age,  —  in 

short. 
There  flashed  the  propriety,  expediency 
Of  treating,  trying  mi^ht  thejr  come  to  terms, 
—  At  all  events,  grantug  the  interview 
Prayed  for,  one  so  adapted  to  assist 
Decision  as  to  whether  he  jidvance. 
Stand  or  retire,  in  his  benevolent  mood  I 
Therefore  the  interview  befell  at  length  ; 
And  at  this  one  and  only  interview, 
He  saw  the  sole  and  single  course  to  take  — 
Bade  her  dispose  of  him,  heaid,  heart  and  hand. 
Did  her  behest  and  braved  the  consequence. 
Not  for  the  natural  end,  the  love  of  man 
For  woman  whether  love  be  virtue  or  vice. 
But,  please  you,  altogether  for  pitv's  sake  — 
I^ty  of  innocence  and  helplessness  f 
And  how  did  he  assure  himself  of  both  ? 
Had  he  been  the  house-inmate,  visitor. 
Eye-witness  of  the  described  martyrdom. 
So,  competent  to  pronounce  its  remedy 
Ere   rush   on  such    extreme    and    desperate 


Involving  such  enormity  of  harm. 
Moreover,  to  the  husband  judged  thus,  doomed 
And  damned  without  a  word  in  his  defence  ? 
Not  he  I  the  truth  was  felt  by  instinct  here, 
—  Process  which  saves  a  world  of  trouble  and 

time. 
There 's  the  priest*s  story :  what  do  you  say 

to  it. 
Trying  its  truth  by  your  own  instinct  too, 
Snee  that  *s  to  be  the  expeditioos  mode  ? 
"  And  now,  do  hear  my  version,*'  Ouido  cries : 
'  I  aeeept  argument  and  inference  both. 


It  would  indeed  have  been  miraculous 
Had  such  a  confidency  sprung  to  birth 
With  no  more  fanning  from  acquaintanceship 
Than  here  avowed  by  my  wife  and  Uus  priest. 
Only,  it  did  not :  you  must  substitute 
The  old  stale  unromantic  way  of  fault. 
The  commonplace  adventure,  mere  intrigue 
In  prose  form  with  the  unpoetic  tricks, 
Cheatings  and   lies:   they   used  the  hackney 

chair 
Satan  jaunts  forth  with,  shabby  and  service- 

^  able,^ 
No  gilded  jimcrack*novelty  from  below. 
To  bowl  you  along  thither,  swift  and  sure. 
That  same  officious  go-between,  the  wench 
Who  gave  and  took  the  letters  of  the  two. 
Now  offers  self  and  service  back  to  me : 
Bears  testimony  to  visits  nig^t  bv  nirht 
When   all   was   safe,   the  hnsbaaa    far   and 

away,  — 
To  many  a  timely  slipping  out  at  laivs 
By  light  o*  the  moming«tar,  ere  ne  should 

wake. 
And  when  the  fugitives  were  found  at  last. 
Why,  with  them  were  found  also,  to  belie 
What  protest  they  might  make  of  innocence. 
All  documents  vet  wanting,  if  need  were. 
To  establish  guilt  in  them,  disgrace  in  me  — 
The  chronicle  o*  the  converse  from  its  rise 
To  culmination  in  thia  outrage:  read ! 
Letters  from  wife  to  priest,  from  priest   to 

wife, — 
Here  they  are,  read  and  say  where  they  chime 

in 
With  the  other  tale,  superlative  purity 
O'  the   pair  of  saints  1     I  stand  or  fall  by 

these.'' 

But  then  on  the  other  side  again,  —  how  say 
The  pair^  of  saints  f    That  not  one  word  is 

theirs  — 
No  syllable  o'  the  batch  or  writ  or  sent 
Oryet  received  by  either  of  the  two. 
**  Found,*'  says  the  priest,  '*  becMise  he  needed 

them. 
Failing  all  other  proofe,  to  prove  our  fault : 
So.  here  they  are,  just  as  is  natural. 
Ob  yes  —  we  had  our  missives^  each  of  us ! 
Not  these,  but  to  the  full  as  vile,  no  doubt : 
Hers   as  from   me,  —  she  could  not  read,  so 

burnt,  — 
Mine  as  from  her,  —  I  burnt  because  I  read. 
Who  forged  and  found  them?     Cat  pn^ue- 

HtU  I " 
(I    take   the   phrase   out   of   your  Highness' 

mouth) 
**He  who  would  gain  by  her  fault  and  my 

fall. 
The  trickster,  schemer  and  pretender  —  he 
Whose  whole  career  was  lie  entailing  lie 
Sought  to  be   sealed  truth  by  the  worst  lie 

last!" 

Guide  rejoins  —  **Did  the  other  end   o'    the 

tale 
Match  this  beginning !    'T  is  alleged  I  prove 
A  murderer  at  the  end,  a  man  of  force 
Prompt,  indiscriminate,  effectual  *  good  I 
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Then  what  need  all  this  trifling  wonuui  Vwork, 
Letters  and  embassies  and  ireak  intriffne, 
When  will  and  power  were  mine  to  end  at  once 
Safely  and  snrely  ?    Mnrder  had  oome  first 
Not  last  with  sooh  a  man,  assure  yourselves ! 
The  silent  acquetta^  stilling  at  oonunand — 
A  drop  a  day  i*  the  wine  or  sonp,  the  dose,  — 
The  snattering  beam   that  breaks  above  the 

bed 
And  beats  out  brains,  with  nobody  to  blame 
£»sept  the  wormy  B/ge  which  ^its  even  oak,  — 
Nay,  the  stanch  steel  or  trusty  cord,  —  who 


I'  the  blind  old  palace,  a  pitfall  at  each  step. 

With  none  to  see,  much  more  to  interpose 

O*  the  two,  three,  ereeping-house-dog-servant- 

Bom   mine  and   bred   mine?    Had   I  willed 

ROSS  death, 
I  had  round  nearer  paths  to  thrust  him  prev 
Than  this  that  goes  meandering  here  and  tnere 
Through  half  the  worid  and  euls  down  in  its 


,  —  hate,  vengeance,  should  it 


»i 


Highness,  decide  I  Pronounce,  Her  Excellency ! 

Or  .  .  .  even  leave  this  argument  m  doubt. 

Account  it  a  fit  matter,  taken  up 

With  all  its  faees,  manifold  enoagh. 

To  ponder  on  ^  what  fronts  as,  toe  next  stsge. 

Next  legal  pmessi  ?    Guido,  im  punnit. 


course 
Notice  and 

fail. 
Derision  and  contempt  though  it  snooeed  1 
Moreover,  what  o'  the  future  son  uid  heir? 
The  unborn  babe  about  to  be  called  mine, — 
What  end  in  heaping  all  this  shame  on  lum. 
Were  I  indifferent  to  my  own  black  share  ? 
Would  I  have  tried  these  crookednesBes.  say, 
WilUng  and  able  to  effect  the  straight  ?  '^ 

**  Ay,  would  you !  *'  — one  may  hear  the  priest 

retort, 
**  Being  as  jou  are,  i*  the  stock,  aman  of  guile, 
Aud  ruffianism  but  an  added  graft. 
You.  a  bom  coward,  try  a  coward^s  arms, 
Trick  and  chicane,  —  and  only  when  these  &U 
Does  violence  follow,  and  like  fox  you  bite 
Caught  out  in  stealing.    A1k>,  the  disgrace 
Ton  nardly  shrunk  at,  wholly  shrivelled  her :  ^ 
You  plunged  her  thin  white  delicate  hand  i* 

the  flame 
Along  with  your  coarse  homy  brutish  fist. 
Held  them  a  second  there,  then  drew  out  both 
—  Yours  roughed  a  little,  hers  ruined  throu^ 

and  throush. 
Your  hurt  woula  heal  forthwith  at  ointment*s  > 

touch  — 
Namely,  succession  to  the  inheritance 
Which  bolder  crime  had  lost  you:  let  things 

change. 
The  Inrth  o^  the  bov  warrant  the  bolder  crime, 
Why,  murder  was  determined,  dared  and  done. 
For  me,"  the  priest  proceeds  with  his  reply, 
**  The  look  o*  the  thing,  the  chances  of  mistake, 
All  were  a^iainst  me,  —  that,  I  knew  the  first : 
But,  knowing  also  what  my  duty  was, 
I  did  it :  I  must  look  to  men  more  slulled 
In  reading  hearts  than  ever  was  the  world. 


Coming  up  with  the  fugitives  at  the  inn, 
Caused  both  to  be  arrested  then  and  there 
And  sent  to  Rome  for  judgment  on  the  case ' 
Thither,  with  all  his  armory  of  proo&. 
Betook  himself ;  't  is  there  we  *ll  meet  him  now. 
Waiting  the  further  issue. 

Here  yon  smile: 
**  And  never  let  him  henceforth  dare  to  plead  — 
Of  all  pleas  and  excuses  in  the  world 
For  any  deed  hereafter  to  be  done  — 
His  irrepressible  wrath  at  honoris  wound ! 
Passion  and  madnesB  irrepreauble  ? 
Whv,  Count  and  cavalier,  the  husband  comes 
And  catches  foe  i*  the  very  act  of  shame  t 
There  *s  man  to  man,  —  nature  must  have  her 

way, — 
We  look  he  should  have  cleared  things  on  the 

spot. 
Yes,  then,  indeed  —  even  though  it  prove  he 

erred  — 
Thouffh  the  ambiguous  first  appearance,  mount 
Of  soud  injury,  melt  soon  to  mist. 
Still,  —  had  he  slain  the  lover  and  the  wife  — 
Or,  since  she  was  a  woman  and  his  wife. 
Slain  him,  but  stript  her  naked  to  the  skin, 
Or  at  best  left  no  more  of  an  attire 
Than  patch  sufficient  to  pin  paper  to. 
Some  one  love-letter,  infannr  and  alL 
As  passport  to  the  Paphos  nt  for  sucn. 
Safe-conduct  to  her  natural  home  the  stews,  — 
Good  I    One  had  recognized  the  power  o*  the 

Rulae. 
en  he  stands,  the  stock-fish,  -~  stieks  to 
law  — 
Offers  the  hole  in  his  heart,  all  fresh  and  warm. 
For  scrivener's  pen  to  poke  and  olay  aboot  — 


Can  stand,  can  stare*  can  tell 

Oh,  let  itfhear  no  syllable  o*  the  rage  I 
Such  rage  were  a  convenient  afterthought 
For  one  who  would  have  shown  his  teeth  be- 

,  like. 
Exhibited  unbridled  rage  enough. 
Had  but  the  priest  been  foimd,  as  was  to  hope. 
In  serge,  not  silk,  with  crucifix,  not  sword : 
Whereas  the  gray  innocuous  grub,  of  yoie. 
Had  hatched  a  hornet,  tickle  to  tne  touch. 
The  priest  was  metamorphosed  into  knight. 
And  even  the  timid  wife,  whose  cue  was  — 

shriek, 
Bury  her  brow  beneath  his  trampling  foot,  — 
She  too  sprang  at  him  like  a  pytnc 


So.  gulp  down  rage,  passion  most  be  postponed. 
Calm  be  the  WOTdf   Well,  our  word  is— we 

brand 
This  part  o*  the  business,  howsoever  the  rest 
Befall." 

'*  Nay,"  interpose  as  prompt  his  friends  — 
"  This  is  uie  world's  way  I   So  yon  adjudge  re> 

ward 
To  the  forbearance  and  legality 
Yourselves  begin  bv  inculcating — av, 
Kvarting  from  us  all  with  knife  at  throat ! 
This  one  wrong    more  you    add  to   wrong's 

amount. — 
Yon  publish  all,  with  the  kind  comment  here, 
*  Its  victim  was  too  cowardly  for  rsvenge.'  *** 
Make  it  your  own  case,  — yon  who  stand 
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The  husband  wakes  one    mom   from   heary 

sleep, 
Wtthntasteof  noppy  in  his  month,  — robs  eyes. 
Finds  his  wife  flowUf  his  strongbox  ranssoked 

too, 
FoUows  as  he  best  oan,  orertakes  i'  the  end. 
Ton  bid  him  ase  his  privilege :  well,  it  seems 
He  *s  aoaiee  eool-blooded  enough  for  the  right 

more  — 
Does  not  shoot  when  the  game  were  sure,  bat 

stands 
Bewildered  at  the  eritioal  minnte, — since 
He  has  the  firnt  flash  of  the  fact  alone 
To  jndge  frvn^  act  with,  not  the  steadv  lights 
Of  after-knowledge,  —  Yonrs  who  stand  at  ease 
To  try  ooBolnsions :  he  ^s  in  smother  and  smoke. 
Yon  outride,  with  ezplorion  at  an  end : 


The  snlphnr  may  be  lightning  or  a  souib  — 
He  *U  know  in  a  minute,  but  ml  then,  ne  doubts. 
Back  fiom  what  you  know  to  what  he  knew  not ! 
Hear  the  priest's  lofty  '"  I  am  innooent,'* 
The  wife^s   as  resolute  ''You  aie   gnUty!" 

Gome! 
Are  you  not  staggered  ?  —  pause,  and  you  lose 

the  more  I 
Nau^t  left  jrou  but  a  low  appeal  to  law, 
''  Coward  **  tied  to  your  tail  for  compliment  I 
Another  eonsideration :  have  it  jrour  way  I 
Admit  the  wont :  his  courage  failed  the  Count, 
He 's  cowardly  like  the  best  o'  the  burgesses 
He  ^s  grown  incorporate  with,  —  a  very  cur. 
Kick  him  from  out  your  circle  by  all  means  I 
Whv,  trundled  down  this  reputable  stair^ 
Still,  the  ehuroh-door  lies  wide  to  take  hmi  in. 
And  the  conrt-poroh   also :   in  he  sneaks  to 

each,— 
^  Yes,  I  have  lost  my  honor  and  my  wife. 
And,  being  moreover  an  ignoble  hound, 
I  dare  not  jeopardise  my  fife  for  them  !  " 
Religion  and    Law  lean    forward  from  their 

chairs, 
"  Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  servant !  *' 

Ay, 
Not  only  applaud  him  that  he  scorned  the  world, 
But  punish  should  he  dare  do  otherwise. 
If  the  case  be  clear  or  turbid,  —  you  must  say  ! 

Thus,  anyhow,  it  mounted  to  the  stage 

In  the  law«H)onrts,  —  let  *s  see  clearly  from  this 

point!  — 
Where  the  priest  tells  his  storr  true  or  false. 
And  the  wile  her  story,  and  tne  husband  his. 
All  with  result  as  happy  as  before. 
The  courts  would  nor  condemn  nor  jret  acquit 
Thia,  that  or  the  other,  in  so  distinct  a  sense 
As  end  the  strife  to  cither's  absolute  loss : 
Pronooneed,  in  place  of  something  definite, 
**  Each  of  the  parties,  whether  goat  or  shee|> 
I'  the  main,  has  wocd  to  show  and  hair  to  hide. 
Each  has  brought  somehow  trouble,  is  somehow 


Of  pains  enough,  —  CYcn  though  no  worse  were 

piwed. 
Hera  is  a  hnaband,  oaonot  rule  his  wife 
Without  provoking  her  to  scream  and  scratch 
And  seoof  the  fields,  — causelessly,  it  may  be : 
Here  is  that  wife,  — who  makes  her  sex  our 

phwiM* 


Wedlock,  our  bugbear, — perhapa  with  cause 

enough: 
And  here  is  the  truant  priest  o*  the  trio,  worst 
Or  best  — each  quality  oeing  conceivable. 
Let  us  impose  a  little  mulct  on  each. 
We  punish  youth  in  state  of  pupila^ 
Who  talk  at  hours  when  youth  is  bound  to 

sleep. 
Whether  the  prattle  turn  upcn  Saint  Rose 
Or  Donna  Olimpia  of  the  Vatican : 
T  is  talk,  talked  wiMly  or  unwiselv  talked, 
I*  the  dormitory  where  to  talk  at  all 
Transgresses,  and  is  mulct :  as  here  we  mean. 
For  the  wife,  —  let  her  betake  herself,  for  rest. 
After  her  run,  to  a  House  of  Convertites — 
Keep  there,  as  good  as  real  imprisonment : 
Beine  rick  and  tired,  she  will  recover  so. 
For  Uie  priest,  spritely  strayer  out  of  bounds. 
Who  made  Aremo  hot  to  hold  him,  —  Rome 
Profits  bv  his  withdrawal  from  the  scene. 
Let  him  be  relegate  to  Civita, 
Circumscribed  by  its  bounds  till  matters  mend : 
There  he  at  least  lies  out  o*  the  wav  of  harm 
From  foes  —  perhaps  from  the  too  niendly  fair. 
And  finally  for  the  husband,  whose  rash  rule 
Has  but  itielf  to  blame  for  this  ado,  — 
If  he  be  vexed  that,  in  our  judgments  deslt. 
He  fails  obtain  what  he  accounts  his  right. 
Let  him  go  comforted  with  the  thought,  no  less, 
That,  tuni  each  sentence  howsoever  ne  may. 
There 's  satisfaction  to  extract  thm^rom. 
For,  does  he  wish  his  wife  proved  innocent  ? 
Well,  she 's  not  guilty^  he  may  safely  urge. 
Has  missed    the   stripes  dishonest  wives  en- 
dure— 
This  being  a  f  atheri^  pat  o'  the  cheek,  no  more. 
Does  he  wish  her  guilty  ?    Were  she  otherwise 
Would  she  be  locked  up,  set  to  say  her  prayers. 
Prevented  intercourse  with  the  outride  world. 
And  that  suspected  priest  in  banishment. 
Whose  portion  is  a  further  help  i'  the  case  ? 
Oh,  ay,  you  all  of  you  want  the  other  thing. 
The  extreme  of  law,  some  verdict  neat,  com- 
plete, — 
Either,  the  whole  o'  the  dowry  in  ^our  poke 
With  full  release  from  the  false  wife,  to  boot. 
And  heading,  hanging  for  the  priest,  beride  — 
Or,  contrary,  claim  freedom  for  the  wife. 
Repayment  of  each  penny  paid  her  apouae. 
Amends  for  the  past,  rueaae  for  tne  future! 

bnch  » 

Is  wisdom  to  the  children  of  this  world ; 
But  we  've  no  mind,  we  children  of  the  light, 
To  miss  the  advantage  of  the  goldMi  mean. 
And  push  things  to  the  steel  point."    Thus  the 
courts. 

Is  it  settled  so  far  ?    Settled  or  disturbed. 
Console  yourMlyes :  't  is  like  ...  an  instance, 

now  ! 
You've  seen  the  puppets,  of  Place  Navona, 

play,— 
Punch  and  his  mate,  —  how  threata  pass,  blows 

are  dealt. 
And  a  crisis  comes:  the  crowd  or  clap  or  hiss 
Accordingly  as  disposed  for  man  or  wife  — 
¥naen  down  the  actors  duck  awhile  perdue, 
Donnittg  what  novel  rag'^nd-f eather  trim 
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Best  suits  th«  next  adventure^  new  effect : 
And,  —  by  the  time  the  mob  is  on  the  move, 
With  something  like  a  jodgiment  pro  and  eon^  — 
There  *b  a  whistle,  up  again  the  actors  pop 
In  t^  other  tatter  with  fresh-tinselled  stares, 
To  re-engage  in  one  last  worst  fight  more 
ShiUl  show,  what  you  thought  tragedy  was  farce. 
Note,  that  the  climax  and  the  crown  of  things 
Invariably  is,  the  devil  appears  himself, 
Armed  and  accoutred,  noma  and  hoofs  and 

tail! 
Just  so,  nor  otherwise  it  proved  — you  *U  see : 
Move  to  the  murder,  never  mind  the  rest ! 

€hi]do,  at  such  a  general  duok-down, 

I*  the  breathing^pace,  —  of  wife  to  convent 

herCj 
Priest  to  his  relegation,  and  himself 
To  Arezio,  —  had  resigned  his  part  perforce 
To  brother  Abate,  who  bustled,  did  his  best. 
Retrieved  things  somewhat,  managed  the  three 

suits  — 
Since,  it  should  seem,  there  were  three  suitsHit- 

law 
Behoved  him  look  to,  still,  lest  bad  grow  worse : 
Blrst  civil  suit,  — the  one  the  parents  brought, 
Impugning  the  legitimacy  of  his  wife, 
Affirming  thence  the  nullity  of  her  rights : 
This  was  before  the  Rota,  —  Moluito, 
That 's  judffe  there,  made  that  notable  decree 
Which  partly  leaned  to  Guido,  as  I  said,  — 
But  Pietro  had  appealed  against  the  same^ 
To  the  very  court  will  judge  what  we  judge 

now  — 
Tommati  and  his  fellows,  —  Suit  the  first. 
Next  civil  suit,  —  demand  on  the  wife's  part 
Of  separation  from  the  husband's  bed 
On  plea  of  cruelty  and  risk  to  life  — 
Claims  restitution  of  the  dowry  paid. 
Immunity  from  pa;^ing  any  more : 
This  second,  the  Vicegeront  has  to  judge. 
Third  and   last  suit,  —  this  time,  a  criminal 

one, — 
Answer  to,  and  protection  from,  both  these,  — 
Guide's  complaint  of  guilt  against  his  wife 
In  the  Tribunal  of  the  Governor, 
Venturini,  also  judge  of  the  present  cause. 
Three  suits  of  all  importance  plaguing  him 
Beside  a  little  private  enterprise 
Of  Guide's,  —  essay  at  a  shorter  cut. 
For  Paolo,  knowing  iWe  right  way  at  Rome, 
Hjid,  even  while  superintending   these  three 

suits 
I'  the  regular  way^  each  at  its  proper  court, 
Ingeniouslv  made  uterest  with  the  Pope 
To  set  sncn  tedious  regular  forms  aside. 
And,  acting  the  supreme  and  ultimate  jud|^, 
Declare  for  the  husband  and  against  the  wife. 
Well,  at  such  crisis  and  extrome  of  straits,  — 
The  man  at  bay,  buffeted  in  this  wite,  — 
HMpened  the  strangest  accident  of  all. 
''  Tlien,"  sigh  friends,  *'  the  last  feather  broke 

his  back. 
Made  him  forget  all  noasible  remedies 
Save  one  —  he  rushea  to,  as  the  sole  relief 
Prom  horror  and  the  abominable  thing." 
'*  Or  rather,"  laugh  foes,  ''then  did  then  be- 

faU 


The  luckiest  of  conceivable  events,^ 

Most  pregnant  with  impunitv  for  him. 

Which  henceforth  turned  toe  flank  ol  all  atr 

tack. 
And  bade  him  do  his  wickedest  and  wont.** 

—  The  wife's  withdrawal  from  the  Convertitea, 
Visit  to  the  villa  where  her  parente  lived. 
And  birth  there  of  his  babe.    Divergsnee  hem  t 
I  simply  take  the  facts,  ask  wha^  they  show. 

First  comes  this  thunderclap  of  a  surprise : 
Then  follow  all  the  signs  and  silences 
Premonitory  of  earthquake.    Paolo  fint 
Vanished,  was  swept  off  somewhere,  lost  to 

Rome: 
(Wells  dry  up,  while  the  sisj  is  sonoy  aad  bine.) 
Then  Guido  girds  himself  for  enterprise, 
Hies  to  Vittiano,  counsels  with  hki  steward. 
Comes  to  terms  with  four  peasants  young  and 

bold. 
And  starts  for  Rome  the  Holy,  readiea  her 
At  very  holiest,  for  't  is  Christmas  £ve. 
And  inakes  stiiught  for  the  Abate's  driednip 

font. 
The  lodge  where  Paolo  ceased  to  work  th<* 

pipes. 
And  tnen,  rest  taken,  observation  made 
And  plan  completed,  all  in  a  grim  week. 
The  nve  proceed  in  a  body,  reiach  the  place, 

—  Pietro^,  at  the  Paolina,  silent,  lone. 
And  stupefied  bv  the  propitious  snow. 

'Tis   one   i'    the  evening:    knock:    a   voiee, 

"Who'sthero?" 
**  Friends  with  a  letter  from  the  priest  your 

friend." 
At  the  door,  straight  smiles  old  Violante's  self. 
She  falls,  —  her  son-in-law  stabs  through  aiMi 

through. 
Reaches  through  her  at  Pietro  — "With  yonr 

son 
This  is  the  way  to  settle  suits,  good  airo  I  " 
He  bellows,  '*  Meroy  for  heaven,  not  for  earth  ! 
Leave  to  confess  and  save  my  sinful  soul. 
Then  do  your  pleasure  on  the  body  of  me  !  '* 
— ''  Nav,  father,  soul  with  body  must  take  it» 

chance ! " 
He  presently  got  his  portion  and  lav  still. 
Ana  last,  Pompilia  rushes  hero  ana  thero 
Like  a  dove  among  the  Ughtnings  in  her  brake. 
Falls  also :  Guido  s.  this  last  husband's-act. 
He  lifts  her  by  the  long  dishevelled  hair. 
Holds  her  away  at  arm's  length  with  one  hand. 
While  tlie  other  tries  if  life  come  from  the 

mouth  — 
Looks  out  his  whole  heart's  hate  on  the  shut 

eyes. 
Draws  a  de€»p  satisfied  breath,  **So  —  dead  at 

List!''^ 
Throws   down   the  burden  on  dead   PS«tro*s 

And  ends  all  with  *'  Let  us  away,  ray  boys  !  *' 

And,  as  they  left  bv  one  door,  in  at  the  other 
Tumbled  the  neignl)orB — for  the  shrieks  had 

pierced 
To  the  mill  and  the  grange,  thia  ooltage  Mid 

that  shed. 
Soon  followed  the  Public  Force ;  pnranit  b^iran 


TERTIUM   QUID 


469 


ThoQfrh   Giiido  had  the  itart  and  ohose  the 

road  : 
So,  that  same  nigrht  iraa  he,  with  the  other 

four, 
Overtaken  near  Baooaao,  —  where  they  sank 
By  Uie  wayside,  in  some  shelter  meant    for 

beasts. 
And  now  lay  heaped  toeether,  nuzzling  awine. 
Each  wrapped  in  bloody  cloak,  each  grasping 

His  nnwiped  weapon,  sleeping  all  the  same 
The  sleep  o*  the  just,  —  a  journey  of  twenty 

miiet 
Brought  just  and  unjust  to  a  lerel,  you  see. 
The  only  one  i'  the  world  that  suffered  aught 
By  the  whole  night's  toil  and  trouble,  iiight  and 

chase, 
Was  just  the  officer  who  took  them.  Head 
O*  the  PuUio  Foroe,  —  Patrisj,  zealous  soul, 
Who,  having  but  doty  to  sustain  weak  flesh. 
Got  heated,  caught  a  fever  and  so  died : 
A  wamins[  to  the  over-vigilajt, 
—  Virtue  in  a  chafe  should  change  her  linen 

quick. 
Lest  pleurisy  get  start  of  providenoe. 
(That 's  for  the  Cardinal,  and  told,  I  think !) 

Well,  thev  bring  back  the  company  to  Rome. 
Says  Chiido,  '^  By  your  leave,  I  fain  would  ask 
How  you  found  out 't  was  I  who  did  the  deed  ? 
What  put  you  on  my  trace,  a  foreigner. 
Supposed  in  Arezzo,  —  and  assuredly  safe 
Except  for  an  oversight :  who  told  you,  pray  ?  " 
'*  Why.  naturally  your  wife !  '*     Down  Gnido 

drops 
O'  the  horse  he  rode, — they  have  to  steady 

and  stay 
At  either  side  the  brute  that  bore  him  bound. 
So  strange  it  seemed  his  wife  should  live  and 

ap^ak  I 
She  had  prayed  —  at  least  so  people  tell  you 

now  — 
For  but  one  thing  to  the  Vinj^n  for  herself, 
Not  simply,  as  did  Pietro  ^nid  the  stabs,  — 
Time  to  confess  and  get  her  own  soul  saved,  — 
But  time  to  make  the  truth  apoarent,  truth 
For  God's  sake,  lest  men  shoiila  believe  a  lie : 
Whieh  seems  to  have  been  about  the  single 

prayer 
She  ever  put  up,  that  was  granted  her. 
With  this  hope  in  her  head,  of  telling  truth,  — 
Being  familiarized  with  pain,  beside,  — 
She  bore  the  stabbing  to  a  certain  pitch 
Without  a  useless  cry,  wss  flung  for  dead 
On  PSetro^s  lap,  and  so  attained  her  point. 
Her  friends  subjoin  this — have  I  done  with 

them  ?  — 
And  cite  the  miracle  of  continued  life 
(She  was  not  dead  when  I  arrived  just  now) 
As  att««tation  to  her  probity. 

Dues  it  strike  your  Excellency?     Why,  your 

Highness, 
The  self-command  and  even  the  final  pmyer, 
Our  candor  must  acknowledge  expUoaMe 
As  easily  by  the  consciousness  of  guilt. 
So,  when  the^  aidd  that  her  confession  runs 
She  was  of  wifehood  one  white  innooenee 


In  thought,  word,  act,  from  first  of  her  short 


ough 
li& 


To  last  of  it ;  praving,  i'  the  faoe  of  death. 
That  God  f  oigive  ner  other  sins  —  not  this. 
She  is  charged  ¥rith  and  must  die  for,  that  she 

failed 
Anyway  to  her  husband  :  while  thereon 
Comments  the  old  Religious  —  "So  much  good. 
Patience  beneath  enormity  of  iU, 
I  hear  to  my  confusion,  woe  is  me, 
l^inner  that  I  stand,  shamed  in  the  walk  and 

gait 
I   have  practised   and   grown   old   in,   by  a 

child  I "  — 
Gruido^s  friends  shrug  the  shoulder,  **  Just  the 

same 
Prodigious  absolute  calm  in  the  last  hour 
Confirms  us,  —  being  the  natural  result 
Of  a  life  which  proves  consistent  to  the  close. 
Having   braved   heaven  and    deceived   earth 

throughout. 
She  braves  still  and  deceives  still,  gains  thereby' 
Two  ends,  she  prises  beyond  earth  or  heaven : 
First  sets  her  lover  free,  imperiUed  sore 
By  the  new  turn  things  take :  he  answers  yet 
For  the  part  he  played :  they  have  summoned 

him  indeed : 
The  past  ripped  up,  he  may  be  punished  still: 
What  better  wav  of  saving  him  than  this  ? 
Then,  —  thus  she  dies  revenged  to  the  utter- 
most 
On  Guide,  drags  him  with  her  in  the  dark. 
The  lower  still  the  better,  do  you  doubt  ? 
Thus,  two  ways,  does  she  love  her  love  to  the 

end. 
And  hate  her  hate,  —  death,  hell  is  no  such 

price 
To  pay  for  these,  —  lovers  and  haters  hdd.^' 

But  there 's  another  parry  for  the  thrust. 

**  Confession,"      cry     folks  —  *'a    confession, 

think  I 
Confession  of  the  moribund  is  true  I " 
Which  of  them,  my  wise  friends  ?    This  publio 

one. 
Or  the  private  other  we  shall  never  know  ? 
The    private    may    contain — your    casnista 

teach  — 
The  acknowledgment  of,  and  the  penitence  for. 
That  other  pubuc  one,  so  people  sa^. 
However  it  be,  —  we  trench  on  delicate  ground. 
Her  Eminence  is  peeping  o^er  the  cards,  — 
Can  one  find  nothing  in  behalf  of  this 
Catastropihe  ?    Deal  folks  accuse  the  dumb  I 
Tun  criticise  the  drunken  reel,  foors-speech, 
Maniacal  gesture  of  the  man,  —  we  grant  I 
But  who  poured  poison  in  his  cup,  we  ask  ? 
Recall  the  list  of  liis  excessive  wrongs. 
First  cheated  in  his  wife,  robbed  by  her  kin. 
Rendered  an<Mi  the  laughing-stock  o'  the  world 
Bv  the  story,  true  or  false,  of  his  wife^s  birth,  — 
Toe  last  seal  publicly  apposed  to  shame 
By  the  open  flight  of  wife  and  priest,  —  why, 

Sirs, 
Step  out  of  Rome  a  furiong,  would  you  know 
What  anotherguess  tribunal  than  ours  here. 
Mere  worldly  Court  without  the  help  of  grace. 
Thinks  of  just  thai  one  inddent  o*  the  flight? 
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Chiido  prefened  the  nma  oompUunt  before 
The  court  at  Areszo,  bar  of  the  Grandnke,  — 
In  virtue  of  it  beine  Tnscaay 
Where  the  offence  had  rise  and  flight  began,  — 
8elfinme  oomphunt  he  made  in  the  sequel  here 
Where  the  offence  grew  to  the  full,  the  flight 
Ended  :   offence  and  flight,  one  fact   judged 

twice 
Bt  two  distinot  tribunals,  —  what  result  ?  ^ 
There  was  a  sentence  passed  at  the  same  time 
By  Arezzo  and  confirmed  b^  the  Granduke, 
Which  nothing  balks  of  swift  and  sure  effect 
But  absence  m  the  guilty^  (flight  to  Rome 
Frees  them  from  Tuscan  jurisdiction  now) 
—  Omdemns  the  wife  to  the  opprobrious  doom 
Of  all  whom  law  just  lets  escape  from  death. 
The  Stinche,  House  of  Punishment,  for  life, — 
That^s  what  the  wife  deserves  in  Tuscanjr  : 
Here,  she  deserves — renrittiBg  with  a  snule 
To  her  f  ather^s  houee,  main  obieet  of  the  flight! 
The  thief  presented  with  the  tning  he  steals  I 

At  this  discrepancy  of  judraents  —  mad. 
The  man  took  on  nimself  the  office,  judged ; 
And  the  only  argument  against  the  use 
O'  the  law  he  thus  took  into  his  own  hands 
Is  .  .  .  what,  I  ask    yon  V  —  that,-  revenging 

wrong, 
He  did  not  revenge  sooner,  kUl  at  flrst 
Whom  he  killed  last !   That  is  the  final  charge. 
Sooner  ?    What  ^s  soon  or  late  i*  the  case  ?  — 

ask  we. 
A  wound  i'  the  flesh  no  doubt  wants  prompt 


It  smarts  a  little  to-day,  well  in  a  week. 
Forgotten  in  a  month ;  or  never,  or  now, 

vengel 
But  a  wound  tothesool?    That  rankles  worw 

and  worse. 
Shall  I  comfort  you,  ezplaini]«— "  Not  this 

once 
But  now  it  may  be  some  five  hundred  times 
I  called  you  ruffian,  pandar.  liar  and  rogue  : 
The  injury  must  be  leas  by  lapse  of  time  ?  " 
The  wrong  is  a  wrong,  one  and  immortal  too. 
And  that  vou  bore  it  those  five  hundred  times, 
Let  it  rankle  unrevenged  five  hundred  years. 
Is  just  five  hundred  wrongs    the  more    amd 

worse  I 
Men,  plagued  this  fashion,  get  to  explode  this 

way. 
If  left  no  other. 

"  But  we  left  this  man 
Many  another  way,  and  there  *8  his  fault," 
'T  is  answered  —  **  He  himself  preferred  our 

arm 
O'  the  law  to  fight  his  battle  vrith.    No  doubt 
We  did  not  open  him  an  armory 
To  pick  and  choose  from,  use,  and  then  reject. 
He  tries  one  weapon  and  fails,  —  he  tries  the 

next 
And   next:    he  flourishes   wit  and   common 


They  fail  him,  —he  pBes  logic  doughtily, 
It  fiuls  him  too,  —  thereon,  disoovers  last 
He  has  been  blind  to  the  combustibles  — 
That  all  the  while  he  is  aglow  with  irs. 


Boiling  with  irreproasible  rage,  and  so 

^Aa,j  try  explosives  and  discard  cold  steel,  — 

So  hires  assassins,  plots,  plana,  exaoates  I 

Is  this  the  honest  self-forgetting  rage 

We  are  called  to  pardon?    I>Des  the  fntiona 

bull 
Pick  out  four  help-mates  from  the  graang  herd 
And  journey  with  them  over  hill  and  dale 
TiU  he  flnd  his  enemy  ?  " 

Whatnjoinder?  aave 
That  friends  aooept  our  buU-simifitude- 
Bnll-like,  —  the  indiscriminate  slaughter,  rude 
And  reckless  aggravation  of  revenge. 
Were  all  i'  the  way  o*  the  bnite  who  never 

once 
Ceases,  amid  all  provocation  more. 
To  bear  in  mind  the  first  tormentor,  first 
Giver  o*  the  wound  that  goaded  him  to  fig^t : 
And,  thon^  a  dosen  follow  and  reinloroe 
The  aggressor,  wound  in  front  and  wound  in 

flank. 
Continues  undisturbedly  pnisuit. 
And  only  after  prostratmg  his  prise 
Turns  on  the  pettier,  makes  a  genecal  pi^y. 
So  Gnido  rushed  against  Violaate,  fint 
Author  of  all  his  wrongs,  fon$  ei  ongo 
Mahrum— dtopB  first,  oeluge  since,  —  whieh 

done. 
He  flniahed  with  the  rest.    Do  you  blame  a 

buU? 

In  truth  you  look  as  pnxsled  as  ere  I  pfeaehed ! 
How  is  that  ?    There  are  difficulties  perhaps 
On  any  supposition,  and  either  side. 
Each  party  wants  too  much,  claims  sympathy 
For  its  object  of  compassion,  more  than  |ust. 
Cry  the  wife's  friends,  *'  Oh,  the  enormons  crime 
Caused  by  no  provocation  in  the  world  I  ** 
''  Was  not  the  wife  a  little  weak  ?  '*  >-  inquire  — 
*'  Punished  extravagantly,  if  you  nlease. 
But  meriting  a  little  punishment  r 
One  treated  inconsiderately,  say, 
Rather  than  one  deserving  not  at  all 
Treatment  and  discinline  o'  the  hanher  sort  ?  ** 
No^  they  must  have  ner  purity  itself. 

8mte  angel,  —  and  her  parents  ampels  too 
I  an  aged  sort,  immaculate,  word  and  deed : 
At  all  events,  so  aeeming,  till  the  fiend. 
Even  Guide,  by  his  folly,  forced  from  them 
The  untoward  avowal  of  the  trick  o'  the  birth, 
Which  otherwise  were  safe  and  secret  now. 
Why,  here  you  have  the  awf nllest  of  erimss 
For  nothing  I    Hell  broke  loose  on  a  butterfly ! 
A  dragon  bom  of  roee  dew  and  the  moon  I 
Yet  here  is  the  monster  1    Why  he  *s  a  mere 

man- 
Bom,  bred  and  broaght  un  in  the  nsoal  way. 
His  mother  loves  him,  still  his  btothen  stiw 
To  the  good  fellow  of  the  bosrish  gamss ; 
The  Governor  of  his  town  knows  and  Mpprovcs, 
The  Archbishop  of  the  plaue  knows  and  assists : 
Here  he  has  Cardinal  This  to  vouch  for  ths 

past. 
Cardinal  That  to  trust  for  the  future,  —  maieh 
And  marriage  were  a  Cardinal's  making,  —  is 
^^      short. 
What  if  a  tn«edy  be  aeted  hera 
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Iniponible  for  matioe  to  in^roYe, 

And  timoeent  Guido  with  his  innoeent  four 

He  added,  all  fire,  to  the  gmilty  three, 

That  we  of  these  last  days  be  edified 

With  one  fnll  taate  o'  the  jnstioe  of  the  world  ? 

The  loBCp  and  the  short  is,  troth  aeema  what  I 

show:  — 
Undonbtedly  no  pains  oo^ht  to  be  tpared 
To  giTe  the  mob  an  inkling  of  our  lights. 
It  seems  unduly  harsh  to  put  the  man 
To  the  torture,  as  I  hear  the  court  intends. 
Though  readiest  way  of  twisting  out  the  truth  ; 
He  is  noble,  and  he  mar  be  innocent. 
On  the  other  hand,  if  they  exempt  the  man 
(As  it  is  also  said  they  hesitate 
On  the  fair  ground,  presumptire  guilt  is  weak 
I*  the  case  M  nobility  and  privilege),  — 
What  crime  that  ever  was,  ever  will  be. 
Deserves  the  torture  ?    Then  abolish  it  I 
Yon  see  the  reduction  ad  abgurdum^  Stn  f 

Her  Ezcellencv  must  pronounce,  in  fine  t 
What,  she  prefers  going  and  joining  play  ? 
Her  Highness  finds  it  late,  intends  retire  ? 
I  am  oftheir  mind  :  onlv,  all  this  talk  talked, 
'T  was  not  for  nothing  that  we  talked,  I  hope  f 
Both  know  as  much  about  it,  now,  at  least, 
As  all  Rome  :  no  particular  thanks,  I  beg  I 
(You  11  see,  I  have  not  so  advanced  myself. 
After  my  teaching  the  two  idiots  here  I) 


COUNT  GUIDO  FRANCESCHINI 

Thanks,  Sir,  but,  should  it  please  the  reverend 

Court, 
I  feel  I  can  stand  somehow,  half  sit  down 
Without  help,  make  shift  to  even  speak,  yon 


Fortified  by  the  sip  of  .  .  .  why,  't  is  wine, 

Velletri,  —  and  not  vinegar  and  gall, 

So  dianged  and  good  the  times  grow !  Thanks, 

(A,  but  one  8q>  's  enough !    I  want  my  head 
To  save  m^  neck,  there  ^s  work  awuts  me  still. 
How  cantious  and  considerate  .  .  .  aie,  aie, 

aie. 
Nor  your  fault,  sweet  Sir  I    Come,  you  take  to 

heart 
An  ordinary  matter.    Law  is  law. 
Noblemen  were  exempt,  the  vulvar  thought^ 
From  raekiag ;  but,  smee  law  thmks  otherwise, 
I  have  been  put  to  the  rack :  all  *s  over  now. 
And  neither  wrist — what  men  style,  out  of 

joint: 
If  aov  harm  be,  'tis  the  shoulder-blade. 
The  left  one,  that  seems  wrong  i'  the  socket,  — 

Sin, 
Much  eoold  not  happen,  I  was  quick  to  faint. 
Being  past  my  prime  of  life,  and  out  of  health. 
In  ^ort,  I  thank  you,  —yes,  and  mean  the 

•  word. 
Needs  must  the  Court  be  slow  to  understand 
How  this  quite  novel  form  of  taking  pain. 
This  getting  tortored  merely  in  the  neah, 


Amounts  to  almost  an  agreeable  change 
In  my  case,  me  fastidious,  plied  too  much 
With   opposite  treatment,  used  (forgive   the 

joke) 
To  the  rasp-tooth  toying  with  this  brain  of 

mine, 
And,  in  and  out  my  heart,  the  play  o'  the 

probe. 
Four  years  have  I  been  operated  on 
1*  the  soul,  do  you  see  —  its  tense  or  tremulous 

part — 
My  seu-respeet,  my  care  for  a  good  name, 
Pride  in  an  old  one,  love  of  kindred  —  just 
A  mother,  brothers,  sisters,  and  the  lilu. 
That  looked  up  to  my  face  when  days  were 

dirn^ 
And  fancied  they  found  light  there  — no  one 

spot, 
Foppishly  sensitive,  but  has  paid  its  pang. 
That,  and  not  this  yon  now  oblige  me  with. 
That  was  the  VigiPtorment.  if  you  please ! 
The  poor  old  noble  House  that  drew  the  rags 
O*  the  iSranoesehini's  once  sunerb  anay 
Close  round  her,  hoped  to  slink  unchallenged 

by,- 
Plnck  off  these  I    Turn  the  drapery  inside  out 
And  teach   the    tittering   town  how   scarlet 

wears! 
Show  men  the  liicVknsucss,  the  improvidence 
Of  the  easy-natnred  Count  before  this  Count, 
The  father  I  have  some  slight  feeling  for. 
Who  let  the  world  slide,  nor  foresaw  that 

friends 
Then  proud  to  cap  and  kiss  their  patron^s  shoe. 
Would,  when  the  pnise  he  left  held  spider- 
webs. 
Properly  posh  his  child  to  wall  one  day  ! 
Mimic  tne  tetchy  humor,  furtive  j^nnoe. 
And  brow  when  half  was  fnnoua,  half  fa- 
tigued, 
O'  the  same  son  got  to  be  of  middle  age, 
Sour,  saturnine,  —  your  hnmUe  servant  here,  — 
When  things  grow  eroas  and  the  young  wife,  he 

Take  to  the  window  at  a  whisUe's  bid. 

And  yet  demun  thereon,  preposterous  fool !  — 

Whereat  the  worthies  judge  he  wants  advice 

And  beg  to  civilly  ask  what  ^s  evil  here, 

Periiaps  remonstrate  on  the  habit  they  deem 

He 's  riven  unduly  to,  of  beating  her : 

.  .  .  Oh,  sure  he  beats  her-~why  says  John  so 

else. 
Who  is  cousin  to  George  who  is  sib  to  Tecla*s 

self 
Who  cooks  the  meal  and  combs   the  lady^s 

hair? 
What !    T  is  my  wrist  yon  merely  dislocate 
For  the  future  when  yon  mean  me  martyrdom  ? 

—  Let  the  old  mother's  ecooomv  alone. 

How  the  brocade-atrips  saved  o*^  the  seamy  side 
O'  the  wedding^wn  buy  raiment  for  a  year  f 

—  How  she  can  dress  and  dish  np  —  lordly  dish 
Fit  for  a  duke,  lamb's  head  and  purtenance  — 
With  her  proud  hands,  feast  honaehold  so  a 

week? 
No  word  o'  the  wine  rejoicing  God  and  man, 
The  less  when  three-parts  water?     Then,  I 

say, 
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A  trifle  of  toiiiue  to  the  flesh,  like  yours. 
While  floul  ia  spared  such  foretaste  of  hell-fire, 
Is  naagfat.     Bat  I  curtail  the  catalo^e 
Through  policy,  —  a  rhetorician^s  tnck,  -^ 
Because  I  would  reserre  some  choicer  points 
O'  the  practice,  more  exactljr  parallel 
(Having  an  eye  to  climax)  with  what  gift, 
Eventual  grace  the  Court  may  have  in  store^ 
I*  the  way  of  plague  —  what  crown  of  punish- 
ments. 
When  I  am  hanged  or  headed,  time  enough 
To  prove  the  tenderness  of  only  thatj 
Mere  heading,  hanging,  —  not   their  counter- 
part, 
Not  demonstration  finhlic  and  precise 
That  I,  having  married  the  mongrel  of  a  drah. 
Am  bound   to   grant  that  mongrel-brat,  my 

wife. 
Her  motlier^s  birthright-license  as  is  {ust,  — 
Let  her  sleep  undisturlx'd.  i*  the  family  style. 
Her  sleep  out  in  the  embraces  of  a  t>riest, 
Nor  disallow  their  bastard  as  my  heir ! 
Your  sole  mistake  —  dare  I  submit  so  much 
To  the  reverend  Court  ?  —  has  been  in  all  this 

pains 
To  make  a  stone  roll  down  hill,  ~  rack  and 

wrench 
And  rend  a  man  to  pieces,  all  for  what  ? 
Why  —  make  him  ope  month  in  his  own  defence. 
Show  cause  for  what  he  has  done,  the  irregular 

deed, 
(Since  that  he  did  it,  scarce  dispute  can  be) 
And  dear  his  fame  a  little,  beside  the  luck 
Of  stopping  even  yet,  if  possible, 
I>tsoomfort  to  his  flesh  from  noose  or  axe  — 
For  that,  out  come  the  implements  of  law  I 
Mav  it  content  mv  lords  the  gracious  Court 
To  listen  only  half  so  patient-long 
As  I  will  in  that  sense  prof  uselir  speak. 
And  —  fie,  they  shall  not  call   ia  screws  to 

help  I 
I  killed  Pompilia  Franoeschini,  l^rs  ; 
Killed  too  the  Comparini,  husband,  wife. 
Who  called  themselves,  by  a  notorious  lie, 
Her  father  and  her  mother  to  ruin  me. 
There 's  the  irregular  deed  :  you  want  no  more 
Than  right  interpretation  of  the  same. 
And  truth  so  far  —  am  I  to  understand  ? 
To  that  then,  with  oonveniimt  speed,  —  because 
Now  I  consider,  -  yes,  despite  my  boast. 
There  is  an  ailing  in  this  omoplate 
May  clip  my  speech  all  too  abruptly  short. 
Whatever  the  good-will  in  me.    Now  for  truth ! 

I*  the  name  of  the  indivisible  Trinitv !  ^ 

Will  my  lords,  in  the  plentitude  of  tneir  light. 

Weigh  well  that  all  this  trouble  has  come  on 

roe 
Through  my  persistent  treading  in  the  paths 
Where  I  was  trained  to   go, — wearing  that 

yoke 
My  shoulder  was  predestiiied  to  receive. 
Bom  to  the  hereaitary  stoop  and^  crease  ? 
Noble,  I  recognized  my  nobler  still. 
The  Church,  my  suzerain ;   no  moek-mistress, 

she; 
Thm  secular  owned   the   spiritual:    mates  of 

mine 


Have  thrown  their  careless  hoofs  up  at  her  eall 
**  Forsake  the  clover  and  come  drae  my  wain !  ** 
There  they  go  cropping:  I  protruded  nose 
To  halter,  bent  my  oack  of  docile  beast, 
And  now  am  whealed,  one  wide  wound  all  ol 

me. 
For  being  found  at  the  eleventh  hoar  o'  the  day 
Padding  the  mill-track,  not  neck-deep  in  gnas : 

—  My  one  fault,  I  am  stiffened  by  my  work, 

—  My  one  reward,  I  help  the  Court  to  smile ! 

I  am  representative  of  a  great  line, 
One  of  the  first  of  the  old  families 
In  Arezzo,  ancientest  of  Tuscan  towns. 
When  my  worst  foe  is  fain  to  challenge  this. 
His  wont  exception  runs —  not  first  in  rank 
But  second,  nople  in  the  next  d^ree 
Only ;  not  malice*  self  maligns  me  more. 
So,  my  lord  opposite  has  composed,  we  know, 
A  marvel  of  a  book,  sustains  the  point 
That  Francis  boasts  the  primacy  'mid  saints ; 
Yet  not  inaptly  hath  his  ai^gument 
Obtained  response  from  yon  my  other  lord 
In  thesis  published  with  the  world's  applanae 

—  Rather  'tis  Dominic  snch  post  befits : 
Why,  at  the  worst,  Francis  sUys  Francia  still. 
Second  in  rank  to  Dominic  it  may  be. 

Still,  very  saintly,  veiv  like  our  jLord ; 

And  I  at  least  descend  from  Guido  onoe 

Homafper  to  the  Empire,  naught  below  — 

Of  which  account  as  proof  that,  none  o'  the  liiM> 

Having  a  single  gift  beyond  brave  blood. 

Or  able  to  do  anight  but  give,  give,  give 

In  blood  and  brain,  in  house  and  land  and  cask. 

Not  get  and  gamer  as  the  vulgar  may, 

W^e  became  poor  as  Frauds  or  our  Lord. 

Be  that  as  it  likes  you.  Sirs,  —  whenever  it 

chanced 
Myself  grew  capable  anyway  of  remark, 
(Which   was   soon— penury   makes   wit   pre- 
mature) 
Thb  struck  me,  I  was  poor  who  should  be  rieh 
Chr  pay  that  fault  to  the  world  which  trifles  not 
When  lineage  lacks  the  flag  yet  lifts  the  pole : 
On,  therefore,  I  must  move  forthwith,  transfer 
My  stranded  self,  bom  fish  with  gill  and  fin 
Fit  for  the  deep  sea,  now  left  flap  bare-boeked 
In  slush  and  sand,  a  show  to  crawlers  vile 
Reared  of  the  low-tide  and  aright  therein. 
The  enviable  youth  with  the  old  name. 
Wide  chest,  stout  arms,  sound  brow  and  prick- 
ing veins, 
A  heartnil  of  denire,  man's  natnrsl  load, 
A  brainful  of  belief,  the  noble  *s  lot,  — 
All  this  life,  cramped  and  gasping,  high  and  dry 
V  the  wave's  retreat,  —  the  misery,  good  my 

lords. 
Which  made  you  merriment  at  Rome  of  late,  — 
It  made  me  reason,  rather  —  muaSj  demand 

—  Why  our  bare  dropping  palace,  m  tiie  sti«et 
Where  such-an-one  vrnoae  grandfather  sold  tri|ii 
Was  adding  to  his  purchased  pile  a  foorth 
Tall  tower,  could  hardly  show  a  turret  oonnd  ? 
Why  Countess  Beatrice,  whose  son  I  am. 
Cowered  in  the  winter-time  as  she  span  flax. 
Blew  on  the  earthen  basket  of  live  aah, 
Inst4Mid  of  jaunting  forth  in  coach  and  six 
Like  snch-another  widow  who  ne'er  waa  wefl  ? 
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I  asked  my  fellows,  how  came  this  about  ? 
**Wh7,  Jack,  the  sutler's  child,  perhaps  the 

camp's. 
Went  to  the  wanu  fought  sturdily,  took  a  town 
And  ffot  rewarded  as  was  natural. 
She  <»  the  coach  and  six  — excuse  me  there ! 
Whv,  don't  yon  know  the  story  of  her  friend  ? 
A  Clown  drsMed  vines  on  somebody's  estate, 
His  boy  recmled  from  muck,  liked  Latin  more, 
Stuck  to  his  pan  and  g:ot  to  be  a  priest, 
nil  one  day  .  .  .  don't  you  mind  that  telling 

tract 
Against  Molinos,  the  old  Cardinal  wrote  ? 
He  penned  and  dropped  it  in  the  patron's  desk, 
Who,  deep  in  thougntand  absent  much  of  mind. 
Licensed  the  thing,  allowed  it  for  his  own ; 

8uick  came  promotion,  —  8uum  cuique^  Count ! 
h,  he  can  pay  for  coach  and  six,  be  sure ! " 
**  —  Well,  let  me  go,  do  likewise:  war's  the 

word  — 
That  way  the  FWuoeschini  worked  at  finL 
I  'n  take  my  turn,  try  soldiership."  — ''  What, 

you? 
The  eldest  son  and  heir  and  prop  o'  the  house. 
So  do  you  see  your  duty  ?    Here 's  your  post. 
Hard  by  the  hearth  and  altar.    (Koam  from 

roof. 
This  youngster,  phur  the  nrpsy  out  of  doors. 
And  who  kee|is  kitn  and  Kin  that  fall  on  us  ?) 
Stand  fast,  stick  tight,  conserve  your  gods  at 

home  1 " 
*'  —  Well  then,  the  quiet  coutm,  the  contrary 

trade! 
We  had  a  oonsin  amon^  us  once  was  Pope, 
And  minor  glories  manifold.    Try  the  Church, 
The  tonsure,  and,  —  since  heresy 's  but  half-slain 
Even  by  the  Cardinal's  tract  he  thought  he 

wrote, — 
Hare  at  Molinos  I  "  ~ ''  Have  at  a  fool's  head  I 
You  a  priest  ?    How  were  marriage  poonble  ? 
There  most  be  Franceschini  till  time  ends  — 
That 's  jour  vocation.     Blake  your  brothers 

priests, 
Paul  snail  be  porporate,  and  Oirolamo  step 
Rpd-stockinged  in  the  presence  when  you  choose. 
But  save  one  Francescnini  for  the  age  1 
Be  not  the  rine  but  dig  and  dung  its  root. 
Be  not  a  priest  but  gira  up  priesthood's  loins. 
With  one  foot  in  Arezzo  stride  to  Rome, 
Spend  yourself  there  and  bring  the  purchase 

back! 
Go  hence  to  Rome,  be  guided !  " 

So  I  was. 
I  turned  alike  from  the  hillside  rigzag  thread 
Of  way  to  the  table>land  a  soldier  takes. 
Alike  from  the  low-ljring  pasture-place 
Where  chnrehmen  grase,  recline  and  ruminate, 
—  Ventured  to  mount  no  platform  like  my  lords 
Who  judge  the  world,  bear  brain  I  dare  not 

Drag- 
But  stationed  me,  might  thus  the  expression 

serve. 
As  who  should  fetch  and  carry,  come  and  go. 
Meddle  and  make  i'  the  cause  my  lords  love 

most  — * 
The  public  weal,  which  hangs  to  the  law,  which 

hoUs 


By  the  Church,  which  happens  to  be  through 

Qod  himself. 
Humbly  1  helped  the  Church  till  here  I  stand,^ 
Or  would  stand  but  for  the  omopJata,  yon  see ! 
Bidden  qualify  for  Rome,  I,  havii^  a  field, 
Went^  sold  it,  laid  the  sum  at  Peter's  foot : 
Which  means— I  settled  home-accounts  with 

speed. 
Set  apart  just  a  modicum  should  suffice 
To  hold  the  villa's  head  above  the  waves 
Of  weed  inundating  its  oil  and  wine. 
And  prop  roof,  stanchion  wall  o'  the  palace  so 
As  to  keep  breath  i'  die  body,  out  of  heart 
Amid  the  advance  of  neighboring  loftiness  — 
^People  like  building  where  they  used  to  beg)  — 
Till  succored  one  day,  —  shared  the  residue 
Between  my  mother  and  brothers  and  sisters 

there. 
Black-eyed  babe  Donna  This  and  Donna  That, 
As  near  to  starving  as  might  decently  be, 

—  Left  myself  journey-charges,  change  ol  suit, 
A  purse  to  put  i'  the  pocket  of  the  Groom 

O'  the  Chamber  of  the  patron,  and  a  glove 
With  a  ring  to  it  for  the  digits  of  the  niece 
Sure  to  be  helpful  in  his  household,  —  then 
Started  for  Rome,  and  led  the  life  prescribed. 
Close  to  the  Church,  though  clean  of  it,  I  as- 
sumed 
Three  or  four  orders  of  no  consequence, 

—  They  cast  out  evil  spirits  and  exorcise. 
For  example ;  bind  a  man  to  nothing  more. 
Give  clerical  savor  to  his  layman 's-salt. 
Facilitate  his  claim  to  loaf  and  fish 

Should  miracle  leave,  beyond  what  feeds  the 

flock. 
Fragments  to  brim  the  basket  of  a  friend  — 
Whue,  for  the  world's  sake,  I  rode,  danced  and 

gamed. 
Quitted  me  like  a  courtier,  measured  mine 
With  whatsoever  blade  had  fame  in  fence, 

—  Ready  to  let  the  basket  go  its  round 

Even  though  my  turn  was  come  to  help  myself. 

Should  Dives  count  on  me  at  dinner-time 

As  iust  the  understander  of  a  joke 

And  not  immoderate  in  repartee. 

Utrique  sic  paratua^  Sirs,  I  said, 

'*  Here,"  (in  the  fortitude  of  years  fifteen. 

So  good  a  pedagogue  is  penury) 

"  Here  wait,  do  service,  —  serving  and  to  serve ! 

And,  in  due  time,  I  nowise  doubt  at  lUl, 

The  recognition  of  my  service  comes. 

Next  year  I  'm  only  sixteen.    I  can  wait." 

I  waited  thirty  years,  may  it  please  the  Court : 
Saw  meanwhile  many  a  denizen  o'  the  dung 
Hop,  skip,  jump  o'er  my  shoulder,  make  him 

wings 
And  fly  aloft,  —  succeed,  in  the  usual  phrase. 
Every  one  soon  or  late  comes  round  by  Rome  : 
Stand  still  here,  you  '11  see  all  in  turn  succeed. 
Why,  look  you,  so  and  so,  the  physician  here. 
My  father's  lacquey's  son  we  sent  to  school. 
Doctored  and  dosed  this  Eminence  and  that. 
Salved  the  last  Pope  his  certain  obstinate  sore. 
Soon  bought  land  as  became  him,  names  it  now : 
I  grasp  bell  at  his  griffin-guarded  gate. 
Traverse  the  half-mile  avenue,  —  a  term. 
A  cypress,  and  a  statue,  three  and  three.    - 
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Delirer  mwiyii  Iraiii  m^  Ifoongnor, 

With  varietnr  at  loimg:*  i'  the  yaatihule 

I  'm  bamd  nom.  who  bear  mud  apon  m  ifaoe. 

My  father*e  fhinlitii^e  nephew,  Chanibemm,  — 

Nothim^  Ie«,  pleaee  yea  1  —  eonrteom  all  the 


—  He  does  not  lee  me  though  I  wait  an  ho«r 
At  his  etaircaee Jenrting  'twizt  the  braoe  of 

bustSf 
A  noeelem  Sylla^  Harins  matmed  to  match. 
My  lather  gaye  nim  for  a  hexaatieh 
Madeonmyhirthday,  —  bntheaeBdimedowii, 
To  make  aaMinda,  that  relic  I  prise  most — 
'Hbe  nnbamt  end  o*  the  Terr  candle.  Sin, 
Pvrfled  with  paint  so  prettily  ronnd  and  roond. 
He  carried  in  sneh  state  last  Peter^e-day,  — 
In  token  I,  his  gentleman  and  squire, 
Hjid  held  the  bridle,  walked  his  maaaced  mnle 
Without  a  tittnp  the  proeearion  throogh. 
Nay,    the    official, — one    yon    know,    sweet 

kndsl — 
Who  drew  the  warrant  for  my  tiaaaf er  late 
To  the  New  Prisons  from  TordBnona,  —  he 
Qracioosly  had  remambrsBoe  —  **  Fianceso  . . . 

haf 
sire,    now — how    a    thing   shall    came 

abootl  — 

me  a  doien  florins  abore  the  fee, 
For  drawing  dcfthr  up  a  deed  off  sals 
When  troaQes  fell  so  thick  on  him.  good  heart. 
And  I  was  prompt  and  pushing  I  ByallmeansI 
At  the  New  Prisons  be  It  his  son  shall  Ke, — 
Anything  for  an  old  friend  I  '*  and  thereat 
Signed  name  with  triple  floniisfa  underneath. 
These  were  my  fellows,  such  their  fortunes  now, 
While  I  —  kept  fasts  and  feasts  innumerable, 
Matina  and  veneia,  funetions  to  no  end 
I*  the  train  of  Monsignor  and  Eminence, 
As  gentleman-eqnire,  and  for  my  seal's  reward 
Have  rarely  mimed  a  place  at  the  table-foot 
Except  when  some  Ambassador,  or  such  like. 
Brandt  his  ownjpeopie.    Brief,  one  day  I  fmt 
The  tick  of  tame  mslae  me,  turning-point 
And  slight  sense  there  was  now  enough  of  this : 
That  I  was  near  my  scTeath  climacteric, 
Hard  upon,  if  not  orer,  the  middle  life. 
And,  altluNigh  fed  laj  the  east^wind,  fnlMmie- 

fine 
With  foretaste  of  the  Land  off  Ptamise,  still 
My  gorge  gave  s^ptom  it  micht  play  me  ffalse ; 
Better  not  press  it  rurther,  ^  oe  content 
With  firing  and  dying  only  a  nobleman. 
Who  merely  had  a  father  great  and  rich, 
Who  stmpiT  had  one  greater  and  richer  yet. 
And  so  on  back  and  &M$k  till  first  and  best 
Benni' the  night:  I  finish  in  the  dav. 
*'  The  mother  most  be  getting  old,**  I  said ; 
^  The  sisters  are  well  wedded  away,  our  name 


Can  manage  to  pass  a  sister  off,  at  need. 
And  do  for  dowrr :  both  my  brotheis  thriye  — 
Regular  prieots  tliey  are^  nor,  bat-like,  *bide 
Twist  flesh  and  fowl  with  neither  pririlege. 
My  spare  reyenue  must  keep  me  aad  mine. 
I  am  tired :  Areiao*s  air  ia  good  to  breathe  ; 
Vitriano,  — one  limea  flocks  of  thrushes  there ; 
A  leathern  coat  costs  little  and  lasts  long  : 
Let  me  bid  hope  good-by,  ocntent  at  hone  I  " 
Thns,oBeda7,  IdisbeaoaodnM  aad  bowed. 


Whereat  began  the  little  bos  and  thrill 

O'  the  gaaers  round  me ;  eaeh  fsoe  brightened 

up: 
As  when  at  your  Caaino,  deep  ia  dawn, 
A  gamester  says  at  last,  **  I  plajr  no  more. 
Forego  gain,  aoqniseee  in  loss,  withdraw 
Anyhow :  "  and  the  watehen  of  his  ways, 
A  trifle  struck  oompunetionB  at  the  wcwd, 
Tet  sensible  of  relief,  breathe  free  onoe  nM»re, 
Break  up  the  ring,  yentme  polite  adrioe  — 
**How.8ir?  Soscantofheartandhopemdeed? 
Retire  with  neither  croes  nor  i^ile  from  play  ?  — 
So   incurious,    ao    short-carting? — giro   sroor 

chance 
To  a  younger,  stronger,  bolder  spirit  beHke, 
Just  when  luck  turns  aikl  the  fine  threw  aweeps 

all?" 
Suck  was  the  chorus :  and  itsgoodwiU  meant — 
^*See  that  the  loeer  leave  door  handsomely ! 
There 's  an  ill  look,  —  it  *s  sinister,  spoila  sport. 
When  an  old  braiaed  aad  battered  veai4iy-year 
fighter  with  fortune,  not  a  penny  m  poke, 
B^ls  down  the  steps  of  our  establishment 
And  staggers  on  hrbad  daylieht  aad  the  world, 
Li  shagrag  beard  and  doleffal  doublet,  dropa 
And  breaks  his  heart  on  the  outside  :  people 

prate 
*  Sueh  is  the  profit  of  a  trip  upstalia  1 ' 
Contrive  he  sidle  fforth,  balked  of  the 
Best  dealt  by  way  off  moral. 
No  curse  but  blessings  rather  on  om  heads 
For  some  poor  prise  he  bears  at  tattered  breast. 
Some  palnahle  sort  off  kind  off  good  to  set 
Over  and   agamst    the   grievance :  give  him 

quick  I  ** 
Whereon  protested  Pteul, '*  Go  hamt  joonelvea ! 
Leave  him  to  me.    Count  Ouido  and  brother  of 

mine, 
A  weed  in  your  ear!    Take  ooumge, 
heart 


Ne'er  won  .  .  .  aha,  fair  lady,  don^  men  say  ? 
There  's  a  fore.  there  's  aright  VirvUian  dip! 
Do  vou  see  the  nappiness  o^  the  hint  f   At  woiet. 
Iff  tne  Church  want  no  more  off  you,  the  Court 
No  more,  and  the  Camp  as  little,  thelagratee,  — 

come. 
Count  you  are  counted :  still  yon  'va  coat  to  back, 
Not  cloth  off  gold  and  tissue,  as  we  hofNMl, 
But  cloth  wiUi  sparks  and  spangles  on  its  ffriese 
From  Camp,  Court,  Church,  enough  to  mi^e  a 

shine. 
Entitle  you  to  carry  honse  a  wile 
With  the  proper  dowrv,  let  the  worst  betide  ! 
Why,  it  was  just  a  wife  you  meant  to  take  I  ** 

Now,  Paulas  advice  was  weighty :  priests  should 

know : 
And  Paul  apprised  me,  ere  the  week  was  oat. 
That  Pietro  and  Viohmte,  the  eainr  pair, 

'k  tooemog 


The  cits  enough,  with  stoniaeh 

Had  jnst  the  daughter  and  exact  the 

To  truck  ffor  the  qnattt^  off  mya^:  *'8ha'e 

yonng^ 
Pretty  and  neh :  you*renohla,el«srie,clMiee. 
Isittobeamatch?"    *' A matah,'* said L 
Done  I    He  propoeed  all,  I  accepted  alL 
And  we  performed  aU.    So  I  saU  aaddid 
Simply.    As  simply  ffoUowed,  not  at  flint. 
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But  with  the  oatbreak  of  mklortaiie,  ftiU 
One  oonnneot   on   the   Mjing  and    doinir — 

"What? 
No  bloah  at  the  avowal  you  dared  buy 
A  giri  of  age  beoeems  your  gnuiddani^hter, 
likeozoraM?    Are  neeh  and  blood  a  ware  ? 
Are  heart  and  aoal  a  chattel  ?  '* 

Softly,  Size! 
Win  the  Coortof  its  eharity  teaoh  poor  me 
Anzionfl  to  learn,  of  any  way  V  the  world. 
Allowed  by  custom  and  convenience,  aave 
This  same  whioh,  taught  from  my  youth  np,  I 

trod? 
Take  me  along  with  yon ;  where  was  the  wrong 

step? 
If  what  Igave  in  barter,  style  and  state 
And  all  that  hangs  to  Franoesohinihood, 
Were  worthless,  —  why,  society  goes  to  ground. 
Its    rules   are    idiot^  •  rambling.     Honor  of 

birth,— 
If  that  thhtg  has  no  value,  cannot  buy 
Something  with  value  of  another  sort. 
Yon  've  no  reward  nor  punishment  to  ^ve 
I*  the  giving  or  the  takmg  honor  ;  stnught 
Your  soeial  fabric,  pinnacle  to  base, 
Comes  down  a-elatter  like  a  house  of  cards. 
Get  honor,  and  keep  honor  free  from  flnw. 
Aim   at   still   higher   honor, —  gabble   o' 

goose  I 
Go  bid  a  second  blockhead  like  mvaelf 
Spend  fifty  pream  in  gnnrdingbubbleB  of  breath, 
Soapsuds  with  air  i'  the  belfy,  gilded  brave, 
Guarded  and  guided,  all  to  break  at  Umoh 
O'  the  fint  youi«  girFs  hand  and  fiist  old  fool's 

pnise  1  ^ 
All  my  privation  and  endurance,  all 
Love,  loyalty  and  labor  dared  and  did, 
flddle-OMee  1  —  why,  doer  and  darer  both,  — 
Count  Guido  Franceeohini  had  hit  the  mark 
Far  better,  spent  his  life  with  more  effect. 
As  a  dancer  or  a  priaer,  trades  that  pay  I 
On  the  other  hand,  bid  this  buffoonery  oease. 
Admit  that  honor  is  a  privilege. 
The  qoestion  follows,  privilege  worth  what  ? 
Why,  worth  the  market-price,  —  now  up,  now 

down, 
Just  so  with  this  as  with  all  other  ware : 
Therefore  oany  the  market,  sell  your  name. 
Style  Mid  condition  to  who  buys  them  best  I 
"  Does  my  name  purchase,*^  had  I  dared  in- 
quire, 
**  Your  niece,  my  lord  ?  "  there  would  have  been 

rebuff 
Though  courtesy,  your  Lordship  cannot  else  — 
"  Not  altogether  I    Rank  for  rank  may  stand : 
But  I  have  wealth  beside,  you — poverty ; 
Yonr  scale  flics  up  there :  bid  a  second  bid. 
Rank  too  and  wealth  tooT*    Reasoned  like 

yoomelf  I 
But  was  it  to  yon  I  went  with  ffoodn  to  sell  ? 
This  time  H  was  my  scale  quietly  kissed  the 

ground, 
Here  rank  againat  mere  wealth— some  youth 

beside. 
Soma  beaaty  too,  thrown  into  the  baigain,  just 
As  the  buyer  likes  or  lets  alone.    I  thought 
To  deal  o'  the  sqnate:  othsn  find  fanh*  it 


The  thing  is,  those  my  offer  most  eoncemed, 
Pietro,  Violante,  cried  they  fair  or  foul  ? 
What  did  they  make  o'  the  terms?    Prepos- 
terous terms  ? 
Why  then  accede  so  promptly,  dose  with  such 
Nor    take    a  minute    to   chaffer?    Bargain 

struck, 
They  straight  grew  bilious,  wished  their  money 

back. 
Repented  tnem,  no  doubt :  why,  so  did  I, 
So  did  ^our  Lordship,  if  town4alk  be  true. 
Of  pacing  a  f uU  farm's  worth  for  that  piece 
B^Ttotroof  Cortona-;- probably 
His  scholar  Ciro  Ferri  ma^  have  retouched — 
You  caring  more  for  color  than  design  — 
Getting  a  little  tired  of  cupids  too. 
That's  incident  to  all  the  folk  who  buy  I 
I  am  charged,  I  know,  with  gilding  fact  by 

I  falsified  and  fabricated,  wrote 

Myself  down  roughly  richer  than  I  prove. 

Rendered  a  wrong  revenue,  —  grant  it  all  I 

Mere  grace,  mere  coonetry  such  fraud,  I  say : 

A  flourish  round  the  figures  of  a  sum 

For  fashion's  sake,  thi^  deceives  nobody. 

The  veritable  back>bone,  understood 

Essence  of  this  same  baigain,  blank  and  bare. 

Being  the  exdiange  of  qiiality  for  wealth.  — 

What  may  such  faaer-flighta  be?    Flecks  of 

oil 
Flirted  by  chapmen  where  plain  dealing  grates. 
I  may  have  dripped  a  drop  —  **My  name  I 

sell; 
Not  but  tliat  I  too  boMt  my  wealth  "  —  as  they, 
*'  —  We  bring  you  riches ;  still  our  ancestor 
Was  hardly  uie  rapscallion,  folk  saw  flogged. 
But  heir  to  we  know  who,  were  rights  of  force  1 " 
They  knew  and  I  knew  where  the  back-bone 

lurked 
I'  the  writhinss  of  the  bargain,  lords,  believe  1 
I  paid  down  afi  engaged  for.  to  a  doit. 
Delivered  them  just  that  which,  their  life  long. 
They  hungered  in  the  hearts  of  them  to  gain  — 
Incorporation  with  nobility  thus 
In   word  and  deed:  for  that  they  gave  me 

wealth. 
But  when  they  came  to  try  their  gain,  my 


9p 

The 


gift, 
titot 


»me  and  qualify  for  Aresio,  take 
le  tone  o'  the  new  sphere  that  absorbed  the 
old. 

Put  away  gossip  Jack  and  goody  Joan 
And  go  become  familiar  wiu  the  Great, 
GreatnesB    to  touch    and    taste  and  handle 


now,^ 
Why,  then,  -~  they  found  that  all  was  vanity, 
Vexation,  and  what  Solomon  deeoribes  I 
The  old  abundant  city-fare  was  best. 
The  kindly  warmth  o'  the  commons,  the  i^ad 

clap 
Of  the  equal  on  the  shoulder,  the  frank  grin 
Of  the  underling  at  all  so  many  spoons 
Fire-new  at  nmghbotly  treat,  —  best,  bast  and 

beat 
Beyond  compare  !—* down  to  the  loll  itself 
O'  the  pot-house  settle,  —  better  sudi  a  bench 
Than  the  stiff  cruciflxion  by  my  dais 
Under  the  ideocniicisl  dsmask  canoiqr 
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With  the  ooroneted  ooat-of-amifl  »-top  I 
Poverty  and  privation  for  pride's  sake, 
All  they  eng^a^d  to  easily  brave  and  biaar,  — 
With    the    fit  upon    them  and  their    brains 

a-work,  — 
Proved  unendurable  to  the  sobered  sots. 
A  banished  prince,  now,  will  exude  a  jnioe 
And  salamander-Hke  support  the  flame  : 
He  dines  on  chestnuts,  chucks  the  husks  to 

help 
The  broil  o*  the  bnuder,  i>ays  the  due  baioc, 
Goes  off  ligrht-hearted  :  his  grimace  b^ns 
At  the  funny  humors  of  the  christening-feast 
Of    friend    the    money  -  lender,  —  then     he  *s 

touched 
By  the  flame  and  frizzles  at  the  babe  to  kiss  I 
msre  was  the  converse  trial,  opposite  mind : 
Here  did  a  petty  nature  split  on  rook 
Of  vulgar  wants  predestinate  for  such  — 
One  dish  at  supper  and  weak  wine  to  boot ! 
The  prince  haa  grinned  and  borne :  the  citizen 

shrieked, 
(Summoned   the   neighborhood    to   attest   the 

wrong. 
Made  noisy  protest  he  was  murdered,  —  stoned 
And  burned  and  dixiwned  and  hanged,  —  then 

broke  away, 
He  and  his  wife,  to  tell  their  Rome  the  rest. 
And  this  von  admire,  yon  men  o*  the  world, 

my  lords  ? 
This  moves  compassion,  makes  yon  doubt  my 

faith? 
Whv,  I  appeal  to  .  .  .  sun  and  moon  ?    Not  1 1 
Ratner  to  Flautns,  Terence,  Boccaccio's  Book, 
My    townsman,    frank    8er    Franco's    merry 

.   Tales,— 
To  all  who  strip  a  vizard  from  a  face, 
A  body  from  its  padding,  and  a  soul 
Prom  froth  and  ignorance  it  stvles  itself,  — 
If  this  be  other  than  the  dailv  na^ 
Of  purblind  greed  that  dog-like  still  drops  bone. 
Grasps   shadow,   and  then  howls  the  case  is 

hard! 

So  much  for  them  so  far :  now  for  mjrself. 
My  profit  or  loss  i'  the  matter :  married  am  I : 
Text  whereon  friendly  censors  burst  to  preach. 
Ay,  at  Rome  even,  long  ere  I  was  left 
To  regulate  her  life  for  my  younv  bride 
Alone  at  Arezzo,  friendliness  outbroke 
(Sifting  my  future  to  predict  its  fault) 
''  Purchase  and  sale  being  thus  so  plain  a  point. 
How  of  a  certain  soul  bound  up,  maybe, 
I'  the  barter  with  the  body  and  money-bags  ? 
From  the  bride's  soul  what  is  it  ^ou  expect  ?  " 
Why,  loyalty  and  obedience,  —  wish  ana  will 
To  settle  and  suit  her  fresh  and  plastic  mind 
To  the  novel,  not  disadvantageous  mould  I 
Father  and  mother  shall  the  woman  leave. 
Cleave  to  the  husband,  be  it  for  weal  or  woe : 
There  is  the  law :  what  sets  this  law  aside 
In  mj  particular  case  ?    My  friends  subnut 
**  Guide,  guardian,  benefactor,  — fee,  faw,  fnm, 
The  fact  18  yon  are  forty-flve  years  old. 
Nor  very  comely  even  for  that  S|ge : 
Girls  must  have  boys."   Why,  let  giris  say  so 

then. 
Nor  call  the  boys  and  men,  who  say  the  same. 


Brute  this  and  beast  the  other  as  they  do  I 
Ck>me,  cards  on  table  I    When  yon  ehut  us 

next 
Epithalamium  f  uU  to  overflow 
With  praise  and  glory  of  white  womanhood. 
The  chaste  and  pure  —  troll  no  such  lies  oVr 

Put  in  tneir  stead  a  crudity  or  two. 

buch  short  and  simple  statement  of  the  case 

As  youth  chalks  on  our  walls   at  spring  of 

fear  I 
shall  still  think  nobler  of  the  sex. 
Believe  a  woman  still  may  take  a  man 
For  the  short  period  that  his  soul  wears  flesh. 
And,  for  the  soul's  sake,  understand  the  faolt 
Of  armor  frayed  by  fighting.    Tnah,  it  tempts 
One's  tongue  too  much  I    1*11  say —  the  law  *s 

the  law  * 
With  a  wife  I  look  to  find  all  wifelinesa. 
As  when  I  buy,  timber  and  twig,  a  tree  — 
I  buy  the  song  o'  the  nightingale  inside. 

Such  was  the  pact :  Pompilia  from  the  first 
Broke  it,  refused  from  the  beginning  day 
Either  in  body  or  soul  to  cleave  to  mine. 
And  pubUshed  it  forthwith  to  all  the  world. 
No   rupture,  —  you    most    join   ere   yon  can 

break, — 
Before  we  had  cohabited  a  month 
She  found  I  was  a  devil  and  no  man,  — 
Made  common  oause  with  those  who  fonnd  as 

much. 
Her  parents,  Pietro  and  Violante,  —  moved 
Heaven  and  earth  to  the  rescue  of  all  three. 
In  four  months'  time,  the  time  o'  the  parents' 

stay, 
Arezzo  was  a-rin^ng,  bells  in  a  blase, 
With  the  unimaginable  story  rife 
I'  the  month  of  man,  woman  and  child  — 1« 

wit 
My  misdemeanor.    First  the  lighter  side. 
Ludicrous  face  of  thines,  —  how  very  poor 
The  Franceschini  had  become  at  lasL 
The  meanness  and  the  misery  of  each  shift 
To  save  a  soldo,  stretch  and  make  ends  meet. 
Next,  the  more  hateful  aspect.  —  how  myself 
With  cruelty  beyond  Caligula  s 
Had  stripped  and  beaten,  robbed  and  mordered 

them. 
The  good  old  couple,  I  decoyed,  abused. 
Plundered  and  then  cast  out,  and  happily  so. 
Since,  —  in  due  course  the  abominable  oimiea,— 
Woe  worth  the  poor  young  wife  left  Imwly  hare  I 
Repugnant  in  my  person  as  m^  mind, 
I  sought,  —  wss  ever  heard  of  such  revenge  f 
—  To  lure  and  bind^  her  to  so  cursed  a  conch. 
Such  coHsm  brace  with  sulphur,  snake  and  tosd. 
That  she  was  fain  to  rush  forth,  call  the  stones 
O'  the  common  street  to  save  her,  not  from  hate 
Of  mine  merely,  but  .  .  .  must  I  burn  my  Bps 
With  the  blister  of  the  lie  ?  •  .  .  the  satyr4ove 
Of  who  but  my  own  brother,  the  young  priest. 
Too  long  enforced  to  lentea  fare  belike. 
Now  tempted  by  the  morsel  tossed  him  full 
I'  the  trencher  where  lay  bread  and  herbs  at 

best. 
Blark,  this  yonrselves  say  I  —  this,  none 

lows. 
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Was  chjuged  to  me  bj  ihe  omTenal  roioe 
At  the  instigation  of  my  four-months'  wife !  — 
And  then  von  ask.  ^^Snch  oharges  so  preferred, 
(Tmly  or  falsely,  here  concerns  us  not) 
Pricked  yon  to  punish  now  if  not  before  ?  — 
IHd  not  Uie  harshness  double  itself,  the  hate 
Harden  ?  ^'    I  answer,  '*  Have  it  your  way  and 

will  I " 
Say  my  resentment  in^w  apace :  what  ^en  ? 
Do  you  cry  out  on  the  marvel  ?    When  I  find 
That  pure  smooth  egg  which,  laid  within  my 

nest. 
Could  not  out  hatch  a  comfort  to  us  all, 
lasnes  a  oockatrice  for  me  and  mine,^ 
Do  you  stare  to  see  me  stamp  on  it?    Swans 

are  soft : 
Is  it  not  clear  that  she  you  call  my  wife, 
That  any  wife  of  any  husband,  caught 
WhettiiM^  a  sting  like  this  against  his  breast,  — 
Speekled  with  fragments  of  the  fresh  -  broke 

shell. 
Married  a  month  and  making  outcry  thus.  — 
Proves  a  plague-prodigy  to  Gfod  and  man  r 
8he  married :  what  was  it  she  married  for, 
Counted  upon  and  meant  to  meet  therebv  ? 
**  Love,"  suggests  some  one, ""  love,  a  little  word 
Whereof  we  have  not  heard  one  syllable." 
So,  the  Pomoilia,  child,  girl,  wife,  in  one, 
Wanted  the  oeating  pulse,  the  rolling  eye. 
The  frantic  gesture,  the  devotion  due 
From  Thynis  to  Neiera  I    Guido*s  love  — 
Why  not  Proven^  roses  in  his  shoe, 
Ptmne  to  his  cap,  and  trio  of  guitars 
At  easement,  with  a  bravo  close  beside  ? 
C4ood  things  all  these  are,  clearly  claimable 
When  the  fit  price  is  paid  the  proper  way. 
Had  it  been  some  friend's  wife,  now,  threw  her 

fan        ^      ^ 
At  my  foot,  with  just  this  prettv  scrap  attached. 
**  Sluune,  death,  damnation  —  fall  these  aB  they 

may. 
So  I  find  you,  for  a  minute  I    Come  thb  eve  !  " 
—  Whv,  at  such   sweet   self-sacrifice,  —  who 

knows? 
I  might  have  fired  up,  found  me  at  my  post. 
Ardent  from  head  to  heel,  nor  feared  catch 

cough. 
Nay,  had  some  other  friend's  .  .  .  say,  daugh- 
ter, tripped 
Upstairs  and  tumbled  flat  and  frank  on  me, 
JBareheaded  and  barefooted,  with  loose  hair 
And  garments  all  at  large,  —  cried  *^Take  me 

thus! 
Duke  So-and-So,  the  greatest  man  in  Rome  — 
To  escape  his  hand  and  heart  have  I  broke 

bounds, 
Traveised  the  town  and  reached  you  1 "  —  Then, 

indeed. 
The  lady  had  not  reached  a  man  of  ice  I 
I  would  have  rummaged,  ransacked  at  the  word 
Those  old  odd  comers  of  an  empty  heart 
For  remaaats  of  dim  love  the  long  disused. 
And  dusty  erumUings  of  romance  1    But  here. 
We  talk  of  iost  a  marriage,  if  you  please  — 
The  every-aay  conditions  and  no  more ; 
Wliere  do  these  bind  me  to  bestow  one  drop 
Of  blood  shidl  dye  my  wife's  true-love-knot 

pink? 


Pompilia  was  no  pigeon,  Venus'  pet. 
That  shuffled  from  between  her  preming  paps 
To  sit  on  my  rough  shoulder,  —  but  a  hawk, 
I  bought  at  a  hawk's  price  and  carried  home 
To  do  hawk's  service  —  at  the  Rotunda,  say. 
Where,  six  o'  the  callow  nestlings  in  a  row. 
You  pick  and  choose  and  pay  the  price  for  such. 
I  have  paid  my  pound,  await  my  penny's  worth. 
So,  hooawink,  starve  and  propeny  train  mpr  bird. 
And,  should  she  prove  a  haggard,  —  twist  her 

neck! 
Did  I  not  pay  my  name  and  style,  my  hope 
And  trust,  my  all  ?    Through  spending  these 

amiss 
I  am  here  I    'T  is  scarce  the  gravity  of  the  Court 
Will  blame  me  that  I  never  piped  a  tune, 
Treated  my  falcon-gentle  like  my  finch. 
The  obligation  I  incurred  was  just 
To  practise  mastery,  prove  my  mastership :  — 
Pompilia's  duty  was  — submit  herself, 
Afford  me  pleasure,  perhaps  cure  my  bile. 
Am  I  to  teach  my  lords  what  marriage  means. 
What  God  ordains  thereby  and  man  fulfils 
Who,  docile  to  the  dictate,  treads  the  house  ? 
My  lords  have  chosen  the  happier  part  with  Paul 
And  neither  marrv  nor  bum,  —  yet  priestHness 
Can  find  a  parallel  to  the  maniage-bond 
In  its  ovm  blessed  special  ordinance 
Whereof  indeed  was  marriage  made  the  type : 
The  Church  may  show  her  insubordinate. 
As  marriage  her  refractory.    How  of  the  Monk 
Who  finds  the  daustral  regimen  too  sharp 
After  the  first  month's  essay?    What's  the 

mode 
With  the  Deacon  who  supports  indifferently 
The  rod  o'  the  Bishop  when  he  tastes  its  smart 
FuU  four  weeks  ?    Do  yon  straightway  slacken 

hold 
Of  the  innocents,  the  all-unwary  oims 
Who,  eager  to  profess,  mistook  their  mind  ?  — 
Remit  a  fast-day's  ri^or  to  the  Monk 
Who   fancied    Francis'    manna    meant    roast 

Snails,  — 
e  the  Deacon  sweet  society. 
He  never  thought  the  Levite-rule  renounced,  — 
Or   rather   prescribe  short   chain   and   sharp 

scouiffe 
Corrective  of  such  peccant  humors  ?    This  — 
I  take  to  be  the  Church's  mode,  and  mine. 
If  I  was  over-harsh,  —  the  worse  i*  the  wife 
Who  did  not  win  from  harshness  as  she  on^t. 
Wanted  the  patience  and  persuasion,  lore 
Of  love,  should  cure  me  and  console  herself. 
Put  case  that  I  mishandle,  flurry  and  fright  ^ 
My  hawk  through  clumsiness  in  sportsmanship, 
Twitch  out  five  pens  where  pluckmg  one  would 

serve  — 
What,  shall  she  bite  and  claw  to  mend  the  case  ? 
And,  if  you  find  I  pluck  five  more  for  that. 
Shall  you  weep     How  he  roughs  the  turtle 

there  "  ? 

Such  was  the  starting ;  now  of  the  further  step. 
In  lieu  of  taking  penance  in  good  part. 
The  Monk,  with  hue  and  cry,  snmmoiis  a  mob 
To  make  a  bonfire  of  the  convent,  say,  — 
And  the  Deacon's  pretty  piece  of  virtue  (save 
The  ears  o'  the  Court !    I  try  to  save  my  head) 
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Instmetod  bjr  the  in^ennooi  postnlaiiL 
Takm  the  Biehop  with  adalterv,  (mud 
Needs  mast  pair  off  with  mna,  and  filth  with 

filth)  — 
Such  beinfir  my  next  ezperienoe.    Who  knows 

not  — 
The  oonple,  father  and  mother  of  my  wife, 
Returned  to  Rome,  pablished  before  my  lords, 
Pat  into  printL  maae  eiicnlate  far  and  wide 
That  they  had  cheated  me  who  cheated  them  7 
Pompilia,  I  samMsed  their  daughter,  drew 
Breath    first    *mid    Rome's    wont    rankness, 

throngh  the  deed 
Of  a  drab  and  a  rogue,  was  by-blow  bastard-babe 
Of  a  nameless  strumpet,  passed  off,  palmed  on 


As  the  daughter  with  the  dowry.    Daughter  ? 

Dirt 
O' the  kennel!    Dowry?    Dust  o' the  street t 

Naught  more 
Naught  leM,  naught  else  but — oh— ah— as- 
suredly 
A  Franoeschmi  and  my  yeiy  wife  I 
Now  take  this  charge  as  you  will,  for  fidse  or 

true, — 
This  chaige,  preferred  before  your  very  sdres 
Who  Jud^  me  now,  —  I  pray  yon,  adjudge 

again, 
CIassiii|g  it  with  the  cheats  or  wiih  the  lies. 
By  which  category  I  suffer  most  1 
But  of  their  redionirar,  thein  who  deslt  with  me 
In  either  fashion,  —  rreserre  my  word. 
Justify  that  in  its  place ;  I  am  now  to  say. 
Whichever  point  o*  the  charge  might  poison 

most, 
Pompilia*8  duty  was  no  doubtful  one. 
Yon  put  the  protestation  in  her  month, 
*'  Henceforward  and  foreTcrmore,  avannt 
Ye  fiends,  who  drop  diMTuise  and  glare  rerealed 
In  your  own  shape,  no  longer  father  mine 
Nor  mother  mine  I    Too  nakedly  yon  hate 
Me  whom  von  looked  as  if  von  loved  once,  —  me 
Whom,  whether  true  or  false,  your  tale  now 

aamns, 
Divulged  thus  to  my  public  infamy. 
Private  perdition,  aboolnte  overthrow. 
For,  hate  my  husband  to  your  hearts'  content, 
I,  spoil  and  prey  of  yon  from  first  to  Isst, 
I  who  have  done  yon  the  blind  service,  lured 
The  lion  to  your  pitfall,  —  I,  thus  left 
To  answer  tor  my  ignorant  bleating  there, 
I  should  have  been  remembered  and  withdrawn 
From  the  first  o'  the  natural  fury,  not  fiung  loose 
A  proverb  and  a  byword  men  will  mouth 
At  the  cross-way,  m  the  oornei%  up  and  down 
Rome  and  Areoo,  —there,  full  in  my  face. 
If  my  lord,  missing  them  aiid  finding  me, 
Content  himself  with  casting  his  reproach 
To  drop  i*  the  street  where  such  impcstom  die. 
Ah,  but  —  that   husband,  what   the   wander 

werol  — 
If,  far  from  casting  thus  away  the  rag 
Hmearcd  with  the  plague,  his  nand  had  chanced 

upon. 
Sewn  to  his  pillow  by  Loousta's  wile.— 
Far  from  abolishing,  root,  stem  and  oraiieb. 
The  miMTOwth  of  infections  mistletoe 
Foisted  uto  his  stock  for  honest  graft,  — 


If  he  npndJMto  not.  renounce 
But,  guarding,  pnoing  me,  n 
By  making  it  nis  own,  (what  other  way  ?) 
—  To  keep  my  name  for  me,  he  call  it  lua. 
Claim  it  of  who  would  take  it  by  their  lie,  — 
To  save  my  wealth  for  me  —  or  babe  of  mine 
Their  lie  was  framed  to  beggar  at  the  birth -^ 
He  bid  them  loose  grasp,  give  our  gold  again : 
If  he  become  no  partner  with  the  pair 
Even  in  a  game  which,  played  adroitly,  gitrea 
Its  winner  life's  great  wonderful  new  ehaaoe,  -* 
Of  marrying  to  wit,  a  second  time,  — 
Ah,  if  he  dm  thus,  what  a  friend  were  he ! 
Anger  he  mi^^t  show,  —  who  can  stamp  out 

Yet  spread  no  black  o'  the  brand? — yet,  rong^ 

albeit 
In  the  act.  as  whose  bare  feet  feel  embeis 

scorch, 

Whnt   ^raoe  were  his,  what  gntitade  were 

mme  I " 
Such  protestation  should  have  been  my  wife's. 
Looking  for  this,  do  I  exact  too  much  ? 
Why,  here 's  the  —  word  for  word  so  much,  no 

moro"~ 
AtowsI  she  made,  her  pure  spontaneoos  speech 
To  mv  brother  the  Abate  at  fiist  Unsh, 
Ere  tne  good  impulse  had  begun  to  fade : 
So  did  she  make  confearion  for  the  jMur, 
So  pour  forth  praises  in  her  own  benaU • 


"  Av,  the  false  letter,"  inteipose  my  lords  — 
"  Tne  simulated  writing,  —  ^t  was  a  trick  : 
You  traced  the  signs,  she  merely  marked  the 


The  product  was  not  hers  but  yours."     Alack, 

I  want  no  more  imjpnlsion  to  tell  truth 

From  the  other  tnck,  the  torture  inside  there  I 

I  confess  all  —  let  it  be  understood  — 

And  deny  nothing  I    If  I  baffle  yon  so^ 

Can  BO  fence,  in  the  plentitnde  oi  ri^t. 

That  my  poor  lathen  dagger  puts  aside 

Elach  pssB  o'  the  Bilboa,  beata  you  nil    the 

same,  — - 
What  matters  inefficiency  of  blade  ? 
Mine  and  not  hen  the  letter,  —  conceded,  lords ! 
Impute  to  me  that  practice  1  —  take  as  proved 
I  taught  mv  wife  her  duty,  made  her  see 
What  it  behoved  her  see  and  say  and  do. 
Feel  in  her  heart  and  with  her  tongne  declare. 
And,  whether  sluggish  or  recalcttrant. 
Forced  her  to  take  the  right  step,  I  myself 
Was  marohing  in  marital  lectitnae  1 
Why,  who  finos  fault  here,  say  the  tale  be  true  ? 
Would  not  my  lords  commend  the  priest  whose 

seal 
Seized  on  the  sick,  morose  or  moribund. 
By  Uie  palsy-smitten  finger,  made  it  croas 
His  brow  correctly  at  the  critical  time  ? 
—  Or  answered  for  the  inarticulate  babe 
At  baptism,  in  its  stead  declared  the  faith. 
And  saved  what  else  would  perish  unprof  eswd  ? 
True,  the  incapable  hand  may  rally  yet. 
Renounce  the  sign  with  renovated  stresjglli,  — 
The  babe  may  jrrow  np  man  and  If  oHnist,  — 
And  so  Pompdia,  set  in  the  good  ijath 
And  left  to  go  alone  there,  soon  might  see 
That  too  fnnk-forwnrd,  all  too  aimnl»«tni^t 
Her  step  was,  and  decline  to  tread  tne  rsngh. 
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When  hare  Uj,  irnxxpiting  loot,  the  meadoir«ide, 
And  there  the  eopinee  rang  with  etnging-hixde  1 
i>oon  she  disoovered  she  was  young  end  i»it, 
That  many  in  Areoo  knew  as  muoh. — 
Yee.  this  next  cnp  of  hitterness,  my  lords, 
Haa  to  begin  go  filling,  drop  br  drap, 
Its  measure  up  of  full  cu8pra>t  for  me, 
Filtered  into  by  everr  noisome  drain  — 
SSocietr's  sink  toward  whieh  all  moisture  runs. 
Would   not^  you  prophesy  —  **6he   on  whose 

brow  is  stampea 
The  note  of  the  imputation  that  we  know,  — 
Rightly  or  wrongly  mothered  with  a  whore,  — 
Suoh  an  one,  to  disprore  the  frightful  oharge, 
What  will  she  but  exaggerate  ohastity, 
"Err  in  exoeas  of  wifehood,  as  it  were, 
Renounoe  eren  loTities  permitted  Touth, 
Though  not  youth  struck  to  age  by  a  thunder- 
bolt? 
Cry  *woll '  i'  the  sheepfold,  where  *s  the  sheep 

dares  bleat, 
Knowing  the  shepherd  listens  for  a  mwl  ?  " 
So  yon  expect.    How  did  the  deril  decree  ? 
Why,  m^  lords,  just  the  contrary  of  course  I 
It  waa  m  the  house  from  the  window,  at  the 

diuroh 
From  the  hassock,  —  where  the  theatre  lent  its 

lodge, 
Orstaging  for  the  public  show  left  space,  — 
That  still  Pompilia  needs  must  find  herself 
Launching  her  looks  forth,  letting  looks  reply 
As  arrows  to  a  challenge ;  on  all  sides 
Ever  new  eootribution  to  her  lap. 
Till  one  day,  what  is  it  knocks  at  my  denohed 

teeth 
But  the  cup  full,  curse-oolleeted  all  for  me  ? 
And  I  must  needs  drink,  drink  this  gaUant's 


Thatmittion^s  prayer,  the  other  fop's  reproach. 
And   eome  at   the  dregs    to  —  Caponsacehi  I 

•Sirs, 
I,  —  chin  deep  in  a  marsh  of  misery. 
Struggling  to  extricate  my  name  and  fame 
And  fortune  from  the  marsh  would  drown  them 

aU, 
My  face  the  sole  unstrangled  part  of  me,  — 
I  must  have  this  new  gacUfly  m  that  face. 
Must  free  me  from  the  attacking  loTcr  too  1 
Men  say  I  battled  ungracefully  enough  — 
Was  hush,  uncouth  and  ludicrous  beyond 
The  proper  part  o'  the  husband :  hare  it  so ! 
Tour  loraahipe  are  considerate  at  least  — 
You  Older  me  to  ^Mak  in  my  def  enee 
Plainly,  expect  no  quaTcring  tuneful  trills 
As  wbBii  you  bid  a  sin^r  solace  yon,  — 
Nor  look  that  I  shall  gire  it,  for  a  graoe. 
Statu  pede  in  wio.*  —  yon  remembw  well 
In  the  one  caae,  *t  is  a  plainsondr  too  serere. 
This  stonr  of  m^  wrongs,  —  sno  that  I  ache 
And  need  a  chair,  in  the  other.    Ask  you  me 
Why,  when  I  felt  this  trouble  flap  my  face, 
Already    prieked    with   erery    ahame  could 

perch,  — 
When,  with  her  parents,  my  wife  plagued  me 

too,— 
Whr  I  enforced  not  exhortation  mild 
To  uMTe  whore's-^ricks  and  let  mar  brows  alone. 
With  mnlet  of  eomflts,  promise  ot  petfnme  ? 


"  Far  from  that  I    No,  you  took  the  opporite 

couise, 
Breathed  threatenings,  rage  and  slaughter!" 

What  you  wiUT 
And  the  end  has  come,  the  doom  is  Tcrily 

here. 
Unhindered  by  ihe   threatening.    See  fato^s 

flare 
Full  on  each  face  of  the  dead  guilty  three  1 
Look  at  them  well,  and  now,  lords,  look  at 

this! 
Tell  me :  if  on  that  day  when  I  found  first 
That  Guonsaochi  thoujg^t  the  nearest  way 
To  his  duurch  was  some  hall-mile  round  by  my 

door. 
And  that  he  so  admired,  shall  Isnppcee, 
The  manner  of  the  swallows'  come-and-go 
Between  the  profia  o'  the  window  oveihead,  — 
That  window  nappening  to  be  my  wife's,  — 
As  to  stand  gazing  by  tne  hour  on  high. 
Of  May-cTce,  whife  she  sat  and  let  him  smile,  -> 
If  I,  —  instead  of  threatening,  talking  }ng. 
Showing  haii^^wder,  a  prodij^ns  pmoh. 
For  poison  in  a  bottle,  —  making  belicTe 
At  desperate  doings  with  a  bauble-sword. 
And  otner  bugaboo-and-baby-work,  — 
Had,  with  the  ▼ulgaieet  household  implement, 
Calinly  and  quietly  out  off,  clean  through  bone. 
But  one  loint  of  one  finger  of  my  wife. 
Saying,  ^  For  listening  to  the  serenade. 
Here 's  ]roiir  ring-finger  shorter  a  full  third : 
Be  certain  I  will  shoe  away  next  joint. 
Next  time  that  anybody  underneath 
Seems  somehow  to  be  sauntering  as  he  honed 
A  flower  would  eddr  out  of  your  hand  to  nis. 
While  you  please  fidget  with  the  branch  abore 
O'  the  rose-tree  in  the  terrace  I "  —  had  I  done 

■o. 
Why,  thera  had  followed  a  quick  sharp  scream, 

some  pain. 
Much  calling  for  plaister,  damage  to  the  dress, 
A  somewhat  sulky  countenance  next  day. 
Perhaps  reproaches,  —  but  reflections  too  1 
I  don't  hear  much  ai  harm  that  Malchusdtd 
After  the  incident  of  the  ew,  my  lords ! 
Saint  Peter  took  the  efficacious  way ; 
Mahshns  was  sore  but  silenced  for  ms  life : 
He  did  not  hang  himself  i'  the  Potter's  Field 
Like  Judas,  who  was  trusted  with  the  bag 
And  treated^  to  sops  after  he  proved  a  thief. 
So,  by  this  time,  my  true  and  obedient  wife 
Mqrht  hare  been  telling  beads  with  a  gkired 

hand; 
Awkward  a  little  at  priekinflr  hearts  and  darte 
On  sampler  poonbly,  out  well  otherwise : 
Not  where  Rome  snudders  now  to  see  her  lie. 
I  give  that  for  the  course  a  wise  man  takes  ; 
I  took  the  other  however,  tried  the  fool's. 
The  lighter  remedy,  brandished  rapier  dread 
With  ocrk-ball  at  the  tip,  boxed  Mahshus'  ear 
Instead  of  severing  the  cartilage. 
Called  her  a  terrible  nickname  and  the  like. 
And  thtra  an  end :  and  what  was  the  end  of 

that? 
What  was  the  good  effect  o'  the  gentle  conree? 
Why,  one  night  I  went  drowsily  to  bed. 
Dropped  aslMp  suddenly,  not  suddenly  woke. 
But  did  wake  with  rough  ronaing  and  load  cry. 
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To  find  noon  in  my  face,  a  crowd  in  mj  room. 
Fames  in  my  brain,  fire  in  my  throat,  my  wife 
Gone    Ood   knows    whither,  —  rifled   vesture- 
chest. 
And  ransacked  money-coffer.    **  What  does  it 


? 


»i 


The  serraats  had  been  dragged  too,  stared  and 

yawned. 
*'  It  moat  be  tnat  oar  lady  has  eloped  1  ^' 

—  ''Whither   and   with    whom?"  — "With 

whom  bat  the  Canon  ^s  sell  ? 
One  reoognixes  Caponsacohi  there  I "  — 
(B^  this  time  the  admiring  neighborhood 
Joined  choros  round  me  while  I  rubbed  my 

eyes) 
*'  'T  is  months  since  their  intelligenoe  began,  — 
A  comedy  the  town  wss  privy  to,  — 
He  wrote  and  she  wrote,  she  spoke,  he  re- 

filied, 
And  going  in  and  out  yoar  hoose  last  night 
Was  easy  work  for  one  ...  to  be  plain  with 

you  .  .  . 
Accustomed  to  do  both,  at  dusk  and  dawn 
When  you   were  absent, —  at  the   villa,  you 

know. 
Where  husbandry  required  the  mastei^mind. 
Did  not  yon  know  ?    Why,  we  all  knew,  yon 

see !  *' 
And  presentlv,  bit  bv  bit,  the  full  and  true 
Particulars  oi  the  tale  were  volunteered 
With  all  the  breathless  seal  of  friendship  — 

*'Thns 
Matters  were  mansged :  at  the  seventh  hour  of 

night''  .  .  . 

—  "Later,  at  daybreak"  .  .  .  "Caponsacchi 


came 


i» 


—  "  While  you  and  all  your  household  slept  like 

death. 
Drugged   as   your  supper   wss   with   drowsy 
stuff"  ... 

—  "  And  your  own  cousin  Guillichini  too  — 
Either  or  both  entered  your  dwelling-place. 
Plundered  it  at  their  plessure,  made  prize  of 

all, 
Including  vour  wife  "...—"  Oh,  your  wife 

lea  the  way, 
(hit  of  doors,  on  to  the  gate"  .  .  .  —"But 

gates  are  shut, 
In  a  decent  town,  to  darkness  and  such  deeds  : 
They  climbed  the  wall  —  your  lady  must  be 

lithe - 
At  the  gap,  the  broken  bit "  .  .  .  — "Torrione, 

true  I 
To  escape  the  questioning  guard  at  the  proper 

Clemente,  where  at  the   inn,  hard  by,  'the 

Horse,* 
Just  outside,  a  calash  in  readiness 
Took  the  two  principals,  all  alone  at  last. 
To  gate  San  Spirito,  which  overlooks  the  road, 
I>ei^  to  Perugia,  Rome  and  liberty." 
Bit  by  bit  thus  made-up  mosaic-wise, 
Flat  Uy  my  fortune,  —  tessellated  floor. 
Imperishable  tracery  devils  should  foot 
And  frolic  it  on,  around  my  broken  gods. 
Over  my  desecrated  hearth. 

So  much 
For  the  terrible  effeet  of  threatening.  Site  1 


Well,  this  way  I  was  shaken  wide  awakcj 
Doctored  and  drendied,  somewhat  nnpotsoned 

so. 
Then,  set  on  horseback  and  bid  seek  the  lost, 
I  started  alone,  head  of  me,  heart  of  me 
Fire,  and  each  limb  as  languid  .  .  .  ah,  sweet 

^  lords. 
Bethink  yon !  —  pcnson-torture,  try  persuade 
The  next  refrsctorv  Molinist  with  tnat  !  .  .  . 
Floundered  through  day  and  night,  another  day 
And  yet  another  night,  and  so  at  last, 
As  Lucifer  kept  falling  to  find  hell. 
Tumbled  into  the  eourt-yaid  of  an  inn 
At  the  end,  and  fell  on  whom  I  thought  to 

find. 
Even  CaDonsacchi,  —  what  part  once  was  priest. 
Cast  to  the  winds  now  with  the  caawck-taga : 
In  cape  and  sword  a  cavalier  confessed, 
lliere  stood  he  chiding  dilatory  grocmia, 
Chafinff  that  only  horseflesh  and  no  team 
Of  eaelM  would  supply  the  last  relay. 
Whirl  him  along  the  league,  the  one  post  more 
Between  the  couple  and  Ilome  and  li  wrty. 
'T  was  dawn,  the  couple  were  rested  in  a  sort, 
And  though  the  lady,   tired, —  the  tenderer 

sex, — 
Still  lingered  in  her  chamber,  —  to  adjnat 
The  limp  hair,  look  for  any  blniih  astray,  — 
She  would  descend  in  a  twinkling,  —  "Have 

you  out 
The  horses  therefore  ! " 

So  did  I  find  my  wife. 
Is  the  case  complete  ?     Do  your  eyes  here  see 

with  mine  ? 
Even  the  parties  dared  deny  no  one 
Point  oat  of  all  these  points. 

What  follows  next? 
"  Why,  that  then  wss  the  time,"  yon  interpose. 
"  Or  then  or  never,  while  the  fact  waa  firesn. 
To  take  the  natural  vengeance :  there  and  thos 
They  and  you,  —  someboidy  had  stuck  a  sword 
Beside    you   while   he   pushed   yon   on  your 

horse,  — 
'T  was  requisite  to  slay  the  couple,  Coont  I " 
Just  so  my  friends  say  —  "  Kill !  "  they  cry  in 

a  breath, 
Who  presently,  when  matters  grow  to  a  head 
And  I  do  kill  tne  offending  ones  indeed,  — 
When  crime  of  theirs,  only  surmised  before. 
Is  patent,  proved  indisputably  now,  — 
Witen  remedy  for  wrong,  untried  at  the  time. 
Which  law  professes  shall  not  fail  a  friend. 
Is  thrice  tried  now,  found  threefold  woise  then 

null, — 
When  what  might  turn  to  transient  shade,  who 

knows? 
Solidifies  into  a  blot  which  breaks 
HelPs  black  off   in    pale    flakes  for  fear  of 

mine, — 
Then,  when  I  claim  and  take  revenge — "So 

rash  ?  " 
They  cry  —  "  so  little  reverence  for  the  law  7  ** 

Listen,  nnr  masters,  and  distinguish  here  I 
At  first,  I  called  in  law  to  act  and  help : 
Seeing  I  did  so,  "  Whv,  't  is  clear."  they  cry. 
"  Yon  shrank  from  gallant  readiness  and  rink. 
Were  coward :  the  tiling 's  inexplicable  ebw*." 
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Swe«t  my  lofds,  let  the  thing  he  1    I  fall  flat. 
Play  the  reed,  not  the  oak,  to  breath  of  man. 
Only^  inform  my  ignorance  1    Say  I  stand 
ConTiot«d  of  the  having  been  afnud, 
Proved  a  poltroon,  no  Don  but  a  lamb,  — 
Does  that  deprive  me  of  my  right  of  lamb 
And  give  my  fleece  and  flesh  to  the  first  wolf  ? 
Are  ennoohs,  women,  children,  shieldless  quite 
Against  attack  their  own  timiaity  tempts  ? 
Cowardice  were  misfortune  and  no  crime  I 

—  Take  it  that  way,  since  I  am  fallen  so  low 

I  scarce  dare  brush  the  fly  that  blows  my  face. 
And   thank   the   man  who  simply  spits  not 

there,— 
Unless  the  Court  be  generous,  comprehend 
How  one  brought  up  at  the  very  feet  of  law 
As  I,  awaits  the  grave  Gramaliers  nod 
Ere   he   clench  fist  at  outrage,  —  much  less, 

stab! 

—  How,  ready  enough  to  rise  at  the  right  time, 
I  still  could  recognize  no  time  mature 
ITnsanctioned  by  a  move  o'  the  judgment-seat, 
So,  mute  in  misery,  eyed  my  masters  here 
Motionless  till  the  authoritative  word 
Pronounced  amercement.     There 's  the  riddle 

solved : 
This  is  just  why  I  slew  nor  her  nor  him, 
But  called  in  law,  law^s  delegate  in  the  place, 
And  bade  arrest  the  guilty  couple,  birs  I 
We   had  some   trouole  to  do  so— you  have 

heard 
They  brayed   me,  —  he   with   arrogance   and 

scorn, 
She,  with  a  volubility  of  curse, 
A  conversancy  in  the  skill  of  tooth 
And  cUw  to  make  suspicion  seem  aUuid, 
Nay,  an  alacrity  to  put  to  proof 
At  my  own  throat  my  own  sword,  teach  me  so 
To  trr  conclusions  better  the  next  time,  — 
\Vhi<m  did  the  proper  service  with  the  mob. 
They  ncTcr  triwl  to  put  on  mask  at  all : 
Two  avowed  lovers  forcibly  torn  apart. 
Upbraid  the  tyrant  as  in  a  playhouse  scene, 
Ay,  and  with  proper  clapping  and  applause 
From  the  audience  that  enjoys  the  bold  and 

I  kept  stUl,  said  to  myself,  ''There's  law!" 

Anon 
We  searched  the  chamber  where  they  passed 

the  night. 
Found  what  confirmed  the  worst  was  feared  be- 
fore. 
However  needless  mmfirmation  now  —  ^ 
The  witches*  circle  intact,  charms  undisturbed 
That  raised  the  spirit  and  succubus,  —  letters, 

to  wit, 
Ixive-laden,  each  the  bag  o^  the  bee  that  bore 
Honey  from  lily  and  rose  to  Cupid^s  hive,  — 
Now,  poetry  in  some  rank  blossom-burst. 
Now,  prose,  —  *'  Come  here,  go  there,  wait  such 

a  whilcj 
He  *8  at  the  vUla,  now  he  *8  back  again : 
We  are  saved,  we  are  lost,  we  are  lovers  all  the 

same  I  *^ 
All  in  order,  all  complete,  —  even  to  a  clue 
To  the  drowsiness  that  happed  so  opportune  — 
No  mystery,  when  I  read.     Of  all  things,  find 
What  wine  air  Jealooqr  decides  to  drink  — 


Red  wine  ?    Because  a  sleeping'potioo,  dust 
Dropped  into  white,  discolors  wine  and  shows.** 

—  "  Oh,  but  we  did  not  write  a  single  word  I 
Somebody  forged  the  letters  in  our  name !  —  ** 
Both  in  a  breath  protested  presently. 

Aha,  Sacchetti  again  1  —  '^  Dame,**  — quoth  the 

Duke, 
*'  What  meaneth  this  epistle,  counsel  me, 
I  pick  from  out  thy  placket  and  peruse^ 
Wherein  my  page  averreth  thou  art  white 
And   warm    and    wonderful    *twij(t   pap  and 

pap?** 
'*  Sir,*^  laughed  the  Lady,  '*'  *t  is  a  counterfeit ! 
Thy  page  did  never  stroke  but  Dian*8  breast, 
The  pretty  hound  I  nurture  for  thy  sake  : 
To  lie  were  losel,  —  by  my  fay,  no  more  1  ** 
And  no  more  say  I  too,  and  spare  the  Court. 

Ah,  the  Court  I  yea,  I  come  to  the  Couil's  self ; 
Such  the  case,  so  complete  in  fact  and  proof, 
I  laid  at  the  feet  of  law,  —  there  sat  my  lords. 
Here  sit  they  now,  so  ma^r  they  ever  sit 
In  easier  attitude  than  suite  my  haunch  1 
In  this  same  chamber  did  I  bare  my  sores 
O'  the  soul  and  not  the  body,  —  shun  no  shame. 
Shrink  from  no  probing  of  Uie  ulcerous  part. 
Since  confident  in  Nature,  —  which  is  God,  — 
That  she  who,  for  wise  ends,  concocts  a  plague. 
Curbs,  at  the  right  time,  the  plague*s  virulence 

too: 
Law  renovates  even  Lazarus,  —  cures  me  ! 
CfBsar  thou  seekest  ?     To  Ciesar  thou  shah  go ! 
Cesar  *s  at  Rome :  to  Rome  accordingly  1 

The  case  was  soon  decided :  both  weights,  cast 
I*  the  balance,  vibrate,  neither  kicks  the  beam, 
Heie  away,  there  away,  this  now  and  now  that. 
To  every  one  o*  my  gnevauces  law  gave 
Redress,  could  purblind  eye  but  see  the  point. 
The  wife  stood  a  convicted  mna^to 
From  house  and  husband,  —  driven  to  such  a 

course 
By  what  she  somehow  took  for  cruelty, 

Sppressiou  and  imperilment  of  life  — 
ot  that  such  things  were,  but  that  so  they 
seemed : 
Therefore,  the  end  conceded  lawful,  (since 
To  save  life  there  *s  no  risk  should  stay  our 

leap) 
It  follows  that  all  means  to  the  lawful  end 
Are  lawful  likewise,  —  poison,  theft  and  flight. 
As  for  the  priest's  part,  did  he  meddle  or  make. 
Enough  that  he  too  thought  life  jeopardized ; 
ConcMC  him  then  the  color  charity 
Casta  on  a  doubtful  course,  —  if  bfackish  white 
Or  whitish  black,  will  charity  hesitate  ? 
What  did  he  else  but  act  the  precept  out. 
Leave,  like  a  provident  shepherd,  nis  safe  flock 
To  follow  the  single  lamb  and  strajraway  ? 
Best  hope  so  and  think  so,  —  that  the  ticklish 

time 
I*  the  carriage,  the  tempting  privacy,  the  last 
Somewhat  ambiguous  accident  at  the  inn, 

—  All    may    bear    ezpknation:   may?   then, 

roust  1 
The  letters.  —  do  they  so  incriminate  ? 
But  what  it  the  whole  prove  a  prank  o*  the  pen. 
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Flight  of  tlie  lancjr,  none  of  thein  at  all. 
Bred  of  the  rapots  of  my  brain  belike, 
Or  at  worst  mere  exercise  of  scholar Vwit 
In  the  courtlr  Caponsaochi :  Terse,  eonviet? 
Did  not  Catmliis  write  leas  seemly  once  ? 
Yet  doctuB  and  unblemished  he  abides. 
Wherefore  so  ready  to  infer  the  worst  ? 
Still,  I  did  righteously  in  bringing  doubts 
For  the  law  to  solve,  — take  the  solution  now  \ 
**  Seeing    that  the  said  associates,  wife  and 

priest. 
Bear  themselTes  not  without  some  touch  of 

blame 
—  Else  why  the  pother,  scandal  and  outcry 
Which  trouble  our  peace  and  require  rhnstisiV' 

ment  ? 
We.  for  complicity  in  Pompilia^s  flight 
Ana  deviation,  and  carnal  mteroourse 
With  the  same,  do  set  aside  and  relegate 
The  Canon  Caponsacchi  for  three  ycus 
At  Civita  in  the  neighborhood  of  Kome : 
And  we  couaap  Pompilia  to  the  care 
Of  a  certain  Sisterhood  of  penitents 
I*  the  city's  self,  expert  to  deal  wiih  such.*' 
Word  for  word,  there 's  your  judgment  I   Read 

it,  lords. 
Re-utter  your  deliberate  penalty 
For   the   crime    yourselves   establish  1    Your 

award  — 
Who  chop  a  man's  right-hand  off  at  the  wrist 
For  tracing  with  forefinger  words  in  wine 
O'  the  table  of  a  drinking^booth  that  bear 
Intennetation  as  they  mocked  the  Church  I 
^Who  brand  a  woman    black  between  the 

breasts 
For  sinning  b7  connectioii  with  a  Jew: 
While  for  ue  Jew's  self — pudency  be  dumb  I  — 
Yon  mete  out  punishment  such  and  such,  yetso 
Punish  the  adultery  of  wife  and  priest  I 
Take  note  of  that,  oef ore  the  Molinists  do. 
And  read  me  right  the  riddle,  since  rig^t  must 

be  I 
WhUe  I  stood  rapt  away  with  wonderment. 
Voices  broke  in  upon  my  mood  and  muse. 
*'  Do  you  sleep?  '*  began  the  friends  at  either 
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The  case  is  settled,  —  you  willed  it  should  be 

so  — 
None  of  our  counsel,  always  recollect  I 
With  law's  award,  budge !    Back  into  your 

placet 
Your  betters  shall  airaage  the  rest  for  you. 
We  '11  enter  a  new  action,  claim  divorce : 
Your  marriage  was  a  cheat  themselves  allow : 
You  erred  i'  the  person,  —  might  have  married 

thus 
Your  sbter  or  your  daughter  unaware. 
We  'U  gain  you,  that  way,  liberty  at  leas^ 
Sure  of  so  much  by  law's  own  showing.    Up 
And  off  with  you  and  your  unluelrinesB  — 
Leave  us  to  bury  the  blunder,  sweep  things 

smooth!" 
I  was  in  humble  frame  of  mind,  be  sure  t 
I  bowed,  betook  me  to  my  place  again. 
Station  by  station  I  retraced  the  road, 
Touched  at  this  hostel,  passed  this  post-house  by. 
Where,  fresli-f<emembered  yet,  the  fngiC 
Had  risen  to  the  heroic  stature :  still  — 


'*  That  was  the  bench  they  sat  on,  —  there  '■ 

the  board 
They  took  the  meal  at,  —  yonder  garden-ground 
They  leaned  across  the  gate  of,"  —  ever  a  word 
O'  the  Helen  and  the  Paris,  with  ''Hal  yon  'r<> 

he, 
The    .    .    .    much-commiserated   husband  ?  '" 

Step 
By  step,  aoroes  the  pelting,  did  I  reach 
Arezzo,  underwent  the  aiwiway*s  grin, 
Traversed  the  length  of  sarcasm  in  tibe  street. 
Found  msrself  in  my  horrible  house  once  more. 
And  after  a  colloquy  ...  no  word  assists  ] 
With  the  mother  and  the  brothers,  stiffened  me 
Straight  out  from  head  to  foot  as  dead  man 

does. 
And,  thus  prenared  for  life  as  he  for  heU, 
Marched  to  the  public  Square  and  met  the 

world. 
Anologixe  for  the  pincers,  palliate  screws  ? 
Ply  me  with  s^ch  toy-trifles,  I  entreat  t 
Trust  who  has  tried  both  sulphur  and  sops-in- 

winel 

I  played  the  man  as  I  best  might,  bade  friends 
Put  non-essentials  by  and  face  the  fact. 
"  What  need  to  hang  myself  as  you  advise  ? 
The  paramour  is  bamshed,  —  the  ocean's  width. 
Or  the  suburb's  length,  —  to  Ultima  Thole,  say. 
Or  Prozima  Civitas,  what  *s  Uie  odds  of  name 
Andplaoe?   He 's  banished,  and  the  faet 's  the 

thing. 
Why  should  law  banish  innocence  an  inoh  ? 
Here 's  guilt  then,  what  eke  do  I  care  to  know  f 
The  admteress  lies  imprisoned,  —  whether  in  a 

weU 
With  bricks  above  and  a  snake  for  oomnaay. 
Or  tied  by  a  garter  to  a  bedpost,  —  muck 
I  mind  what's  little,  — least's  enoogh  and  to 


I 

The  little  fillip  on  the  coward's  cheek 
Serves  as  though  crab-tree  cudgel  broke  his 

pate. 
Law  has  prooounosd  there 's  pnaishmeat,  lesi 

or  more : 
And  I  take  note  o'  the  fact  and  use  it  thus  — 
For  the  first  flaw  in  the  original  bond, 
I  daim  release.    My  contract  was  to  wad 
The  dauffhter  of  Pietro  and  Violante.    Both 
Protest  uiey  never  had  a  child  at  all. 
Then  I  have  never  made  a  oontraet:  good ! 
Cancel  me  quick  the  thing  pretended  one. 
I  shall  be  free.    What  matter  if  hurried  over 
The  harbor-boom  by  a  great  favoring  tide, 
Or  the  last  of  a  spent  ripple  that  lifts  and 

leaves? 
The  Abate  is  about  it.    Laagh  who  wiaa! 
You  shall  not  laugh  me  out  of  faith  in  law  I 
I  listen,  through  all  your  noise,  to  Rome ! " 

Rone  spoke. 
In  three  months  letters  thence  admonished  me, 
"  Your  plan  for  the  divorce  is  all  mistake. 
It  would  hold, 


wed 


now,  had  yon,  taking  thooght  to 


Rachel  of  the  blue  eye  and  golden  hair. 
Found   swarth-skhmed    Leah    onmber 

next  day : 
But  Rachel,  blue-eyed  golden-hairsd  aright. 


COUNT  GUIDO   FRANCESCHINI 


4«3 


Yon  hBve  loathim  anyliow." 

Now,  —  I  see  my  lords 
Shift  in  their  seat,  —  woald  I  ooold   do  the 

samel 
They  probably   pleaae   expeet  my   bile   was 

roored 
To  purpose,  nor  much  blame  me:  now,  they 
judge, 

latkm  urged  my  t 
h  the  bonds.    By  yoor  pardon,  no, 


Proving  to  be  oaW  Labaa's  ehild,  not  Lot'a, 

Remains  yonn  all  the  same  loreTennote. 

No  whit  to  the  pnnoee  is  ^onr  plea :  yon  err 

V  the  j^rson  and  the  quahty  —  nowise 

In  the  individnal,  —  that 's  the  ease  in  point  I  ^ 

You  go  to  the  ground,  —  are  met  by  a  cross-suit 

For  sepaiatiaa,  of  the  Raolul  here^ 

From  oed  and  board,  —  she  is  the  mjnred  one, 

You  did  the  wrong  and  have  to  answer  it. 

Ab  for  the  oireumstanoe  of  imprisonment 

And  oolor  it  lends  to  this  your  new  attack. 

Never  fear,  that  point  ia  oonsidered  too  I 

The  duraaoe  is  already  at  an  end ; 

The  couTent-qniet  preyed  upon  her  health. 

She  is  tnuwferred  now  to  her  parents'  house 

—  N&iiarents,  when  that  oheals  and  plundera 

you. 
But  parentage  aaain  confessed  in  full. 
When  snoh  oonfession  prioka  and  plagues  yon 

more  — 
Ab  now  —  for,  this  their  house  is  not  the  house 
In  Via  Vittoiia  wherein  neighbon*  wateh 
Mifl^t  incommode  the  freedom  of  your  wife, 
But  a  certain  Tilla  smothered  up  in  Tines 
At  the  town's  edge  by  the  gate  i'  the  Ptoline 

way. 
Out  of  eye-reach,  out  of  ear^ot,  little  and  lone, 
Whither  a  friend,  —  at  Civita,  we  hope, 
A  good  half-docen-hours*    ride    off,  — might, 

some  eve. 
Betake  himself,  and  whence  ride  back,  soine 

mom. 
Nobody  the  wiser  :  but  be  that  as  it  may, 
Do  not  afflict  your  brains  with  trifles  now. 
You  have  atiU  three  suits  to  manage,  all  and 

each 
Ruinous  tmlv  should  the  event  play  false. 
It  b  indeed  tne  likelier  so  to  do. 
That  brother  Paul,  your  single  pron  and  stay, 
After  a  Tain  attempt  to  bring^  the  Pope 
To  set  aside  |>roceaiire8,  sit  himself 
And  summarilj  use  prerogative. 
Afford  us  the  mfalliole  finger's  tact 
To  disentwine  your  tangle  of  affairs, 
Paul,  —  finding  it  moreover  mat  his  strength 
To  stem  the  irruption,  bear  Rome's  ridicme 
Of  .  .  .  since  friends  most  speak  ...  to  be 

round  with  jou  .  .  . 
Of  the  old  outwitted  husband,  wronged  and 

wroth. 
Pitted  against  a  brace  of  javeniles  — 
A  brisk  priest  who  is  verasd  in  Ovid's  art 
More  than  his  *  Summa,'  and  a  gamesome  wife 
Able  to  act  Corinna  without  book, 
Bcnde  the  waggish  parents  who  played  dupes 
To  dupe  the  duper  —  (and  trulv  oiven  scenes 
Of  the  Areno  palace,  tickle  rib 
And  tease  eve  till  the  tears  come,  so  we  langh  ; 
Nor  waata  the  ahoek  at  the  inn  its  comic  force. 
And  than  the  letters  and  poetry  —  mfmai  §all) 

—  Paul,  finally,  in  snch  a  state  of  things. 
After  a  brief  temptation  togo  jump 
And  join  the  fishes  in  the  Tiber,  drowns 
Samm  another  and  a  wiser  way  : 

House  and  goods,  he  has  sold  all  off,  b  gone,^ 
Leaves  Rone,  —  whether  for  fVanoe  or  Spain, 

who  Imowa? 
Or  Bntahi  afaDcat  dtvidad  from  our  orb* 


tcnrs 


I 


The  fieiT  titillation  urged  my  fiesh 
Break  tnroi 

8wee< 
Igot  such  missives  in  the  public  place : 
When   I   sought    home,  —  with   sucn    news, 

monntea  stair 
And  sat  at  last  in  the  sombre  gallery, 
TT  was  Autumn,  the  old  mother  in  bed  betimes, 
oaving  to  bear  that  cold,  the  finer  frame 
Of   her   danghter-in-law  had   found  intolera* 

ble- 


The  brother,  walking  misery  awav 

O*  the  mountain-side  with  dog  and  eun  Dcuke,) 

As  I  supped,  ate  the  coarse  bread,  draak  the 


belike,) 


Weak  once,  now  acrid  with  the  toad's-head- 

squeese, 
Mv  wife's  bestowment.  —  I  broke  silence  thus  : 
"  Let  me,  a  man,  mantully  meet  the  fact. 
Confront  the  wont  o'  the  truth,  end,  ana  have 

peace! 
I  am  irremediably  beaten  here,  — 
The  gross  illiterate  vulgar  couple,  — bah  I 
Why,  they  haTC   measured  f ooraes,  mastered 


mme, 
Bfade  me  their  spoil  and  prey  from  first  to  last. 
They  haTe  got  my  name,  —  't  is  nailed  now 

fast  to  theirs,  , 

The  child  or  changeling  is  anyway  my  wife ; 
Point  by  point  as  thev  plan  they  execute. 
They  gain  all.  and  I  lose  all  —  even  to  the  lure 
That  led  to  loss,  —  they  have  the  wealth  again 
They  hazarded  awhile  to  hook  roe  with. 
Have  caught  the  fish  and  find  the  bait  entire  : 
They  even  have  their  child  or  changeling  back 
To  trade  with,  turn  to  account  a  second  time. 
The  brother,  presumably  might  tell  a  tale 
Or  rive  a  warning,  —  he.  too,  flies  the  field. 
Ana  with  him  vanish  help  and  hope  of  help. 
They  have  caught  roe  in  the  cavern  where  I  fell, 
Covered  my  loudest  cry  for  human  aid 
With  this  enormous  pavimr-stone  of  shame. 
WeU,  are  we  demigods  or  merely  clay  ? 
Is  Bucceas  stiU  attendant  on  desert  ? 
Is  this,  we  live  on,  heaven  and  the  final  state. 
Or  earth  which  means  probation  to  the  end  ? 
Why  claim  escape  from  man's  predestined  lot 
Of  beinsr  beaten  and  baffled  ?  —  God's  decree. 
In  which  I,  bowing  bruised  head,  acquiesce. 
One  of  ns  Frano(*schiiii  feU  long  nince 
I'  the  Holy  Land,  betraved,  tradition  runs. 
To  Paynims  bv  the  feigning  of  a  girl 
He  rushed  to  me  from  ravisber,  and  found 
Lay  safe  anon^h  with  friends  in  ambnacade 
Who  flayed  htm  while  she  clapped  her  hands 

and  la*«ghed  : 
Let  me  end.  falling  by  a  Kke  device. 
It  will  not  be  so  hard.    I  am  the  last 
O'  my  line  which  will  not  snffer  any  mors. 
I  haTe  attained  to  my  full  fifty 
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(About  the  ayerase  of  us  all,  H  is  said. 
Though  it  seems  longer  to  the  unlucky  roan) 
—  Lired  through  my  share  of  life ;  let  all  end 

here. 
Me  and  the  house  and  grief  and  shame  at  onoe. 
Friends   my   informants,  —  I   can    bear   your 

blow  1 " 
And  I  believe  *t  was  in  no  unmeet  matdi 
For  the  stoio^s  mood,  with  something  like  a 

smile, 
Tha^  when  morose  December  roused  me  next, 
I  took  into  my  hand,  broke  seal  to  read 
The  new  epistle  from  Rome.    **  All  to  no  use  I 
Whatever  the  turn  next  injury  take,"  smiled  I, 
**Here*8  one  has  chosen  his  part  and  knows 

his  cue. 
I  am  done  with,  dead  now  ;  strike  away,  good 

friends  1 
Are  the  three  suits  decided  in  a  trice  ? 
Against  me,  —  there 's  no  question  I    How  does 

it  go? 
Is  the  parentage  of  my  wife  demonstrated 
Infamous  to  her  wish  ?    Parades  she  now 
Loosed  of  the  cincture  that  so  irked  the  loin  ? 
Is  the  last  penny  extracted  from  my  purse 
To  mulct  me  for  demanding  the  fint  nonnd 
Was  promised  in  return  for  yalne  paid  ? 
Has  the  priest,  with  nobodv  to  court  beside, 
Courted  the  Muse  in  exile,  nitched  my  hxp 
Into  a  rattling  ballad-rhyme  which,  bawled 
At  taTem-doon,  wakes  rapture  every  >» here. 
And  helps  cheap  wine  down  throat  this  Christ- 
mas time, 
Beatinir  the  bagpipes  ?    Any  or  all  of  these  1 
As  welJf  good  mends,  you  cursed  my  palace 

here 
To  i&  old  oM  stone  face,  —  stuck  your  cap  for 


Oyer  the  shield  that  *s  extant  in  the  Square,  — 
Or  spat  on  the  statuses  cheek,  the  impatient 

world 
Sees  cumber  tomb-top  in  our  family  church : 
Let  htm  creep  under  oovert  as  I  shall  do. 
Half  below-ground  already  indeed.    Good-by  I 
My  brothers  are  priests,  and  childlesi  so :  that  *s 

well- 
And,  thank  Ood  most  for  this,  no  child  leaye 

I- 
None  after  me  to  bear  till  his  heart  break 
The  being  a  Francesohini  and  my  son  1  *' 
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Nay,'*  SMd  the  letter,  "  but  yon  have  just 

that! 

A  babe,  your  yeritable  son  and  heir  ~ 
Lawful,  —  H  is  only  eight  months  since  your 

wife 
Left  you, —  so,  son  and  heir,  your  babe  was 

bom 
Last  Wednesday  in  the  villa,  —  yon  see  the 


For  f^nittiinr  Convent  without  beat  of  drum, 
Steakng  a  harried  march  to  this  retreat 
That  *s  not  so  savage  as  the  Sisterhood 
To  slips  and  stumbles  :  Pietro*8  heart  b  soft-, 
Violante  leans  to  inty^s  side,  —  the  pair 
Ushered  you  into  life  a  bouncing  boy  : 
And  he 's  already  hidden  away  and  safe 
From  any  d«m  on  him  you  mean  to  make - 


They  need  him  for  themselves,  —  don't  fear, 

they  know 
The  use  o*  the  bantling,  —  the  nerve  thus  laid 

bare 
To  nip  at,  new  and  nice,  with  finger-nail  I  " 

Then  I  rose  up  like  fire,  and  fire-like  roared. 
What,  all  is  only  beginning  not  ending  now  ? 
The  worm  which  wormed  its  waylrom  akin 

through  flesh 
To  the  bone  and  there  lay  biting,  did  its  best,  — 
What,  it  goes  on  to  scrape  at  the  bone's  self. 
Will  wind  to  inmost  manow  and  madden  me  ? 
There  *s  to  be  yet  my  representative, 
Another  of  the  name  shall  keep  displayed 
The  flag  with  the  ordure  on  it,  brandiui  still 
The  broken  sword  has  served  to  stir  a  jakes  ? 
Who  will  he  be,  how  will  you  call  the  man  ? 
A  Franceschini,  ~  when  who  cut  my  purse. 
Filched  my  name,  hemmed  me  round,  hustled 

me  hard 
As  rogues  at  a  fair  some  fool  they  strip  i'  the 

midst. 
When  these  count  gains,  vaunt  pillage  pi 

ently  :  — 
But  a  Caponsaochi,  oh,  be  very  sure ! 
When  what  demands  its  tribute  of  applai  ^  _ 
Is  the  cunning  and  impudence  o'  the  pair  of 

cheats. 
The  lies  and  lust  o'  the  mother,  and  the  brave 
Bold  carriage  of  the  priest,  worthily  crowned 
By  a  witness  to  hii  feat  i'  the  following  age,  — 
And  how  this  threefold  cord  could  hook  and 

fetch 
And  land  leviathan  that  king  of  pride  I 
Or  say,  by  some  road  miracle  of  chance. 
Is  he  indeed  my  flesh  and  blood,  this  babe  ? 
Was  it  because  fate  forged  a  link  at  last 
Betwixt  my  wife  and  me,  and  both  alike 
Fomid  we  had  henceforth  some  one  thing  to 

love, 
Wss  it  when  she  could  damn  my  soul  indeed 
She  unlatched  door,  let  all  the  devils  o*  the 

dark 
Dance  in  on  me  to  cover  her  escape  ? 
Why   then,  the   surplusage  of  disgrace,    the 

spilth 
Over  and  above  the  roessnre  of  infamy, 
Failing  to  take  effect  on  my  coarse  flesh 
Seasoned    with    scorn    now,    saturate    with 

shame,  — 
Is  saved  to  instil  on  and  corrode  the  brow. 
The  baby*eoftne8s  of  my  first-bom  child  — 
The  child  I  had  died  to  see  though  in  a  dream. 
The  child  I  was  bid  strike  out  for,  beat  the 

wave 
And  baffle  the  tide  of  troubles  when  I  swam. 
So  I  might  touch  shore,  lay  down  life  at  last 
At  the  feet  so  dim  and  distant  and  divine 
Of  the  apparition,  as  *t  were  Mary's  babe 
Had  held,  through  nigfat  and  storm,  the  torch 

idof  t.  — 
Bora  now  in  vei^  deed  to  bear  this  brand 
On  forehead  and  curse  me  who  could  not  save ! 
Rather  be  the  town-talk  true,  Square's  jcet. 

street's  jner 
True,  my  own  inmost  heart's  confessioB  true. 
And  ne  theptisst's  bastard  and  none  of  nine  I 
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Ay,  there  was  oanse  lor  flight,  swift  flight  and 

sore! 
The  hnahand  gets  unroly,  hreaks  all  hounds 
When  he  enooonters  some  familiar  face. 
Fashion  of  feature,  hrow  and  eyes  and  uim 
Where  he  least  looked  to  find  them,  —time  to 

fly! 
Thii  bastard  then,  a  nest  for  him  is  made. 
As  the  manner  is  of  vermin,  in  my  flesh  — 
Shall  I  let  the  filthy  pest  bazs,  flap  and  sting, 
Busy  at  my  vitals  ana,  nor  hand  nor  foot 
LiftI  but  let  be,  lie  still  and  rot  resided  ? 
No,  I  appeal  to  God,  —  what  says  hmiself , 
How  lessons  Nature  when  I  look  to  learn  ? 
Whv,  that  I  am  alive,  am  still  a  man 
With  brain  and  heart  and  tongue  and  right- 
hand  too — 
Nay,  even  with  friends,  in  such  a  caose  as  this, 
To  right  me  if  I  fail  to  take  my  right. 
No  more  of  law  ;  a  voice  beyond  the  law 
£nter8  my  heart,  Qvts  est  pro  Domino  f 

Myself,  in  my  own  Vittiano.  told  the  tale 
To  my  own  serving-people  summoned  there  : 
Told  the  first  half  ot  it,  scarce  heard  to  end 
By  judges  who  got  done  with  jndinnent  quick 
And  clamored  to  go  execute  her  'nest  — 
Who  cried,  *^  Not  one  of  us  that  dig  your  soil 
And  dress  your  vineyard,  prune  your  olive- 


Bnt  would  have  brained  the  man  debauched 

our  wife,         y 
A  nd  staked  the  wife  whose  Inst  allured  the  man, 
And  paunohed  the  Duke,  had  it  been  possible. 
Who  ruled  the  land,  yet  barred  us  such  re- 
venge ! " 
I  fixed  on  the  first  whose  eyes  caught  mine, 
_         some  four 

Kf>solute  jroungsters  with  the  heart  still  fresh. 
Filled  my  pnise  with  the  residue  o*  the  coin 
Uncaught-np  by  my  wife  whom  haste  made 

blind, 
Donoed  the  first  rougb  and  rural  garb  I  found. 
Took  whatsoever  weapon  came  to  band. 
And  out  we  flung  and  on  we  ran  or  reeled 
Romeward.    I  have  no  memory  of  our  way. 
Only  that,  when  at  intervab  the  cloud 
Of  horror  about  me  opened  to  let  in  life, 
I  liatened  to  some  song  in  the  ear,  some  snatch 
Of  a  legend,  relic  of  religion,  stray 
Fragment  of  reoord  very  strong  and  old 
Of  the  first  oon^enee,  the  anterior  ri^t. 
The  God*s-gift  to  mankind,  impulse  to  ouench 
The  antagonistic  spark  of  hell  and  tread 
Satan  and  all  his  malice  into  dust. 
Declare  to  the  worid  the  one  law,  right  is  right. 
Then  the  cloud  reHsncompassed  me,  and  so 
I  found  myself,  as  on  the  winffs  of  winds. 
Arrived :  I  was  at  Rome  on  Cnristmas  Eve. 

Feative   bells— everywhere  the  Feast  o*  the 

Babe, 
Joy  upon  earth,  peace  and  good  will  to  man  I 
I  am  DaptizM.     I  started  and  let  drop 
The   dagger.     **  Where    is  it,   his   promised 

peace  ?^' 
Nine-days  o'  the  Birth-Feaat  did  I  pause  and 

pray 


To  enter  into  no  temptatioa  more. 

I  bore  the  hateful  house,  m  brother*s  once. 

Deserted,  —  let  the  ghost  of  social  joy 

Mock  and  make  mouths  at  me  from  empty 

room 
And  idle  door  that  missed  the  master's  step,  — 
Bore  the  frank  wonder  of  inorednlons  eyes. 
As  my  own  people  watched  without  a  word, 
Waited,  frcmi  where  they  huddled  round  the 

hearth 
Black  like  all  else,  that  nod  so  slow  to  come. 
I  stopped  mv  ears  even  to  the  inner  call 
Of  the  dread  duty,  only  heard  the  song 
"  Peace  upon  earth,'*  saw  nothing  but  the  face 
O*  the  Hofy  Infant  and  the  halo  tbere 
Able  to  cover  yet  another  face 
Behind  it.  Satan's  which  I  else  should  see. 
But,  day  bv  day,  joy  waned  and  withered  off: 
The   Babe  s  face,  premature  with  peak  and 

Suffering    and  death,    then   mist-Uke   disap- 

p^ired. 
And  showed  only  the  Gross  at  end  of  a]l« 
Left  nothing  more  to  interpose  'twizt  me 
And  the  drMd  duty.  —  for  the  angels'  song, 
*^  Peace  upon  earth,  '  louder  and  louder  pMled. 
**  O  Lord,  how  long,  how  long  be  unavenged  ? '' 
On  the  ninth  day,  this  grew  too  much  for  man. 
I  started  up — **Some  end  must  bel"     At 

onoe. 
Silence :  then,  scratching  like  a  death-^ateh- 

tick. 
Slowly  within  my  brain  was  syllabled, 
**  One  more  concession,  one  decisive  way 
And  but  one,  to  detemune  thee  the  truth,  — 
This  way,  in  fine,  I  whisper  in  thy  ear: 
Now  doubt,  anon  decide,  thereupon  act  I " 

"  That  is  a  way,  thou  whisperest  in  my  ear  I 
I  doubt,  I  will  decide,  then  act,"  said  1  — 
Then  bpckoned   my  companions:    "Time   is 
come ! " 

And  so,  all  yet  uncertain  save  the  will 
To  do  right,  and  the  daring  aught  save  leave 
Right  undone,  I  did  find  myself  at  last 
r  the  dark  before  the  villa  with  mv  friends. 
And  made  the  experiment,  the  final  test. 
Ultimate  chance  that  ever  was  to  be 
For  the  wretchedness  inside.    I  kmMDked  —  pro- 
nounced 
The  name,  the  predetermined  touch  for  truth, 
**  What  welcome  for   the   wanderer?     Open 

straight  —  " 
To  the  friend,  physician,  friar  upon  his  rounds. 
Traveller  belated,  beggar  lame  and  blind  ? 
No,  but  — ''toCaponsacchil"    And  the  door 
Opened. 

And  then,  —  why,  even  then,  I  think, 
I'    the  minute    that  oonfirmed    my  womt  of 

fears, 
Snrelv,  —  I  pra^  Ood  that  I  think  aright  I  — 
Had  nut  Pompilia's  self,  the  tender  thing 
Who  once  was  good  aiid  pure,  was  onoe  my 

Umb 
And  lay  in  my  bosom,  had  the  wpll-known 
shape 
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Fronted  me  in  the  doorwaj, — stood  there  faint 
With  the  reoent  pang,  perhaps,  of  giTinr  hirth 
To  what  mig^ht,  though  by  mizaoie,  seem  my 

child, — 
Nay  more,  I  will  ea^,  had  eren  the  aoed  fool 
Pietro,  the  dotard,  in  whom  folly  ana  age 
Wrought,  more  than  enmity  or  malevolenoe. 
To  oraotifle  and  oonepife  against  my  peaoe,  — 
Had  either  of  these  but  opened,  I  had  paused. 
But  it  was  she  the  hag,  she  that  brongut  heU 
For  a  dowry  with  her  to  her  hushaad^  house, 
8he   the   mock-mother,   she   that   made   the 

match 
And   married   me   to    perdition,  spring   and 


source 

O'  the  fire  inside  me  that  boiled  up  from  heart 
To  brain  and  hailed  the  Fury  gare  it  birth,—* 
Violaato  Comparini,  she  it  was, 
With  the  old  Clin  amid  the  wrmkles  yet. 
Opened :  as  if  in  turning^  from  the  Cross, 
With  trust  to  keep  the  aigbt  and  sare  my  soul, 
I  had  stumbled,  first  thing,  on  the  serpent's 

head 
CoUed  with  a  leer  at  foot  of  it. 

There  was  the  end ! 
Then  was  I  rapt  away  by  the  impulse,  one 
Immeasurable  cYerlasting  ware  of  a  need 
To  aboUsh  that  detested  life.    'T  was  done: 
Ton  know  the  rest  and  how  the  folds  o*  the 

Uung, 
Twuiting  for  help,  involTed  the  other  two 
More  or  lesssenent-like :  how  I  wss  mad. 
Blind,  stamped  on  all,  the  earth-worms  with 

the  asp, 
And  ended  so. 

You  came  on  me  that  nif^t. 
Tour  officers  of  justice,  —  caught  the  crime 
In  the  first  natural  f  renxy  of  remorse  ? 
Twenbr  miles  off,  sound  sleeping  as  a  child 
On  a  doak  i'  the  straw  which  promised  shelter 

first. 
With  the  bloody  arms  beside  me,  —  was  it  not 

so? 
Wherefore  not  ?     Why,  how  else  should  I  be 

found  ? 
I  wss  my  own  self,  had  my  sense  again. 
My  soul  safe  from  the  serpents.    I  could  sleep : 
Indeed  and,  dear  my  lords.  I  shall  sleep  now, 
Spite  of  my  shoulder,  in  five  minutes'  space. 
When  you  dismtm  me,  having  truth  enough ! 
It  is  but  a  few  days  are  passed,  I  find, 
Since  this  adventure.    Do  you  tell  me,  four  ?^ 
Then  the  dead  are  scarce  (|iiiet  where  they  He, 
Old  Pietro,  old  Violante,  side  by  side 
At  the  church  Lorenzo,  —  oh,  they  know  it 

well! 
So  do  I.    But  my  wife  is  still  alive. 
Has  breath  enoufnh  to  tell  her  story  yet. 
Her  way,  which  is  not  mine,  no  doubt  at  all. 
And  Caponsacchi,  yon  have  summoned  him,  — 
Was  he  so  f ar  to  bsikI  f or  ?    Not  at  hand? 
I  thought  some  few  o'  the  stabs  were  in  his 

kesrt. 
Or  had  not  been  so  lariah :  leas  had  served. 
Well,  he  too  tells  his  story, — florid  prose 
As  smooth  as  mine  is  rough.     Ton  see,  my 


There  will  be  a  lying  intoxicating  smoka 


Bom  of  the  blood,  —  eonlnsion  probably,  — 
For  lies  breed  lies— but  all  that  rsats  with 

^ul 
The  trial  is  no  concern  of  mine ;  with  me 
The  main  of  the  care  is  over :  I  at  least 
Recognize  who  took  that  huge  burden  oil. 
Let  me  begin  to  live  again.    I  did 
God's  bidding  and  man's  duty,  so,  bi«athe 

free; 
Look  you  to  the  rest  I     I  heard  Himself  pre- 
scribe. 
That  great  Physician,  and  dared  laaoe  the  core 
Of  the  bad  ulcer ;  and  the  rage  abates, 
I  am  myself  and  whole  now :  I  proved  eured 
Bv  the  eves  that  see,  the  ears  that  hear  again. 
The  limoa  that  have  releamed  their  yontliful 

pUy, 
The  healthy  taste  of  food  and  feel  of  clothes 
And  teking  to  our  common  life  onoe  more. 
All  that  now  urges  my  defenoe  from  death. 
The  wiUingness  to  live,  what  means  it  else  ? 
Before,  —  but  let  the  very  action  speak  I 
Judge  for  yourselves,  what  life  seemed  w«wth 

tome 
Who.  not  by  proxy  but  in  person,  pitched 
Head-iovemoet  into  danger  as  a  fool 
That  never  cares  if  he  can  swim  or  no  — 
So  he  bnt  find  the  bottom,  braves  the  biook. 
No  man  omite  precaution,  quite  neglects 
Secrecy,  safety,  schemes  not  how  retreat^ 
Having  soheined  he  might  advance.    Did  I  so 

scheme  ? 
Whv,  with  a  warrant  which  't  is  ask  and  have. 
With  horse  thereby  made  mine  without  a  word, 
I  had  gained  the  frontier  and  slept  s^  that 

night. 
Then,  my  companiona,  ~  call  them  what  yon 

please. 
Slave  or  stipendiary,  — what  need  of  one 
To  me  whoee  right-hand  did  its  owner's  work  ? 
Hire  an  assassin  yet  expose  yourself  ? 
As  well  buy  glove  and  then  thrust  naked  hand 
I'  the  thorn-bush.    No,  the  wise  man  sti^ys  at 

home. 
Sends  only  agenta  out,  with  nay  to  can : 
At  home,  when  they  come  back,  —  heatraa^t 

discards 
Or  else  disowns.    Why  use  such  tools  at  all 
When  a  man's  foes  are  of  his  honse^Uke  mine. 
Sit  at  his  board,  sleep  in  his  bed  ?    Why  noise. 
When  there 's  the  aojueita  and  the  silent  way  ? 
Clearly  my  life  was  valueless. 

But  now 
Health  is  returned,  and  sanity  of  seal 
Nowise  indifferent  to  the  body's  harm. 
I  find  the  instinct  bids  me  save  my  life ; 
My  wits,  too,  rally  round  roe ;  I  pick  up 
And  use  the  arms  that  strewed  the  ground  be- 
fore, 
Unnoticed  or  spumed  aside :  I  take  my  stand. 
Make  mv  defence.    Gkxl  shall  not  lose  a  life 
Mav  do  him  further  service,  while  I  speak 
Ana  you  hear,  yon  my  judges  and  last  hope  I 
Ton  are  the  Uw :  't  is  to  the  Uw  I  look. 
I  began  life  by  hanging  to  the  law. 
Toihe  Uw  it  Is  I  hang  tiU  life  shaU  end. 
My  brother  made  appeal  to  the  Pope,  't  is  true. 
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To  stay  mooMdings,  judge  my  oanae  hinwulf 
Nor  tnmole  law,  — aome  foiMUMM  of  oonoeit 
That  reetitude,  sagaeity  suiBced 
The  iiiTfletieator  in  a  eaM  like  mine. 
Dispensed  with  the  machine  of  law.    The  Pope 
Knew  better,  let  aside  my  brother's  plea 
And  pat  me  bask  to  law,  —  referred  the  oanse 
Adjudieta  smm,  -—doubtlessly  did  well. 
Here,  thai,  I  olutoh  my  judges,  —  I  claim  law  — 
Cry.  oy  the  higher  law  whereof  your  law 
O'  toe  land  is  humbly  reprsaentatiTe,  — 
CrjiT)  on  what  point  is  itj  where  either  aoeoae, 
I  uul  to  fundsh  you  defence  ?    I  stand 
Acquitted,  actually  or  virtually, 
Bv  eTenr  intermediate  kind  of  court 
That  takes  account  of  rifht  or  wrong  in  man, 
Each  unit  in  the  series  tnat  begins 
With  God's  throne,  ends  with  ^e  tribunal  here. 
God  breathes,  not  speaks,  his  Terdicts,  felt  not 

heard. 
Passed  on  snccinssively  to  each  court  I  call 
Man's  ocuseieBoe,  custom,  manners,  all  that 


More  and  more  effort  to  promulgate,  mark 
God's  Terdiet  in  determinable  words. 
Tin  last  come  human  jurists  — solidify 
Fluid  result.  --  what 's  flzable  lies  forged. 
Statute,  —  tne  residue  eseapes  in  fume, 
Tet  bangs  aloft,  a  doud,  as  palpable 
To  the  finer  sense  as  word  the  legist  wekb. 
Justinian's  Pandects  only  make  preeiBe 
What  simi^y  sparkled  in  men's  eyes  before. 
Twitched  in  tneir  brow  or  quireiied  on  their 

lip. 
Waited  the  speech  they  called  but  would  not 


These  courts  then,  whoee  decree  your  own  con> 

HnnSi  ^^ 
Take  mywnole  life,  not  this  last  act  alone. 
Look  on  it  by  the  light  reflected  thence  I 
What  hsa  Society  to  charge  me  with  ? 
Come,  unrBserredly,  —  favor  none  nor  fear,  — 
I  am  Guido  F^tanceschini,  sm  I  not  ? 
Ton  know  the  courses  I  was  free  to  take  ? 
I  took  just  that  which  let  me  serve  the  Church, 
I  gave  It  all  my  labor  in  body  and  soul 
"m  these  broke  down  i'  th< 

oify?" 
Well,  my  last  patron  was  a  CardinaL 
I  left  him  unconvicted  of  a  fault  — 
Was  even  helped,  by  way  of  ^pmtitude. 
Into  the  new  life  that  I  left  him  for. 


le  service.    **Spe- 


This  very  misery  of  the  marriage, — he 
Blade  it,  kind  soul,  so  far  as  in  mm  lay-* 

the  deed  where  you  yet  may  see  his 


He  is  «me  to  his  reward,  —  dead,  being  my 

Who  could  have  helped  here  also,  — that,  of 

coonel 
80  fisr,  there 's  my  aci|uittal,  I  suppose. 
Then  cornea  the  marriage  itself —no  queation, 

kvda, 
Of  the  entire  validitT  of  that ! 
In  the  ertremity  of  disjuiss.  't  is  true. 
For  after  teasnns,  furnished  abundantly, 
I  wished  the  thing  invalid,  went  to  nm 
Only  aone  months  since,  set  you  duly  forth 


My  wrong  and  prayed  your  remedy,  that  a  cheat 
Should  not  have  force  to  cheat  my  whole  life 

long. 
**  Annul  a  marriage  P    'T  is  impossible  I 
Though  ring  about  your  neek  m  brass  not  gold. 
Needs  must  it   clasp,  gangrene   you  all   the 


I 


»f 


Well,  let  me  have  the  benefit,  just  so  far, 

O'  the  fact  annoonoed,  — my  wife  then  is  my 

wife, 
I  have  allowance  for  a  husband's  right. 
I  am  charged  with  paamng  right's  due  bound, 

— snohacts 
As  I  thought  just,  my  wife  called  cruelty, 
Complained  of  in  ane  form,—  convoked  no  court 
Of  common  gessipry ,  but  took  her  wrongs  — 
And  not  once,  but  so  km^  as  patience  served  — 
To  the  town's  top,  jurisdiction's  pride  of  place. 
To  the  Archbishop  and  the  Governor. 
These  heard  her  cfuurge  with  my  renly,  and  found 
That  f utiloj  this  sufficient :  they  oismissed 
The  hystenc  (luemlous  rebel,  and  confirmed 
Authority  in  its  wholesome  exercise, 
They,  with  directest  aooesa  to  the  facts. 
**  —  Ay,  for  it  was  their  friendship  favored  you. 
Hereditary  alliance  against  a  bi'each 
I'  the  social  order :  prejudice  for  the  name 
Of  Franeeschini !  "  —  So  I  hear  it  said : 
But  not  here.    Ton,  lords,  never  will  you  say 
'*  Such  is  the  nullity  of  srace  and  truth, 
Such  the  oormptica  of  Uie  faith,  such  lapse 
Of  law,  such  warrant  have  the  Molinists 
For  daring  reprehend  us  as  they  do,  — 
That  we  pronounce  it  just  a  common  case. 
Two  digmtsriea,  each  m  his  degree 
First,  foremost,  this  the  spiritual  head,  and  that 
The  secular  arm  o'  the  body  politic. 
Should,  for  mere  wrongs'  love  and  injustice' 

sake, 
»de  with,  aid  and  abet  in  cruelty 
This  broken  beggarly  noble,  —  bribed  perhape 
By  his  waterea   wine  and   mouldy  crust   of 

biead- 
Rather  than  that  sweet  tremulous  flower>like 

wife 
Who  VJssed  their  hands  and  curled  about  their 

feet 
Looking  the  irresistible  lovelinees 
In  tears  that  takes  man  captive,  turns  "... 

enough  I 
Do  yon  bust  your  predecessom  f    VHiat  for- 
bids 
Posterity  to  trebly  blast  sronrselves 
Who  set  the  example  and  instruct  their  tongue  ? 
You  dreaded  the  crowd,  succumbed  to  the  pop- 
ular cry. 
Or  else,  would  nowise  seem  defer  thereto 
And  yield  to  public  clamor  though  i'  the  right ! 
Tou  ridded  your  eye  of  ray  unseemliness, 
The  noble  whoee  misfortune  wearied  you,  — 
Or,  what 's  more  probable,  made  common  cause 
With  the  cleric  section,  punished  in  myself 
Maladroit  nncomplaisant  laity. 
Defective  in  behavior  to  a  pnest 
Who  claimed  the  customaty  partneiship 
I'  the  house  and  the  wife.   Xiorda,  any  lie  will 

serve  I 
Look  to  it,  —  or  allow  me  freed  so  far  I 
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Then  I  proceed  a  step,  ocmie  with  dean  hands 
ThoB  ter,  re'tell  the  tale  told  eight  months  since. 
The  wife,  you  allow  so  far,  I  have  not  wronged, 
lias  fled  my  roof,  plundered  me  and  decamped 
In  company  with  the  priest  her  paramour: 
And  I  gare  chase,  came  up  with,  caught  the  two 
At  the  wayside  iim  where  both  had  spent  the 

night. 
Found  them  in  flagrant  fault,  and  found  as  well, 
Bv  documents  with  name  and  plan  and  date, 
Tne  fault  was  furtive  then  that  *8  flagrant  now, 
Hieir  intercourse  a  long  established  crime. 
I  did  not  take  the  license  law*s  self  gives 
To  slay  both  criminals  o*  the  spot  at  the  time, 
But  held  my  hand,  —  preferred  play  prodigy 
Of  patience  which  the  world  calls  cowardice, 
Rather  than  seem  anticipate  the  law 
And  cast  discredit  on  its  organs,  —  ^ou. 
So,  to  your  bar  I  brought  both  criminals. 
And  noade  my  statement :  heard  their  counter- 
char^, 
Nay,^ —  their  corroboration  of  my  tale, 
Nowise  disputing  its  allegements,  not 
r  the  main,  not  more  than  nature's  decency 
Compels  men  to  keep  silence  in  this  kind,  — 
Only  contending  that  the  deeds  avowed 
Would  take  another  color  and  bear  excuse. 
Yon  were  to  judge  between  us :  so  yon  did. 
You  disregard  the  excuse,  you  oreathe  away 
The  color  of  innocence  and  leave  guilt  black  ; 
*'  Guilty  '*  is  the  decision  of  the  court. 
And  that  I  stand  in  consequence  untouched, 
One  white  integrity  from  head  to  heel. 
Not  guilty^  ?    Why  then  did  yon  punish  them  ? 
True,  punishment  has  been  inadequate  — 
*T  is  not  I  only,  not  my  friends  that  joke. 
My  foes  that  jeer,  who  echo  **  inadequate  "  — 
For,  by  a  chance  that  comes  to  heii>  for  once. 
The  same  case  simultaneouslv  wss  judged 
At  Arezzo,  in  the  province  of  the  Court 
Where  the  crime  had  its  beginning  but  not  end. 
They  then,  deciding  on  but  naif  o*  the  crime. 
The  effraction,  robbery,  —  features  of  the  fault 
I  never  cared  to  dwell  upon  at  Rome,  — 
What  was  it  they  adjudged  as  penalty 
To  Pompilia,  —  the  one  criminal  o*  the  ^ir 
Amenable  to  their  judgment,  not  the  priest 
Who  is  Rome's  ?    Why,  just  impris(»ment  for 

life 
I'  the  Stinche.    There  wss  Tuscany*s  award 
To  a  wife    that   robs  her   husband:   you  at 

Rome  — 
Having  to  deal  with  adulterr  in  a  wife 
And,  in  a  priest,  breach  of  the  priestly  vow  — 
GKve  gentle  seouestration  for  a  month 
In  a  numageable  Convent,  then  release. 
You  call  imprisonmentj  in  the  very  house 
O'  the  very  couple,  which  the  aim  and  end 
Of  the  culprits  crime  was — just  to  reach  and 

rest 
And  there  take  solace  and  defy  me :  well,  — 
This  difference  'twixt  their  penalty  and  yours 
Is  immaterial :  make  your  penalty  less  — 
Merely  that  she  shoula  henceforta  wear  black 

gloves 
And  white  fan,  she  who  wore  the  opposite  — 
\M)v.  idl  the  same  the  fact  o'  the  thing  sub- 

•a^^ts. 


Reconcile  to  your  conscience  as  you  may. 

Be  it  on  your  own  heads,  you  pronomiced  but 

half 
O'  the  penalty  for  heinousneas  like  hers 
And  his,  that  pays  a  fault  at  Carnival 
Of  comfit-pelting  past  discretion's  law. 
Or  accident  to  handkerchief  in  Lent 
Which  falls  perversely  as  a  lady  kneels 
Abruptly,  and  but  hslf  conceals  her  neck  ! 
I  acquiesce  for  my  part:  punished,  thoag^ 
By  a  pin-point  scratch,  means  guilty:  gnilty 

means 
—  What  have  I  been  but  innocent  hitherto  ? 
Anyhow,  here    the   offence,  being  pnniahed, 

ends. 

Ends  ?  —  for  yon  deemed  so,  did  yon  not,  sweet 

U>rds? 
That  was  thronehont  the  veritable  aim 
O'  Uie  sentence  light  or  heavy,  —  to  redress 
Recognised  wrong  ?    You  righted  me,  I  think  ? 
Well  then,  — what  if  I,  at  this  last  of  all. 
Demonstrate  vou,  as  my  whole  pleading  provea. 
No  particle  of  wrong  received  thereby 
One  atom  of  right  ?  —  that  cure  grew  worse  dis- 
ease? 
That  in  the  process  yon  call  *^  justice  done  " 
All  along  you  have  nipped  away  just  inch 
By  in<^  the  creeping  climbing  length  of  plaene 
Breaking  my  tree  of  life  from  root  to  bima^. 
And  left  me,  after  all  and  every  act 
Of  your  interference,  —  lightened  of  what  load  ? 
At  liberty  wherein  ?    Mere  words  and  wind  1 
*'  Now  I  wss  saved,  now  I  should  feel  no  more 
The  hot  breath,  find  a  respite  from  fixed  eye 
And  vibrant  tongue  I "    Why,  scarce  your  back 

was  turned. 
There  was  the  reptile,  that  feigned  death  at 

first. 
Renewing  its  detested  spire  and  spire 
Around  me,  rising  to  such  heights  of  hate 
That,  so  far  from  mere  purpose  now  to  crush 
And  coil  itself  on  the  remains  of  me. 
Body  and  mind,  and  there  flesh  fang  content. 
Its  aim  is  now  to  evoke  life  from  d^th. 
Make  me  anew,  satisfy  in  my  son 
The  hunger  I  may  feed  but  never  sate. 
Tormented  on  to  perpetuity  — 
My  son,  whom  dead,  I  shall  know,  understand. 
Feel,  hear,  see,  never  more  escape  the  sight 
In  heaven  that's  turned  to  hell,  or  hell  re- 
turned 
(So  rather  say)  to  this  same  earth  again,  — 
Moulded  into  the  image  and  made  one, 
Fsshioned  of  soul  as  featured  like  in  face, 
Fint  taught  to  laugh  and  lisp  and  stand  and 

go 
By  that  thief,  poisoner  and  adulteress 
I  call  Pompilia,  he  calls  .  .  .  sacred  name. 
Be  unprononnced,  be  unpolluted  here ! 
And  last  led  up  to  the  giory  and  priae  of  hate 
By  his  .  .  .  foster-father,  Caponsacehi's  self. 
The  perjured  priest,  pink  of  conspirators. 
Tricksters  ana  knaves,  yet  polished,  sapeifine. 
Manhood  to  model  adcileBoence  by  I 
Lords,  look  on  me,  declare,  —  when,  what  I 

show. 
Is  nothing  more  nor  less  than  what  yon  deemed 
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And  doifld  me  out  lor  jiistiee,  — what  did  70a 

say  ? 
For  reparation,  restitntion  and  more,  — 
Will  yon  not  thank,  praise,   bid  me  to  your 

breasts 
For  havittfiT  done  the  thinr  yon  thought  to  do, 
And  thorooi^ly  trampled  oat  sin's  life  at  last  ? 
I  have  heightened  phrase  to  make  yonr  soft 

speeen  serve, 
DonUed  the  blow  yon  bnt  essayed  to  strike. 
Carried  into  effeet  Tonr  mandate  here 
That  else  had  fallen  to  ground:  mere  duty 

done, 
Orersispht  of  the  master  just  supplied 
By  zeu  i*  the  servant.    I,  being  used  to  serve, 
tiave  simply  .  .  .  what  is  it  they  charge  me 

with? 
Blackened  again,  made  legible  once  more 
Your  own  decree,  not  permanently  writ, 
RightW  eonoeived  bnt  all  too  faintly  traced. 
It  reads  efficient,  now.  oomminatory, 
A  t-error  to  the  wicked,  answers  so 
The  mood  o*  the  magistrate,  the  mind  of  law. 
Absolve,  then,  me,  law's  mere  executant ! 
Protect  yonr  own  defender,  —  save  me,  ^in  I 
Give  me  my  life,  give  me  my  liberty, 
My  good  name  and  my  civic  rights  again  I 
It  would  be  too  fond,  too  complacent  play 
Into  the  hands  o*  the  devil,  should  we  lose 
The  game  here,  I  for  God :  a  soldier-bee 
That  yields  his  Ufe,  exenterate  with  the  stroke 
O'  the  sting  that  saves  the  hive.    I  need  that 

life. 
Oh,  never  fear  I    I  Ul  find  life  plenty  use 
Though  it  should  last  five  years  more,  aches 

andaUl 
For,  first  thing,  there  's  the  mother's  age  to 

help  — 
Let  her  come  break  her  heart  upon  ray  breast. 
Not  on  the  blank  stone  of  mv  nameless  tomb  1 
The  fngitive  brother  has  to  be  bidden  back 
To  the  old  routine,  repugnant  to  the  tread, 
Of  daily  suit  and  service  to  the  Church,  — 
Through  gibe  and  jest,  those  stones  that  Shi- 

mei  flnn^  I 
At,  aad  the  spirit-broken  youth  at  home. 
The  awe-stmok  altar-ministraat,  shall  make 
Amends  for  faith  now  pained  at  the  source, 
Shall  see  truth  vet  triumphant,  jnstioe  yet 
A  vietor  in  the  battle  of  this  world ! 
Give  me  —  for  last,  best  gift  —  my  son  again. 
Whom  law  makes  mine,  —  I  take  him  at  yonr 


be  he,  by  miraonlons  meroy,  lords  1 
Let  me  lift  up  hu  youth  and  innocence 
To  purify  mv  palace,  room  by  room 
Puiged  of  the  memoriea,  lend  from  his  bright 

brow 
Light  to  the  old  proud  paladin  my  sire 
Shrunk  now  for  shame  mto  the  darkest  shade 
O*  the  t^^try.  showed  him  once  and  shrouds 

him  now! 
Then  may  we, —  strong  from  that  rekindled 


Go  forward,  faee  new  times,  the  better  day. 
And  when,  in  times  made  better  through  yonr 

hi»ve 
l>eeiaion  now,  —  might  but  Utopia  be  1  — 


Rome  rife  with  honest  women  and  strong  men, 
Manners  reformed,  old  habits  back  once  more, 
Customs  that  recognize  the  standard  worth,  — 
The  wholesome  household  rule  in  tcaeoe  again. 
Husbands  once  more  God's  representative. 
Wives  like  the  typical  Spouse  once  more,  and 

Priests 
No  l<mser  men  of  Belial,  with  no  aim 
At  leaaing  silly  women  captive,  bnt 
Of  rising  to  such  duties  ss  yours  now,  — 
Then  will  I  set  my  son  at  my  ri|^t-haad 
And  tell  his  father's  story  to  this  point, 
Adding,  "  The  task  seemed  superhuman,  still 
I  dared  and  did  it,  trusting  God  and  law  : 
And    they   approved  of  me:   give   pnuse  to 

both  I " 
And  if,  for  answer,  he  shall  stoop  to  kiss 
My  hand,  and  peradventure  start  thereat,  — 
I  engage  to  smile,  **  That  was  an  accident 
I'  the  neoessar^  process,  —  just  a  trip 
O'  the  torture-irons  in  their  search  for  truth,  — 
Hardly  misfortune,  and  no  fault  at  all." 


VI 
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Answer  you.  Sin  ?    Do  I  understand  aright  ? 
Have  patience  I    In  this  sudden  smoke  from 

heU, - 
So  things  disguise  themselves,  —  I  cannot  see 
My  own  hand  held  thus  broad  before  my  face 
And  know  it  again.    Answer  yon  ?    Then  that 

means 
Tell  over  twice  what  I,  the  first  time,  told 
Six  months  ago :  't  was  here,  I  do  beKeve, 
Fronting  you  same  three  in  this  very  room, 
I  stood  and  told  you :  yet  now  no  one  laughs. 
Who  then  .  .  .  nay,  dear  my  lords,  bnt  laugh 

you  did. 
As  good  as  laugh,  what  in  a  judge  we  style 
Laughter  —  no  levity,  nothing  indecorous,  lords  I 
Only,  —  I  think  I  apprehend  the  mood : 
There  was  the  blameless   shrug,  permissible 

smirk, 
The  pen's  pretence  at  play  with  the  pursed 

mouth. 
The  titter  stified  in  the  hollow  pafan 
Which  rubbed  the  eyebrow  and  caressed  the 

nose. 
When  I  first  told  my  tale :  they  meant,  you 

know, 
"  The  sly  one,  all  this  we  are  bonnd  believe  I 
Well,  he  ean  say  no  other  than  what  he  says. 
We    have  been    young,    too,  —  come,  there  'm 

greater  guilt  I 
Let  him  bnt  decently  disembroil  himself. 
Scramble  from  out  the  scrape  nor  move  th«» 

mud,  — 
We  solid  ones  may  risk  a  finger«treteh  t " 
And  now  you  sit  as  grave,  stare  as  aghast 
As  if  I  were  a  phantom :  now  't  is  —  **  Friend. 
Collect  yourself  I "  —no  laughing  matter  more  — 
*"'  Counsel  the  Court  in  this  extremity, 
TeU  us  again  1  '*  -  teU  that,  for  telling  whkli. 
I  got  the  jocular  piece  of  punishment, 
Was  sent  to  lounge  a  little  in  the  place 
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Whanoe  now  of  »  sodden  here  ^<m  suiuiikmi  me 
To  take  the  iotelligenoe  from  just  —  yonr  lips  I 
Ton,  Judge  TommAti,  who  then  tittered  must,  — 
That  she!  helped  eight  months  since  to  escape 
Her  husband,  was  retaken  by  the  same, 
Three  days  sso,  if  I  have  seixed  yonr  sense,  — 
(I  being  disallowed  to  interfere, 
Meddle  or  make  in  a  matter  none  of  mine. 
For  yon  and  law  were  guardians  qnite  enongh 
O*  the  innocent,  without  a  pert  pnest^s  help)  — 
And  that  he  has  butchered  her  accordingly, 
As  she  foretold  and  as  myself  belieyed,  — 
And,  so  foretelling  and  believing  so. 
We  were  punished,  both  of  us,  the  merry  way : 
Therefore,  tell  once  again  the  tale  1  For  what  ? 
Pompilia  is  only  d^ng  while  I  speak  1 
Why  does  the  mirth  hang  fire  and  miss  the 

smile? 
My  masters,  there 's  an  old  book,  tou  should  con 
For  strange  adventures,  applicable  yet, 
Tis  stnfrad  with.  I>o  yon  know  that  there  was 

onoe 
This  thing :  a  multitude  of  worthy  folk 
Took  recreation,  watched  a  certain  group 
Of  goldiery  intent  upon  a  game,  — 
How  first  they  wrangled,  but  soon  fell  to  plav, 
Threw  dice,  —  the  best  diversion  in  the  worla. 
A  word  in  vour  ear,  —  the^  are  now  casting  lots. 
Ay,  with  tnat  gesture  qnamt  and  cry  uncouth, 
For  the  coat  of  One  murdered  an  hour  ago  I 
I  am  a  priest,  —  talk  of  what  I  have  learned. 
Pompiha  is  bleeding  out  her  life  belike. 
Gasping  away  the  latest  breath  of  all. 
This  minute,  while  I    talk  — not  while   yon 

Ungh. 

Tet,  being  sobered  now,  what  is  it  you  ask 
By  way  (rf  enlanatioB  ?    There  *s  the  fact  I 
It  seems  to  fill  the  nmverse  with  sight 
And  sound,  —  from  the  four  comers  of  this 

Tells  itself  ovw,  to  mv  seue  at  least. 

But  yon  may  want  it  lower  set  i*  the  Male,  — 

Too  vast,  too  dose  it  clangs  in  the  ear,  perhaps  ; 

You  'd  stand  back  just  to  comprehend  it  more. 

Well  then,  let  me,  the  hollow  rock,  condense 

The  voice  o*  the  sea  and  wind,  interpret  you 

The  mystery  of  this  murder.    God  above  I 

It  is  too  paltry,  such  a  transference 

O'  the  storm^s  roar  to  the  cranny  of  the  stone ! 

This  deed,  yon  saw  begin —  why  does  its  end 
Surprise  you  ?    Why  should  the  event  enforce 
The  lesson,  we  oarselvra  learned,  she  and  I, 
From  the  fint  o'  the  fact,  and  taught  you,  all 

in  vain  ? 
This  Guide  from  whose  throat  you  took  my 

Was  this  man  to  be  favored,  now,  or  feared, 

Let  do  his  will,  or  have  his  will  restrained. 

In  the  relation  with  Pompilia  ?  —  say  I 

Did  any  other  man  need  mterpose 

—  Oh,  though  fint  comer,  though  as  strange  at 

the  work 
As  fribble  must  be,  eoxooinb,  fool  that 's  near 
To  knave  as,  say,  a  priest  whofeais  the  world  ~ 


Keep  the  straigh  t  path  and  lei  the  vistim  die  ? 

I  held  so ;  vou  decided  otherwise, 

Saw  no  such  peril,  therefore  no  sash  noed 

To  stop  song,  loosen  flower,  and  Isavo  path. 

Law  was  aware  and  watohing,  would  soffioe. 
Wanted  no  priesfs  intrusion,  palpably 
Pretence,  too  manifest  a  sobterfuse  f 
Whereupon  I,  priest,  coxcomb,  fribble  and  fooL, 
Ensconced  me  in  my  comer,  thus  rebnksd, 
A  kind  of  culprit,  over-sealous  hound 
Kicked  for  his  pains  to  kennel ;  I  gava  place 
To  von,  and  let  the  law  reign  paramount : 
I  leit  PompiliA  to  your  watoh  and  ward. 
And  now  yon  point  me  —  there  and  tkns  she 
liesl 

Men,  for  the  last  time,  what  do  yon  wast  with 


Is  it,  —  }[ou  acknowledge,  as  it  were,  n  nse, 

A  profit  in  emplojring  me  ? — at  length 

I  may  conceivably  help  the  august  ww  ? 

I  am  free  to  break  tne  blow,  next  hawk  that 

swoops 
On  next  dove^  nor  miss  nmoh  of  sood  repute  ? 
Or  what  if  this  your  summons,  after  all. 
Be  but  the  fom  of  mere  release,  no  nMire, 
Which  turns  the  key  and  lets  the  oi^ilive  go  ? 
I  have  paid  enough  m  person  at  Civitn, 
Am  free,  —  what  more  need  I  eoucem  me  with  f 
Thank  yon !    I  am  rehabilitated  then, 
A  verr  reputable  prioet.    But  she  — 
The  glory  of  life,  the  beauty  of  the  world. 
The  splendor  of  heaven,  .  .  .  well.  Sirs,  does 

no  one  move? 
Do  I  speak  ambiguously  ?    The  glory,  I  say. 
And  the  beauty,  i  sa^,  and  splendor,  still  say  L 
Who,  priest  and  tnun 

long 


tramed  to  nve  my  wholeiif e 


Was  he  bound  mve  the  peril,  save  the  doomed. 
Or  go  on.  sing  his  snatdi  and  pinek  his  flower, 


On  beauty  and  splendor,  solely  at  their  sonree, 
God,  —  have  thus  recognised  my  food  in  her, 
Tou  tell  me,  that 's  fast  d^ing  while  we  talk, 
Pompilia  I    How  does  lemty  to  me 
Remit  one  death-bed  pang  to  herf 

smile! 
The  proper  wink  at  the  hotheaded  yonth 
Who  lets  his  soul  show,  through 

words. 

The  mundane  love  that 's  sin  and  saandal  too ! 
Tou  are  all  struck  acquiescent  now.  it  seems : 
It  seems  the  oldest,  gravest  signor  here. 
Even  the  redoubtable  Tommati,  sifts 
Chopfallen,  —understands  how  law  might  take 
Service  like  mine,  of  brain  and  heart  and  hand. 
In  good  part.    Better  late  than  never,  law  I 
Tou  understand  of  a  sudden,  gospel  too 
Has  a  claim  here,  may^  poMibw  prsno— ea 
Consistent  with  mv  priesthood,  worthy  Christ, 
That  I  endeavorea  to  save  PompiliA  t 

Than, 
Tou  were  wrong,  you  see:  that's  wall  to  see, 

thoughlato: 
That 's  all  we  may  expect  of  man,  thia  side 
The  grave :  his  good  is  —  knowing  he  is  had : 
llius  will  it  he  with  us  whsn  the  books  ape 
And  we  stand  at  the  bar  on  judgment*4lay. 
Well  then,  I  have  a  mind  to  speak, 
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To  fttliiiiM  the  qaenehed  flax  by  Uiis  dreadfnl 

light, 
Bom  my  aoal  out  in  showing  yon  the  truth. 
I  heard,  last  time  I  stood  here  to  be  judged. 
What  IS  prieBt*»<lntj,  —  labor  to  pluck  tares 
And  weed  the  oom  of  Molinism  \  let  me 
Make  yon  hear,  this  time,  how,  m  such  a  case, 
Man.  be  he  in  the  priesthood  or  at  plough, 
Mindfnl  of  Christ  or  marching  step  by  step 
With  .  .  .  what 's  his  style,  the  other  potentate 
Who  bids  have  oonrage  and  keep  honor  safe. 
Nor  let  minuter  admonition  tease  ?  — 
How  he  is  bound,  better  or  wone,  to  act. 
Earth  will  not  end  through  this  mi^judgment, 

no! 
For  Tou  and  the  others  like  you  sure  to  come, 
Fresh  work  is  sure  to  follow,  —  wickedness 
That  wants  withstanding.  Many  a  man  of  blood. 
Many  a  man  of  gaUe  wUl  cbunor  yet. 
Bid  yon  redress  nis  gricTance,  — as  he  dutohed 
The  prey,  fmsooth  a  stranger  stepped  between. 
And  there  *s  the  good  gripe  in  pure  waste  1  My 

part 
Is  done :  i*  the  doinf  it,  I  psss  away 
Out  of  the  world.    I  want  no  more  with  earth. 
Let  me,  in  heaTen's  name,  use  the  very  snuff 
O'  the  taper  in  one  last  spark  shall  show  truth 
For  a  moment,  show  Pompilia  who  was  true  t 
Not  for  her  sake,  but  youia  :  if  she  is  dead. 
Oh,  ftiirs,  she  can  be  loved  by  none  of  you 
Most  or  laast  priestlT !    Saints,  to  do  us  good. 
Must  be  in  heaven,  I  seem  to  understand : 
We  never  find  them  saints  before,  at  least. 
Be  her  first  pray^  then  presently  for  you  — 
She  has  done  the  good  to  me  .  .  . 

What  is  aU  this  ? 
There,  I  was  bom,  have  lived,  shall  die,  a  fool  I 
This  is  a  foolish  outset :  -^  might  with  cause 
Give  color  to  the  verr  lie  o*  the  man. 
The  murderer,  —  make  as  if  I  loved  his  wife 
In  the  way  he  called   love.    He  is   the  fool 

there  I 
Why,  had  there  been  in  me  the  touch  of  taint, 
I  had  nicked  up  so  much  of  knaves'-poHcy 
As  hiae  it,  keep  one  hiuid  pressed  on  the  place 
Sospeoted  of  a  spot  would  damn  us  both. 
Or  no,  not  her  1  —  not  even  if  any  of  you 
Dares  think  that  I,  i*  the  face  of  death,  her 

death 
That  *s  in  my  eyes  and  ears  and  brain  and  heart. 
Lie,  —  if  he  does,  Ut  him  1    I  mean  to  say. 
So  he  stop  there,  stay  thought  from  smirching 

her 
The  snow-white  soul  that  angels  fear  to  take 
Untenderly.    But,  all  the  same,  I  know 
I  too  am  taintless,  and  I  bare  my  breast. 
You  ean*t  think,  men  as  you  are,  all  of  yon. 
But  that,  to  hear  thus  suddenlv  such  an  end 
Of  such  a  wonderf'il  white  soul,  that  comes 
Of  a  man  and  murderer  calling  the  white  black. 
Must   shake  me,  trouble    and   disadvantage. 

Sirs, 
Only  seventeen  I 

Why,  ffood  and  wise  yon  are  1 
Ton  rai^t  at  Hie  heginnine  stop  my  month : 
So,  none  wonid  be  to  snnak  for  ner,  that  knew, 
t  talk  impertinently,  and  yon  bear, 


All  the  same.    This  it  is  to  have  to  do 
With  honest  hearts  :  thev  eanly  may  err. 
But  in  the  main  they  wish  well  to  the  troth. 
You  are    Christians;  somehow,  no  one  ever 

plucked 
A  rag,  even,  from  the  body  of  the  Lord, 
To  wear  ana  mock  with,  but,  despite  himself. 
He  looked  the  greater  and    was  the  better. 

Yes, 
I  shall  go  on  now.    Does  she  need  or  not 
I  keep  calm?    Calm  1*11  keep  as  monk  that 

croons 
Transcribing     battle,     earthquake,     famine, 

plague, 
From  parchment  to  his  cloister*s  chronicle. 
Not  one  word  more  from  the  point  now  1 

I  begin. 
Yes,  I  am  one  of  your  bodv  and  a  priest. 
Also  I  am  ayoonger  son  o*  the  House 
Oldest  now,  greatest  once,  in  my  birUi-town 
Arezzo,  I  recognize  no  equal  there  — 
(I  want  all  arguments,  all  sorts  of  arms 
That  seem  to  serve,  — use  this  for  a  reason, 

wait!) 
Not  therefore  thrust  into  the  Church,  beeanse 
0*  the  piece  of  bread  one  gets  there.    We  were 

first 
Of  Hesole,  that  ringsstill  with  the  fame 
Of  Capo-iih^cco  our  progenitor : 
When  Florence  minea  Fiescde,  our  folk 
Migrated  to  the  victoi^ity,  and  there 
Flonrished, —  our  palace  aiid  onr  tower  attest. 
In  the  Old  Meroato,  ^  this  was  years  ago. 
Four  hundred,  full,  —  no,  it  wants  fourteen  jnst« 
Onr  amis  are  those  of  Fiesole  itself. 
The  shield  quartered  with  white  and  red:  a 

branch 
Are  the  Salviati  of  us,  nothing  more. 
That  were  good  help  to  the  Church  f     But 

better  still  — 
Not  simply  for  the  advantage  of  my  birth 
I^  the  way  of  the  world,  was  I  proposed  for 

priest ; 
But  because  there  *s  an  illustration,  late 
I*  the  day,  that 's  loved  and  looked  to  as  a 

saint 
Still  in  Arezao,  he  was  bishop  of. 
Sixty  yean  since :  he  spent  to  the  last  doit 
His  biahop Vrevenue  among  the  poor. 
And  used  to  tend  the  needy  and  the  sick. 
Barefoot,  beeanse  of  his  humility. 
He  it  was,  —  when  the  Granduke  Ferdinand 
Swore  he  would  raze  our  city,  plough  the  place 
And  sow  it  with  salt,  beeanse  we  Aretines 
Had  tied  a  rope  about  the  neek,  to  hale 
The  statue  of  nis  father  from  its  base 
For  hate's  sake,— he  availed  by  prayers  and 


To  pacify  the  Duke  and  save  the  town. 

This  was  my  father's  f  ather^s  brother.    You  see. 

For  his  sake,  how  it  was  I  had  a  right 

To  the  selfwrae  office,  bishop  in  the  egg. 

So,  grew  i'  the  garb  and  prattled  in  the  school. 

Was  made  exp'^,  from  infancy  almost. 

The  proper  mood  o'  the  priest ;  tiU  Hroe  ran  by 

And  brought  the  day  whan  I  must  read  the 

TOWB, 
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Declare  the  world  renoimoed,  and  undertake 
To  become  priest  and  leave  probation,  —  leap 
Over  the  lea^  into  the  other  Ufe, 
HaTinfif  gone  trippinglj  hitherto  up  to  the  height 
O'er  the  wan  water.    Just  a  vow  to  read  1 

I  stopped  short  awe-stmck.    "  How  shall  holiest 

flesh 
Engage  to  keep  snch  tow  inviolate, 
How  much  less  mine  ?     I  know  myself  too 

weak, 
Unworthy !    Choose  a  worthier  stronger  man !  '* 
And  the  very  Bishop  smiled  and  stopped  my 

month 
In  its  mid-protestation.    **  Inca^ble  ? 

8|nalmish  of  conscience  ?    Thou  mgennons  boy  I 
lear  up  the  clouds  and  cast  thy  scruples  far  I 
I  satisfy  thee  there  *s  an  easier  sense 
Wherem  to  take  such  vow  than  suits  the  first 
Roi^  rigid  reading.    Mark  what  makes  all 

smooth. 
Nay,  has  been  even  a  solace  to  rajrself ! 
The  Jews  who  needs  must,  in  their  ssmagogue, 
Utter  sometimes  the  holy  name  of  God, 
A  thing  their  superstition  boggles  at, 
Pronounce  aloud  the  ineffable  sacrosanct,  <— 
How  does  their  shrewdness  help  them  ?   In  this 


Another  set  of  sounds  they  substitute. 
Jumble  so  oonsonants  and  vowels  —  how 
Should  I  know  f  —  that  there  grows  from  out 

the  old 
Quite  a  new  word  that  means  the  very  same — 
And  o*er  the  hard  place  slide  they  wi^  a  smile. 
Oiusenpe  Maria  Caponsacchi  mine, 
Noboay  wants  yon  in  these  latter  days 
To  prop  the  Church  by  breaking  your  back- 
bone, — 
As  the  necessary  way  was  once,  we  know. 
When  Diocletian  flourished  and  his  like. 
That  building  of  the  buttress-work  was  done 
By  martyrs  and  confessors :  lei  it  bide. 
Add  not  a  brick,  but,  where  you  see  a  chink. 
Stick  in  a  sprier  of  ivy  or  root  a  rose 
Shall  make  amends  and  beautify  the  pile  I 
We  profit  as  ^ou  were  the  painf  ullest 
O*  the  martyrs,  and  you  prove  yonrMlf  a  match 
For  the  cruellest  confessor  ever  was, 
Ifyon  march  boldly  up  and  take  yonr  stand 
Wnere  their  blood  soaks,  their  bones  yet  strew 

the  soil. 
And  cry  *  Take  notice,  I  the  young  and  free 
And  well-to-do   i'  the  worla,  thus   leave  the 

world. 
Cast  in  my  lot  thus  with  no  gav  young  world 
Bat  the  grand  old  Church :  she  tempts  me  of 

the  two!  ' 
Renounce  the  world  ?  Nay,  keep  and  give  it  us  I 
Let  us  have  you,  and  boast  of  what  you  bring' 
We  want  the  pick  o'  the  earth  to  practise  with. 
Not  its  ofF<4couring,  halt  and  deaf  and  blind 
In  soul  and  body.    There  's  n  rubble-stone 
Unfit  for  the  front  o'  the  building,  stuff  to  stow 
In  a  gap  behind  and  keep  us  weather-^ht ; 
There  ^s  porphyry    for  the    prorain«mt  plaoe. 

Good  hick  ! 
Saint  Fan!  has  had  enough  and  toqiare,  I  trow, 
Of  ragged  runaway  Onesimus  : 


He  wants  the  ri|rht-luuid  with  the  signafe-ring 
Of  King  Agrippa,  now,  to  shake  and  use. 
I  have  a  heavy  scholar  cloistered  up. 
Close  under  lock  and  key,  kept  at  his  task 
Of  letting  F^nelon  know  the  tool  he  is. 
In  a  book  I  promise  Christendom  next  Spring. 
Why,  if  he  covets  so  much  meat,  the  ekiwii. 
As  a  lark's  wing  next  Friday,  or,  any  day. 
Diversion  beyond  catching  his  own  fleas. 
He  shall  be  properly  swii^ed,  I  promise  him. 
But  you,  who  are  so  ouite  another  paste 
Of  a  man,  —  do  you  obey  me  ?    CuitiTate 
Assiduom  that  superior  gift  you  have 
Of  making  madrigals  —  fwho  told  me  ?    Ah  !) 
Get  done  a  Marinesque  Adoniad  straight 
With  a  pulse  o^  the  blood  a- priokinir,  here  sad 

there, 
That  I  may  tell  the  buiy , '  And  he  *s  o«»  1* " 

So  I  became  a  priest:  those  terms  changed  all, 
I  was  good  enough  for  that,  nor  cheated  so  ; 
I  oould  live  thus  and  still  hold  head  erect. 
Now  you  see  why  I  may  have  been  before 
A  fribble  and  ooxoomo,  yet,  as  priest,  break 

word 
Nowise,  to  make  you  disbelieve  me  now. 
I  need  that  you  snonld  know  my  truth.    Well, 

then, 
According  to  prescription  did  I  live, 
—  Conformed  myself,  both  read  the  breviary 
And  wrote  the  rhymea,  was  punetiial  to  my 

^ace 
V  the  Pieve,  and  as  diligent  at  my  post 
Where  beauty  and  fashion  rule,   i  tnrove  apace, 
Sub-deacon,  Canon,  the  authority 
For  delicate  play  at  tarocs,  and  arbiter 
O^  the  magmtnde  of  fiuMnoimts :  all  the  while 
Wanting  no  whit  the  advantage  of  a  hint 
Benignant  to  the  promising' pupil, — thus : 
^*  Enough  attention  to  the  Counteas  now. 
The  young  one ;  *tia  her  mother  rules  the  roart, 
We  know  where,  and  puts  in  a  word :  go  pay 
Devoir  to-morrow  morning  after  mass  f 
Break  that  rash  promise  to  preach,  Pasnoo- 

week  I 
Has  it  escaped  you  the  Archbishop  grants 
And  snuffles   when   one   grieves   to   tall  hii 

Grace 
No  soul  dares  treat  the  subjeci  of  the  day 
Since  his  own  masteriy  handling  it  (ha,  ha!) 
Five  years  ago,  —  when  somebody  oould  heh> 
And  touch  up  an  odd  phrase  in  time  of  need, 
(He,  he  I)  —  and  aomeoody  helps  you.  my  son  I 
Therefore,  don't  prove  so  mdispensabie 
At  the  Pieve,  sit  more  loose  i*  the  seat,  nor 

grow 
A  fixture  by  attendance  mora  and  eve  I 
Arezso  *s  iust  a  haven  midway  Rome  — 
Rome 's  tne  eventual  harbor,—  maka  for  port. 
Crowd  sail,  crack  cordage  t    And  your  cargv 

be 
A  polished  presence,  a  genteel  manner,  wit 
At  will,  ana  tact  at  every  pore  of  von  1 
I  sent  our  lump  of  learning.  Brotner  Clout, 
And  Father  Slouch,  our  piece  of  piety, 
Tci  nee  Rome  and  tr>'  suit  the  CaitlinaL 
Thither  they  olump-diunped,  beads  and  bouk 

in  hndt 
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And  over  ainee  't  it  meAl  lor  man  and  maid 
Uow  both  flopped  down,  prayed  bkaeing  on 

bent  pate 
Bald  many  an  inch  beyond  tbe  tonsnie^s  need, 
Never  onee  dreaminfr,  the  two  moony  dolts. 
There  *8  nothing  moTes  his  Eminence  so  much 
As  —  far  from  all  this  awe  at  sanotitude  — 
Heads  that  wag,  eyes  that  twinkle,  modified 

mtrth 
At  the  eloset-leetures  on  the  Latin  tongue 
A  lady  learns  so  much  by,  we  know  where. 
Why,  body  o'  Bacchus,  you  should  orave  his 

mle 
For  panaea  in  the  elegiac  oonplet,  chasms 
Permknble  only  to  Catullus  I    There  I 
Now  go  to  duty  :  brisk,  break  Priscian's  head 
By  reading  the  day*s  oiBce  —  there  *s  no  help. 
Yon  *Te  Oyid  in  your  poke  to  plaster  that ; 
Amen  *s  at  the  end  of  all :  then  sup  with  me  I  " 

Well,  after  three  or  four  ^ears  of  tlus  life. 

In  proseontion  of  my  callmg,  I 

Found  myself  at  the  theatre  one  night 

With  a  brother  Canon,  in  a  mood  Mid  mind 

Proper  enough  for  the  place,  amused  or  no : 

When  I  saw  enter,  stand,  and  seat  herMslf 

A  lady,  young,  tall,  beautiful,  strange  and  sad. 

It  was  as  when,  in  our  cathedral  once, 

As  I  got  yawningly  through  matin-song, 

I  amw/aeekini  bear  a  burden  up. 

Base  It  en  the  high-altar,  break  awa^ 

A  board  or  two,  and  leave  the  thing  inside 

Isofty  and  lone :  and  lo,  when  next  1  looked. 

There  was  the  Rafael  I    I  was  still  one  stare. 

When  —  **  Nay,  1  '11  make  her  give  you  back 

yonr  gaxe  "  — 
Said  Canon  Coati  ;  and  at  the  word  he  tossed 
A  paper>twiat  of  oomfits  to  her  lap. 
And  dodged  and  in  a  trioe  was  at  my  back 
Nodding  from  over  my  shoulder.    Then  she 

turned. 
Looked  onr   wa^,  smiled   the   beautiful   sad 

strange  smile. 
**  Is  not  die  fair?    'Tis  my  new  cousin,"  said 

he  * 
"Thefeliow  lurking  there  i'  the  bhusk  o'  the 

box 
Is  Gmdo,  the  old  seapegraoe :  she  ^s  his  wife. 
Married  three  years  since :  how  his  Countship 

sulks! 
He  has  bronght  little  back  from  Rome  beside, 
After  the  bragging,  bullying.    A  fair  face. 
And  —  they  do  say  —  a  pocketful  of  gold 
When  he  can  worry  both  her  parents  aead. 
I  don^t  go  much  there,  for  the  chamber  *s  cold 
And  the  ooffee  pale.    I  got  a  turn  at  first 
Paving  my  duty :  I  observed  the^  crouched 
The  two  old  frightened  family  spectres  — 

close 
In  a  comer,  each  on  each  like  mouse  on  mouse 
r  tbe  cat's  cage :  ever  since,  I  stay  at  home. 
Hallo,  there's  Gnido,  the   black,  mean    and 

small. 
Bends  bis  brows  on  us  —  please  to  bend  your 

own 
On  the  shapely   nether  limbs  of  Light-skirts 

there 
By  way  of  a  dtvenion  I    I  was  a  fool 


To  fling  the  sweetmeats.    Prndenoe,  for  God's 

level 
To-morrow  I  '11  make  my  peace,  e'en  tell  some 

fib. 
Try  if  I  can't  find  means  to  take  yon  there." 

That  night  and  next  day  did  the  gaze  endure. 
Burnt  to  my  brain,  as  sunbeam  through  shut 

eyes. 
And  not  once  changed  the  beautiful  sad  strai^e 

smile. 
At  vesners  Conti  leaned  beside  my  seat 
I'  the  choir,  —  part  said,  part  sung —  **  In  or-oel- 

fit  — 
All 's  to  no  purpose ;  I  have  louted  low. 
But  he  saw  you  staring  —  quia  <ii6  —  dew  t  in* 

dine 
To  know  yon  nearer ;  him  we  would  not  hold 
For  Hercules,  —  the  man  would  lick  your  shoe 
If  you  and  oertain  efficacious  friends 
Managed  him  warilv,  —  but  there 's  the  wife : 
Spare  her,  because  he  beats  her,  as  it  is, 
Sne  's  breaking  her  heart  quite  fast  enough  — 

jam  tu  — 
Soj  be  ^ou  rational  and  make  amends 
With  httle  Light«kirts  yonder  ~  in  wen/a 
Seeu^UHHHhrum.    Ah,  yon  rogue !    Every  one 

knows 
What  great  dame  she  makes  jealoua:   one 

against  one. 
Play,  and  win  both  I " 

Sirs,  ere  the  week  was  out, 
I  saw  and  said  to  myself,  ''  Light^kirts  hides 

teeth 
Would  make  a  dog  sick, — the   great  dame 

shows  spite 
Should  drive  a  oat  mad :  't  is  but  poor  work 

this- 
Counting  one's  fingers  till  the  sonnet 's  crowned^ 
I  doubt  much  if  Marino  really  be 
A  better  bard  than  Dante  after  alL 
'T  is  more  amusing  to  go  pace  at  eve 
I'  the  Duomo,  — watch  the  day's  last  fl^eson 

outside 
Turn,  as  into  a  skirt  of  God's  own  robe, 
Those  lancet-windows'  jewelled  miracle,  — 
Than  go  eat  the  Archbishop's  ortolans. 
Digest  his  jokes.    Luckily  Lent  is  near  : 
Who  cares  to  look  will  find  me  in  my  stall 
At  the  Pieve,  constant  to  this  faith  at  least  — 
Never  to  write  a  canzonet  any  more." 

So.  next  week,  't  was  my  patron  spoke  abrupt, 
In  altered  guise,  **  Toont|^  man,  can  it  be  tme 
That  after  all  your  promise  of  sound  fruit. 
Ton  have  kept  away  from  Counteas  yowigor 

old 
And  gone  play  truant  in  ohnrch  all  day  long  f 
Are   you    turning    Molinist  ? "    I    aaewerad' 

quick  : 
'"  Sir,  what  if  I  turned  Christian  ?    It  might  be. 
The  fact  is,  I  am  troubled  in  my  mind, 
Rnset  and  pressed  hard  b^  some  novel  thoughts. 
This  yonr  Areno  is  a  limited  world  ; 
There  *a  a  strange  Pope*  —  't  is  said,  a  priest' 

who  thinks. 
Rome  is  the  port,  you  say  :  to  Rome  I  ge. 
I  will  live  alone,  ene  dees  so  in  a  crowd. 
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And  look  iBtamj  heart  a  Uttle."    "Lent 
£nded/'-I   tM   friends,  — ''I   shaU  go  to 
Roma." 

One  araainv  I  vaa  sitting  ia  a  iniise 

Over  the  opened  *'  Sumnia/^  darkened  round 

By  the  mid-Maroh  twilight,  thinkiag  how  my 

Ufe 
Had  shaken  nnder  me,  —  broke  short  indeed 
And  showed   the  gap   'twixt  what  is,  what 

should  be,  — 
And  into  what  abysno  the  soul  may  slip, 
Laave  aopiratioa  here,  achievement  there. 
Lacking  omnipotence  to  connect  extremes  — 
Thinking  moreover  .  .  .  oh,  thinking,  if  yott 

like, 
How  utterly  dissociated  was  I 
A  priest  and  celibate,  from  the  sad  strange 

wife 
Of  Guido,  —  jost  aa  an  inataane  to  the  point. 
Naught  more,  —how  I  had  a  whole  store  d 

strengths 
Eating  into  my  heart,  whieh  erared  employ. 
And  she,  perhaps,  need  of  a  finger^s  help,  — 
And  yet  there  was  no  way  in  the  wide  worid 
To  stretch  ont  mine  and  so  relieve  mvnlf ,  — 
How  when  the  page  o*  the  *^  Smnma"  preaohed 

its  best. 
Her  smiW  kept  growing  out  cl  it,  as  to  mock 
The  silence  we  conld  break  by  no  one  word,  — 
There  came  a  tap  without  the  ehambernloQr, 
And  a  whieper,  when  I  hade  who  tapped  speak 

out* 
And,  in  obedience  to  my  summons,  last 
In  p^Uded  a  masked  mnflked  mystenr, 
Laid  li;;htly  a  letter  on  the  opened  book, 
TImhi  stood  with  fokledarms  and  foot  demure. 
Pointing  as  if  to  mark  the  minutes^  flight. 

I  took  the  letter,  read  to  the  effect 
That  she,  I  lately  flnag  the  cemfits  to. 
Had  a  warm  heart  to  give  me  in  exchange. 
And  gave  it,  — loved  me  aod  confessed  it  tkns. 
And  bade  me  render  thanks  by  word  of  mouth. 
Going  that  night  to  saoh  a  side  o'  the  honse 
Where  the  small  terrace  overhangs  a  street 
Blind  and  deserted,  not  the  street  in  froat : 
Her  husband  being  away,  the  surly  patch, 
AthiaviUaof  Vittiaaow 


«i 


'  *  And  yon  ?  '  *  —  I  ssked : 
What  may  you  be  ?  ''  ''  Count  Guido's  kind  of 
maid  — 

Most  of  OB  have  two  fnaetioas  in  his  hease. 
We  all  bale  hisa,  the  Udy  aaffem  mneh, 
'T  is  jnst  we  show  eompassion,  famish  help, 
Specially  since  her  choice  is  fixed  so  weU. 
What  answer  may  I  bring  to  oheer  the  sweei 
Pwnpiha  ?  " 


>t 


Then  I  took  a  pen  and  wrote : 
*'  No  more  of  thial    That  yea  are  lair.  I  know: 
Bat  ether  thonghta  aow  ooonpy  my  mind. 
I  should  not  thua  have  played  the  insnasihie 
(kme  on  a  timew     What  made  yoa  —  nuiy  ona 

a^k  — 
Marry  yonr  Udeena hmhaad f     *Twasafanlt. 
Andnowyantiwtathafmiiel  it.    FarewalL'^ 


"Theiel**  ■roi&sdIaashaaaatalMAitaad 
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Tliere.  let  the  jealous  miaersant^  —  OnidoV 

self. 
Whose  mean  sonlgrina  through  thiatmnsparent 

trick, — 
Be  balked  so  far,  delmnded  of  his  aim  I 
What  fund  of  satisfsotion  to  the  knave. 
Had  I  kicked  this  his  messen^r  down  atain. 
Trussed  to  the  middle  of  her  mnmdeBsa, 
And  set  his  heart  at  ease  so  I    Mo,  indeed  I 
lliere  ^s  the  reply  which  he  shall  tarn  and  twist 
At  pleasure,  snuff  at  till  his  brain  grow  drunk. 
As  the  bear  does  when  he  finds  a  seeated  i^ve 
That  pnmlss  him, — a  hand  and  yet  no  hand^ 
Of  other  perfume  than  his  own  mnl  paw  1 
Last  month,  I  had  douhtlem  ehoeaa  to  play  the 

Aocepted  the  moek*invitation,  kept 
The  sham  appointment,  cudgel  beneath  cloak, 
Pt«parsd  myaelf  to  null  the  appointer's  self 
Ont  of  the  window  nam  hie  hiding^plaee 
Behind  the  gown  of  tlna  part-messenger 
Part-mistrem  who  would  persenata  the  wife. 
Such  had  seeaMd  onee  a  jest  pisndssilils  ; 
Now,  I  am  not  i'  the  mood." 

Back  Mxt  nma  hrooght 
The  meesengsr,  a  seesnd  letter  in  hand. 
**  You  are  eroel,  Thynia,  and  Hyrtalla  moans 
Neglected  but  adorns  yon,  makes  rsqnest 
For  mercy :  why  is  it  yon  dam  not  eame  f 
Such  virtue  is  searae  natoral  to  year  age : 
You  mast  love  sohm  one  else ;  I  hear  yon  do. 
The  Baron's  dnaghter  or  the  Advocate's  wife. 
Or  both,  ^  aU  's  one,  wenkl  you  make  ma  tike 

third - 
I  take  the  crambe  from  table  gratefnUy 
Nor  grudge  who  leasta  tktre.     't^A^  I  hlmk 

aad  Uaze! 
Yet  if  I  break  all  bonnda,  there  'a  rensrm  saca. 
Are  you  determinedly  bent  on  Rome  ? 
I  am  Wfetehed  here,  a  monster  tortnies  nw: 
Carry  me  with  you !    Come  and  say  yon  will ! 
Concert  this  very  evening  t    Do  not  write  1 
I  am  ever  at  the  window  of  my  room 
Overtheterraoe,  atthewlee.    Cemal** 


I  qnoitioned-liftiiv  half  the  wenaa*s  mnsk 
To  let  her  anile  leeae.    ''So,  yon  g«ve  my 

hue 
To  the  meny  Uidy?*'     '*She  kwed  eff  the 


And  put  what  paper  waa  not  kissed  away 
In  her  boeom  te  go  bum:  hut  meny,  nal 
She  wept  all  night  when  evening  brought  ao 

friend. 
Alone,  the  nnkind  Bsissive  at  her  Weaat ; 
Thae  Philomel,  the  thora  at  her  breast  ton. 
Sings'*  .  .  .  ''Writes    this  second    latter?'* 

"Eveneol 
Then  she  may  peep  at   vespen  fsrth  ?  **  — 

"  What  risk 
Do  we  run  o'  the   hnsbaad?"  — "^Ak,  — no 

risk  at  all  I 
He  is  more  stupid  even  than  jealona.    Ak  — 
Thai  WW  the  reason?    Whv.th^ 
Beside,  hin  bugbear  is  that  friend  of  yonis. 
Fat  little  C^MonCnnti    Ha  ~ 


'aatway! 
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How  should  he  dream  of  you?    I  told  you 

truth: 
He  foee  to  the  villa  at  Vittiaao  7-  *t  k 
The  time  when  Sprinfl^sap  rLue  in  the  vine  — 
Spends  the  night  there.    And  then  his  wife  *s  a 

ehild: 
Does  he  think  a  child  outwits  him  ?    A  mere 

child: 
Yet  so  full-grown,  a  dish  for  any  duke. 
I>on^t   quarrel  longer   with   such   cates,    hut 

come  I  ^' 

I  wrote,  "  In  vain  do  you  solicit  me. 
I  am  A  priest :  and  you  are  wedded  wife. 
Whatever  kind  of  brute  your  husband  prove. 
I    have  scruples,  in  short.     Yet  should  you 

reidlvshow 
Sign   at   tne  window  .  .  .  but  nay,  best   be 

good! 
My  thoughts  are   elsewhere.^*  —  "'  Take   her 

thatr* 

-''Again 
Let  the  incarnate  meanaejBS,  cheat  and  spy. 
Mean  to  the  marrow  of  him,  make  his  heart 
His  food,  anticipate  heirs  worm  once  more  I 
Let  him  watch  shivering  at  the  window  —ay, 
And  let  this  hvbrid,  this  his  light-of-4ove 
And  laokey-o^^lies,  —  a  sase  eoonomy,  — 
Paid   with  embracings  for  the   rank    brass 

coin, — 
I^et  her  report  and  make  him  chuckle  o*er 
The  breakdown  of  my  resolution  now. 
And  lour  at  disappointment  in  good  time  I 
-80  tMntMJvts  ana  so  enrage  by  turns. 
Until  the  two  fall  each  on  the  other  like 
Two  Punished  spiders,  as  the  coveted  fly. 
That  toys  long,  leaves  their  net  and  them  at 

lastl" 

And  so  the  missives  followed  thick  and  fast 
For  a  month,  say.  —  I  still  came  at  every  turn 
On  the  soft  sly  adder,  endlong  ^neath  my  tiead. 
I  was  met  i^  the  street,  made  sign  to  in  the 

church, 
A  slip  was  found  i*  the  dooinnll,  scribbled  word 
*Twizt  page  and  page  o'  the  prayer-book  in  my 

place. 
A  enunpled  thing  dropped  even  before  my  feet. 
Pushed  through  the  blind,  above  the  teiraoe- 

rail. 
As  I  passed,  by  day,  the  verv  window  once. 
And  ever  from  comers  would  be  peering  up 
'Fhe  mesMnger.  with  the  selfsame  demand, 
**  Obdurate  still,  no  flesh  but  adamant  ? 
Nothing  to  cure  the  wound,  assuage  the  throe 
()*  the  sweetest  lamb  that  ever  loved  a  bear  ?  ** 
And  ever  my  one  answer  in  one  tone  — 
**  Oo  yoar  ways,  temptress  !    Let  a  priest  read, 

(Tnplagued  of  vain  talk,  visions  not  for  him  I  ^ 
In  the  end,  you  *U  have  your  will  and  ruin 
mar' 

One  dav,  a  variation :  thus  I  read  : 

"  You  nave  gained  little  by  timidity. 

My  husband  nas  found  out  my  love  at  length, 

Sees  oottsin  Conti  was  the  stalking-hoiae. 

And  you  the  game  he  covered,  poor  fat  soul  I 


My  husband  is  a  formidable  foe, 
Will  stick  at  nothing  to  destroy  you.    Stand 
Prepared,  or  better,  run  till  you  reach  Bome  I 
I  bade  you  visit  me,  when  the  last  place 
My  tyrant  would  have  turned  suspieious  at. 
Or  cared  to  seek  you  in,  was  .  .  .  why  say, 

where? 
But  now  all  ^s  changed :  beside,  the  season  *s 

past 
At  the  villa,  —  wants  the  master *s  eye  no  mote. 
Anyhow,  I  beseech  you,  sta^  away 
From  the  window !     He  might  well  be  posted 

there.'' 

I  wrote  —  "  You  raise  my  oonxage,  or  call  up 
My  curiosity,  who  am  but  man. 
Tell  him  he  owns  the  palace,  not  the  street 
Under  —  that 's  his  and  yours  and  mine  alike. 
If  it  ^lould  please  me  pad  the  path  this  eve, 
Quido  will  have  two  troubles,  first  to  get 
Into  a  rage  and  then  get  out  again. 
Be  cautious,  though :  at  the  Ave  J  " 

You  of  the  court 
When  I  stood  question  here  and  reached  this 

point 
O'  the  narratiye,  —  search  notes  and  see  and  say 
If  some  one  did  not  interpose  with  smile 
And  sneer.  *'  And  prithee  why  so  confident 
That  the  nusband  must,  of  all  needs,  not  the 

wife 
Fabricate  thus,  —what  if  the  bMly  loved? 
What  if  she  wrote  the  btten  ? ' ' 

Learned  Sir, 
I  told  you  there  *s  a  picture  in  our  ohuroh. 
Well,  u  a  low-browed  verger  sidled  up 
Bringing  me,  like  a  blotch,  on  his  prod's  point, 
A  tranmzed  scorpion,  let  the  reptile  writhe. 
And  then  said,  ''See  a  thing  that  Rafael 

made  — 
This  venom  issued  from  Bladonaa's  month  I  " 
I  should  reply,  "  Rather,  the  soul  of  yon 
Has  issued  itom  your  body,  like  from  like. 
By  way  of  the  ordare-oomer  I " 

Bat  no  lees, 
I  tired  of  the  same  long  black  tearing  lie 
Obtruded  thus  at  everjr  turn ;  the  pest 
Was  far  too  near  the  picture,  anyhow  : 
One  does  Madonna  service,  making  clowns 
Remove  their  dung-heap  from  the  sacristy. 
"  I  will  to  the  window,  as  he  tempts."  said  I : 
"  Yes,  whom  the  eagv  love  has  fauea  allure^ 
This  new  bait  of  adventure  tempts,  — thinks 

he. 
Thoui^  the  imprisoned  lady  keeps  afar. 
There  will  they  lie  in  ambush,  heads  alert. 
Kith,  kin,  and  Count  mustered  to  bite  mv  heel. 
No  mother  nor  brother  viper  of  the  brood 
Shall    scuttle    off    without     the    instmotive 

bruise!'^ 

So  I  went :  crossed  street  and  street :   "  The 

next  street's  turn, 
I  stand  beneath  the  terrace,  see,  above. 
The  black  of  the  ambush-window.    Then,  in 

place 
Of  handle  throw  of  soft  prelude  over  lute. 
And   cough   that   dears   way   for   the    ditty 

last,"  - 


496 


THE   RING  AND   THE   BOOK 


I  began  to  IftOffh  already  —  **^  he  will  have 
*  Out  of  the  hme  you  hide  in,  on  to  the  front, 
Count  Qnido  Franceaohini,  show  yourself ! 
Hear  what  a  man  thinks  of  a  thing  like  you 
And  after,  take  this  foulness  in  your  face !  ^ 


V 


The  words  lay  living  on  my  lip,  I  made 

The  one  turn  more  —  and  there  at  the  window 

stood. 
Framed  in  its  blaok  square  length,  with  lamp 

in  hand, 
Pompilia ;  the  same  great,  grave,  griefful  air 
As  stands  i^  the  dusk,  on  altar  that  I  know. 
Left  alone  with  one  moonbeam  in  her  cell. 
Our  Lady  of  all  the  iSorrows.    £re  I  knelt  — 
Assured  myself  that  she  was  flesh  and  blood  — 
She  had  looked  one  look  and  vanished. 

I  thought  —  ^*  Just  so : 
It  was  herself,  they  have  set  her   there    to 

watoh  — 
Stationed  to  see  some  wedding-band  go  by. 
On  fair  pretence  that  she  must  bless  uie  oride, 
Or  wait  some  funeral  with  friends  wind  past, 
And  erave  peaoe  for  the  corpse  that  claims  its 

due. 
She  never  dreams  they  used  her  for  a  snare. 
And  now  withdraw  the  bait  has  served  its  turn. 
Well  done,  the  husband,  who  shall  fare  the 

worse  I " 
And  on  my  Un  again  was  —  **  Out  witli  chee, 
Ouido  I "    When  all  at  once  she  reappeared ; 
But.  this  time,  on  the  terrace  overhead. 
So  close  above  me,  she  coidd  almost  touch 
My  head  if  she  bent  down ;  and  she  did  bend, 
Wnile  I  stood  still  as  stone,  all  eye,  all  ear. 

She  began  —  **  You  have  sent  me  letters.  Sir : 
I  have  read  none,  I  can  neither  read  nor  write  ; 
But  she  you  gave  Uiem  to,  a  woman  here. 
One  of  the  people  in  whose  power  I  am. 
Partly  explained  their  sense,  I  think,  to  me 
Obliged  to  listen  while  she  inculcates 
That  you,  a  priestj  can  dare  love  me,  a  wife, 
Derire  to  live  or  die  as  I  shall  bid, 
(She  makes  me  listen  if  I  will  or  no) 
Because  yon  saw  my  face  a  single  time. 
It  cannot  be  she  says  the  thing  you  mean  ; 
Such  wickedness  were  deadly  to  us  both  : 
But  good  true  love  would   help  me  now  so 

much  — 
I  tell  myself,  you  may  mean  good  and  true. 
Ton  offer  me,  I  seem  to  understand. 
Because  I  am  in  poverty  and  starve. 
Much  money,  where  one  piece  would  save  my 

life. 
Tlie  rilver  cup  upon  the  altar-cloth 
Is  neither  vours  to  give  nor  mine  to  take  ; 
But  I  mignt  take  one  bit  of  bread  therefrom. 
Since  I  am  starving,  and  return  the  rest. 
Yet  do  no  harm  :  this  is  my  very  case. 
I  am  in  that  strait,  I  may  not  dare  abstain 
From  so  much  of  assistance  as  would  bring 
The  guilt  of  theft  on  neither  von  nor  me ; 
But  no  superfluous  particle  ot  aid. 
I  think,  it  you  wiU  let  me  state  my  case. 
Even  had  you  been  so  fancy-fevered  here. 
Not  your  sound  self,  yon  must  grow  healthy 

now  — 


Care  only  to  bestow  what  I  can  take. 
That  it  is  only  yon  in  the  wide  world. 
Knowing  me  nor  in  thought  nor  woia  nor  deed, 
Who,  all  unprompted  save  by  jrour  own  heart. 
Come  proffering  assistance  now,  —  were  strangv 
But  that  my  whole  life  is  so  strange :  as  strangle 
It  is,  mv  husband  whom  I  have  not  wronged 
Should  nate  and  harm  me.    For  his  own  aonlV 

sake. 
Hinder  the   harm !     But  there  m  something 

more. 
And  that  the  strangest :  it  has  got  to  be 
Somehow  for  my  sake  too,  and  ^et  not  mine. 
—  This  is  a  ridole  —  for  some  kmd  of  sake 
Not  any  clearer  to  myself  than  you. 
And  yet  as  certain  as  that  I  draw  breath,  — 
I  would  fain  live,  not  die  —  oh  no,  not  die ! 
My  case  is,  I  was  dwelling  happily 
At  Rome  with  those  dear  Comparini,  called 
Father  and  mother  to  me ;  when  at  once 
I  found  I  had  become  Count  Guido*s  wife : 
Who  then,  not  waiting  for  a  moment,  changed 
Into  a  fury  of  fire,  if  once  he  was 
Merely  a  man :  his  face  threw  fire  at  mine. 
He  latd  a  hand  on  me  that  burned  all  peaoe. 
All  joy,  all  hope,  and  last  all  fear  avray. 
Dipping  the  boui^^h  of  life,  so  pleasant  once. 
In  fire  which  shrivelled  leaf  Bud  bud  alike. 
Burning  not  only  present  life  but  past, 
Which  you  might  think  was  safe  beyond  his 

reach.^ 
He  reached  it,  though,  nnce  that  beloved  pair. 
Mv  father  once,  my  mother  all  those  years. 
That  loved  me  so,  now  say  I  dreamed  a  dream 
And  bid  me  wake,  henceforth  no  child  of  theirs. 
Never  in  all  ihe  time  their  child  at  all. 
Do  yon  understand  ?    I  cannot :  yet  so  it  is. 
Just  so  I  say  of  you  that  proffer  help : 
I  cannot  understand  what  prompts  your  soul, 
I  simply  needs  must  see  that  it  is  so. 
Only  one  strange  and  wonderful  thing  more. 
Hiey  came  here  with  me,  those  two  dear  owv, 

kept 
All  the  old  love  up,  till  my  husband,  till 
His  people  here  so  torturra  them,  they  fled. 
And  now,  is  it  because  I  grorw  in  flesh 
And  spirit  one  with  him  their  torturer. 
That  they,  renouncing  him,  must  cast  off  me  f 
If  I  were  graced  by  God  to  have  a  child. 
Could  I  one  day  deny  God  graced  me  so  ? 
Then,  since  mjr  husband  hates  me,  I  shall  bresk 
No  law  that  reigns  in  this  fell  bouse  of  hate, 
By  using  —  lettmg  have  effect  so  much 
Of  hate  as  hides  me  from  that  whole  of  hate 
Would  take  my  life  which  I  want  and  must 

have  — 
Just  as  I  take  from  your  excess  of  love 
Ebough  to  save  my  life  with,  all  I  need. 
The  Archbishop  said  to  murder  me  were  nn : 
My  leaviufr  Guido  were  a  kind  of  death 
With  no  sm,  —  more  death,  he  must  answer  fm . 
Hear  now  what  death  to  him  and  life  to  yon 
I  wish  to  pay  and  owe.    Take  me  to  Rome ! 
You  go  to  Rome,  the  servant  makes  me  hear. 
Take  me  as  yon  would  take  a  dog,  I  think, 
Blasterless  left  for  stransers  to  maltreat : 
Take   me  home  like   tliat— leave  me  in  th«* 

house 
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Whave  the  fftther  and  the  mother  axe ;  and  aoon 
They  '11  come  to  know  and  call  me  hv  my  name. 
Their  ehild  once  more,  nnoe  ehila  I  am,  for 

ail 
They  now  fotyet  me,  which  ia  the  worst  o*  the 

draam^ 
And  the  way  to  end  dreams  ia  to  break  them, 

stand. 
Walk,  go :  then  help  me  to  stand,  walk,  and  go  1 
The  OoVemor  said  the  strong  shonld  help  the 


Ton  know  how  weak  the  strongest  women  are. 
How  could  I  find  my  way  there  by  myself  ? 
I  cannot  even  call  out,  xnake  them  hear  — 
Just  aa  in  dreams :  I  hare  tried  and  proved  the 

fact. 
I  have  told  this  story  and  more  to  good  great 

men. 
The  Arehbiahopand  the  (Sovemor :  they  smiled. 

*  is/top  joar  mouth,  fair  one  I  *  —  presently  they 

frowned, 

*  Get  yon  gone,  disengage  yon  from  our  feet  I  * 
I  went  in  my  despair  to  an  old  priest. 

Only  a  friar,  no  great  roan  like  these  two. 
But  good,  the  AngustiniBn,  people  name 
Romano,  —  he  confessed  me  two  months  since : 
He  fears  Qod,  why  then  needs  he   fear  Uie 

world? 
And  when  he  questioned  htfw  it  came  about 
That  I  was  found  in  danger  of  a  sin  — 
Despair  of  anv  help  from  providence,  — 
*8ince.  though  your  husband  outrage  you,'  said 

he, 

*  That  is  a  ease  too  conmion,  the  wives  die 
Or  live,  but  do  not  sin  so  deep  as  this '  -* 
Then  I  tokl  —  what  I  never  wiU  tell  you  — 
How.  worse  than  husband's  hate,  I  had  to  bear 
The  love  —  soliciting  to  shame  called  love  — 
Of  his  brother,  —  the  young  idle  priest  i*  the 

house 
With  only  the  devil  to  meet  there.    'This  is 

grave  — 
Tee,  we  must  interfere :  I  counsel,  —  write 
To  those  who  used  to  be  your  parents  once. 
Of  dangers  here,  bid  them  convey  you  henoe  I ' 

*  But,'  said  I,  *  when  I  neither  read  nor  write  ? ' 
Then  he  took  pity  and  promised  *'  I  will  write.' 
If  he  did  so,  — why,  they  are  dumb  or  dead  : 
Either  they  give  no  credit  to  the  tale, 

Or  else,  wrapped  wholly  up  in  their  own  joy 
Of  such  escape,  they  care  not  who  cries,  stul 
1'  the  dutches.    Anyhow,  no  word  arrives. 
All  such  extravagance  and  dreadful  neas 
Seems  incident  to  dreaminir,  cured  one  way,  — 
Wdke  me  1    The  letter  1  received  this  mom, 
Si^  —  if  the  woman  spoke  your  very  sense  — 

*  Ton  would  die  for  me : '  I  can  believe  it  now : 
For  now  the  dream  gets  to  involve  yonzaelf  • 
First  of  sU,  yon  seemed  wicked  and  not  good. 
In  wiitinif  me  those  letters :  you  came  in 
Like  a  thief  upon  me.    I  this  morning  said 

In  my  eztremi^,  entreat  the  thief  I 
Try  if  he  have  m  him  no  honest  touch  1 
A  thief  might  save  me  from  a  murderer. 
T  wasa  tluef  said  the  last  kind  word  to  Christ: 
(lirwt  took  the  kindness  and  fotgave  the  theft : 
And  ao  did  I  prepare  what  I  now  say. 
But  now,  thai  you  stand  and  I  see  your  face. 


Though  you  have  never  uttered  word  yet,  — 

well,  I  know. 
Here  too  has  been  dream-work,  delusion  too. 
And  that  at  no  time,  you  with  the  eyes  here, 
Ever  intended  to  do  wrong  by  me, 
Nor  wrote  such  letters  therefore.    It  is  false. 
And  yon  are  true,  have  been  true,  will  be  true. 
To  Rome  then,  —  when  is  it  you  take  me  there  ? 
Each  minute  lost  is  mortal.    When?  — lask." 

I  answered,  "  It  shall  be  when  it  can  be. 
I  will  go  henoe  and  do  your  pleasure,  find 
The  sure  and  speedy  means  of  travel,  then 
Gome  back  and  take  yon  to  your  friends  in 

Rome. 
There  wants  a  carriage,  money  and  the  rest,  — 
A  day's  work  by  to-morrow  at  this  time. 
How  shall  I  see  you  and  assure  escape?  *' 

She  replied,  *"*  Pass,  to-morrow  at  this  hour. 
If  I  am  at  the  open  window,  well : 
If  I  am  absent,  drop  a  hanakerchief 
And  walk  by  1    I  shall  see  from  where  I  watch, 
And  know  that  all  is  done.    Betnm  next  eve, 
And  next,  and  so  till  we  can  meet  and  speak  1 " 
'*  To-morrow  at  this  hour  I  pass,"  said  I. 
She  was  withdrawn. 

Here  is  another  point 
I  bid  3ron  pause  at.    When  I  told  thus  far. 
Some  one  said,  subtly,  "  Here  at  least  was  found 
Your  confidence  in  error,  —  you  peroeived 
The  spirit  of  the  letters,  in  a  eoit. 
Had  been  the  lady's,  if  the  body  should  be 
Supplied  by  Quido :  say,  he  fomd  them  all ! 
Here  waa  the  unf orged  fact  —  she  sent  for  you, 
Spontaneously  elected  you  to  help, 
—  What  men  call,  loved  yon :  Guido  read  her 

mind. 
Gave  it  expreorion  to  assure  the  world 
The  case  was  just  as  he  foresaw  :  he  wrote. 
She  spoke." 

Sirs,  that  first  nmile  serves  still,  — 
That  falsehood  of  a  scorpion  hatched,  I  say. 
Nowhere  i'  the  world  but  in  Madonna's  mouth. 
Go  onl    Sui^Kise,  that  falsehood  foiled,  next 

eve 
Pictured  Madonna  raised  her  painted  hand. 
Fixed  the  face  Rafael  bent  above  the  Babe, 
On  my  face  as  I  flung  me  at  her  feet : 
Such  miracle  vouduiaf  ed  and  nuunf est. 
Would  that  prove  the  first  lying  tale  was  true  ? 
Pompilia  spoke,  and  I  at  once  received. 
Accepted  my  own  fact,  my  miimole 
Self-authorixed  and  self -explained,  —she  chose 
To  summon  me  and  signify  her  choice. 
Afterward,  —  oh  I  I  gave  a  passing  glance 
To  a  certain  ugly  dond-ahape,  goblin-ehred 
Of  hellrsmoke  nurrying  past  the  splendid  moon 
Out  now  to  tolerate  no  darkness  more. 
And  saw  right  through  the  thing  that  tried  to 


For  truth  and  solid,  not  an  empty  lie : 
**  So,  he  not  only  forged  the  words  for  her 
But  words  for  me,  mJMle  letters  he  called  mine 
What  I  sent,  he  retained,  gave  these  in  place. 
All  by  the  mistress-messenger  I    As  I 
Recognized  her,  at  potency  of  trath. 
So  she,  by  the  crystalline  soul,  knew  roe, 
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Never  mMtook  the  ai^iis.  ^  Enongli  of  this— 
Let  the  wraith  go  to  nothingness  again. 
Here  is  the  orb,  hare  only  uoui^t  for  her  1  *' 


it 


Thought  ?  '*  nay,  Sirs,  what  shall  follow  waa 

not  thoQfi^t : 
I  have  thought  sometimes,  and  thought  long 

and  hud. 
I  hare  stood  before,  ^one  round  a  serious  thin^. 
Tasked  my  whole  mind  to  touch  and  clasp  it 

close. 
As  I  stretch  forth  mT  arm  to  touch  this  bar. 
God  and  man,  and  what  duty  I  owe  both,  — 
I  dare  to  aay  1  have  oonfronted  these 
In  thought :  but  no  such  faculty  helped  here. 
I  put  Mvth  no  thought, — powerless,  all  that 

night 
I  paced  the  city :  it  waa  the  first  Spring. 
By  the  invasion  I  lay  passive  to, 
In  rushed  new  thinsa,  the  old  were  rapt  away  ; 
Alike  abolished — the  impriaonment 
Of  the  outside  air,  the  inside  weight  o^  the 

wotld 
That  pulled  me  down.     Death  meant,  to  spam 

the  ground. 
Soar  to  the  aky.*-  die  well  and  vou  do  that. 
The  very  immolation  made  the  bliss ; 
Death  waa  the  heart  of  life,  and  all  uie  harm 
My  foUy  had  orouched  to  avoid,  now  proved  a 

veil 
Hiding  all  gain  my  wisdom  strove  to  grasp: 
As  if  the  intense  centre  of  the  flame 
Should  turn  a  heaven  to  that  devoted  fly 
Which  hitherto,  sophiat  alike  and  sage. 
Saint  Thomas  with  his  sober  gray  goose^uill. 
And  sinner  Plato  by  Cephisian  reed. 
Would  fain,  puntending  juat  the  inaeot^s  good. 
Whisk  off,  drive  back,  consign  to  shade  again. 
Into  another  state,  under  new  rule 
I  knew  mjTself  was  passing  awift  and  sure ; 
Whereof  the  initiatory  pang  approached* 
FeUeitoua  annoy,  as  bitter-sweet 
Aa  when  the  virgin-band,  the  victors  ehaste. 
Feel  at  the  end  ue  earthly  garments  drop, 
And  rise  with  something  of  a  rosy  shame 
Into  immortal  nakedness :  so  I 
Lay,  and  let  come  the  proper  throe  would  thrill 
Into  the  eostaay  and  outthrob  pain. 


I*  the  gray  of  dawA  it  waa  I  found  myself 
Facing  the  pillared  front  o*  the  Pieve  —  mine. 
My  church :  it  seemed  to  say  for  the  first  time, 
*^  But  am  not  I  the  Bride,  the  mystic  love 
O^  the  Lamb,  who  took  thy  plighted  troth,  my 

pneet. 
To  fold  thy  warm  heart  on  my  heart  of  stone 
And  freese  thee  nor  nnfaaten  aay  more  ? 
This  is  a  fleshly  woman,  —  let  the  free 
Bestow   their  life-blood,  thou  art  pulseless 

nowl" 
See  I    Day  by  day  I  had  risen  and  left  this 

church 
At  the  rignal  waved  me  by  aome  foolish  fan. 
With  half  a  enrse  and  half  a  pitying  amile 
For  the  monk  I  stumbled  over  m  my  haste, 
Proetrate  and  oorpee*like  at  the  altar-foot 
Intent  on  hia  corona :  then  the  diuroh 
Was  ready  with  her  qni^  if  word  conduced. 


To  quicken  my  pace  nor  atop  for  prating  — 

"  There  f 
Be  thankful  you  are  no  such  nian^,  go 
Rather  to  teach  a  black-eyed  novice  caida 
Than  gabble  Ladn  and  protrude  that  none 
Smooth  to  a  sheep^s  through  no  braina  and  mnch 

faith  r' 
That   sort   of    incentive  I     Now   the  ehurch 

changed  tone  — 
Now,  when  I  found  out  first  that  life  aad 

death 
Are  meana  to  an  end,  that  passion  uses  both, 
Indiqmtahly  mistress  of  the  man 
Whose  form  of  worship  is  self-eacrifiee  : 
Now,  from  the  atone  mags  sighed  the  senumel 

voice, 
**  Leave  that  lire  paasion,  eome  be  deod  with 

me!*' 
As  if,  i*  the  fabled  garden,  I  had  goae 
Ou  great  adventure,  plucked  in  ignorance 
Hedge-fruit,  and  feasted  to  satiety. 
Laughing  at  such  hi^h  fame  for  hipa  and  haws. 
And  scorned  the  achievement:  then  eome  all  at 


O'  the  prise  o*  the  place,  the  thing  of  perfect 

gold. 
The  amle*s  self  :  and^  scarce  my  eye  on  that. 
Was  Vare  as  well  o    the  seven-fold  dragonU 

watch. 


Sirs,  I  obeyed.    Obedience  was  too  atrange,  — 
This  new  thing  that  had  been  stnick  into  me 
By  the  look  o^the  lady,  —  to  dare  disobey 
The  first  authoritative  word.    'T  was  Gad*s. 
I  had  been  lilted  to  the  level  of  her, 
Could  take  such  sounds  into  my  sense.    I  said, 
^*  We  two  are  oognizant  o*  the  Maater  now ; 
She  it  ia  bids  me  bow  the  head:  how  true, 
I  am  a  priest !    I  see  the  function  here ; 
I  thought  the  other  way  self-sacrifice : 
Thia  is  the  true,  seals  up  the  perfect  sum. 
I  pay  it,  sit  down,  silently  obey.** 

So,  I  went  home.    Dawn  broke,  noon  broadened, 

I  sat  stone-still,  let  time  ma  over  me. 
The  sun  slaated  into  my  room,  had  reached 
The  west.    I  opened  book,  —  Aquinas  Uaasd 
With  one  blacK  name  only  on  the  white  page. 
I  looked  np,  saw  the  sunset :  vespers  rang : 
''  She  counts  the  minutes  till  I  keep  my  word 
And  come  say  all  is  ready.    I  am  a  pnest. 
Duty  to  God  is  duty  to  her :  I  think 
God,  who  created  her,  will  save  her  too 
Some  new  way,  by  one  miracle  the  more. 
Without  me.   Then,  prayer  may  avail  perhapa.** 
I  went  to  my  own  plaoe  i*  the  Pieve,  read 
The  office :  1  was  back  at  home  again 
Sitting  i*  the  dark.    "Could  she  but  know  — 

but  know 
That,  were  there  good  in  this  distinct  from 

God*s, 
Really  good  as  it  reached  her,  thoogh  procured 
By  a  sia  of  mine,  —  I  should  sin :  God  forgives. 
She  knows  it  is  no  fear  withholds  me :  fear? 
Ofwhat?    Suspense  here  is  the  terrible  thii«. 
If  she  should,  as  she  counts  the  minntea,  come 
On  the  f aatastie  notion  that  I  fear 
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The  wocld   now,  imt   tbe  Anhhuhop,    lew 


Coant  Gmdo,  hm  who,  hATioir  lomd  the  Um, 
Ma  J  wait  the  work,  Attend  the  eff eet,  —  I  f i 
'rhoBwordofGuido*    Let  God  see  to  that — 
llAtinff  Uee,  let  not  her  believe  a  lie  1  '* 

Afcain  the  mominr  found  me.    *'  I  will  work. 
Tie  down  my  foolkh  thoughts.    Thank  God  so 

farl 
I  have  aaTed  her  from  a  wandal,  stopped  the 


Had  hioken  else  into  a  eaekle  and  hiss 
Around  the  noUe  name.  Duty  is  still 
Wisdom :  I  have  been  wise.*^   So  the  day  wote. 


At  erening  ^  "  But,  aohieving  Tiotory, 
I  must  not  blink  the  priest's  peeiiliar  part. 
Nor  ahfink  to  ooonseL,  comfort:   piisst   and 

friend  — 
How  do  we  disoontinue  to  be  friends  ? 
I  win  go  minister,  advise  her  seek 
Help  at  the  sooree,  —  above  all,  not  despair : 
There  may  be  other  happier  hebi  at  hand. 
I  hope  it,  —  wherefore  then  nsgtpot  to  say  ?  '* 

There  she  stood  —  leaned  there,  for  the  eeeond 

time. 
Over  the  terraoe,  looked  at  me,  then  spoke  : 
**  Vfkj  is  it  yon  have  suffered  me  to  stay 
Breaking  my  heart  two  days  more  than  was 


Why  delay  help,  your  <»wn  heart  yearns  to 

give  ? 
You  are  again  here,  in  the  sellsame  mind, 
1  aee  here,  steadfast  in  the  free  of  you,  -* 
Yon  grudge  to  do  no  one  thing  that  I  ask« 
Wliy  then  is  nothing  done?    You  know  my 


Still,  through  God's  pity  on  ma,  there  is  time 
And  one  daf  more :  shw  I  be  saved  or  no? '' 
I  answerMl  —  **Lady,   waste  no  thought,  no 

wc»d 
Even  to  forgive  me  I    Care  for  what  I  ears  *" 
<  hily  I    Now  follow  me  as  I  were  fate  1 
ijoave  this  house  in  the  darit  to-morrow  night. 
Just  before  daybreak  : —  there  's  new  moon 

thin  eve  — 
it  eeta,  and  then  begins  the  solid  Uaok. 
Descend,  proceed  to  the  Torrione,  step 
Over  the  low  dilapidated  wall. 
Take  San  Clemente,  there  ^s  no  other  gate 
l^nguaided  at  the  hour:  some  paces  thence 
An  inn  stands  ;  cross  to  it ;  I  snail  be  there." 


Sheansweiwl,  '*  If  I  enn  but  find  the  way. 
But  I  shall  find  it.    Go  now  I'' 

Ididgn, 
Took  tmfidtf  the  route  mvself  nrsseribed, 
St«vped  at  Tonione,  ofimned  tne  ruined  pkMe, 
Proved  that  the  gate  was  pnwtioable,  reaehed 
The  inn,  no  eye,  deapite  the  daik,  eonld  miss, 
Knoeked  there  and  entered,  made  the  beet  se^ 


*  *  With  CapomuMwhi  it  k  ask  and  have ; 

my  betters.   Are  yon  bound  for  Roate? 
rift  hofee  and  trusty  man,**  aaid  he. 


I 

I  get  swift 


JThen  i  retraeed  nup  «ww|i«,  w^  *««■■••  w^w  ■««« 
In  my  own  house  lor  the  last  time :  thete  hKT 
The  broad  pale  opened '*  bumma."    ''£hnt  his 

book. 
There  'e  other  showii^I    T was  a  Thomaa  too 
Obtained— more  favored  then  his  nansesake 

here  — ' 
A  gift,  tied  faith  fast,  foiled  the  tug  of  doubt, — 
Our  Likdy's  girdla ;  down  he  saw  it  drop 
As  she  ascended  into  heaven,  they  say  : 
He  kept  that  safe  and  bade  all  doubt  adieu. 
I  too  have  seen  a  lady  and  hold  a  grace." 


I  know  not  how  the  night  passed:  morning 
broke. 


Do  you  forget?"    I  started.    '*  How  forget? 
What  is  it  yon  know?"    **  With  due  submia- 


Presentlv  came  my  servant.     "  Sir,  thia  eve  — 
fo] 

■  it 

Bion, 
Thia  being  last  Monday  in  the  month  bot  one, 
And  a  vigiL  since  to-mottow  is  Saint  George, 
And  f east-dav,  and  moreover  day  for 
And  Canon  CJonti  now  away  a  mcntli. 
And  Canon  Crispt  sour  beonose,  f onooth. 
Yon  let  him  sulk  in  stall  and  bear  Uie  brunt 
Of  theootnve  .  .  .  WeU,  Sir, 'tis  important  1>* 

**Tmel 
Hearken,  I  have  to  start  for  Rome  this  night. 
No  word,  lest  Crispt  orerboii  and  bncatl 
Provide  me  with  a  laic  dress  1    Throw  duat 
I*  the  Canon's  eye,  stop  his  tongue's  scandal  so  I 
See  there 's  a  sword  in  caae  of  accident." 
I  knew  the  knave,  the  knave  knew  me. 

And  thus 
Through  each  familiar  hindrance  of  the  day 
Did  I  make  steadily  for  its  hour  and  end,  — 
Felt  time's  old  barrier^rowth  of  right  and  fit 
Give  way  through  all  its  twines,  and  let  me 

wo. 
Use  and  wont  recopiiaed  the  excepted  man. 
Let  speed  the  specMl  service,-* and  I  mod 
Till,  at  the  dead  betweeu  midnight  and  mi 
There  was  I  at  the  goal,  before  the  gate. 
With  a  tune  in  the  ears,  low  leading  up  to  loud, 
A  light  in  the  eyee,  faint  that  woula  aeon  be 

flare. 
Ever  some  spiritual  witnees  new  and  new 
In  faster  frequence,  crowding  solitude 
To  watch  the  way  o'  the  warfare,  —  tUL,  at  hMt, 
When  the  ecstatic  minute  must  bring  birth. 
Began  a  whiteness  in  the  diitonoe,  waxed 
Whiter  and  whiter,  near  grew  and  more  near. 
Till  it  was  she :  there  did  Pompilia  come: 
The  white  I  saw  shins  through  her  was  her 

soul's. 
Certainly,  for  the  body  waa  one  Uack, 
BUck  from  head  down  to  foot.    She  did  not 

>PMk, 
Glided  into  the  carriage. — ro  a  doad 
Gathers  the  moon  up.    ''  By  San  Spirito, 
To  Rome,  as  if  the  road  burned  undaneath  I 
Reaeh  Rome,  then  hold  my  head  in  pledge,  I 

The  nm  and  the  risk  to  ksarfb  eontsntl'* 

Just  that, 
I  iaid,  •- than,  in  another  tkk  of  time. 
Sprang,  was  beside  her,  she  and  I 
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So  it  beniif  our  flight  throneh  dnsk  to  deftr. 
Through  day  and  night  and  day  again  to  nignt 
Onoa  more,  and  to  lait  dreadfm  dawn  of  alL 
Sin,  how  anonld  I  lie  qniet  in  my  ffrave 
Union  jron  suffer  me  wring,  drop  bv  drop, 
Mv  brain  dry,  make  a  ridcbnce  of  the  drench 
Of  minutes  with  a  memory  in  each. 
Recorded  motion,  breath  or  look  of  hers. 
Which  ponred  forth  would  present  you  one  pure 

guiM* 
Mirror  you  plain  —  as  God*s sea,  glassed  in  sold. 
His  saints  —  the  perfect  soul  Pompilia  7    Men. 
Yon  must  know  that  a  man  gets  drunk  with 

truth 
Stagnant  inside  him  1    Oh,  they  Va  killed  her, 

Siisl 
Canlbeoalm? 

Calmly  I    Each  incident 
ProTes,  I  maintain,  that  action  of  the  flight 
For  the  true  thing  it  was.  The  first  faint  scratch 
O^  the  stone  will  test  its  nature,  teach  its  worth 
To  idiots  who  name  Parian  —  ooproUte. 
After  all,  I  shall  giro  no  glare  —  at  best 
Only  display  you  eertain  scattered  lights 
Lami^ng  the  rush  and  roll  of  the  ab^: 
Nothing  but  here  and  there  a  fire-pomt  pricks 
Wavelet  from  wavelet :  well  I 

For  the  first  hour 
We  both  were  silent  in  the  night,  I  know : 
Sometimes  I  did  not  see  nor  understand. 
Blackness  eneulfed  me,  — partial  stupor,  say  -^ 
Then  I  woum  break  way,  breathe  through  the 

surprise. 
And  be  aware  again,  and  see  who  sat 
In  the  dark  vest  with  the  white  face  and  hands. 
I  said  to  myself  —  **  I  have  caught  it,  I  con- 

ceive 
The  mind  o'  the  mystery :  *t  is  the  way  they 

wake 
And  wait,  two  martyrs  somewhere  in  a  tomb 
Each  hj  each  as  their  blessing  was  to  die ; 
Some  signal  they  are  promised  and  expect,  — 
When  to  arise  before  the  trumpet  scares : 
So,  through  the  whole  course  of  the  world  they 

wait 
The  last  day,  but  so  fearless  and  so  safe  I 
No  otherwise,  in  safety  and  not  fear, 
I  lie,  because  she  lies  too  by  my  side.'* 
Yon  know  this  is  not  lore,  Sir^  —  it  is  faith. 
The  feeling  that  there's  God,  he  reigns  and 

rules 
Out  of  this  low  world :  that  is  all ;  no  harm  1 
At  times  she  drew  a  soft  sigh  —  music  seemed 
Always  to  hover  just  above  her  Ups, 
Not  settlcy  —  break  a  silenoe  music  too. 

In  the  determined  morning,  I  first  found 
Her  head  erect,  her  face  turned  full  to  me. 
Her  soul  intent  on  mine  through  two  wide  eyes. 
I  answered  them.    **  You  are  saved  hitherto. 
We  have  passed  Perugia, — gone  round  by  the 

wood. 
Not  through,  I  seem  to  think,  — and  opporite 
I  know  Aasisi ;  this  is  holy  mnnd." 
Then  she  resniBed.    **  Howlong  since  we  both 

left 
Areno?"  — ''Yean— and  csrtam  hours  be- 


It  was  at .  .  .  ah,  but  I  forget  the 
'T  is  a  mere  post-house  and  a  hovel  or  two  ; 
I  left  the  carriage  and  got  bread  and  wine 
And  brought  it  her.  — ^'Doea  it  detain  to  eat?  ** 
"  —  They  stay  perforce,  change  horses,  —  there- 
fore eat  I 
We  loee  no  minute :  we  arrive,  be  sure ! " 
This  was  —  I  know  not  where  —  there 's  a  grsat 

hiU 
Close  over,  and  the  stream  has  lost  its  bridge. 
One  fords  it.    She  began  —  '*  I  have  hearasay 
Of  some  sick  body  that  mj  mother  ks 
'T  was  no  ^;ood  sign  when  m  a  limb  dk 
All  the  pam  snddeulv  departs,  — as  if 
The  guardian  angel  aiseontiniied  pain 
Because  the  hope  of  cure  was  gone  at  last : 
The  limb  will  not  again  eawrt  itself. 
It  needs  be  pained  no  longer:  so  with  me, 
—  My  soul  whence  all  the  pain  is  post  at 
All  pain  must  be  to  work  some  good  in  the  ead« 
True,  this  I  feel  now,  this  may  be  that  good. 
Pain  was  because  of, —otherwise,  I  fear  1  '* 

She  said.  —  a  long  while  later  in  the  day. 
When  I  had  let  the  silence  be,  — abrupt  — 
*'Have  yon  a  mother?"    "She  died,  I  was 

bom." 
''A  sister  then?"    *' No  sister.**    *' Who  was 

tt~ 
What  woman  were  yon  used  to  serve  this  way. 
Be  kind  to.  till  I  called  you  and  yon  cana  ?  '^ 
I  did  not  like  that  word.    Soon  afterward  <— 
"  Tell  me,  are  men  unhappy,  in  some  kind 
Of  mere  unhappiness  at  being  men. 
As  women  suffer,  being  womanish  ? 
Have  you.  now,  some  unhappiness,  I  mean. 
Bom  of  what  mav  he  man's  strnigth  overmudi. 
To  match  the  nnane  susceptibility. 
The  sense  at  every  pore  when  hate  ia  eloae  ? 
It  hurts  us  if  a  baby  hides  its  faee 
Or  child  strikes  at  us  punily,  calls 
Or  makes  a  month,  —  much  more  if 

men 
Lau|^  or  frown,  —  just  as  that  ware  much  to 

heart 
Yet  rocks  split, — and  the  blow-nail  does  no 

more. 
Quivers  to  feathery  nothing  at  a  tonch ; 
And  strength  may  have  its  drawback. 


you 


and  the 


Once  she  asked,  "What  is  it  that 

smile. 
At  the  great  gate  with   the  eaglet 

snakes. 
Where  the  company  entered,  't  is  a 

since?" 
"  —  Forgive  —  I  think  yon  would  not  aader> 

stand: 
Ah,  but  you  ask  me,  — therefore,  it  wi 
That  was  a  certain  bishop's  viUa  gate, 
I  knew  it  by  the  eagles,  —  and  at  oaoe 
Remember  this  same  bishop  was  jnst  ha 
People  of  old  were  wont  to  bid  me  please 
If  I  would  catch  preferment :  so,  I  snsiled 
Because  an  impnbe  came  to  me,  a  whim  — 
What  if  I  prated  tlie  prelate  leave  to 
Began  upon  him  in  hia  imiaiiiiiie  lial! 
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—  '  What,  sin  al  work  so  gny  nnd  obMleto  ? 
Still  roohetad  and  mitred  more  or  lees  ? 
DonH  yon  feel  all  that  oat  of  fashion  now  ? 
I  find  out  when  the  day  of  things  is  donei  ^  ^^ 

At  ere  we  heard  the  angelus :  she  turned  — 

*'  I  told  yon  I  can  neither  read  nor  write. 

My  life  stopped  with  the  play-time  ;    I  will 

leanif 
If  I  heinn  to  live  aijiain :  but  yon  — 
^VHio  are  a  priest  —  wherefore  do  you  not  read 
The  senriee  at  this  hour?    Read  Qabriers  song. 
The  leawn,  and  then  read  the  little  prayer 
To  Raphael,  proper  for  us  travellen  1 " 
I  did  not  like  that,  neither,  but  I  read. 

When  we  stopped  at  Foligno  it  was  dark. 
The  pepplo  ot  the  post  came  out  with  lights : 
The  drirer  said,  *"*  This  time  to-morrow,  may 


only  help,  relays  oontintte  Spod, 
Nor  robbers  hinder,  we  arrive  at  Rome. 
I  urged,  —  "  Why  tax  your  strength  a  second 

night? 
Trust  me,  aliyht  hare  and  take  brief  repose  I 
We  are  out  of  harm^s  reach,  past  pursuit :  go 

sleep 
If  but  an  hour !  I  keep  watch,  guard  the  while 
Here  in  the  doorway.*'    But  her  whole  face 

changed. 
The  misery  grew  again  about  her  mouth. 
The  eves  burned  up  from  faintness,  like  the 

iawn*s 
Tired  to  death  in  the  thieket,  when  she  feels 
The  probinir  spear  o*  the  huntsman.     *'  Oh,  no 

stay!*' 
8he  cried,  in  the  fawn*s  cry,  *'  On  to  Rome,  00, 

on  — 
Unless  *t  is   you   who   fear,  —  which   cannot 

be!" 

We  did  go  on  all  night ;  but  at  its  done 

She  was  troubled,  rostleai,  moaned  low,  talked 

atwhUes 
To  herself,  her  brow  on  quiver  with  the  dream : 
Once,  wide  awake,   she  menaced,   at  arms' 

length 
Waved  away  something — **  Never  again  with 

yon! 
My  soul  is  mine,  mv  body  is  my  soul's : 
You  and  I  are  divided  ev^  more 
In  soul  and  body :  get  vou  gone ! "    Then  I  — 
**  Wh^v  in  my  whole  lite  I  nave  never  prayed  t 
Oh,  if  the  God,  that  only  can,  would  help! 
Am  I  his  priest  with  power  to  cast  out  fiends  ? 
Let  God  arise  and  all  his  enemies 
Be  scattered  I "    By  mom,  there  was  peace,  no 

aiffh 
Out  of  the  deep  sleep. 

When  she  woke  at  last, 
I   answered  the  fiiat  look  — '*Scaroe   twelve 

hours  more. 
Then,  Rome  1    There  probably  was  no  pursuit. 
There  cannot  now  be  peril ;  bear  up  brave  I 
Just  sense  twelve  hours  to  preas  througrh  to  the 


prise 


Then,   no   more  of    the   terrible   kmniejl 
"Then, 


H 


•* 


No  mora  o'  the  journey :  if  it  mi^ht  but  last ! 
AlwavB,  my  life  long,  thus  to  joum^  still ! 
It  is  the  interruption  that  I  dxead,  -> 
With  no  dread,  ever  to  be  here  and  thus  I 
Never  to  see  a  f  aoe  nor  hear  a  voice  I 
Tours  is  no  voice ;   you  speak  when  you  era 

dumb ; 
Nor  lace,  I  see  it  in  the  dark.    I  want 
No  face   nor   voice   that  change   and    grow 

unkind." 
That  I  liked,  that  was  the  best  thing  she  said. 

In  the  brsadday,  I  dared  entreat,  "  Descend  1 " 

I  told  a  woman,  at  the  ^parden-gate 

By  the  post-house,  white  and  pleasant  in  the 

sun, 
**  It  is  my  sister,  —  talk  with  her  apart  I 
She  is  married  and  unhappy,  you  perceive  ; 
I  take  her  home  because  her  head  is  hurt ; 
Comfort  her  sa  yon  women  understand  I " 
So,  there  I  left  them  by  the  garden-wall. 
Paced  the  road,  then  bade  put  the  horses  to. 
Came  back,  and  there  she  sat:  dose  to  her 


A  bhusk-eved  child  still  held  the  bowl  of  mUk, 
Wonderea  to  see  how  little  she  could  drink. 
And  in  her  arms  the  woman's  infant  lay. 
i^  nniled  at  me,  **  How  much  good  this  has 

done! 
This  is  a  whole  night's  rest  and  h<»w  much 

more! 
I  can  nroceed  now,  thoug-h  I  wish  to  stay. 
How  do  you  call  that  tree  with  the  thick  top 
That  holds  in  all  its  leafy  green  and  gold 
The  sua  now  like  an  immense  egg  of  fire  ?  " 
(It  was  a  million-leaved  mimosa.)    **  Take 
The  babe  away  from  me  and  let  me  go  I " 
And  in  the  carriage,  **  Still  a  day,  my  friend ! 
And  perhaps  halia  night,  the  woman  fears. 
Ipray  it  finish  since  it  cannot  last. 
Tnere  may  be  more  misfortune  at  the  doee. 
And  where  will   you   be?     God   suffice   me 

then!" 
And  presently— for  there    was  a    roadside* 

shrine  — 
**  When  I  was  taken  first  to  my  own  church 
Lorensoin  Lncina,  being  a  girl. 
And  bid  confess  my  faults,  I  intetposed 
*  But  teach  me   what   fault   to  confess  and 

know!' 
So,    the   priest  said  —  *  Ton   should   bethink 

yourself : 
Each   human   being   needs   must   have  done 

wrong! ' 
Now,  be  you  candid  and  no  nriest  but  friend  — 
Were  I  surprised  and  killed  here  on  the  spot, 
A  runaway  from  husband  and  his  home. 
Do  vou  account  it  were  in  sin  I  died  ? 
My  husband  used  to  seem  to  harm  me,  not  .  •  • 
Not  on  pretence  he  punished  sin  of  mine. 
Nor  for  sin*s  sake  and  lust  of  cruelty. 
But  as  I  heard  him  bid  a  farming-man 
At  the  villa  take  a  lamb  once  to  the  wood 
And  there  ill-tnat  it,  meaning  that  the  wolf 
Should  hear  its  cries,  and  so  eome,  qnick  be 

oaaght. 
Enticed  to  the  trap:  he  practised  thus  with  me 
That  ao,  whatever  wen  his  gain  thereby. 
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Oth«n  than  I  might  become  piey  and 
Had  it  been  oolr  between  our  two  selyea,  — 
His  pleaBTire  and  my  pain,  —  why,  pleasure  him 
By  ayiug^  nor  such  need  to  make  a  coil  I 
But  this  was  worth  an  effort,  that  my  pain 
Shoold  not  become  a  snare,  pnyve  pam  three- 
fold 
To  other  people  —  stranipen  —  or  unborn  — 
How  should  I  know  ?    I  sought  release  from 

that— 
I  think*  or  else  from,  — dare  I  say,  some  cause 
HvLch  as  is  put  into  a  tree^  which  turns 
Away  from  the  north  wind  with  what  nest  it 

holds,  — 
The  woman  said  that   trees   so  tun:    now, 

friend. 
Tell  me,  because  I  cannot  trust  myself  I 
You  are  a  man :  what  have  I  done  amiss  ?  " 
You  must  ooneeiye  my  answer,  —  I  forget  — 
Taken  up  wholly  with  the  thought,  perhaps. 
This  time  she  might  have  said, — might,  did 

not  say  — 
''  You  aie  a  priest''    She  said, ''  my  friend." 

Day  wore, 
We  pswsed  ihm  places,  somehow  the  calm  went, 
Agam  the  restless  eyes  began  to  rove 
In  new  fear  of  the  foe  mine  could  not  see. 
8he  wandered  in  her  mind,  —  addressed  me 

once 
**  Gaetano  I "  —  that  is  not  my  name :    whose 

name? 
I  grew  alarmed,  my  head  seemed  turning  too. 
I   quickened   pace    with    promise   now,   now 

threat: 
Bade  drive  and  drive,  nor  any  stopping  more. 
**  Too  deep  i'  the  thick  of  the  strugp^f  struggle 

through  I 
Then  drench  her  in  repose  though  death's  self 

pour 
The  plenitude  of  quiet,  — help  us,  God, 
Whom  the  winds  carry  I " 

Suddenly  I  saw 
The  old   tower,  and  the  little   white-walled 

dump 
Of  buildings  and  the  cyprcas  tree  or  two.  — 
**  Already  Cafltelnuovo  —  Rome!  *'  I  cried, 
**  As  good  as  Rome,  —  Rome  is  the  next  stage, 

think! 
This  is  where  travellers'  hearts  are  wont  to 

beat. 
Say  you  are  saved,  sweet  lady  I"      Up  she 

woke. 
The  sky  was  fierce  with  color  from  the  sun 
Setting.    She  screamed  out,  **'  No,  I  must  not 

diet 
Take  me  no  farther,  I  should  die  :  stay  here  1 
I  have  more  life  to  save  than  mine  !  " 

She  swooned. 
We  seemed  safe :  what  waa  it  foreboded  so  ? 
Oat  of  the  coach  into  the  inn  I  bore 
The  motionless  and  breathless  pore  and  pale 


Pompilia,  —  bore  her  thnm|rh  a  pitying  groim 
And  laid  her  on  a  conch,  still  calm  ana  cured 
Bv  deep  sleep  of  all  woes  at  once.    The  host 
Was  urgent,  **  Let  her  stay  an  hour  or  two  I 
Leave  h^r  to  us,  all  will  be  right  by  mom  1 " 
Oh,  my  foreboding  1    But  I  conld  not  ehoosa. 


I  naoed  the  passage,  kept  watch  all  night  long. 
I  listened,  —  not  one  movement,  not  one  sigh. 
**  Fear  not :  she  sleeps  so  sound  1 "  tbey  said  : 

but  I 
Feared,  all  the  same,  kept  fearing  more  and 

more. 
Found  myself  throb  with  fear  from  head  to  foot. 
Filled  with  a  sense  of  such  impending  woe. 
That,  at  first  pause  of  night,  pretence  of  eray, 
I  made  my  mind  up  it  waa  mom.  —  **Keatih 

Rome, 
Lest  hell  reach  her  I    A  dmen  miles  to  make. 
Another  long  breath,  and  we  emeige  1 "   1  stood 
I'  the  courtyard,  roused  the  sleepy  grooine. 

"  Have  out 
Carriage^  and  horse,  give  haste,  take  gold!  ** 

While  they  made  roady  in  the  doubtful  mom,  -  - 
'T  was  the  last  minute,  —  needs  most  I  aaccnd 
And  break  her  sleep ;  I  turned  to  go. 

Aad  there 
Faced  me  Count  Gnido,  there  posed  the  mean 

man 
As  master,  —  tocSk   the  field,  eoeampad  his 

rights, 
Challenged  the  world :  there  leered  new  tri* 

umph,  there 
Scowled  tne  old  malice  in  the  visage  bad 
And  black  o'  the  scamp.   Soon  triumph  suppled 

the  tongue 
A  little,  malice  glued  to  his  diy  thmat. 
And  he  part  howled,  part  hissed  ...  oh,  how 

he  kept 
Well  out  o^  the  way,  at  arm's  length  and  to 

spare!  — 
'*  My  salutation  to  your  priestship  I    What  ? 
Matutinal,  busy  with  book  so  soon 
Of  an  Apnl  day  that 's  damp  as  tean  that  now 
Deluge  Areszo  at  its  darling  s  flight  ?  — 
'T  is  unfair,  wrongs  feminity  at  uuge. 
To  let  a  single  dame  monopolise 
A  heart  the  whole  sex  claims,  should  shaire  aKke : 
Therefore  I  overtake  you,  Canon  I    Come ! 
The  lady,  —  could  you  leave  her  side  so  soon  ? 
You  have  not  yet  experienced  at  her  hands 
My  treatment,  you  lay  down  undrugged,  I  see ! 
Hence  this  alertness  —  hence  no  de^li4n*life 
Like  what  held  arms  fast  when  she  stole  from 

mine. 
To  be  sure,  yon  took  the  solace  and  repose 
That  first  nitcht  at  Poli^o  1  —  newm  aboond 
O'  the  road  by  this  time, — men  ngaled  me 

much. 
As  past  them  I  came  halting  after  yon, 
Vulcan  pursuing  Mars,  aa  poets  sing,  — 
Still  at  the  last  nere  pant  1,  but  arrive, 
Vulcan  —  and  not  without  my  Cyclop  toe. 
The  Commissary  and  the  nnpoisoned  ann 
O'  the  Civil  Force,  should  Mars  turn  mutineer. 
Enough  of  fooling:  capture  the  cnlprita,  friend ! 
Here  is  the  lover  in  the  smart  disguise 
With  the  sword,  —  he  is  a  priest,  so  mine  lies 

still. 
There  upstairs  hides  my  wife  the  muMmj, 
His  leman  :  the  two  plotted,  poisoned  ml, 
Plundered  me  after,  and  eloped  thus  in* 
Whom  now  yon  find  them.     Do  yonr  dnty 

quick  I 
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Arrest  and  hold  him  I    Thiit  's  done :  now  eatoh 

herr' 
During  this  speech  of  that  nuin,  —  well,  I  stood 
Away,  as  he  managed,  —  still,  I  stood  as  near 
The  throat  of  him,  —  with  these  two  hands,  my 

own,  — 
As  now  I  stand  near  yovus,  Sir,  —  one  quick 

spring. 
One  great  good  satiifying  gripe,  and  lo  I 
There  had  ne  lain  abolisned  with  his  lie. 
Creation  purged   o*   the   misoreate,  man   re- 

deemed, 
A  Hpittle  wiped  off  from  the  faoe  of  God ! 
I,  in  some  measore.  seek  a  poor  exense 
For  what  I  left  nnoone,  in  just  this  faet 
That  my  first  feeling  at  the  speech  I  ouote 
Was  —  not  of  what  a  blasphemy  was  oared. 
Not  what  a  hag  of  venomed  parnlenoe 
Was  split  and  noisome,  — but  how  splendidly 
Mirihtul,  how  ludicrous  a  lie  was  launched  I 
Would  MoUirs^s  self  wish  more  than  hear  such 


(^all,  elaim  such  womaa  for  his  own,  his  wife. 
Even  though,  in  due  amazement  at  the  boast, 
He  had  stammered,  she  moreorer  was  dirine  ? 
She  to  be  his,  —  were  hardly  lees  absurd 
Than  that  he  took  her  name  into  his  month, 
Licked,  and  then  let  it  go  again,  the  beast. 
Signed  with  his  slarer.    Oh,  she  poisoned  nim. 
Plundered  him^  and  the  rest  I    Well,  what  I 

wished 
Was,  that  he  wonld  but  go  on,  say  onoe  more 
So  to  the  world,  and  get  nis  meed  of  men. 
The  fist's  reply  to  the  filth.   And  white  I  mnaed. 
The  minute,  ob  the  nusery,  was  gone  I 
On  either  idle  hand  of  me  there  stood 
Really  an  oiBoer,  nor  laughed  i^  the  least : 
Nay,  rendered  justioe  to  his  reason,  laid 
Lone  to  heart,  as  *t  were  submitted  them 
"  Twice  two  makes  four.'^ 

'*  And  now,  eateh  her ! "  he  cried. 
That  sobered  me.  *' Let  myself  lead  the  way 
£re  you  arrest  me,  who  am  somebody. 
Being,  as  tou  hear,  a  priest  and  privileged,  — 
To  Uie  laay's  chamber  I    I  presnme  yon  —  men 
Kxpert,  instrudted  how  to  find  out  truth. 
Familiar  with  the  fl^uise  of  guilt.    Detect 
(^uilt  on  her  face  wnen  it  meets  mine,  then  judge 
Fietween  us  and  the  mad  dog  howling  there  ! 
Vp  we  all  went  together,  in  they  broke 
( )  the  chamber  late  m^  chapel.   There  she  lay, 
IVimposed  as  when  I  hud  her,  that  last  eve, 
O'  the  couch,  still  breathless,  motionless,  sleep's 

self. 
Wax-white,  seraphic,  saturate  with  the  sun 
O*  the  morning  uiat  now  fiooded  from  the  front 
And  filled  the  window  with  a  light  like  blood. 
**  Behold  the  poisoner,  the  adultersaB* 
—  Ajid  feigning  sleep  too !   Seise,  bina  I  **  €hiido 

hissed. 

She  started  up,  stood  erect,  faoe  to  face 

With  the  hasband :  back  he  fell,  was  bnttreand 

there 
By  the  window  all  aflame  with  morning-red, 
lie  the  black  figure,  the  opprobrious  blur 
Against  all  peace  and  joy  ud  light  and  life. 
"  Away  from  between  me  and  hell !  '*  she  cried : 


**  Hell  for  me,  no  embracing  any  more ! 

I  am  God*8,  I  lore  Gfod,  God  —  whose  knees  I 

clasp. 
Whose  utterly  most  just  award  I  take. 
But  bear  no  more  love-making  devils :  hence !  " 
I  may  have  made  an  effort  to  reach  her  side 
FVom  where  I  stood  i*  the  doorway,  —  anyhow 
I  found  the  arms,  I  wanted,  pinioned  fast. 
Was  powerless  in  the  dutch  to  left  and  right 
C  the  rabble  jKmring  in,  rascalitv 
Enlisted,  rampant  on  the  side  of  hearth. 
Home  and  the  husband,  —  pay  in  pro^Mot  too  I 
They  heaped  themselves  upon  me.    **  Ha !  ~ 

and  him 
Also  vou  outrage  ?    ^^^  ^<^^  ™T  ^^  friend. 
Guardian  and  savior  ?    Tnat  I  iMuk  you  of. 
Since  —  see  how  God   can   help  at   last  and 

womt  I " 
She  sprang  at  the  sword  that  hung  beside  him, 

seized. 
Drew,  brandiBhed  it,  the  sunrise  burned  for  joy 
0'  the  blade,   "  Die,''  cried  she,  ''  devil,  in 

God's  name ! " 
Ahjbut  they  all  dosed  round  her,  twelve  to  one 
—  The  unmanlv  men,  no  woman-mother  noade. 
Spawned  somenow !    Dead-white  and  disarmed 

she  lay. 
No  matter  for  the  sword,  her  word  sufficed 
To  qiike  the  coward  through  and  through :  he 

shook, 
Could  only  spit  between  the  teeth  —  *^  Tom  see  ? 
You  hear  ?    Bear  witness,  then  I    Write  down 

.  .  .  but  no  — 
Canr  these  criminals  to  the  prison-house. 
For  nrst  thing  I    I  begin  my  search  meanwhile 
After  the  stohsn  effects,  goul,  jewels,  plate. 
Money  and  clothes,  they  robbed  me  of  and  fled. 
With  no  few  amorous  pieces,  verse  and  prose, 
I  have  much  reason  to  expect  to  find." 

When  I  saw  that  —  no  more  than  the  first  mad 

speedi. 
Made  out  the  speaker  mad  and  a  laughingstock, 
So  neither  did  this  next  device  explode 
One  listener's  indignation.  —  that  a  scribe 
Did  sit  down ;  set  nimself  to  write  indeed. 
While  snndrv  knaves  began  to  peer  and  pry 
In  comer  ana  hole,  —  that  Guiao,  wiping  brow 
And  getting  him  a  oountenaaoe,  was  &st 
Losing  his  nar,  beginning  to  strut  free 
O'  the  stage  of  his  ex^oit,  snuff  here,  sniff 

there,  •""■ 
Then  I  took  truth  in,  guessed  sufiidently 
Tlie  service  for  the  moment.    '*  What  I  say, 
Slight  at  your  peril !    We  are  aliens  here, 
My  adversarv  and  I,  called  noble  both ; 
I  am  the  nobler,  and  a  name  men  know. 
I  could  refer  our  cause  to  our  own  court 
In  our  own  country,  but  prefer  appeal 
To  the  nearer  jurisdiction.    Being  a  priest. 
Though  in  a  secular  garb,  —  for  reasons  good 
I  shall  adduce  in  due  time  to  my  peers,  — 
I  demand  that  the  Church  I  serve,  dedde 
Between  us,  right  the  slandered  h^y  there. 
A  Tuscan  noble,  I  might  claim  the  Duke : 
A  priest,  I  rather  dioose  the  Chureh, — bid 

Rome 
Cover  the  wronged  with  her  inviolate  shield." 


504 


THE   RING  AND   THE   BOOK 


There  was  no  refunng  thU:  they  bore  ma  off. 
They  bore  her  off,  to  separate  cells  o^  the  same 
Ig^noble  prison,  and,  separate,  thence  to  Rome. 
Pompilia^s  face,  then  and  thus,  looked  on  me 
The  last  time  in  this  life :  not  one  sight  since, 
Never  another  sigrht  to  be  I    And  yet 
I  thought  I  had  saved  her.     I  appealed  to 

Rome: 
It  seems  I  simply  sent  her  to  her  death. 
Yon  tell  me  she  is  dying  now,  or  dead ; 
I  cannot  bring  myself  to  quite  believe 
This  is  a  place  yon  torture  people  in : 
What  if  this  your  intelliirence  were  just 
A  subtlety,  an  honest  wile  to  work 
On  a  man  at  unawares  ?    ^T  were  worthy  you. 
No,  Sirs,  I  cannot  have  the  lady  dead  1 
That  erect  form,  flashing  brow,  f ulgurant  eve. 
That  voice  immortal  (oh,  that  voice  of  hers  I) 
That  vision  in  the  bkiod«red  daybreak  —  that 
Leap  to  life  of  the  pale  electric  sword 
Angels  go  armed  with,  —  that  was  not  the  last 
O*  Uie  ladyl    Come,  I  see  through  it,  you  find  — 
Know  the  mancsavre  I    Also  herself  said 
I  had  saved  her  :  do  you  dare  say  she  spoke 

false? 
Let  me  see  for  myself  if  it  be  so ! 
Though  she  were  dying,  a  Priest  might  be  of 

use. 
The  more  when  he  *s  a  friend  too,  — she  called 

me 
Far  beyond  **  friend.**    Come,  let  me  see  her  — 

indeed 
It  is  my  duty,  being  a  priest :  I  hope 
I  stand  confessed,  established,  proved  a  priest? 
My  punishment  had  motive  that,  a  priest 
I,  in  a  laic  garb,  a  mundane  mode, 
EKd  what  were  narmleesly  done  otherwise. 
I  never  touched  her  with  my  finger-tip 
Except  to  carry  her  to  the  conch,  that  eve. 
Against  my  heart,  beneath  my  head,  bowed 

low. 
As  we  priests  carry  the  paton :  that  is  why 
— To  get  leave  and  go  see  her  of  your  grace  — 
I  have  told  you  this  whole  story  over  again. 
Do  I  deserve  gnoe  ?    For  I  might  lock  lips. 
Laugh  at  vour  jurisdiction :  what  have  yon 
To  do  with  me  m  the  matter  ?    I  suppose 
Ton  hardly  think  I  donned  a  bravo*s  dress 
To  have  a  hand  in  the  new  crime  ;  on  the  old. 
Judgment ^s  delivered,  penalty  impoaedt 
I  was  chained  fast  at  Civita  hand  and  foot  — 
She  had  only  you  to  trust  to,  you  and  Rome, 
Rome  and  the  Church,  and  no  pert  meddling 

priest 
Two  dkjrs  ago,  when  Guido,  with  the  right. 
Hacked   her  to  pieces.    One   might   well  be 

wroth ; 
I  have  been  patient,  done  m^  best  to  help : 
I  come  from  Civita  and  punishment 
As  friend  of  the  court  —  and  for  pure  friend- 
ship's sake 
Have  told  my  tale  to  the  end,  —  nay,  not  the 

end  — 
For,  wait  —  I  *U  end  —  not  leave  yon  that  excuse  I 

When  we  were  parted.  —  shall  I  go  on  there  ? 
I  was  presently  brougnt  to  Rome  —  yes,  here  I 
stood 


tor  per^ 


Opponte  yonder  very  omoifiz  — 

And  there  sat  yon  and  yon.  Sin,  quite  the 

same. 
I  heard  ehai]^,  and  bore  qnestkm,  and  told  ta]» 
Noted  down  m  the  book  there,  —  tnm  and  mee 
If,  by  one  jot  or  tittle,  I  varv  now  1 
I*  the  color  the  tale  takes,  there 's  change  per> 

haps; 
*T  is  natural,  since  the  sky  is  different. 
Eclipse  in  the  air  now  ;  stul,  the  outline  stayw. 
I  showed  you  how  it  came  to  be  mv  part 
To  save  the  lady.    Then  your  clerk  produced 
Papers,  a  pack  of  stupid  and  impure 
Banalities  called  letters  about  love  — 
Love,  indeed,  —  I  could  teach  who  styled  theni 

SCK 

Better,  I  think,  though  priest  and  loveless  both ! 
*'  —  How  was  it  that  a  wife,  young,  innoeent. 
And    stranger   to    your   person,    wrote    thifi 

page?"- 
" — She  wrote  it  when  the  Holy  Father  wrote 
The  bestiality  that  posts  through  Rome. 
Put  in  his  mouth  by  Pasqum.**    **  Ni 

haps 

Did  you  return  these  answers,  verse  andprase. 
Signed,  sealed  and   sent  the   lady  ?    Inere  V 

vour  hand!  ^\ 
"  —  This  precious  piece  of  verse,  I  really  jndgr. 
Is  meant  to  copy  my  own  character, 
A  clumsy  mimic ;  and  this  other  prose. 
Not  so  much  even  ;  both  rank  forgery  : 
Verse,  quotha  ?   Bembo's  vene  1    When  Saint 

John  wrot« 
The  tract '  De  Tribua,'  I  wrote  this  to  match.** 
**  —  How  came  it,  then,  the  documents  weiv 

found 
At  the  inn  on  your  departure  ?  **  —  **  I  opine. 
Because  there  were  no  documents  to  fina 
In  my  presence, — yon  must  hide  before  yoo 

find.  ' 

Who  forged  them  hardly  praotiaed  in  my  view : 
Who    found  them  watted  tUl   I   tamed   my 

back.*' 
"  —  And  what  of  the  dandestane  visits  paid. 
Nocturnal  passage  in  and  out  the  hooae 
With   ito  lord   absent?     *T  is   aUeged   yoo 

climbed '*  .  .  . 
**  —  Flew  on  a  broomstick  to  the  man  i*  th4> 

moon  I 
Who  witnesMd  or  wUl  testify  this  trash  ?  *' 
**  —  The  trusty  servant,  Maigherita's  self. 
Even  she  who  brought  yon  letteis,  yon  caw- 

tess. 
And,  yon  confess,  took  letters  in  reply : 
Forget  not  we  have  knowledge  of  the  facts  I  *' 
"  —  Sim,  who  have  knowledge  of  the  facts,  de- 

The  expenditure  of  wit  I  waste  in  vain. 

Trying  to  find  out  just  one  fact  of  all  I 

She  who  brought  letters  from  who  oould  not 

write, 
And  took  back  letters  to  who  ooold  not  read.  — 
Who  was  that  messenger,  of  your  oharity  ? '" 
"'  —  Well,  so  far  favors  you  tne  eirenm8tan<v 
That  this  same  measenger  .  •  .  how  shall  «<» 

s*y?  ... 
Sub  imjnUatione  meretricU 
Laborat^  —  which  makes  aoensation  null  : 
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We  vaive  Una  wonaaa's :  —  aaofl^t  nakes  Toid 

theaaxt. 
Boni,  ealled  Veneriao,  ha  who  droTe, 
O*  the  fini  nigfat  whea  yoa  fled  awav,  at  length 
I>ejMjaea  to  your  kiwiingii  ia  the  ooaeh, 

Freqaeat,    freaefcio     .  .  .  '*  When    depoMd 

heeo?" 
**  After    loroe    weeks    of    ihatp    impriaoa- 

laeat     •  •  > 
"  Granted  hy  friead  the  GoTemor.  I  eagage  "  — 
**  —  For  his  participation  in  yonr  flifl^tl 
At  length  his  obdamcr  melnng  made 
The  avowal  mentioned"  .  .  .  ''Was 

forthwith 


To  liberty,  poor  knare,  for  reoompense. 

whate 
For  me,  no  word  in  my  defenoel  speak, 

fa 


eredit  to  the  lie  you  oan  ! 


Sin,  give  want  ereait  to  tne  ne  y( 

"a 
And  God  shaU  argue  for  the  hidy  P* 


So 


Did  I  stand  qaestioB,  and  make  answer,  still 

With  the  same  reaalt  of  smiling  disbelief, 

P«Jite  irapoasibilit^  of  faith 

In  saeh  aff eeted  Tvtae  ia  a  prieat ; 

But  a  showiag  fair  play,  an  mdnlgenoe,  even. 

To  one  no  woise  than  others  after  all  — 

Who  had  not  brong^t  disgraoe  to  the  order, 

played 
Discreetly,  mffled  gown  nor  ripped  the  doth 
In  a  bnagtiag  game  at  romps:  I  have  told  yon. 


If  I  pretended  simply  to  be  pure 

Hnneet  and  Christum  in  the  ease,  —  absurd ! 

\»  well  go  boast  myself  above  the  aeeds 

(y  the  human  nature,  oareless  how  meat  smells. 

Wine  taatea,  —  a  saint  above  the  smaek!    But 


Abate  my  ereet.  own  flaws  i'  the  flesh,  agree 
To  go  with  the  herd,  be  hog  no  more  nor  less. 
Why,  boga  in  eonunon   herd   have   oommon 

rignta: 
f  must  aot  be  unduly  borne  upon. 
Who  just  romaneed  a  little,  sowed  wild  oats. 
But  *scaped  without  a  scandal,  flagraat  fault. 
My  aame  helped  to  a  mirthful  oireumstanoe : 
**  Joseph  *'  would  do  well  to  amend  his  |^ea : 
I  f  ndon  ntedly  —  some  toying  with  the  wife. 
But  as  for  ruffian  violenoe  and  rape, 
Potiphar  preased  too  mueh  on  the  other  side  I 
The  intngne,  the  elopement,  the  disguise, — 

welloharRedl 
The  letters  and  verse  looked  hardly  like  the 

truth« 
Your  apprehension  was^ —  of  guilt  enongh 
To  be  oompatible  with  innoeenoe. 
So.  punished  beat  a  little  and  aot  too  much. 
Had  I  struek  Guide  Franeesohini's  fi 


Yon  had  oounselled  me  withdraw  for  my  own 

eidLa, 
Balk    him   of  bravo -hiring.     Friends   came 


( 'ongratakted, '"  Nobodjf  mistakes  I 
The  pattiiieas  o*  the  f orteitare  defines 
The  peeeadiUo:  Guido  gets  his  share : 
His  wife  is  free  of  husband  and  hookniaoe, 
'fhe  mouldy  vinnda  and  the  motheMii-law. 
To  C'ivita  with  you  and  amuse  the  time, 
Tnveaty jm'De  Rapim  HtUnm ! * 
A  funny  figure  must  the  husband  out 


When  the  wife  makes  him  skip,  —  too  ticklish, 

eh? 
Do  it  in  Latia,  not  the  Vulgar,  thea  I 
Seasons     we  *11  copjr  and  send  his  Eminenoe. 
Blind  —  one  iambus  in  the  final  foot  I 
He  'U  rectify  it,  be  yonr  friend  for  life  1  ** 
Oh,  Sirs,  depend  on  me  for  much  new  light 
Thrown  on  the  justioe  and  religimi  here 
By    this  proceeding,   much    fresh  food    for 

thonisfatl 

And  I  was  just  set  down  to  study  these 

In  rele^tion,  two  short  days  sgo. 

Admiring  how  you  read  the  rules,  whea,  dap, 

A  thunder  comes  into  my  solitude  — 

I  am  caught  up  in  a  whirlwind  and  oast  here. 

Told  of  a  sadden,  in  this  room  where  so  Ute 

Yon  dedt  out  law  adroitly,  that  those  scales, 

I  meekly  bowed  to,  took  my  allotment  from, 

Guido  has  saatehed  at,  broken  in  your  hands. 

Metes  to  himself  the  murder  of  his  wife. 

Full  measure,  preased  down,  runniaff  over  now  I 

Can  I  assist  to  an  explanation  ?  —  Yes, 

I  rise  in  your  esteem,  sagacious  Sirs, 

Stand  up  a  Tenderer  of  reasons,  not 

The   ofndous   priest    would   personate   Saint 

George 
For  a  mock  Princess  in  undragoned  days. 
What,  the  Uood  startles  you  f   What,  after  all 
The  priest  who  needs   must  carry  sword  on 

thigh 
May  find  imperative  use  for  it?    Thea,  there 


A  Princess,  was  a  dragoa  belching  flame. 
And  should  have  been  a  &)aint  George  also? 

Then, 
There  might  be  worse  schemes  than  to  break 

the  bonds 
At  Areno,  lead  her  by  the  little  hand. 
Till  she  readied  Rome,  and  let  her  try  to  live  ? 
But  you  were   law  and   gospel, — would  one 

please 
Stand  back,  allow  your  faculty  elbow-room  ? 
You  blind  guides  who  must  needs  lead  eyes 

tha«^^seel 
Fools,  alike  ignorant  of  man  and  God  I 
What  was  there  here  should  have  perplexed 

your  wit 
For  a  wink  of  the  owKeyes  of  yon  ?    How  miai, 

then. 
What's  BOW  forced  on  you  by  this  flare  of 

fact  — 
As  if  Saint  Peter  failed  to  reoogoixe 
Nero  as  no  apostle,  John  or  James, 
Till  some  one  burned  a  martyr,  made  a  torch 
O*  the  blood  and  fat  to  show  his  features  by  I 
Could  you  fail  read  this  cartulary  aright 
On  head  aad  front  of  Franeeschini  there, — 
Large  •  lettered    like    hell*B    masterpiece    of 

print, — 
That  he,  from  the  beginning  pricked  at  heart 
Bv  some  lust,  letch  of  hate  against  his  wife, 
Plotted  to  plague  her  into  overt  sin 
And  shame,  would  slay  Pompilia   body  and 

soul. 
And  save  his  mean  self  —  miserably  caught 
V  the  quairmire  of  his  own  tricks,  cheats  and 

llM? 
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—  That  hinuelf  vrote   those   papenK  — fiom 

himself 
To  himself ,  — which,  i*  the  mmd  of  me  and 

her, 
His  mistres^-messeiiger  gave  her  and  me, 
Tonchimc  us  with  such  pustules  of  the  soul 
That  she  and  I  might  take  the  taint,  he  shown 
To  the  world  and  shuddered  over,  speckled  so  ? 

—  That  the  agent  put  her  sense  into  my  words. 
Made  substitution  of  the  thing  she  hoped. 

For  the  thing  she  had  and  hem,  its  opposite, 
While  the  hosband  in  the  hackgrotuid  bit  his 

lips 
At  each  fresh  failure  of  his  precious  plot  ? 

—  That  when  at  the  last  we  did  nisn  each  on 

each, 
By  no  chance  but  because  God  willed  it  so  — 
The  spark  of  truth  was  struck  from  out  our 

souls  — 
Made  all  of  me,  descried  in  the  first  glance, 
Seem  fair  and  honest  and  permiasible  loTe 
O*  the  good  and  true — as  the  first  glance  told 

me 
There  was  no  duty  patent  in  the  worid 
Like  daring  tir  be  good  and  true  myself. 
Leaving  the  snows  of  things  to  the  Lord  of 

•Show 
And  Prince  o'  the  Pbwerof  the  Air.    Our  very 

flight. 
Even  to  its  most  ambignons  cirenmstanoe, 
Irrefragably  proved  how  futile,  false  .  .  . 
Why,  men  —  men  and  not  boys —  boys  and  not 

babes  — 
Babes  and  not  beasts — beasts  and  not  stocks 

and  stones!  — 
Had  the   liar*s   lie  been  true  one  pin  -  point 

speck. 
Were  I  the  accei>ted  suitor,  free  o*  the  place, 
Disposer  of  the  time,  to  come  at  a  call 
And  go  at  a  wink  as  who  should  say  me  nay,  — 
What  need  of  flight,  what  were  the  gain  there- 

^  from 
But  just  damnation,  failure  or  success  ? 
Damnation  pure  and  simpie  to  her  the  wife 
And  me  the  priest  —  who  bartered  private  bliss 
For  pubHc  rei>robation,  iJie  asf e  shade 
For  the  sunshine  which  men  see  to  pelt  me  by  : 
What  other  advantage  —  we  who  led  the  days 
And  nights  alone  t^  the  house  —  was  flight  to 

find? 
In  our  whole  journey  did  we  stop  an  hour. 
Diverge  a  foot  from  strait  road  till  we  reached 
Or  would  have  reached  —  but  for  that  &te  of 

ours  — 
The  father  and  mother,  in  the  eye  of  Rome, 
The  eye  of  yonxselves  we  made  aware  of  us 
At  the  first  fall  of  misfortune  ?    And  indeed 
You  did  so  far  give  sanction  to  our  flight. 
Confirm  itsporpose,  as  lend  helping  hioid. 
Deliver  up  Pompilia  not  to  him 
She  fled,  out  those  the  fi%fat  was  ventured  for. 
Why  then  could  you,  who  stopped  short,  not 

goon 
One  poor  step  more,  and  justify  the  means. 
Having  allowed  the  end  ?  —  not  see  and  say, 
^  Hero 's  the  exceptional  conduct  that  ahould 

claim 
To  be  exceptionally  judged  on  rules 


Whioliu  undesstood,  makenoeaDcepiion  hmn  '*^ 
Why  play  instead  into  the  devil^a  hands 
By  dealing  so  amU^onsly  as  ^ve 
Gkudo  the  power  to  intervene  liice  me, 
Prove  one  exception  moi«  ?    I  saved  his  wife 
Against  law :  against  law  he  slays  her  now  : 
Deal  with  him ! 

I  have  done  with  being  jndgi;^. 
I  stand  here  guiltless  in  tbong^t,  wora  and 

deed. 
To  the  point  that  I  apprise  yon,  —  in  contenxpt 
For  all  misapprehending  ignocBBoe 
O'  the  human  heart,  much  more  the  mind  of 

Christ,— 
That  I  assuredly  did  bow,  was  bUassd 
By  the  revelation  of  Pompilia.    There  ! 
Such  is  the  final  faet  I  fling  you.  Sirs, 
To   mouth   and   mumble    and    misinterpret : 

there  1 
'^The  priest  *s  in  love,'*  have  it  the  vulgar 

way  I 
Unpriest  me,  rend  the  laga  o*  the  vestment. 

do — 
Degrade  deep,  disenfranchise  all  yoo  dare  — 
Remove  me  xrom  the  midst,  no  longev  priest 
And  fit  companion  for  the  like  of  yon  — 
Your  gay  Aoati  with  the  well-tamed  leg 
And  rose  i'  the  hat-rim,  Canons,  creas  at  neck 
And  silk  mask  in  the  pocket  of  the  gown. 
Brisk  bishops  with  the  world's  mnak  still 

brushed 
From  the  rochet ;  I  '11  ao  more  of  theee  good 


nn- 


There 's  a  crack  somewhere,  something  that 's 

unsound 
r  the  rattle! 

For  Pompilia — be  advised. 
Build  churches,  go  pray !    You  will  find  ni^ 

there, 
I  know,  if  you  come,  --  and  you  will  eome.  I 

know. 
Why,  there's  a  Judge  weeping  I    Did  not  I 

say 
You  were  good  and  true  at  bottom  f    You  m^t 

the  truth— 
I  am  glad  I  helped  you :  she  helped  me  jost  so. 

But   for   Count   Guide,  —  yon    most    eonmel 

there  1 
I  bow  my  head,  bend  to  the  very  dust, 
Break  myself  up  in  shame  of  fault  ineas. 
I  had  him  one  whole  moment,  as  I  said  — 
As  I  remember,  as  will  never  oat 
O'  the  thoughts  of  me,  —  I  had  him  in  arm's 

roach 
There,  —  as  you  stand,  Sir,  now  yoa  eease  to 

sit,— 
I  could  have  killed  him  ere  he  killed  his  wife. 
And  did  not :  he  went  aS  aKve  and  well 
And  then  effected  this  last  feat  --  tkrongh  me ! 
Me  — not   through   you — dismiss   that   fear! 

'T  was  yoa 
Hindered  me  staying  here  to  save  her, —  not 
From  leaving  jrou  and  going  back  to  him 
And  doing  service  in  Aresso.    Come, 
Instruct  me  in  procedure  I    I 
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In  all  diM  aelf-alMMtiiMBt  miffht  I  ipeak  — 
llow    TOO   will    deal    with   Oaido:    oh,  not 

Death,  if  it  let  her  life  be :  otherwiia 

Not  death,  —  your  lighta  will  teaoh  yon  cleai»- 

ert    I 
Certainly  hare  an  inatinot  of  my  own 
r  the  matter :  bear   with  me  and  weigh    ita 

worth  1 
Let  oa  go  away — leave  Goido  all  alone 
Back  oa  the  worid  a^ain  that  knowt  him  now  I 
I  think  he  will  be  fonnd  tindiilge  so  far  I) 
Not  to  die  ao  mneh  aa  alioe  oat  of  life, 
Puahed  by  the  mneral  horror  and  eommon  hale 
Low,  lower,  —  left  o'  the  very  ledge  of  things, 
I  Mem  to  aea  him  oateh  oonTnlaaTeljy 
One  by  one  at  all  hooeat  forma  of  hfe. 
At  roaaon,  order,  deoenoy  and  use  — 
To  oromp  him  and  gat  foothold  by  at  leaat ; 
And  atill  they  diaangage  them  from  hie  elatoh. 
**  What,  TOQ  are  he,  then,  had  Pompilia  onoe 
And  ao  tewenther?    Take  not  up  with  ni  P' 
And  tkna  I  aee  him  alowly  and  sorely  edged 
Off  all  the  tablo-land  whence  life  apaprings 
Aspiring  to  be  iroaortalitT, 
As  the  anake,  hatehad  on  mil-top  Inrmisehaaoe, 
Despite  his  wriggling,  alipa,  slidea,  sudders  down 
Hiliiida,  Ues  low  and  prostrate  on  the  amooth 
Level  of  the  ontar  place,  lapsed  in  the  vale : 
Sd  I  kae  Onido  In  the  Jonannsm, 
Silence  and  dnsk,  till  at  the  doleful  and. 
At  the  horisoatat  line,  ereation'a  vetge. 
From  what  joat  ia  to  absolate  nothingness — 
AVhom  is  it,  straining  onward  alilL  he  masts  ? 
What  other  man  deep  further  in  the  ftufce. 
Who,  taming  at  the  prise  of  a  footfall 
To  flatter  him  and  promise  fellowship. 
Discovers  in  the  act  a  frightful  face  — 
.Tndaa,  made  monatroaa  by  much  solitode  1 
The  two  are  atone  now  I    Let  them  love  their 

love 
That  bitea  and  daws  like  hate,  or  hate  their 

hate 
Tliat  mops  and  mows  and  makes  aa  it  were 

love! 
There,  let  them  each  tear  each  in  devilVf un, 
Or  fondle  this  the  other  while  malice  aches  — 
Both  teach,  both  learn  detestebiiity  t 
Kiss  him  the  kiss,  Iscariot !    Pay  that  back. 
That  amateh  o*  the  alaver  blistering  00  your 

lip. 
By   the   better   trick,    the   insult   he  spared 

Christ  — 
Lure  him  the  Inre  o*  the  letters,  Aretine  I 
Lick  him  o*er  slimy-«mooth  with  jelly^th 
O*  the  verM-aad-proae  pollution  in  lovers  guise  I 
The  oockatrioe  ia  with  the  baailisk ! 
There  let  them  grapj^le,  deniiena  o*  the  dark, 
Foea  or  frienda,  not  mdisMtlnbly  boand. 
In  their  one  spot  oat  of  tho  ken  of  God 
Or  eare  of  man,  forever  and  evermore  1 


Why,  Sirs,  what 's  this  ?    Why,  this  is  sony 

sAdstraagel 
Futility,  divagation :  this  from  me 
Bound  to  be  rational,  natify  an  act 
Of    sober    maal  —  whereas,   being   moved  ao 

raoeh. 


I  give  yuu  cause  to  doabt  the  lady's  mind : 
A  pretty  sareaam  for  the  world  I    I  fear 
You  do  ner  wit  ininstifle,  —ail  throu|:h  me  1 
Like  my  fate  all  thrandn,  —  iasffeotive  help  I 
A  poor  rssh  advocate  i  prove  myself. 
You  might  be  angry  witn  good  cause :  but  sure 
At  the  adwMsate,  —  only  at  the  undue  seal 
That  spoils  the  force  of  his  own  plcA,  I  think  ? 
My  part  was  just  to  tell  you  how  tfainip  stand, 
State  facte  and  not  be  flustered  at  their  fume. 
But  then  Hia  a  priest  speaka:  as  for  love,  — 


no! 


If  you  let  boas  a  vulgar  fly  like  that 
About  your  braina,  aa  if  I  loved,  forsooth. 
Indeed.  Sirs,  yon   do  wrong!     We   had   no 

tnonght 
Of  such  infatnatioo,  she  and  I : 
There  are  many  pointo  that  prove  it:   do  be 

just  I 
I  told  you,  ~at  one  little  roadside-plaoe 
I  spent  a  good  half  •hour,  paced  to  and  ho 
The  garden  :  just  to  leave  her  free  awhile, 
I  plucked  a  handful  of  Hnring  herb  and  Uoom : 
I  might  have  sat  beside  her  on  the  bench 
Where  the  children  were :  I  wish  the  thing  had 

been. 
Indeed :   tne  event  oould  not  be  wotae,  yon 

know: 
One  move  half -boor  of  her  aaved  1    She  *s  desd 

now,  Sirs ! 
While  I  was  running  on  at  sach'%  rate. 
Friends  should  have  plueked  me  by  the  aleeve : 

I  went 
Too  much  o'  the  trivial  outside  of  her  face 
And  the  puritv  that  shone  there  —  nlain  to  me. 
Not  to  you,  wnat  more  natural  ?    Nor  am  I 
Infatuated,  —  oh,  I  aaw,  be  sure  I 
Her  brow  had  not  the  right  line,  leaned  too 

much. 
Painters  would  say ;  they  like  the  straight-ap 

Greek: 
This  seemed  bent  somewhat  with  an  invisible 

crown 
Of  martyr  and  saint,  not  such  aa  art  approvea. 
And  how  the  dark  orbs  dwelt  deep  underneath. 
Looked  out  of  such  a  sad  sweet  heaven  on  me  I 
The  lips,  oompressed  a  little,  came  f orwsrd  too, 
Careful  for  a  whols  world  of  sin  and  pain. 
That  was  the  faoe,  her  husband  makes  his  plea. 
He  sought  just  to  disfigure,  —  no  offence 
Beyond  that  1    Sirs,  let  us  be  rational ! 
He  needa  must  vindicate  his  honor,  —  sy,  ^ 
Yet  shirks,  the  coward,  in  a  clown's  disguise. 
Away  from  the  scene,  endeavors  to  escape. 
Now,  had  he  done  so,  slain  and  left  no  trace 
O*  the  slayer,  —  what  were  vindicated,  piay  P 
You  had  found  his  wife  disfigured  or  a  coraae. 
For  what  and  by  whom  ?    It  is  too  palpable  I 
Then,  here  'a  another  point  involving  law : 
I  use  this  argument  to  show  you  meant 
No  oalnmny  against  us  by  that  title 
O*  the  sentence, — liars  tey  to  twist  it  so : 
What  penalty  it  bore,  I  had  to  pay 
nil  further  proof  should  fbUow  01  innoosnce  — 
Probationu  06  c/^/Vctssi,  —proof? 
How  could  vou  get  proof  without  trving  us  ? 
Ton  went  thioogh  tne  preliminary  mm. 
Stopped  there,  contrived  thia  aentenee  to  amus^ 


SoS 
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The  adTenary.    If  the  title  ran 

For  more  than  fault  imputed  and  not  proved, 

That  was  a  umple  penman^s  error,  eue 

A  slip  i'  the  phrase,  —  as  when  we  say  of  yon 

**  Charged  with  injustioe  '*  —  which  may  either 

be 
Or  not  he,  —  't  is  a  name  that  stieka  mean- 

while. 
Another  relevant  matter :  fool  that  I  am  1 
Not  what  I  wish  true,  yet  a  point  friends  urge : 
It  is  not  true,  —  yet,    since  friends  think  it 

helps,  — 
She  only  tried  me  when  some  others  failed  — 
Began  with  Conti,  whom  I  told  von  of. 
And  Quillichini,  Quido^s  kinsfolk  hoth. 
And  when  abandoned  by  them,  not  before. 
Turned   to  me.     That's  condoaive  why  she 

turned. 
Much  good  they  {pot  bv  the  happy  cowardice ! 
Conii  is  dead,  poiaonea  a  month  ago : 
Does  that   much  strike  you  as  a  sin?    Not 

much. 
After  the  present  murder,  — one  mark  more 
On  the  Moor^s  skin,  —  what  is  black  by  blacker 

etiU? 
Conti  had  come  here  and  told  truth.    And  so 
With  Quillichini ;  he  *b  condemned  of  coarse 
To  the  galleys,  as  a  friend  in  this  affair, 
Tried  and  condemned  for  no  one  thing  i*  the 

worid, 
A  fortnight  sinoe  by  who  but  the  Governor  ?  — > 
The  just  judge,  who  refuaed  Pomnilia  help 
At  first  blush,  being  her  husband  s  friend,  yon 

know. 
There  are  two  tmlee  to  suit  the  separate  courts, 
Aresao  and  Rome :  he  teUs  you  here,  we  fled 
Alone,  unhelped,  —  lays  stress  on   the  main 

faulty 
The  spiritual  sin,  Rome  looks  to :  but  elsewhere 
He  likes  best  we  should  braik  in,  steal,  bearoff, 
Be  fit  to  brand  and  pillory  and  fUm  — 
That  *s  the  charge  goes  to  the  lieait  of  the 

Oovenior: 
If  theee  umytet  me,  von  and  I  may  yet 
CcmiTerae,  Yincenio  Marn^Mediei ! 
l>h,  ^Hra,  thei«  are  worse  men  than  yon,  I  say ! 
More  easily  duprd.  I  mean ;  this  atiipkl  lie. 
Its  liar  aerer  dated  pittpoand  in  Rone, 
He  gets  Aieno  lo  receive,  —  nay  more. 
Gets  FloreAM"  and  the  Duke  to  authorise ! 
This  «t  their  Rt^aV  sentence,  their  Granduke 
«Signs  and  mals !    Rome  for  me  hencefm  uard 

--  RvMie, 
Where  bMt^r  men  are,  —  mc«at  of  all,  tkat  man 
TW  AurwMintAn  of  tbe  Htwpital, 
\\~ho  writes  the  l^t«r.  —  he  cwnfeased^  he  sajra. 
Many  a  drinc  pem.w.  aev^pr  one 
N>  sweet  ana  tnw  aund  pan>  and  Waalif  el. 
A  g^cwd  man !     Will  to«  make  him  P^ip^  eae 

d«T? 

Not  tkai  he  is  m^  gwod  loo.  thk  we  have  — 
Bat  «44.  "  «W  he  weald  have  his  word  la 


Hw  tfwth  l««  »wt»h  the  wveil :  I  iktrft  fer  tiwllk 
Bat  «haU  a.^  dnak  it  tiU  1  tcm4  the 


I 


Who  had  oonceivably  been  otherwise. 
Foiget  distemperatnre  and  idle  heat  I 
Apart  from  truth's  sake,  what's  to  naove  so 

much  ? 
Pompilia  will  be  presently  with  God ; 
I  am,  on  earthy  as  good  as  out  of  it, 
A  relegated  pnest ;  when  exile  ends, 
I  mean  to  do  my  duty  and  live  long. 
8he  and  I  are  mere  strangers  now :  but  iniwiU 
Should  study  passion ;  how  else  enre  »»««»ir»tMi 
Who  come  for  help  in  passionate  extreoscs  f 
I  do  but  play  with  an  imagined  life 
Of  who,  unfettered  by  a  vow,  nnbleased 
By  the  higher  call, —since  yon  will  have  it 

so,— 
Leads  it  companioned  by  the  woman  there. 
To  live,  and  see  her  learn,  and  lean  by  h». 
Out  of  the  low  obecure  and  petty*woria  — 
Or  only  see  one  purpose  and  one  will 
Evolve  theraaelves  i'  the  world,  ehanga 

to  right: 
To  have  to  do  with  nothing  but  the 
The  good,  the  eternal  —  ami  these,  not 
In  the  main  onrratt  of  the  genoal  life. 
But  small  ezoerienees  of  every  day, 
Coacena  of  the  partienlar  heuth  and 
To  learn  not  onlv  by  a  comet's  msh 
But   a  rose's    birdi,  —  not   by  the  grandeur, 

God, — 
But  the  comfort,  Christ.    All  tins,  how  far 


Mere  delectatioa,  meet  for  a 
Just  aa  a  drudging  stadent  trinw  his 
^ens  his  Phitardi,  pnta  him  in  the . 
Ot  RoBum,  Grecian ;  drawn  the  patinhed 

ckiee. 
Dreams,  '' Thus  ahonld  1  fight,  save 

worW!"- 
Then  smilingly,  contentedly,  awak< 
To  the  old  solitary  aothinga 
2>o  I,  from  saeh  communion, 


th; 


goodGod!    Misemhlema! 

VII 
POMPIUA 


I  am  mat  aeventatn  yean  and  five 
And,  ifl  lived  oM^  <Uy  mora,  thne  fan 
T  is  writ  eo  ia  tlw  clmreh*s 
Loreaao  in  Lacxaa,  all  asy  m 
At  ke^^cth.  ao  nai^  names  for 
—  FriuMeeca  Caaulla  V^ 
IVaapilia  Conparin,  — 
Abo  't  it  writ  that  I  wi 
Foarvvansco:  and  they  witt add,  I  hsi 
When  t key  inant  an'  death,  a  weed  ar  t\ 
iVaittii^r  all  ahant  the  made  af  death, — 

That  I  had  beeti  a  aaothcr  of  n  aon 

ItwiDhe 


^1^  Tvey  pMMiwi^  ewe  ana  t. 
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rke»  t«i,  the  Vil^  in  the 

A  leettT  ehanik  I  aar  na 
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My  own  jmrtiealar  plaoe,  I  alwsys  mij. 

I  iiaed  to  wonder,  when  I  etood  aearoe  high 

As  the  hed  here,  what  the  marUe  lion  meant, 

With  half  hie  hody  rashing  from  the  wall, 

Eatinir  the  fiinire  of  a  prostrate  man  — 

(To  the  right,  it  is,  of  entry  by  the  door)  — 

An  omlnone  sign  to  one  bl^ltiled  like  me. 

Married,  and  to  be  buried  there,  1  hope. 

And  they  should  add,  to  have  my  life  complete. 

He  is  a  bo^  and  Gaetan  by  name  — 

Uaetano,  for  a  reason,  —  if  the  friar 

IX>n  Gelestine  will  ask  this  grace  for  me 

Of  Cnrste  Ottoboni :  he  it  was 

Baptnted  me :  he  remembeis  my  whole  life 

As  1  do  his  gray  hair. 

All  these  few  things 
I  know  are  true,  — will  you  remember  them  ? 
Because  time  flies.    The  surgeon  cared  for  roe. 
To  count  my  wounds,  —  twenty-two  dagger- 
wounds, 
FiTC  deadly,  but  I  do  not  suffer  much  — * 
Or  too  much  pain,  —  and  am  to  die  to-night. 

Oh  how  good  God  is  that  my  babe  was  born, 
—  Bettar  than  born,  baptised  and  hid  away 
Before  this  hap|iened,  nf e  from  being  hurt ! 
That  had  been  sin  Qod  could  not  well  forgive : 
He  was  too  young  to  smile  and  save  himself. 
When  they  took,  two  days  after  he  was  bom, 
My  babe  away  from  me  to  be  buitiaed 
And  hidden  awhile,  for  fear  his  foe  should 

find,— 
The  country-woman,  used  to  nursing  babes. 
Said, '*  Why  take  on  so  ?  whero  ii  the  great  loss  P 
These  next  three  weeks  he  will  but  sleep  and 

feed, 
Only  bcKin  to  smile  at  the  month's  end ; 
He  wouM  not  know  you,'  if  you  kept  him  hen, 
Sooner  than  that ;  so,  spend  three  meny  weeks 
Snug  in  the  Villa,  ||[etting  strong  and  stout. 
And  then  I  bring  him  back  to  be  your  own. 
And  both  of   yon  may  steal    to — we  know 

whero !  *' 
The  month  --thero  wants  of  it  two  weeks  this 

day  ! 
StiQ.  I  half  fancied  when  I  heard  the  knock 
At  tlie  Villa  in  the  dusk,  it  might  prove  she  — 
Come  to  say,  **  Since  he  smiles  before  the  time, 
W^T  should  I  cheat  you  out  of  one  good  hour  ? 
Back  I  hare  brought  him ;  speak  to  htm  and 

Now  I  shall  never  see  him ;  whatii  wome. 
When  he  grows  un  and  gets  to  be  my  age. 
He  will  seem  haraly  mors  than  a  great  boy ; 
And  if  he  asks,  ''  What  was  my  mother  like  ?  " 
People    may   answer,  **Like  girls  of  seven- 
teen'^— 
And  how  can  be  but  think  of  this  and  that, 
Lncias,  BCarias,  Sofias,  who  titter  or  blush 
When  he  regards  them  as  such  boys  may  do  ? 
Thersfore  I  wish  some  one  will  please  to  say 
I  looked  already  old  though  I  was  younc  ; 
IXi  I  not  .  .  .  say,  if  yon  are  by  to  speak  .  .  . 
liook  nearer  twenty  ?    No  more  like,  tX  least. 
Gills  who  look  aron  or  redden  when  boys  laopi. 
Than  the  poor  Virgin  that  I  used  to  know 
At  our  street-eomer  in  a  lonely  niche,  — 


The  babe,  that  sat  nponher  knees,  brokeoff,  — 
Thin  white  glazed  day,  you  pitied  her  the 

mora: 
She,  not  the  gay  ones,  always  got  my  rose. 

How  happv  those  are  who  know  how  to  write  t 
Such  could  write  what  their  son  should  res4  in 

time. 
Had  they  a  whole  day  to  live  out  like  me. 
Also  mjr  name  is  not  a  common  name, 
'*  Pompilia,"  and  may  help  to  keep  anart 
A  little  the  thing  I  am  from  what  giria  aro. 
But  then  how  far  away,  how  hard  to  find 
Will  an3rthing  about  me  have  become. 
Even  if  the  boy  bethink  himself  and  ask  I 
No  father  that  ever  knew  at  alL 
Nor  ever  had  —  no,  never  had,  I  say  1 
That  is  the  truth, — nor  any  mother  left^ 
Out  of  the  little  two  weeks  that  she  lived, 
Fit  for  such  memory  as  might  aarist : 
As  good  too  as  no  family,  no  name. 
Not  even  poor  old  Pietro's  name,  new  hers. 
Poor  kind  unwise  Violante,  since  it  seems 
They  nuist  not  be  my  parents  any  more. 
That  is  why  something  put  it  in  my  head 
To  call  the  boy  *'  Gaetaao  " —no  old  name 
For  sorrow's  wke ;  I  looked  up  to  the  sky 
And  took  a  new  saint  to  begin  anew. 
One  who  has  only  been  made  saint —  how  long? 
Twenty-five  years :  so.  earefnller,  perhaps. 
To  guud  a  namesake  tnan  those  ola  saints  grow. 
Tired  out  by   this  time,  —  see  my  own  Ayf^ 

saints  I 

On  second  thoughts,  I  hope  he  will  regard 

The  history  of  me  as  whatsome  one  ueamed. 

And  get  to  disbelieve  it  at  the  last : 

Since  to  myself  it  dwindles  fast  to  that* 

Sheer  dreaming  and  iroposBibility,  — 

Just  in  four  days  tool   All  the  seventeen  yean, 

Not  once  did  a  suspicion  visit  me 

How  very  different  a  lot  is  mine 

From  any  other  woman's  in  ^e  world. 

The  reason  must  be,  't  was  hy  step  and  step 

It  got  to  grow  so  terrible  and  strange. 

These  stiiinge  woes  stole  on  tiptoe,  as  it  wero. 

Into  my  neighborhood  and  privacy. 

Sat  down  where  I  sat,  laid  them  whero  I  lay  ; 

And  I  was  found  familiarised  with  fear. 

When  friends  broke  in,  held  up  a  torch  and 

cried, 
**  Why,  you  Pompilia  in  the  cavern  thos. 
How  comes  that  arm  of  ^ouis  about  a  wolf  ? 
And  the  soft  length,  —  lies  in  and  out  your  feet 
And  laps  you  round  the  knee,  —  a  snake  it  is ! '* 
And  so  on. 

Well,  and  they  are  right  enough. 
By  the  torch  they   hold  up  now:  for  firet, 


I  never  had  a  father,  —  no,  nor  yet 
A  mother  :  my  own  boy  can  say  at  least, 
*'  I  had  a  mother  whom  I  kept  two  weeks  I  " 
Not  I,  who  little  nsed  to  doubt  .  .  .  /doubt 
Good  Pietro,  kind  Violante.  gave  me  borth  f 
The/  loved  me  always  as  I  love  my  b^ie 
(— Keaily  so,  that   is— quite  so  ooald   not 
be  —  ) 
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Did  lor  me  all  I  meant  to  do  for 

Till  MM  surpiriaiiiir  day,  three  yean  a^. 

They  both   deolaredf  at    Rome,  before  some 

judge 
In  some  court  where  the  people  flocked  to  hear, 
That  really  I  had  nerer  been  their  child, 
Was  a  mere  castaway,  the  eareless  crime 
Of  an  unknown  man,  the  crime  and  care  too 

much 
(>f  a  woman  known  too  well,  —  little  to  these. 
Therefore,  of  whom  I  was  the  flesh  and  blood  : 
WYialt  then  to  Pfetro  and  Vioknte,  both 
No  more  my  relatiyes  than  you  or  too  f 
Nothing  to  them  1    Yon  know  what  they  de- 

mared. 

So  with  my  husband,  -~  just  anoh  a  surprise, 
Such  a  mistake,  in  that  relationship ! 
Every  one  says  that  husbands  loTe  their  wires. 
Guard    tliem    and    guide    them,   gire    them 

happiness ; 
T  is  dutv,  law,  pleasure^  religion  :  well. 
You  see  now  mueh  of  this  comes  true  in  mine ! 
People  indeed  would  fain  have  somehow  prored 
He  was  no  husband :  but  he  did  not  hear. 
Or  would  not  wait,  and  so  has  killed  us  all. 
Then  there  is  .  .  .  only  let  me  name  one  more ! 
There  is  the  friend,  —  men  will  not  ask  about. 
But  tell  untruths  of,  and  give  mekaames  to. 
And  think  my  lover,  most  surprise  of  all ! 
I)o  only  hear,  it  is  the  priest  they  mean, 
Giuseppe  Caponsaochi :  a  priest  —  lore, 
And  love  me  !    Well,  yet  people  think  he  did. 
I  am  married,  he  has  taken  priestly  vows, 
They  know  that,  and  yet  go  on^say,  the  same, 
'*  Yes,  how  he  loves  you  !^'    '"That  was  k>ve  ' 

—  they  saj, 
^Vhen  anything  is  answered  that  they  ask  : 
Or  else  **  No  wonder  you  love  him  "  —  they  sav. 
Then  they  shake  heads,  pity  mueh,  searoely 

blame  — 
As  if  we  neither  of  us  lacked  excuse. 
And  anyhow  are  puaished  to  the  full. 
And  downright  love  atones  for  everything ! 
Nav,  I  heard  read  out  in  the  publie  court 
Before  the  judge,  in  presence  of  my  friends, 
letters  *t  was  said  the  priest  had  sent  to  me. 
And  other  letters  sent  him  by  myself. 
We  being  lovers ! 

Listen  what  this  is  like ! 
Wlien  I  was  a  mere  child,  my  mother  .  .  . 

that's 
Yiolante,  you  must  let  me  call  her  so. 
Nor  waste  time,  trying  to  unlearn  the  word, .  .  . 
She  brought  a  neighbor's  child  of  my  own  age 
To  play  with  me  of  rainy  afternoons  ' 
Ana,  since  there  huiwr  a  tapestry  on  the  wall, 
We  two  agreed  to  find  each  other  out 
Among  the  figures.    **  Tisbe,  that  is  yon. 
With  naif-moon  on  your  hair-knoi,   spear  in 

hand, 
FWing,  but  no  wings,  only  the  great  searf 
Blown  to  a  bluish  rainbow  at  your  baek  : 
Call  off    your  hound  and    leave    the    stag 

alone!" 
**^And  there  an  yon,  Fosapilia,  snob  green 

l€»ave8 


»» 


Flourishing  out  of  your  fivn  fingar^nda. 
And  all  the  rest  of  you  so  brown  and  roii||k  : 
Why  is  it  you  are  turned  a  sort  of  tree?  ^ 
You  know  the  figures  never  were  ourselves 
Though  we  nioknamed  them  so.    Thos,  all  bbt 

Hfe,  - 
As  well  what  was,  as  what,  like   tlm. 


»» 


DOlL  — 

Looks  old,  fantastic  and  impoariUe : 

I  touch  a  fairy  thing  that  fades  and  fadaa. 

—  Even  to  my  babe  I    I  thought,  whea  ha 

bom. 

Something  began  for  onoe  that  would  not  and. 
Nor  change  into  a  laugh  at  me,  but  stay 
Forevermore,  eternally  quite  mine. 
Well,  so  he  is,  —  but  yet  they  bore  him  off. 
The  third  day,  lest  my  husband  should  lay 

trans 
And  oaton  him,  and  by  means  of  him  oafeeh  me. 
Sinoe  they  have  saved  him  so,  it  was  wall  dome : 
Yet  thence  comes  such  confusion  of  what  was 
With  what  will  be,  —that  late  seema  loiv  ago. 
And,  what  years  should  bring  round,  awaady 

come. 
Till  even  he  withdraws  into  a  dream 
As  the  rest  do:  I  fancy  him  grown  great. 
Strong,  stam,  a  tall  young  man  who  tnton  nsa. 
Frowns   with    the  others,   ''Poor   imntndant 

child! 
Why  did  you  venture  out  of  the  safe  atraet  ? 
Why  go  so  far  from  help  to  that  loos  hoose 
Why  open  at  the  whisper  snd  the  knoak  ? 

Six  dajs  ago  when  it  was  New  Year's  day. 
We  bent  above  the  fire  and  talked  of  him. 
What  he  should  do  when  he  was  grown  and 

great. 
Yiolante,  Pietro,  each  had  given  the  arm 
I  leant  on,  to  walk  by,  from  eonch  to  ohair 
And  firemde,  —  laughed,  as  I  lay  sale  at  last, 
**  Pompilia's  march  from  bed  to  board  is  made, 
Poronilia  back  again  and  with  a  babe. 
Shall  one  day  lend   his   srm   and    help   her 

walk  ! '' 
Then  we  all  wished  eaoh  other   mors   New 

Years. 
Pietro    began    to   scheme  —  **  Oar    eaaae    is 

gained; 
The  law  is  stroager  than  a  wicked  man : 
Let  him  henceforth  go  his  way,  leave  ns  ours  ! 
We  will  avoid  the  dt^.  tempt  no  mora 
The  greedy  ones  bjr  feasting  and  parade,  — 
Live  at  the  other  villa,  we  know  where. 
Still  farther  o£f ,  and  we  can  watch  the  babe 
Grow  fast  in  the  good  air ;  and  wood  is  cheap 
And  wine  sincere  outside  the  city  pita. 
I  still  have  two  or  three  old  friends  will  grope 
Their  way  along  the  mere  half-mile  of  roM, 
With  staff  and  lantera  on  a  moonlaas  night 
When  one  needs  talk :  thay  *11  find  ma,  aevsr 

fear. 
And  I  11  find  them  a  flask  of  tha  aU 

yet!" 
Yiolante  said,  ""  Yon  chatter  like  a  crow : 
Ponptlia  tires  o'  the  tattle,  and  shall  te  bsd 
Do  not  too  much  the  first  day, — i 


To-morrow,  and,  the  next,  begin  tiM 


POMPILIA 


5" 


And   hood    and   eoat !      1    hftre    spaa  -wttol 

emnisfa."  . 

Oh  what  a  nappy  friendly  eve  was  that  I    ' 

And,  next  day,  about  noon,  out  Pietro  went  — 
He  was  eo  happy  and  would  talk  so  muoh. 
Until  Vklaate  pushed  and  lauiirhed  him  forth 
Sight  eeoing'  in  the  cold,  —  *'  So  mach  to  see 
I*  the  dinrehes  I     Swathe  your  throat  three 

times  1  *'  she  cried, 
**  And,  ahore  all,  beware  the  slippery  ways, 
And  brine  us  al>  the  news  by  supper^time ! ' - 
He  came  baek  late,  laid  by  oloak,  staff  and  hat. 
Powdered  so  thick  with  snow  it  made  us  laagh. 
Rolled  a  great  log  upon  the  ash  o^  the  hearth. 
And  bade  Violante  treat  us  to  a  flask. 
Because  he  had  obeyed  her  faithfully, 
G<me  siffht'^ee  through  the  seyen,  and  found  no 

cnurch 
To  his  mind  like  San  Giovanni  —  **  There  ^»  the 

fold. 
And  all  the  sheep  together,  big  as  oats ! 
And  such  a  shephero.  half  the  siaa  of  life. 
Starts  up  and  hears  tne  angel  ^  — when,  at  the 

door, 
A  tap:  we  started  up :  you  know  the  rast. 

Pietio  at  least  had  done  no  hafm,  I  know ; 

Nor  eren  Violante,  so  mueh  harm  as  makes 

Suoh  revenge  lawful.    Certainly  she  erred  — 

Did  wrag,  how  shall  I  dare  say  otherwise  ?  — 

In  telling  that  first  fakehood,  bnyinqr  me 

From  my  poor  faulty  mother  at  a  pnee. 

To  pam  OS  upon  Pietro  as  his  ohila. 

If  one  should  take  my  babe,  give  him  a  name, 

Say  he  was  not  Oaetano  and  my  own. 

But  that  some  other  woman  made  his  mouth 

And  hands  and  feet, —  how  very  false  were  that ! 

No  ipood  oouJd  come  of  that ;  and  all  harm  did. 

Yet  if  a  stranger  were  to  represent 

'*  Needs  nmst  von  either  give  your  babe  to  me 

And  let  me  eau  him  mine  f orevermore, 

Or  let  your  husband  get  him  ^^  —  ah,  my  Ood, 

That  were  a  trial  I  r^use  to  face  I 

WelL,  just  so  here :  it  proved  wrang  but  seemed 


li^t 

To  poor  Violaate — for  there  lay,  she  said. 
My  poor  real  dying  mother  in  her  rsgm, 
Who  put  me  from  ner  with  the  life  and  all, 
PovOTty.  pain,  shame  and  diseaae  at  once. 
To  die  the  eaaiar  by  what  prioe  I  fetched  — 
Also  (I  hope)  because  I  should  be  spared 
Sorrow   and   sin,  —  why  may  not   that   have 

helped? 
My  father,  —  he  was  no  one,  any  one,  — 
The  wofse,  the  likelier,  —  call  him,  —  he  who 


Was  wicked  for  his  pleasure,  went  his  way. 
And  left  no  trace  to  track  by  ;  there  remiuned 
Nothing  bat  me,  the  uaneoeaBary  life. 
To  eatdi  up  or  let  fall,  —and  yet  a  thing 
She  could  nMke  happy,  be  made  h^ipy  with, 
Thia  poor  Violante,  —  who  would  frown  there' 
at? 


Well,  God,  yon  see  1     Ood  plants  us  where  we 

grow. 
It  b  not  that,  because  a  bud  is  bom 


At  a  wild  brier*B  end,  fnU  i'  the  wUd  beast*s 

way. 
We  ought  to  pluck  end  put  it  out  of  reach 
On  the  oak-tree  top,  —  say,  ''  There  the  bud 

belongs!'' 
She  thought,  moreover,  real  lies  were  lies  told 
For  harm's  sake;    whereas  this  had  good  at 

heart. 
Good  for  my  mother,  good  for  me,  and  good 
For  Pietro  who  was  meant  to  love  a  babe, 
And  needed  one  to  make  his  life  of  use, 
Receive  his  house  and  land  when  he  should 

die. 
Wrong,  wrong,  and  always  wrong  I  how  plainly 


For  see,  this  fault  kept  pricking,  aa  faults  do. 
All  the  same  at  her  neait:    this  falsehood 

hatched. 
She  could  not  let  it  go  nor  keep  it  fast. 
She  told  me  so,  —  the  first  time  I  waa  found 
Locked  in  her  anus  once  more  after  the  pain. 
When  the  nuns  let  me  leave  them  «id  go 

home. 
And  beth  of  us  cried  all  the  cares  away,  — 
This  it  was  set  her  on  to  make  amends, 
This  brought  aboot   the    marriage  —  simi^y 

Do  let  me  speak  for  her  you  blame  so  mueh ! 
When  Paal,  my  husband's  brother,  found  me 

out. 
Heard  there  was  wealth  for  who  should  marry 

me. 
So,  came  and  made  a  speech  to  ask  my  himd 
For  Guide.  —  she,  instead  of  piercing  stiaight 
Thrmii^  tne  |»«tenoe  to  the  ignoble  truth, 
Faneied  she  saw  God's  very  finger  point* 
Designate  just  the  time  for  planting  me 
(The  wildAitier  slip  she  plneked  to  love  and 
•) 


In  soil  where  I  could  strike  real  root,  and  grow, 
And  get  to  be  the  thing  I  called  mjaalf :. 
For.  wife  and  husband  are  one  flesh,  God  says. 
Ana  I,  whose  parents  ssenied  saeh  and  were 


Should  in  s  husband  have  a  husband  now. 
Find   nothing,   this  time,  but  waa  what  it 


nothiiw, 

8o0UI0Uf 


—  All  truth  and  no  confusion  any  more.^ 

I  know  she  meant  all  good  to  me,  all  pain 

To  hersd^E,  — since  how  could  it  be  anght  bat 

pain 
To  give  me  up,  so,  from  her  very  breast. 
The  wilding  flower^ree-branoh  that,  all  those 

years. 
She  had  got  used  to  led  for  and  find  fixed  ? 
She  meant  well :  has  it  been  so  ill  i'  the  main  ? 
That  is  but  fair  to  ssk :  one  cannot  indge 
Of  what  baa  been  the  ill  or  weU  of  life. 
The  day  that  one  is  dying,  —sorrows  change 
Into  not  altogether  sorTow4ike ; 
I  do  see  strsngeness  but  scarce  misery. 
Now  it  is  over,  and  no  danger  more. 
My  child  is  safe :  there  seems  not  so  much  pain. 
It  comes,  most  like,  that  I  am  just  absolved. 
Purged  of  the  past,  the  foul  in  me,  washed 


One  csnnot  both   have   and   not   have«  yon 
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B«ingr  right  now,  I  am  hai>py  and  oolor  things. 
Tes,  everyhody  that  leaves  ufe  sees  all 
Softened  and  bettered  :  ao  with  other  sighta : 
To  me  at  least  was  never  evening  jet 
But  seemed  far  beautif nller  than  its  day, 
For  past  is  past. 

There  was  a  fancy  oame, 
When  somewhere,  in    the    joomey  with  my 

friend^ 
We  stepped  mto  a  hovel  to  get  food  ; 
And  there  began  a  yelp  here,  a  bark  there,  — 
Misunderstanding  creatures  that  were  wroth 
And  vexed  themselves  and  us  till  we  retired. 
The  hovel  is  life :  no  matter  what  dogs  bit 
Or  cat  scratched  in  the  hovel  I  break  from. 
All  outside  is  lone  field,  moon  and  such  peace — • 
Flowing  in,  filling  up  as  with  a  sea 
Whereon  comes  Someone,  walks  fast  on  the 

white, 
Jesus  Christ's  self,  Don  Gelestine  declares. 
To  meet  me  and  calm  all  things  back  again. 

Beside,  up  to  my  marriage,  thirteen  years 
Were,  each  day,  happy  as  the  day  was  long : 
This  may  have  made  the  change  too  teirible. 
I  know  that  when  Violante  tola  me  first 
The  cavalier  —  she  meant  to  bring  next  mom, 
Whom  I  most  also  let  take,  kiss  my  hand  — 
Would  be  at  San  Lorenso  the  same  eve 
And  mamr  me,  —  which  over,  we  should  go 
Home  botii  of  us  without  him  as  before. 
And,  till  she  bade  speak,  I  must  hold   my 

tongue. 
Such  being  the  correct  way  with  girl^brides. 
From  whom  one  word  would  nudce  a  father 

blush, — 
I  know,  I  say,  that  when  she  told  me  this, 
—  Well,  I  no  more  saw  sense  in  what  she  said 
Than  a  lamb  does  in  people  dipping  wool ; 
Onlv  lay  down  and  let  myself  be  clipped. 
And  when  next  day  the  cavalier  who  came  — 
(Tisbe  had  told  me  that  the  slim  young  man 
With  wings  at  head,  and  wings  at  feet,  and 

swora 
Threatening  a  monster,  in  our  tapestry, 
Would  eat  a  girl  else,  —  was  a  cavalier)  — 
When  he  proved  Quido  Franceschini,  —  old 
And  nothmg  like  so  tall  as  I  myself, 
Hookniooea  and  yellow  in  a  bush  of  beard. 
Much  like  a  thing  I  saw  on  a  boy^s  wrist. 
He  called  an  owl  and  used  for  catching  birds,  >- 
And  when  he  took  my  hand  and  made  a  smile  — 
Why,  the  unoomfortableness  of  it  all 
Seemed  hardly  more  important  in  the  case 
Than  — when  one  gives  you,  say,  a  coin  to 

spend  — 
Its  newaesB  or  its  oldness ;  if  the  piece 
Weigh  properiy  and  buy  you  what  you  wish, 
No  matter  whether  you  get  grime  or  glare  ! 
Men  take  the  coin,  return  ^ou  gnpes  and  figii. 
Here,  marriage  was  the  coin,  a  diity  piece 
Would  pnrohMe  me  the  praise  of  those  I  loved : 
About  what  eke  shoidd  l  concern  myself  ? 

So,  hardly  knowing  what  a  husband  meant, 
I  supposed  this  or  any  man  would  serve, 
No  wnit  the  worse  for  being  so  uncouth : 


For  I  was  ill  once  and  a  doctor  came 
With  a  freaX  ugly  hat,  no  plume  thereto. 
Black  jerkin  and  black   buckles   and  blaek 

sword. 
And  white  sharp  beard  over  the  ruff  in  froot. 
And  oh  so  lean,  so  sour-faced  and  austere !  — 
Who  felt  my  pulse,  made  me  put  out  my  tongue* 
Then  oped  a  phial,  dripped  a  drop  or  two 
Of  a  black  bitter  sometning,  —  I  was  cured  ! 
What  mattered  the  fierce  beard  or  the  grim 

face? 
It  was  the  physic  beautified  the  man. 
Master  Mamtchi,  —  never  met  his  match 
In  Rome,  they  said,  —  so  ugly  all  the  same ! 

However,  I  was  hurried  thronrh  a  stonn. 
Next  dark  eve  of  December*s  aeadest  day  — 
How  it  rained  1  —  through  our  street  and  the 

LionVmouth 
And  the  bit  of  Covso,  —  cloaked  round,  covered 

close, 
I  was  like  something  strange  or  conlmbaiid,  — 
Into  blank  San  Lorenso.  up  the  aiale. 
Mv  mother  keeping  hold  ot  me  so  tigiit, 
I  fancied  we  were  come  to  see  a  corpse 
Before  the  altar  which  she  pulled  me  toward. 
There  we  found  waiting  an  unpleasant  priest 
Who  proved  the  brothw,  not  our  parish  friend. 
But  one  with  mischief-making  monUi  and  eve, 
Paul,  whom  I  know  since  to  my  cost.  And  tnen 
I  heard  the  heavv  church-door  lock  out  help 
Behind  us :  for  the  cnstomarT  warmth. 
Two  tapers  shivered  on  the  altar.    **  Quick  -- 
Lose  no  time  I  **  cried  the  priest.  And  straight- 
way down 
From  .  .  .  what  *s  behind  the  altar  whore  h^ 

hid  — 
Hawk-nose  and  yellowness  and  bush  and  all. 
Stepped  Guide,  caught  my  hand,  and  there 

was  I 
O*  the  chancel,  and  the  priest  had  opened  book. 
Read  here  and  there,  made  me  say  that  and 

this. 
And  after^  told  me  I  was  now  a  wife. 
Honored  mdeed,  since  Christ  thus  weds  iht 

Church, 
And  therefore  turned  he  water  into  win^. 
To  show  I  should  obey  mv  spouse  like  Ckriit. 
Then  the  two  slipped  ssiae  and  talked  apart. 
And  I,  silent  and  scared,  got  down  again 
And  joined  my  mother,  who  was  weeping  nom . 
Noboay  seemed  to  mind  us  anv  more. 
And  both  of  us  on  tiptoe  found  our  way 
To  the  door  which  was  unlocked  by  this,  and 

wide. 
When  we  were  in  the   street,  the  rain  had 

stopped. 
All  things  looked  better.    At  our  own  boose- 
door, 
Violante  whispered,  "  No  one  syllable 
To  Pietro  t  Giri-brides  never  breathe  a  word !  ** 
"  —  Well  treated  to  a  wettinr,  draftgle^tails !  *' 
laughed  PSetro  as  he  opened  —  **  Veij  near 
Tou  made  me  brave  the  gutter's  roaring  sea 
To  carrv  off  from  roost  old  dove  and  young. 
Trussed  up  in  church,  the  cote,  by  me,  the Icttv ! 
What  do  these  priests  mean,  praying  folk  to 
death 
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Oil  stormy  aftemcioiM,  with  Cbriatmaa  cIom 
To  wish  oor  nna  off  nor  require  the  rain  ?  " 
VioUmte  gave  my  hand  a  timely  aqneeze. 
Madonna  aayed  me  from  immodest  si)eeohf 
I  kiased  him  and  was  quiet,  heing  a  oride. 

When  I  saw  nothing  more,  the  next  three  weeks, 
Of  Qnido—  ''Nor  the  Church  sees  Clinst'^ 

tJioa|rht  I : 
^  Nothing  m  changed  howerer,  wine  is  wine 
And  water  only  water  in  our  house. 
Nor  did  I  see  that  ugly  doctor  siuoe 
That  onre  of  the  illnesi :  just  as  I  was  cured, 
I  am  married,  —  neither  seareorow  will  return." 

Three  weeks,  I  chnokled  —  *'  How  would  Qiulia 

stare. 
And  Teda  smile  and  Tisbe  laugh  outright. 
Were  it  not  impudent  for  brides  to  talk  I  ^'  — 
Until  one  momtng,  as  I  sat  and  sang 
At  the  broidery-frame  alone  i*  the  chamber,  — 

loud 
Voioea,  two,  three  together,  sobbings  too. 
And  my  name,  "Ouido,"  ''  Paolo/'  flung  like 

stones 
From  each  to  the  other  I    In  I  ran  to  see. 
There  stood  the  very  Guido  and  the  priest 
With  sly  face,  —  formal  but  nowise  afraid,  — 
While  Pietro  seemed  all  red  and  anny,  searee 
Able  to  stutter  out  his  wrath  in  woras ; 
And  this  it  was  that  made  my  mother  sob. 
As  he  reproached  her  —  '*  You  hare  mnraered 

Me  and  jcnntoU  and  this  our  child  beside  I  ** 
Then  Guido  interposed.  '"  Murdered  or  not. 
Be  it  enonsh  jronr  child  is  now  my  wife  1 
I  daimanaoome  to  take  her.'*    Paul  put  in, 
''  Consider —  kinsman,  dare  I  term  you  so  ?  — 
What  is  the  good  of  jronr  sagacity 
Except  to  counsel  in  a  strait  like  this  ? 
I  grnarantee  the  parties  man  and  ¥rif  e 
Whether  you  like  or  loathe  it,  bless  or  ban. 
May  spilt  milk  be  put  back  within  the  bowl  — 
The  done  thing,  undone  ?    Ton,  it  is,  we  look 
For  connsel  to,  you  fitliest  will  advise ! 
^)•noe  milk,  though  spilt  and  spoilt,  does  marble 

Better  we  down  on  knees  and  scrub  the  floor. 
Than  sigh,  *  the  waste  would  make  a  syllabub  1  * 
Help  us  so  turn  disaster  to  account. 
So  predispose  the  groom,  he  needs  shall  grace 
The  bride  with  favor  from  the  very  first, 
Not  begin  marriage  an  embittered  man  !  " 
lie  anulad,  —  the  game  so  wh<illy  in  his  hands ! 
While  fast  and  faster  sobbed  Violanto  ~ ''  Ay, 
All  of  ns  murdered,  past  averting  now  1 

0  my  sin,  O  my  secret  I  *^  and  such  like. 

Then  I  began  to  half  surmise  the  truth  ; 
Something  had  happened,  low,  mean,  under- 
hand. 
Fake,  and  my  mother  was  to  blame,  and  I 
To  pity,  whom  all  spoke  of,  none  addressed : 

1  was  the  chattel  that  had  caused  a  crime. 

1  stood  mute,  — those  who  tongled  must  untie 
The  embroilment.    Pietro  cried,  ''Withdraw, 

my  diild  I 
She  is  not  helpful  to  the 


At  this  stage,  —  do  you  want  the  victim  by 
While  you  discnwi  the  value  of  her  blood  ? 
For  her  sake,  I  conaent  to  hear  you  talk : 
Go,  child,  and  pray  God  help  the  innocent !  '* 

I  did  go  and  was  praying  God,  when  came 
VioUnte,  with  eyes  swollen  and  red  enough. 
But  movement  on  her  mouth  for  make-believe 
Matters  were  somehow  getting  rig^t  again. 
She  bade  me  sit  down  bv  her  side  and  hear. 
"  You  are  too  young  and  cannot  underetand. 
Nor  did  your  father  understand  at  first. 
I  wished  to  benefit  all  three  of  us. 
And  when  he  failed  to  take  my  meaning,-* 

why, 
I  tried  to  have  my  way  at  unaware  — 
Obteined  him  the  advantage  he  refused. 
As  if  I  put  before  him  wholesome  food 
Tnet^^ad  of  broken  victual,  —  he  finds  change 
I'  the  viands,  never  cares  to  reason  why. 
But  falls  to  blaming  me,  would  fling  the  plate 
From  window,  scandalise  the  neighborhood. 
Even  while  he  smacks  his  lips, — men*s  way, 

my  child  1  ^. 
But  either  you  have  prayed  him  unperverse 
Or  I  have  talked  him  back  into  his  wite  : 
And  Paolo  was  a  help  in  time  of  need,  — 
Guido,  not  much  —  my  child,  the  way  of  men  t 
A  priest  is  more  a  woman  than  a  man. 
And  Paul  did  wonders  to  jpersuade.    in  short. 
Yes,  he  was  wrong,  your  father  sees  and  says ; 
My  scheme  was  worth  attempting :  and  bears 

fruit. 
Gives  you  a  husband  and  a  noble  name, 
Apalaoe  and  no  end  of  pleasant  things. 
What  do  yon  care  about  a  handsome  youth  ? 
Tliey  are  so  volatile,  and  tease  tlieir  wives  1 
This  is  the  kind  of  man  to  keep  the  house. 
We  lose  no  daughter,  —  gain  a  eon,  that 's  all : 
For  *t  tB  arranged  we  never  separate. 
Nor  miss,  in  our  gray  time  of  life}  the  tinte 
Of  you  that  color  eve  to  mateh  with  mom. 
In  good  or  ill,  we  share  and  share  alike. 
And  cast  our  lote  into  a  common  lap. 
And  all  three  die  together  as  we  liveid  I 
(Inly,  at  Areao,  —  uiat  's  a  Tuscan  town, 
Not  BO  lam  as  this  noisy  Rome,  no  doubt. 
But  older  tar  and  finer  much,  say  folk,  — 
In  a  great  palace  where  you  will  be  queen. 
Know  the  Archbishop  and  the  Governor, 
And  we  see  homage  aone  you  ere  we  die. 
Therefore,  be  good  and  pardon  I  **  —  "  Pardon 

what? 
Yon  know  things,  I  am  very  ignorant : 
AU  is  right  if  you  only  wiU  not  cry  1  *' 

And  so  an  end  1    Because  a  blank  becins 
From  when,  at  the  word,  she  kissea  me  hard 

and  hot. 
And  took  me  back  to  where  jo^  father  leaned 
Opposite  Guido  —  who  stood  eyini^  him. 
As  eyes  the  buteher  the  cast  panting  oz 
That   feels   his   fate   w   come,  nor   stmgglea 

more, -- 
While  Paul  looked  archly  on,  pricked  brow  at 

whiles 
With    the   pen-point  as   to   punish    triumph 

there,— 
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And  aaid,   *' Count  Guido,  take  your  lawful 

wifo 
Until  death  part  you  !  ** 

All  since  is  one  blank, 
Over  and  ended  ;  a  terrific  dream. 
It  is  the  Kood  of  dreams  —  ao  soon  they  go  I 
Wake  in  a  horror  of  heart-beats,  you  may  — 
Cry,  *'The  dread  thing  will  never  from  my 

thottghto ! " 
Still,  a  few  davUght  doses  of  plain  life, 
Cock-crow  and  sparrow-chirp,  or  bleat  and  bell 
Of  Koats  that  trot  by,  tinkling,  to  be  milked ; 
And  when  you  rub  your  eyes  awake  and  wide, 
Where  is  the  harm  o*  the  horror  ?    Qone  !    So 

here. 
I  know  I  wake,  —  but  from  what  ?    Blank,  I 

say  I 
This  is  the  note  of  evil :  for  rood  lasts. 
Even  when  Don  Celestine  bade  *'8earoh  and 

find! 
For  your  soul's  sake,  remember  what  is  past, 
The  better  to  foncive  it/ '  —  all  in  vain  I 
What  was  fast  gettinff  indistinct  before, 
Vanished  outright.    Bv  q>edal  grace  perhaps. 
Between  that  first  oalm  and   this  huit,  four 

years 
Vanish,  —  one  quarter  of  my^  life,  you  know. 
I  am  held  up,  amid  the  nothingness. 
By  one  or  two  truths  only  —  thence  I  hang, 
And  there  I  live,  ~  the  rest  is  death  or  dream. 
All  but  those  points  of  my  support.    I  think 
Of  what  I  saw  at  Rome  once  m  the  Square 
O*  the  Spaniarda^  opponte  Uie  Spanish  House  : 
There  was  a  foreigner  had  trained  a  goat. 
A  shuddering  white  woman  of  a  beast, 
To  climb  up,  stand  straight  on  a  pile  of  sticks 
Put   dose,   whioh   gave   the    ereature    room 

enough: 
When  she  was  settled  there,  he,  one  by  on(>. 
Took  away  all  the  sticks,  left  just  the  four 
\Vhereon  uie  little  hoofs  did  really  rest, 
There  she  kept  firm,  all  underneath  was  air. 
So,  what  I  hold  by,  are  my  prajrer  to  God, 
My  hone,  tluit  came  in  answer  to  the  prayer, 
Some  naind  would   inteipose  and  save  me  — 

hand 
^Vhich  proved  to  be  my  friend's  hand :  and,  — 

blest  bliss.  — 
That  fancy  which  began  so  faint  at  first. 
That  thrill  of  dawn*s  suffusion  through  my 

dark, 
\Miich  I  perceive  was  promise  of  my  child. 
The  light  his  unborn  face  sent  long  before,  — 
God's  way  of  breaking  the  good  news  to  flesh. 
That  is  all  left  now  ot  those  four  bad  years. 
Don  Celestine  niged.  **  But  remember  more ! 
Other  men's  faults  may  help  me  find  your  own. 
I  need  the  crueltjr  exposed,  explained, 
Or  how  can  I  advise  you  to  forgive  ?  ** 
He  thought  I  could  not  properly  forgive 
Unless  I  ceased  forgetting,  — which  is  true : 
For,  bringing  back  reluctantly  to  mind 
My  husbuid  s  treatment  of  me,  —  by  a  light 
That 's  later  than  my  lifetime,  I  review 
And  comprehend  much  and  imagine  more, 
And  have  but  little  to  forgive  at  last. 
For  now,  —  be  fair  and  say,  —  is  it  not  true 


He  was  ill-4ised  and  oheated  of  his  hope 
To  get  enriched  by  marriage  ?    Mamage  gave 
Me  and  no  money,  broke  the  compaot  ao: 
He  had  a  right  to  ask  me  on  those  tarma. 
As  Pietro  and  Violanto  to  deolaie 
They  would  not  give  me :  so  the  bargain  stood : 
They  broke  it,  and  he  felt  himself  aggrieved. 
Became  unkind  with  me  to  pnmah  them. 
They  said  't  was  he  began  deception  first. 
Nor,  in  one  point  whereto  he  pledged  himself. 
Kept  promise :  what  of  that,  suTipose  it  were  ? 
Echoes  die  off,  scarcely  reverberate 
Forever,  —  why  should  ill  keep  eehoing  iU, 
And  never  let  our  ears  have  done  with  noise  ? 
Then  my  poor  parents  took  the  violent  way 
To  thwart  him, —  he  must  needs 


wrong, 
Wrong,  and  all  wrong,  —  better  say,  all  blind ! 
As  I  myself  was,  that  is  sure,  who  else 
Had  understood  the  mystery :  for  his  wife 
Was  bound  in  some   sort  to   help  aomehow 

there. 
It  seems  as  if  I  might  have  interposed. 
Blunted  the  edse  of  their  resentment  so. 
Since  he  vexed  me  because  they  first  vexed 

him; 
**  I  will  entreat  them  to  desist,  submit. 
Give  him  the  money  and  be  poor  in  peaoe,  — 
Certainly  not  go  teU  the  world :  perhaps 
He  will  grow  quiet  with  his  gmins." 

Tes,say 
Something  to  this  effect  and  you  do  wall ! 
But  then  you  have  to  see  first :  I  was  blind. 
That  is  the  fruit  of  all  such  wormy  ways. 
The  indirect,  the  unapproved  of  God : 
You  cannot  find  their  author's  end  and  aim. 
Not  even  to  substitute  your  good  iot  bad. 
Your  straight  for  the  inregniar ;  you  stand 
Stupefied,  profitless,  as  cow  or  sheep 
That  miss  a  man's  mind ;  anger  him  joat  twiee 
By  trial  at  repairing  the  first  fault. 
Thus,  when  ne  blamed  me,  ^*Yon  are  a  eo> 

qnette, 
A  hire-owl  posturing  to  attraot  birda. 
You  look  love-lures  at  theatre  and  ehnvek. 
In  walk,  at  window  1" — that,  I  know,  wss 

false : 
But  why  he  chaiged  me  falsely,  whithar  sought 
To  drive  me  by  such  charge,  —  how  eoold  1 

know  ? 
So,  unaware,  I  only  made  things  worse. 
I  tried  to  soothe  him  by  abjuring  walk. 
Window,  church,  theatre,  lor  good  and  all. 
As  if  he  had  been  in  earnest :  that,  van  know. 
Was  nothing  like  the  object  of  his  enargs. 
Yes,  when  I  got  my  maid  to  supplicate 
The  priest,  whose  name  she  read  when  she 

would  read 
Those  f eurned  false  letteis  I  was  foraed  to  hesr 
Thongli  I  could  read  no  word  of,  —  he  ahonld 

cease 
Writing,  —  nay,  if  he  minded  prayer  of  nine. 
Cease  fnmi  so  much  as  even  pass  the  street 
Whereon  our  house  looked,  —  in  my  ignoranee 
I  was  just  thwarting  Guide's  true  intent ; 
Whioh  was,  to  bring  about  a  wicked  ehaage 
Of  sport  to  earnest,  tempt  a  thonghtleas  man 
To  write  indeed«  and  pasa  the  house,  and  morv. 
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'nil  both  of  vm  were  taken  in  a  crime. 

He  ought  not  to  hmf  wished  me  thai  act  liesj 

Simulate   folly:    but — wrong   or   ri^t,    the 

wish  — 
I  failed  to  ap^hend  its  drift.    How  plain 
It  follows,  —  if  I  fell  into  suoh  fault. 
He  also  may  have  oTerreaohed  the  mark. 
Made  mistake,  by  perremity  of  brain, 
I'  the  whole  sad  strange  plot,  the  groteeque  in« 

trigne 
To  make  me  and  my  friend  nnself  ourselveB, 
Be  other  man  and  woman  than  we  were  1 
Think  it  out,  yon  who  have   the  tame!  for 


I  cannot  say  less ;  more  I  will  not  say. 

Lieaye  it  to  Qod  to  oorer  and  undo ! 

Only,  my  dulneas  should  not  prove  too  much  ! 

—  Not^jirove  that  in  a  certain  other  point 
Wherem  my  husband  blamed  me,  —  and  yon 

blame, 
If  I  interDTtit  smiles  and  shakes  of  head,  — 
I  was  dull  too.    Oh,  if  I  dared  but  speak  I 
Must  I  ^eak  ?    I  am  blamed  that  I  forwent 
A  way  to  make  my  husband^s  fitvor  come. 
That  18  true :  I  was  firm,  withstood,  refused  . . . 

—  Women aa yon  are,  how  can  I  find  the  wordsf 

I  felt  there  was  just  one  thing  Guido  claimed 
I  had  no  right  to  give  nor  he  to  take ; 
We  being  in  estxiuigement,  soul  from  soul : 
Till,  when  I  sought  help,  the  Archbishop  smiled. 
Inquiring  into  privacies  of  life, 
r-  Said  Iwas  blamable  —  (he  stands  for  God) 
Nowise  entitled  to  exemption  there. 
Then  I  obeyed,  — 'as  surely  had  obeyed 
Were  the  injunction  **  Since  your  husband  bids. 
Swallow  the  burning  coal  he  proffers  you !  '^ 
But  I  did  wrong,  and  he  gave  wrong  advice 
Though  he  were  thrice  Archbishop,  —  that,  I 

Know  I  — 
Now  I  have  got  to  die  and  see  things  clear. 
Remember  i  was  barely  twelve  years  old  — 
A  child  at  marriage:  I  was  let  alone 
For  weeks,  I  told  you,  lived  my  child-life  still 
Even  at  Arezzo,  when  I  woke  and  found 
First .  .  .  but  I  need  not  think  of  that  again  ~ 
Over  and  ended  t    Try  and  take  the  sense 
Of  what  I  signify,  if  it  must  be  so. 
After  the  fint,  my  husband,  for  batons  sake, 
Said  one  eve,  when  the  simpler  cruelty 
Seemed  somewhat  dull  at  ed|^  and  fit  to  bear, 
'*  We  have  been  man  and  wife  six  months  al- 

most: 
How  lon|||[  is  this  your  comedy  to  last  ? 
Go  this  night  to  my  chamber,  not  your  own  I  ** 
At  which  word,  i  did  rush — roost  true  the 

charge  — 
And  gain  the  Archbishop's  house  —  he  stands 

for  God  — 
And  fall  npou  my  knees  and  clasp  his  feet, 
Pnmng  him  hinanr  what  my  estranged  soul 
Rf'tused  to  bear,  though  padent  of  uie  rest : 
**  Place  me  within  a  convent,**  I  implored  — 
**  Let  me  henceforward  lead  the  virgin  life 
Ton  praise  in  her  you  bid  me  imitate  !  '* 
Wh.'U  did  he  answer  ?    ^'  Folly  of  ignorance  I 
Know,  daughter,  circumstaooss  make  or  mar 
Virginity,  —  *tis  virtue  or  'tis  vice. 
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That  which  was  ^ory  m  the  Mother  of  God 
Had  been,  for  instance,  damnable  in  Eva 
Created  to  be  mother  of  mankind. 
Had  Eve,  in  answer  to  her  Maker's  speeck 
*  Be  fruitful,  multiply,  replenish  earth ' «— 
Pouted  *  But  I  choose  rather  to  remain 
Single '  —  why,  she  had  spared  herself  forthwith 
Further  probation  by  the  apple  and  snake. 
Been  pushed  straight  out  of  Paradiael    For 


If  motherhood  be  qualified  impure, 
I  catch  yon  making  Qod  command  Eve  sin  1 
—  A  blasphemy  so  like  these  MolinisU', 
I  must  suspect  you  dip  into  their  books.*' 
Then  he  pursued  **  'Twas  in  your  covenant ! " 


No  I    There  my  husband  never  naed 

He  never  did  by  speech  nor  act  imply 

"  Because  of  our  souk'  veaniag  think  we  meet 

And  mix  in  soul  through  flesh,  which  youtm  and 


Wear  and   impress,  and  make   their  vi 


—  All  which  means,  for  the  love  of  you  and  me. 
Let  us  become  one  flesh,  being  one  soul  I " 
He  only  stipnlated  for  the  wealth ; 
Honest  so  far.    Bnt  when  he  spoke  ss  plain — 
Dreadfully  honest  also  —  **"  Since  our  eonk 
Stand  eaon  from  each,  a  whole  world's  width 

between. 
Give  me  the  fleshly  vesture  I  can  reach 
And  rend  and  leave  just  fit  for  hell  tobuml**  — 
Why,  in  God's  naroe^  for  Guide's  soul's  own  sake 
Imperilled  by  polluting  mine,  '^  I  say^ 
I  did  resist ;  would  I  nad  overoomal 

My  heart  died  out  at  the  Archbishop's  smile ; 

— ^it  seemed  so  stale  and  worn  a  wsy  o'  ^e 
world. 

As  though  't  wars  nature  frowning—  **  Hem  is 
Spring, 

The  sun  shines  ss  he  shone  at  Adam's  fall. 

The  earth  requima  that  warmth  reach  every«* 
where: 

What,  must  your  patch  of  snow  be  saved  for- 
sooth 

Because  you  rather  fancy  snow  than  flowers  ?  " 

Something  in  thii  style  he  began  with  me. 

La»t  he  said,  savagely  for  a  good  man, 

*'  This  explains  why  you  call   your  husband 

Harsh  to  you,  harsh  to  whom  yoo  love.    God's 

Breed  I 
The  poor  Count  has  to  manage  a  mere  child 
Whose  parents   leave  untanght  the  simplest 

things 
Their  duty  was  and  privilege  to  teach,  —- 
Goodwives'  instruction,  gossips*  lore :  they  hragh 
And  leave  the  Count  the  task,  —  or  leave  it 

roel" 
Then  I  resolved  to  tell  a  frightful  thing. 
**  I  am  not  ignorant,  —  know  what  I  say. 
Declaring  this  is  aouf^ht  for  hate,  not  kive. 
Sir,  yon  may  hear  thmgs  like  almighty  God. 
I  tell  you  that  my  houaemato,  yes  —  the  priest 
My  husband's  brother,  Canon  Giroiamo  ~ 
Haa  taught  me  what  depiaved  and  misnamed 
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Means,  and  what  outward  signs  denote  the  sin, 

For  he  sotioits  me  and  says  he  lores, 

The  idle  young  priest  with  naiwht  else  to  do. 

Mjr  hosband  sees  this,  knows  tUs,  and  lets  be. 

Is  it  7our  oonnsel  I  bear  this  beside  ?^\ 

**  —  Moie  scandal,  and  sgainst  a  priest  this 

time! 
What,   *t  is   the   Canon  now  ?  "  —  less  snap- 

pi^y  — 
**  Rise  up,  my  child,  for  snch  a  child  yt»n  are. 
The  rod  were  too  advanced  a  punishment  I 
Let  ^s  try  the  honeyed  cake.    A  parable ! 

*  Without  a  parable  spake  he  not  to  them.* 
There  was  a  ripe  round  long  black  toothsome 

fruit. 
Even  a  flower-fig,  the  prime  boast  of  May ;  ^ 
And,  to  the  tree,  said  .  .  .  either  the  spirit  o* 

thefiij:. 
Or,  if  we  bniw  in  men,  the  gardener^ 
Archbishop  of  the  orchard  —  had  I  tmie 
To  try  o*  tne  two  which  fits  in  best :  indeed 
It  might  be  the  Creator's  self,  but  then 
The  tree  should  bear  an  apple,  I  suppose,  — 
Wdl,  anyhow,  one  with  authority  said, 

*  Ripe  fig,  burst  skin,  regale  the  n^pecker  — 
The  bird  whereof  thou  art  a  perquisite  ! ' 

*  Nay,'  with  a  flounce,  replied  the  restif  fig, 

*  I  much  prefer  to  keep  my  pulp  myself : 
He  may  go  breakfsstless  and  dmnerless, 
Supperless  ol  one  crimson  seed,  for  me ! ' 

80,  back  she  flopped  into  her  bunch  of  leav^. 
He  flew  o£f,  left  tier,  —  did  the  natural  lord,  — 
Add  lo,  three  hundred  thousand  bees  and  wasps 
Found  her  out,  feasted  on  her  to  the  shuck  : 
Snch  gain  the  flg*s  that  gave  its  bird  no  bite ! 
The  moral,  —  fools  elude  their  proper  lot. 
Tempt  oUier  fools,  get  ruined  all  siike. 
Therafora  go   home,  embrace   your   husband 

quick! 
Whiflli  if  his  Canon  brother  chance  to  see. 
He  win  the  sooner  back  to  book  again.'' 

80,  home  I  did  go ;  so,  the  worst  befell : 

So,  I  had  proof  the  Archbishop  was  just  man. 

And  hardly  that,  and  certainly  no  more. 

For,  miserable  consequence  to  me, 

Mpr  husband's  hatred  waxed  nor  waned  at  all. 

His  brother's  boldness  grew  effrontery  soon, 

And  my  last  stay  and  comfort  in  myself 

Was  f oro<>»d  from  me :  henceforth  1  looked  to 

God 
Only,  nor  oared  my  desecrated  soul 
Should  have  fair  walls,  gay  windows  for  the 

worid. 
God's  glimmer,  that  came  through  the  minHop, 
Was  witness  why  all  lights  were  quenched  in- 
side: 
Henceforth  I  asked  Qod  counsel,  not  mankind. 

So,  wh(>n  I  made  the  effort,  freed  myself, 
They  said  —  **  No  care  to  save  appearance  here  t 
How     cynic,  —  when,     how    wanton,     were 

enoui^h !  " 
—  Adding,  it  all  came  of  my  mother's  life  >- 
My  own  reid  mother,  whom  I  never  knew. 
Who  did  wroi^f  (if  she  needs  must  have  done 

wrong) 
Through  being  all  her  life,  not  my  four  years. 


At  mercy  of  the  hateful :  every  beast 

O'  the  field  was  wont  to  break  that  foontain- 

fence. 
Trample  the  silver  into  mud  so  murk 
Heaven  could  not  find  itself  reflected  therv. 
Now  they  cry,  **  Out  on  her^  who,  plashy  pool. 
Bequeathed  turbidity  and  bitterness 
To  the  daughter«tream  where  Guido  dipt  and 

dnnk!" 

Well,  since  she  had  to  bear  this  brand  —  let  me  1 
The  rather  do  I  underitand  her  now,  — * 
From  my  experience  of  what  hate  calls  lore,  — 
Much  love  might  be  in  what  their  lore  called 

hate. 
If  she  sold  .  .  .  what  they  call,  sold  .  .  .  me, 

her  child  — 
I  shall  believe  she  hoped  in  her  poor  heart 
That  I  at  least  might  try  be  good  and  pure. 
Begin  to  live  nntempted,  not  go  doomed 
And  done  with  ere  once  found  in  fault,  as  she. 
Oh  and,  my  mother,  it  all  came  to  this  f 
Why  should  I  trust  those  that  speak  ill  of  you. 
When  I  mistrust  who  speaks  even  well  of  them  ? 
Why,  since  all  bound  to  do  me  good,  did  harm, 
May  not  you,  seeming  as  you  hjuiued  me  most. 
Have  meant  to  do  most  good  —  and  feed  yonr 

child 
From  bramble-bush,  whom  not  one  orchard-tree 
But  drew  bough  back  from,  nor  let  one  fruit 

faU? 
This  it  was  for  yon  sacrificed  your  babe  f 
Gained  just  this,  giving  your  heart's  hope  away 
As  I  might  give  mine,  loving  it  as  yon. 
If  .  .  ,  out  that  never  could  be  asked  of  me  1 

There,  enough  I    I  have  my  support  again. 
Again  the  knowledge  that  my  babe  was,  is. 
Will  be  mine  only.  ^  Him,  bv  death,  I  give 
Outright  to  Qod,  without  a  further  care,  — 
But  not  to  any  parent  in  the  world,  — 
So  to  be  safe :  why  is  it  we  repine  ? 
What  guardianship  were  safer  could  we  choose  ? 
All  human  plans  and  projects  come  to  naught : 
My  life,  and  what  I  know  of  oth(>r  lives, 
Prove  that :    no  plan  nor  project  I     God  shall 
care! 

And  now  you  are  not  tired  ?    How  patient  then 
All  of  prou,  —  oh  yes,  patient  this  long  while 
Listening,  and  understanding,  I  am  sure ! 
Four  days  ago,  when  I  was  sound  and  well 
And  like  to  live,  no  one  would  understand. 
People  were  kind,  but  smiled,  **  And  «hat  ci 

him, 
Yourfriend,  whose  tonsure  the  rich  dark«browa 

hides? 
There,  there!  —  your  lover,  do  we  dream  he 

was/ 
A  priest  too —  never  were  snch  nanghtincat ! 
Still,  he  thinks  many  a  long  think,  never  fear. 
After  the  shy  pale  lady,  -*Tay  so  light 
For  a  moment  in  his  arms,  the  lucky  one  1  '* 
And  so  on :   wherefore  should   I    blame  you 

much  ? 
So  we  are  made,  snch  difference  in  minda. 
Such  difference  too  in  eyes  that  see  the  mrnds  I 
That  man,  yon  misinterpret  and  mispriaa  — 
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The  f  lonr  of  his  nature,  I  had  thoiurht, 
Shot  itMtf  oat  in  white  li^ht,  hiaaea  the  truth 
Through  every  atom  of  his  act  with  me : 
Yet  where  I  point  joa,  through  the  crystal 

shrine. 
Parity  in  qointesseaoe,  one  dew-drop. 
You  all  desOTv  a  spider  in  the  midst. 
One  says,  **  Tne  head  of  it  is  plain  to  see," 
And  one,  **  They  are  the  feet  hy  which  1  judipe," 
All  say,  **  Those  films  were  n>un  hy  nothing 

else." 

Then.  I  must  lay  my  bahe  away  with  God, 
Nor  tktnk  of  him  again  for  gratitode. 
Yes,  my  last  breath  shall  wholly  spend  itself 
In  one  attempt  more  to  dimerse  the  stain. 
The  mist  from  other  breatn  fond  mouths  have 

made. 
About  a  lustrous  and  pellneid  soul : 
So  that,  when  I  am  gone  bnt  sorrow  stays, 
And  people  need  assaranoe  in  their  doubt 
If  Qod  yet  hare  a  senrant,  man  a  friend. 
The  weak  a  savior,  and  the  vile  a  foe,  — 
Let  him  be  present,  by  the  name  invoked, 
Oinseppe-Maria  Caponsaoehi  I 

There, 
Strength  eomes  already  with  the  utteranoe ! 
I  will  remember  once  more  for  his  sake 
The  sorrow  :  for  he  lives  and  is  bdied. 
Could  he  be  here,  how  he  would  speak  for  me ! 

I  had  been  miserable  three  drear  jeais 
In  that  dread  palace  and  lay  passive  now. 
When  I  first  learned  there  eould  be  sueh  a  man. 
Thna  it  fell :  I  was  at  a  public  plav. 
In  the  last  days  of  Carnival  last  Maroh, 
Brought  there  I  knew  not  why,  but  now  know 

weU. 
Mv  husband  put  me  where  I  sat,  in  front ; 
Then  erouched  down,  breathed   cold   through 

me  from  behind. 
Stationed  i*  the  shadow,  —  none  in  front  oould 

jL  it  was,  faced  the  stranger-throng  beneath. 
The  crowd  with  nptumed  faces,  eyes  one  stare, 
Voices  one  buxs.    I  looked  but  to  the  stage, 
WhenNm  two  lovers  sang  and  interchanged 
**  True  life  is  only  love,  love  only  bliss  : 
I  love  thee —  thee  I  level"   then  they  em- 
braced. 
I  looked  thence  to  the  ceiling  and  the  walls,  — 
Over  the  crowd,  those  voices  and  Uiose  eyes,  — 
My  thoughts  went  through  the  roof  and  out,  to 

Rome 
On  wings  of  muaie,  waft  of  measured  words,  — 
Set  me  down  there,  a  happy  child  again. 
Sore  that  to-morrow  woold  be  festa^day. 
Hearing  my  parents  praise  past  festas  more. 
And  seeing  they  were  old  ix  I  was  young. 
Yet  wondering  why  they  still  would  end  dis- 
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With  **  We  must  soon  go,  you  abide  your  time. 
And,  ~  mii^t  we  haply  see  the  proper  friend 
Throw  his  arm  over  you  and  make  yon  safe  I 

Sodden  I  saw  him ;  into  m  v  lap  there  fell 
A  foolish  twist  of  comfits,  broke  my  dream 


And  brought  me  from  the  air  aad  laid  me  low, 
As  ruined  as  the  searing  bee  thai  'a  reached 

g)o  Pietro  told  me  at  the  Villa  once) 
V  the  dust-handful.    There  the  oomfits  kv : 
I  looked  to  see  who  flung  them,  and  I  fa«Bed 
This  Caponsacchi,  looking  up  in  turn. 
Kre  I  could  reason  out  why,  I  felt  sure. 
Whoever  flung  them,  his  was  not  the  hand,  — 
Up  rose  the  round  face  and  good-natared  erin 
Or  one  who,  in  effect,  had  played  the  praiUL, 
From  oovert  doee  beside  the  earnest  face,  — 
Fat  waggish  Conti,  friend  of  all  the  world. 
He  was  my  husband^s  cousin,  privileged 
To  throw  the  thing:  the  other,  silent,  grave, 
Solenm  almost,  saw  me,  as  I  saw  him. 

There  is  a  psalm  Don  Celestine  reeiteai 

*'  Had  I  a  dove^s  wings,  how  I  Isin  would 

flee  I" 
The  psalm  runs   not    **I    hope,    I  pray  for 

wings,"  — 
Not  **If  wings  fall  from  heaven,  I  fix  them 

fast"- 
Simply  '"  How  good  it  were  to  fly  and  rest. 
Have  hope  now,  and  one  day  expeet  content  I 
How  well  to  do  what  I  shall  never  do  1 " 
So  I  said,  *'  Had  there  been  a  man  like  that, 
To  lift  me  with  his  strength  out  of  all  strife 
Into  the  calm,  how  I  could  fly  and  restl 
I  have  a  keeper  in  the  garden  here 
Whose  sole  employment  is  to  strike  me  iow 
If  ever  I,  for  solace,  seek  the  san. 
Life  means  with  me  successful  feigning  death. 
Lying  stone-like,  eluding  notice  so. 
Foregoing  here  tne  turf  and  there  the  sky. 
Suppose  that  man  had  been  instead  of  this  I  " 

Preeently  Conti  laughed  into  my  ear, 

—  Had  tripped  up  to  the  raised  plaoe  where  I 

sat  — 
**  Cousin,  I  flung  them  brutishly  and  hard  1 
Because  you  most  be  hurt,  to  look  austere 
As  Caponsacchi  yonder,  my  tall  friend 
A-gazmg  now.    Ah,  Guide,  you  so  dose  ? 
Keep  on  your  kne«>e,  do !    Beg  her  to  forgive  I 
My  comet  battered  like  a  oannon-ball. 
Good-by,  I  ^m  gone  I  "  — nor  waited  the  reply. 


That  night  at  supper,  out  my  husband  broke, 
''  Why  was  that  throwing,  that  buffoonery  ? 
Do  you  think  I  am  your  dupe  f    What  man 

would  dare 
Throw  comfits  in  a  stranger  lady's  lap  ? 
'T  was  knowledge  of  you  bred  such  msdence 
In  Caponsacchi ;  he  dared  shoot  the  bolt, 
Using  that  Conti  for  his  stalking-horse. 
How  could  you  see  him  this  once  and  no  more, 
When  he  is  always  haunting  hereabout 
At  the  street-oomer  or  the  palaoe«de. 
Publishing  my  shame  and  your  impudence  ? 
You  are  a  wanton,  —  I  a  dupe,  you  think  ? 
O  Christ,  what  hinders  that  I  kill  her  c^uiok  f  " 
Whereat  he  drew  his  swoid  and   feigned    n 

thrust* 

All  this,  now,  —  being  not  so  strange  to  me, 
Used  to  such  miseoocepdon  day  by  daj 
And  broken-in  to  bear, — I  bore,  this  time. 
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More  quietly  tkan  woouui  shonld  periiapi ; 
RepestedtlM  mtm  truth  and  held  my  toagne. 

Then  he  sttid,  **8iiioe  yon  vAaj  the  %normat, 
I  ehall    iiisfemet   you.      This   amoor,  —com- 

meneed 
Or  finiiihed  or  midway  in  act,  all  '■  one,  — 
*T  is  the  town-talk ;  so  mv  revenge  shall  be. 
Does  he  presnnie  beeanae  ne  is  a  priest  ? 
I  warn  hun  that  the  sword  I  wear  shall  pink 
His  lii^-seented  cassock  through  and  through, 
Next  tune  I  catch  him  underneath  your  eaves !  " 
But  he  had  threatened  with  the  sword  so  oft 
And,  after  all,  not  kept  his  promise.    All 
I  said  was,  *'  Let  Ckxl  saw  tne  innooeat  1 
Moreover,  death  is  far  from  a  bad  fate. 
I  shall  go  nray  for  yon  and  me,  not  him ; 
And  then  I  look  to  sleep,  eome  death  or,  worae, 
Life/*    So,  I  slept. 

There  may  have  elapsed  a  week, 
When  Maigherita,  —  oaUed  my  waiting-maid, 
Whom  it  is  said  my  husband  found  too  fair  ~ 
Who  stood  and  heard  the  eharge  and  the  reply, 
AVho  never  onee  would  let  the  matter  rest 

On  this  the  thrust  and  that  the  shame,  and  how 
Good  cause  for  jealousy  cures  jealous  fools. 
And  what  a  paragon  was  this  same  priest 
She  talked  about  until  I  stopped  my  ears,  — 
She  said,  **  A  week  is  gone ;  you  comb  your 

hair, 
llien  fp  mope  in  a  comer,  cheek  on  palm, 
Till  night  comes  round  again, —  so,  waste  a 

week 
As  if  your  husband  menaced  you  in  sport. 
Have  not  I  some  acquaintance  with  his  tricks  ? 
Oh  no,  he  did  not  stab  the  serving-man 
\Vho  made  and  sang  the  rhymes  about   me 

once  ! 
For  why?    They  sent  him  to  the  wars  next 

day. 
Nor  poisoned  he  the  foreigner,  mv  friend. 
Who  wagered  on  the  whiteness  of  my  breast,  — 
The  swarth  skins  of  our  city  in  dispute  : 
For,  though  he  paid  me  proper  compliment. 
The  Count  well  knew  he  was  besotted  with 
Somebody  else,  a  skin  as  black  as  ink, 
(As  aU  the  town  knew  save  my  foreigner)  — 
He  found  and  wedded  presently,  —  *  Why  need 
Better  revenue  ?  *  —  the  Count   asked.      But 

what 's  here  ? 
A  priest  that  does  not  fight,  and  cannot  wed. 
Yet  must  be  dealt  with  !    If  the  Count  took  ore 
For  the  poor  pastime  of  a  minute,  —  roe  — 
What  were  the  conflagration  for  yourself, 
(^ountess  and  lady-wife  and  all  the  rest? 
The  priest  will  perish ;  yon  will  grieve  too  late : 
So  shall  the  city-ladies'  naadsomeet 
Frankest  and  bberalest  gentleman 
I  He  for  you,  to  appease  a  scurvy  dog 
Hanging  *s  too  good  for.    Is  there^  no  escape  ? 
Were  it  not  simple  Christian  charity 
To  warn  the  priest  be  on  his  guard,  —  save  him 
Assured  death,  save  yonraelf  from  causing  it? 
I  meet  him  in  the  street.    Oive  me  a  glove, 
A  rii«  to  show  for  token!    M«m 's  the  word  I  *' 


I  answered,  **  If  ymt  were,  an  styled,  my  maid, 
I  would  aommann  you :  as  you  are,  yon  aay.. 


My  husband's  intimate,  —  aanst  his  wife 
Who  can  do  nothi^r  but  entreat '  Be  still  J ' 
Even  if  you  speak  truth  and  a  crime  is  riannrd. 
Leave  help  to  God  asl  am  foraed  to  do! 
There  is  no  other  help,  or  we  should  oraaa. 
Seeing  such  evil  with  no  human  cure. 
Reflect  that  God,  who  makes  the  storm  deakt. 
Can  make  an  angry  violent  heart  subsida. 
Why  should  we  venture  teach  him  goveir'~^  ^ 
Never  address  me  on  this  subject  more  I 


ft 


Next  night  sha  said, ''  But  I  went,  all  thai 
—  Ay,  saw  your  Caponsaoohi  in  his  honaa. 
And  come  back  stuffed  with  news  I  moat  oat- 
pour. 
I  told  him,  *  Sir,  mv  mistress  is  a  stone : 
Why  should  yon  narm  bar  for  no  good  yon 

get? 
For  vou  do  harm  her  —  ntowl  abovt  oar  plane 
With  the  Count  never  distant  half  the  sttnst. 
Lurking  at  every  oomer,  would  yon  look  1 
'T  is  certain  ahe  has  witched  you  with  a  apelL 
Are  there  not  other  beantiea  at  your  heek  ? 
We  all  know,  Donna  This  and  Monna  lliat 
Die  for  a  glance  of  yours,  yet  here  yon  gaae ! 
Go  make  them  grateful,  leave  tne  atane  its 

coldl' 
And  hc-eh,  he  turned  first  white  and  then 

red. 
And  then  —  *  To  her  behest  I  bow  myself, 
Whom  I  love  with  my  body  and  my  aoul: 
Onlyawordi'thebowfa«l    See,  I  write 
One  little  word,  no  hann  to  see  or  hear  t 
Then,  fear  no  further  I '     This   is  what  he 

wrote. 
I  know  you  cannot  reed,  — therefore,  let  me ! 
'MyidU!'''  .  .  . 

But  I  took  it  from  her  hand 
And  tore  it  into  shreds.    "  Why,  join  the  rest 
Who  harm   me  ?      Have   I   ever  done   yon 

wrong? 
People  have  told  me  H  is  you  wrong  myasif : 
Let  it  snffioe  I  either  feel  no  wroug 
Or  else  forgive  it,  —  yet  you  turn  my  foe  I 
The  others  hunt  me  and  yon  throw  a  aooee  I  ** 

She  muttered,  ''  Have  your  wilful  way !  **     I 
slept. 

Whereupon  .  .  •  no,  I  leave  my  huahand  ont ! 
It  i»  not  to  do  him  more  hurt,  I  speak. 
Let  it  suffice,  when  misery  was  most. 
One  day,  I  swooned  and  got  a  reapite  ao. 
She  stooped  as  I  was  slowly  coming  to, 
This  Mwgherita,  ever  on  my  trace. 
And  whii^red  —  **  Caponsaeohi  I  '* 

Ifldrowned. 

But  woke  afloat  i*  the  wave  with  nptumed 

eyes. 
And  found   their  first  si^t  wia  a  star  I    I 

turned  — 
For  the  first  time,  I  let  her  have  her  will. 
Heard  pasBvely,  —  *'  The  impoathnme  nt  anch 
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One    touch,   one  laaoet-imnotiire   would  xo- 

lieno,  — 
And  stiU  no  glaaco  tlie  good  phyricuui^s  vay 
Who  fids  jon  of  the  torment  m  a  trioe  1 
Still  he  writes  lettets  voo  lef  lue  ^o  hear. 
He  may  prevent  your  nusband,  kill  himaelf, 
80  deeperate  and  all  fordone  is  he  I 
Jnat  hear  the  prett^r  verM  he  made  to-day  I 
A  sonnet  from  Mirollo.     *  PeerUM/air*  •  .  .' 
All  poetry  is  diffieolt  to  read, 
—  Tne  sense  of  it  is,  anyhow,  he  seeks 
LeaTe  to  oontriTe  yon  an  ssca^  from  hell. 
And  for  that  porpose  asks  an  mtenriew. 
I  can  write,  I  ean  grant  it  in  your  name, 
Or,  what  is  better,  lead  yon  to  his  house. 
Your  husband  dashes  yon  against  the  stones ; 
This  man   would   place  each  fragment  in  a 

shrine: 
Yon  hate  him,  lore  your  husband  I  ^' 


I  returned, 
**  It  is  not  true  I  love  m^  husband,  —  no. 
Nor  hate  this  man.    I  listen  while  you  speak. 
—  Assured  that  what   yon  say  is   fabe,  the 


Much  as  when  once,  to  me  a  little  child, 
A  rough  gaunt  man  in  rags,  with  eyes  on  fire, 
A  crowd  of  boys  and  idlers  at  his  heels. 
Rushed  as  I  erowed  the  Square,  and  held  ny 

head 
In  bis  two  hands,   *  Here  'a  she  will  let  me 

speak  I 
You  little  girl,  whose  eyes  do  good  to  mine, 
I  am  the  Pope,  am  Sextus,  now  the  Sixth ; 
And  thai  Twelfth  Innocent,  proelaimed  to-day. 
Is  Lucifer  disguised  in  human  flesh  I 
The  aiwelSf  m«t  in  conclave,  ciowned  me !  *  ~ 

He  gibbered  and  I  listened ;  but  I  knew 

All  wia  delusion,  ere  folk  inteiposed, 

'  Unfasten  him,  the  maniac  I  *    Thus  I  know 

All  your  report  of  Caponaacchi  false. 

Folly  or  dreaming  :  I  have  seen  so  nraeh 

Bv  that  adventure  at  the  ^peetaole. 

The  fiMe  I  fronted  that  one  first,  last  time : 

He  would  belie  it  by  such  words  and  thoughts. 

Therefore  while  yon  profeos  to  show  lum  me, 

I  ever  see  his  own  face.    Qet  you  gone  1 '' 

**  —  That  will  I,  nor  once  open  mouth  again,  — 
Xo,  by  Saint  Jciaeph  and  the  Holy  Ghost  t 
On  your  head  be  the  damage,  so  adieu  I  " 


u 


And  so  more  days,  more  deeds  I  must  f  orgst. 
Till  .  .  .  what  a  strange  thing  now  is  to  de- 

elarel 
SHnae  I  saj  aavthing,  sar  all  if  true  1 
And  how  mv  ufe  seems  lengthened  as  to  serve  I 
It  may  be  iole  or  inopportune. 
But,  true?— why,  what  waa  all  I  said  but 

truth* 
Even  when  I  found  that  such  as  are  untrue 
Could  only  taka  the  truth  in  thro«|di  a  lie  ? 
Now — I  am  speaking  truth  to  the  Truth*s  self : 
God  will  lend  credit  to  my  words  this  time. 

It  had  got  half  through  April.    I  aroae 
One  vivid  daybreak,  —who  had  gone  to  bed 


In  the  old  way  my  wont  those  last  three  years. 
Careless  until,  the  cup  drained,  I  should  die. 
The  last  sound  in  my  ear,  the  over-night, 
Had  been  a  son^thing  let  drop  on  the  sly 
In  prattle  bv  Margherita,  **  iSoon  enough 
Gayeties  ena,  now  Easter  *s  past :  a  week, 
And    the    Archbishop    gets    him    back    te 

Rome, — 
Every  one   leaves   the  town  for   Rome,  this 

Spring,  — 
Even  Cappnsaoohi,  out  of  heart  and  hope. 
Resigns  himself  and  follows  with  the  flock." 
I  heard  this  drop  and  drop  like  rain  outside 
Fast-falling  through  the  darkness  while  she 

spoke: 
So  had  I  heard  with  like  indifference, 
**  And  Michsel's  pair  of  wings  will  arrive  first 
At  Rome,  to  introduce  the  company, 
And  bear  him  from  our  picture  where  he  fights 
Satan,  —  expect  to  have  that  dragon  loose 
And  never  a  defender  T*  —  my  sole  thought 
Being  still,   as  night  came,  **Done,  another 

day  I 
How  good  to  sleep  andso  get  nearer  death  I "  — 
When,  what,  first  thing  at  daybreak,  pierced 

the  sleep 
With  a  summons  to  me  ?    Up  I  sprang  alive. 
Light  in  me,  light  without  me,  everywhere 
Clumge!    A  broad  yeUow  sunbeam   was  let 

faU 
From  heaven  to  earth,  —  a  sudden  drawbridge 

Along  which  marched  a  myriad  merry  motes. 
Mocking  the  flies  that  crossed  them  and  re- 

crossed 
In  rival  dance,  oompanions  new'-bom  too. 
On  the  house-eaves,  a  dripping  shag  of  weed 
Shook   diammidH  on  each  ouU  gray  lattice* 

square, 
As  first  one,  then  another  bird  lei4»t  by, 
And  light  was  off,  and  lo  was  back  again, 
Alwsys  with  one  voice,  —  where  are  two  such 


The 


loys?  — 

blessed    building  -  sparrow  t     I   stepped 


forth. 


Stood  on  the  terrace,  —  oW  the  roofs,  such 

sky! 
My  heart  sang,  '*  I  too  am  to  go  away, 
I  too  have  something  I  must  care  about. 
Carry  awav  with  me  to  Rome,  to  Rome  I 
The  nird  brings  hither  sticks  and  hairs  and 

wool. 
And  nowhere  else  i*  the  worid ;  what  fly  breaks 

rank. 
Falls  out  of  the  prooesrion  that  befits. 
From  window  here  to  window  there,  with  all 
The  world  to  choose,  —  so  well  he  knows  his 

course? 
I  have  mv  purpose  and  my  motive  too. 
My  march  to  Rome,  like  any  bird  or  tlj  1 
Had  I  been  dead  1    How  riaht  to  be  alive ! 
Last  night  I  almost  praved  for  leave  to  die, 
Wished  Guido  all  his  pleasure  with  the  sword 
Or  the  poison,  —poison,  sword,  was  but  a  trick, 
Harmless,  may  God  forgive  him  the  poor  jest  t 
My  life  is  charmed,  wilTlast  till  I  reach  Rome  I 
Yesterdajf,  but  for  the  sin,  — ah,  nameless  be 
The  deed  I  could  have  dared  agaioat  myself  I 
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Now  —  flee  if  I  will  touch  an  unripe  fmit. 
And  risk  the  health  I  want  to  have  and  nae ! 
Not  to  live,  now,  woald  be  the  wiokedneM,  — 
For  life  means  to  make  haste  and  go  to  Rome 
And  leave  Arezzo,  leave  all  woes  at  once  1  ** 

Now,  miderstand  here,  by  no  means  mistake  I 
Long  a^  had  I  tried  to  leave  that  house 
When  It  seemed  such  procedure  would  stop 

sin ;     ^ 
And  still  fwled  more  the  more  I  tried  —  at 

fint 
The  Archbishop,  as  I  told  you, — next,  onr 

lord 
The  Governor,  — indeed  I  found  my  way, 
I  went  to  the  great  palace  where  he  rules. 
Though  I  knew  weU  *twas  he  who, — when  I 

gave 
A  jewel  or  two,  themselves  had  given  me. 
Back  to  mv  parents,  —  since  they  wanted  bread, 
They  who  had  never  let  me  want  a  nosegay,  — 

he 
Spoke  of  the  jail  for  felons,  if  they  kept 
What  was  first  theirs,  then  mine,  so  doubly 

theirs. 
Though  all  the  while  my  husband's  most  of  all  I 
I  knew  well  who  had  spoke  the  word  wrought 

this: 
Tet,  being  in  extremity,  I  fled 
To  the  Qovemor,  as  I  say, — scarce  opened 

lip 
When  — -  the  cold  cruel  snicker  dose  behind  ~ 
Guido  was  on  my  trace,  already  there. 
Exchanging  nod  and  wink  for  shrug  and  smile, 
And  I  —  pushed  back  to  him  and,  for  my  pains. 
Paid  with  .  .  .  but   why   remember  what  is 

past? 
I  sousnt  out  a  poor  friar  the  people  call 
The  Roman,  and  confessed  my  sm  which  came 
Of  their  sin, —  that  fact   could   not  be   re- 
pressed, '^ 
The  f  rightfulness  of  my  despair  in  God : 
And   feeling,    through    the  grate,  his  horror 

shake. 
Implored  him,   **  Write   for  me  who  cannot 

write. 
Apprise  my  parents,  make  them  rescue  me ! 
You  bid  me  be  courageous  uid  tn»t  God  : 
Do   you   in  turn   dare  somewhat,  trust  and 

write, 
*  Dear  friends,  who  used  to  be  my  parents  once, 
And  now  declare  you  have  no  part  m  me. 
This  \b  some  riddle  I  want  wit  to  solve. 
Since  you  must  love  me  with  no  difference. 
Even  suppose  yon  altered,  —  there 's  your  hate, 
To  ask  tor:  hate  of  yon  two  dearest  ones 
I  shall  find  Hker  love  than  love  found  here. 
If  husbands  love  their  wives.    Take  me  away 
And  hate  me  as  you  do  the  gnats  and  fleas. 
Even  the  scorpions  I    How  1  shall  rejoice  I ' 
Write  that  and  save  me  I  '*    And  he  promised 

—  wrote 
<h*  did  not  write ;  things  never  changed  at  all : 
He  was  not  like  the  Angustinian  here  I 
Last,  in  a  desperation  I  appealed 
To  friends,  whoever  wishea  me  bett^  days. 
To  Gnillichini,  that 's  of  kin,  — '"  What,  I  ^ 
Travel  to  Rome  with  you  f    A  flying  gout 


Bids  me  deny  my  heart  and  mind  mr  leg  I  *' 
Then  I  tried  Conti,  used  to  brave  —  uui|^  back 
The  louring  thunder  when  his  coosin  scowled 
At  me  protected  by  his  presence :  **  Yon  — 
Who   well  know  what  you   cannot  save  me 

from,  — 
Carnr  me  off  I    What  frightens  yon,  a  priest  ?  ** 
He  shook  his  head,  looked  grave  —  **  Above  my 

strength  I 
Guido   has   claws   that  scratch,  shows  feUae 

teeth; 
A  formidabler  foe  than  I  dare  fret : 
Give  me  a  dog  to  deal  with,  twice  the  siae  I 
Of  course  I  am  a  priest  and  Canon  too. 
But  ...  by   the   bye  .  .  .  though  both,  not 

quite  so  bold 
As  he,  my  fellow-Canon,  brother-priest. 
The  petsonage  in  such  ill  odor  here 
Because   of  the   reports — pure   birth   o*  the 

brain  I 
Onr  Caponsacchi,  he 's  your  true  Saint  Qeoige 
To  slay  the  monster,  set  the  PrineeM  free. 
And  have  the  whole  High- Altar  to  himsell : 
I  always  think  so  when  I  see  that  piece 
I*  the  Pieve,  that  *s  his  church  and  mine,  you 

know  : 
Though  yon  drop  eyes  at  mention  of  his  name !  *' 

That  name  had  got  to  take  a  half-grotesque 
Half-ominous,  wholly  enigmatic  sense. 
Like  an^  by-word,  broken  bit  of  song 
Bom  with  a  meaning,  changed  by  mouth  and 

mouth 
That  mix  it  in  a  sneer  or  smile,  as  chance 
Bids,  till  it  now  means  naught  but  ugliness 
And  perhaps  shame. 

—  All  this  intends  to  say, 
That,  overflight,  the  notion  of  eseape 
Had  seemed  distemper,    dreaming;  and  the 

name, — 
Not  the  man,  but  the  name  of  him,  thus  made 
Into  a  mockery  and  disgrace.  —  why,  she 
Who  uttered  it  persistently,  had  laughed, 
"I  name  his  name,  and  there  yon  start  and 

wince 
As  criminal  from  the  red  tongs*  touch !  **  —  jret 

now. 
Now,  as  I  stood  letting  mom  bathe  me  bright. 
Choosing   which    butterfly   should    bear    my 

news, — 
The  white,  the  brown  one,  or  that  tinier  Uve,  — 
The  Margherita.  1  detested  so. 
In  she  came  ~     The  fine  day,  the  good  Spring 

time! 
What,  up  and  out  at  window  ?    That  is  best. 
No   thought   of    Caponsacchi?—  who   stood 

there 
All  night  on  one  leg.  like  the  sentry  crane. 
Under  the  peltii^  of  your  waterspout  — 
Ixwked  last  look  at  your  lattice  ere  he  leave 
Our  city,  bui^  his  dead  hope  at  Rome. 
Av,  go  to  lookiuMlass  and  make  you  fiae. 
While  he  may  die  ere  touch  one  least  loose 

hair 
You  drag  at  with  the  comb  in  such  a  mgr !  *' 


I  turned  —  ''Tell  Gaponsaoehi  he  may 


Tl 
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**  Tell  faim  to  oome  f    Ah,  bnt,  for  eharitj, 
A  tmoe  to  fooliii^l    Gome?    What, — oome 

this  eve? 
Peter  and  Paal  1    fint  I  eee  throniph  the  trick  1 
Yes,  oome,  and  take  a  floweret  on  his  head« 
Flane  from  your  terreoe  !    No  joke,  sincere 

tmth?^' 

How  plainly  IperoetTed  hell  flash  and  fade 
O*  the  faoe  of  her,  —  the  doabt  that  first  paled 

joy. 
Then,  final  rsasmraaoe  I  indeed 
Was  caneht  now.  never  to  be  free  airain ! 
What  did  I  care  ?  —  who  felt  myself  of  force 
To  play  with  silk,  and  spam  the  horsehair- 

springe* 


«« 


But  — do  you  know  that  I  have  bade  him 


And  in  your  own  name  f    I  presmned  so  much, 
Knowing  the  thine  you  needed  in  your  heart. 
But  somehow  —  what  had  I  to  show  in  proof? 
He  would  not  oome  :  half-promised,  that  was 

all, 
And  wrote  the  letters  yon  refused  to  read. 
What   is   the  message  that  shall  more  him 

now?" 

**  After  the  Ave  Maria,  at  first  dark, 
I  will  he  standing  on  the  terrace,  say  1  *' 

**  I  wonld  I  had  a  good  long  lock  of  hair  ^ 
Should  prove  I  was  not  Ijring  I    Never  mind  I  '* 

Off  she  weirt  — "May  he  not  refuse,  that's 

Fearing  a  triek  1  ** 

I  answered,  "  He  will  come.*' 
And,  all  day,  I  sent  prsyer  like  incense  up 
To  Qod  the  strongj  Ood  the  beneficent^ 
God  ever  mindfnlm  all  strife  and  strait. 
Who,  for  our  own  good,  naakes  the  need  ex- 
treme. 
Tin  at  the  last  he  puts  forth  mi^^t  and  saves. 
An  old  rhyme  came  into  m^  head  and  rsnur 
Of  how  a  viigin,  for  the  faith  of  God, 
Hid  henelf .  from  the  Payniros  that  pursued. 
In  a  cavers  neart ;  until  a  thundefstone. 
Wrapped  in  a  flame,  revealed  the  couch  and 

And  tney  laughed  — **  Thanks  to  lightning, 

ours  at  last !  " 
And   she  cried,  ''Wrath  of  God,  assert  his 

lovel 
Servant  of  God,  thou  fire,  befriend  his  child  I '' 
And  lo,  the  fire  she  grasped  at,  fixed  its  flash. 
Ijsy  in  her  hand  a  calm  cold  dreadful  swora 
She   brandished    tUl    pnnuers    strewed     the 

ground. 
So  did  the  souls  within  them  die  away. 
As  oW  the  prostrate  bodies,  sworded,  safe. 
She  walked  forth  to  the  s^itudss  and  Christ : 
So  should  I  grasp  the  lightning  and  be  saved  1 


And  still,  as  the  day  wore,  the  trouble  grew 
AVhereby  I  guesMd  there  would  be  bom  a  star. 
Until  at  an  mtonse  throe  of  the  dnsk, 


I  started  up,  was  pushed,  I  dare  to  sur. 
Out  on  the  terrace,  leaned  and  looked  at  last 
Where  the  deliverer  waited  me :  the  same 
Silent  and  solemn  faoe,  I  first  deseried 
At  the  spectacle,  confronted  mine  cooe  more. 

So  was  that  minute  twice  vouchsafed  me,  so 
The  manhood,  wasted  then,  waa  still  at  watch 
To  save  me  vet  a  second  time  :  no  change 
Here,  Uionrn  all  else  changed  in  the  changing 
world  ! 

I  spoke  on  the  instant,  as  mv  duty  bade, 

In  some  such  sense  aa  this,  whatever  the  phrase. 

**  Friend,  foolish  words  were  borne  from  yon  t4i 

me; 
Your  soul  behind  them  is  the  pure  strong  wind. 
Not  dust  and  feathers  which  its  breata  ma j 


Theee  to  the  witless  seem  the  wind  itself. 
Since  proving  thus  the  first  of  it  they  feel. 
If  by  mischance  you  blew  offence  my  way. 
The  straws  are  dropt,  the  wind  desists  no  whit. 
And  how  such  strays  were  cau^pht  up  in  the 

street 
And  took  a  motion  from  vou,  why  in<|utre  ? 
I  speak  to  the  strong  souL  no  weak  dntguise. 
If  It  be  trath,  —  why  should  I  doubt  it  trath  ?  - 
Yon  serve  God  specially,  as  priests  are  bound. 
And  care  about  me,  straiwer  as  I  am. 
So  far  as  wiidi  my  good,  that  — miraole 
I  take  to  imitate  he  wills  you  serve 
By  aaving  me,  —  what  else  can  he  direct  ? 
Here  is  the  service.  ^  Since  a  long  while  now, 
I  am  in  course  of  beinf  put  to  death : 
While  death  conceraed  nothing  but  me,  I  bowed 
The  head  and  bade,  in  heut,   my  husband 


Now  I  imperil  something  more,  it  seems, 
Something  that 's  tmlier  me  than  this  myself. 
Something  I  trust  in  God  and  you  to  save. 
You  go  to  Rome,  they  tell  me :  take  me  there. 
Put  me  back  with  my  people !  ** 

He  replied  — 
The  first  word  I  heard  ever  from  hia  lips. 
All  himself  in  it,  —  an  eternity 
Of  speech,  to  match  the  immeasurable  depth 
O'  the  soul  that  then  broke  silence  — '^1  1 


yours, 


ti 


So  did  the  star  rise,  soon  to  lead  mv  step. 
Lead  on.  nor  pause  before  it  should  stand  stiU 
Above  the  House  o*  the  Babe,  —  mv  babe  to  be, 
That  knew  me  first  and  thus  made  me  know 

him. 
That  had  nis  right  of  life  and  claim  on  mine. 
And  would  act  let  me  die  till  he  was  bom. 
But  pricked  me  at  the  heart  to  save  us  both, 
Sayiiv,  "  Have  yon  the  will  ?    Leave  God  th<* 

way  I " 
And  the  way  waa  Caponaacchi  —  **  mine,"  thank 

God! 
He  waa  mine,  he  is  mine,  he  will  be  mine. 

No  pause  i'  the  leading  and  the  light  I    I  know. 
Next  night  there  waa  adond  came,  and  not  he  : 
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But  I  pn^ed  throngli  the  darknen  till  it  broke 
And  let  him  shine.    The  second  night,  he  came. 

**'  The  plan  is  rash ;  the  projeot  dcaperate : 
In  sneh  a  flight  needs  must  I  risk  your  life, 
(^ve  food  for  falsehood,  folly  or  mistake, 
Gronnd  for   yonr  husband's   rancor  and  re- 

venfpe  "  — 
So  he  befpui  affain,  with  the  same  face. 
I  felt  that,  the  same  loyalty  —  one  star 
Turning  now  red  that  was  so  white  before  — 
One  service  apprehended  newly  :  just 
A  word  of  mine  and  there  the  white  was  back ! 

*"  No,  friend,  for  you  will  take  me  !    *T  is  your- 
self 
Risk  all,  not  I,  —  who  let  you,  for  I  trust 
In  the  oompensatiii^  great  God :  enough  1 
I  know  you :  when  m  it  that  yon  will  oome  ?  " 

''To-morrow  at  the  day's  dawn."    Then  I  heard 
What  I  should  do  :  how  to  prepare  for  flight 
And  where  to  fly. 

That  night  my  husband  bade 
'*  —  Yon,  whom  I  loathe,  beware  yoa  break  my 

sleep 
This  whole  night  I    Conch  bedde  me  like  the 


I  would  yon  were !  *'    The  rest  you  know,  I 

think  - 
How  I  found  Gaponsaoohi  and  escaped. 

And  this  man,  men  call  sinner  P    Jesus  Christ  I 
Of   whom   men  said,    with   months   Thyself 

mad'stonoe, 
"  He  hath  a  devil " —saT  be  was  Thy  samt, 
My  Caponsaechi  (  Shiela  and  show  —  nnshnmd 
In  Thine  own  time  the  glory  of  the  soul 
If  aught  obscure,  —  if  iaknipot,  from  yile  pens 
Scribbling  a  cham  against  him  —  (I  was  nad 
Then,  for  the  first  time,  that   I   eonld   not 

write)  — 
Flirted  his  way,  baTO  flecked  the  blaae  I 

Forme, 
T  is  otherwise :  let  men  take,  sift  my  thoughts 
—  Thoughts  I  throw  hke  the  flax  for  son  to 

bleach! 
I  did  prar,  do  pray,  in  the  prayer  shall  die, 
"  Oh,  to  nave  Caponsaechi  tor  my  guide  I  ** 
Ever  the  face  upturned  to  mine,  the  hand 
Holding  my  hand  across  the  world,  — a  sense 
That  reads,  as  only  such  can  read,  the  mark 
God  sets  on  woman,  signifying  so 
She  should  ~-  shall  peradventuro  —  be  divine  ; 
Tet  'ware,  the  while,  how  weakness  mars  the 

print 
And  makes  confusion,  leaves  the  thing  men 


—  Not  this  man  sees,  —  who  from  his  soul,  re- 
writes 
The  obliterated  charter,  >-  love  and  strength 
Mending  what 's  marred.    *'So  kneels  a  vo- 

tarist. 
Weeds  some  poor  waste  traditionary  plot 
Where  shrine  once  was,  where  temple  yet  may 
be. 


Puiffing  the  ]daoe  bnt  worshinping  the  whila, 
By  raiui  and  not  by  sight,  sisiit  clearest  so,  — 
Such  way^  the  saints  work,^'  —  says  l>on  CV 

lestine. 
Bnt  I,  not  privileged  to  see  a  saint 
Of  old  when  such  walked  earth  with  orown  and 

palm, 
If  I  call  *'  saint  *'  what  saints  caU  somethii« 

else  — 
The  saints  must  bear  with  me,  impute  the  fault 
To  a  soul  i'  the  bud^  so  starved  by  inuirance. 
Stinted  of  warmth,  it  will  not  blow  ttus  year 
Nor  reeogniie  the  orb  which  Spring -flowen 

know. 
But  if  meanwhile  some  insect  with  a  heart 
Worth  floods  of  lasy  music,  spendthrift  ioy  — 
Some  fire-fly  ranounced  Spring  for  my  awarfed 

cup. 
Crept  close  to  me,  brought  lustre  for  the  dark. 
Comfort  against  the  oold,  —  what  though  ex- 


Of  comfort  should  miscall  the  oreatura  —  son  ? 
What  did  the  son  to  hinder  while  hardi  hands 
Petal  by  petiU,  crude  and  colorless. 
Tore  me?     This  one  heart  gave  me  all  the 
Spring  1 

Is  all  told  ?    Then  *s  the  journey :  and  where  \ 

time 
To  tell  you  how  that  heart  bniat  ont  hn  ahine  ? 
Yet  certain  points  do  press  on  me  too  hard. 
Each  place  must  have  a  name,  thongli  I  lotget : 
How  strange  it  was — then  where  the  plain 

begins 
And  the  small  river  mitigates  its  flow  — 
When  eve  was  fading  fast,  and  my  sonl  sank. 
And  he  divined  what  surge  of  bittenMSS, 
In  overtaking  me,  would  float  me  bacJc 
Whenoe  I  was  carried  by  the  striding  day  — 
So,  —  *'  This  gray  plaoe  was  iamona 

he  — 
And  he  began  that  legend  of  the  nlase 

tear. 


As  if  in  answer  to  the  nnspoken 

And  told  me  all  about  a  brave  man  daad. 

Which  lifted  me  and  let  my  sonl  go  on ! 

How  did  he  know  too  —  at  that  town's  apptoadi 

By  the  rock-dde  —  that  in  ccoiing  near  the 


Of  life,  the  house-roofs  and  the  ohnrsh  and 

tower, 
I  saw  the  old  boundary  and  wall  o*  the  world 
Rise  plain  as  ever  round  me,  hard  and  eoU, 
As  if  the  broken  circlet  joined  again. 
Tightened  itself  about  me  with  no  break,  — 
As  if  the  town  would  turn  Arezzo's  self,  — 
The  husband  then,  —  the  friends  my  enemies. 
All  ranged  against  me,  not  an  avenue 
To  try,  bnt  would  be  blocked  and  drive  me 

iMCk 

On  him,  —  this  other,  ...  oh  the  heart  in  that ! 
Did  not  he  find,  bring,  put  into  my  ama 
A  new-bom  babe  ?  —  and  I  stfw  f aoeo  beam 
Of  the  young  mother  proud  to  teach  me  joy. 
And  gossips  round  ezpeotinr  my  suipiise 
At  the  sudden  hole  through  earth  that  lets  in 

heaven. 
I  oould  beUeve  UmBelf  by  hb  attmr  will 
Had  woven  around  rve  what  I  thought  the  worid 
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We 

Towns,  fiammn  mud 

weUI 
For.  tlnoagfa  the  jonnHj,  vas  it 
Siiea  eemfori  aboakl  eriae  from  fiist  to  ket  ? 
As  I  look  beek,  aH  is  one  milky  vmy ; 
Still  bettefed  mote,  the  more  remembered,  so 
Do  new  stus  had  while  I  bntaeeroh  for  old, 
And  fill  sll  gaps  i*  the  glonrj  and  grow  him  — 
Him  I  now  see  make  the  some  ereiywhere. 
Etou  at  the  Uwt  when  the  bewildered  flesh, 
The  chmd  of  wearinem  abovt  my  soul 
Clogging  too  heavily,  snoked  down  all  sense,  — 
Stm  its  bst  Toioe  was,  ''He  wiU  wateh  and 


Let  the  strength  go,  I  am  ooatent :  he  slays  1  '* 
1  donbi  not  he  did  stay  and  oaie  for  all  — 
From  that  siok  minate  when  the  head  swam 

round, 
And  the  eyee  looked  their  laafc  and  died  on 

him. 
As  in  his  arms  he  oaqght  me,  and,  yon  say. 
Carried  me  in,  that  tragieal  red  eve. 
And  laid  me  where  1  next  returned  to  li£e 
In  the  other  red  of  momiag,  two  red  iJatea 
That  omshed  together,  oniBhed  the  time  be- 
tween. 
And  are  sinoe  then  a  solid  fire  to  me,  — 
When  in,  my  dreadful  hasbaiid  and  the  worid 
Broke,  >—  and  I  saw  him,  master,  by  helFs  right, 
And  saw  my  angel  helnkssly  held  bask 
By  gaarda  that  helpea  the  malice  —  the  lamb 

prone. 

The  senent  towering  and  triumphant  —  then 
Came  all  the  streaf(tn  baok  in  a  sudden  ewell, 
I  did  for  enoe  eee  right,  do  right,  give  tongue 
The  adequate  pretest :  for  a  worm  must  turn 


If  it  would  have  its  wrong  observed  bv  Qod, 

iipring  up.  attempt  to  thrust  aside 
That  ioe-biooK  'twixt  the  sun  and  me,  lay  low 


Idid 


The  nentralizer  of  all  good  and  truth. 

If  I  sinned  so,  —  never  obey  voice  rooie 

(y   the   Just    and   Terrible,  who   bids  «s-* 

"  Bear  I " 
Not  —  *"  Stand  by,  bear  to  see  my  M«els  bear  I  *' 
I  am  elear  it  was  on  impulse  to  serve  God 
Not  save  myself,  —  no  —  nor  my  ehild  unbemt 
Had  I  else  waited  ^tiently  till  now  f  — 
Who  saw  my  old  kud  parents,  siUy-aooth 
And  too  much  trustful,  for  their  worst  of  f anlta. 
Cheated,  browbeaten,  stripped  and  starved,  eaat 

OBt 

Into  the  kennel:  I  remonstrated. 
Then  sank  to  sileaoe,  for,  ~  their  woes  at  end, 
Themselves  gone,  —  onlv  I  was  left  to  plague. 
If  only  I  was  threatened  and  belied. 
What  nmtter?    I  eoold  bear  it  and  did  bear ; 
It  was  a  comfort,  still  one  lot  for  all : 
They  wero  net  peneented  for  my  sake 
And  I.  estranged,  the  single  happy  one. 
But  when  at  lart,  all  by  mjrself  I  stood 
Obeying  the  elear  voice  whioh  bade  me  rise. 
Not  for  my  own  sake  but  my  babe  unbom, 
Ami  take  the  angel's  hand  was  seat  to  help — 
And  found  the  old  adversary  athwart  the  path  — 
Not  my  hand  nsply  straek  from  the  angel's. 

The  vurr  aMel*e  aalf  Mda  f  onl  i*  the  iMe 


By  the  flead  who  struok  there,  —that  I  would 

not  bear, 
ThatonlylresMted!    So,  my  first 
And  Ust  resistance  was  invincible. 
layers  move  Qod ;  threats,  and  nothing  else, 

move  men  I 
I  must  have  praved  a  man  as  he  were  God 
When  I  immrea  the  Qovemor  to  ri^t 
My  parents^  wrongs  :  the  answer  was  a  smile. 
The  Archbishop,  —  did  I  elasp  his  feet  enough. 
Hide  my  faee  hotly  on  them,  while  1  told 
More  than  I  dared  make  my  own  mother  know  ? 
The  profit  was— compassion  and  a  jest. 
This  time,  the  foolish  prayers  were  done  with, 

ri^ht 
Used  mighty  and  aolemniied  the  sport  at  onoe. 
All  was  agamst  the  cnrohat, :  vanta^,  mine  ? 
The  runaway  avowed,  the  aecomi^lioo-wife. 
In  company  with  the  nlan-coairivmg  priest  ? 
Yet,  shame  thus  rank  and  patent,  I  struek, 

bare. 
At  foe  from  head  to  foot  in  magic  mail. 
And  off  it  withered,  cobwebntfrnorv 
Against  the  lightning  I   'T  was  truth  singed  the 

lies 
And  saved  me,  not  the  vain  sword  mnr  weak 

speeohl 

Ton  aee,  I  will  not  have  tha  service  &iLl 
I  say,  the  ang^  saved  me :  I  am  eafe  1 
Others  may  want  and  wish,  I  wish  nor  want 
One  point  o'  the  drela  pJaiaer,  whero  I  stand 
Trtooed  round  about  with  while  to  front  the 

world. 
What  of  the  calumny  I  came  across. 
What  o*  the  way  to  the  end  ?  ^  the  end  crowna 

aU. 
The  judges  judged  aright  i*  the  main,  gave  me 
The  uttermost  of  my  heart's  desire,  a  truce 
From  tortiue  and  Aroaio,  balm  for  hurt. 
With  the  quiet  nuns, —  Qed  recompense  the 

good! 
Who  said  and  sang  away  the  ugly  past. 
And,  when  my  final  fortune  was  revealed, 
What  safety,  while,  amid  my  parents'  arms. 
My  babe  was  given  me  t    1  es,  he  saved  my 

babe: 
It  would  not  have  peeped  forth,  the  bird-like 

thinff. 
Through  that  Aresio  noise  and  tronble ;  hack 
Had  it  ratnrned  nor  ever  let  me  see  ! 
But  the  sweet  j^eaee  cared  all,  and  let  me  live 
And  give  mv  bird  the  life  among  the  leavea 
Ood  meant  him  t    Weeks  and  months  of  quie- 
tude, 
I  could  lie  in  such  peaee  and  leam  so  much — 
Begin  the  task,  I  see  how  needfel  now. 
Of  understanding  somewhat  of  my  past,  — 
Know  life  a  little,  I  should  leave  so  eoon. 
Therofore,  because  this  man  restored  my  sonl. 
All  has  been  right ;  I  have  gained  my  gain,  e»- 

As  weU  as  saiferad,  —  nay,  get  foretaste  too 
Of  better  life  beginning  where  this  ends— 
All  through  the  breathing-while  dUowed  me 

thus, 
IVhich  lot  good  premonitions  reach  my  soul 
Unthwarted,  aad  bewgnaat  mflnaaee  ^w 
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And  interpenetrate  and  change  my  heart, 
UncroBBea  by  what  was  wicked,  — nay,  nnkind. 
For,  as  the  weakness  of  my^  time  drew  nigh. 
Nobody  did  me  one  diieeryioe  more. 
Spoke  coldly  or  looked  strangely,  broke  the  We 
I  lay  in  the  arms  of,  till  my  boy  was  bom. 
Bom  all  in  lore,  with  naught  to  spoil  the  bliss 
A  whole  long  fortnight :  in  a  life  like  mine 
A  fortnight  filled  with  bliss  is  long  and  mnoh. 
All  women  are  not  mothers  of  a  kwy. 
Though  they  Hre  twice  the  length  of  my  whole 

life. 
And,  as  they  fancy,  happily  all  the  same. 
Ihere  I  lay.  then,  all  my  great  fortnight  long, 
As  if  it  would  continue,  broaden  out 
Happily  more  and  more,  and  lead  to  heaven  : 
Christmas  before  me.  —  was  not  that  a  chance  ? 
I  ncTcr  realised  €kid*B  birth  before  — 
How  he  grew  Ukest  Qod  in  being  bom. 
This  time  I  felt  like  Mary,  had  my  babe 
Lyine  a  little  on  mj  breast  like  hers, 
few  all  went  on  till,  just  four  days  ago  — 
The  night  and  the  tap. 


Oh,  it  shaU  be 
To  the  whole  of  our  poor  family  I    My  friends 
.  .  .  Nay,  f^ither  ana  mother,  —  give  me  back 

my  word ! 
They  have  been  rudely  stripped  of  life,  disgraced 
Like  children  who  must  needs  go  clothed  too 

fine, 
Carry  the  garb  of  Carnival  in  Lent. 
If  they  too  much  affected  frippery, 
They  nave  been  punished  and  submit  them- 
selves, 
Sav  no  wotd :  all  is  over,  they  see  God 
Who  will  not  be  extreme  to  mark  their  fault 
Or  he  had  granted  respite:  they  are  safe. 

For  that  most  woeful  man  my  husband  once. 
Who,  needin|r  respite,  still  dmws  vital  breath, 
I —pardon  him  ?    So  far  as  lies  in  me, 
I  give  him  for  his  good  the  life  he  takes, 
Praying  the  world  will  therefore  acquiesce. 
Let  him  make  Qod  amends,  —  none,  none  to 

me 
Who  thank  him  rather  that,  whereas  strange 

fate 
Mookiuglv  styled  him  husband  and  me  wife. 
Himself  this  way  at  least  pronounced  divorce. 
Blotted  the  marriage-bona :  this  blood  of  mine 
Flies  forth  ezultiuipy  ftt  any  door. 
Washes  the  parelunent  white,  and  thanks  the 

blow. 
We  shall  not  meet  in  this  world  nor  the  next. 
But  where  will  Ood  be  absent  f    In  his  face 
Is  light,  but  in  his  shadow  healing  too : 
Let  Guido  touch  the  shadow  and  be  healed ! 
And  as  my  presence  was  importunate,  — 
My  earthlv  good,  temptation  and  a  snare,  — 
Nothing  aoout  ma  but  drew  somehow  down 
His  hate  upon  me,  —  somewhat  so  excused 
Therefore,  since  hate  was  thus  the  truth  of 

him, — 
Mav  my  evanishment  forevermore 
Heip  further  to  relieve  the  heart  that  cast 
Sncn  object  of  its  natuntl  loathing  forth ! 
80  he  was  made  .*  he  nowise  made  himself : 


I  could  not  love  him,  but  his  moUiBr  did. 
His  soul  haa  never  lain  beside  my  soul ; 
But  for  the  unresisting  body,  ~  uiaaks  I 
He  burned  that  garment  spotted  b^  the  flesh. 
Whatever  he  touched  b  rightly  rwned :  plai:ne 
It  caught,  and  disinfection  it  had  craved 
Still  but  for  Guido ;  I  am  saved  through  him 
So  as  by  fire  ;  to  him  —  thanka  and  farewell ! 

Even  for  my  babe,  my  boy,  there's  safety 

thence  — 
From  the  sudden  death  of  me,  I  mean  :  we  poor 
Weak  souls,  how  we  endeavor  to  be  strong  I 
I  was  already  using  up  my  life,  — 
This  portion,  now,  should  do  him  sudi  a  good. 
This  other  ^  to  keep  off  such  an  ill ! 
The  great  hfc ;  see,  a  breath  and  it  is  gone! 
So  is  detached,  so  left  all  by  itself 
The  little  life,  the  fact  which  means  so  much. 
Shall  not  God  stoop  the  kindlier  to  his  wurk^ 
His  marvel  of  creation,  foot  would  crush. 
Now  that  the  hand  he  trusted  to  receive 
And  hold  it,  lets  the  treasure  taXk  perforce  f 
The  better ;  he  shall  have  in  orphanasre 
His  own  way  all  the  dearUer :  if  my  babe 
Outlived  the  hour  —  and  he   has  lived  two 

weeks  — 
It  is  through  God  who  knows  I  am  not  by. 
Who  is  it  makes  the  soft  gold  hair  tarn  Uaak. 
And  sets  the  tongue,  might  lie  so  long  at  rent, 
Tivingtotalk?    Let  us  leave  God  alone  I 
Why  should  I  doubt  he  will  explain  in  tine 
What  I  feel  now,  but  fail  to  find  the  wmds  ? 
My  babe  nor  was,  nor  is,  nor  yet  shall  be 
Count  Guido  Fkanceschini*s  child  at  all-- 
Only  his  mother's,  bom  of  love  not  hate  I 
So  shall  I  have  m^  rights  in  after-tinia. 
It  seems  absurd,  iropoasible  to-day  • 
So  seems  so  much   else,  not   f^pTainrd    Irat 

known! 

Ah  !  Friends,  I  thank  and  bleas  yon  mrmr  one ! 
No  more  now :   I  withdraw  from  earta  and 


To  my  own  soul,  conftpose  myself  for  God. 

Well,  and  there  is  more !     Tes,  my  end  oi 

breath 
Shall  bear  away  my  soul  in  being  traa ! 
He  is  still  here,  not  outside  with  the  worid, 
Here,  here,  I  have  him  in  his  rightful  plaee  I 
*T  is  now,  when  1  am  most  upon  the  move, 
I  feel  for  what  I  verily  find  —  again 
The  face,  again  the  eyes,  again,  throi^h  all. 
The  heart  rad  its  immeasurable  love 
Of  my  one  friend,  my  only,  all  mv  own. 
Who  put  his  bnast  betv^^en  the 

me. 
Ever  with  Caponsaoehi  I    Otherwise 
Here  alone  would  be  failure,  loss  to 
How  much  more  loss  to  him,  with  life  debanvd 
From  giving  life,  love  locked  from  love's  dia> 

phiy. 
The  day^r  stopped  ita  task  that  makaa  night 

mora ! 
O  lover  of  my  life,  O  soldinr  saint, 
No  work  begun  shall  ever  pause  for  danlli  I 
Love  wiU  be  helpful  to  ma  mora  and  niwa 
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F  the  oominK  ooanet  the  new  psth  I  malt 

tread  — 
My  weak  hand  in  thy  strong  hand,  alrong  for 

thati 
Tell  him  that  if  I  aeem  withoot  him  now, 
riiat*8  the  world's  inMg^htl     Oh,  he  onder- 

■tandal 
He  ie  at  Civita—do  I  once  doubt 
The  world  again  is  holding  ue  apart  ? 
He  had  been  here,  displayed  in  my  behalf 
The  broad  brow  that  reverberates  the  truth, 
And  flashed  the  word  God  gave  him,  back  to 

man  I 
I  know  where  the  free  soul  is  flown  I    My  fat« 
Will  have  been  hard  for  even  him  to  bear : 
Let  it  oonfirm  hhn  in  the  tmst  of  God, 
Showing  how  holily  he  dared  the  deed  I 
And,  icit  the  rest,  —  say,  from  the  deed,  no 

touch 
Of  ham  oaroe,  but  all  good,  all  happiness. 
Not  one  faint  fleck  of  failure  !    Wny  explain  ? 
What  I  aee,  oh,  he  sees  and  how  much  more  1 
Tell  him,  —  I  know   not  wherefore  the  true 

word 
Should  fade  and  fall  unuttered  at  the  last  — 
It  was  the  name  of  him  I  sprang  to  meet 
When  came  the  knock,  the  summons  and  the 

end. 
**  My  great  heart,  my  strong  hand  are  back 

again! " 
I  woukf  have  sprung  to  these,  beckoning  aeroAs 
Mnidar  and  hell  gifrantic  and  distinct 
(y  the  threshold,  posted  to  exclade  me  heaven : 
He  is  ordained  to  call  and  I  to  come ! 
Do  not  the  dead  wear  flowers  when  druased  for 

God? 
Say,  —  I  am  all  in  flowers  from  head  to  foot ! 
Say.  —  not  one  flower  of  all  he  said  and  did, 
Mifl^t  seem  to  flit  nnnotioed,  fade  unknown, 
But  dropped  a  seed,  has  grown  a  balsam-tree 
Wkereof  the  blossoming  perf  nmea  the  place 
At  this  supreme  of  moments !    He  is  a  priest ; 
He  cannot  marry  therefore,  which  is  right : 
I  think  he  would  not  marry  if  he  could. 
Marriage  on  earth  seems  such  a  counterfeit. 
Mere  imitation  of  the  Inimitable : 
In  heaven  we  have  the  real  and  ti«e  and  tare. 
'T  is  there  they  neither  marry  nor  are  given 
In  matrisge  but  are  as  the  angels :  right. 
Oh  how  right  that  is,  how  Uke  Jms  Ghiist 
To  fiay  that !    Marriags-making  tor  the  earth. 
With  goU  so  much,  —  birth,  power,  repute  so 

muoh. 
Or  beauty,  youth  so  much,  in  lack  of  tikese ! 
Be  as  the  angels  rather,  who,  apart. 
Know  themselvee  into  one,  are  fond  at  length 
Married^  but  marry  never,  no,  nor  give 
In  marriage ;  they  are  man  and  wife  at  once 
When  the  true  time  is  :  here  we  have  to  wait 
Not  so  long  neither !    Gould  we  by  a  wish 
Have  what  we  will  and  gst  the  fntnre  now. 
Would  we  wish  aught  done  undone  in  the  past  ? 
So,  let  him  wait  God^s  instant  men  call  jears ; 
Meantime  hold  hard  by  truth   and   his  great 

sonl^ 
Do  e«t  the  dntvl    Thronjch  such  souls  alone 
God  stooping  shows  suAeient  of  his  Kght 
For  us  i'  the  dark  to  rise  by.    And  i  rise. 
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Ah,  my  Giaointo,  he  *s  no  ruddy  rogue^ 

Is  not  Cinone  f    What,  tonday  we  *re  eight  ? 

Seven  and  one  *s  eight,  I  hope,  old  curly-pate  I 

—  Branches  me  out  his  verb-tree  on  the  slate, 
Amo  -as  -avi  -atum  -are  -an^^ 

Up  to  "Otwrtu^  person,  tense,  and  mood. 
Owes  me  cum  aubjunctivo  (I  could  cr^) 
And  chews  Corderius  with  his  mormng  crust ! 
Look  eight  years  onward,  and  he  *s  perched, 

he  *s  perched 
Dapper  and  deft  on  stool  beside  this  chair, 
Cinozxo,  Cinoneelle,  who  but  he  ? 

—  Trying  his  milk-teeth  on  some  crusty  case 
Like  thifl.  papa  shall  triturate  full  soon 

To  smooth  Papinianian  pulp ! 

It  trots 
Already  ihrougih  my  head,  though  noon  be  now. 
Does  supper-time  and  what  belongs  to  eve. 
Dispose,  O  Don,  o*  the  day,  flnt  work  then 
pUy! 

—  The  proverb    bids.     And  ** then**  means, 

won*t  we  hold 
Our  little  yearly  lovesome  frolic  feast, 
Cinuolo^s  birth-ni^t,  Cinicello^s  own. 
That  makes  gruff  January  grin  perforce ! 
For  tooeontsigious  grows  the  imrai,  the  warmth 
Escaping  from  so  many  hearts  at  once  — 
When  the  mod  wife,  buxom  and  bonny  yet. 
Jokes  the  nale  grandsire, — such  are  just  the 

sort 
To  go  off  suddenly,  ^-  he  who  hides  the  key 
0*  tne  box  beneat-h  his  pillow  every  night,  — 
Which  box  may  bold  a  parchment  (some  one 

thinks) 
Win  show  a  seribbled  something  like  a  name 
"  Cinino,  Oiniooino,**  near  the  eiid, 
**  To  whom  I  give  and  I  bequeatii  my  lands. 
Estate^  tenementa,  hereditaments. 
When  I  decease  as  honest  g^randstre  ought.** 
Wherefore  ^  yet  this  one  time  again  perhaps  — 
Sha'n't  my  Orvieto  fuddle  his  old  nose ! 
Then,  naoles,  one  or   the  other,  well  i*  the 

world. 
May  —  drop  in,  merely  f  —  trudge  through  rain 

and  wind. 
Rather !    The  smell-feasts  rouse  them  at  the 

hint 
There  *s  cookery  in  a  certain  dwelliufi^^place ! 
Goesips,  too,  each  with  keepsake  in  his  poke. 
Will  pick  the  way,  thrid  lane  b^  lantern-fight. 
And  so  find  door,  put  gallifpskm  off 
At  entry  of  a  decent  domicile 
Cornered  in  snug  Ckindotti,  —  all  for  love. 
All  to  crush  cup  with  Cinucdatolo  I 

Well, 
Let  ethem  efimb  the  heigihts  o'  the  eourt,  the 

camp! 
How  vain  are  chambering  and  wantonness. 
Revel  and  rout  and  pleasures  that  make  mad  ! 
(^•ommend  me  to  home-joy,  the  family  board. 
Altar  and  hearth  t    lliMe,  with  a  brisk  eareer. 
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A  soaitse  of  honest  profit  and  good  fame. 

Just  so  much  work  as  keeps  the   brain  from 

rust, 
Just  so  much  play  as  lets  the  heart  expand, 
Honoring  God  and  serving  man,  —  1  say, 
These  are  reality,  and  all  else,  —  fin  if. 
Nutshell  and  naught,  —  thank  Flaccus  for  the 

phrase  1 
Suppose  I  had  been  Fiso,  yet  bachelor ! 

\V1iy,  work  with  a  will,  then !    Wherefore  laxy 

now  ? 
Turn  up  the  hour-glass,  whence   no  sand-grain 

slips 
But  sliould  have  done  its  duty  to  the  saint 
O*  the  day,  the  son  and  heir  that  *s  eight  years 

old ! 
Let  law  come  dimple  Cinoncino^s  cheek. 
And  Latin  dumple  Cinarallo^s  chin, 
Tlie  while  we  spread  him  fine  and  toss  him  fiat 
This  pulp  that  makes  tlie  pancake,  trim  our 

mass 
Of  matter  into  Argument  the  First, 
Prime  Heading  in  defence  of  our  accused. 
Which,  once  a-waft  on  paper  wing,  shall  soar, 
Shall  signalize  before  applausive  Rome 
What  study,  and  mayhap  some  mother- wit, 
Can  do  toward  making  Master  fop  and  Fiso 
Old  bachelor  Bottinitts  bite  his  thumb. 
Now,  how  good  God  is  1    How  falls  plnmb  to 

point 
This  murder,  gives  me  Guido  to  defend 
Now,  of  all  days  i*  the  year,  just  when  the 

boy 
Verges  on  Virgil,  reaches  the  right  a^ 
For  some  such  illustration  f  rom  nis  sire, 
Stimulus  to  himself !    One  might  wait  years 
And  never  find  the  chance  which  now  finds 

me  I 
The  fact  is,  there  's  a  blessing  on  the  hearth, 
A  special  providence  for  fatherhood ! 
Here  *s  a  man*  and  what  ^s  more,  a  noble,  kills 

—  Not  sneakingly  but  almost  with  parade  — 
Wife*B  father  and  wife's  mother  and  wife*s  self 
That's    motiier's  self   of   son  and  heir  (like 

mine ! ) 

—  And  here  stand  I,  the  favored  advocate. 
Who  pluck  this  flower  o*  the  field,  no  Solomon 
Was  ever  clothed  in  glorious  gold  to  match, 
And  set  the  same  in  Cinoncino's  cap ! 

I  defend  Guido  and  his  comrades  —  1 1 
Pray  God,  I  keep  me  humble  :  not  to  nie  — 
Ncn  nobis^  Dominen  aeti  tibi  laua  ! 
How  the  fop  chuckled  when  they  made  him 

Fisc! 
We  *11  beat  yon,  my  Bottinius.  all  for  love, 
AU  for  our  tribute  to  Ctnotto's  da^  I 
Why,  *sbuddikiiis,  old  Iimocent  himself 
Blay  mb  his  eyes  at  the  bustle,  —ask  **  What  *s 

this 
Rolling  from  out  the  rostrum,  as  a  gust 
O*  the  Pro  Milone  had  been  prisoned  there. 
And  rattled  Rome  awake  ?  "    Awaken  Rome, 
How  can  the  Pope  doze  on  in  deoencv  ? 
He  needs  must  wake  up  also,  speak  his  word. 
Have  his  opinion  like  tne  rest  of  Rome, 
About  thip  huge,  this  hurly-burly  case  : 
He  wants  who  can  azoogitate  the  truth. 


Give  the  result  in    speech,  plaw    black    and 

white. 
To  mumble  in  the  month  and  make  his  own 

—  A  little  ciuuifjped,  good  man,  a  little  changed ! 
No  matter,  so  his  |cratitude  be  moved. 

By  when  my  Giacintino  gets  of  age, 
Mmdful  of  who  thus  helped  him  at  a  pinch, 
Archangelus  Frocurator  Fauptrum  — 
And  proved  Hortensius  RedivivuM ! 

Whew! 
To  earn  the  Esi-est^  merit  the  minced  herb 
That  mollifies  the  liver's  leathery  slice. 
With  here  a  goose-foot,  there  a  oock's-oonib 

stuck, 
Cemented  in  an  element  of  cheese ! 
I  doubt  if  dainties  do  the  grandsire  good : 
Last  June  he  had  a  sort  of  stran^rling  .  .  .  bah  ! 
He  's  his  own  master,  and  his  will  is  made. 
So,  liver  fizz,  law  fiit  and  Latin  fly 
As  we  rub  hands  o^er  dish  by  way  of  grace  I 
May  I  lose  cause  if  I  vent  one  word  more 
Except  —  with    fresh-cut   quill    we   ink    tlie 

white  — 
P-r-o-pro  Guidone  et  Sociit.    There ! 

Count  Guido  majrried  —  or,  in  Latin  due, 

What  ?    Duxit  in  uxcrfm  f  —  coraroonplaoe  1 

T(Bdaaiu{/ale$  iniit,  »ubiit^  ~  ha ! 

He  unaerweiit  the  matrimonial  torch  ? 

Connubio  stah'Ui  sibi  junxiU  —  hum ! 

In  stable  bond  of  marriage  bound  hiH  own  f 

That 's  clear  of  any  modem  taint :  and  yet  .  . 

Virgil  is  little  help  to  who  writes  prose. 

He  shall  attack  me  Terence  with  the  dawn. 

Shall  Cinuccino  I    Mum,  mind  business.  Sir ! 

Thus  cironnuBtantially  evolve  we  facta, 

Ita  ae  habd  ideo  aerie*  faeti : 

He  wedded,  ~  ah^  witn  owls  for  angury  1 

Nupaerat^  heu  aimatria  avi6ia. 

One  of  the  blood  Arezzo  boasts  her  best, 

Dominua  Gmdo,  nobili  ffeuere  ortua, 

Pompilict  .  .  . 

But  the  versioB  afterward ! 
Curb  we  this  ardor !    Notes  alone,  to^ay. 
The  speech  to-niorcow^  and  the  Latm  last : 
Such  was  the  rule  in  Farinaooi's  time. 
Indeed  I  hitched  it  into  verse  and  good. 
Unluckily,  law  quite  absorbs  a  man. 
Or  else  I  think  I  too  had  poetized. 
"  Law  is  the  pork  substratum  of  the  fry. 
Goose-foot  and  cock*s-comb  are  Latinity,** 
And  in  this  case,  if  ciroamstanoe  aaBiat, 
We  Ul  garnish  law  with  idiom,  never  fear ! 
Out-of-the-way  events  extend  our  scope: 
For  instance,  when  Bottini  brings  his  ohaijge, 
'*  That  letter  which  you  say  Pompilia  wrote. 
To  criminate  her  parents  and  herself 
And  disengage  her  husband  from  the  ooQ,  — 
That,  Guido  Francesehini  wrote,  say  we : 
Because  Pompilia  could  nor  read  nor  write. 
Therefore  he  penciUed  her  such  letter  lirai, 
Then  made  her  trace  in  ink  the  same  aga' 

—  Ha,  my  Bottini,  have  I  thee  on  hip  ? 
How  will  he  turn  this  and  break  Tolly*s  pale  \ 
"  Exiaiimaridum  ^\  (don't  I  hear  tJie  dofr  !> 

Quod  Guido  deaignavrrit  elememta 
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Dietce  ^igtalcB^  qutzfuerini 

(Supenndudo  ao  ea  calamo) 

Notata  atramento  "  —  there  ^b  a  style  !  — 

**  Quia  ipsa  scribere  nesciebat,^^    Boh ! 

Now  J  my  turn  1    Either,  ImuImJ  (I  oatbarst) 

Stupidly  put  1    Inane  is  the  response, 

Inanis  est  refpofuio,  or  the  like  — 

To  wit,  that  each  of  all  those  characten. 

Quod  singnla  elementa  eptstoicR^ 

liad  first  of  all  been  traced  for  her  by  him, 

FuerarUper  turn  vriw  deaignata^ 

And  then,  the  ink  applied  a-top  of  that, 

Kt  deindey  superinducto  calamo, 

'Vhe  piece,  she  says,  became  her  handiwork. 

Per  earn,  ^ormata^  tU  ipsa  asserit. 

Inane  were  such  response  !  (a  second  time  : ) 

Her  hnaband  outlined  her  the  whole,  fonooth  ? 

Vtr  ejus  linsabat  episuUam  f 

What,  she  confesses  that  she  wrote  the  thini^, 

Fatetur  earn  scripsisssn  (soorn  that  scathes  I) 

That  she  mifl^ht  pay  obedience  to  her  lord? 

I  ^t  viro  oUemperarety  apices 

Here  repeat  charted  with  proper  yaried  phrase) 
Eo  designante.  ipsague  calamum 
Super  inducente  t    By  such  argument, 
Ita  pariter^  she  seeks  to  show  the  same, 
(Ay,  bv  Saint  Joseph  and  what   saints   you 

please) 
Epistolam  ostendit,  mediusfidius^ 
No  Toluntary  deed  but  fruit  of  force  1 
Non  voiuntarit  sed  coacte  scriptam  I 
That's  the   way  to  write   Liatin,  friend   my 

Fisc! 
Bottini  is  a  beast,  one  barbarous : 
Look  out  for  him  when  he  attempts  to  say 
**  Armed  with  a  pistol,  Quido  followed  hei  i 
Will  not  1  be  beforehand  with  my  Fisc, 
(xut  away  phraae  by  phrase  from  nnderJFoot! 
Guido  PompUiam  —  Guido  thus  his  wife 
Following  with  igneous  engine,  shall  I  haye  ? 
Armis  munitus  igwis  persequens  — 
Arma  sulphurea  ge^ans,,  sulphury  amis, 
(>r,  might  one  st^le  a  pistol  —  popping^piece  ? 
Armatus  hreniari  sclopulo  f 
We  *U  let  htm  have  been  armed  so,  though  it 

make 
Somewhat  as:ainst  us  :  I  had  thought  to  own  — 
Provided  with  a  simple  travelUngHiword, 
Knse  solummodo  viatorio 
Imtructus:  but  we  '11  grant  the  pist4)l  here  : 
B«>tter  we  lost  the  cause  than  lacked  the  vStA 
At  the  FuKs's  Latin,  lost  the  Judge's  laugh  I 
It 's  Venturini  that  decides  for  style. 
Tommati  rather  goes  upon  the  law. 
So,  as  to  law,  — 

Ah,  but  with  law  ne*er  hope 
To  leyel  the  fellow,  —  don't  I  know  his  trick  I 
How  he  draws  up,  ducks  under,  twists  aside  I 
He  's  a  lean-gutted  huctic  rMcal,  fine 
Am  pale-haired  red-eyed  ferret  which  pretends 
*T  IS  ermine,  pure  soft  snow  from  tail  to  snout. 
He  eludes  law  by  piteous  looks  aloft. 
Lets  lAtin  glance  off  as  he  niakes  a|>peal 
To  saint  that 's  somewhere  in  the  ceiling-top : 
Do  you  suppose  I  don*t  conceive  the  beast? 
IMague  of  the  ermine-rermin  I    For  it  takes, 

I I  t^ikes,  and  here  's  the  fellow  Fisc,  you  eee. 


And  Judge,  you  '11  not  be  long  in  seeing  next  I 

Confound  the  fop  —  he  's  now  at  work  uk«  me : 

Enter  his  study,  as  I  seem  to  do. 

Hear  him  read  out  his  writing  to  himself ! 

I  know  he  writcA  as  if  he  spoke :  1  hear 

The  hoarae  shrill  throat,  see  shut  eyes,  neck 

shot-forth, 
—  I  see  him  strain  on  tiptoe,  soar  and  pour 
Eloquence  out,  nor  stay  nor  stint  at  all — 
Perorate  in  the  air,  then  quick  to  press 
With  the  product !    What  abuse  of  type  and 

sheet  I 
He  '11  keep  dear  of  my  cast,  my  logic-throw. 
Let  argument  slide,  and  then  cieliver  swift 
Some  bowl  from  quite  an  unguessed  point  of 

stand  — 
Haying  the  luck  o'  the  last  word,  the  reply  I 
A  plaguy  cast,  a  mortifying  stroke : 
You   face  a  fellow  —  cries,  *'So,    there    yon 

stand? 
But  I  discourteous  jump  clean  o'er  your  head  ! 
Tou  take  ship-oarpentry  for  pilotage, 
Stop  rat-holes,  while  a  sea  sweeps  through  the 

breach,  — 
Hammer  and  fortify  at  puny  points  P 
Do,  clamp  and  tenon,  make  all  tight  and  safe  I 
'T  is  here  apd  here  and  here  you  ship  a  sea. 
No  good  of  your  stopped  leaks  and  httieness ! " 

Tet  what  do  I  name  '*•  little  and  a  leak  "  ? 
The  main  defence  o'  the  murder's   used   to 

death. 
By  this  time,  dry  bare  bones,  no  scrap  we 

fick: 
worked  the  new,  the  unforeseen, 
The  nice  by-stroke,  the  fine  and  improrised 
Point  that  can  titillate  the  brain  o'  the  Bench 
Torpid  with  over>teaching,  long  ago  f 
As  if  Tommati  (that  has  heard,  reheard 
And   heard   again,  first   this   side   and   then 

that  — 
Guido  and  Pietro,  Pietro  and  Guido,  din 
And  dea.3n,  full  three  years,  at  each  long  ear) 
Don't  want  amusement  for  instruction  now. 
Won't  rather  feel  a  flea  run  o'er  his  ribs. 
Than  a  daw  settle  heayily  on  his  head  I 
Oh,  I  was  young  and  had  the  trick  of  fence, 
Knew   subtle   pass    and   push    with    careless 

right  — 
My  left  arm  eyer  quiet  behind  back. 
With  dagger  ready  :  not  both  hands  to  blade  ! 
Puff  and  blow,  put  the  strength  out,  Blundei> 

bore! 
There  's  my  subordinate,  young  Spreti,  now. 
Pedant  and  prig.  —  he  'U  pant  away  at  proof. 
That 's  his  way  1 

Now  for  mine  —  to  mb  some  life 
Into  one's  choppy  fingers  this  cold  day  ! 
I  trust  Cinnzzo  ties  on  tippet,  guards 
The  precious  throat  on  which  so  much  depends ! 
Guido  must  be  all  goose-flesh  in  his  hole. 
Despite  the  prison-straw  ;  bad  Carnival 
For   captiyes  I    no  sliced   fry   for   him,  poor 
Count  I 


Camiyal-time,  —  another  providence! 
The  town  a-swarm  with  strangers  to  1 


amuse, 
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To  edify,  to  give  one^s  name  and  fame 
In  oharge  ol,  till  the^  find,  aoma  fntare  day, 
Cintino  oome  and  claim  it,  his  name  too. 
Pledge  of  thepleaaantoeee  they  owe  papa  — 
Who  elae  was  it  cured  Rome  of   her  great 

qnalma. 
When  she  most  needs  haye  her  own  judgment  ? 

—  ay, 
When  all  her  topping  wits  had  set  to  work. 
Pronounced  alreieuiy  on  the  case  :  mere  hoys, 
Twice  CineniKgiolo^s  age  with  half  his  sense, 
As  good  as  teU  me,^  when  I  cross  the  court, 
**  AuMter  Arcangeli  I  ^'  (plueking  at  my  gown) 
*"  We  can  predict,  we  comprehend  your  play, 
We  *11  help  you  saye  your  client. '^   Tiarla-la ! 
I  We  travelled  ground,  from  childhood  to  this 

hour, 
To  have  the  town  anticipate  my  track  ? 
The  old  fox  takes  the  plain  and  velvet  path, 
The  young  hound's  predilection,  —  prints  the 

dew. 
Don't  he,  to  suit  their  pulpy  pads  of  paw  ? 
I^o!     Burying  nose  deep  down  i*  the  briery 

bush. 
Thus  I  defend  Count  Quido. 

Where  are  we  weak  ? 
First,  which  is  foremost  in  advantage  too, 
Oar  murder,  —  we  call,  killing,  —  is  a  fact 
(Confessed,  defended,  niade  a  boast  of  :  good  I 
To  think  the  Fise  claimed  use  of  torture  here, 
And  got  thereby  avowal  plump  and  plain 
That  gives  me  just  the  chance  I  wanted,  — 

scope 
Not  for  brute-force  but  ingenuity, 
Explaining  matten,  not  denying  them  ! 
One  may  aispute,  —  as  I  am  bound  to  do, 
And  shall,  —  validity  of  process  here : 
Inasmuch  as  a  noble  is  exempt 
From  torture  which  plebeians  undergo 
In  such  a  ease :  for  law  is  lenient,  lax. 
Remits  the  torture  to  a  nobleman 
Unless  suspicion  be  of  twice  the  strength 
Attaches  to  a  man  bom  mlgarly : 
We  don^t  card  silk  with  comb  that  dresses 

wool. 
Moreover,  't  was  severity  undue 
In  this  case,  even  had  the  lord  been  lout. 
What  utters,  on  this  head,  our  oracle. 
Our  Farinaoci,  my  Gamaliel  erst, 
In   those   inunortal   *' Questions '' ?      This   I 

ouote: 
**  Of  all  the  tools  at  Law's  disposal,  sure 
That  named  Vigiliarum  is  the  best  — 
That  is,  the^  worst  —  to  whoso  needs  mnst  bear : 
Lasting,  as  it  nuiy  do,  from  some  seven  hours 
To  ten ;  (beyond  ten,  we  Ve  no  precedent  ; 
Certain  have  touched  their  ten  but,  bah,  they 

died!) 
It  does  so  efficaciously  oonvinee. 
That — speaking  by  much  observation  here  — 
Out  of  each  hundred  cases,  by  my  count. 
Never  I  knew  of  patients  beyond  four 
Withstand  ita  taste,  or  leas  tnan  ninety-six 
End  by  snooumbing :  only  martjrrs  four. 
Of  obstinate  silence,  guilty  or  no,  —  against 
Ninety-six  full  confessors,  innocent 
Or  otherwise,  —  so  shrewd  a  tool  have  we ! '' 
No  marvel  either:  in  unwary  hands. 


Death  on  the  spot  is  no  rare  oooseqnenee  : 
As  indeed  all  but  happened  in  this  case 
To  one  of  ourselves,  our  young  tough  peasant- 
friend 
The  aooompUoe  called  Baldesbhi:   they  were 

rough, 
Dosed  him  with  torture  as  you  drench  a  hoise. 
Not  modify  your  treatment  to  a  man : 
80,  two  successive  davs  he  fainted  dead, 
And  only  on  the  third  essay,  gave  up, 
Confessed  like  flesh  and  bktod.    We  ooold  re- 
claim,— 
Blockhead  Bottini  giving  cause  enough  I 
But  no,  —  we  *11  take  it  as  spontaneously 
Confessed:    we  ^11   have   the   murder  beyond 

doubt. 
Ah,  fortunate  (the  poet's  word  reversed) 
Inasmuch  as  we  know  our  happiness  ! 
Had  the  antagonist  left  dubiety, 
Here  were  we  provini^  murder  a  mere  myth. 
And  Quido  innocent,  ignorant,  absent,  — ay, 
Absent !     He  was  —  why,  where  should  Cliria- 

tianbef  — 
Engaged  in  visiting  his  proper  church, 
Tlie  duty  of  us  all  at  Christmas-time, 
When  Caponsacchi,  the  seducer,  stung 
To  madness  by  his  relegation,  cast 
About  him  and  contrived  a  remedy 
In  murder :  since  opprobrium  broke  afresh. 
By  birth  o*  the  babe,  on  him  the  imputed  sire. 
He  it  was  quietly  sought  to  smother  up 
His  shame  and  theirs  together,  —  killed  the 

three, 
And  fled  —  (go  seek  him  where  you  please  to 

search) — 
Just   at   the   time  when  Guide,  touched   by 

pra^*, 
Devotions  ended,  hastened  to  the  spot. 
Meaning  to  pardon  his  convicted  wife, 
**  Neither  do  I  condonn  thee,  go  in  peace ! ''  — 
And  thus  arrived  i'  the  nick  of  time  to  catch 
The    charge    o'    the    killing,  though    great- 

heartedly 
He  came  but  to  forgive  and  bring  to  life. 
Doubt  je  the  force  of  Christmas  on  the  soul  ? 
*"*  Is  thme  eye  evil  because  mine  is  good  f  '- 

So,  doubtless,  had  I  needed  argue  here 
But  for  the  full  confession  round  and  sound ! 
Thus  might  you  wrong  some  kingly  alchem- 
ist, — 
Whose  concern  should  not  be  with  lowing  brass 
Transmuted  into  gold,  but  trinmphinc'. 
Rather,  about  his  gold  changed  out  of  brass. 
Not  vulgarly  to  the  mere  sight  and  touch. 
But  in  the  idea,  the  sniritual  disolay. 
The  ai^parition  buoyea  by  winf^^a  words 
Hovering  above  its  birthplace  in  the  brain,  — 
Thus  would  you  wrong  this  excellent  personage 
Forced,  by  the  gross  need,  to  gird  apron  round. 
Plant   forge,    light   fire,    ply  bellows,  —  in   a 

word. 
Demonstrate :  when  a  faulty  pipkin's  crack 
May  disconcert  you  his  presumptive  truth  ! 
Here  were  I  hanging  to  the  testimony 
Of  one  of  these  poor  rustics  —  f  onr^e  gods  ! 
Whom  the  first  taste  of  friend  the  Fneal*s  cord 
May  drive  into  undoing  my  whole  speech, 
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UndoUiir,  on  his  birtlMUyt  —  what  k  wone,  — 
My  aon  and  hair ! 

I  wonder,  all  tha  Baina, 
Not  so  muoh  at  those  poaaants'  laok  of  hMrt ; 
But  —  Ouido  FraBoesenuii,  nobleman. 
Bear  pain  no  better  I    ETerybody  known 
It  nscKi  once,  when  my  t'ath«>r  was  a  boy. 
To  form  a  proper,  nay,  important  point 
r  the  education  of  our  weu-bom  yoi^. 
That  they  took  torture  handsomely  at  need, 
Without  conf easixig^  in  this  clownish  guiae. 
Each  noble  had  his  rack  fur  private  use. 
And  would,  for  the  diversion  of  a  guest, 
Bid  it  be  set  up  in  the  yard  of  arms. 
And  take  thereon  his  hour  of  exercise,  ^ — 
Command  the   varletry  stretch,  strain    their 

best. 
While  friends  looked  on,  admired  my  lord  could 

smile 
'Mid  tugginff  which  had  caused  an  ox  to  roar. 
Men  are  no  longer  men  ! 

—  And  advooatea 
No  longer  Farinaoci.  let  us  add. 
If  I  one  more  time  ny  from  point  proposed  I 
So,  Vindication  —  here  begins  the  speeoh  I 
llomoris  cau»a  ;  thus  we  make  our  stand : 
Hunor  in  us  had  injury,  we  prove. 
( >r  if  we  fail  to  prove  such  injury 
More  than  misprision  of  the  fact,  —  what  then  ? 
It  is  enough,  authorities  declare. 
If  the  result,  the  deed  in  question  now. 
He  caused  by  confidence  that  injury 
Is  veritable  and  no  fif  ment :  siiioe. 
What,  though  proved  fancy  afterward,  seemed 

fact 
At  the  time,  thev  argue  shall  excuse  result. 
That  which  we  do,  persuaded  of  good  cause 
For  what  we  do,  hold  Justifiable  I  — 
N>  casuists  bid :  man,  boond  to  do  hia  best, 
Thev  would  not  have  him  leave  that  best  undone 
And  mean  to  do  his  worst,  —  thoniHt  fuller  lig^t 
Show  best  was  worst  and  worst  would  have  been 

beat. 
Act  by  the  nresent  light  \  —  they  ask  of  man. 
(  7/ra  quod  hie  nou  agitur^  besides 
It  is  not  anyway  our  biisineas  here, 
Dt  proUuione  aduUerii^ 

To  prove  what  we  thought  crime  was  crime  in- 
deed, 
.1^  irroffandam  ptrnam,  and  require 
Itn  punishment :  such  nowise  do  we  seek : 
S^d  ad  ^fftduit^  but  't  is  (mr  concern, 
Kxcusandin  here  to  simply  find  excuse, 
ihciiorem^  for  who  did  the  killing-work, 
Kt  ad  illius  de/ensionem^  (mark 
Tlie  difference)  and  deft'ud  the  man,  just  that ! 
Ouo  COM  Uvior  probatio 
Exubtrarttn  to  which  end  far  lighter  [proof 
Suffices  than  the  prior  cam*  would  claim  : 
It  should  be  lUways  hardMr  t4>  convict. 
In  short,  than  to  establish  inmMwiioe. 
Therefore  we  shall  demonstrate  first  of  all 
That  Honor  is  a  gift  of  God  to  man 
Precioua  beyond  compare  :  which  natural  sense 
C  HP  human  rectitude  and  purity,  — 
Wluch  white,  niaii*s  soul  is  born  with,  —brooks 
no  touch: 


Tharefore.  the  aeiMHtivest  spot  of  alL 
Wounded  by  an^  waftore  breathed  mm  black. 
Is  —  honor  withu  honor,  like  the  eye 
Centred  i*  the  ball  —  the  honor  of  our  wife. 
Touch  us  o^  the  pupil  of  our  honor,  then. 
Not  aetaally,  —  since  so  yon  slay  outright,  — 
But  by  a  sesture  simulatmg  touch, 
PresumaUe  mere  menace  ot  such  taint,  — 
lliis  were  our  warrant  for  eruptive  ire 
*^  To  whose  dominion  I  impose  no  end." 

(Virgil,  now,  should  not  be  too  diiBeult 

To  Cmoncino,  —  say,  the  early  books. 

Pen,  truee  to  further  gambols !    Potcimw  !) 

Nor  can  revenge  of  injury  done  here 
To  the  honor  proved  the  life  and  soul  of  ns, 
Be  too  exceasive,  too  extravagant : 
Such  wrong  seeks  and  must  nave  eomplete  re- 
venge. 
Show  we  this,  first,  on  the  mere  natural  ground : 
Begin  at  the  beginning,  and  proceed 
Incontrovertibly.    Theodoric, 
In  an  apt  sentence  Oassiodorus  cites. 
Propounds  for  basis  of  all  household  law  — 
I  hardly  recollect  it,  but  it  ends, 
*'  Bird  mates  with  bird,  beast  genden  with  his 

like. 
And  brooks  no  interferenoe/  *    Bird  and  beast  ? 
The  very  insects  ...  if  they  wive  or  no. 
How  dare  I  say  when  Aristotle  doubts  ? 
But  the  presumption  is  thev  likewise  wive. 
At  least  the  nobler  sorts :  ror  take  the  bee 
As  instance,  —  copying  King  Solomon,  — 
Why^  that  displeasure  of  the  bee  to  aught 
Which  savors  of  ineontinency,  makes 
The  unchaste  a  very  horror  to  the  hive  ? 
Whence  cornea  it  bees  obtain  their  epithet 
Of  cagUE.  apesy  noUbly  '"  the  chaste  ^^  ? 
Because,  ingenioualy  saith  Sosliger, 
(The  yonnff  sage,  --  see  his  book  of  table-talk> 
*^  Such  is  their  hatred  of  immodest  act. 
They  fall  upon  the  offender,  sting  to  death/* 
I  mind  a  passage  much  confirmative 
r  the  IdylUst  (though  I  read  him  Latinised)  — 
"  Why,'^asks  a  shepherd,  *'  is  this  bank  unfit 
For  celebration  of  oar  vernal  loves  ?  ** 
'*  Oh  swain,"  returns  the  instructed  shepherdem, 
**  Bees  swarm  here,  and  would  quick  resent  our 

warmth  I " 
Only  cold-blooded  fish  lack  instinct  here, 
Nor  gain  nor  guard  connubiality : 
But  beasts,  quadrupedal,  maramiferous. 
Do  credit  to  their  beaathood :  witness  him 
That  ^^Liaii  cites,  the  noble  elephant, 
((h'  if  not  i^an,  somebody  as  sage) 
Who  seeing,  much  offence  beneath  his  nose. 
His  master^s  friend  excwed  in  courtesv 
The  due  allowance  to  his  master's  wife, 
Taught  them  good  manners  and  killed  both  at 

once, 
Makiu^r  his  master  and  the  world  admire. 
Indubitably,  then,  that  master's  self, 
Favored  by  circumstance,  had  done  the  same 
Or  else  stood  clear  rebuked  by  his  own  beast 
Adeoy  ut  9MI  honorem  tpernit^  thus. 
Who  values  his  own  honor  not  a  straw,  — 
Et  non  recujterart  caral. 
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Labors  by  might  and  main  to  salve  its  wound, 
tie  ulcisctndoy  by  rovenging  him, 
iVtV  differat  a  beiluis^  is  a  bnit«, 
Quinimo  irrationubUior 
fvsismet  belluis,  nay,  contrariwise. 
Much  more  irrational  than  brutes  themselves. 
Should  be  considered,  repuUlur  I    How  ? 
If  a  poor  animal  feel  honor  smart. 
Taught  by  blind  instinct  nature  plants  in  him, 
Shafl    man,  —  confessed    creadon^s    master- 
stroke. 
Nay,  intellectual  glory,  nay,  a  god. 
Nay.  of  the  nature  of  my  Judges  here,  — 
Shall  man  prove  the  insensible,  the  block, 
ll^e  blot  o  tlie  earth  he  crawls  on  to  disgmoe  ? 
(Come,  that 's  both  solid  and  poetic  I)    Man 
i>erogate,  live  for  the  low  tastes  alone. 
Mean  creeping  cares  about  the  aninml  life  ? 
Abait  such  homage  to  vile  flesh  and  blood  I 

(May  Gigia  have  remembered,  nothing  stings 

Fried  liver  out  of  its  monotony 

Oi  richness,  like  a  root  of  fennel,  chopped 

Fine  with  the  narsley  :  parsley-sprigs,  I  said  — 

Was  there  need  I  shoulcf  say  **  and  feimel  too  *'  ? 

But  no,  she  cannot  have  been  so  obtiuie  ! 

To  our  axgument  1    The  fennel  will  be  chopped .) 

From  beast  to  man  next  mount  we  —  ay,  but, 

mind. 
Still  mere  man,  not  yet  Christian,  —  that,  in 

time  I 
Not  too  fast,  mark  you  I    *T  is  on  Heathen 

grounds 
We  next  defend  onr  act :  then,  fairly  mge  — 
If  this  were  done  of  old,  in  a  green  tree. 
Allowed  in  the  Spring  rawness  of  our  kind, 
\Vhat  may  be  licensed  in  the  Autumn  dry 
And  ripe,  the  latter  harvest-tide  of  man  r 
If.  with  his  poor  and  primitive  half^ights. 
The  Pagan,  whom  our  devils  served  for  gods. 
Could  stigmatize  the  breach  of  marriage-vow 
As  that  which  blood,  blood  onlv  might  efface,  — 
Absolve  the  husband,  outraged,  whose  revenge 
Anticipated  law.  plied  sword  himself,  — 
How  with  die  Ctiristiau  in  full  blaze  of  noon  ? 
Shall  not  he  rather  double  penalty. 
Multiply  vengeance,  than,  degenerate. 
Let  privilege  be  minished,  droop,  decay  ? 
Therefore  set  forth  at  large  the  ancient  law  ! 
Superabundant  the  examples  be 
To  pick  and  choose  from,    llie  Athenian  Code, 
Solon  V,  the  name  is  serviceable,  —  then. 
The    Laws  of    the  Twelve    Tables,  that    fif- 
teenth, — 
*'  Romulus  "  likewise  rolls  out  round  and  large. 
The  Julian  ;  the  Conielian  :  Oraeehus*  Law  : 
So  old  a  chime,  the  bells  ring  of  themselves  I 
Spreti  can  set  that  g(»ing  if  he  plpiwe, 
I  point  you,  for  my  i>art,  the  belfry  plain. 
Intent  to  rise  from  dusk,  diluculum^ 
Into  the  Christian  day  shall  broaden  next. 

First,  the  fit  compliment  to  His  Holiness 
Happily  reigning  :  then  sustain  the  point  — 
All  that  was  long  ago  declared  as  law 
By  the  natural  revelation,  stands  oonfinued 
By  Apostle  and  Evangelist  and  Stunt,  — 


To  vrit  —  that  Honor  is  man^s  supreme  good. 

Why  should  I  balk  Saint  Jerome  of  his  phras**  ? 

Ubi  honor  non  est,  where  no  honor  is, 

Ibi  contemptus  est ;  and  where  contempt, 

Ibi  injuria  frequefu ;  and  where  that. 

The  frequent  in^r^,  ibiet  indt^atfo ; 

And  where  the  mdignation,  t6i  quies 

Nulla :  and  where  there  is  no  quietude, 

W^hy,  t6t,  there,  the  mind  is  often  cast 

Down  from  the  heights  where  it  proposed   to 

dwell. 
Mens  a  proposito  Mppe  (fejicitvr. 
And  naturally  the  mind  is  so  cast  down. 
Since  harder  *t  is,  quum  difficil\u$  sit^ 
Iram  cohibere^  to  coerce  one's  wrath, 
Quam  miraculafacere^  than  work  miracles,  — 
So  Gregory  smiles  in  his  First  Dialogue. 
Whence  we  infer,  the  ingennous  soul,  the  man 
W^ho  makes  esteem  of  honor  and  repute. 
Whenever  honor  and  repute  are  touched. 
Arrives  at  term  of  fury  and  despair. 
Loses  all  gixidanoe  from  the  reason-oheck  : 
As  in  delirium  or  a  frenzy-fit. 
Nor  fury  nor  despair  he  satiates,  — no. 
Not  even  if  he  attain  the  impossible, 
Overturn  the  hinges  of  the  universe 
To  annihilate  —  not  whoso  caused  the  smart 
Solely,  the  author  simply  of  his  pain. 
But  the  place,  the  memory,  yituperii^ 
O*  the  shame  and  scorn :  quia,  —  says  Sc^oromu 
(Tlie  Holy  Spirit  speaking  by  nis  month 
In  Proverbs,  the  sixth  chapter  near  the  endt 
—  Because,  the  zeal  and  fury  of  a  man. 
Zelus  et  furor  viri^  will  not  spare, 
Non  parcft^  in  the  da^  of  his  revenge, 
In  die  vindtctcPy  nor  will  acquiesce, 
Ntc  arquiewceU  through  a  person^s  prayers, 
Cujutdam  vrecibua^  -^  nee  <ti#cimet, 
Nor  yet  take,  liro  redemptione,  for 
Redemption,  dona  piurtum,  gifts  of  friend<«. 
Mere  money-payment  to  compound  for  aehe. 
Who  recognizes  not  my  client's  ease  ? 
Whereto,  as  strangely  consentaneous  here. 
Adduce  Saint  Bernard  in  the  Epistle  writ 
To  Robertnlus^  his  nephew  :  **  Too  much  grirf. 
Dolor  quippe  mmiutnon  deliberate 
Does  not  excogitate  propriety, 
Non  verecundatur^  nor  knows  shame  at  all, 
Non  eonsulit  rationem^  nor  consults 
Reason,  non  diqnitatit  metuit 
Damnum^  nor  dreads  the  loss  of  d*gnity  ; 
Modum  et  ordinem^  order  and  the  mode, 
JgnoraU  it  ignores :  '*  why,  trait  for  tsait. 
Was  ever  portrait  limned  so  like  the  life  ? 
(By  Cavaher  MarattA,  shall  I  say  ? 
I  hear  he  's  first  in  reputation  now.) 
Yes,  that  of  Samson  in  the  Sacred  Text  : 
That  *8  not  so  much  the  portrait  as  the  mau ' 
Samson  in  Gaza  was  the  antetvpe 
Of  Guido  at  Rome :  observe  we  Nazarite ! 
Blinded  he  was,  ~  an  easy  thing  to  bear: 
Intrepidly  he  took  imprisonment. 
Gyves,  stripes,  and  daily  labor  at  tlie  mill : 
But  when  he  found  himself,  i*  the  public  plnc<'. 
Destined  to  make  the  common  people  sport, 
Disdain  burned  up  with  such  an  impetus 
I'  the  breast  of  him,  that,  all  the  man  one  fiiv. 
Moriatur^  roared  he,  let  my  souths  self  die. 
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Anima  mea.  with  the  Philutines ! 
N>,  palled  aown  pillar,  roof ,  and  death  and  all, 
Mwtoaque  plwrea  interfeeit^  ay, 
And  many  more  he  killed  thus,  moriens^ 
Dyin^f  9Maiii  oiinw,  than  in  his  whule  lite, 
CkriaeriU,  he  ever  killed  before. 
Are  these  things  writ  for  no  example,  Sim  ? 
One  instance  more,  and  let  me  see  who  doubts  I 
Onr  Lord  himself,  made  all  of  mansuetude, 
Sealiiifc  the  sum  of  sufferance  np,  reoeiTed 
Opprobrium,  contumely  and  buffeting 
W  ithont  complaint :   but  when  he  found  him- 
self 
Touched  in  his  honor  never  so  little  for  onoe. 
Then  outbroke  indifnv^^on  pent  before  — 
**  Honorem  meum  neminidaho!  ^*     **  No, 
My  honor  I  to  nobody  will  give  !  " 
And  certainly  the  example  so  hath  wronght. 
That  whosoever,  at  the  proper  worth, 
A  pprises  worldly  honor  and  repute. 
Esteems  it  nobler  to  die  honored  man 
Beneath  Mannaia,  than  live  centuries 
Disgraced  in  the  eye  o^  the  world.    We  find 

Saint  Panl 
No  recreant  to  this  fiuth  delivered  onoe : 
**  Far  worthier  were  it  that  I  died,*'  cries  he, 
Eipedit  mihi  mayU  mori^  ^*  than 
That  any  one  should  make  my  glory  void,** 
C^nam  utaloriam  meam  quia  tvacuet ! 
See,  ad  Corinthiensea :  whereupon 
Saint  Ambrose  makes  aoomment  with  much 

fruit. 
Doubtless  my  Judges  long  since  laid  to  heart, 
4S>  I  desist  from  bringing  forward  here. 
<I  eaa*t  quite  recollect  it.) 

Have  I  proved 
Siiiia  aupergue^  both  enough  and  to  spare. 
That  Revelation  old  and  new  admits 
The  natural  man  may  effervesce  in  ire, 
O*erflood  earth,  o*eifroth  heaven  with  foamy 

rage, 
At  the  first  puncture  to  his  self-respect  ? 
Then,  Sirs,  this  Christian  dogma,  tnis  law-bud 
Pnll'blown  now,  soon  to  bask  the  absolute  flower 
Of  Papal  doctrine  in  onr  blaze  of  dajr,  — 
Bethink  you,  shall  we  miss  one  promise  streak. 
One  doubtful  birth  of  dawn  crepuscular. 
One  dew-drop  comfoit  to  humanity. 
Now  that  tiieehaHoe  teems  with  noonday  wine  ? 
Yea,  argue  MoUntsts  who  bar  revenge  — 
Referring  just  to  what  makes  out  onr  case  ! 
Under  old  dispensation,  argue  they. 
The  doom  of  the  adulterous  wife  was  death. 
Stoning  by  Moses*  law.    *^  Nay,  stone  her  not. 
Put  her  away  I  **  next  legislates  onr  Lord  ^ 
And  last  of  all,  **  Nor  yet  divorce  a  wife !  * 
Ordains  the  Church.  **  she  typifies  ouiself. 
The  Bride  no  fault  shall  cause  to  fall  from 

Christ." 
Then,  aa  no  jot  nor  tittle  of  the  Law 
Has   pasMd  away  —  which  who    presumes  to 

doubt  f 
As  not  one  word  of  Christ  is  rendered  vain  — 
Which,  could  it  be  though  heaven  and  earth 

should  paw  ? 
—  Where  do  1  find  m^  proper  punishment 
For  my  adulterous  wife,  I  humbly  ask 


Of  my  infallible  Pone,  —  who  now  remits 
Ev^en  the  divorce  allowed  bv  Christ  in  lien 
Of  lapidation  Moses  licensed  me  ? 
The  Gkispel  checks  the  Law  which  throws  the 

stone, 
The  Church  tears  the  divorce-bill  Gospel  grants : 
bhall  wives  sin  and  enjoy  impunity  ? 
What  profits  me  the  fulness  of  the  days. 
Tile  final  dispensation,  I  demand. 
Unless  Law,  Gomel,  and  the  Church  subjoin, 
'*  But  who  hath  barred  thee  primitive  revenge. 
Which,  like  fire  damped  and  danuned  np,  bums 

more  fierce  ? 
Use  thou  thy  natural  privilege  of  man, 
EUse  wert  tnou  found  like  those  old  ingrato 

Jews, 
Despite  the  manna-banquet  on  the  board, 
A-longing  after  melons,  cucumbers. 
And  such  like  trash  of  Egypt  left  behind  I  ** 

Sphere  was  one  melon  had  improved  our  soup: 
ut  did  not  Cinonoino  need  the  rind 
To  make  a  boat  with  ?    So  I  seem  to  think.) 

Law,  Gospel,  and  the  Church  —  from  these  we 

leap 
To  the  verv  last  revealment,  easy  rule 
Befitting  the  well-bom  and  thorough-bred 
O*  the  happy  day  we  live  in,  not  the  dark 
O*  the  earlv  rude  and  aoom-eatin^  race. 
*'  Behold,**  quoth  James,  '*  we  bndle  in  a  horse 
And  turn  his  body  as  we  would  thereby !  ** 
Yea,  but  we  change  the  bit  to  suit  the  growth. 
And  rasp  onr  oolt*s  jaw  with  a  rugged  spike. 
We  hasten  to  remit  our  mana^red  steed 
Who  wheels  round  at  persuasion  of  a  touch. 
(Hvilization  bows  to  deoency. 
The  acknowledged  use  and  wont :  't  is  manners 

—  mild 
But  yet  imperative  law  —  which  make  the  man. 
Thus  do  we  pav  the  proper  compliment 
To  rank,  ana  that  society  of  Rome 
Hath  so  oblh^  us  by  ito  interest. 
Taken  our  client*s  part  instinctively. 
As  unaware  defenatng  its  own  cause. 
What  dictum  doth  Society  lay  down 
r  the  case  of  one  who  hath  a  faithless  wife  ? 
Wherewithal  should  the  husband  dennse  his 

way? 
Be  patient  and  forgive  ?    Oh,  language  fails,  — 
Shrinks  from  depicturing  his  turpitude  I 
For  if  wronged  husband  raise  not  hue  and  cry. 
Quod  ai  wiaritua  de  aduUerio  non 
Conquer eretur^  he  *s  presumed  a  —  foh  I 
Presumitur  Una:  so,  complain  he  must. 
But  how  complain  ?    At  your  tribunal,  lords? 
Far  weighter  challenge  suite  your  sense,  I  wot  I 
You  sit  not  to  have  gentlemen  propose 

Suestions  gentility  can  itself  discuss, 
id  not  you  prove  that  to  our  brother  Paul  ? 
The  Abate,  quumjudicialiUr 
Proaequeretw,  when  he  tried  the  law, 
(suidonia  raiisam,  in  Count  Guido*s  case, 
Accidit  ipaiy  this  befell  himself, 
Q*tod  riaum  motyrif  et  rachinnoa^  that 
He  moved  t4i  mirth  and  cachinnation,  all 
G^  neariy  aM^/ere  in  omnihua 
Etiam  aenaaUa  et  eordatia,  men 
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nay,  the    very 


ikrong-neamed*  Mmnd-hearted, 

Court, 

Ipsismei  in  judtcUnu,  I  might  add^ 
Non  tawien  dicam.    In  a  cause  like  this, 
.Su  multiplied  were  reaaous  pro  and  ooa, 
llelicate,  intertwisted  and  ofaeoore, 
That  Law  refused  loan  of  a  finger-tip 
To  unravel,  readjnst  the  hopeless  twme. 
Since,  half-a-dosen  steps  ontside  Law^s  seat. 
There  stood  a  foolish  trifler  with  a  tool 
A-dangle  to  no  purpose  by  his  side. 
Had  clearly  eat  the  embroilment  in  a  trioe. 
a  {snerurU  enim  unanimiter 
Dortores,  for  the  Doctors  aU  aasert, 
lliat  husbands,  quod  mariti^  most  be  held 
Vilen^  comuti  reputarUur^  vile. 
Fronts  branchii^  forth  a  florid  infamy. 
Si  propritt  manibuB^  if  with  their  own  nands, 
yon  Mumuniy  they  fiul  straight  to  take  revenge, 
Vindictam^  but  expect  the  deed  be  done 
By  the  Court  —  expectant  illam  fieri 
Per  judices^  qui  iummopere  rident^  which 
(lives  an  enormous  gunaw  for  reply, 
£t  cachinnatUtO'.    For  he  ran  away, 
Deliquit  enim,  mat  that  he  might  ^aeape 
The  censure  of  both  couusellora  and  crowd, 
Ut  vulgi  et  Dodorum  evitaret 
Censuram,  and  lest  so  he  superadd 
To  loss  of  honor  ignominy  too^ 
Et  aic  ne  iaiam  qwoque  ignomimam 
Amiiuo  fumori  tttpiradderei. 
M  V  lords,  my  loitls,  the  inconsiderate  step 
Was  —  we  referred  ourselves  to  Law  at  all ! 
Twit  me  not  with,  *'  Law  else  had  pnnii^ed 

you  I " 
Each  ininishment  of  the  extra-legal  step. 
To  which  the  high-bom  preferaUv  revert, 
Is  ever  for  some  oversight,  some  slip 
r  the  taking  vengeance,  not  for  vengeance^  self. 
A  good  thing,  done  unhandsomely,  turns  ill ; 
And  never  yet  lacked  ill  the  law  s  rebuke. 
For  pregnant  instance,  let  us  contemplate 
The  luck  of  Leonardus,  —  see  at  large 
Of  Sicily^s  Decisions  siiEty-first. 
This   Leonard  finds  his    wife  is  false:   what 

then? 
He  makes  her  own  son  snare  her,  and  entice 
Out  of  the  town  walls  to  a  private  walk, 
Wherein  he  slays  her  with  commodity. 
They  find  her  body  half-devoured  by  dogs  : 
l^eonard  is  tried,  convicted,  punished,  sent 
To  labor  in  the  galleys  seven  yeaia  long: 
Why?    For   the  murder?    Nay,  but  for  the 

mode ! 
Maiua  modus  occidendi^  ruled  the  Court, 
An  ugly  mode  of  killing,  nothing  more ! 
Another  f ructuous  sample,  7~see  **  De  Re 
Criminalist'*^  in  Mattlueus*  divine  piece. 
Another  husband,  in  no  better  plight. 
Simulates  abaenoe,  thereby  tempts  his  wife  ; 
On  whom  he  falls,  out  of  sly  ambuscade. 
Backed  by  a  brother  of  his,  and  both  ot  them 
Armed  to  the  teeth  with  arms  tliat  law  had 

blamed. 
Nimis  doloee^  overwiUly, 
Fuisae  operaium^  did  they  work. 
Pronounced  the  law  :  had  all  been  fairly  done 
Law  had  not  found  him  worthy,  as  she  did. 


Of  four  years*  exile.    Why  cite  more?    Enougk 
Is  good  as  a  feast  —  (unless  a  birthday-feast 
For  one*s  Cinuccio)  so,  we  finish  hare. 
My  lords,  we  rather  need  defend  oonelves 
Inasmuch  as,  for  a  twinkling  of  an  aye, 
We  hesitatingly  appealed  to  law,  — 
Than  need  deny  that,  on  mature  advice. 
We  blushingly  bethought  us,  bade  revenge 
Back  to  its  simple  proper  private  way 
Of  deoent  self-oealt  gentlemanly  death. 
Judges,  here  is  the  law,  and  here  beside. 
The  testimony  I    Look  to  it ! 

Pause  and  breathe ! 
So  far  is  only  too  plain ;  we  must  watch: 
Bottini  will  scarce  hazard  an  attack 
Here  :  best  anticipate  the  fellow's  play. 
And  guard  the  weaker  places  —  wanly  aak. 
What  if  considerations  of  a  sort, 
Reasons  of  a  kind,  arise  from  out  the  strange 
Peculiar  unforeseen  new  cironmstaaoe 
Of  this  our  (candor  owns)  abncrmid  act. 
To  bar  the  right  of  us  revenging  so  ? 
*^  Impunity  i^i«  otherwisefour  meed: 
Go  Slay  your  wife  and  welcome,'*  —  may  be 

urged,-- 
^^  But  wh^  the  innocent  old  oouple  slay, 
Pietro,  Violante  ?    Ton  may  do  enough. 
Not  too  much,  not  exceed  the  golden  mean  : 
Neither  brute-beast  nor  Pa^an,  Gentile,  Jew, 
Nor  Christian,  no  nor  votanst  of  the  mode. 
Is  justified  to  push  revenge  so  far  J  ** 

No,  indeed  ?    Why,  thou  very  sciolist  1 
The  actual  wrong,  Pompilia  seemed  to  do. 
Was  virtual  wrong  done  by  the  parents  hen  — 
Imposing  her  upon  us  as  their  child  — 
Themselves  allow :  then,  her  fault  was  their 

fault. 
Her  punishment  be  theirs  accordingly  t 
But  wait  a  little,  sneak  not  off  so  soon ! 
Was  this  cheat  eolely  hann  to  Qnido,  pmy  ? 
The  precious  couple  yon  call  innocent,  --> 
Why,  they  were  felons  that   Law   failed  U* 
dutch, 
ti  tUfraudarent^  who  that  thev  mi^^t  rob, 
jitime  voeatoa^  folk  law  callea, 
Aajidei  commiasum^  true  heirs  to  the  Trust, 
PoTtum  Muppoauerunt^  feigned  this  birth, 
Immemorta  reoafactoa  eaae,  blind 
To  the  iauBt  that,  guilty,  they  iaennsd  tkeieby. 
Ultimi  auppliciit  hanging  or  what  *s  wcne. 
Do  you  biiune  us  that  we  turn  Law's  instru- 
ments. 
Not  mere  selfHweken,  —  nund  the  public  weal. 
Nor  make  the  private  good  our  sole  eoneam  ? 
That  having  —  shall  I  say  —  secured  a  thief. 
Not  simply  we  lecover  from  his  pouch 
The  stolen  article  our  propeHy, 
But  alao  pounce  upon  our  neighbor's  purse 
We  opportunely  find  reposing  there, 
And  do  him  justioe  while  we  rigl^  ouaelTeB  ? 
He  owes  us,  for  our  part,  a  dmbbin^  any, 
But  owes  our  neighbor  just  a  dance  i*  the  air 
Under  the  gallows :  so,  we  throttle  him. 
That  neighbor's  Law,  that  couple  are  the  Thief. 
We  are  the  over-readv  to  help  Law  — 
Zeal  of  her  house  hath  eaten  oa  up :  for  which. 
Can  it  be.  Law  intends  to  eat  np  aa. 
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Crmdum  Priamum^  devonr  poor  Priam  raw, 
(*T  was  Japtter^s  own  joke  J  with  babea  to  boot, 
Priamiqme  pisinnaa,  in  Homerio  ^raae  f  ^ 
^hame  I and  so  ends  my  period  prettily. 

But  even,  —  prove  the  pair  not  culpable. 

Free  as  unborn  babe  from  oonmyaaoe  at. 

Participation  in,  their  daoghter^s  fault  : 

Ours  the  mistake.    Is  that  a  rare  event  ? 

yon  semeL  it  is  anyUiinic  bat  rara. 

In  eoniingentia  faeti,  that  bv  chance, 

Imjfunts  evaMerunt^  go  soot-free, 

Ouj,  such  well-meanings  people  as  ourselves, 

Justo  dolore  moli^  who  aggneved 

With  cause,  appoauerunt  rnamts,  lay 

Rough  hands,  in  tnnocMites,  on  wrong  heads. 

Cite  we  an  illustrative  case  in  point : 

Mulier  Smimea  autedam^  good  my  lords, 

A  ^ntlewoman  lived  in  Smyrna  once, 

Virum  €t  /ilium  ex  eo  conctDtum^  who, 

Both  husband  and  her  son  begot  by  him. 

Killed.  interfeeenU,  ex  guOf  because, 

Vir  fit  turn  suum  verdiaerat^  her  spouse 

Had  been  befbreaand  with  her,  killed  her  son. 

Matrimonii  pn'aii,  of  a  previous  bed. 

Deinde  acauata^  then  accused, 

^Ipiicf  DoiabeUam,  before  him  that  sat 

Prooonsid,  nee  dualms  cadibus 

C&ntaminatam  liberare,  nor 

To  liberate  a  woman  doublv-dyed 

With  murder,  voltaic  made  he  up  his  mind, 

Mec  condemnare,  nor  to  doom  to  death, 

Jutio  doUre  impuUam^me  impelled 

By  just  grief ;  ted  rvsitsif,  but  sent  her  up 

s'id  Areopcugum^  to  the  Hill  of  Mars, 

'Saptenlissi  Jnonim  judicum 

Cigtumt  to  that  assembly  of  the  ssge 

Paralleled  only  by  my  judges  here ; 

f  ''61,  cognito  at  cau»a^  where,  the  cause 

Well  weighed,  retpontum  est,  the^  gave  reply, 

I't  ip$a  ei  aeaualar,  that  both  aides 

O*  the  suit,  ndiremt^  should  come  back  again, 

Poti  cemium  oaaof ,  after  a  hundred  years, 

For  in^gment ;  ei  ticy  by  which  sage  decree, 

DujUiei  parricidio  rta^  one 

Convietod  of  a  double  parrieide, 

Umsivisstiafli  laaoernlesi,  though  in  troth 

(tut  of  the  pair,  one  innocent  at  least 

She,  occidiuet^  plainly  had  put  to  death, 

Undegttaqme,  yet  she  altogether  'scaped, 

Evastt  impums.    See  the  case  at  length 

InValerins,  fittingly  styled  AfoxiMtu, 

That  eighth  book  of  his  Memorable  FWots. 

Sat  Cyriaeus  cites  beside  the  mark  : 

«Siaii/cter  luror  9110  mandaverat. 

Just  so,  a  lady  who  had  taken  cars, 

HomictdiuM  mri^  that  her  knd  be  killed. 

Ex  denegatiane  debiti. 

For  denegatipn  of  a  certain  debt, 

Maifimomaii»y  he  was  loth  to  pay, 

Fuit  peemmaria  mmleta,  was 

Amerced  in  a  peeuntary  mulct, 

PunitOf  et  ad  ianam,  and  to  paina, 

Temporalem^  for  a  certain  spaoe  of 

In  sKmoj^crio,  in  a  convent. 


^a  ^v  ^w^w^  ^^ww^^^^a^  e^^  •         ^a^s^' 


(Ay, 


In  with  the  ablative,  the  aoeusalive  f 
Ihad  hoped  to  have  hitched  the  villain  into  verse 
For  a  gilt,  tUs  very  day,  a  oomplete  list 
O*  the  preposiiaons  each  with  proper  case. 
Telling  a  story,  long  was  in  my  head. 
What  prepositions  take  the  accusative  ? 
Ad,  to  or  at  —  who  saw  the  cat  f^  down  to 
06,  for,  because  of,  keep  ker  eiaw$  q^!    Tush  I 
Law  in  a  man  takes  the  wlnrfe  liberty : 
The  muse  is  fettered  :  just  as  Ovid  round !) 

And  now,  sea  widens  and  the  coast  is  clear. 
What  of  the  dubious  act  you  bade  excuse  ? 
Sureljr  things  broaden,  brighten,  till  at  length 
Reiiiains  —  so  far   from    act    that   needs   de- 

fenoe  — 
Apology  to  make  for  act  delayed 
Oue  minute,  let  alone  eight  mortal  months 
Of  hesitation  !     ''  Why  procrastinate  ?  " 
(Out  with  it,  ray  Bottmius,  ease  thyself  I) 
'*  Right,  promptly  done,  is  twice  right :  right 

delayed 
Turns   wrong.     We  grant   you   should   have 

killed  your  wife, 
But  killed  o'  the  moment,  at  the  meeting  her 
In   company  with   the   priest:  then   did    thtt 

totigue 
O*  the  Braien  Head    give  license,  *Tiine  is 

nowP 
Wait  to  make  mind  up?    *Tiroe  is  past*  it 

oeals. 
Friend,  you  are  competent  to  mastery 
O*  the  paaions  that  confessedly  explain 
An  outbreak  :  you  allow  an  interval. 
And  then  break  out  as  if  timers  clock  still 

clanged. 
Tou  have  forfeited  your  chance,  and  flat  you 

fall 
Into  the  eonmonplaoe  category 
Of  men  bound  to  go  loftly  all  their  dsvK, 
Obeying  ktw.'* 

Now,  which  way  make  response  ? 
What  was  the  answer  Ouido  gave,  himself  ? 
—  That  so  to  argue  came  of  ignorance 
How  honor  bears  a  wound :    **  For,  wound,** 

said  he, 
'"  Mpr  body,  and  the  smart  soon  mends  and  ends : 
While,  wound  my  soal  where  honor  sits  and 

rules. 
Longer  the  sufferance,  stronger  grows  the  pain. 
Being  ex  ineantinenti,  fresh  as  first.** 
But  try  another  tack,  urge  common  sense 
By  way  of  oontrast :  lay  —  Too  true,  my  lordB ! 
\V  e  did  demur,  awhile  did  hesitate : 
Since  husband  sure  should  let  a  scrapie  speak 
Ere  he  slay  wife,  —  for  his  own  safety,  lords  ! 
Carpers  abound  in  this  misj[ndgiBg  world  ? 
Moreover,  there  *s  a  nicety  ro  law 
That  ssems  to  justify  them  should  they  carp. 
Suppose  the  source  of  injury  a  son,  — 
Father  may  slay  such  son  yet  run  no  risk : 
Why  graced  with  such  a  privil^e  ?    Because 
A  father  so  incensed  with  his  own  child. 
Or  must  have  reason,  or  believe  he  has : 
Qwa  »emper,  seeing  that  in  such  event, 
Presumitw',  the  law  is  bound  suppose. 
Quod  capiat  pater,  that  the  sire  must  take, 
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Bonum  consilium  yro^filio. 

The  best  cuune  as  to  what  befits  his  boy, 

Through  instinct,  ex  instinctu^  of  mere  love, 

Amoris^  aixi,  ptUerni^  fatherhood; 

(Juam  (or\/i(Jentiam,  which  coutidtiiioe, 

pfon  kabeU  i^w  declines  to  entei'tain, 

De  viro^  of  the  husband  :  where  finds  he 

An  instinct  that  compels  him  love  his  wife  ? 

Rather  is  he  presumably  her  foe. 

Nj,  let  him  ponder  long  in  this  bad  world 

Ere  do  the  simplest  act  of  justice. 

But 
Again  —  and  here  we  brush  Bottini^s  breast  — 
Object  you,  *'  iSee  the  danj^r  of  delay, 
Suppose  a  man  murdered  my  friend  last  month  : 
Had  1  come  up  and  killed  him  for  his  pains 
In  rage.  I  had  done  right,  allows  the  law  : 
I  meet  nim  now  and  kill  nim  in  cold  blood, 
I  do  wron^,  equally  allows  the  law  : 
Wherein  do  actions  differ,  yours  and  mine  ?  ^' 
In  pUnitudine  intelltctus  es  t 
Hast  thy  wits,  Fisc?    To  take  such  slayer^s 

life, 
Returns  it  life  to  thy  slain  friend  at  all  ? 
Had  he  stolen  rinfp  instead  of  stabbing  friend,  — 
To-day,  to-morrow,  or  next  century, 
Meeting  the  thief,  thy  ring  upon  hut  thumb, 
Thou  jnstifiably  hadst  wrung  it  thenoe  : 
80,  oouldst  tlkou  wrench  thy  friend  *s  life  back 

again, 
Though  prisoned  in  the  bosom  of  his  foe. 
Why,    law    would    look   complacent   on    thy 

wrath. 
Our  case  is,  that  the  thing  we  lost,  we  found  : 
The  honor,  we  were  robbed  of  eight  months 

since. 
Being  recoverable  at  any  day 
By  death  of  the  delinquent.    Go  thy  ways  I 
Ere  thou  hast  learned  law,  will  be  much  to  do, 
As  said  the  gaby  while  he  shod  the  goose. 

Nay,  if  you  urge  me,  interval  was  none ! 
From  the  inn  to  the  viUa  —  blank  or  else  a  bar 
Of  adverse  and  contrarions  incident 
^lid  between  us  and  our  just  revenge  I 
What  with  the  priest  who  flourishes  his  blade, 
^rhe  wife  who  lilce  a  f niy  flings  at  us. 
The  crowd  —  and  then  the  capture,  the  appeal 
To   Rome,  the   journey   there,    the   jaunting 

thence 
To  shelter  at  the  House  of  Con^ertites, 
The  visita  to  the  Villa,  and  so  forth. 
Where  was  one  minute  left  u«  all  this  while 
To  put  in  exeoatiim  that  revenge 
We    planned   o^    the   instant  ?  —  as   it   were, 

plumped  down 
O*  the  spot,  some  eight  months  since,  which 

round  sound  ej^, 
Rome,  more  propitioua  than  our  nest,  shoold 

hatch  t 
Object  not,  '^  Yon  reached  Rome  on  Christmas^ 

eve, 
And,  despite  liberty  to  act  at  once. 
Waited  a  whole  and  indecorons  week  !  " 
Hath  so  the  Molinism.  the  canker,  lords. 
Eaten  to  oar  bone  ?    Is  no  religion  left  ? 
No  care  for  aught  held  holy  by  the  Church  ? 


I 


tlw 


What,  would  you  have  us  skip  and  nuaa  thooe 

Feaftsts 
0*  the  Natal  Time,  must  we  go  proseente 
{Secular  business  on  a  sacred  day  ? 
IShould  not  the  merest  charity  expect, 
Setting  our  poor  concerns  aside  fur  once, 
W^e  hurried  to  the  mtng  matutinal 
I*  the   iSistine,  and  pressed  forward  for 

Mass 

The  Cardinal  that  *s  Camerlengo  chanta. 
Then  rushed  on  to  the  blessing  of  the  Hat 
And  Rapier,  which  the  Pope  sends  to  what 

pnnce 
Has  done  most  detriment  to  the  Infidel  — 
And  tht^reby  whetted  courage  if  't  were  blunt  f 
Meantime,  allow  we  kept  the  house  a  week, 
Suppose  not  we  were  idle  in  our  mew  ! 
Picture  us  raging  here  and  raving  there  — 
'''Money?'    I  need  none,     'fiends?'    TIm 

word  is  null. 
Restore  the  white  was  on  that  shield  of  mine 
Borne  at*'  .  .  .  wherever  might  be  shield  to 

bear. 
''  I  see  my  grandsire,  he  who  fou^t  so  well 
At"  .  .  .  here  find  out  and  put  in  time  and 

place. 
Or  else  invent  the  fight  his  grandsire  fonght : 
''I  see  this  I  1  see  that T' 

(See  nothing  eke. 
Or  I  shall  scarce  see  lamVs  fry  in  an  hour  I 
What  to  the  uncle,  as  I  bid  advance 
Tlie  smoking  dish  ?     ""  Fry  suita  a  tender  tooth  t 
Behooves  we  care  a  little  for  our  kin  — 
You,  Sir,  —  who  care  so  much  for  coosinahip 
As  come  to  your  i>oor  loving  nephew's  feaat !  '* 
He  has  the  reversion  of  a  long  feaae  yet  — 
Luid  to  bequeath !    He  loves  lamb's  fry,   I 
know  I; 

Here  fall  to  be  considered  thoae  same  six 

Qualities ;  what  Bottini  needa  must  call 

So  many  aggravations  of  our  orinie. 

Parasite-growth  upon  mere  mnrdfr's  back. 

We  summarily  might  dispose  of  such 

Bv  some  off-hand  and  jaunty  flin^r,  some  skit  — 

**  So,  since  there  's  proved  no  cruue  to  asgni- 

vate, 
A  fioo  for  your  aggravations,  Fisc  !  " 
No,  —  handle    mischief    rather,  —  play    vitli 

spells 
Were  meant  to  raise  a  spirit,  and  kragk  the 

while 
We  show  that  did  he  rise  we  stand  his  inatA  I 
Therefore,  first  aggravation  :  we  made  up  — 
Over  and  above  our  simple  marderons  aema — 
A  regular  assemblage  ot  armed  men, 
Coadunaiio  armtUorum^  —  ay. 
Unluckily  it  was  the  very  judge 
That  sits  in  judgment  on  onr  canae  tv-daj 
Who  passed  the  law  as  Qovemor  of  Rome : 
""  Four  men  armed  "  —thoufl^  for  Iswfnl  par- 
pose,  mark  I 
I  Much    naore    for   an   acknowledged    erimv 
*' shall  die." 
We  five  were  armed  to  the  teeth,  meant  mnrHfr 

too? 
Why,  that 's  the  very  point  that  saves  na.  VW! 
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Let  me   instruct  yon*    Crime   nor   done   nor 

meant,— 
Y'lu  punuh  etiU  who  arm  and  cottgrefcate  : 
1*  (»r  whereforo  use  bad  means  to  a  Rood  end  ? 
( Vime  beinjc  meant  not  done,  —  you  punish  still 
'I'he  means  to  crime,  whereon  you  haply  pounoef 
Though  aooident  have  balked  them  of  effect. 
Bnt  crime  not  only  oonipasHod  but  twmplete. 
Meant  and  done  too  ?    Why,  since  you  haTC 

the  end. 
Be  thai  your  sole    concern,  nor   mind  those 


No  lonf^r  to  the  purpose  1    Murdered  we  ? 

( —  Which,  that  our  luck  was  in  (he  present 


Quod  contigism  in  prcuenti  casu, 

is  palpable.  Niani6iM  i>alpatum  est  — ) 

Make  murder  out  a^caiiist  us,  nothincr  else  1 

Of  many  crimes  committed  with  a  view 

To  one  main  crime.  Law  overlooks  the  less. 

Intent  upon  the  larfpe.    Suppose  a  man 

Having  in  view  commiflsion  of  a  theft. 

Climbs  the  town-wall  :  *t  is  for  the  theft  he 

hangs, 
In  case  he  stands  convicted  of  such  theft : 
Law  remits  whipping,  due  to  who  elomb  wall 
Through  bravery  or  wantonness  alone. 
Just  to  dislodge  a  daw's  nest,  plant  a  flag. 
So  I  interpret  yon  the  manly  mind 
Of  him  about  to  judge  both  you  and  me«  — 
Our  Governor,  who,  neing  no  Fisc,  my  Fisc, 
(Cannot  have  blundered  on  ineptitude  1 
Next  aggravation,  —  that  the  arms  themselves 
Were  specially  of  such  forbidden  sort 
Throuffii  shane  or  length  or  breadth,  as,  prompt, 

Law  plncks 
Prom  single  hand  of  solitary  man. 
Making  him  pay  the  carriasre  with  his  life : 
D^atio  arsiomm,  arms  against  the  rale. 
Contra  farmam  eonsiituiionis,  of 
Pope  Alexander's  blessed  memory. 
Such  are  the  poniards  with  the  double  prong, 
Horn-like,  when  tines  make  bold  the  antlered 

buck. 
Each  prong  of  brittle  glass  —  wherewith  to  stab 
And  break  off  short  imd  so  let  fragment  stick 
Fast  in  the  flesh  to  baflle  surgery : 
Such  being  the  Genoese  blade  with  hooked  edge 
That  did  os  service  at  the  villa  here. 
Sed  paraU  mihi  tarn  erimius  vir^ 
Hot.  —  let  so  rare  a  personage  forgive,  — 
Fwc,  thy  objection  i*  a  foppiry  ! 
Thy  charge  runs  that  we  killed  three   inno- 
cents: 
Killed,  dust  see?    Then,  if  killed,  what  matter 

how?  — 
By  stick  or  stone,  by  sword  or  dagger,  tool 
Long  or  tool  short,  round  or  triangular  — 
Poor  slain  folk  find  small  comfort  in  the  ohoice  I 
Means  to  an  end,  means  to  an  end,  my  fisc  1 
Nature  cries  out,  '"  Take  the  first  arms  you 

find  I '» 
Fwror  minittrai  arma  :  where  ^a  a  stone  ? 
Unde  mi  lapidem^yheTe  darts  for  me  ? 
Unde  sapitttu  f    But  subdue  the  bard 
And  rationalize  a  little.     Eight  months  since. 
Had  we,  or  had  we  not,  incurred  your  blaiTie 
For  letting  *scape  unpunished  this  bad  pair  ? 


I  think  I  proved  that  in  last  paragraph ! 
Why  did  we  so  ?    Because  our  courage  failttd* 
Wherefore  ?   Through  lack  of  arms  to  fight  the 

foe : 
We  had  no  arms  or  merely  lawful  ones. 
An  unimportant  sword  and  blunderbuss, 
Against  a  foe,  pollent  in  potency. 
The  amasius^  and  our  vixen  of  a  wife. 
Well  then,  how  culpablv  do  we  ^rd  loin 
And  once  more  unaertske  the  high  emprsM, 
Unless  we  load  ourselves  this  second  time 
With  handsome  superfluity  of  amis. 
Since  better  is  '^  too  much  '^  than  '*  not  enough,'* 
And  **  jWtts  aofi  m'a'al,'*  too  much  does  no  harm. 
Except  in  mathematics,  sages  say. 
Gather  instruction  from  the  parable  1 
At  first  we  are  advised  —  **  A  lad  hath  here 
Seven  barley  loaves  and  two  small  fishes :  what 
Is  that  among  so  many  ?  '*    Aptly  asked : 
But  put  that  question  twice  and,  quite  as  apt. 
The  answer  is,   '*  Fragments,  twelve  baskets 

full  I " 

And,  while  we  speak  of  superabundance,  fling 
We  word  by  the  way  to  fools  who  cast  their 

flout 
On  Guide  —  **  Punishment  were  pardoned  him, 
Bnt  here  the  punishment  exceeds  offence : 
He  might  be  just,  but  he  was  cruel  too  !  " 
Whv,  grant  there  seems  a  kind  of  cruelty  ^ 
In  downright  stabbing  people  he  could  maiin, 
(If  so  you  stigmatize  the  stem  and  strict) 
Still,  Guide  meaut  no  cruelty  —  may  plead 
Transgression  of  his  mandate,  over^eal 
0'  the  part  of  his  companions  :  all  he  craved 
Was,  thepr  should  frajr  the  faces  of  the  folk. 
Merely  disfigure,  nowise  make  them  die. 
Soiummodofassua  ett^  he  owns  no  more, 
DedUse  mandatum^  than  that  he  desired. 
Ad  ^iiiandum^  dieam^  that  they  hack 
And  hew,  i'  the  cnstomary  phrase,  his  wife 
Urorem  tantum^  and  no  harm  beside. 
If  his  instructions  then  be  misconceived. 
Nay,  disobeyed,  impute  you  blame  to  him  ? 
Cite  me  no  PaniooUus  to  the  point. 
As  adverse !    Oh,  I  quite  expect  his  case  — 
How  certain  noble  youths  of  Sicily 
Having  good  reason  to  mistrust  their  wives. 
Killed  them  and  were  absolved  in  consequence : 
While  others  who  had  gone  beyond  the  need 
By  mutilation  of  each  paramour  — 
As  Galb.'i  in  the  Horatian  satire  grieved 
— These  were  condemned  to  the  galleys,  east  for 

guilt 
Exceeding  simple  murder  of  a  wife. 
Bnt  why  ?    Because  of  ugliness,  and  not 
Cruelty,  in  the  said  revenge.  I  trow  1 
Er  causa  abacisnionis  partium  ; 
Qui  nemjie  id  facitntts  reputantur 
Naturtr  inimici,  man  revolts 
Against  them  as  the  natural  enemy. 
Pniy,  grant  to  one  who  meant  to  slit  the  nose 
Ana  slash  the  cheek  and  slur  the  month,  at 

most, 
A  somewhat  more  humane  award  than  these 
Obtained,  these  natural  enemies  of  man  1 
Obji'rtum  funditua  corruit^  flat  yon  falL 
My  FtHr  !    I  waste  no  kick  on  yon,  but  pass 
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Third  affgrnvation  :  that  onr  act  was  done  — 
Not  in  tne  pnblio  street,  where  safety  Bee, 
Not  in  tlie  by>plaoe,  caution  may  avoid. 
Wood,  cavern,    desert,    spots    contrived    for 

crime*  — 
But  in  the  very  house,  home,  nook  and  nest, 
(>*  the  victims,  murdered  in  their  dwelling^plaoe, 
Jn  domo  ac  kabitatione  ^propria,, 
Where  all  presumably  is  peace  and  joy. 
'I'he  spider,  crime,  pronounce  we  twice  a  pest 
When,  creeping  from  congenial  cottage,  sne 
Taketn  hola  with  her  haiuls,  to  horrilv 
His  household  more,  i'  the  palace  of  the  king. 
All  three  were  housed  and  sale  and  confident. 
Moreover,  the  permission  that  our  wife 
Should  have  at  length  domum  pro  carcere. 
Her  own  abode  in  place  of  prison  —  whv, 
We  ourselves  granted,  by  our  other  self 
And  proxy  Paolu :  did  we  nu^e  such  grant, 
Meaning  a  lure  ?  —  elude  the  vigilance 
O^  the  jailer,  lead  her  to  oommwlions  death. 
While  we  ostensibly  relented  ? 

Just  so  did  we,  nor  otherwise,  my  rise  ! 
Ih  vengeance  lawful  ?    We  demand  our  ri^t, 
Hut  find  it  will  be  auestioned  or  refused 
By  jailer,  turnkey,  nansdog,  —  what  know  we  f 
Pray,  how  is  it  we  should  conduct  ourselves  ? 
To  gain  our  private  right  —  break  public  peace, 
1  )o  you  bid  us  ?  —  trouble  order  with  our  broils  r 
finoanger  .  .  .  shall  I  shrink  to  own  .  .  .  our- 
selves ?  — 
\Mio  want  no  broken  head  nor  bloody  nose 
I  \\'liile  busied  slitting  noses,  breaking  heads) 
From  the  first  tijMtaff  that  may  interfere  1 
AVim  quicqutd  «it,  for  howsoever  it  be. 
An  de  consensu  nostro^  if  with  leave 
Or  not,  a  monasterio^  from  the  nuns, 
Kducta  esset^  she  had  been  led  forth, 
Pftluimus  id  dissimulare^  we 
May  well  have  granted  leave  in  pure  pretence, 
Ut  aditum  Aa6fre,  that  thereby 
An  entry  we  might  compass,  a  free  move 
Potuissemw^  to  her  easv  death, 
Ad  earn  occidendam.    Privacy 
O'  the  hearth,  and  sanctitude  of  home,  say  yon  ? 
Shall  we  give  man's  abode  more  privilrape 
Than  God's?  —  for  in  the  churches  wbere  he 

dwells. 
In  ouibus  assistit  Rtgum  Bex^  by  ra«uiii 
Of  his  essence,  per  essentiam,  all  the  same, 
Et  nihihminusj  therein,  in  eu, 
£r  justa  via  delinquens,  whoso  dares 
To  take  a  liberty  on  ground  enough, 
Ih  nardoned,  excusatw  :  that 's  our  case  — 
Delinquent  through  befitting  cause.    You  hold, 
To  punish  a  false  wife  in  her  own  house 
Ih  graver  than,  what  happens  every  day. 
To  hale  a  debtior  from  his  hiding-place 
In  church  protected  by  the  ^)acrament  ? 
To  this  conclusion  have  I  brought  my  Fiso  ? 
Foxes  have  hcdes,  and  fowls  o^  the  air  their 

nests: 
Praise  you  the  impiety  that  follows,  Fisc  ? 
Shall  false  wife  yet  have  where  to  lav  her  head  ? 
'*  Contra  Fiseum  de^nitum  est!''    He *s  doue  ! 
'*  Suroe  et  scribe^''  make  a  note  of  it ! 
—  If  I  may  dally  with  Aquinas'  word. 


Or  in  the  death-throe  does  he  mutter  still. 
Fourth  a^ispivation,  that  we  changed  ovr  gmrb. 
And  msticued  ourMlves  with  uncouth  hat. 
Rough  vest  and  goatskin  wrappage ;  mvraav«d 

thus 
Mutatione  oestium,  in  disguise. 
Whereby  mere  murder  ^t  complezed  with  wile. 
Turned  homicidium  ex  insidiis  f    Fisc, 
How  often  must  I  round  thee  in  the  ean  — 
All  means  are  lawful  to  a  lawful  end  ? 
Concede  he  had  the  right  to  kill  his  wife : 
The  Count  indulged  in  a  travesty ;  why  f 
De  ilia  ut  vindietam  sumeret. 
That  on  her  he  might  lawful  vengeance  take, 
CommodiuSy  wiUi  more  ease,  et  tutius. 
And  saf elier  :  wants  he  warrant  for  the  step  ? 
Read  to  thy  profit  how  the  Apostle  onoe 
For  ease  and  safety,  when  Damascus  raged, 
Was  let  down  in  a  basket  by  the  wall. 
To  'scape  the  malice  of  the  governor 
(Another  sort  of  Gk>vemor  Iwasts  Rome !) 
—  Many  are  of  opinion.  —  covered  dose. 
Concealed  with  -—  what  except  that  very  cloak 
He  left  behind  at  Troas  afterward  f 
1  shall  not  add  a  syllable :  Molinists  majjr  I 
Well,  have  we  more  to  manage  ?    Ay,  indeed  ! 
Fifth  afi^rnbvation.  that  our  wife  reposed 
Sub  potestate  judicis^  beneath 
Protection  of  the  judge,  —  her  house  was  styled 
A  prison,  and  his  power  became  its  guard 
In  lien  of  wall  ana  gate  and  bolt  and  biff. 
This  is  a  tough  point,  shrewd,  redoubtable : 
Because  we  have  to  supplicate  that  judg« 
Shall  overlook  wrong  done  the  judgment  scat. 
Now,  I  might  suffer  my  own  nose  be  pulled. 
As  roan :  but  then  as  father  ...  if  tne  Fisc 
Touched  one  hair  of  my  boy  who  held  my  hand 
In  confidence  he  could  not  come  to  harm 
Crossing  the  Corso,  at  my  own  desire. 
Going  to  see  those  bodies  in  the  chnvoli  — 
What  would  you  say  to  that,  Don  Hvadath  ? 
This  is  the  sole  and  single  knotty  pomt : 
For,  bid  Tommati  blink  his  interest. 
Ton  laud  his  magnanimity  the  wiule : 
But  balk  Tommati's  office.  —  he  talks  big ! 
""  My  predecessors  in  the  place,  —  those  sons 
O'  uie  prophets  that  may  hope  succeed  me 

here,  — 
Shall  I  diminish  their  prerogative  ? 
Count  Guide  Francesonini's  honor!  —  well. 
Has  the  Governor  of  Rome  none  ?  '* 

Ton  perceive. 
The  cards  are  all  against  us.    Make  a  push. 
Kick  over  table,  as  shrewd  gamesters  do  t 
We,  do  you  say,  encroach  upon  the  rights. 
Deny  the  onmipotenoe  o'  the  Judge  forsooth  ? 
We,  who  have  only  been  from  first  to  last 
Intending  that  his  purpose  should  prevail. 
Nay  more,  at  times,  aiiticipating  it 
At  risk  of  his  rebuke  ? 

But  wait  awhile ! 
Cannot  we  lump^  this  with  the  sixth  and  last 
Of  the  iu:gTavations  —  that  the  Majesty 
O*  the  Sovereign  here  received  a  wcmad  ?    to 

wit, 
Lasa  Majestas^  since  our 
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Was  out  of  eiiTy  to  the  ooune  of  law, 
In  odium  litis  f    We  cut  short  thereby 
Three  pending:  enits.  promoted  by  ooreelTes 
I'  the  main,  —  whien  worsens  crime,  actedit  ad 
JSxasperationem  criminiM  ! 

Yes,  here  the  eruptive  wrath  with  foil  effect  I 

How,  did  not  indignation  chain  my  tongne, 

Could  I  repel  this  last,  wont  chan^  of  all  I 

(There  is  a  porcupine  to  barbecue  ; 

Gi^  can  jug  a  rabbit  well  enon^. 

With  sour-sweet  sauce  and  pine-pips ;  but,  good 

Lord, 
Suppose  the  devil  instigate  the  wench 
To  stew,  not  roast  him  ?    Stew  mv  porcupine  ? 
If  she  does,  I  know  where  his  quills  shall  stick  1 
Come,  I  must  go  myself  and  see  to  things : 
I  cannot  stav  much  longer  stewing  here.) 
Our  Btomaen  ...  I  mean,  our  soul  is  stirred 

within. 
And  we  want  words.    We  wounded  Majesty  ? 
Fall  under  such  a  censure,  we  ?  —  who  yearned 
So  much  that  Bfajesty  dispel  the  cloud 
And  shine  on  us  with  healing  on  her  wines, 
That  we  prayed  Pope  Mckjtstas*  very  self 
To  anticipate  a  little  the  tard^  pack. 
Bell  us  forth  deep  the  authoritative  bay 
Should  start  the  beagles  into  sudden  yelp 
Unisonous,  —  and,  Ciospel  leading  Law, 
Grant  there  assemble  in  our  own  oehoof 
A  Congregation,  a  particular  Court, 
A  few  picKed  friends  of  quality  and  plaoCi 
To  hear  the  several  matters  in  dispute. 
Clauses  big,  little,  and  indifferent, 
Bred  of  our  marriage  like  a  mushroom-growth. 
All  at  once  (can  one  brush  off  such  too  soon  ?) 
And  so  with  laudable  dispatch  decide 
\Vbether  we,  in  the  main  <to  sink  detail) 
Were  one  the  Pope  should  hold  fast  or  let  go. 
"  What,  take  the  credit  from  the  Law  f  ^^yo 

ask? 

Indeed,  we  did  1    Law  dueks  to  Gospel  here : 
\Vhy  ^ould  Law  ^in  the  glory  and  pronounce 
A  judgment  shall  immortalize  the  Pope  ? 
Yes :  our  selfHbbnegatiiig  policy 
Was  JoaVs  —  we  would    rouse    our    David^s 

sloth, 
Bid  him  encamp  against  a  city,  sack 
A  place  whereto  ourselves  had  long  laid  seige. 
Lest,  taking  it  at  last,  it  take  our  name 
Nor  oe  styled  Innoctntinopolift. 
But  no  I    The  modesty  was  in  alarm. 
The  temperance  refused  to  interfere, 
Rotnmed  us  our  petition  with  the  word 
**  Ad   judice*    suos,^^     '^  Leave    him    to    his 

Judge!'' 
As  who  should  say,^'  Uliy  trouble  my  repose  ? 
Why  consult  Peter  in  a  simple  enne, 
Peter's  wife's  sister  in  her  fever-fit 
Might  solve  as  readily  as  the  Apostle^s  self  ? 
Are  my  Tribunals  posed  by  angnt  so  plain  ? 
Hath  not  my  Court  a  conscience  ?    It  is  of  age, 
Ask  it!" 

We  do  ask,  —  but,  inspire  replr 
To  the  Court  thou  bidst  me  ask,   as  1  have 

asked  — 
Oh  thou,  who  vieilantly  dost  attend 


you 


To  even  the  few,  the  ineffectual  words 
Which  rise  fiom  this   our  low  and  mundane 

sphere 
Up  to  tny  region  out  of  smoke  and  nmse. 
Seeking  corroboration  from  thy  nod 
Who  art  all  justice  —  which  means  mercy  too. 
In  a  low  noisy  smoky  world  like  ours 
Where  Adam's  sin  made  peccable  his  seed  ! 
We  venerate  the  father  oi  the  flock. 
Whose  last  faint  sands  of  life,  the  frittered 

gold, 
Fall  noiselesslv,  yet  all  too  fisst,  o'  the  cone 
And  twpering  neatp  of  those  collected  ^ars : 
Never  have  these  been  hurried  in  their  flow. 
Though  justice  fain  would  jo^  reluctant  arm. 
In  eagerness  to  take  the  forfeiture 
Of  guilty  life  :  much  Ims  shidl  mere^  sue 
In  vain  that  thou  let  innocence  survive, 
Precipitate  no  minim  of  the  mass 
O'  the  alKso  orectous  moments  of  thy  Hfe, 
By  pushing  duido  into  death  and  doom  ! 

(Our  Cardinal  engages  to  go  read 

The  Pope  my  speech,  and  point  its  beauties 

out. 
They    say,  the   Pope  has   one   half-hour,  in 

twelve. 
Of  something  like  a  moderate  return 
Of  the  intellectuals,  —  never  much  to  lose !  — 
If  I  adroitly  plant  this  passage  there. 
The  Fisc  will  And  himself  forestalled,  I  think. 
Though  he  stand,  beat  till  the  old  ear-drum 

break  ! 
—  Ah,  boy  of  my  own  bowels,  Hjacinth, 
Wilt  ever  catch  the  knack,  requite  the  pains 
Of  poor  papa,  become  proficient  too 
I'  the  how  and  why  and  when,  the  time  to 

Utngh, 
The  time  to  weep,  the  time,  again,  to  pra^. 
And  all  the  times  prescribed  by  Holy  Wnt  ? 
Well,  well,  we  fathers  can  but  care,  but  east 
Our  bread  upon  the  waters  I ) 

In  a  word. 
These  secondary  charges  go  to  ground. 
Since  secondary,  and  superfluous,  —  motes 
Quite  from  the  main  point:   we  did  all  and 

some. 
Little  and  nnieh.  adjunct  and  principal, 
CauMi  honoris.    Is  there  such  a  canse 
As  the  sake  of  honor  ?    By  that  sole  test  try 
Our  action,  nor  demand  if  more  or  less. 
Because  of  the  action's  mode,  we  merit  blame 
Or  maybe  deserve  praise  !    The  Court  decides. 
Is  the  end  lawful  ?    It  allows  the  means : 
What  we  may  do,  we  may  with  safety  do. 
And  what  means  '*  safety  "  we  ourselves  must 

judge. 
Put  case  a  person  wrongs  me  past  dispute : 
If  ray  le^timate  vengeance  be  a  blow. 
Mistrusting  my  b«re  arm  can  deal  that  Uow, 
I  claim  co-operation  of  a  stick  ; 
Doubtful  if  stick  be  tough,  I  crave  a  sword  ; 
Diffident  of  ability  in  fence, 
I  fee  a  friend,  a  swordsman  to  assi^  : 
Take  one  —  he  may  be  coward,  fool  or  knave  : 
Why  not  take  fifty  ?  —  and  if  these  exceed 
I*  the  due  degree  of  drubbing,  whom  accuse 
But  the  flxvt  author  of  the  aforesaid  wrong 
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Wlio  put  poor  me  to  aach  a  vrorld  of  pains  ? 
^^u^fel*y  would  have  jiut  exeUed  a  wart ; 
llie  patient  made  such  pother.  Htrug^led  so 
That  the  sharp  instrument  Mlioed  nuoe  and  all* 
Taunt  us  not  that  our  friends  performed  for 

pay  I 
Ourselves  had  toiled  for  simple  honor *s  sake  : 
Hut  country  clowns  want  dirt  they  c<imprehend, 
The  piece  of  gold  !      Our  reaM>ns,  whicn  suilloe 
(hirselves,  be  ours  alone  :  oar  piece  i)f  i^old 
lie,  to  the  rustic,  reason  ne  approves  ! 
We  must  translate  our  motives  like  our  speech, 
Into  the  lower  phrase  that  suits  the  sense 
O*  the  limitedly  apprehensive.    Let 
Each  level  have  its  lansrua^  1    Heaven  speaks 

first 
To  the  ans^el,  then  the  an^l  tames  the  word 
Down  to  ttie  ear  of  Tobit :  hct  in  turn, 
Diminishes  the  messaee  to  his  dog, 
And  finally  that  dog  mids  how  the  flea 
(Which    else,  importunate,  might   check  his 

speed) 
Shall  learn  its  hunger  must  have  holiday. 
By  application  of  his  tongue  or  paw : 
So  many  varied  sorts  of  language  here, 
Each  following  each  with  pace  to  match  the 

step, 
Uaud  paribus  aquis  I 

Talking  of  which  flea. 
Reminds  me  I  must  put  in  special  word 
For   the   poor   humDle   following,  —  the  four 

friends, 
Sicarii^  our  assassins  canght  and  caged. 
Ourselves  are  safe  in  your  approval  now : 
Yet  must  we  care  for  our  companions,  plead 
The  cause  o*  the  poor,  the  friends  (of  old-world 

faith) 
Who  lie  in  tribulation  for  our  sake. 
Pauperum  Procurator  is  my  style ; 
I  stand  forth  as  the  poor  man^s  advocate  : 
And  when  we  treat  of  what  concerns  the  poor, 
Et  cum  agatur  de  pauperihus^ 
In  bondage,  carceratis,  for  their  sake, 
In  eorum  causU^  natural  piety, 
Pifftas^  ever  ought  to  win  the  day, 
Triumphnre  debet^  quia  ip»i  Kunt^  ^ 
Because  those  very  panpers  constitute, 
Thesaurui  Chrisli,  all  the  wealth  of  Christ. 
Nevertheless  I  shall  not  hold  you  long 
With  multiplicity  of  proofs,  nor  bum 
Candle  at  noontide,  clarify  the  clear. 
There    beams    a    case    refulgent    from    our 

books  — 
Castrensis,  Butringaxins,  everywhere 
I  find  it  bum  to  dissipate  the  dark. 
*T  is  this :    a   husband  had   a  friend,  which 

friend^ 
Seemed  to  him  over-friendly  with  his  wife 
In  thought  and  purpose.  —  I  pretend  no  more. 
To  jnstify  suspicion  or  dis|)el, 
He  bids  his  wife  make  show  of  giving  heed. 
Semblance  of  sympathy  ^  proiiose,  in  fine, 
A  secret  meeting  in  a  private  place. 
The  friend,  enticed  thus,  finds  an  ambuscade, 
To  wit,  the  huHband  ported  with  a  pack 
Of  other  friends,  who  fall  upon  the  first 
And  beat  his  love  and  life  out  both  at  once. 


These  friends  were    brought  to  question  for 

their  help ; 
Law  ruled,  *'  The  husband  being  in  the  right* 
Who  helped  him  in  the  right  can  scarce  be 

wrong'*  — 
Opinio,  an  opinion  every  way. 
MuUum  tenenda  cordis  heait  snould  hold  1 
When  the  inf erion  follow  as  befits 
The  lead  o'  the  principal,  they  change  their 

name, 
And,  nan  dicuntWy  are  no  longer  called 
His  mandatories,  mandator it\ 
But  helpmates,  sed  auxiliatores ;  sinee 
To  that  d^ree  does  honoris  sake  lend  aid, 
Adeo  konoriM  cauaa  est  ^caXy 
That  not  alone,  non  wlum^  does  it  poor 
Itself  ont,  t€  d\ffundai.  on  mere  friends 
We  bring  to  do  our  bidding  of  this  sort. 
In  manaatorioK  »implice$^  but  sucks 
Along  with  it  in  wide  and  generous  wfairi, 
Sed  etiam  assasainii  qualitaU 
(^alificatos^  people  qualified 
By  the  quality  ot  assassination's  self. 
Dare  I  make  use  of  such  neologism, 
Ut  utar  verba. 

Haste  we  to  conclude : 
Of  the  other  points  that  favor,  leave  some  few 
For  Spreti ;  such  as  the  delinquents*  youth. 
One  of  them  falls  short,  by  some  months,  of 

age 
Fit  to  be  managed  by  the  gallows ;  two 
May  plead  exemption  from  our  law's  award. 
Being  foreigners,  subjects  of  the  Granduke  — 
I  spare  that  bone  to  <Spreti.  and  reserve 
Myself  the  juicier  breast  ot  argum^it — 
Flinging  the  breast-blade  i'  the  face  o'  the  Fiao, 
Who  furnished  me  the  tidbit :  he  must  needs 
Plav  off  his  privilege  and  rack  the  downs,  — 
Ana  tliey,  at  instance  of  the  rack,  confew 
All  four  unanimously  made  resolve,  — 
The   night   o'  the   murder,  in   brief   minnie 

snatched 
Behind  the  back  of  Guido  as  he  fled,  — 
That,  since  he  had  not  kept  liis  promise,  paid 
The  money  for  the  murder  on  tiie  spot. 
So,  reaching  home  again,  might  please  ignore 
The  pact  or  pay  them  in  improper  coin,  — 
They   one    and   all    resolved,    these    hopeful 

friends, 
*T  were  best  inaugurate  the  morrow's  light, 
Nature  recruited  with  her  due  repose, 
B^  killing  Guido  as  he  lay  asleep 
Allowed  on  wallet  which  contained  their  fee. 

I  thank  the  Fine  for  knowledge  of  this  fact: 

What  fact  could  hope  to  make  more  manifest 

Their  rectitude,  Guido *s  integrity  ? 

For  who  fails  recognize  the  tonching  truth 

That  these  poor  rustics  bore  no  envy,  hate. 

Malice  nor  yet  uncharitableness 

Against  the  people  they  liad  put  to  death  * 

In  them,  did  such  an  act  reward  itself  ? 

All  done  was  to  deserve  the  simple  pay. 

Obtain    the    bread  clowns  earn  by  sweat   ol 

brow. 
And    missing    nhieh.   they    missed  of   every- 
thing ■ 
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Udiiee  claimed  pay,  even  at  expense  of  tile 
To  thiiii'  own  lord,  so  little  warped  (admire  !) 
By  prepoaoewion,  enoh  the  abfloittt4» 
IiiMtinct  of  equity  in  nutio  Bonis  I 
Whereas  onr  Count,  the  onltivat«)d  mind, 
ile,  whoUY  rapt  in  his  serene  regard 
Of  honor,  he  oontemplatingr  the  sun. 
Who  hardly  marks  it  taper  blink  below. 
He,  dreamiim:  of  no  argument  for  death 
Except  a  vengeance  worthy  noble  hearts.  — 
Dnrea  not  so  desecrate  the  deed,  f  oisooth. 
Vulgarize  vengeance,  as  defray  its  cost 
By  money  dug  from  out  the  dirty  earth. 
Irritant  mere,  in  Ovid's  phrase,  to  ill. 
What  though  he  lured  base  liinds  by  lucre's 

hope,  — ^ 
The  only  motive  they  could  masticate. 
Milk  for  babes,  not  struug  meat  which  men  re- 

qnire? 
The  deed  done,  those  coarse  hands  were  soiled 

enough, 
He  spared  them  the  pollution  of  the  pay. 
Su  much  for  the  alleicement,  thina,  my  rise, 
Quo  nil  abturdius^  than  which  naught  more 

mad, 
ExrogUari  poUatf  may  be  sqneeaed 
From  out  tne  cc^tative  bnun  of  thee ! 

And  now,  thoa  excellent  the  Governor  I 

(Push  to  the  peroration;  casterum 

JCmxe  tupplicoj  I  strive  in  praver, 

Ut  damimt  in«is,  that  unto  the  Court, 

BenignafronU^  with  a  gracious  brow, 

Et  oeulia  Merenu,  and  mild  eyes, 

Ferpendere  plactat^  it  may  please  them  weigh. 

Quod  domitnu  Guido^  that  our  noUe  Count, 

Ckeidit^  did  the  killing  in  dispute, 

Vt  ejus  honor  tumulatus^  that 

The  honor  of  him  buried  fathom-deep 

In  infamy,  in  i^famia^  might  arise, 

Resurfferet,  as  ghost  brealn  sepulchre  I 

Occidit.  for  he  killed,  uxorem,  wife. 

Quia  iiii/uiu  since  slie  was  to  him, 

Opjtrobno,  a  disgrace  and  nothing  more ! 

At  ffenitortB^  killed  her  parents  too, 

Oai,  who,  poaiponta  vertcundia^ 

Having  thirown  off  all  sort  of  decency, 

Filiam  repudianmi^  had  renounced 

Their  daughter,  atque  deelarare  non 

JCruintemnt^  nor  felt  blush  tinge  cheek, 

l>ecUiring,  meretrictM  ffenitam 

EMwen  she  was  the  offspring  of  a  drab, 

Ut  ipse  dehaneataretw,  mst 

That  so  himself  might  lose  his  social  rank  1 

Chjus  mentem,  and  which  daughter's  heart  and 

soul, 
ll»ey,   pervertennU,    turned    from    the    right 


hateful  so 
nobilibug 


Et  ad  iUieiiOB  amcrtt  non 

UunUaxat  peUexerunt^  and  to  love 

Not  simply  did  alluringly  incite, 

S*-d  vi  ooedietUio!.  but  by  force 

i  y  the  duty,  ^filiali$^  danghten  owe, 

Cof^eruni^  forced  and  drove  her  to  the  deed : 

Orctdit^  I  repeat  be  killed  the  clan, 

»  teiitcet  ampliut  in  dfderart^ 

liMit  peradventure  longer  life  might  trail. 

VitftrH^  link  bv  link  hiH  tnrpt^nda. 


Inviius  eansanpuineis^  h 

To  kith  and  kmdred,  a 

yotatus,  shunned  by  men  of  quality, 

HtlictU9  a6  amicij,  left  i'  the  lurch 

By  friends,  ab  omnibus  derisus^  turned 

A  common  hack-block  to  try  edge  of  jokes. 

Occidit,  and  he  killed  them  here  in  Home, 

In  Urbe^  the  Eternal  City,  ^ira, 

Nempe  qua  alias  spectata  e«(, 

llie  appropriate  theatre  which  witnessed  once, 

Matronam  nolniem,  Lueretia's  self, 

AUuere  pudicititB  maadas. 

Wash  Off  the  spots  of  her  pudicity. 

Sanguine  propria^  with  her  own  pure  blood ; 

QtME  vidit.  and  which  city  also  saw, 

Patrem,  Virginius,  undeguaque,  quite, 

Impunem^  with  no  sort  of  puuishmeut. 

Nor,  et  non  illaudatum,  lacking  praise, 

Sed  poUuenUm  parricidio^ 

Imbrue  his  hands  with  butchery,  ^t<K, 

Of  chaste  Virginia,  to  avoid  a  rape, 

iVe  rajperetur  ad  stupra:  so  to  heart, 

T&ntt  lUi  cordifuit,  did  he  take, 

Suspicioj  the  mere  ifancy  men  might  have, 

Honoris  amittendi^  of  fame's  loss, 

Ut  potius  voluierit  filia 

Oroari,  he  pief  erred  to  lose  his  child, 

Q*Mm  ilia  xneederet^  rather  than  she  walk 

The  ways  an,  inAoaesfa,  child  disgraced, 

Luxt  non  sttonte,  though  against  h»T  will. 

OccidU  -^  killiMl  them,  I  reiterate  — 

In  propria  domo,  in  their  own  abode, 

Ut  adultera  et  parttUes^,  that  each  wretch, 

Conscii  agnoscerent^  might  both  see  and  say. 

Nullum  locum^  there  's  no  place,  nvUlumque  esse 

Asylum^  nor  yet  refuge  of  escape, 

Impewirabilem^  shaUserve  as  oar, 

Honori  laso^  to  the  wounded  one 

In  honor ;  neve  i6i  opnrobria 

Continuarentur,  killea  them  on  the  spot 

Moreover,  dreading  lest  within  those  walls 

The  opprobrium  peradventnre  be  prolonged, 

Et  domusmuB  testis ^it  turpium. 

And  that  the  domicile  which  witnessed  crime, 

Essti  et  pcena,  might  watch  punishment : 

Occidit^  killed,  I  round  yon  m  the  ears. 

Quia  alio  modo,  since  by  other  mode, 

Jvon  poterai  ^us  existimation 

There  was  no  poaribility  his  fame, 

Lasa^  gashed  griesly,  tarn  enormiter^ 

Ducere  eicatriees^  might  be  healed  : 

Orcidit  ut  eiem^um  preeberet 

Uxoribus^  ^^itn  her,  so  to  lesson  wives 

Jura  conjugii,  that  the  marriage-oath. 

Esse  srrvandan  must  be  kept  henceforth  : 

Occidit  denique^  killed  her,  in  a  word, 

Ut  pro  posse  konestus  viveret^ 

That  he,  please  God,  might  creditably  live. 

Sin  miRM,  bat  if  fate  willed  otherwise, 

Proprii  honoris^  of  his  outraged  famci 

Offensi^  by  Maanaia,  if  yon  please, 

Commiseranda  victima  caderet^ 

The  pitiable  victim  he  should  fall ! 

Done  1    I'  the  rongh,  i'  the  longh  1    But  done  I 

And,  lo, 
I  juided  and  stranded  lies  my  very  spc^ech. 
My  miracle,  my  monster  of  defence  - 
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Leviathan  into  the  nose  whereof 

I  have  put   iiah-hook,  pierced    his  jaw  with 

thorn. 
And  given  him  to  ray  maidens  for  a  pk.^  1 
I*  the  rough :  to-morrow  I  review  my  piece 
Taiue  here  and  there  undue  floridity. 
It 's  hard :  yon  have    to  plead    before  these 

priests 
And  poke  at  them  with  Scripture,  or  you  pass 
For  heathen  and,  what  *s  worse,  for  igpiorant 
O*  the  qualitv  o'  the  Court  and  what  it  likes 
By  way  of  illustration  of  the  law. 
To-morrow  stick  in  this,  and  throw  out  that, 
And,  having  first  ecdesiastioized, 
Kejnilarize  the  whole,  next  emphasize, 
Then  latinize,  and  lastly  Ciceio-ize, 
Giving    my    Fise    his    finish.      There  ^s    my 

speech  I 
And  where  ^s  my  fry,  and  family  and  friends  ? 
Where  ^s  that  huge  Hyacinth  I  mean  to  huff 
Till   he   cries   out,     ""^  Jam  $atisl     Let   me 

breathe !  '^ 
Now,  what  an  evening  have  I  earned  to-day  ! 
Hail,  ye  true  pleasures,  all  the  rest  are  false  i 
Oh,  the  old  mother,  oh,  the  fattish  wife  J 
Rogue  Hyacinth  shall  put  on  paper  toque. 
And  wrap  himself  around  witn  mammals  veil 
Done  up  to  imitate  papftV  black  robe, 
(I  *m  iu  the  secret  or  toe  comedy,  — 
Part  of  the  program  leaked  out  long  ago !) 
And  call  himself  the  Advocate  o'  the  roor, 
Mimic  Don  father  that  defends  tlie  Count : 
And  for  reward  shall  have  a  small  full  glass 
Of  manly  red  roeolio  to  himself, 

—  Always  provided  that  he  conjugate 
Bibo^  I  drink,  correctly  -^  nor  be  found 
Make  the  perjfjeetum,  bipti,  as  last  year  I 
How  the  ambitions  do  so  harden  heart 
As  lightly  hold  by  these  home-sanctitudeB, 
To  me  is  matter  of  bewilderment  — 
Bewilderment  1    Because  ambition^s  range 
Is  nowise  tethered  by  domestic  tie  : 

Am  I  refused  an  outlet  from  my  home 

To  the  world's  stage  ?  —  whereon  a  man  ahould 

play 
The  man  in  pnblic,  vigilant  for  law. 
Zealous  for  truth,  a  credit  to  his  kuid. 
Nay,  —  since,  employing  talent  so,  I  yield 
The  Lord  his  own  again  with  mmrv,  — 
A  satifif action,  yea,  to  Ood  himself  ! 
Well,  I  have  modelled  me  by  Agur^s  wish, 
**  Remove  far  from  me  vanity  and  lies. 
Feed  me  with  food  convenient  forme  ! ''    What 
V  thn  world  shonld  a  wise  man  require  beyond  ? 
Can  I  but  coax  the  good  fat  little  wife 
To  tell  her  fool  of  a  father  the  mad  prank 
His  scape<nwie  nephew  played  this  time  last 

year 
At  Carnival !    He  eonld  not  choose,  I  think. 
But  modify  that  ineoosidemte  gift 
O'  the  cup  and  cover  (somewhere  in  the  will 
Under  the  nillow,  some  one  seems  to  guess) 

—  Correct  that  clanse  in  favor  of  a  boy 

The  trifle  ought  to  grace,  with  name  engraved, 
Would  look  so  well,  produced  m  future  yt 
To  pledge  a  memory,  when  poor  papa 
Latin  and  law  are  long  sinoe  laid  at  rest 
Hyacintho  dot»  dedit  avua  !    Why, 


The  wife  should  get  a  necklace  for  her  paiiia, 

The  very  pearls  that  made  Violante  prund. 

And  Pietro  pawned  for  half  their  vame  onoe,  — 

Redeemable  by  somebody,  ne  sii 

Marita  qwB  rotundioribuM 

Onusta  mammis  .  .  .  baccit  ambuUt: 

Her  bosom  shall  display  the  big  round  balls. 

No  braver  proudly  bcwne  by  wedded  wife  I 

With  which  Horatian  promise  I  conolude. 

Lito  the  pigeon4iole  with  thee,  my  speech  I 
Off  and  away,  first  work,  then  play,  play,  play! 
Bottini,  bum  thy  books,  thou  blaan^  aas  I 
SSing  '"'  Tra-la-la,  for,  lambkins,  we  mast  live  !  ** 
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Had  I  God's  leave,  how  I  would  alter  things ! 

If  I  mieht  read  instead  of  print  my  neech,  — 

Ay.  and  enliven  speech  with  many  a  flower 

Refuses  obstinate  to  blow  in  print. 

As  wildings  planted  in  a  prim  parterre, — 

lliis  sourvv  room  were  turned  an  immense  hall ; 

Opposite,  nfty  judges  in  a  row ; 

This  side  and  that  of  me,  for  andienee  —  Rome : 

And,  where  yon  window  is,  the  Pope  should 

hide  — 
Watch,  curtained,  but  peep  visibly  emmgh. 
A  buzz  of  expectation  I    Throngh  the  crowd. 
Jingling  his  chain  and  stumping  with  hiasteff. 
Up  comes  an  usher,  louts  him  low,  '*  The  Court 
Re<iuires  the  allocution  of  the  Fisc  1  '* 
I  rise,  I  bend,  I  look  about  me,  naiise 
O'er  the  hushed   multitude :    i  count  —  One, 

two 


Have  ye  seen.  Judges,  have  ye,  lights  of  law,  — 
When  it  may  hap  some  painter,  much  in  vogue 
Throughout  our  city  nutritive  of  arta. 
Ye  summon  to  a  task  shall  test  his  worth. 
To  manufacture,  as  he  knows  and  can, 
A  work  may  decorate  a  nalace-wall. 
Affords  my  lords  their  Holy  Family,  — 
Hath  it  escaped  the  acumen  of  the  Court 
How  such  a  painter  sets  himself  to  Punt? 
Suppose  that  Joseph,  Mary  and  her^ahe 
A-ioumeying  to  Effypt,  prove  the  piece  : 
Why,  first  he  sedulouslv  praetiseth. 
This  painter,  —  girding  loin  and  lighting  lamp.  — 
On  what  may  nourish  eye,  make  facile  hand ; 
Getteth  him  studies  (styled  bv  draughtsmen  ^f 
From  some  assistant  corpse  ot  Jew  or  Turk 
Or,  haply,  Molinist,  he  cuts  and  carves,  — 
This  Luca  or  this  Carlo  or  the  like. 
To  him  the  bones  their  inmost  secret  yield. 
Each  notch  and  nodule  signify  their  use : 
On  him  the  muscles  turn,  in  triple  tier. 
And  pleasantly  entreat  the  entrusted  man 
*'  Familiarize  thee  with  our  play  that  lifts 
Thus,  and  thus  lowen   again,  leg,  arm  and 
foot  I" 
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—  KnwiTim-  doe  eonectiMM  in  the  nude. 
Wbioh  done,  is  ail  done?    Notawhit,yeknowI 
lie,  —  to  art*e  anifMe  rinn^  from  ber  depth,— 
If  eoiDe  flaaE*t>ollad  aoft-benrded  size  be  found, 
May  simuibte  a  Joeeph,^  (luHypy  chance  U  — 
Umneth  exaet  each  wnakle  of  the  brow, 
1  ^oaeth  no  inTolutiou,  cheek  or  chap, 
TiU  lo,  in  black  and  white,  the  senior  lives ! 
Im  it  a  yonnpr  and  oomelT  peaaaat-nnrse 
'Diat  poseth  ?  (be  the  phnse  aooorded  me  !) 
Each  feminine  deliaht  of  florid  lip, 
Eyes  brimming  o*er  and    brow  bowed  down 

with  lore. 
Marmoreal  neck  and  bosom  nbermis,  — 
(tUmI  on  the  paper  in  a  trice  they  go 
To  help  his  notion  of  the  Mother>maid : 
Mf  thinks  I  see  it,  chalk  a  little  stmnped  I 
Yea  and  her  babe  —  that  fleznre  of  soft  limbs, 
lliat  bndding  face  imbaed  with  dew^  sleep, 
( Vmtribnte  each  an  excellence  to  Christ. 
Nay,  since  he  hnmbly  lent  companionship, 
Even  the  poor  ass,  nnpanniered  and  elate 
Stands,  perks  an  ear  up,  he  a  model  too ; 
While  olooted  shoon,  staff,  scrip  and  watsr- 

gourd,  — 
Angfat  may  betoken  travel,  heat  and  haste,  — 
No  iot  nor  tittle  of  these  but  in  its  tnm 
Ministers  to  perfection  of  the  piece  : 
Till    now,   such    piece    before    him,  part    by 

part,— 
Such  prelude  ended,  —  pause  onr  painter  may. 
Submit  his  fifty  studies  one  by  one, 
Vud  in  some  sort  boast  '*  I  have  served  my 

lords.'* 

Bat  what?    And  bath  he  painted  once  this 

while  ? 
<>r  when  ye  er^,  **  Ptodnce  the  thing  required, 
Show  us  our  picture  shall  rejoice  its  niche. 
Thy    Journey   through    the    Desert   dome   in 

oibl"  — 
What,  doth  befall  to  shuffling  'mid  his  sheets, 
Fumbling  for  fint  this,  then  the  other  fact 
Consigned   to   paper, —  *' studies,"    bear    the 

term  I  — 
And  streteh  a  eanvas,  mix  a  pot  (yf  paste, 
And  fasten  hers  a  head  and  there  a  tail, 
(The  ass  hath  one,  my  Judges !)  so  dore-tail 
(>r,  rather,  aai  tail  in,  piece  lorrily  out  — 
Br  bits  of  reproduction  of  the  life  — 
The  picture,  the  expected  Family  ? 
I  trow  not  1  do  I  miai  with  my  conceit 
The  mark,  mv  lords  ?  —  not  so  my  lords  were 

serred  1 
Rather  your  artist  turns  abrupt  from  these. 
And  preferably  buries  him  and  broods 
(Quire  awmy  from  aught  vulgar  and  extern) 
(hi  the  inner  spectrum,  filtered  through  the  eye, 
His  bfiin-deposit,  bred  of  many  a  drop, 
Eplwrifmg  utiusi .-  and  the  wiser  he ! 
F»r  in  that  brain,  —  their  fancy  sees  at  work. 
Could  my  lords  peep  indulged,  —  results  alone, 
Not  pmcesses  wfiich  nourish  such  re^mlts. 
Would  they  discover  and  appreciate.  —  life 
Fed  bv  digestion,  not  raw  food  itself, 
No  gobbets  but  smooth  comfortable  chyme 
Secret*^  from  each  anapped-up  crudity,  — ' 
l^^ess  distinct,  part  by  part,  but  in  the  whole 


Truer  to  the  snbjeetj  —  the  imun  oentral  truth 
And  soul  o'  the  pietnre,  wonld  my  Judges 

spy,— 
Not  those  mere  fragmentary  studied  facts 
Which    answer  to   the    outward    frame   and 

flash  — 
Not  this  nose,  not  that  eyebrow,  the  other  fact 
Of  man's  staff,  woman ^s  stole  or  infant's  clout. 
But  lo,  a  spirit-birth  eoneeived  of  flesh, 
Truth  rare  and  real,  not  transcripts,  fact  and 

false. 
The  studies  —  for  his  pupils  and  himself  t 
The  picture  be  for  our  eximious  Rome 
And  —  who  knows  ?  —  satisfv  its  Governor, 
Whose  new  wing  to  the  villa  he  hath  bought 
(God  give  him  joy  of  it)  by  Capena,  soon 
(*T  is  bruited)  shall  be  growing  with  the  brush 
Of  who  hath  long  surpused  the  Florentine, 
The  Urbinate  ami  .  .  .  what  if  I  dared  add, 
Even  his  master,  yea  the  Cortonese,  — 
I  roeflm  the  aceomplished  Giro  Ferri,  Sirs  I 
(—  Did  not  he  die  ?    I  '11  see  before  I  print.) 

End  we  exordium,  PhcBbus  plucks  my  ear  ! 

Thus  then,  just  so  and  no  wnit  otherwise, 

Have  I,  —  engaged  as  I  were  Giro's  self, 

To  paint  a  parallel,  a  Family, 

The  patriarch  Pietro  with  his  wise  old  wife 

To  boot  (as  if  one  introduced  Saint  Anne 

By  bold  conjecture  to  complete  the  group) 

And  juvenile  Pumpilia  with  her  babe, 

Who,  seeking  safety  in  the  wilderness. 

Were    all    suiprised    by   Herod,    while   out*- 

stretched 
In  sleep  beneath  a  palm-tree  by  a  spring, 
And  killed  —  the  very  oiroumstance  I  paint. 
Moving  the  pity  and  terror  of  my  lords  — 
Exacthr  so  nave  1,  a  month  at  least. 
Your  ^scaL,  made  me  oognixant  of  facts. 
Searched  out,  pried  into,  pressed  the  meaning 

forth 
Of  every  piece  of  evidence  in  point. 
How  bloodv  Herod  slew  these  innocents,  — 
Until  the  glad  result  is  gained,  the  group 
Demonstrably  presentea  in  detail. 
Their  slumber  and  his  onslaught,  —  like  as  life. 
Yea,  and.  availing  me  of  help  allowed 
By  Law,  oisoreet  provision  lest  my  loids 
Be  too  much  troubled  by  effrontery,  — 
The  rack,  law  plies  suspected  crime  withal  — 
(Law  that  hath  listened  while  the  Ivrist  sang 
**  Lene  tormetUttm  ingenio  a«imovf». 
Gently  thou  joggest  bv  a  twinge  the  wit, 
*'  Plerumque  ditro,^^  eue  were  slow  to  blab  I) 
Throui^  this  concession  my  full  cup  runs  o'er : 
The  guilty  owns  his  guilt  without  reserve. 
Therofore  by  part  and  part  I  clutch  my  case 
Which,  in  entirety  now,  —  momentous  task,  — 
My  lords  demand,  so  render  them  I  must, 
Since,  one  poor  pleading  more  and  I  have  don& 
But  shall  1  ply  my  papers,  play  my  proofii, 
Parade  my  studies,  fifty  in  a  row. 
As  though  the  Court  were  yet  in  pupilage, 
Claimed  not  the  artistes  ultimate  appeal  ? 
Much  rather  let  me  soar  the  height  prescribed 
And,  bowing  low,  proffer  my  picture's  self  I 
No  more  of  proof,  disproof,  —  such  virtne  was. 
Such  vioe  was  never  in  Pompilia,  now  ' 
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Far  bettor  say  '/  Behold  Pompilia  ! ''  -  for 

I  leave  the  f  aunily  as  uomauatrvable. 

And  stick  to  just  one  portrait,  but  life-dze.) 

Math  oaliimny  imputed  to  the  fair 

A  blemish,  mole  on  cheek  or  wart  on  ohin, 

Much    more,   blind   hidden    horrora    best   an- 

named? 
SluiU  I  descend  to  proTe  vou,  point  by  point. 
Never  was  knock-knee  Known  nor  splay-foot 

found 
In  Phryne  ?    (I  must  let  the  portrait  go. 
Content  me  with  the  model,  I  believe)  — 

—  I  prove  this  ?^    An  indignant  sweep  of  hand. 
Dash  at  and  doiufp  away  with  drapery. 

And,  —  use  vour  eyes,  Athenians,  smooth  she 

smiles  I 
Or,  —  since  my  client  can  no  longer  smile, 
Aud  more  appropriate  instances  abound,  — 
What  is  tliis  Tale  of  Tarquin,  how  the  slave 
Was  caught  by  him,  preferred  to  CoUatine  ? 
Then,  even  from  thy  corpseHsluthes  virginal, 
Look'st  the  lie  dead,  Lucretia  t 

Thus  at  least 
I,  by  the  ^fnidance  of  antiquity, 
(Our  one  mfallible  guide  J  now  operate, 
r>ure  that  the  iunocenoe  thns  shown  is  safe  ; 
Sure,  too,  that,  while  I  plead,  the  echoes  cry 
(Lend  my  weak   voice   thy   trump,  sonorous 

Fame!) 
**  Monstrosity  the  Phrynean  shape  shall  mar, 
Lucretia^s  soul  comport  wiUi  Tarquiu's  lie. 
When  thistles  grow  on  vines  or  thorns  yield  figs. 
Or  oblique  sentence  leave  this  judgment-seat !  ^* 

A  great  theme :  ma^  mv  strength  be  adequate ! 
For  —  paint  Pompiha.  dares  my  feebleness? 
Ilow  did  I  unaware  engage  so  much 

-  -  Find  myself  undertaking  to  produce 
A  faultless  nature  in  a  flawless  form  ? 

What  *s  here  ?    Oh,  turn  aside  nor  daie  the 

blaze 
Of  such  a  crown,  such  constellation,  say. 
As  jewels  here  thv  front.  Humanity  I 
First,  infancy,  neUucid  as  a  pearl ; 
Then,  childhooa  —  stone  which,  dewdrop  at  the 

first, 
(An  old  conjecture)  sucks,  by  dint  of  fcaae. 
Blue  from  Uie  sky  and  turns  to  sapphire  so : 
Yet  both  these  gems  eclipsed  by,  last  and  best. 
Womanliness  and  wifehood  opaline. 
Its  milk-white  pallor,  —  chastitv,  —  suffused 
With  here  and  there  a  tint  and  hint  of  flame,  — 
Desire,  —  the  laoidary  loves  to  find. 
Snch  ^wels  bind  consnicuoualy  thy  brow, 
Pompilia,  infant,  chila,  maid,  woman,  wife  — 
Crown  the  ideal  in  our  earth  at  last ! 
What  should  a  faculty  like  mine  do  here  ? 
Clfje  eyes,  or  else,  the  rashUer  hurry  luuid  ! 

Which  is  to  say,  —  lose  no  time  but  begin ! 

Sfrmocinando  ne  deciamem,  Sim, 

( 'Ura  ciepsifdram^  as  our  preachers  smile. 

Lest  I  exc«*ed  my  hour-glass.     Whereupon. 

As  Flacens  prompts.  I  dare  the  epic  plunge  — 

Begin  at  once  with  marriage,  up  till  when 

Little  or  nothine  would  arrest  your  love. 

In  the  easeful  life  o*  the  lady  ;  lamb  and  lamb. 

How  do  they  differ  ?     Know  one,  yon  know  all 


Manners  of  maidenhood:  mere  maiden  she. 
And  since  all  lambs  are  like  in  more  than  fleece, 
Prepare  to  find  that,  lamb-like,  she  tOi»  frisks  — 
O*  UM  weaker  sex,  my  lords,  tne  weaker  sex ! 
To  whom,  the  Teiaii  teaches  us,  for  gift. 
Not  strength,  —  niaa^s   dower,  —  but    beauty, 

nature  gave. 
**  Beauty  in  lieu  of  spears,  in  lien  of  shields !  '* 
And  what  is  beauty *s  sure  concomitant. 
Nay,  intimate  essential  character. 
But  melting  wiles,  delicionaest  deceits. 
The  whole  redoubted  armory  of  love  ? 
Therefore  of  vernal  pranks,  dishevelliii^s 
O'  the  hair  of  youth  that  dances  April  in. 
And  easily-imagined  Hebe^lips 
O^er  sward  which  May  makes  over-smooth  for 

foot  — 
These  shall  we  pry  into  ?  —  or  wiselier  wink. 
Though  numerous  and   dear  they  may  have 

been? 
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For  lo.  advancing  Hymen  and  his  pomp 
Disceaunt  nanc  amorta^  loves,  farewell ! 
Mantat  osior,  let  love,  the  sole,  remain  I 
Farewell  to  dewiness  and  prime  of  life  1 
Remains   the  rough  determined  day :    daaee 

done. 
To  work,  with  pdongh  and   hairow  I     ^Vhst 

comes  next? 
*T  is  Guido  henceforth  guides  Pompilia*s  step. 
Cries,  **  No  more  f  riskings  o^er  the  foodfnl  glebe. 
Else,  *ware  the  whip  I        Aocordin^y,  —  fint 

crack 
0*  the  thong,  —  we  hear  tliat  his  yonng  «if« 

was  barred, 
Cokibita/uit^  from  the  old  free  life, 
Vitam  liber iorem  ductre. 
Demur  we  ?    Nowise :  heifer  brave  the  hind  ? 
We  seek  not  there  should  lapse  the  natural  lav. 
The  proper  pietv  to  lord  and  king 
And  nusband  :  let  the  heifer  bear  the  yoke ! 
Only,  I  crave  he  cast  not  patience  off. 
This  hind  ;  for  deem  you  she  endures  the  whip. 
Nor  winces  at  the  goad,  nay,  restive,  kiasks  ? 
What  if  Uie  adversarv^s  charge  be  just. 
And  all  untowardly  sne  pursne  her  way 
With  groan  and  grant,  though  hind  strike  ne'er 

so  hard? 
If  petulant  remonstrance  made  tMual, 
Unseasonable,  o*erprotmoted,  —  iff 
Importunate  challenge  taxed  the  nnblie  car 
When  silence  more  decorously  had  served 
For  protestation,  —  if  Pompiuaa  plaint 
Wrought  but  to  aggravate  Quidonion  ire,  — 
Why,  such  mishaps,  ungainly  though  they  be. 
Ever  companion  charape,  are  incident 
To  altereci  modes  ana  novelty  of  life : 
llie  philosophic  mind  expects  no  less, 
Smilmgly  knows  and  names  the  erisia,  mim 
Waiting  till  old  things  go  and  new  arrive* 
Therefore,  I  hold  a  hnsband  but  inept 
Who  turns  impatient  at  such  traasit-time. 
As  if  this  running  from  the  rod  would  last ! 

Since,  even  while  I  speak,  t-he  end  is  reached : 
Success  awaits  the  soon-disheartened  man. 
The  parents  turn  their  backs  and  leave  the 
hoose. 
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TSe  wife  may  wail  but  none  shall  intervene : 
Ue  hath  attained  his  objeot,  groom  and  bride 
Partake  the  nnptial  bower  no  soal  can  lee, 
<  )1d  thinffM  are  paused  and  all  affain  ia  new, 
Over  and  f^>ne  the  obetacles  to  peace, 
Noporum  —  tenderly  the  Mantnan  turns 
The  expression,  some  such  purpose  in  his  eye  — 
yascitur  ordo  !    Every  storm  is  laid. 
And  forth  from  pbiin  each  pleasant  herb  may 

peep. 
Each  bloom  of  wifehood  in  abevance  late : 
(Confer  a  passage  in  the  Canticles.) 

But  what  if,  as  *t  is  wont  with  plant  and  wife. 
Flowers  —  alter  a  suppression  tu  good  end. 
Still,  when  they  du  spring  forth  —  sprout  here, 

spread  there, 
Anjrwhere  likelier  than  beneath  the  foot 
O^  the  lawful  good^man  gardener  of  the  ground  ? 
He  dug  and  dibbled,  sowed  and  watered,  ~  still 
*T  is  a  ehanee  wayfarer  shall  pluck  the  increase. 
Just  sow  respecting  persons  not  too  much. 
The  lady,  foes  allege,  put  forth  each  charm 
And  proper  floweret  ot  feminity 
To  wnosoever  had  a  nose  to  smell 
(>r  breast  to  deck :  what  if  the  charge  be  true  ? 
The  fault  were  graver  had  she  looked  with 

choioe. 
Fastidiously  appointed  who  should  grsap. 
Who,  in  the  whole  town,  go  without  the  priae  1 
To  nobody  she  destined  donative. 
But,  ftnt  come  was  lint  served,  the  accuser 

saith. 
Put  case  her  sort  of  ...  in  this  kind  .  .  . 


Were  many  and  oft  and  indiscriminate  — 
Impute  ye  as  the  action  were  prepense, 
Th%«  gift  particular,  aiguing  malice  so  ? 
Whidi  butterfly  of  the  wide  air  shall  brag 
**  I  was  preferred  to  Ouido  **  —  when  *t  is  clear 
7*he  cup,  he  quaffs  at,  lay  with  olent  breast 
(),M»n  to  ipiat,  midge,  bee  and  moth  as  well  ? 
One  chahoe  entertained  the  company  ; 
And  if  its  peevish  lord  object  the  more. 
Mistake,  misname  such  bounty  in  a  wite. 
Haste  we  to  advertise  him  —  charm  of  cheek, 
Lustre  of  eve,  allowance  of  the  lip. 
All  womanly  components  in  a  spouse. 
These  are  no  household-bread  each  stranger's 

bite 
I>eavea  by  so  much  diminished  for  tiie  month 
i  y  the  master  of  the  house  at  supper-time : 
But  rather  like  a  lump  of  spice  they  lie, 
Morael  of  myrrh,  which  scents  the  neighborhood 
Yet  greets  its  lord  no  lighter  by  a  grain. 

Xity.  even  so,  he  shall  be  satisfied  ! 

i  \>ncede  we  there  was  reason  in  his  wrong, 

Grant  we  his  grievance  and  content  the  man  ! 

Fur  lo,  Pompilia.  she  submits  herself  ; 

Kra  three  revolving  yean  have  crowned  their 


Off  and  away  she  puts  this  same  reproach 
Of  lavish  bonntv,  inconsiderate  gift 
i  V  the  sweets  nf  wifehood  stored  to  other  ends : 
No  longer  shiU  hf>  blame  **  She  none  excludes,** 
But  substitute  * '  She  laudably  seea  all, 
SearehM  the  best  out  and  selects  the  same.** 


For  who  is  here,  long  sought  and  latest  found. 
Waiting  his  turn  unmoved  amid  the  whirl, 
*'  CoHMtatu  in  levitate,''  —  Ua,  my  lords  ? 
Calm  in  his  levity,  —  indulge  the  quip !  — 
Since  *t  is  a  levite  bears  the  bell  awav. 
Parades  him  henceforth  as  Pompilia  s  choice. 
*T  is  no  ignoble  object,  husband  !     Doubt'st  ? 
When  here  comes  tripping  Flaoens  with  his 

phrase, 
**  Trust  me.  no  miscreant  singled  from  the  mob, 
Crede  non  uium  tibi  de  aceUsta 
Plebe  delectum,''  but  a  man  of  mark, 
A  priest,  dost  hear?    Why  then,  submit  thy- 
self 1 
Priest,  ay,  and  very  phoenix  of  such  fowl. 
Well-bom,  of  culture,  young  and  vigorous. 
Comely  too,  since  ffrecise  the  precept  points  — 
On  the  selected  levite  be  there  found 
Nor  mole  nor  sear  nor  blemish,  lest  the  mind 
Come  all  nncandid  through  the  thwarting  flesh ! 
Was  not  the  son  of  Jesse  ruddy,  sleek. 
Pleasant  to  look  on,  pleasant  every  way  ? 
Since  well  he  smote  tne  harp  and  sweetly  sang. 
And  danced  till  Abigail  came  out  to  see. 
And  seeing  smiled  and  smiling  ministered 
The  raisin-cluster  and  the  cake  of  figs. 
With  ready  meal  refreshed  the  giftM  vouth. 
Till  Nabal,  who  was  absent  shearing  sheep. 
Felt  heart  sink,  took  to  bed  (discreetly  done  ~ 
They  might  have  beeu  beforehand  with  him  else) 
And  died  —  would  Guido  have  behaved  as  well  ? 
But  ah,^  the  faith  of  earl^  ^y*  ^  ^v^i 
Heu  prUoa  ,/ides  I    Nothing  died  in  him 
Sttve  oonrtesy,  good  sense  and  proper  trust. 
Which,  when  they  ebb  from  souls  they  should 

overflow. 
Discover  stub,  weed,  sludge  and  uglinsi. 
(The  Pope,  we  know,  is  Neapolitan 
And  relishes  a  lea-side  simile.) 
Deserted  by  each  charitable  wave, 
Ouido,  left  high  and  dry,  shows  jeialottB  now  I 
Jealous  avouched,  paraded :  tax  the  fool 
With  any  peccadillo,  he  responds, 
'*  Truly  I  heat  my  wife  through  jealousy, 
Imprisoned  her  and  punished  otherwise. 
Being  jealous :  now  would  threaten,  sword  in 
hand. 

Now  manage  to  mix  poison  in  her  sight. 
Ana  so  forth  :  jealously  I  dealt,  in  fine.** 
Concede  thus  much,  and  what  remains  to  prove  f 
Have  I  to  teach  mv  masters  what  effect 
Hath  jealousy,  ana  how,  befooling  men. 
It  makes  false  true,  abuses  eye  and  ear. 
Turns  mere  mist  adamantine,  loads  with  sound 
Silence,  and  into  void  and  vacancy 
Crowds  a  whole  phalanx  of  conspiring  foes  ? 
Therefore  who  owns  **  I  watched  with  jealonny 
My  wife.**  adds  ""  for  no  reason  in  the  world  ! " 
What  need  that,  thus  proved  madman,  he  re- 
mark 
*'The  thim;  I  thought  a  serpent  proved  an 

eel*'?- 
Perehance    the    right    Comacchian,    mx    foot 

length. 
And  not  an  inch  too  long  for  that  rare  |ne 
(Master  Arcangeli  has  heard  of  such) 
Whose  succulence  makes  fasting  bearable ; 
Meant  to  regale  some  moody  splenetic 
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Wlio,  plea«ii((  to  mistake  the  doDor^s  gift, 
Spying  I  know  not  what  Lenuean  make 
I    the  loMiouB  Lenten  creatnre,  stamps  for- 
sooth 
The  dainty  in  the  dust. 

Enough  !    Prepare, 
Such  lunes  announced,  for  downright  lunacy  I 
Insanit  homo^  threat  succeeds  to  threat, 
And   blow    redoubles    blow,  —  his   wife,    the 

block, 
fiut,  if  a  block,  shall  not  she  jar  the  hand 
That  bofiPets  her  ?    The  injurious  idle  stone 
Kebounds  and  hits  the  head  of  him  who  flung. 
Causeless  rage  breeds,  i*  the  wife  now,  rageful 

cause, 
Tyranny  wakes  rebellion  fnun  its  sleep. 
Rebellion,  say  I  ?  —  rather,  self-defence, 
Laudable  wish  to  live  and  see  good  davs, 
PVieks  our  Pompilia  now  to  fly  the  fool 
By  any  means,  at  anv  price,  —  nay,  more. 
Nay,  most  of  all,  i^  the  very  interest 
()'  the  fool  that,  baffled  of  hk  blind  deeiie 
At  anv  price,  were  truliest  victor  so. 
Shall  he  effect  his  crime  and  lose  his  soul  ? 
No,  dictates  duty  to  a  loving  wife  ! 
Far  better  that  the  unconsummate  blow. 
Adroitly  balked  by  her,  should  back  again, 
Correctively  admonish  his  own  pate  I 

Crime  tlien, — the  Court  is    with  me? — she 

must  crush ; 
How  crush  it  ?    By  all  efficacious  means : 
And  these,  —  why,  what  in  woman  shoula  they 

be? 
*'With  horns  the  bull,   with  teeth   the   lion 

fights: 
To  woman,    quoth  the  lyrist  quoted  late, 
'*  Nor  teeth,  nor  horns,  but  beauty,  Nature 

gave  I '' 
Pretty  V  the  Pagan !    AVho  dares  blame  the  use 
C)f  armory  thus  allowed  for  natural,  — 
Exclaim  against  a  seeming^ubions  play 
iV  the  sole  permitted  weapon,  spear  and  shield 
Alike,  resorted  to  i^  the  circumstance 
By  poor  Pompilia  ?    Gb«nt  she  somewhat  plied 
Arts  that  allure,  the  magic  nod  and  wink. 
The  witchery  of  gesture,  spell  of  word. 
Whereby  the  likelier  to  enlist  this  friend. 
Yea  stranger,  as  a  champion  on  her  side  ? 
Such  man,  being  but  mere  luan,  ft  was  all  she 

knew.) 
Must  be  made  sure  by  b*>atity*H  nilken  bond, 
The  weakness  that  subdues  the  strong,  and 

bown 
Wisdom  alike  and  folly,    (rmnt  the  tale 
iY  the  husband,  which  is  false,  were  proved 

and  true 
To  the  letter  —  or  the  letters,  I  should  say. 
Abominations  he  professed  to  find 
And  fix  npon  Pompilia  and  the  priest,  — 
Allow  them  hers  —  for  though  she  could  not 

write. 
In  early  days  of  Eve-like  innocence 
That  plucked  no  apple  from  the  knowledge- 
tree, 
Tet,  at  the  Serpent *s  word.  Eve  plucks  and  eats 
And  knows  —  especially  how  to  read  and  write : 


And  so  Pompilia,  —  aa  the  more  o*  the  maw. 
Quoth    Persraa,  makes  a  panot  bid  **Good 

day  I" 
A  crow  salute  the  ooneave,  and  a  pia 
Endeavor  at  profideney  in  speedi,  — 
So  she,  through  hanger  after  fellowahip. 
May  well  have  learDod,  though  late,  to  play  the 

scribe: 
Aa  indeed,  there  *s  one  letter  on  the  lisi 
Explicitlv  declares  did  happen  here. 
**  X  on  tnought  my  letters  oonld  be  none  of 

mine," 
She  tells  her  parents— **nune,   who    wanted 

skill: 
But  now  I  nave  the  skill,  and  write,  von  see  !  *" 
She  needed  write  love-letters,  so  she  learned, 
*'  Neoatat  artifex  sequi  voces  "  —  though 
This  letter  nowise  ^seapesthe  oommon  lot. 
But  lies  i'  the  condemnation  of  the  rest. 
Found  by  the  huaband's  self  who  fomd  them 

alL 
Yet,  for  the  sacredness  of  aignmoit, 
For  this  once  an  exemption  shall  it  nlead  — 
Anything,  anythmff  to  let  the  wheelii 
Of  argument  run  gubW  to  their  goal  1 
Concede  she  wrote  (which  were  prepoateroos) 
This  and  the  other  epistle,  —  what  of  it  ? 
Where    does   the  figment   touch   hear   candid 

fame? 
Being  in  peril  of  her  life  —  **  my  life. 
Not  an  bourns  purchase,''  aa  the  letter  runs. — 
And  having  but  one  stay  in  this  extreme. 
Out  of  the  wide  world  but  a  single  friena  — 
What  could  she  other  than  rcMirt  to  him. 
And  how  with  any  hope  resort  but  thoa  ? 
Shall  modesty  dare  bid  a  stranger  brave 
13anger,  disgrace,  nay  death  in  her  behalf  — 
Think  to  entice  the  sternness  of  the  steel 
Yet   spare    love's    loadstone    moving    maaly 

mind  ? 
—  Most  of  all,  when  such  mind  is  hampered  so 
Bv  growth  of  cireumstanoe  athwart  the  life 

0  the  natural  man,  that  decency  forfaida 
He  stoop  and  take  the  common  privilege. 
Say  frank "'  I  love,*'  as  all  the  vulgar  do. 
A  man  is  wedded  to  philosophy. 
Married  to  statesmanship :  a  man  is  old ; 
A  man  is  fettered  by  the  tooUshness 

He  took  for  wisdom  and   talked   ten   years 

since : 
A  man  is,  like  our  friend  the  Canon  here, 
A  priest,  and  wicked  if  he  break  his  vow : 
Shall  he  dare  love,  who  may  be  Pope  one  day  ? 
Despite  the  coil  of  such  encumbrance  hare* 
Suppose  this  man  could  love,  unhaopily. 
Ana  would  love,  dared  he  only  let  love  show ! 
In  case  the  woman  of  his  love  speaks  first. 
From  what  embarrassment  she  sets  him  free ! 
'"Tis  I  who  ln«ak  reserve,  begin  appeal, 
Confess  that,  whether  yon  love  me  or  do, 

1  love  vou  I '     What  an  ease  to  dignity, 
AVhat  nelp  of  pride  from  the  hard  hign-backed 

chair 
Down  to  the  carpet  where  the  kittens  bask. 
All  under  the  pretence  of  gratitude  t 

From  all  which,  I  dednoe  —  the  lady  here 
Was  bound  to  proffer  nothing  short  of  lov« 
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To  the  prieat  whoie  seirioe  ww  to  sare  her. 

What? 
Shall  aha  propooe  him  lucre,  dost  o^  the  mine, 
Uabbuh  o'  the  rook,  aome  diamond,  miiek- 

worma  prise. 
Some  pearl  aecreted  by  a  aickly  fiah  ? 
Scarcely !    She  caters  for  a  §:enefottB  taste. 
*T  is  loTC  shall  beckon,  beauty  bid  to  breaat. 
Till  tJX  the  Samson  sink  into  the  snare  I 
Because,  permit  the  end  —  permit  therewith 
Means  to  the  end ! 

How  s^  you,  good  my  lords  ? 
I  hope  yon  heard  my  adversary  ring 
The  changes  on  thispreoent :  now,  let  me 
Reverse  the  peal  I    Quia  aato  liciutjine^ 
Ad  ilium  iUiiequendum  ordinata 
Son  tuni  damnamia  media^  — Hoit  end 
Enough  was  found  in  mere  escape  from  death. 
To  le^;ali2e  our  means  illicit  else 
C>f  feurned  love,  false  allurement,  fancied  fact. 
Thus  Venus  losing  Cupid  on  a  day, 
(See  that  IdylUum  Mosckt)  seeking  help, 
In  the  anxiety  of  motherhood. 
Allowably  promised,  *'  Who  snail  bring  report 
Where  he  is  wandered  to,  my  wins^d  babe, 
I  give  him  for  reward  a  nectared  kiss  j 
But  who  brings  safely  back  the  truant  a  self, 
Hu  be  a  supers weet  makes  kiss  seem  cold  1  ^* 
Are  not  thaw  things  writ  for  example-sake  ? 

To  such  permitted  motive,  then,  refer 

All  those  professions,  else  were  hard  explain. 

Of  hope,  fear,  jealousy,  and  the  rest  of  love  I 

He  is  Myrtillus,  Amaryllis  she. 

She  bums,  he  freezes,  —  all  a  mere  device 

To  catch  and  keep  the  man,  may  save  her 

life. 
Whom  otherwise  nor  catches  she  nor  keeps ! 
WuxHt,  once,  turns  beet  now :    in  all  faith,  she 

feigns : 
F  tigning,  —  the  liker  innocence  to  ^uilt, 
The  truer  to  the  life  in  what  she  feigns ! 
1  low  if  Ulyses,  —  when,  for  public  good 
He  sunk  particular  qualms  and  pi  iyed  the  spy, 
Entered  Troy^s  hostue  gate  in  bep^gar^s  garb  — 
Huw  if  he  first  had  boggled  at  this  clout. 
Grown  dainty  o^er  that  olack-slish  ?    Grime  is 

grace 
To  whoso  gropes  amid  the  dung  for  gold. 

Hence,  beyond  promises,  we  praise  each  proof 
That  promise  was  not  simply  made  to  break. 
Mere  moonshine-structure  meant    to  fade  at 

dawn: 
We  praise,  as  consequent  and  requisite. 
What,  enemies  allege,  were  more  than  words. 
Deeds  —  meetings  at    the    window,    twilight- 

trysts, 
Xdctumal  entertainments  in  the  dim 
Old  labjrrinthine  palace  ;  lies,  we  know  -  - 
Inventions  we,  long  since,  tunied  inside  out. 
Must  such  external  semblance  of  intrigue 
Dcraoastarate  that  intrigue  there  lurks  perdue? 
I>oes  every  hasMl-sheata  disclose  a  nut  r 
He  were  a  Molinist  who  dared  maintain 
That  midnight  meetings  in  a  screened  aloove 
Must  argue  folly  in  a  matron  —  since 
So  would  he  bring  a  slur  on  Judith^s  self. 


Commended  beyond  women,  that  she  lured- 

The  lustful  to  aestrnctioa  throuf^  his  lust. 

Pompilia  took  not  Judith's  liberty. 

No  falchion  find  you  in  her  hand  to  smite. 

No  damsel  to  convey  in  dish  the  head 

Of  Holofemes,  —  style  the  ("anon  so  — 

Or  is  it  the  Count  ?    If  I  entaa«;le  me 

With  my  similitudes,  —  if  wax  wings  melt, 

And  earthward  down   I  drop,  not    mine    the 

fault: 
Blame  your  beneficence,  O  Court,  O  sun. 
Whereof  the  beamy  smile  affects  my  fiight ! 
What  matter,  so  Pompilia's  fame  revive 
I*  the  warmth  that  proves  the  bane  of  Icarus  ? 

Yea,  we  have  shown  it  lawful,  necessary 
Pompilia  leave  her  husband,  seek  the  honse 
O*  the  parents :  and  because  'twixt  home  and 

home 
Lies  a  long  road  with  many  a  danger  rife. 
Lions  by  the  way  and  serpents  in  the  path. 
To  rob  and  ravish,  —  much  behooves  she  keep 
Each  shadow  of  suspicion  from  fair  fame, 
For  her  own  sake  much,  bat  for  his  sake  more, 
The  ingrate  husband's.    Evidenee  shall  be, 
Plain  witness  to  the  world  how  white  she  walks 
I'  the  mire  she  wanders  through  ere  Rome  she 

reach. 
And  who  so  proper  witness  as  a  priest  ? 
Gainsay  ye  ?    Let  me  hear  who  dares  gainsay ! 
I  hope  we  still  can  punish  heretics ! 
*'  Give  me  the  man,''  I  say  with  him  of  Gkith, 
*'That   we    may    fight  together  I"    None,  I 

think; 
The  priest  is  granted  me. 

Then,  if  a  priest. 
One  juTsnile  and  potent :  else,  mayhap. 
That  dragon,  our  Saint  George  would  slay,  slays 

him. 
And  should  fair  face  accompany  strong  hand. 
The  more  comfilete  equipment :  nothing  mars 
Work,  else  praisewoHhy,  like  a  bodily  flaw 
I'  the  worker:  as  't  is  said  Saint  Paul  himeelf 
Depknvd  the  check  o'  the  puny  presence,  still 
Cheating  his  f  ulraination  of  its  flash. 
Albeit  the  bolt  therein  went  true  to  oak. 
Therefore  the  agent,  as  prescribed,  she  takes,  — 
Both  juvenile  and  potent,  handsome  too,  — 
In  all  obedienoe :      good,"  you  grant  again. 
Do  yon  ?  I  would  vou  were  the  husbaiM,  lords  ! 
How  prompt  and  taoile  mi^t  departure  be  I 
How  boldly  would  Pompilia  and  the  priest 
March  out  of  door,  spread  flagr  at  beat  of  drum, 
But  that  inappiehensive  Guide  grants 
Neither  premiss  nor  vet  oondusion  here. 
And,  purblind,  dreaos  a  bear  in  every  bush  ! 
For  his  own  quietude  and  comfort,  then. 
Means  must  be  found  for  flight  in  masquerade 
At    hour    when     all     thii^     sleep — **Save 

jealousy ! " 
Right,  Judges!     Therefore  shall    the  Ubdy's 

wit 
Supplv  the  boon  thwart  nature  balks  him  of. 
And  do  him  service  with  the  potent  drug 
(Helen's  nepenthe,  as  my  lords  opine) 
Which  respites  blessedly  each  fretted  nerve 
O'  the  much-enduring  man :  accordingly. 
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Thera  liett  h«!,  duly  dused  and  sound  asleep, 
Kelieved  of  wues  or  real  or  raved  about. 
Wliiltt  aut't  vhe  leayee  his  side,  he  shall  not 

wake ; 
Nor  stop  who  steals  away  to  join  her  friend, 
Nor  do  uini  niisohiet'  should  lie  catch  that  i'l  ieud 
Intent  on  more  than  friendly  ollice,  —  nay, 
Nor  get  himself  raw  head  and  bones  laid  bare 
In  payment  of  his  apparition  t 

Thus 
Would  I  defend  the  step,  ~  were    the  thing 

true 
Which  is  a  fable,  —  see  mT  former  speech,  — 
That  Guido  slept  (who  never  slept  a  wink) 
Through  treachery,  an  opiate  frura  his  wife. 
Who  not  so  much  ha  knew  what  opiates  mean. 

Now  she  may  start :  or  hist,  —  a  stoppage  still  I 

A  journey  is  an  enterprise  of  cost ! 

As  in  campaigns,  we  lieht  hot  others  pay, 

Suit  exjientisn  nemo  muitat. 

*T  is  Guidons  self  we  gnard  from  accident, 

£nsiirin|i:  safety  to  Pompilia,  versed 

Nowise  m  misadventures  by  the  way. 

Hard  riding  and  it>ueh  quartets,  the  rede  fare, 

1  he  unready  host.    A\  hat  magic  mitigates 

£liich  plague  of  travel  to  the  unpraetiRed  wife? 

Money,  sweet  ^)ir8 1    And  were  the  fiction  fact 

h'he  helped  herself  thereto  with  liberal  hand 

Fn>m  out  her  husband  s  store,  —  what   litter 

use 
Was  ever  hnsband^s  money  destined  to  ? 
With  bag  and  baggage  thus  did  Dido  once 
Decamp,  —  for  more  authority,  a  queen  I 

So  is  she  fairly  on  her  route  at  last. 
Prepared  for  either  fortnne  :  nay  and  if 
The  priest,  now  all  aglow  with  enterprise, 
Coi)]  simiewhat  presently  when  faded  the  i9ush 
O'  the  first  adventure,  clonded  o'er  belike 
Bv  doubts,  misgivings  how  the  day  may  die, 
Tliough  bom  with  such  auroral  brilliance,  —  if 
The  brow  seem  over-pensive  and  the  lip 
'Gin  lag  and  lose  the  prattle  lightsome  late,  — 
Vanquished  by  tedium  of  a  prolonged  jaunt 
In  a  close  carriage  oVr  a  jolting  road. 
With  only  one  young  female  substitute 
For  seventeen  other  Canons  of  ripe  age 
Were  wont  to  kp«»p  him  company  in  chorch,  — 
Shall  not  Pompilia  haste  to  dissipate 
The  silent  ch»ud  that,  gathering,    bodes  her 

bale?  — 
Prop  the  irrpsolntenem  mar  portend 
Suspension  of  the  project,  check  the  Aight, 
Bring  ruin  on  them  both  ?    l^se  every  means. 
Since  means  to  the  end  are  lawful  I    What  i' 

the  way 
Of  wile  should  have  allowance  like  a  kiss 
Sagelv  and  sisterly  administered, 
Sororia  »alUm  ogntla  f    We  find 
Such  was  the  remedy  her  wit  applied 
To  each  incipient  scruple  of  the  priest. 
If  we  believe.  —  as,  while  my  wit  is  mine 
I  cannot,  —  what  the  driver  testifies, 
Borsi,  ca]l«Kl  Venerino,  the  mere  tool 
iH  Guido  and  his  friend  the  Governor,  — 
Avowal  I  |»oved  wmng  from  ont  the  wretch. 


After  long  rotting  in  imprisonment, 

As  price  of  liberty  and  favor :  long 

They  temnted,  he  at  last  suocum^sd,  and  lo 

CountCNd  tnem  out  full  tale  each  kiss  and  niorp. 

**  The  journey  being  one  long  embrace,"  quoth 

he. 
Still,  tliough  we  should  beUeve  the  driver's  lie. 
Nor  even  admit  as  probable  excuse, 
Right  raading  of  the  riddle,  —  as  1  uiged 
In  my  first  argument,  with  fruit  {lerhaps  — 
That  what  the  owl-like  eres  (at  back  of  head  !l 
O'  the  driver,  drowsed  by  dxi%  ing  night  and 

day, 
Supposed  a  vulgar  interchange  of  lips. 
This  was  but  innocent  jog  of  head  'gainst  head. 
Cheek  meeting  jowl  as  apple  may  toucdi  pear 
From  branch  and   branch  contiguous  in  the 

wind. 
When     Autumn    blusters    and   the     orchard 

rocks:  — 
That  rapid  run  and  the  rongh  road  were  cause 
O'  the  casual  ambiguity,  no  harm 
I'  the  world  to  eyes  awake  and  penetrative :  -* 
Say,  —  not  to  grasp  a  truth  I  can  release 
And  safely  fight  without,  yet  conauer  stiB^  — 
Say,  she  kissed  him,  say,  he  kissea  her  agau ! 
Such  osculation  wss  a  potent  means, 
A  very  efficacious  help,  no  doubt : 
Such  « ith  a  third  part  of  her  nectar  did 
Venus  imbue :  why  should  Pompilia  fling 
The  i)oet*s  declaration  in  his  teeth  ?  — 
Pause  to  <  mploy  what  —  since  it  had  sueeess, 
And  kept  the  priest  her  servant  to  the  end  — 
We  must  presume  of  eneigy  enough. 
No  whit  superfluous,  so  permissible  r 

The  goal  is  gained :  day,  night,  and  yet  a  day 
Have  run  their  round :  a  long  and  devious  rosd 
Is  traversed,  —  many  manners,  various  men 
Passed  in  review,  what  cities  aid  they  see. 
What  hamlets  mark,  what  profitable  food 
For  after^meditation  cull  and  store  I 
Till  Rome,  that  Rome  whereof —  this  voice 
Would  it  might  make  our  Molinists  observe. 
That  she  is  built  upon  a  rock  nor  shall 
Their  powers  prevail  against  her  I  —  Rchdc.  I 

say. 
Is  all  but  reached ;  one  stage  more  and  they 

stop 
Saved :  pluck  up  heart,  ye  pair,  and  forward, 

then  I 

Ah,  Nature  —  baffled  she  recun,  alas  t 
Nature  imperiously  exacts  her  due. 
Spirit  is  willing  but  the  flesh  is  weak : 
Pompilia  needs  must  acquiesce  and  swoon. 
Give  hopes  alike  and  fears  a  breathing^while. 
The  innocent  sleep  soundly :  sound  she  sleeps. 
So  let  her  dumber,  then,  nngnanled  save 
By  her  own  chastity,  a  triple  mail. 
And  his  good  hand  whose  stalwart  anna  bare 

borne 
The  sweet  and  senseless  burden  Hke  a  babe 
From     coach    to     couch,  —  the    serviceable 

strength  t 
Nay,  what  and  if  he  gazed  rewardedly 
On  the  pale  beauty  prisoned  in  embrace. 
Stooped  over,  stole  a  balmy  breath  perhafH 
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Fur  mure  aMonuioe  sleep  was  not  deoeaoe  — * 

"  Ct  vidi,''  "  how  I  saw  r '  MucvotMlra  by 

"  Ut  perii^^^  **  how  I  sudden  Iuhc  my  drain:! !  *' 

—  Wiiat  harm  ensued  to  her  unoonsoious  quite  f 

Fur,  curiosity  —  how  natural  I 

Importunateiiesfi  —  what  a  privilege 

In  the  ardent  sex  I     And  why  curb  ardor  here  ? 

lluw  can  tlie  priest  bat  pity  whom  he  saved  ? 

And  ^ity  is  so  near  to  loYe,  and  love 

So  neii^bborly  to  all  unreasonabienees  I 

Ail  to  love's  obieot,  whether  love  were  sa^e 

i  )r  foolish,  could  Porapilia  know  or  care, 

B  *ingr  still  sound  asleep,  as  I  oreuiised  '/ 

'riitis  the  philosopher  absorbea  by  thouffht, 

E  en  Arcnimedes,  busy  o'er  a  book 

The  while  besiefren  sacked  his  SyraousB,  ^ 

Was  ipiorant  of  the  imminence  o*  the  point 

O*  the  sword  till  it  surprised  him  :  let  it  stab. 

And  never  knew  himself  was  dead  at  alL 

S<>  sl^p  thou  on,  secure  whatever  betide  1 

For  thou,  too,  hast  tU^  problem  hard  to  solve  — 

Hi>w  so  much  beauty  is  compatible 

With  so  much  innocence  1 

Fit  place,  methinks, 
Wliile  in  this  task  she  ronly  is  lost. 
To  treat  of  and  repel  objection  here 
Which,  —frivolous,  I  ^nuit,  —ray  mind  mis- 

jfiveA, 
M  iy  somehow  still  have  flitted,  (fsd  fly-like, 
Aud  teased  the  Court  at  times  —  as  if.  all  said 
And  done,  there  seemed,  the  Court  mig;lit  nearly 

say. 
In  a  certain  acceptation,  sum  )what  more 
Of  what  may  {IiAss  for  insincerity, 
Falsehood,    throughout   the   course    Pompilia 

took, 
Than  befits  Christian.  ^  Pagans  h<)ld,  we  know, 
^lan  always  ought  to  aim  at  ffood  and  truth. 
Not  always  put  one  thin^f  in  ^e  same  words : 
Non  idem  temper  dicere  ted  tpeetare 
Dehemus.    Bat  the  Pagan  yoke  wai  light ; 
*'  Lie  u  it  at  all,''  the  ezacter  precept  bids: 
Each   1  jast  lie    breaks   the  law,  —  is  sin,    we 

hold. 
I  h'lmble  ma,  but  T«ntw«  to  submit  — 
What  prevents  sin,  itself  is  sinless,  sure : 
And  sin,  which  hinders  sin  of  deeper  dye. 
Softens  itself  away  by  contrast  so. 
Omceive  me  t    Little  sin,  bj  none  at  all. 
Were  properly  oond  imned  ror  mat :  but  great, 
By  greater,  dwindles  into  smaU  again. 
Now,  what  is  greatest  <iin  of  womanhood  ? 
That  which  nnwomans  it,  abolishes 
The  nature  of  the  woman. — impudence. 
Who  contradicts  me  h<9re  r    Concede  me,  then, 
Whatever  friendly  fault  may  interpose 
To  save  the  sex  from  self-aliolishment 
Is  three-parts  on  the  way  to  virtue's  rank  1 
And,  what  is  taxed  here  as  duplicity. 
Feint,    wile,    and   trick, — aaraitted    for   the 


What  worse  do  one  and  all  than  interpose, 
FTold,  as  it  were,  a  deprecating  hand, 
Sf  ri*^nesquely,  in  the  Mt^ioean  mode, 
Bf>fore  some  shame  which  modesty  would  veil  ? 
Who  blames  the  geiitnre  prettily  perverse  t 
Thus,  —  lest  ye  miss  a  pout  iUostralive,  — 


Admit  the  husband's  calumny  —  allow 

That   the    wife,    having  penned    the    epistle 

fraught 
With  horrors,  charge  on  charge  of  crime  she 

heaped 
O'  the  head  uf  Pietro  and  Viulante  -  (still 
Presumed  her  parents;  —  having  dispatched  the 

same 
To  their  archnsnemy  Paolo,  through  free  choice 
Aud  no  sort  of  compulsi<m  in  the  wurld  — 
Put  case  slie  next  discards  simplicity 
Fur  craft,  denies  the  voluntary  act, 
Ddolares  herself  a  passive  instrument 
I'  the  husband's  hands;  that,  duped  by  knavery, 
She  traced  the  characters  she  could  not  write. 
And  took  on  trust  the  unread  sense  which,  read. 
And  recognized  were  to  be  spurned  at  unoe : 
Allow  this  calunmy,  I  reiterate  I 
Who  is  so  dull  as  wonder  at  the  pose 
Of  our  Pumpilia  in  the  eireomstanoe  t 
Who  sees  not  that  the  tou-ingenuous  soul. 
Repugnant  even  at  a  duty  dune 
Which  brought  beneath  too  scrutinizing  glare 
The  misdemeanors,  —  buried  in  the  dark,  — 
Of  the  authors  of  her  being,  was  believed,  — 
Stunt;  to  the  quick  at  her  impulsive  deed. 
And  willing  to  repair  what  harm  it  worked. 
She  —  wise  in  this  beyond  what  Nero  proveo. 
Who,  when  folk  urged  the  candid  juvenile 
To  sign  the  warrant,  doom  the  guuty  dead, 
'*  Would  I  had  never  learned  to  writ-.*  1 "  qnoth 

hel 
—  Pompilia  rase  above  the  Roman,  eried. 
**  To  road  or  write  I  never  learned  at  ail  I " 
O  splendidly  mendaeions ! 

But  time  fleets : 
Let  us  not  linger :  hurry  to  the  end. 
Since  flight  does  end,  and  that  disastroosly. 
Beware  ye  blame  des(*rt  for  unsuccens. 
Disparage  each  expedient  else  to  praise. 
Call  failnro  f oil vt    Man's  beet  effort  fsils. 
After  ten  years  reostance  Troy  sncenmbed  : 
Could  valor  save  a  town,  Troy  still  had  stood. 
Pompilia  came  off  halting  in  no  point 
Of  courage,  conduct,  her  long  journey  thfough : 
But  nature  sank  exhausted  at  the  close. 
And,  as  I  said,  she  swooned  and  slept  all  night. 
Morn  breaks  and  brings  the  husband  :  we  asBSt 
At  the  spectacle.     Discovery  succeeds. 
Ha,  how  is  this?    What  moonstruck  rage  is 

here? 
Though  we  confess  to  partial  frailty  now. 
To  error  in  a  woman  and  a  wife, 
Is  't  by  the  rough  way  she  shall  be  leelaimed  f 
Who  bursta  upon  her  chambered  privaov  ? 
What  crowd  profanes  the  chaste  cu6iciii«si  f 
What  outcries  and  lewd  laughter,  seorril  gibe 
And  ribald  jest  to  scare  the  ministrant 
Good  angels  that  commerce  with  souls  in  deep  ? 
Why,   had   the  worst  crowned  Quido  to  nis 

wish. 
Confirmed  his  most  irrational  surmise. 
Yet  there    be    bounds    to     man*s    emotion, 

checks 
To  an  immoderate  astonishment. 
*T  is  deoent  horror,  regulated  wrath. 
Befit  our  dispensatioB :  have  we  back 
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The  old  Pann  lioeniie  ?    SbiJl  a  Vulcan  oUp 

Hw  net  o*  tne  sadden  and  expoee  the  pair 

To  the  unquenchable  universal  mirth  ? 

A  feat,  antiquity  saw  scandal  in 

(m)  clearly,  that  the  nauseous  tale  thereof  — 

I)emodocu8  his  nugatory  song — 

Hath  ever  been  conclnded  modem  stuff 

Impomible  to  the  mouth  of  the  p^rave  Muse, 

^»o,  foisted  into  that  Eighth  Odyasev 

By  some  impertinent  pickthank.    U  tbon  fool, 

Count  Guido  Franoeeehini,  what  didst  gain 

Bv  publishing  thy  secret  to  the  world  ? 

W  ere  all  the  precepts  of  the  wise  a  waste  — 

Bred  in  thee  not  one  touch  of  reverence  ? 

Admit  thy  wife  —  admonish  we  the  fool  -* 

Were  falseness*  self,  whv  chronicle  tliy  shame  ? 

Much    rather  should  tny  teeth  bite  out  thy 

tongue, 
Dlirab  lip  consort  with  desecrated  brow, 
•Silence  become  historiographer. 
And  thou  —  thine  own  Cornelius  Tacitus  1 
But  virtue,  barred,  still  leaps  the  barrier,  lords  t 
—  btill,  moon-like,  penetrates  the  eneroaohing 

mist 
And  bursts,  all  broad  and  bare,  on  ni^t,  ye 

know ! 
Surprised,  then,  in  the  garb  of  truth,  perhaps, 
Pomptlia,  thus  opposed,  breaks  obstacle, 
•Springs  to  her  feet,  and  stands  Thalassian-pnre. 
Confronts  the  foe,  —  nay,  catches  at  his  sword 
And  tries  to  kill  the  introder,  he  complains. 
Why,  so  she  gave  her  lord  his  lesson  back, 
Crowned  him,  this  time,  the  viitnona  woman's 

way. 
With  an  exact  obedience ;  he  brooght  swovd, 
She  drew  the  same,  since  swords  are  meant  to 

draw. 
Tell  not  me  't  is  ahaip  play  with  tools  on  edge  I 
It  was  the  husband  cnose  the  weapon  here 
Whv  did  not  he  inangnrate  the  game 
With  some  gentility  of  anophthegm 
8tiU  pregnant  on  the  phuoaophio  page. 
Some  captivating  cadence  sdll  a-liap 
O'  the  poet*s  lyre?    Such  spells  subdue  the 

Make  tame  the  tempest,  much  more  mitigate 

The  pasrions  of  the  mind,  and  probablv 

Had  moved  Pompilia  to  a  snuUng  blush. 

No,  he  must  neeos  prefer  the  argument 

O*  the  blow  :  and  she  obeyed,  in  duty  bound. 

Returned  hins  buffet  ratiodnative  — 

Ay,  in  the  reasoner's  own  interest. 

For  wife  must  follow  whither  husband  leads. 

Vindicate  honor  as  himself  prescribes. 

Save  him  the  very  way  himself  bids  save  ! 

No  question  but  who  jumps  into  a  quag 

Should  stretch  forth  hand  and  pray  as  ''  Pull 

me  oat 
By  the  hand  ! "  snch  were  the  onatonary  ery  : 
But  Guido  pleased  to  bid  '*  Leave  hand  alone  I 
Join  both  feet,  rather,  iump  upon  rav  head  : 
I  extricat.e  myself  hj  the  rebound ! 
And  dutifully  as  enioined  she  jommd  — 
Drew  his  own  swora  and  menaced  nis  own  life, 
Anything  to  content  a  wilful  spouse. 

And  so  he  vras  contented  —  one  most  do 
Justice  to  the  expedient  which  auoeeeds. 


Strange  as  it  seem :  at  flourish  of  the  b!ad<*. 
The  crowd  drew  back,  stood  breathless  ainl 

abashed. 
Then  murmand,  '^This  shoold  be  no  want « mi 

wife. 
No  conscience-stricken   sinner,  caaglit  i*  the 

act. 
And  patiently  awaiting  our  first  stone : 
But  a  poor  hard-pressed  all-bewildered  tUng, 
Has  rushed  so  far,  misgnidediy  perhaps. 
Meaning  no  more  harm  than  a  frightened  shet^p. 
She  sought  for  tad  ;  and  if  she  made  mistake 
I'  the  man  oonld  aid  most,  why  —  so  mortaU 

do: 
Even  the  blessed  Magdalen  mistook 
Far  less  f  ori^ivably :  consult  the  place  — 
Supposing  hmi  to  be  the  gardener, 
*Sir,'  said  she,  and  so  following.'*    Wliy  mortf 

words? 
Forthwith  the  wife  is  pronounced  innocent : 
What  would  the  husband  mors  than  gain  hi^ 

cause, 
And  find  that  honor  flash  in  tha  wcvld's  aye. 
His  apprehension  was  lest  soil  had  smirched  ? 

So.  happily  the  adventure  comes  to  olooa 
Wnereon  my  fat  opponent  grounds  his  duunre 
Preposterous:    at  mid-day  he  groans    **Huw 

dark ! '' 
Listen  to  me,  thon  Arehangelie  swine  1 
Where  is  the  ambiguity  to  nlame. 
The  flaw  to  find  in  our  Pompilia  ?    Safe 
She  stands,  see  I    Does  thy  comment   f oUu« 

quick, 
**Safe,  inasmuch  as  at  the  end  proposed ; 
But  thither  she  picked  way  by  deyioos  pisth  — 
Stands  dirtied,  no  dubiety  at  all ! 
I  recognise  suooess,  yet,  all  the  aama, 
Importunatalr  will  snggsstion  nnmipi — 
Better  Pompuia  gained  the  risnt  to  boast, 
*  No  devious  path,  no  donbtfm  patch  was  niin«>. 
I  saved  my  head  nor  sacrifioed  my  foot !  * 
Whv,  being  in  a  peril,  show  mtstrost 
Of  ths  angels  set  to  guard  the  inaoeeat  ? 
Why  rather  hold  by  obvious  vulgar  help 
Of  stratagem  and  subterfoge,  excused 
SomewhiU;,  but  still  no  less  a  foil,  a  imuit. 
Since  low  with  high,  and  good  with  bad  it 

Unked? 
Methinks  I  view  some  ancient  ha»ialiel. 
There  stands  Hesicae  thrast  ont  by  Ttoy, 
Her  f  ather^s  hand  has  chained  her  to  a  eiag. 
Her  mother's  from  the  viivin  plncked  the  vtat. 
At  a  safe  distance  both  diatrsssfnl  watoh« 
While  near  and  nearer  comes  the  saortiBg  art. 
I  look  that,  white  and  perfect  to  tile  and. 
She  wait  till  Jove  dispatch  some  demigod ; 
Not  that,  — impatient  of  celestial  elnb 
Alcmena*s  son  should  brandish  at  the  bsaat. 
She  daub,  disguise  her  dainty  limbs  with  piirlu 
And  so  elude  the  pnrbbnd  mcasfeer  I    Av, 
The  trick  succeeds,  but 't  is  an  uglv  triek. 
Where  needs  have  been  no  triek  I* 


Myamwor?    Faogh 
Nimit  inoongne  I    Too  absurdly  put  I 
SenterUiam  epo  leneo  osirtroriow, 
Trick,  I  maintain,  had  ao  altarnative. 
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The  Imavciw  were  bound  with  braei,  ~  Jove  far 

at  feast 
( No  ieaat  like  that  thoQ  didst  not  ask  me  to, 
Arcangeli,  —  I  heard  of  th^  regale  t) 
With  the  nnbUmed  ^thiop,  —  Heroulee  spun 

wool 
I*  the  lap  of  Ompfaale,  while  Virtue  shrieked  — 
The  brute  oame  poddlii^gr  all  the  faster.    You 
Of  TroT,  who  stood  at  distance,  where  *s  the  aid 
Yon  offered  in  the  extremity  f    Most  and  least, 
Gentle  and  simple,  here  the  GoYemor« 
There  the  Arehbisnop,  everywhere  the  friends, 
Shook  heads  and  waited  for  a  miracle, 
Or  went  their  way,  left  Virtue  to  her  fate. 
Just  this  one  rouKu  and  ready  man  leapt  forth  I 
—  Was  found,  sole  anti-Fabius  (dare  I  say) 
^Vho  restored  things,  with  no  delay  at  all, 
Oui  hamd  cuneUindo  rem  rutiinit  I    He, 
lie  only,  Caponsaochi  *mid  a  crowd, 
("aught  Virtoe  up,  carried  Pompilia  off 
Through  gaping  impotence  of  ssrrapathy 
In  ranged  Arexxo :  what  yon  take  for  pitoh 
Is  nothing  wotm,  belike,  than  black  and  bhie, 
Mere  eTanesoent  proof  that  hardy  hands 
Did  yeoman's  senrioe,  cared  not  where  the  gripe 
Was  mure  than  duly  energetic :  bruised. 
She  smarts  a  little,  but  her  bones  are  saved 
A  fracture,  and  her  skin  will  §oon  show  sleek. 
How  it  disgusts  when  weakness,  false-refined, 
( Vnsures  the  honest  rude  effective  strength,  — 
When  sickly  dreamers  of  the  impossible 
Decry  plain  stordiness  which  does  the  feat 
With  eyes  wide  open ! 

Did  occasion  serve, 
I  could  iUostnite,  if  mr  lords  allow  ; 
Quid  eetot,  what  forbias  I  aptly  ask 
With  Horace,  that  I  give  my  anger  vent, 
Willie  I  let  breathe,  no  leas,  and  recreate, 
The  gravity  of  my  Judges,  by  a  tale  ? 
A  case  in  point  —  what  though  an  apologue 
(rraeed  by  tradition  ?  —  possibly  a  fact : 
Tradition  must  precede  all  scripture,  words 
Serve  as  our  warrant  ere  our  books  can  be  : 
So,  to  tradition  baek  we  needs  must  go 
For  an^  faot*8  authority :  and  this 
Hath  kved  so  far  (like  jewel  hid  in  mnek) 
(hi  page  of  that  old  lying  vanity 
CaUsd   ''Senher  Toldoth  Yesohu:**   <3od  be 

praisea, 
I  read  no  Hebrew,  --take  the  thing  on  trust: 
But  I  believe  the  writer  meant  no  good 
I  Blind  as  he  was  to  truth  in  some  respects) 
To  onr  pestif woos  and  sehtimatio  .  .  .  well. 
My  loros*  conjecture  be  the  touchstone,  show 
The  thiiv  for  what  it  m  I    The  author  lacks 
I>iscretionj  and  his  zeal  exceeds  :  but  seal,  — 
How  rare  m  onr  deffonerate  dav !    Enough ! 
Here  is  the  story :  fear  not,  I  snail  chop 
And  change  a  little,  else  my  Jew  woula  prem 
All  too  nmnaimerly  before  the  Ck>nrt. 

It  happened  onee,  —  beR|iBS  this  foolish  Jew, 
Pretending  to  write  Christian  history,  — 
That  three,  held  greatest,  beat  and  worst  of  men, 
Peter  and  John  and  Judas,  spent  a  day 
In  toil  and  travel  through  the  conntryHride 
i  Hi  i^>^1e  iinffici«*nt  bMi«int**«  -    I  Hnsmtft, 


Suppression  of  some  MoHnism  i*  ^e  bud. 
Foot-sore  and  hnn^rVt  dropping  with  fatigue, 
They  reached  by  nigntfall  a  poor  lonely  grange. 
Hostel  or  inn  ;  so,  knooked  and  entered  there. 
''Your   pleasure,  great    ones?  ^*  —  '' Shelter, 

rest  and  food  I '' 
For  shelter,  there  was  one  bare  room  above ; 
For  rest  therein,  three  beds  of  bundled  straw  : 
For  food,  one  wretched    starveling  fowl,  no 

more  — 
Meat  for  one  mouth,  but  mockery  for  three. 
''Yon  have  my  utmost."    How  should  supper 

serve  ? 
Peter  broke  silence  :  "  To  the  spit  with  fowl ! 
And  while  ^t  b  cooking,  sleep  !  —  since  beds 

there  be. 
And,  so  far,  satisfaction  of  a  want. 
Sleep  we  an  hour,  awake  at  supper-time, 
Then  each  of  us  narrate  the  dream  he  had. 
And  he  whose  dream  shall  prove  the  happiest, 

point 
The  clearliest  out  the  dreamer  as  ordained 
Beyond  his  fellows  to  receive  the  fowl. 
Him  let  our  shares  be  cheerful  tribute  to. 
His  the  entire  meal,  may  it  do  him  good ! " 
Who  could  dispute  so  plain  a  consequence  ? 
So  said,  so  done  :  each  hurried  to  his  straw, 
Slept  his  hour's-sleep  and  dreamed  his  dream, 

and  woke. 
"I,'*  commenced  J<An,  "  dreamed  that  I  gained 

the  ^rize 
We  all  aspire  to :  the  proud  plaee  was  mine, 
Throughout  the  earth  and  to  the  end  of  time 
I  was  the  I^ved  DLsciple  :  mine  the  meiU  !  '^ 
"  But  I,**  proceeded  Peter,  *'  dreamed,  a  word 
Gkive  me  the  headship  of  our  company, 
Made  me  the  Vicar  and  Viceiirerent,  gave 
The  keys  of  heaven  and  hell  into  my  hand. 
And  oVr  the  earth,  dominion :  mine  the  meal !  *' 
"  While  I,"  submitted  in  soft  under-tone 
The  Iseariot  —  sense  of  his  unworthiness 
Turning  eaeh  eye  up  to  the  inmost  white  — 
With  long-drawn   sigh,  yet  letting  both  lips 

smack,  ^ 
"  I  have  had  just  the  pitifullest  dream 
That  ever  proved  man  meanest  of  his  mates, 
And  bom  toot-washer  and  foot-wiper,  nay 
Foot-kisser  to  each  comrade  of  yon  all ! 
I  dreamed  I  dreamed ;  and  in  that  mimic  dream 
(Imnalpable  to  dream  as  dream  to  fact) 
Metnoi^t  I  meanly  chose  to  sleep  no  wink 
But  wait  until  I  heard  my  brethren  snore  ; 
Then  stole  from  oouoh,  slipped  noiseless  o*er 

the  planks, 
^d    downstairs,    furtively    approached    the 

hearth. 
Found  the  fowl  duly  brown,  both  back  and 

breast, 
Hifisiiur  in  harmcmy  with  the  cricket's  chirp, 
Grilled  to  a  point :  said  no  grace,  bat  fell  to. 
Nor  finished  till  tiie  skeleton  lav  bare. 
In  penitence  for  which  ignoble  aream, 
Lo,  I  renounce  my  portion  cheerfully ! 
Fie  on  the  flesh  —  be  mine  the  ethereal  gust. 
And  vonrs  the  subluna^  sustenance  ! 
See  that  whatever  be  lert  ye  give  the  poor !  " 
Down  the  two  ecnttled,  one  on  other^n  h«»«*l. 
Stung  by  a  fell  stirmitie  ;  and  found,  atMck. 
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A  sroodly  savor,  both  the  dnunatick  bonoA, 
And  tliat  which  henceforth  took  the  appropri- 
ate naiue 
O^  the  Merry-thought,  in  memory  of  the  fact 
That  to  keep  wide  awake  is  mau^s  best  dream. 

So,  —  as  was  said  once  of  Thucydides 

And    his    sole    joke,    '*  The    lion,    lo,    hath 

laoehed  I " — 
Just  so,  the  Governor  and  all  that  *s  great 
I'  the  city  never  meant  that  Innocence 
Should  quite   starve   while  Authority  sat    at 

meat ; 
Thev meant  to flinga  bone  at  banouet^s  end  : 
Wished  well  to  onrPompilia  —  in  tneir  dreams. 
Nor  bore  the  secular  sword  in  vain  —  asleep. 
Just  so  the  Archbishop  and  all  good  like  lum 
Went  to  bed  meaning  to  pour  ou  and  wine 
I*  the  wounds  of  her,  next  day,  —  but  long  ere 

day, 
They  had  burned  the  one  and  drunk  the  other, 

while 
Just  so,  again,  contrariwise,  the  priest 
Sustained  poor  Nature  in  extremity 
By  stuffing  barley-bread  into  her  mouth, 
Saving  Pompilia  (gnuit  the  parallel) 
By  the  plain  homely  and  stnughtf  orward  way 
Taught  him    by  common   sense.    Let   others 

shriek 
"  Oh  what  refined  expedients  did  we  dream 
Proved  us  the  only  fit  to  help  the  fair  I  '* 
He   cried.  **A  carriage  waits,  jump  in  with 


me 


II 


And  now,  this  application  pardoned,  lords,  — 
This  recreative  pause  and  breathing^while,  — 
Back  to  beseemmgness  and  gravity  1 
For  Law  steps  in  :  Guido  appeals  to  Law, 
Demands  she  arbitrate,  —  noes  well  for  once. 
O  Law,  of  thee  how  neatly  was  it  said 
By  that  old  Sophocles,  thou  hast  th^  seat 
I'  the  very  breast  of  Jove,  no  meanher  throned  I 
Here  is  a  niece  of  work  now,  hitherto 
Begun  ana  carried  on,  concluded  near. 
Without  an  eye-glance  cast  thy  sceptre's  way ; 
And,  lo,  the  stumbling  and  discomfiture ! 
Well  may  yon  call  Uiem  '*  lawless"  means, 

men  take 
To  extricate  themselves  through  mother^wit 
When  tangled  haply  in  the  toils  of  life  ! 
Guido  would  try  conclusions  with  his  foe, 
WhoeVr  tlie  foe  was  and  whatever  the  offence  ; 
He  would  recover  certain  dowry-dues : 
Instead  of  asking  Law  to  lend  a  hand. 
What  pother  of  8 word  drawn  and  pistol  cocked. 
What  peddling  with  forged  letters  and  paid 

^  spies. 
Politic  circumrention  I  —  all  to  end 
As  it  began  —  by  loss  of  the  foors  head, 
First  in  a  figure,  presently  in  a  fact. 
It  is  a  lesson  to  mankind  at  large. 
How  other  were  the  end,  would  men  l)e  sage 
And  bear  confidingly  each  quarrel  straight, 
O  Law,  to  thv  recipient  mother-knees! 
How  would  the  children  light  come  and  prompt 

This,  with  a  red-cheeked  apple  fur  reward. 
The  other,  perad  venture  red-cheeked  too 


I*  the  rear,  by  taste  of  birch  for  punishment. 
Nu  foolish  brawling  murder  an^  more  I 
Peace  for  the  household,  practice  for  the  Fisc, 
And  plenty  for  the  exchequer  of  my  lords  1 
Too  much  t4>  hope,  in  this  world :  in  the  next. 
Who  kno\^  8  ?    Since,  why  should  sit  ib»  Twelve 

enthroned 
To  judge  the  tiibes,  unless  the  tribes  be  judged  ? 
And  't  is  impossible  but  offences  come  : 
So,  all  ^s  one  lawsuit,  all  one  long  leet-day  1 

Forgive  me  this  digression  —  that  I  stand 
Entranced  awhile  at  Law's  first  beam,  outbreak 
O'  the  business,  when  the  Count's  good  angel 

bade 
**  Put  up  thy  sword,  bom  enemy  to  the  ear. 
And  let  Law  listen  to  thv  difference  I " 
And  Law  does  listen  and  coropoee  Uie  strife. 
Settle  the  suit,  how  wisely  ana  how  well  I 
On  our  Pompilia,  faultless  to  a  fault. 
Law  bends  a  brow  maternally  severe, 
Implies  the  worth  of  perfect  chastitT, 
By  fancying  the  flaw  she  cannot  find. 
Superfluous  sifting  snow,  nor  helps  nor  harms : 
*T  is  safe  to  censure  levity  in  youth. 
Tax  womanhood  witJi  indiscretion,  sure  I 
Since  toys,  permissible  today,  become 
Follies  to-morrow  :  prattle  shocks  in  church : 
And  that  curt  skirt  which  lets  a  maiden  skip. 
The  matron  changes  for  a  trailing  robe. 
Mothers  may  aim  a  blow  with  hiuf-ahut  eyes 
Nodding  above  Uieir  spindles  by  the  fire. 
And  chance  to  hit  some  hidden  fault,  else  safe. 
Just  soj  Law  hazarded  a  punishment  — 
If  applicable  to  the  circumstance. 
Why,  well  I  if  not  so  apposite,  well  too. 
''  Quit  the  gay  range  o^  the  world,"  I  hear  her 

cry, 
*^  Enter,  in  lien,  the  penitential  pound : 
Exchange  the  gsnds  of  pomp  for  ashes,  dost  I 
Leave  each  mollitious  haunt  of  luxury  I 
The  golden-garnished  silken-couched  aloove, 
The  many-columned  terraoe  that  so  tempts 
Feminine  soul  put  foot  forth,  extend  ear 
To  fluttering  joy  of  lover's  serenade,  — 
Leave  thf se  for  cellular  seclusion  I  mask 
And    dance    no   more,    but   fast   and    ptay! 

avaunt  — 
Be  burned,  thy  wicked   townsman's   souiet* 

book  I 
Welcome,  mild  hymnal  by  .  .  .  aorao  better 

scribe  I 
For  the  warm  arms  were  wont  enfold  thy  flesk. 
Let    wire-shirt    plough  and    whip-oord   disci- 

pUne!*' 
If  such  an  exhortation  proved,  perehaaoe. 
Inapplicable,  words  bestowed  in  waste. 
What  harm,  since  Law  has  store,  can  spend  not 

miss? 

And  so,  our  paragon  submits  hersdf , 
Goes  at  command  into  the  holy  house. 
And,  also  at  command,  comes  out  again  : 
For,  coidd  the  effect  of  such  obedience  prove 
Too  certain,  too  immediate  ?    Being  hraled. 
Go  blaze  abroad  the  matter,  bleasea  one ! 
Art  thou  sound  forthwith  ?    Speedilv  ▼aoat^ 
The  step  by  pool-side,  leave  Bethesds  fire 
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To  patiente  plentifully  posted  round, 
Since  the  whole  need  not  the  physician !    Brief, 
She  inay  betake  h^r  to  her  nareuts'  place. 
Welcome  her,  father,  witn  wide  arras   once 


more 


Motion  her,  mother,  to  thy  breast  again ! 
For  why  ?    Since  Law  relinquishes  the  eharg:e, 
(vrantB  to  your  dwelling-place  a  prison's  style. 
liejoioe  you  with  Pompiua !  golden  days, 
lieaeHnt  SeUumia  reana,    Six  weeks  slip, 
And  she  is  domioilea  in  house  and  home 
As  though  she  Uience  had  never  budged  at  all. 
And  thiUier  let  the  husband  —  joyous,  ay, 
But  contrite  also  —  quick  betake  hinaseu, 
Proud  that  his  dove  which  lay  among  the  pots 
Hath  mued  those  dingy  feathers,  —  moulted 


now. 


Shows  silver  bosom  clothed  with  vellow  gold  I 
N>  sliall  he  tempt  her  to  the  perch  she  fled, 
Bid  to  domestic  btiss  the  truaut  back. 

But  let  him  not  delay  I    Time  fleets  how  fast. 

And  opportunitjyr.  the  irrevocable. 

Once   nown    will   flout   him!    Is  the  furrow 

traced? 
If  field  with  com  ye  fail  preoccupy. 
Darnel  for  wheat  and  tlustle-beaids  for  grain, 
Jr^elix  lolium,  earduus  horridus, 
\\  ill  grow  apace  in  combination  prompt. 
Defraud  the  husbandman  of  his  desire. 
Already  —  hist  —  what  murmurs  ^monish  now 
Tlie  laggard  ?  — doubtful,  nay,  fantastic  bruit 
Of  such  an  apparition,  such  return 
Jnterdum,  to  anticipate  the  spouse, 
Of  Caponsaochi^s  very  self  1    'T  is  said, 
VYhen  nights  are  lone  and  company  is  rare. 
His  visitations  brighten  winter  up. 
If  so  they  did  —  which  nowise  I  believe  — 
(How  can  I  ?  —  proof  abounding  that  the  priest. 
Once  fairly  at  his  relwaticui'-plaoe. 
Never  once  left  it),  still,  admit  he  stole 
A  midnight  march,  would  fain  see  friend  i^:ain. 
Find  matter  for  instruction  in  the  past. 
Renew  the  old  adventure  in  such  chat 
As  cheers  a  fireside  1    He  was  lonely  too. 
He,  too,  must  need  his  recreative  hour. 
Shall  it  amaae  the  philosophic  mind 
If  he,  lon^  wont  the  empurpled  cup  to  quaff. 
Have  fenunine  society  at  will. 
Being  debarred  abruptlv  from  all  drink 
Save  at  the  spring  whicn  Adam  used  for  wine. 
Dreads  harm  to  just  the  health  he  hoped  to 

guard. 
And,  trying  abstinence,  gains  malady? 
Ask  Tozzi,  uijw  physician  to  the  Pope  t 
**  Little  by  little  break  ''  —  (I  hear  he  bids 
Master  Arcan^reli  my  antagonist. 
Who  loves  good  cheer,  and  may  indulge  too 

much : 
So  I  explain  the  logic  of  the  plea 
Wherewith  he  opened  our  pn)ce<H]ings  late)    - 
*"  Little  by  little  break  a  habit,  Don, 
Become  necessity  to  feeble  flesh  !  " 
And  thus,  nootornal  taste  of  intercourse  ^ 
(Which  never  happened,  —  bnt,  suppose  it  did) 
May  have  been  used  to  dishabituate 
Bv  sip  and  sip  this  drainer  to  the  dregs 
O*  the  draught  of  conversation,  — heady  stuff, 


Brewa^  which,  broached,  it  took  two  days  and 

nights 
To  properly  discuss  i'  the  journey.  Sirs  1 
Such  power  has  second-nature,  men  call  nse. 
That  undelightf  ul  objects  get  to  charm 
Instead  of  chafe :  the  daily  colocynth 
Tickles  the  jMilate  by  repeated  dose. 
Old  sores  scratch  kindly,  the  ass  makes  a  push 
Although  the  mill-yoke-wound  be  smarting  yet. 
Fur  inifi"door  bolted  on  a  holiday  : 
Nor  must  we  marvel  here  if  impulse  urge 
To  talk  the  old  stoiy  over  now  and  then, 
'^rhe  hopes  and  fears,  the  stoppage  and  the 

haste, — 
Subjects  of  oollocfny  to  surfeit  once. 
'*'  Here  did  yon  bid  me  twine  a  rosy  wreath  I  *' 
**  And  there  you  paid  my  lips  a  compliment !  *' 
**  Here  you  admired  the  tower  could   be  so 

talir* 
**  And  there  you  likened  that  of  Lebanon 
To  the  nose  of  the  beloved  1  "    Trifles  1  still, 
**  Foraan  et  hcec  0/1  ni,"  —  such  trifles  serve 
To  make  the  minutes  pass  in  winter-time. 

Husband,  return  then,  I  re-counsel  thee  I 
For,  finally,  of  all  glad  circumstance 
Should  make  a  prompt  return  imperative, 
What  in  the  world  awuts  thee,  dost  suppose  ? 
O*  the  sudden,  as  good  gifts  are  wont  befall. 
What  is  the  hap  of  our  unconscious  Count  ? 
That  which  lignts  bonfire  and  sets  cask  a-tilt. 
Dissolves  the  stubbom'st  heart  in  jollity. 
O  admirable^  there  is  bom  a  babe, 
A  son,  an  heir,  a  Fraaceschini  last 
And  best  o'  the  stock !    Pompilia,  thine  tha 

palm  I 
Repaying  incredulity  with  faith. 
Ungenerous  thrift  of  each  marital  debt 
With  bounty  in  profuse  expenditure, 
Pompilia  scorns  to  have  the  old  year  end 
Without  a  present  shaU  ring  in  the  new  — 
Bestows  on  her  too-parsimonioui  lord 
An  infant  for  the  apple  of  his  eye. 
Core  of  his  heart,  and  crown  com^etii^F  life, 
Trne  gummum  bonum  of  the  earthly  lot! 
^*  We,*'  saith  ingeniously  the  sage,  **  are  bom 
Solely  that  others  mav  be  bom  of  us.** 
So,  father,  take  thy  onild,  for  thine  that  child. 
Oh    nothing   doubt  I     In  wedlock  bom,  law 

holds 
Baseness  impossible:  since  ^\fiU»8  eti 
Q^ffi  nuptia  demofutranty^^  twits  the  text 
Whoever  dares  to  doubt. 

Tet  doubt  he  dares ! 
O  faith,  where  art  thou  flown  from  out  the 

world  ? 
Alreadv  on  what  an  age  of  doubt  we  fall ! 
Insteaa  of  each  disputing  for  the  prise. 
The  babe  is  bandied  here  from  that  to  this. 
Whose  the  babe  ?    '' Ci^um  peau  t '*    Guide's 

lamb? 
"  .In  Meiibtri  f ''    Nay,  but  of  the  priest  I 
**  iVon  aed  ACoonia  !  *'    Some  one  must  be  sire : 
And  who  shall  say,  in  such  a  punling  strait. 
If  there  were  not  vouchsafed  some  miracle 
To  the  wife  who  had  been  harassed  and  abused 
More  than  enough  by  Guide's  family 
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For  nuii-produotioii  of  the  proRiked  fruit 

Of  marruige  ?    What  if  Nature,  I  demand. 

Touched  to  the  quick  by  tannts  upon  her  aloth. 

Had  rooaed  herself,  put  forth  recondite  power, 

Bestowed  this  birth  to  vindieato  her  sway, 

Like  the  strao|:e  favor  Maro  memorized 

As  granted  Anstans  when  his  hive 

Lay  empty  of  the  swarm  ?  not  one  more  bee  — 

Not  one  more  babe  to  Franoesohini^s  house  I 

And  lo,  a  new  birth  filled  the  air  vriih  joy. 

Sprung  from  the  bowels  of  the  generous  steer, 

A  novel  son  and  heir  rejoiced  the  Count  1 

Spontaneous  generation,  need  I  prove 

Were  facile  feat  to  Nature  at  a  pinch  ? 

Let   whoso   donbts,    steep    horsehair    certain 

weeks. 
In  water,  there  will  be  prrMlnoed  a  snake  ; 
Spontaneous  product  of  the  horse,  which  horse 
Happens  to  be  the  representative  — 
Now  that  I  think  on  t  —  of  Areszo^s  self, 
The  very  city  our  conception  bleesed  : 
Is  not  a  prancii^  horse  the  City-arms  ? 
What  aaae  eye  fails  to  see  coincidence  ? 
Citr  ego^  boast  thou,  my  Pompilia,  then, 
D^spfTtm  fieri  sine  conjuge 
Mater  —  How  well  the  Ovidian  distich  suits  I  — 
Et  parere  intado  dummodo 
Casta  viro  f  such  miracle  was  WT01:^^t ! 
Note,  further,  as  to  mark  the  prodigy, 
llie  babe  in  question  neither  took  the  name 
Of  Guide,  from  the  sire  presumptive,  nor 
(riuseppe,  from  the  sire  potontial,  but 
(f aetano  —  last  saint  of  our  hierarchy. 
And  newest  namer  for  a  thing  ao  new ! 
What   other    motive    could    have    prompted 

choice  ? 

Therefore  be  peace  again  :  exult,  ye  hills  t 

Ye  vales  rejoicingly  break  forth  in  song  ! 

Jncipe^  parve  jnter^  begin,  snudl  bov, 

Risu  cogffumxre  patrem^  with  a  langn 

To  recognize  thy  parent !    Nor  do  thou 

Boggle,  O  parent,  to  return  the  grace  ! 

Nee  anceps  hanre^  pater,  puero 

Cognoscendo  —  one    may    well    eke    out    the 

prayer  I 
In  vain  !    The  perverse  Gnido  doubts  his  eyes, 
Duitrusts  aasuranoe,  lets  the  devil  drive. 
Because  his  house  is  swept  and  garnished  now. 
He,  having  summoned  seven  like  himself, 
Must  hurry  thither,  knock  and  enter  in. 
And  noake  the  last  worse  than  the  first,  in- 
deed I 
Is  he  content  ?    We  are.    No  further  blame 
O^  the  man  and  murder !    They  were  stigma- 
tized 
Befittingly :  the  Court  heard  long  ago 
My  mind  o*  the  matter,  which,  ontpouring  full, 
Has  long  since  swept  like  surge,  i^  the  simile 
()f  Homer,  overlmme  both  dyke  and  dam. 
And  whelmed  alike  client  and  advocate : 
His  ftkte  is  sealed,  his  life  as  good  as  gone. 
On  him  I  am  not  tempted  tiO  waste  word. 
Yet  though  my  purpose  holds,  —  which  was  and 

is 
And  solely  shall  be  to  the  very  end. 
To  draw  the  true  ej^pies^  of  a  saint, 
l>o  justice  to  perfection  in  the  sex,  — 


Yet  let  not  some  mm  pAmpersr  of  the  lledi 
And  nin^ard  in  the  spirit^s  nourishmoii. 
Whose  feeding  hath  obfuscated  his  wit 
Rather  than  law, — he  never  had,  to  Ian  -^ 
Let  not  such  advocate  object  to  me 
I  leave  my  proper  f  unotioo  of  attaek  1 
"What'sthisto  Baoohus P "  —  (in  the  dmana 

phrase. 
Well  used,  for  onoe)  he  hioenps  probably. 
O  Advocate  o'  the  Poor,  thon  born  to  niake 
Their  bleasing  void  —  beati  pttuperea  1 
By  painting  saintship  I  depicture  sin  : 
Beside  my  pearl,  I  prove  now  black  thy  jet. 
And,  through  Pompilia's  virtue.  Guidons  erime. 

Back  to  her,  then,  —  with  but  one  beauty  more. 
End  we  our  argument,  —  one  crowning  grace 
Pre-eminent  'mid  agony  and  death. 
For  to  the  last  Pompilia  played  her  part. 
Used  the  right  means  to  the  permisBfaJb  end. 
And,  wily  as  an  eel  that  stirs  the  mud 
Thick  overhead,  so  baffling  spearman *s  thrust. 
She,  while  he  stabbed  her,  simulated  death. 
Delayed,  for  his  sake,  the  catastrophe, 
Obtainea  herself  a  respite,  four  da]rs'  grace, 
Whereby  she  told  her  sto^  to  the  wond, 
Enabled  me  to  make  the  present  speech. 
And,  by  a  full  confession,  saved  her  8onl« 


Yet  hold,  even  here  would  malioe  leer  its  last, 
Gni^le  its  choked  remonstrance:   snake,  him 

free! 
Oh,  that  *s  the  objection  ?    And  to  whom  ?  — 

not  her 
But  me,  forsooth  —  as,  in  the  very  act 
Of  both  eonfeanon  and  (what  followed  dose) 
Subsequent  talk,  chatter  and  goasipry. 
Babble  to  sympathizing  he  and  she 
Whoever  chose  besiege  her  dying^bed,  — 
As  this  were  found  at  variance  with  my  tak^ 
Falsified  all  I  have  adduced  for  truth. 
Admitted  not  one  peccadillo  here. 
Pretended  to  perfection,  first  and  last. 
O*  the  whole  procedure  —  perfect  in  the  end. 
Perfect  i*  the  means,  perfect  in  everything. 
Leaving  a  lawyer  nothing  to  exeusa. 
Reason  awa^  and  show  ms  sldll  about  1 
—  A  flight,  impossible  to  Adamic  flesh. 
Just  to  DC  fancied,  scarcely  to  be  wished. 
And,  anyhow,  unpleadable  in  oonrt ! 
''How  reconcUe,^*  gasps  Malice,   ''that  with 

this?" 

Your  *'  thii,*^  friend,  is  extraneoaa  to  the  law, 
Comes  of  men's  outside  meddling,  the  unskilled 
Interpontion  of  such  fools  as  press 
Out   of   their   province.     Must   I   speak  mv 

mind? 
Far  better  had  Pompilia  died  o*  the  spot 
Than  found  a  tongue  to  wag  and  shsone  th« 

Inw, 
Shame  most  of  all  herself,  —  ooald  friendship 

fail. 
And  advocacy  lie  leas  on  the  alert : 
But  uo,  they  shall  protect  her  to  the  end  1 
Do  I  credit  the  alleged  narration  ?    No  1 
Lied  our  Pompilia  then,  to  laud  herself  ? 
Still,  no  1    Clear  up  what  seenM  diaerepancy  V 
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That  younir  May-moon-inonth  I    DeTils  of  tlie 

deep ! 
Was  not  a  Pope  tiien  Pope  as  mach  as  now  ? 
Used  not  he  chirrup  oW  the  Merrv  Tales, 
(^huckle,  —  his  nephew  so  exact  the  yrng 
To  play  a  jealous  oullion  such  a  trick 
As  wins  the  wife  i'  the  pleasant  story  I     Well  ? 
Why  do  things  change  ?    Wherefore  is  Rome 

nn-Uomed  ? 
I  tell  you,  ere  Felioe^s  corpse  was  cold. 
The  Duke,  that  night,  threw  wide  his  palace- 

duoni, 
Rt*ceived  the  compliments  o*  the  quality 
(•''or  justice  done  him,  —  bowed  and  smirked  his 

And  in  return  passed  round  a  pretty  tiling, 
A  portrait  of  Felioe's  sister^s  self. 
Florid  old  rogue  Albano's  masterpiece, 
As  —  better  tJian  virginitv  in  rags  — 
Bouncing  Europa  on  the  back  o  the  bull : 
J*h«y  laughed  and  took  their  road  the  saf  elier 

home. 
All,  but  times  change,  there  ^s  quite  another 

Poije, 
I  do  the  Duke's  deed,  take  Felice's  place, 
And,  being  no  Felice,  lout  and  cWut, 
Stomach  but  ill  the  phrase, ''  I  lose  my  head  1 " 
How  euphemistic  I  Lose  what?   Lose  your  ring, 
Your  snuff-box,  tablets,  kerchief  !  — but,  your 

head? 
I  learnt  the  process  at  an  early  age ; 
'Twas  useful  knowledge,  in  those  same   old 

days. 
To  know  the  way  a  head  is  set  on  neck. 
My  fencing^niaster  urged,  *'  Would  tou  excel  ? 
Rest  not  content  with    mere  bold    give-and- 

guard. 
Nor  pink  the  antagonist  somehow-anyhow  I 
See  me  dissect  a  little,  and  know  your  game  I 
Only  anatomy  makes  a  thrust  the  thing.'^ 
Oh,  Cardinal,  those  lithe  live  necks  of  ours ! 
Here  go  the  vertebne,  here  's  Atlas,  here 
Aiis^  and  here  the  symphjrses  stop  short. 
So  wisely  and  well,  —  as,  o^er   a  corpse,  we 

cant,    - 
And  here 's  i\\t*  silver  cord  which  .  .  .  what 's 

our  wor>l  ? 
Depends  from  the  gold  bowl,  which  loosed  (not 

"  lost ") 
I.«ts  US  from  heaven  to  hell,  —  one  chop,  we  *re 

loose  1 
**  And  not  much  pain  i*  the  process,'^  quoth  a 

sage  : 
Who  told  him  ?    Not  Felice's  ghost,  I  think  1 
Such  **]usint;"  is  scarce  Mother  Natnre's  mode. 
She  fain  would  have  cord  ease  itself  away. 
Worn  to  a  thread  by  threescore  years  ana  ten. 
Snap  while  we  slumber :  that  seems  bearable. 
I  *ro  told  one  clot  of  blood  extravasate 
Knds  one  as  certainly  as  Roland's  sword,  — 
<hie  drop  of  Ijrmph  suffused  proves  Oliver's 

maoe, — 
Intruding,  either  of  tlie  pleasant  pair, 
<hi  the  arachnoid  tnnic  of  my  bram. 
That 's  Nature's  way  of  loosing  cord  I  -  but 

Art, 
How  4if  Art's  process  with  the  engine  here. 
When  bowl  and  cord  alike  are  crushed  across. 


Bored  between,  bruised  through  ?     Wliy,  if 

Fagon's  self. 
The  French  Court's  pride,  that  famed  practi- 
tioner. 
Would  pass  nis  cold  pale  lightning  of  a  kiiift*, 
Pistoja-ware,  adroit  twixt  joint  and  joint. 
With  just  a  **See  how  facile,  gentlefolk !  '^  - 
The  thing  were  not  so  bad  to  bear !  Bruf«  fotve 
Cuts  as  he  comes,  brei^  in,  breaks  on,  brvaks 

out 
O'  the  hard  and  soft  of  you :  is  that  the  same  ? 
A  lithe  snake  thrids  the  hedge,  makes  thiob  no 

leaf: 
A  heavy  ox  sets  chest  to  brier  and  branch. 
Bursts  somehow  through,  and  leaves  uiie  hid- 
eous hole 
Behind  him  1 

And  why,  why  must  this  needs  be  ? 
Oh,  if  men  were  but  good  I   Thev  are  not  good, 
Nowise  like  Peter :  people  called  him  rough. 
But  if,  as  I  left  Rome,  I  spoke  the  Saint, 
— ""  Petrua,  quo  vadis  f ''  —  doubtless,  I  should 

hear. 
**  To  free  tne  prisoner  and  forgive  his  fault ! 
I  plucked  the  absolute  dead  from  God's  own 

bar, 
And  raised  up  Doroas,  —  why  not  rescue  thee  ?*' 
What  would  cost  one  such  nullifying  word  ? 
If  Innocent  succeeds  to  Peter's  place. 
Let  him  think  Peter^s  thought,  speak  Peter's 

speech! 
I  say,  he  is  bound  to  it :  friends,  how  say  you  ? 
C<incede  I  be  all  one  bloodgniltiness 
And  mystery  of  murder  in  the  flesh. 
Why  should  that  fact  keep  the  Pope's  mouth 

shut  fast  ? 
He  execrates  my  crime, — good  !  —  sees  hell 

^  yawn 
One  inch  from  the  red  plank's  end  which   I 

press,  -  - 
Nothiiu;  is  better  I    What  *8  the  consecinenoe  ? 
How  would  a  Pop«  proceed  that  kno^s  his 

cue? 
Why,  leave  me  linger  out  my  minute  here. 
Since  close   on  death    comes   judgment    and 

comes  doom. 
Not  crib  at  dawn  its  pittance  from  a  sheep 
Destined  ere  dewfall  to  be  butcher 's-meat  1 
Think,  Sirs,  if  I  have  done  vou  any  harm. 
And  you  require  the  natural  revenge, 
Siinpose,  and  so  intend  to  poison  me, 
—  Just  as  you  take  and  slip  into  my  draught 
The  papeitul  of  powder  that  clears  scores. 
You  notice  on  my  brow  a  certain  blue  : 
How  you  both  overset  the  wine  at  once ! 
How  yon  both  smile,   *'  Our  enemy  has  the 

plague  ! 
Twelve  hours  henoe  he  '11  be  scrapii^  his  bones 

bare 
Of  that  intolerable  flesh,  and  die. 
Frenzied  witli  pain  :  no  need  for  poi!«on  here  I 
Step  aside  and  enjoy  the  soectacle  I  " 
Tender  for  souls  are  you.  Pope  Innocent ! 
Christ^s  maxim  is  —  one  soul  outweiglis  the 

^  world : 
Re^fnt**  me.  Have  a  soul,  then,  curse  the  world  I 
""  Xo/*  venerable  sire,  I  hear  yon  smirk. 
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Like  to  Ahasaenifl,  that  slirewd  prince, 
1  will  begriu,  —  as  iB,  thetH;  seven  yean  now, 
Mv  daily  wont,  —  and  read  a  Hiatory 
(Written  by  one  whose  deft  right  hand  was  dost 
To  the  last  digit,  ages  en^  my  birth) 
<>t  all  my  predecesBors,  Pojies  of  Home  : 
Fur  thougn  mine  ancient  early  dropped  the  pen, 
Yet  others  picked  it  np  and  wrote  it  dry, 
cilice  of  the  making  books  there  is  no  end. 
And  so  I  have  the  Papacy  complete 
From  Peter  first  to  Alexander  last ;  ^ 
Can  question  each  and  take  instruction  so. 
Have  I  to  dare  !  —  1  ask,  how  dared  this  Pope  ? 
To  suffer  ?    i)uch-an-one,  how  suffered  he  ? 
Being  about  to  judge,  as  now,  I  seek 
How  judged  once,  well  or  ill,  some  other  Pope  ; 
Studv  some  ngnal  judgment  that  subsists 
To  blaze  on,  or  else  blot,  the  page  which  seals 
The  sum  up  of  what  gain  or  Iims  to  God 
Came  of  his  one  more  Vicar  in  the  world. 
S),  do  I  find  example,  rule  of  life ; 
So,  square  and  set  m  order  the  next  page. 
MiuU  be  stretched  smooth  o*er  my  own  fnnerBl 
cyst. 

Eight  hundred  years  exact  before  the  year 
I  was  made  Pope,  men  made  Formosus  Pope, 
Say  Sigebert  and  other  chroniclers. 
Ere  I  confirm  or  quash  the  Trial  here 
l)f  (tnido  Franoeschini  and  his  friends. 
Read,  —  How  there  was  a  ghastly  Trial  once 
C>f  a  dead  man  by  a  live  man,  and  both.  Popes : 
Tliiis  —  in  the  antique  penmairs  very  pnrase. 

*'  Then  Stephen.  Pope  and  seventh  of  the  name. 

Cried  out,  in  synod  as  he  sat  in  stat4*, 

\Miile  choler  quivered  on  his  brow  and  beard, 

*  Come  into  court,  Formosus,  thou  lo4t  wretch, 
lliat  claimedst  to  be  late  Pope  as  even  I ! ' 

**  And  at  the  word,  the  great  door  of  the  church 
Flew  wide,  and  in  thev  brought  Formosus*  self , 
The  body  of  him.  dean,  even  as  embalmed 
And  buned  duly  in  the  Vatican 
Eight  months  before,  exhumed  thus  for  the 

nonce. 
Thev  set  it,  that  dead  bcjdy  of  a  Pope, 
(lottied  in  pontile  vesture  now  agam. 
Upright  on  Peter's  chair  as  if  alive. 

**  And  Stephen,  springing  np,  cried  furiously, 

*  Bifthop  of  Porto,  wherefore  did^t  presume 
To  leave  that  see  and  take  this  Roman  see. 
Exchange  the  lesser  for  the  grester  see, 

—  A  thing  against  the  canons  of  the  Church  ? ' 

•*  Then  one  —  (a  Deacon  who,  observing  forms. 
Was  placed  by  Stephen  to  repel  the  charge, 
Be  aavocate  and  mouthpiece  of  the  corpse)  — 
Smike  as  he  dared,  set  st^mraeringly  forth 
With  white  lips  and  dry  tongue, —  as  but  a 

youth. 
For  frightful  was  the  corpse-face  to  behold,  — 
How  nowine  lacked  there  precedent  for  this. 


**  But  when,  for  his  last  precedent  of  all. 
Emboldened  by  the  Spirit,  out  he  blurts, 

*  And,  Holy  Father,  oidst  not  thou  thyself 
Vacate  the  lesser  for  the  greater  see. 

Half  a  year  since  change  Arago  for  name  ? ' 
* —  Ye  nave  the  sin's  defence  now,  synod  mine  I  * 
Shrieks  Stei>hen  in  a  beastly  froth  of  rage  : 

*  Judge  now  betwixt  him  dead  and  me  alive ! 
Hath  he  intruded,  or  do  I  pretend  ? 

Judge,  judge  ! '  —  breaks  wavelike  ona  whole 
foain  of  wrath. 

"  Whereupon  they,  being  friends  and  folio wen^ 
Said,  *  Ay,  thou  art  Christ's  Vicar,  and  not  he  I 
Away  with  what  is  frightful  to  behold  I 
This  act  was  uncanonic  and  a  fault.* 

"Then,  swallowed   up  in    rage,  Stephen  ex- 
claimed, 

*  Soj  guilty  !    So,  remains  I  pnnish  guilt  I 
He  IS  nnpoped,  and  all  he  did  I  damn : 
The  Bishtip.  that  orduned  him,  I  degrade : 
Depose  to  laics  those  he  raised  to  priests : 
What  they  have  wrought  is  miacnief  nor  shaD 

stand. 
It  is  confusion,  let  it  vex  no  more  I 
Since  I  revoke,  annul  and  abrogate 
All  his  decrees  in  all  kinds :  they  are  void ! 
In  token  whereof  and  warning  to  the  world. 
Strip  me  yon  miscreant  of  those  robes  usurped. 
Ana  clothe  him  with  vile  serge  befitting  sach ! 
Then  hale  the  carrion  to  the  market-place ; 
Let  the  town-hangman   chop  from  his  right 

hand 
Those  same  three    fingers  which    he  blesKd 

withal ; 
Next  cut  the  head  off,  onoe  waa  crowned  for- 
sooth : 
And  last  go  fling  them,  fingers,  head  and  trank. 
To  Tiber  that  ray  Christian  fish  may  sup  I ' 
—  Either  because  of  IXh\2  which  means  Fish 
And  very  aptly  svmbolizcs  Christ, 
Or  else  because  tne  Pope  is  Fisherman, 
And  seals  with  FislierWignet. 

**  Anyway, 

So  said,  so  done  :  himself,  to  see  it  done. 
Followed  the  corpse  they  trailed  from  street  to 

street 
Till  into  Tiber  wave  they  threw  the  thing. 
The  iMHjnle,  crowded  tm  the  banks  to  see. 
Were  li»nd  or  mute,  wept  or  laughed,  cuised  'ir 

jeertd. 
According  as  the  deed  addressed  their  sense  ; 
A  t«c-andaT  verily  :  and  out  spake  a  Jew, 
*Wot  ye  your  Christ   had  vexed  our  Herod 

thus?' 

*'  Now  when,  Formosus  being  dead  a  ^^ear. 
His  judge  Pope  Stephen  tasted  death  in  ton. 
Made  captive  by  the  mob  and  strangled  straight, 
Romanus,  his  successor  for  a  month. 
Did  make  protest  Formosus  was  with  God, 
Holy.  Jrist.  true  in  thou|;ht  and  word  and  dcwd. 
Next  Theodore,  who  reigned  but  twenty  day*. 
Therein  convoked  a  synod,  whoae  decree 
Did  reinstate,  repope  the  late  nnpoped. 
And  do  away  with  Stephen  as  accnmed. 
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So  that  when  presently  certain  fiflher»folk 
(As  if  the  queasy  rivur  could  nut  hold 
ltd  swallowed  Jonaa,  but  dieohareed  the  meal) 
Pi-udneed  the  timely  product  of  tneir  nets, 
The  mnUlated  man,  r  onnoeno,  —  saved 
From  putrefaction  by  the  embalmer's  spice, 
Or.  as  some  said,  by  sanctity  of  iiesh,  — 

*  Why,  laT  the  body  again,*  bade  Theodore, 

*  AmonsT  nis  nredeoessors,  in  the  church 
And  burial-place  of  Peter  I  *  which  was  done. 

*  And,*  addeth  Lnitprand,  *  many  of  repute, 
Pious  and  still  alive,  avouch  to  me 

That,  as  they  bore  uie  body  up  the  aisle. 
The  saints  in  imaged  row  bowed  each  his  head 
F>»r  welcome  to  a  brotheivsaint  come  back.* 
Aa  tor  Konianns  and  this  Theodore, 
These    two    Popes,  through    the    brief   reign 

granted  each, 
Cunld  out  initiate  what  John  came  to  close 
And  give  the  final  stamp  to :  he  it  was,  ^ 
Ninth  of  the  name,  <I  follow  the  best  guides) 
Who,  —  in  fnU  synod  at  Ravenna  held 
With  Bishops  SMventy«foitr,  and  present  too 
Knde  King  of  France  with  his  Arohbishopry,  — 
Did  condemn  Stephen,  anatheraatixe 
The  disinterment,  and  make  all  blots  blank. 
*'  For,*  argneth  her  J  Auxilius  in  a  place 
De  Ordinationibus,  ^  precedents 
UmI  been,  no  lack,  before  Formosus  long, 
Of  Hiahops  so  transferred  from  see  to  see,  — 
Marinua,  for  example :  *  read  the  tract. 

**  But,  after  John,  came  Sergius,  reaffirmed 
The  right  of  Stephen,  cursed  Formosus,  nay 
(^ast  out,  some  say,  hia  corpse  a  second  time. 
And    here,  —  because    the    matter   went    to 

ground. 
Fretted  by  new  griefs,  ollier  cares  of  the  age,  — 
Here  is  the  last  pronouncing  of  the  Church, 
Her  sentence  that  subsists  unto  this  day. 
Yet  cons  tan  My  opinion  hath  prevailed 
I*  the  Church,  Formosus  was  a  holy  man.** 

Which  of  the  judgments  was  infallible  ? 
Which  of  my  predecessors  spoke  for  God  ? 
And  what  availed  Formosus  that  this  cursed. 
That  blessed,  and  then  this  other  cursed  again  f 
*'  Fear  ye  not  those  whose  power  can  kill  the 

bodv 
And  not  the  soul,**  saith  Christ,  **  bat  rather 

thosd 
Can  oast  both  son!  and  body  into  hell  I  ** 

John  ridged  thus  in  £ight  Hundred  Ninety 

Sight, 
Exact  eight  hundred  years  ago  to-day 
When,  sitting  in  his  stead.  Vicegerent  here, 
I  must  give  iudgm  mt  ob  my  own  behoof. 
So  worked  the  pre  lecessor :  now,  my  turn  ! 

In  God*s  name !    Once  more  on  this  earth  of 

Qod*s, 
While  twili'*ht  lasts  and  time  wherein  to  work, 
I  take  his  staJF  with  my  nneertain  hand, 
Atid  stay  my  six  and  fontseore  years,  my  due 
Labor  and  sorrow,  on  his  judgment-seat. 
And  forthwith  think,  spieak,  act,  in  place  of 

hiro  — 


The  Pope  for  Christ.     Once  more  appeal  is 

made 
From  man*s  assize  to  mine :  I  sit  and  see 
Another  poor  weak  trembling  human  wretch 
Pushed  by  his  fellows,  who  pretend  the  right. 
Up  to  the  gulf  which,  where  I  gaze,  begins 
From  this  world  to  the  next,  ~  gives  way  and 

way. 
Just  on  the  edge  over  the  awful  dark  : 
With  nothing  to  arrest  him  hut  my  feet. 
He  catches  at  me  with  convulsive  face. 
Cries  '^  Leave  to  live  the  natural  minute  more  !** 
While  hollowly  the  avengers  echo  **  Leave  ? 
None !    So  has  he  exceeded  man*s  due  share 
Li  niau*s  fit  license,  wrung  by  Adam*8  fall, 
Tu  sin  and  yet  not  surely  die,  —  that  we- 
All  of  us  sinful,  all  with  need  of  grace. 
Ail  chary  of  our  life,  —  the  minute  more 
Or  minute  less  of  grace  which  saves  a  soul,  — 
Bound  to  make  common  cause  with  who  craves 

time, 
—  We  j|ret  protest  against  the  exorbitance 
Of  sin  m  this  one  sinner,  and  demand 
That  his  poor  sole  remaining  piece  of  time 
Be  plucked  from  out  his  clutch :  put  him  to 

death  I 
Punish  him  now  !    As  for  the  weal  or  woe 
Hereafter,  Grod  grant  mercy !    Man  be  just. 
Nor  let  the  felon  boast  he  went  soot-free  I  '* 
And  I  am  bound,  the  solitary  judge. 
To  weigh  the  worth,  decide  upon  the  plea, 
And  eitJier  hold  a  hand  out,  or  withdraw 
A  foot  and  let  the  wret«h  drift  to  the  fall. 
Ay,  and  while  thus  I  dally,  dare  nerchimce 
Put  fancif-s  for  a  comfort  ^twixt  tnis  calm 
And  yonder  passion  that  I  have  to  bear,  — 
As  if  reprieve  were  possible  for  both 
Prisoner  and  Pt>pe,  —  how  easy  were  reprieve  I 
A  touch  o*  the  hand-bell  here,  a  hasty  word 
To  those  who  wait,  and  wonder  they  wait  kmg, 
I*  the  passage  there,  and  I  should  gain  tlw 

life  I  - 
Yea,  though  I  flatter  me  with  fancy  thus, 
I  know  it  is  but  Nature*s  craven-tnck. 
The  case  is  over,  judgment  at  an  end. 
And  all  thiiurs  done  now  and  irrevocable : 
A  mere  deaa  man  is  Pranceschini  here. 
Even  as  Formosm  centuries  ago. 
I  have  worn  through  this  sombre  wintry  day. 
With  winter  in  my  aonl  beyond  the  world's. 
Over  these  dismalest  of  documents 
Which  drew  night  down  on  me  ere  eve  befell,  — 
Pleadings  and  onnnter-pleadings,  figure  of  faet 
Beside  fact^s  self,  these  summaries,  to  wit,  — 
How  certain  thr^e  were  slain  by  certain  five : 
I  read  here  why  it  was,  and  how  it  went. 
And  how  the  chief  o*  the  five  preferred  ex:- 

euse. 
And  how  law  rather  chose  defence  should  He,  — 
What  argument  he  urged  by  wary  word 
When  free  to  play  off  wile,  start  subterfuge, 
And  what  the  unguarded  groan  told,  tortore*s 

feat 
When  law  grew  brutal,  outbroke,  oveibore 
And  glutted  hunger  on  the  truth,  at  last,  — 
No  matter  for  the  flesh  and  blood  between. 
All  *s  a  clear  rede  and  no  more  riddle  now. 
Truth,  nowhere,  lies  yet  everywhere  in  these  — 
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Nut  absolutely  in  a  portion,  yet 
Evolvable  from  the  whole :  evolved  at  last 
Painfully,  held  tenaoionsly  by  me. 
Therefore  there  is  not  any  donbt  to  clear 
When  I  shall  write  the  brief  word  presently 
And  ohink  the  hand-bell,  which  1  pause  to  do. 
Irresolute  ?  ^  Not  I,  more  than  the  mound 
Witli  the  pine-trees  on  it  yonder !    »Some  sur- 
mise. 
Perchance,  that  since  man's  wit  is  fallible, 
Mine  may  fail  here  ?    ^Suppose  it  so,  —  what 

then? 
8ay,  —  Guido,  I  count  gruilty,  there  ^s  no  babe 
^^o  guiltless,  for  I  misconceive  the  man ! 
\\  nat  's  in  the  chance  should  move  me  from  my 

mind?  ^ 
If,  as  I  walk  in  a  rough  country-side. 
Peasants  of  mine  cry,  **  Thou  art  he  can  help. 
Lord  of  the  land  and  counted  wise  to  boot : 
Look  at  our  brother,  strangling  iu  his  foam, 
He  fell  so  where  we  fina  him,  —  prove  thy 

worth  I '' 
I  mav  presume,  pronounce,  *^  A  frenxy-fit, 
A  f aUinp«iokne8S  or  a  fever«troke  I 
Breathe  a  vein,  copiously  let  blood  at  onoe  I  '* 
So  perishes  the  patient,  and  anon 
I  hear  my  peasants  —  '^  All  was  error,  lore  I 
Our  stor^,  thy  prescrintion  :  for  there  crawled 
In  due  tmie  nom  our  napless  brother^s  breast 
The  serpent  which  had  stung  him  :  bleeding 

slew 
Whom  a  prompt  cordial  had  restored  to  health/' 
AVhat  other  should  I  say  than  ''  God  so  willed : 
Mankind  is  ignorant,  a  man  am  I : 
Call  ignorance  my  sorrow,  not  my  sin  I  " 
So  and  not  otherwise,  in  aiter-time, 
If  some  acuter  wit,  fresh  protnng,  sound 
This  multifarious  mass  of  words  and  deeds 
Deeper,  and  reach  through  guilt  to  innocence, 
I  shall  face  Guidons  ghost  nor  Uench  a  jot. 
*'  God  who  set  me  to  judge  thee,  meted  out 
So  much  of  judging  faculty,  no  more : 
Ask  him  if  I  was  uaek  in  use  thereof  I  *^ 
I  hold  a  heavier  fault  imputable 
Inasmuch  as  I  chan^red  a  chaplain  once. 
For  no  cause,  — no,  if  I  must  bare  my  heart,  —^ 
Save  that  he  souffled  somewhat  saying  mass. 
For  I  am  Vare  it  is  the  seed  of  act, 
God  holds  appraudng  in  his  hollow  palm. 
Not  act  grown  great  thenoe  on  the  world  be- 
low, 
I^eafage  and  branchage,  vulgar  eyes  admire. 
Therefore  I  stand  on  my  integrity. 
Nor  fear  at  all :  and  if  I  hesitate. 
It  is  because  I  need  to  breathe  awhile. 
Rest,  as  the  human  right  allows,  review 
Intent  the  little  seeds  of  act,  my  tree,  — ^ 
The  thought,  which,  clothed  in  deed,  I  give  the 

world 
At  chink  of  bell  and  push  of  arrased  door. 

Opale  departure,  dim  disgrace  of  day  I 
Winter  *s  in  wane,  his  vengeful  worat  art  thou. 
To  dash  the  boldnMs  of  aavancing  March ! 
Thy  chill  persistent  rain  has  purgvd  our  streets 
Of  gossipry ;  pert  tongue  anil  idle  ear 
By  this,  consort  ^neath  archway,  portico. 
But  wheresoever  Koroe  gathen  in  the  gray. 


Two  names  now  snap  and  flash  from  month  to 

mouth  — 
(Sparks,  flint  and  steel  strike)  —  Ouido  and  the 

Pope. 
By  this  same  hour  to-morrow  eve  —  aha. 
How  do  they  call  him  ?  —  the  sagaeioua  Swede 
Who  finds  by  figures  how  the  chances  prove. 
Why  one  conies  rather  than  another  thing. 
As,  say,  such  dots  turn  up  by  throw  of  dice. 
Or,  if  we  dip  in  Virgil  here  and  there 
And  prick  for  suon  a  verse,  when  sueh  shall 

point. 
Take  this  Swede,  tell  him,  hiding  name  and 

rank, 
Two  men  are  in  our  city  this  dull  eve : 
One  doomed  to  death,  —  but  hundreds  in  such 

pUgrht 
sup  aside,  clean  escape  by  leave  of  law 
Wnich  leans  to  merc^  in  this  latter  rime ; 
Moreover  in  the  plemtude  of  life 
Is  he,  with  strength  of  limb  and  brain  adroit. 
Presumably  of  servioe  here  :  beside. 
The  man  is  noble,  backed  by  nobler  frienda: 
Nav,  they  so  wish  him  well,  the  city's  self 
Makes  common  cause  with  who  —  house-magis- 
trate. 
Patron  of  hearth  and  home,  domestie  lord  — 
But  ruled  his  own,  let  aliens  cavil.    Die  ? 
He  ^11  bribe  a  jailer  or  break  prison  first ! 
Nay,  a  sedition  may  be  helpful,  give 
Hint  to  the  mob  to  batter  wall,  bum  gate, 
And  bid  the  favorite  malefactor  marcli. 
Calculate  now  these  chances  of  escape ! 
*'  It  is  not  probable,  but  well  mapr  be.** 
Again,  there  is  another  man,  weighed  now 
By  twice  eight  years  beyond  the  sevnn-iimes- 

ten. 
Appointea  overweight  to  break  our  branch. 
And  this  man^s  loaded  branch  lifts,  more  than 

snow. 
All  the  world's  eark  and  care,  though  a  bird's 


Were  a  superfluous  burden :  notably 
Hath  he  been  pressed^  as  if  his  age  were  youth. 
From  to-day's  dawn  till  now  that  day  departs. 
Trying  one  question  with  true  sweat  of  soal, 
**"  ShaU  the  said  doomed  man  fitlier  die  or  Uve  ?  *" 
When  a  straw  swallowed  in  his  posset,  stool 
Stumbled  on  where  his  path  lies,  any  puff 
That 's  incident  to  such  a  smoking  ma,  ^ 
Hurries  the  natural  end  and  qucTOhea  him  ! 
Now  calculate,  thou  sage,  the  chanens  hera. 
Say,  which  shall  die  the  sooner,  this  or  that  ? 
'"  That,  pcanbly,  this  in  aU  likelihood." 
I  thought  so:   yet  thou  tripp'st,  my  foreign 

friend  1 
No,  it  will  be  quite  otherwise,  —  to^ay 
Is  Guide's  last :  my  term  is  yet  to  ran. 

But  say  the  Swede  were  right,  and  I  forthwith 
Acknowledge  a  prompt  summons  and  lie  dead : 
Whv.  then  I  stand  alreadv  in  God's  faoe 
Ana  near,  *^  Since  by  its  rruit  a  tree  is  judged, 
Show  me  thy  fruit,  the  latest  act  of  thine ! 
For  in  the  last  is  summed  the  first  and  all,  — 
What  thy  life  last  put  heart  and  soul  into. 
There  shall  I  taste  th^  product."   I  must  plead 
This  condemnation  of  a  man  to-day. 
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Not  ao  I    Ezpeot  nor  anettion  nor  raply 
At  what  we  nipire  as  God*8  judgment^wr ! 
None  of  this  Tile  way  by  the  bamu  worde 
Which,  more  than  any  deed,  oharacteriM 
Man  an  made  sabieot  to  a  eorae :  no  speeeh  — 
That  still  bofsto  o^er  some  lie  whieh  larks  inside, 
As  the  split  skin  across  the  oop^ery  snake. 
And  most  denotes  man  I  since,  m  all  beside, 
In  hate  or  Inst  or  guile  or  unbelief, 
Out  of  some  eore  ox  truth  the  exorescenoe  oomes, 
And,  in  the  last  resort,  the  man  may  urge 
'*  iSo  wss  J  made,  a  weak  thinir  that  gave  way 
To  truth,  to  impulse  only  stronff  sinoe  true. 
And  hated,  lusted,  used  puile,  forwent  faith.** 
But  when  man  walks  the  garaen  of  this  world 
For  his  own  solace,  and,  nncheoked  by  law, 
Speaks  or  keeps  silence  as  himself  sees  fit, 
Without  the  least  incumbency  to  lie, 

—  Why,  can  he  tell  you  what  a  rose  is  like, 
()r  how  the  birds  fly,  and  not  slip  to  false 
Though  truth  serve  better  ?    Man  must  tell  his 

mate 
Of  yon,  me  and  himself,  knowing  he  lies. 
Knowbig  his  fellow  knows  the  same,  —  will  think 
**  He  lies,  it  is  the  method  of  a  man  1 " 
And  ^et  will  speak  for  answer  **  It  is  truth  ** 
To  him  who  shall  rejoin  **"  Again  a  lie  1  '* 
Therefore  these  filthy  rags  or  speeeh,  this  coil 
Of  statement,  comment,  query  and  responsst 
Tatters  all  too  contaminate  for  use, 
HaTe  no  renewing :  He  the  Truth  is,  too. 
The  Word.   We  men,  tn  our  degree,  may  know 
There,  simply,  instantaneously,  as  here 
After  long  time  and  amid  many  lies. 
Whatever  we  dare  think  we  know  indeed 

—  That  I  am  I,  as  He  is  He,  —  what  else  ? 
But  be  man's  m  ^thod  for  man's  life  at  least  1 
Wherefore,  Antonio  PignatellL  thou 

My  ancient  self,  w1m>  wast  no  Pope  so  long 
But  stndiedst  Ood  and  man,  the  many  years 
I*  the  sch<K>l,  i*  the  cloister,  in  the  diocese 
Domestio,  legate-mle  in  foreign  lands,  — 
Thou  other  toroe  in  those  old  busy  days 
Than  this  gray  ultimate  decrepitude,  — 
Yet  sensible  of  fires  that  more  and  more 
Visit  a  soul,  in  passage  to  the  skv, 
l^f  t  nakeder  than  when  flesh-robe  was  new  — 
Thou,  not  Pope  but  the  mere  old  man  o'  the 

world. 
Supposed  inouiattTC  and  dispassionate, 
Wilt  thou,  tne  one  whose  speech  I  somewhat 

trust. 
Question  the  after-me,  this  self  now  Pope, 
Hear  his  procedure,  criticise  his  work  ? 
Wise  in  its  generation  is  the  world. 

This  is  whr  Ouido  is  found  reprobate. 

I  nee  him  furnished  forth  for  his  career, 

(hi  Atarting  for  the  life-chance  in  our  world. 

With  nearly  all  we  count  sufficient  help  : 

Body  and  mind  in  balaaoe,  a  sound  fnune, 

A  nolid  tntelleet :  the  wit  to  seek. 

Wisdom  to  ehoose,  and  courage  wherewithal 

To  d«*al  in  whatsoever  cirenmstanoe 

Should  minister  to  man,  make  life  snoeeed. 

Oh,  and  much  drawbaekl    what  were  earth 

without  ? 
Is  thin  our  ultimate  stage,  or  starttng-plaoe 


To  try  man's  foot,  if  it  will  creep  or  elimb, 
'Mid  obstacles  in  seeming,  points  that  prove 
Advantage  for  who  vaults  from  low  to  high^ 
And  makes  the   stumbling-bloek  a  stealing- 

stone? 
So,  Ouido,  bom  with  appetite,  lacks  food : 
Is  poor,  who  vet  could  deftly  play-^ff  wealth : 
Straitened,  whose  limbs  are  restless  till  at  lainge. 
He,  as  he  eyes  each  outlet  of  the  cirque 
And  narrow  penf old  for  probation,  pines 
After  the  good  things  just  outside  its  grate. 
With  less  monition,  fainter  conaoienoe-twitoh. 
Rarer  instinctive  qualm  at  the  first  feel 
Of  greed  unseemly,  prompting  grasp  undue, 
ThJui  nature  furnishes  her  main  mankind,  — 
Making  it  harder  to  do  wrong  than  right 
The  first  time,  careful  lest  the  common  ear 
Break  measure,  miss  the  outstep  of  life's  march. 
Wherein  I  see  a  trial  fair  and  fit 
For  one  else  too  unfairly  fenced  about. 
Set  above  sin,  beyond  ms  fellows  here : 
Guarded  from  the  aroh-tempter  all  must  fight, 
B^  a  great  birth,  traditionary  name, 
Diligent  culture,  choice  companionship. 
Above  all,  conversanoy  with  the  faith 
Which  puts  forth  for  its  base  of  doctrine  just, 
*^  Bian  is  bom  nowise  to  content  himself. 
But  please  God.'*    He  accepted  such  a  rule. 
Recognized  man's  obedience  ;  and  the  Church, 
Which  simpW  is  such  rule's  embodiment. 
He  dare  to,  he  held  on  by,  —  nay,  indeed. 
Near  pushed  inside  of,  deep  as  layman  dunt, 
Profeased  so  much  of  ^esthood  ss  might  sue 
For    priest's -exemption   where    the   layman 

sinned, — 
Go  this  arm  frocked  which,  bare,  the  law  would 

bruise. 
Hence,  at  this  moment,  what 's  his  last  resource. 
His  extreme  stay  and  utmost  stretch  of  hope 
But  that,  —  convicted  of  such  crime  as  law 
Wipes    not    away   save    with    a  worldling's 

blood,- 
Guide,  the  three-parts  consecrate,  may  'scape  ? 
Nay,  the  portentmis  brothers  of  the  man 
Are  veritably  priests,  protected  each 
May  do  his  murder  in  the  Church's  pale. 
Abate  Pkul,  Canon  Girolamo  I 
This  is  the  man  proves  irrsligiousest 
Of  aU  mankind,  religion's  parasite ! 
This  may  focaooth  plead   dinned  ear,  jaded 


The  vice  o'  the  watcher  who  bides  near  the  bell. 
Sleeps  sound  because  the  clock  is  vigilant. 
And  cares  not  whether  it  be  shade  or  shine. 
Doling  out  day  and  night  to  all  men  else  t 
Why  was  the  choice  o'  the  man  to  niche  him- 
self 
Perversely  'neath  the  tower  where  'Hme^s  own 

tongne 
Thus  undertakes  to  seraioniie  the  world  ? 
Why,  but  because  the  solemn  is  safe  too. 
The  belfry  proves  a  fortress  of  a  sort. 
Has  other  uses  than  to  teach  the  hour : 
Turns  sunscreen,  paravent  and  orobrifnge 
To  whoeo  seeks  a  shelter  in  its  pale. 
—  Ay,  and  attractive  to  unwary  folk 
Who  gaze  at  storied  portal,  statued  spire. 
And  go  home  with  full  head  but  empty  purse. 
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Nor  dare  suspect  the  sacristjui  the  iLief  ! 
bhall  Judas  —  hard  apon  the  douor'n  heel. 
To  filch  the  fragmeuts  of  the  basket  —  plead 
He  was  too  near  the  preacher's  mouth,  nur  sat 
Attent  mrith  fifties  in  a  cumiiany  ? 
No,  —  closer  to  proniulgated  decree. 
Clearer  the  censure  of  default.    Proceed ! 

I  find  him  bound,  then,  to  begin  life  well ; 

Fortified  by  propitious  cironmstanoe. 

Great  birth,  good  breeding,  with  the  Church  for 

guide. 
How  lives  he  ?    Cased  thus  in  a  eoat  of  proof. 
Mailed  like  a  man-at-arms,  though  all  the  while 
A  pony  starveling,  —  does  the  breast  pant  bi^t 
l*he  limb  swell  to  the  limit,  emptiness 
{Strive  to  become  solidity  indeed  ? 
Kather,  he  shrinks  up  like  the  ambiguous  fish. 
Detaches  flesh  from  shell  and  outside  show. 
And  steals  by  moonlight  (I  have  seen  the  thing) 
lu  and  out,  now  to  prey  and  now  to  skulk. 
Armor  he  boasts  when  a  wave  breaks  on  beach, 
Or  bird  stoops  for  the  prize  :  with  peril  niKh«  — 
1  he  man  of  rank,  tlie  inuch-befrieuded  man, 
The  man  almost  affiliate  to  Uie  Church, 
Such  is  to  deal  with,  let  the  world  beware  ! 
Does  the  world  recognize,  pass  prudently  ? 
Do  tides  abate  and  sea-fowl  hunt  i*  the  deep  ? 
Already  is  the  slug  from  out  its  mew. 
Ignobly  faring  with  all  loose  and  free, 
Sand-fly  and  unsh-worm  at  their  garbage-feast, 
A  naked  blotch  no  better  than  they  all : 
Guide  has  dropped  nobility,  slipped  the  Church, 
Plays  trickster  if  not  cut-purse,  body  and  soul 
Prostrate  among  the  filthy  feeders  —  faugh  I 
And  when  Law  takes  him  by  surprise  at  utst, 
Catches  the  foul  thing  on  its  camon-prey. 
Behold,  he  points  to  uiell  left  high  and  dnr. 
Pleads  *  But  the  case  out  yonder  is  rosrself !  ** 
Nay,  it  is  thou.  Law  prongs  amid  thy  peers, 
C<»iigenial  vermin ;  that  was  none  of  thee. 
Thine  outside,  —  give  it  to  the  soldier-crab ! 

For  I  find  this  black  mark  impinge  the  man. 

That  he  believes  in  jnst  the  vile  of  life. 

Low  instinct,  base  pretension,  are  these  truth  ? 

Tlien,  that  aforesaid  armor,  probity, 

He  figures  in,  is  falsehood  scale  on  scale ; 

Honor  and  faith,  —  a  lie  and  a  disguise, 

Probably  for  aU  liTers  in  this  world. 

Certainly  for  himself  I    All  say  good  words 

To  who  will  hear,  all  do  thereby  bad  deeds 

To  who  muflt  undergo ;  so  thrive  mankind  I 

See  this  habitual  creed  exemplified 

Most  in  the  last  deliberate  act ;  as  last, 

80,  rery  sum  and  substance  of  the  soul 

Of  him^  that  planned  and  leaves  one  perfect 

pieee. 
The  sin  brought  under  jnrisdiction  now. 
Even  the  marriage  of  the  man  :  this  act 
I  never  from  his  life  as  sample,  show 
For  Guidons  self,  intend  to  test  him  by. 
As,  from  a  cup  filled  fairly  at  the  fount. 
By  the  oomponenta  we  decide  enough 
Or  to  let  flow  as  late,  or  stanch  the  source. 

He  purposes  this  nuuTi.ige,  I  remark. 

On  no  one  motive  that  should  prompt  thereto — 


Farthest,  by  eonseqnenoe,  from  ends  alle^vd 

Appropriate  to  the  action ;  so  they  were : 

The  best,  he  knew  and  feigned,  the  woist  be 

took. 
Not  one  permissible  impulse  moves  the 
From  the  mere  liking  of  the  eye  and  ear. 
To  the  true  longing  of  the  heart  that  lores. 
No  trace  of  these :  but  all  to  instigate. 
Is  what  sinks  man  past  level  of  the  brate. 
Whose  appetite  if  brutish  is  a  truth. 
All  is  the  lust  for  money :  to  get  gold, — 
Whjy,  lie,  rob,  if  it  must  be,  muraer !    Make 
Body  and  soul  wring  gold  out,  lured  within 
The  dutch  of  hate  by  love,  the  tnu>*s  pretence  ! 
What  good  else  get  from  bodies  ana  fromsoolsf 
This  got,  there  were  some  life  to  lead  thereby, 
—  What,  where  or  how,  appreciate  those  «bo 

tell 
How  the  toad  lives  :  it  lives,  —  enough  for  me  ! 
To  get  this  good  —  but  with  a  groan  or  so, 
llien,  silence  of  the  victims  —  were  the  feat. 
He  foresaw,  made  a  picture  in  his  mind,  — 
Of  father  and  mother  stunned  and  eoholeaa 
To  the  blow,  as  they  lie  staring  at  fate*a  jnwa 
Tlieir  folly  danced  into,  till  the  woe  fell ; 
Edged  in  a  month  by  strenuous  cruelty 
From  even  the  pour  nook  whenoe  they  waiohed 

the  wolf 
Feast  on  their  heart,  the  Umb-like  child  bis 

prey; 
Plundered  to  the  last  remnant  of  their  wealth, 
(What  daily  pittance  pleased    the  plnaderCT 

dole,) 
Hunted  forth  to  go  hide  head,  starve  and  die. 
And  leave  the  pale  awe-stricken  wife,  past  hope 
Of  help  i'  the  world  now,  mute  and  motionless. 
His  slave,  hb  chattel,  to  first  use,  then  destroy. 
All  this,  he  bent  mind  how  to  bring  about. 
Put  plam  in  act  and  life,  as  painted  plain. 
So  have  success,  reach  crown  of  eartnly  good. 
In  this  particular  enterorise  of  man. 
By  mairiage  —  undertaken  in  Qod^sfaos 
With  aU  these  lies  so  opposite  God  s  tnth. 
For  end  so  other  than  man's  end. 


Thus 
Gnido.  and  thus  would  carry  out  his 
But  wnen  an  obstacle  first  blocks  the  path. 
When  he  finds  none  may  bosst  monopoly 
Of  lies  and  trick  i*  the  tricking  lying  world,  — 
That  sorry  timid  natures,  even  this  sort 
O'  the  Comparini,  want  nor  trick  nor  Us 
Proper  to  the  kind,  —  that  ss   the   gor-erow 

treats 
The  bramble-finch  so  treats  the  fineh  the  motk. 
And  the  great  Guide  is  minutely  matched 
Bv  this  same  couple,  >-  whether  fcns 
The  revelation  of  Pompilia*s  birth, 
Whieh   in   a   moment    brings  his 

nawht, — 
Then,  he  u  mqned,  advances  vet  a  staga. 
Leaves  the  low  region  to  the  nnoh  and  fly, 
Soan  to  the  zenith  whenoe  the  fieroer  fowl 
May  dare  the  inimitable  swoop.    I  see. 
Hp  draws  now  on  the  curious  crime,  the  fins 
Felicity  and  flower  of  wickedness ; 
Determines,  by  the  utmost  ezereisv 
Of  violsaos,  nude  sale  and  sure  by  craft. 
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To  satiate  malice,  plack  one  last  areh-panip 
Prom  the  parents,  else  would  trinmpn  oat  of 

reach. 
By  punishing'  their  child,  within  reach  vet, 
A^  ho,  by  thouffht,  word  or  deed,  ooula  nowise 

wrong 
I*  the  matter  that  now  moves  him.  ^  So  plans  he, 
Always  sabordinating  (note  the  point !) 
Revenge,  the  manlier  sin,  to  interest 
The  meaner, —  would  plack  pang  forth,  bat 

unclench 
No  gripe  in  the  act,  let  fall  no  money-piece. 
Henoe  a  plan  for  so  plaguing,  bodv  and  soul, 
His  wife,  so  putting,  dav  by  day,  hoar  by  hoar, 
The  ontried  torture  to  tne  untouched  place, 
As  most  precipitate  an  end  foreseen, 
(road  her  into  some  plain  revolt,  most  like 
Plunge  upon  patent  suicidal  shame, 
Death  to  herself,  danmation  by  rebound 
To  those  whose  hearts  he,  holding  hers,  holds 

still: 
Such  plan  as,  in  its  bad  completeness,  shall 
Ruin  the  three  together  and  alike, 
Yet  leave  himself  in  lack  and  liberty. 
No  claim  renounced,  no  right  a  forfeiture, 
His  person  anendangered,  his  good  fame 
Without  a  flaw,  his  pristine  worth  intact,  — 
Wliile  they,  with  all  their  claims  and  rights  that 

cling, 
Shall  forthwith  ornmble  on  him  every  side. 
Scorched  into  dust,  a  plaything  for  the  wiiids. 
As  when,  in  our  Campagna,  there  is  fired 
The  nest-like  work  that  overruns  a  hut ; 
And,  as  the  thatch  bums  here,  there,  every- 
where, 
Kven  to  the  ivy  and  wild  vine,  that  bound 
And  bleased  the  home  where  men  were  happy 

once. 
There  rises  gradual,  black  amid  the  blase. 
Some   grim    and    unscathed   nudens   of    the 

nest,  — 
Some  old  malicious  tower,  some  obscene  tomb 
They  thought  a  temple  in  their  ienorance. 
Ana  dung  about  ana  thought  to  lean  upon  — 
There  laughs  it  o*er  their  ravage,  —  wuere  are 

they? 
So  did  hii  cruelty  bum  life  about. 
And  lay  the  ruin  bare  in  dreadfuhiess. 
Try  the  pennstency  of  torment  so 
Upon  the  wife,  that,  at  extremity. 
Some  crisis  brought  about  by  fire  and  flame. 
The  patient  frenzy-stung  must   needs   break 

louse. 
Fly  anyhow,  find  refnge  anrwhere, 
£\en  in  the  arms  of  who  should  front  her  first. 
No  monster  but  a  man  —  while  nature  shrieked 
* '  Or  thus  escape,  or  die  !  '*  The  spasm  arrived. 
Not  the  escape  by  way  of  sin,  —  O  God, 
Who  shall  pluck  sheep  thou  boldest,  from  thy 

hand? 
llierefore  she  lay  resigned  to  die,  — so  far 
The  simple  cruelty  was  foiled.    Why  then, 
<^rsft  to  the  rescue,  let  craft  supplement 
i'melty  and  show  hell  a  masterpiece ! 
Hence  this  consummate  lie,  this  love-intrigue, 
I'nraanlv  simulation  of  a  sin. 
With    place   and   time   and    circumstance   to 

suit  — 


These  letters  false  beyond  all  forgery  — 
Not  just  handwriting  and  mere  authorship. 
But  false  to  body  and  soul  they  figure  forth  — 
As  though  the  man  had  cut  out  shape  and 

shape 
From  fanciee  of  that  other  Aretine, 
To  paste  below  —  incorporate  the  filth 
With  cherub  faces  on  a  nussal-page  I 

Whereby  the  man  so  far  attains  his  end 
That  strange  temptation  is  permitted,  — see  I 
Pompilia,  wife,  and  Gaponsaechi,  prieet. 
Are  Drought  together  as  nor  priest  nor  wife 
Should  stand,  and  there  is  poosion  in  the  phioe. 
Power  in  the  air  for  evil  as  for  good. 
Promptings  from  heaven  and  hell,  as  if  the 

stars 
Fooght  in  their  courses  for  a  fate  to  be. 
Thus  stand  the  wife  and  priest,  a  spectacle, 
I  doubt  not.  to  unseen  assemblage  there. 
No  lamp  will  mark  that  window  for  a  shrine, 
No  tablet  signalize  the  terrace,  teach 
New  generations  which  sacceed  the  old. 
The  pavement^  of  the  street  is  holy  p^und : 
No  faiard  describe  in  verse  how  Chnst  prevailed 
And  Satan  feU  like  lightning  I    Why  reinne  ? 
What  does  the  world,  told  truth,  bat  lie  the 

more? 

A  second  time  the  plot  is  foiled  ;  nor,  now. 
By  corresponding  nn  for  ooanteroheek. 
No  wile  and  trick  that  baffle  trick  and  wile,  — 
The  play  o*  the  parents  I     Hers  the  blot  is 

blanched 
Bv  Ood*s  gift  of  a  jmrity  of  soul 
That  will  not  take  pollution,  ermine-like 
Armed  from  dishonor  by  its  own  soft  snow. 
Such  was  this  gift  of  God  who  showed  for  once 
How  he  would  have  the  world  go  white:  it 

seems 
As  a  new  attribute  were  bom  of  each 
Champion   of  truth,    the   prieet   and  wife  I 

praise, — 
As  a  new  safeguard  sprang  op  in  defence 
Of  their  new  noble  nature :  so  a  thorn 
Comes  to  the  aid  of  and  completes  the  rose  -^ 
Courage  to  wit,  no  woman^s  gift  nor  priest's, 
1^  the  crisis  ;  might  leaps  viiraicating  right. 
See  how  the  strcmg  aggressor,  bad  and  m>ld. 
With  every  vantage,  preconcerts  surprise. 
Leaps  of  a  sudden  at  nis  victim's  throat 
In  a  byway,  —  how  fares  he  when  face  to  lace 
With  Caponsacchi?     Who  fights,  who  fears 

now? 
There  quails  Count  Gnido,  armed  to  the  chat- 
tering teeth. 
Cowers  at  the  steadfast  eye  and  quiet  word 
O'  the  Canon  of   the  Pieve  I     There  skulks 

crime 
Behind  law  called  in  to  back  cowardice  ! 
While  out  of  the  poor  trampled  worm  the  wife. 
Springs  up  a  serpent ! 


But  anon  of  these  I 
Him  I  judge  now,  —  of  him  proceed  to  note. 
Failing  the  first,  a  second  chance  befriends 
Guido,  gives  pause  ere  punishment  arrive. 
The  law  he  called,  comas,  hears, 
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Nor  does  amiai  i*  the  main,  —  seolndet  the  wife 
From  the  hnabuid,  lespitee  the  oppreaeed  one, 

i[»nts 
Probntion  to  the  oppreaaor,  oonld  he  know 
The  mercy  of  a  mmute's  fiery  purge ! 
The  fumaoe-ooala  alike  of  pnblie  worn. 
Private  remorse,  heaped  friowing  on  his  head, 
What  if  —  the  f oroe  and  gnile,  the  ore^s  alloy, 
Eliminate,  his  baser  soul  refined  — 
'^The  lost  be  saved  even  yet,  so  as  by  fire  ? 
Let  him,  rebuked,  go  softly  all  his  dajrs 
And,  when  no  graver  musings  chum  their  due. 
Meditate  on  a  man^s  immense  mistake 
Who,  fashioned  to  use  feet  and  walk,  deigns 

crawl  — 
Takes   the   unmanly   means  —  ay,  though  to 

ends 
Man  scares  should  make  for,  would  but  reach 

through  wrong,  — 
May  sin,  but  oowiM  needs  shame  manhood  so: 
Since  fowlen  hawk,  shoot,  nay  and  snare  the 

gwne,  ^  ^ 

And  yet  eschew  vile  practice,  nor  find  sport 
In  torch-light  treachery  or  the  luring  owl. 

But  how  hunts  Ouido?     Why,  the  fmudfnl 

trap  — 
Late  spumed  to  ruin  by  the  indignant  feet 
Of  fellows  in  the  chase  who  loved  fair  play  — 
Here  he  picks  up  its  fragments  to  the  least. 
Lades  him  and  hies  to  the  old  lurking>place 
Where  haply  he  may  patch  again,  rent 
The  mischief,  file  its  blunted  teeth  anew. 
Make  sure,  next  time,  first  snap  shall  break 

the  bone. 
Craft,  greed  and  violence  complot  revenge  : 
Craft,  for  its  quota,  schemes  to  bring  about 
And  seize  occasion  and  be  safe  withal : 
Greed  craves  its  act  may  work  both  far  and 

near. 
Crush  the  tree,  branch  and  trunk  and  root  be- 
side. 
Whichever  twig  or  leaf  arrests  a  streak 
Of  nossible  suaahine  else  would  coin  itself , 
Ana  drop  down  one  more  gold  inece  in  the 

path: 
Violence  stipulates,  **  Advantage  proved, 
And  safety  sure,  be  uain  the  overplus  ! 
Murder  with  jagged  Knife !     Cut  but  tear  too  I 
Foiled    oft,    starved    long,    glut   malice    for 

amends  I  *^ 
And  what,  craft's  scheme  ?    scheme  sorrowful 

and  stranse 
As  though  the  elements,  whom  mercy  checked. 
Had  mustered  hate  for  one  eruption  more. 
One  final  deluge  to  surprise  the  Ark 
Cradled  and  sweping  on  its  mountain-top : 
Their  outbreak-signal  —  what  but  the  dove^s 

coo. 
Back  with  the  olive  in  her  bill  for  news 
Sorrow  was  over  f    *T  is  an  infantas  birth, 
Guidons  first-born,  his  son  and  heir,  that  gives 
The  occasion  :  other  men  cut  free  their  souls 
From  care  in  snch  a  case,  fly  up  in  thanks 
To  God,  ranch,  recognize  his  love  for  onoe : 
Gnido  cries,  *'  Soul,  at  last  the  mire  is  thine  I 
Lie  therp  in  likenefw  of  a  money-bag. 
My  babe's  birth  su  pins  down  past  moving  now. 


That  I  date  cut  adrift  the  Uvea  I  late 
Scrupled  to  touch  lest  thou  wwape  witK  them ! 
Tliese  parents  and  their  child  my  wife,  —  touch 

one. 
Lose  all !    Their  rights  determined  on  a  head 
I  could  but  hate,  not  harm,  sinoe  from  each 

hur 
Dangled  a  hope    for  me:    now — chance  and 

change! 
No  right  was  in  their  child  but  paasea  plain 
To  that  child  ^s  child  and  through  auch  child  to 

me. 
I  am  a  father  now,  —  come  what  coma  will, 
I  represent  my  child ;  he  cornea  between  — 
Cuts  sudden  off  the  sunshine  of  this  Ufa 
From  those  three :  why.  the  gold  is  in  hiaoork ! 
Not  irith  old  Pietro's,  Violante's  head. 
Not  his  gray  horror,  her  more  hideous  olaek  — 
Go  these,  devoted  to  the  knife  1  *' 

T  is  done: 
Wherefore  should  mind  misgive,  heart  hesitat«  :' 
He  calls  to  counsel,  fashions  certain  four 
Colorless  natures  counted  clean  till  now, 
—  Rustic  simplicity,  uacorrupied  vonth. 
Ignorant  virtue  I    Uere  *s  the  gola  o*  the  prime 
When  Saturn  ruled,  shall  ahock   our  leadi^n 

day  — 
The  ck>wn  abash  the  courtier  !   Mark  it,  bard^ ! 
The  courtier  tries  his  hand  on  downship  here. 
Speaks    a  word,  names   a  crime,  apptnnts  a 

price,  — 
Just  breathes  on  what,  suffused  irith  all  himself. 
Is  red-hot  henceforth  past  distinction  now 
I'  the  common  glow  of  hell*    And  thus  tl)«>T 

break 
And  blaie  on  us  at  Rome,  Christ's  birthnigfat- 

eve! 
Oh  angels  that  sang  erst  **  On  the  earth,  peaif ! 
To  man,  ffood  will  !  "  —  such  peace  finds  earth 

to-day  I 
After  the  seventeen  hundred  years,  so  man 
Wills  good  to  man,  so  Guide  makes  oofroplete 
His  murder  1  what  is  it  I  said  ?  —  cute  looae 
Three  lives  that  hitherto  he  suffered  cling. 
Simply  because  each  served  to  nail  secure, 
Bv  a  comer  of  the  money-bag,  his  soul,  — 
Therefore,  lives   sacred  till   the    babe's  Hca 

breath 
0*erweighto  them  in  the  balance,  —  off  they  fiv ! 

So  is  the  murder  managed,  sin  conceived 

To  the  full :  and  why  not  crowned  with  triumph 

too? 
Why  must  the  sin,  conceived  thus,  bring  forth 

death  ? 
I  note  how,  within  hairVbreadth  of 
Lnpunity  and  tlie  thing  supposed 
Gmdo  is  found  when  tlie  check  cornea,  th« 

change. 
The  monitory  touch  o'  the  tether  —  felt 
By  few,  not  marked  by  man^,  naoied  by  none 
At  the  moment,  only  recognized  aright 
I*  the  fulness  of  the  days,  for  God V  lest  sin 
Exceed  the  service,  leap  the  line :  such  check  -> 
A  secret  which  this  life  finds  hard  to  keep. 
And.  often  guessed,^  is  never  quite  revealed  — 
Needs  must  trip  Guide  on  a  stumbling-block 
Too  vulgar,  too  absurdly  plain  i^  the  path  I 
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Study  thk  maf^  ovenvht  of  care, 
rhis  nelMtode  tliAt  ummd  lagadly, 
PoigvtfiiliiflH  of  «U  the  man  beat  knew,  — 
How  any  atfanger  haWne  need  to  fly. 
Needs  bat  to  aak  and  have  the  means  of  flight. 
Why,  the  fifst  urohin  tells  you,  to  leave  Rome, 
(tet  hones,  you  must  nhow  the  wanmnt,  just 
The  banal  scrap,  clerk's  scribble,  a  fair  word 

bays, 
(h*  fool  one,  if  a  ducat  sweeten  word, — 
And  strai^t  authority  will  back  demand, 
(rive  yon  the  piok  o    the  post-house  1  —  how 

should  he. 
Then,  resident  at  Rome  for  thirty  j9us* 
Guido,  instruct  a  stranger  I    And  himself 
Forgets  just  this  poor  paper  scrap,  wherewith 
Armed,  every  dour  he  Knocks  at  opens  wide 
To  save  him  :  horsed  and  manned,  with  such 

advanoe 
O*  the  hunt  behind,  why,  't  were  the  easy  task 
Of  hours  told  on  the  fingers  of  one  hand, 
To  reach  the  Tuscan  frontier,  laugh  at  home. 
Light-hearted  with  his  fellows  of  the  place,  — 
Prepared  by  that  strange  shameful  judgment, 

that 
Satire  upon  a  senteaee  just  pronounced 
Hy  the  Rota  and  confirmed  by  the  Granduke,  — 
Ready  in  a  ebcle  to  teoeive  their  V^^r. 
Appreciate  his  good  story  how,  when  Rome, 
The  Pope-King  and  the  oopnlaoe  of  priests 
Made  common  cause  witn  their  confederate 
The  other  priestling  who  seduced  his  wife, 
He,  all  unaided,  wiped  out  the  affront 
With  decent    bloodshed    and  could  faoe   his 

friends. 
Frolic  it  in  the  world's  eye.    Ay,  such  tale 
Missed  such  applause,  and  by  such  oversight  I 
So,  tired  ana  footsore,  those   blood-mustered 

five 
W^ent  reeling  on  the  road  through  dark  and  cold. 
The  few  permissible  miles,  to  sink  at  length. 
Wallow  and  sleep  in  the  first  wayside  straw. 
As  the  other  herd  quenched,  i'  the  wash  o'  the 

wavC} 
—  Each  swme,  the  devil  inside  him  :  so  slept 

they. 
And  so  were  caught  and  caged  —  all  through 

one  trip. 
One  touch  of  fool  in  Ouido  the  astute ! 
He  curses  the  omission,  I  surmise^ 
More  than  the  murder.    Why,  thou  fool  and 

blind. 
It  is  the  mercy-stroke  that  stops  thy  fate, 
Hsmstrings  and  holds  thee  to  thy  Imrt,  —  but 

how? 
On  the  edge  o*  the  precipice  I   One  minute  more. 
Thou  hadst  gone  farther  and  fared  wone,  my 

son. 
Fathoms  down  on  the  flint  and  fire  beneath  ! 
'Iliy  comrades  each  and  all  were  of  one  mind, 
Tliy  morder  done,  to  straightway  murder  thee 
In  turn,  because  of  promised  pay  withheld. 
Sv  to  the  last,  greed  found  itseu  at  odds 
With  craft  in  thee,  and,  proving  conqueror, 
Had  sent  thea,  the  same  night  that  crowned  thy 

hope. 
Thither  where,  this  same  day,  I  see  thee  not. 
Nor,  through  God's  mercy,  need,  to-moirow,  sea. 


Such  I  find  Ooidpi  midmost  blotnh  of  Uaek 

Discernible  in  this  ^roup  of  clustered  crimes 

Huddling  together  in  the  cave  they  call 

Their  paUoe,  outrued  day  thus  penetrates. 

Around  him  rangeo,  now  dose  and  now  remote. 

Prominent  or  obscure  to  meet  the  needs 

O*  the  mage  and  master,  I  detect  each  shi^ie 

Subsidiary  i*  the  scene  nor  loathed  the  less, 

All  alike  colored,  all  descried  akin 

By  one  and  the  same  pitchy  furnace  stirred 

At  the  centre:   see,  they  lick  the  master*s 

hand,  —^ 
This  fox-faced  horrihle  priest,  this  brother-bnita 
The  Abate,  —  why,  mere  wolfishness  looks  well, 
Guido  stands  honest  in  the  red  o*  the  flame, 
Beside  this  yellow  that  would  fiass  fur  white. 
Twice  Guido,  all  craft  but  no  violence. 
This  copier  of  the  mien  and  gait  and  garb 
Of  Peter  and  Paul,  that  he  may  ^  dieguised, 
Rob  halt  and  laaae,  sicic  folk  1'  the  temple* 

porch  I 
Armea  with  religion,  fortified  by  law, 
A  man  of  peace,  who  trims  the  midnight  lamp 
And  tuma  the  claasio  page  -;  and  aU  tor  craft. 
All  to  work  harm  with,  yet  incur  no  scratch ! 
While  Ouido  brings  the  stm|Egle  to  a  close, 
Paul  steps  back  the  due  distamw,  dear  o'  the 

trap 
He  builds  and  baits.    Guido  I  catch  and  judge ; 
Paul  is  past  reach  in  this  world  and  my  time : 
That  is  a  case  reserved.    Psbb  to  the  next, 
The  boy  of  the  brood,  the  young  Girolamo. 
Priest,  Canon,  and  what  more  ?  nor  wolt  nor 

fox. 
But  hybrid,  neither  craft  nor  videnee 
Whdfy,  part  violence  part  craft :  such  cross 
Tempts  speculation  —  will  both  blend  one  day. 
And  prove  hell's  better  product  ?    Or  aubddie 
And  let  the  simple  quahty  emerge, 
Go  on  with  Satan's  service  the  old  way  ? 
Meanwhile,  what  promise,  ^  whatperfonnaiioe 

tool 
For  there  *s  a  new  distinctive  touch,  I  see. 
Lost  —  lacking  in  the  two — hell*s  own  blue  tint 
That  gives  a  onaracter  and  marks  the  man 
More  than  a  match  for  yellow  and  red.    Once 

more, 
A  case  reserved  :  why  should  I  doubt  ?    Then 

comes 
The  gaunt  gray   mghtmare   in   the   furthest 

smoke. 
The  htf  that  gave  these  three  abortioiM  birth, 
l^nmotberly  mother  and  unwomanly 
Woman,  that  near  turns  motherhood  to  shame, 
WomanlineH  to  loathing :  no  one  word. 
No  gesture  to  curb  oroeity  a  whit 
More  than  the  she-pard  thwarts  her  playsome 

whelps 
Trying  their  milk-teeth  on  the  soft  o^  the  throat 
O'  the  fint  fawn,  flung,  with  those  beseeching 

eyes. 
Flat  in  the  covert !    How  should  she  but  conch, 
lack  the  dry  lips,  unsheathe  the  blunted  claw. 
Catch  'twixt  her  placid  eyewinks  at  what  chance 
Old  bloody  half-torgotten  dream  nay  flit. 
Born  when  henelf  was  novice  to  the  taste. 
The  while  she  lets  youth  take  its  pleasore 
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These  God-ftUandoned  nrretohed  )\iTnpB  of  life,  ^ 
These    four    companions,  —  coantry-folk    this 

time. 
Not  taintea  by  the  unwholesome  civic  breath, 
Mach  less  the  corse  o^  the  court !     Mere  strip- 
lings too. 
Fit  to  do  human  nature  justice  still  I 
Surely  when  impudence  m  Guidons  shape 
Shall  propose  crime  and  proffer  money  s-worth 
To  these  stout  tall  rough  bright-eyea  black- 
haired  boys. 
The  blood  dhall  bound  in  answer  to  each  cheek 
Before  the  indignant  outcry  break  from  Up  I 
Are  these  i^  the  mood  to  murder,  hardly  loosed 
From  healthy  autunm-finish  of  ploughed  glebe, 
Grapes  in  the  barrel,  work  at  happy  end, 
Ana  winter  near  with  rest  and  Christmas  play  ? 
How  greet  they  Guido  with  his  final  task  — 
(As  if  he  but  proposed.**  One  vineyard  more 
To  dig,  ere  frost  come,  then  relax  indeed  1 ") 
**  Anywhere,  anyhow  and  anyivhv. 
Murder  me  some  three  people,  old  and  young. 
Ye  never  heard  the  names  of,  —  and  be  paid 
So  much !  *'    And  the  whole  four  accede  at 

once. 
Demur  ?    Do  cattle  bidden  march  or  halt  ? 
Is  it  some  lingering  habit,  old  fund  faith 
I'  the  lord  o'  the  land,  instructs  them,  —  birth- 
right badge 
Of  feudal  tenure  claims  its  slaves  again  ? 
Not  so  at  all,  thou  noble  human  heart  I 
All  is  done  purely  for  the  pay,  —  which,  earned, 
And  not  forthcoming  at  tne  instant,  makes 
Religion  heresy,  and  the  lord  o*  the  land 
Fit  subject  for  a  murder  in  his  turn. 
The  patron  with  cut  throat  and  rifled  purse. 
Deposited  i*  the  roadside-ditch,  his  due. 
Naught   hinders    each    good    fellow  trudging 

home, 
The  heavier  by  a  piece  or  two  in  poke. 
And  so  with  new  zest  to  the  common  life. 
Mattock   and  spade,  plough-tail  and  wagon- 
shaft. 
Till  some  such  other  piece  of  luck  betidCj 
Who  knows  ?    Since  this  in  a  mere  start  m  life. 
And  none  of  them  exceeds  the  twentieth  year. 
Nay,  more  i*  the  background  yet  ?    Unnoticed 

forms 
Claim  to  be  classed,  subordinately  vile  ? 
Complacent     lookers  -  on    that     laugh,  —  per* 

chance 
Shake  head  as  their  friend's  horse  -  play  grows 

too  rough 
With  Uie  mere  child  he  manages  amiss  — 
But  would  not  interfere  and  make  bad  worse 
For  twice  the  fractious  tears  and  prayers :  thou 

know^st 
Civility  better.  Marzi-Medici, 
Governor  for  tny  kinsman  the  Grandnke ! 
Fit  representative  of  law,  man's  lamp 
I'  the  magistrate's  grasp  full-flare,  no  roshlighi- 

end 
Sputtering    'twixt   thumb   and  finger  of  the 

prteflt  I 
Whose  answer  to  the  couple's  cry  for  help 
Is   a  threat,  —  whose   remedy   of   Pompilim's 

wrong, 
A  shrug  o'  the  shoulder,  and  facetious  word 


Or  wink,  traditional  with  Tuscan  wits. 
To  Guido  in  the  doorway.    Laud  to  law  ! 
The  wife  is  pushed  back  to  the  husband,  he 
Who  knows  how  these  hom^-squabblings  pera*^ 

cute 
People  who  have  the  public  good  to  mxnd. 
And  work  best  with  a  silence  in  the  eoort } 

Ah,  but  I  save  my  word  at  least  for  thee. 
Archbishop,  who  art  under,  i'  the  Church, 
As  I  am  under  God,  —  thou,  chosen  by  both 
To  do  the  shepherd's  office,  feed  the  sheep  — 
How  of  this  lamb  that  panted  at  diy  foot 
While  the  wolf  pressed  on  her  within  erook*s 

reach? 
Wast  thou  the  hireling  tha*  did  turn  and  flee  ? 
With  thee  at  least  anon  the  little  word  I 

Such  denizens  o*  the  cave  now  cluster  round 
And  heat  the  furnace  sevenfold :  time  indeed 
A  bolt  from  heaven  should  cleave  roof  and 

clear  nlace. 
Transfix  ana  show  the  world,  suspiring  flame. 
The  main  offender,  scar  and  brand  the  rest 
Hurrying,  each  miscreant  to  his  hole :  then  flu«Ml 
And  punry  the  scene  with  outside  day  — 
Which  yet,  in  the  absolntest  drench  of  dark. 
Ne'er  wants  a  witness,  some  stray  beauty-beam 
To  the  despair  of  hell. 

Fint  of  the  first. 
Such  I  pronounce  Pompilia,  then  as  now 
Perfect  in  whiteness:    stoop  thou   doiwii,   my 

child. 
Give  one  good  moment  to  the  poor  old  Pope 
Heart-sick  at  having  all  his  worid  to  blame  — 
Let  me  look  at  thee  in  the  flesh  as  erst, 
Let  me  enjoy  the  old  clean  linen  garb, 
Not  the  new  splendid  vesture!    Armed  and 

crowned, 
Would  Michael,  yonder,  be,  nor  crowned  nor 

armed. 
The  less  ore-eminent  angel  ?    Everywhere 
I  see  in  tne  world  the  intellect  of  man, 
That  sword,  the  enerfry  his  subtle  spear. 
The   knowledge    which    defends  hmi    like  a 

shield  — 
Everywhere  ;  but  they  make  not  up,  I  think. 
The  marvel  of  a  soul  like  thine,  earth's  flower 
She  holds  up  to  the  softened  gaze  of  God  1 
It  was  not  given  Pompilia  to  know  mneh. 
Speak  much,  to  write  a  book,  to  more  man- 
kind. 
Be  memorized  by  who  reoords  my  time. 
Yet  if  in  purity  and  patience,  if 
In  faith  held  fast  despite  the  plucking  fiend« 
Safe  like  the  signet  stone  with  the  new  name 
That  saints  are  Known  by,  —  if  in  right  reinn«Ml 
For  wrong,  most  pardon  for  worst  injurr. 
If  there  be  any  virtme,  any  praise,  ~ 
Then  will  this   woman-child  have    proved  — 

who  knows?  — 
Just  the  one  prize  vouchsafed  unworthv  me« 
Seven  years  a  gardener  of  the  untoward  ground 
I  till,  —  this  earth,  my  sweat  and  blood  manw 
All  the  long  day  that  barrenly  grows  dndt : 
At  least  one  blossom  makes  me  proud  at  ere 
Bom  'mid  the  briets  of  my  enclosure  I    Still 
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(<  )h,  h«r8  as  elsewhere,  nothinsneas  of  man  1) 
Thifse  be  the  plants,  imbeddud  yonder  ^>outh 
To  mellow  in  the  njorninR,  Uioho  made  tat 
By  the  master's  eye,  tliat  yield  sncsh  timid  leaf, 
l-iicr-rtain  bad,  as  nroduct  of  his  pauis  I 
While — Me  how  this  mere  chanoe-aown,  oleft- 

Dunedseed, 
That  sprang  up  by  the  wayside  'neath  the  foot 
Of  the  eneniv,  this  breaks  all  into  bUie, 
SSpreada  itself,  one  wide  glory  of  desire 
Lo  incorporate  the  whole  great  sun  it  loves 
From   the    inch-height   whence  it  looks   and 

kmsB !    My  flower. 
My  rose,  I  gather  for  the  breast  of  Qod, 
This  I  praise  most  in  thee,  where  all  I  praise, 
That  having  been  obedient  to  the  end 
Accordii^;  to  the  light  allotted,  law 
Prescribed  thy  life,  still  tried,  still  standing 

test,— 
Dutiful  to  the  foolish  parents  first. 
Submissive  next  to  the  bad  husband,  —  nay. 
Tolerant  of  those  meaner  miserable 
That  did  his  bests,  eked  unt  the  dole  of  pain,  — 
Thou,  patient  thus,  couldst  rise  from  law  to 

law. 
The  old  to  the  new,  promoted  at  one  cry 
(>*  tha  trump  of  Gud  to  the  new  service,  not 
To  longer  bear,  but  henceforth  fight,  be  found 
Sublime  in  new  imi>atieiice  with  the  foe ! 
Endure  man  and  obey  (xod :  plant  tirm  foot 
On  neck  of  man,  tread  man  into  the  hell 
Meet  for  him,  and  obey  Ood  all  the  more  I 
Oh  child  that  didst  despise  thy  life  so  much 
When  it  seemed  only  tnine  to  keep  or  lose, 
How  the  fine  ear  felt  fall  tlie  first  low  word 
**  Value  life,  and  preserve  life  for  My  sake !  *' 
Thou  didst  .  .  .  now  shall  I  say  ?  .  .  .  receive 

so  long 
The  standing  ordinance  of  God  on  earth. 
What  wonder  if  the  novel  claim  had  dashed 
With  old  requirement,  seemed  to  supersede 
Too  much  the  customary  law  ?    But,  brave. 
Thou  at  first  prompting  of  what  I  eall  God, 
And  fools  call  Nature,  didst  hear,  comprehend. 
Accept  the  obligation  laid  on  thee. 
Mother  elect,  to  save  the  niibom  child. 
Ah  brute  and  bird  do,  reptile  and  the  ny. 
Ay  and,  I  nothing  doubt,  even  tree,  shrub,  i^ant 
And  flower  o*  the  field,  all  in  a  common  pact 
To  worthily  defend  the  trust  of  trusts. 
Life  from  the  Ever  hiring :  —  didst  resist  ^ 
Antici]^ate  the  office  that  is  mine  — 
And  with  his  own  sword  stay  the  upraised  arm, 
The  endeavor  of  the  wicked,  and  defend 
II im  who  —  again  in  my  default  —  was  there 
For  visible  providence :  one  leas  true  than  thou 
To  touch,  i  the  past,  1(*sb  practiaed  in  the  right, 
Approved  less  far  in  all  docility 
To  all  instruction,  —  how  had  such  an  one 
Made  scruple  ""  Is  this  motion  a  decree  ?  '* 
It  was  authentic  to  the  experienced  ear 
O'  the  good  and  faithful  servant.    Go  past  me 
And  get  thy  praine,  —  and  be  not  far  to  seek 
Presently  when  I  follow  if  I  may  1 

And  surely  not  so  very  much  apart 
N«**h1    I   place   thee,    my    warrior-airiest,  —  in 
whom 


Wliat  if  I  gain  the  other  rose,  the  gold, 

We  grave  to  imitate  God^s  miracle. 

Greet  monuchs  with,  good  rose  in  its  degree  ? 

Irregular  noble  soap^raee  —  son  the  same  I 

Faulty  —  and  peraoventure  ours  the  fault 

Who  still  misteach,  mislead,  throw  hook  and 

line. 
Thinking  to  land  leviathan  forsooth. 
Tame  the  scaled  neck,  play  with  him  as  a  bird, 
Aud  bind  him  for  our  maidens  I    Better  bear 
The  King  of  Pride  go  wantoning  awhile, 
Uuplagued  by  cord  in  nose  and  thorn  in  jaw, 
llirough  deep  to  deep,  followed  by  all  that 

shine. 
Churning  the  blackness  hoary :  He  who  made 
The  comely  terror.  He  shall  make  the  sword 
To  match  that  piece  of  netheistone  his  hearty 
Ay.  nor  miss  praise  thereby ;  who  else  shut  nre 
I^  the  stone,  to  leap  from  mouth  at  sword's  first 

stroke, 
In  lamps  of  love  and  faith,  the  chivali^ 
That  dares  the  right  and  aiaregards  alike 
llie  yea  and  nay  o*  the  world?    Self-sacri- 

What  if  an  idol  took  it?    Ask  the  Church 
Why  she  was  wont  to  turn  each  Venua  here,  — 
Poor  Rome  perversely  lingered  round,  despite 
Instruction,  for  the  sake  of  purblind  Icve,  — 
Into  Madonna's  shape,  and  waste  no  whit 
Of  anfjpht  so  rare  on  earth  as  gratitude  I  ^ 
All  this  sweet  savor  was  not  ours  but  thine, 
Nard  of  the  rock,  a  natural  wealth  we  name 
Incense,  and  treasure  up  as  food  for  saints. 
When  flung  to  us  —  whose  function  was  to  give 
Not  find  the  costly  perfume.    Do  I  smile  ? 
Nay,  Caponsacchi,  much  I  find  amiss. 
Blameworthy,  punishable  in  this  freak 
Of  thine,  this  youth  prolonged,  tliongh  age  was 

ripe, 
This  masquerade  in  sober  day,  with  change 
Of  motlev  too,  —  now  hyiM>crite*s  disguise. 
Now  foors-oostume  :  which  lie  wss  least  like 

truth. 
Which  the  ungainlier,  more  discordant  garb. 
With  that  symmetric  soul  inside  mv  son. 
The  churchman's  or  the  worldling  s,  —  let  him 

J'udge, 
vemary  who  enjoys  the  taak  I 
I  rather  chronicle  the  healthy  rage,  *— 
When  the  first  moan  broke  from  the  martyr- 

raaad 
At  that  uncaging  of  the  beasts,  —  made  bare 
My  athlete  on  the  instant,  gave  such  good 
Great  undisguised  leap  over  post  and  pale 
Right  into  the  mid-cirqne,  me  fi^iting^plaoe. 
There  may  have  been  rash  stripping — every 


Went  to  the  winds,  —  infringement  manifold 
Of  laws  prescribed  pndioity,  I  fear. 
In  this  impulsive  aad  prompt  self-display  I 
Ever  such  tax  comes  of  the  foolish  vouth  ; 
Men  mulct  the  wiser  manhood,  ana  suspect 
No  veritable  star  swims  out  of  cloud. 
Bear  thou  such  imputation,  undergo 
The  penalty  I  nowise  dare  relax,  — 
Conventional  ehsstisement  and  rebuke. 
But  for  the  outcome,  the  brave  starry  birth 
Conciliating  earth  with  all  that  cloud. 
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Thank  hearen  as  I  do!    Ay«  aooh  champion- 
ship 
Of  God  at  fixst  blnsh.  snch  prompt  eheerj  thnd 
Of  g:h>ve  on  ground  that  answers  ringingly 
The  challenge  of  the  false  knight,  —  watch  we 

long. 
And  wait  we  Tainly  for  its  gallant  like 
From  those  appointed  to  the  senrioe,  sworn 
His  hod^-gnard  with  pay  and  privilege  — 
White-emct,  hecanse  m  white  walks  sanctity, 
Red-socked,  how  else  proclaim  fine  scorn  of 

flesh, 
Unchariness  of  blood  when  olood  faith  begs  I 
Where  are  the  men-at-arms  with  cross  on  coat  ? 
Aloof,  bewrasring  their  attire :  whilst  then 
In   mask  and  motley,  pledged  to  dance  not 

fijcht, 
Sprang'at  forth  the  hero !    In  thought,  word 

and  deed, 
How  throughout  all  thy  warfare   thou  wast 

pure, 
I  find  it  eai^  to  believe :  and  if 
At  any  fateful  moment  of  the  strange 
Adventure,  the  strong  passion  of  that  strait, 
Fear  and   surprise,  may   lukve   revealed   too 

much, — 
As  when  a  thnndrous  midnight,  with  black  air 
That  bums,  raindrops  that  blister,  breaks  a 

spell. 
Draws    out    the    excessive    virtue   of    some 

sheathed 
Shut  unsuspected  flower  that  hoafds  and  hides 
Immensity  of  sweetness.  —  so,  perchance, 
Might  the  surprise  and  fear  release  too  much 
The  perfect  brauty  of  the  body  and  soul 
Thou  savedst  in  thv  passion  for  God's  sake. 
He  who  is  Pity.     Was  the  trial  sore  f 
Temptation    sharp?     Thank   God   a  second 

time  I 
Whv  comes  temptation  but  for  man  to  meet 
Ana  master  and  make  crouch  beneath  his  foot. 
And  so  be  pedestalled  in  triumph  ?    Prav 
**  Lead  us  into  no  such  temptations.  Lord!  *' 
Yea,  but.  O  Thou  whose  servants  are  the  bold. 
Lead  such  temptations  by  the  head  and  hair, 
Reluctant  dragons,  up  to  who  dares  fight. 
That  §o  he  may  do  battle  and  have  praise  ! 
Do  I  not  see  the  praise  ?  —  that  while  thy  motes 
Bound  to  deserve  i*  the  matter,  prove  at  need 
Unprofitable  through  the  verv  pains 
We  gave  to  train  them  well  and  start  them 

fair, — 
Are  found  too  stiff,  with  standfing  ranked  and 

ranged. 
For  onset  in  good  earnest,  too  obtuse 
Of  ear,  through  iteration  of  command. 
For  catching  quick  the  sense  of  the  real  cry,  — 
Thou,  whose  sword-hand  was  used  to  strike  the 

lute. 
Whose   sentry-station   graeed   some  wanton^s 

«:»te. 
Thou  didst   posh  forward  and  show  mettle, 

shame 
The   laggards,  and   retrieve   the   day.    Well 

done  I 
Be  glad  thou  hast  let  light  into  the  world. 
Through  that  irregular  oreaeh  o*  the  boundary. 


The  same  upon  thy  path  and  match  aamrMl, 
Learning  anew  the  use  of  soldienhip, 
Self-abnegation,  freedom  from  all  fear, 
Lojralty  to  the  life's  end  I    Ruminate, 
Deserve  the  initiatory  spasm.  —  onae  mora 
Work,  be  unhappy  but  bear  life,  my  bob  I 

And  troop  you,  somewhere  'twizt  the  best  and 

worst. 

Where  crowd  the  indifferent  prodnet,  aU  too 

poor 
Makesnift,  starved  samples  of  hnmamtr ! 
Father  and  mother,  huddle  there  and  hide  ! 
A  gracious  eye  may  find  yon !    Foul  and  fair. 
Sadly  mixed  natures :  seu-indulgettt,  — >  yet 
Self-sacrificing  too :  how  the  love  soars. 
How  the  craft,  avarice,  vanity  and  spite 
Sink  again  I    So  they  keep  the  middle  oourse. 
Slide  into  silly  crime  at  unaware. 
Slip  back  upon  the  stn|nd  virtue,  stay 
Nowhere  enough  for  being  classed,  I  hope 
And  fear.    Accept  the  swift  and  rueful  death. 
Taught,  somewhat  stemlier  than  is  wont,  what 

waits 
The  ambiguous  creature,  —  how  the  one  black 

tuft 
Steadies  the  aim  of  the  arrow  just  as  well 
As   the   wide    faultless  white   on   the    bird's 

breast  I 
Nay,  you  were  pmushed  in  the  very  part 
That  looked  most  pure  of  speck,   t  was  honest 

love 
Betrayed  you, —  did  love  seem  most  worthr 

pains. 
Challenge  such  purging,  since  ordained  surrirc 
When  slU  the  rest  or  you  was  done  with  ?    Qo ! 
Never  again  elude  tbe  ohoioe  of  tints ! 
White  shall  not  neutralize  the  black,  nor  good 
Compensate  bad  in  man,  absolve  him  so : 
Life  s  business  being  just  the  terrible  choiee. 


no 


So  do  I  see,  pronounce  on  all  and  some 
Grouped  for  my  judgment  now,  —  prof< 

doubt 

While  I  pronounce :  dark,  difficult  enough 
The  human  sphere,  yet  eyes  grow  sharpby  use, 
I  find  the  truth,  dispart  tne  snine  from  shade. 
As  a  mere  man  may,  with  no  special  touch 
O'  the  lynx-gift  in  each  ordinary  orb : 
Nay,  if  the  ]>opular  notion  class  me  tight. 
One  of  wellnigii  decayed  intelligenoe,  — 
What  of  that?    Through  hard  labor  and  good 
ill. 


And  habitude  that  gives  a  blind  man  sight 
At  the  practised  finger-ends  of  him,  I  do 
Discern,  and  dare  decree  in  conseauenee. 
Whatever  prove  the  peril  of  mistaJce. 
Whence,  then,  this  quite  new  quick  cold  thrill, 

—  cloud-like. 
This  keen  dread  creeping  from  a  quarter  soaree 
Suspected  in  the  skies  I  nightly  scan  f 
What  slacks  the  tense  nerve,  saps  the  wound- 
up spring 
Of  the  act  that  should  and  shall  be,  asods  ths 

mount 
And  mass  o*  the  whole  man*s  stimgth,  —  eon- 
globed  so  late  — 
Shndderin^y  into  dust,  a  nioineBt*s  woriE  ? 
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While  I  stand  firm,  f^o  fearleaH,  in  this  world, 
For  thu  life  reoogniie  nnd  arbitrate. 
Touch  and  let  stay,  or  else  remove  a  thine. 
Judge  ""  This  is  rii^ht,  this  object  out  of  plaoe.*^ 
i  'andle  in  hand  that  helps  me  and  to  sptfe,  — 
What  if  a  voice  deride  me,  '*  Perk  ana  pry  ! 
Hrighten  each  nook  with  thine  inteliigenoe  ! 
Play  the  ifood  householder,  ply  man  and  maid 
With  tasks  prolong^  into  tne  midnight,  test 
Their  work  and  nowise  stint  of  the  due  wl^ce 
Each  worthy  worker :  but  with  KJyeB  and  whip 


What  if  thyself  adventiuVf  now  the  place 

Ls  puiig;ed  so  well  ?    Leave  pavement  and  mount 

roof, 
Look  round  thee  for  the  li«rbt  of  the  upper  sky, 
The  fire  which  lit  thy  fire  which  finds  default 
In  Guido  Francesohini  to  his  cost  I 
What  if,  above  in  the  domain  of  light, 
Thou   miss   the    aoenstomed    signs,    remark 

eclipse? 
Slialt  thou  still  gaze  on  ground  nor  lift  a  lid,  — 
Steady  in  thy  superb  prerogative, 
Thy  inch  of  inklmg,  —  nor  once  face  the  doubt 
r  the  sphere  above  thee,  darkness  to  be  felt  ?  " 

Y'et  my  poor  spark  had  for  its  source,  the  sun ; 
Thither  1  sent  the  great  looks  which  compel 
Light  from  iU  fount :  all  that  I  do  and  am 
Comes  from  the  truth,  or  seen  or  else  surmised, 
Jirfmembered  or  divined,  a4  mere  man  may : 
I  know  just  so,  nor  otherwise.    As  I  know, 
I  Hpeak,  —  what  should  I  know,  then,  and  how 

speak 
Were  there  a  wild  mistake  of  eye  or  brain 
A 4  to  recorded  governance  above  ? 
If  mv  own  breatn,  only,  bl  )w  coal  alight 
I  atyled  celestial  and  the  momins^star  ? 
1,  who  in  this  world  act  resolvedly, 
l>bpose  of  men,  their  bodies  and  their  souls. 
As  they  acknowledge  or  gainsay  the  light 
I  show  them,  —  shall  I  too  lack  courage?  — 

leave 
I,  too,  the  post  of  me,  like  those  I  blame  ? 
Kefuse,  with  kindred  inconsistency. 
To  grapple  danger  wherebv  semis  grow  strong  ? 
I  am  near  the  end ;  but  still  not  at  the  end ; 
All  to  the  verj  end  is  trial  in  life : 
At  this  stage  u  the  trial  of  my  soul 
Danger  to  noe,  or  danger  to  refuse  ? 
i>ha]i  I  dare  try  the  doubt  now,  or  not  dare  ? 

O  Thou, — as  represented  here  to  me 
In  such  conoepdim  as  my  soul  allows,  — 
Under  Thy  measureleas,  my  atom  width  I  — 
Man*s  mind,  what  is  it  but  a  convex  glass 
Wherein  are  gathered  all  the  scattered  potnts 
Picked  out  of  the  immensity  of  sky. 
To  reunite  there,  be  onr  lieaven  for  earth. 
Our  known  unknown,  our  Ood  revealed    to 


Existent  somewhere,  soniehow,  ss  a  whole ; 
Here,  ss  a  whole  proportioned  to  onr  sense,  — 
There,  ( which  is  nownere,  speech  must  babble 

thttsl) 
In  the  absolute  immensity,  the  whole 


Appreciable  solely  by  Thyself,  — 

Here,  by  the  little  mind  of  man,  reduced 

To  littleness  that  suits  his  faculty. 

In  the  degree  appreciable  too : 

Between    Thee    and     ourselves  —  nay    even, 

again. 
Below  us,  to  the  extreme  of  the  nunnte. 
Appreciable  by  how  many  and  what  diverse 
Modes  of  the  Ufe  Thou  miodest  be  I  (why  live 
Except  for  love,  —  how  love  nnlem  they  know  ?) 
Each  of  them,  only  filling  to  the  edee, 
Insect  or  angel,  his  jxat  ^ngth  and  breadth, 
Due  facet  of  reflection,  —  full,  no  less, 
Angel  or  insect,  as  Thou  f  raraedst  things. 
I  it  is  who  have  been  appointed  here 
To  represent  Thee,  in  my  torn,  on  earth. 
Just  as,  if  new  philoeophv  know  aught. 
This  one  earth,  out  of  all  the  multitude 
Of  peopled  worlds,  as  stars  are  now  supposed,  — 
Was  chosen,  and  no  sun-star  of  the  swarm, 
For  stage  and  soene  of  Thy  transcendent  act 
Beside  which  even  the  creation  fades 
Into  a  puny  exercise  of  {>ower. 
Choioe  of  the  world,  choice  of  the  thing  I  am. 
Both  emanate  alike  from  Thy  dread  play 
Of  operation  outride  this  our  sphere 
Where  things  are  classed  and  counted  small  or 

great, — 
Incomprehensibly  the  choioe  is  Thine  t 
I  therefore  bow  my  head  and  take  Tliv  place. 
There  is,  beside  the  works,  a  tale  of  Tnee 
In  the  world's  mouth,  which  I  find  credible  : 
I  love  it  with  my  heart :  unsatisfied, 
I  try  it  with  my  reason,  nor  disoept 
From  any  point  I  probe  and  pronounoe  sound. 
Mind  is  not  matter  nor  from  matter,  but 
Above, — leave    matter   then,    proceed    with 

mind  ! 
Man*s  be  the  mind  recognised  at  the  height,  — 
Leave  the  inferior  minds  and  look  at  man  t 
Is  he  the  strong,  intelligent  and  good 
Up  to  his  own  conceivable  height  ?    Nowise. 
Eaou^    o'  the   low,  —  soar   the    oonoeivable 

height, 
Yiad  cause  to  mateh  the  effect  in  evidence. 
The  work  i*  the  world,  not  man*s  but  Qod's ; 

leave  man ! 
Conjecture  of  the  worker  by  Uie  work  : 
Is    there  strength    there? — enough:     intelli* 

gence? 
Ample :  but  goodness  in  a  like  degree  ? 
Not  to  the  human  eye  in  the  present  state. 
An  isosoele  deficient  in  the  base. 
What  lacks,  then,  of  perfection  fit  for  God 
But  just  the  instance  which  this  tale  supplies 
Of  love  without  a  limit  ?    So  is  strength. 
So  is  intelligence ;  let  love  be  so. 
Unlimited  in  its  self •eaorifioe. 
Then  is  the  tale  true  and  God  shows  oompleti . 
Beyond  the  tale,  I  reach  into  the  dark, 
Feel  what  I  cannot  see.  and  still  faith  standi : 
I  can  believe  this  dread  machinery 
Of  sin  and  sorrow,  would  confound  me  else. 
Devised  —  all  pain,  at  most  expenditure 
Of  pain  by  Who  devised  pain  —  to  evolve, 
Bv  new  machinery  in  counterpart. 
The  moral  qualities  of  man  —  how  else  ?  — 
To  make  him  love  in  turn  and  be  beloved, 
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Creative  and  self-aacrifieing  t4x>. 

And  thus  eventually  Gud-likef  (ay, 

**  I  have  said  ye  are  Goda,"  —  shall  it  be  said 

for  naught  ?) 
Enable  man  to  wring,  from  out  all  pain, 
All  pleasure  for  a  common  heritage 
To  all  eternity :  this  may  be  surmised. 
The  other  is  revealed,  —  whether  a  fact. 
Absolute,  abntract,  independent  truth, 
Historic,  not  reduced  to  suit  man^s  mind,  — 
Or  only  truth  reverberate,  changed,  made  pass 
A  spectrum  into  mind,  the  narrow  eye,  — 
The  same  and  not  the  same,  else  nnconceived  — 
Though  (;^mte  conceivable  to  the  next  grade 
Above  it  m  intelligence,  —  as  truth 
Easy  to  man  were  blindness  to  the  beast 
By  parity  of  procedure,  —  the  same  truth 
lu  a  new  form,  but  changed  in  either  case : 
What  matter  so  intelligence  be  tilled  ? 
To  a  child,  the  sea  is  angry,  for  it  roars: 
Frost   bites,  else  why  the  tooth-like   fret  on 

face? 
Man  makes  acoustics  deal  with  the  sea^s  wrath. 
Explains  the  choppy  cheek  by  chymic  law,  — 
To  man  and  cliild  remains  the  same  effect 
On  drum  of  ear  and  root  of  nose,  change  cause 
Never  so  thoroughly  :  so  my  heart  be  struck. 
What  care  I,  —  by  God^s  gloved  hand  or  the 

bare? 
Nor  do  I  much  perplex  me  with  aught  hardf 
Dubious  in  the  transmitting  of  the  tale,  — 
No,  nor  with  certain  riddles  set  to  solve. 
This  life  is  training  and  a  passage  ;  pass,  — 
Still,  we  march  over  some  flat  obstacle 
We  made  give  way  before  us ;  solid  tnith 
In  front  ot  it,  what  motion  for  the  world  ? 
The  moral  sense  grows  but  by  exercise. 
*T  is  even  as  man  grew  probatively 
Initiated  in  Godship,  set  to  make 
A  furer  moral  world  than  this  he  finds. 
Guess   now  what  shall  be  known   hereafter. 

Deal 
Thus  with  the  present  problem  :  as  we  see, 
A  fanltlesA  creature  is  destroyed,  and  sin 
Has  had  its  way  i*  the  world  where  God  should 

rule. 
Avj  but  for  this  irrelevant  circumstance 
Of  m^nisition  af  t«r  blood,  we  see 
Pompilia  lost  and  Guido  saved :  how  long  ? 
For  nis  whole  life  :  how  much  is  that  whole 

life? 
We  are  not  babes,  but    know  the   minute's 

worth. 
And  feel  that  life  is  large  and  the  world  small. 
So,  wut  till   life   have  passed  from    out  the 

world. 
Neither  does  this  astonish  at  the  end. 
That  whereas  I  can  so  receive  and  trust. 
Other  men,  made  with  hearts  sjid  soak  the 

same. 
Reject  and  disbelieve,  —  subordinate 
The  future  to  the  present,  —  sin,  nor  fear. 
This  I  refer  still  to  the  foremost  fact. 
Life  is  probation  and  the  earth  no  goisl 
But  starting-point  of  man:  compel  him  strive. 
Which  means,  in  man,  as  gooa  as  reach  the 

gtial,  ~ 
Why  institute  that  race,  his  life,  at  all  ? 


But  this  does  overwhelm  me  with  surprise. 
Touch  me    to    terror,  —  not  that    faith,  th«- 

pearl, 
Should  be  let  lie  by  fishers  wantinpr  food,  — 
Nor,  seen  and  handled  by  a  eertam  few 
Critical  and  contemptuous,  straight  consigned 
To  shore  and  shingle  for  the  pebble  it  provea.  — 
But  that,  when  naply  found  and  known  and 

named 
By  the  residue  nuide  rich  forevermore, 
Tnese,  —  that  these  favored  ones,  should   in  a 

trice 
Turn,  and  with  double    zest  go    dredge    for 

whelks. 
Mud -worms    that   make    the   savory   soup! 

Enough 
O^  the  disbelieveis,  see  the  faithful  few  ! 
How  do  the  Christians  here  deport  them,  keep 
Their  robes  of  white  unspotted  by  tlie  world  ? 
What  is  this  Aretine  Archbishop,  this 
Man  under  me  as  I  am  under  God, 
This    champion   of    the  faith,  I  armed    and 

decked. 
Pushed  forward,  put  upon  a  pinnacle. 
To  show  the  enemy  his  victor,  —  see  ! 
What's    the    best   fighting  when  the  ooaplo 

close? 
Pompilia  cries,  **  Protect  me  from  the  wolf  !  " 
He  —  **  No,  thy  Guido  is  rough,  heady,  strong, 
Dangerous  to  diBquiet :  let  him  bide ! 
He  needs  scmie  bone  to  mumble,  help  amnae 
The  darkness  of  his  den  with :  so,  tne  fawn 
Which  limps  up  bleeding  to  my  foot  and  lies, 

—  Come  to  me,  daughter  I  —  tnus  I  throw  him 

back  1 ''  , 
Have   we    misjudged  here,    over -armed   onr 

kni|Hit, 
Given  gold  and  silk  where  plain  hard  steel 

serves  best. 
Enfeebled  whom  we  sought  to  fortify. 
Made  an  archbishop  and  undone  a  saint  f 
Well,  then,  descend  these  heights,  thb  pride  of 

Ufe, 
Sit  in  the  ashes  with  a  barefoot  monk 
Who  long  ago  stamped  out  the  worldly  sparks. 
By  fasting,    watching,  stone    oeU    and    wiiv 

scouige, 

—  No  such  indulgence  as  unknits  the  strength  — 
These  breed  the  tight  nerve  and  tough  ontide. 
And  the  world's  praise  or  blame  runs  rillet- 

wise 
Off  the  broad  back  and  brawny  breaet,  we 

know  I 
He  meets  the  first  cold  sprinkle  of  the  world. 
And  shudders  to  the  marrow.  ''  Save  this  child  ? 
Oh,  my  superiors,  oh,  the  Arehhisliop's  self ! 
Who  was  it  dared  lay  hand  upon  the  ark 
His  betters  saw  fall  nor  put  finger  forth  ? 
Great  ones  could  help  yet  help  not :  why  shcraM 

small? 
I  break  my  promise :  let  her  break  her  heart !  ' 
These  are  the  ChristianB  not  the  worMtinp.  not 
The  sceptics,  who  thus  battle  for  the  faith ! 
If  foolisn  virgins  disobey  and  sleep. 
What  wonder?    But,  this  time,  the  wise  that 

watoh. 
Sell  lamps  and  buy  lutes,  exohan^  oil  for  wine. 
The  mystic  Spouse  betmys  the  Bridegroom  here. 
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To  ttiir  last  resource,  then  I    Sinoe  all  flesh  is 

we«k, 
Uiii«l  weakneiwetf  together,  we  get  strength : 
The  iadividual  wei^n^ed,  foand  wanting,  try 
Siiue  institution,  honest  artitioe 
Whereby  the  units  t?>^>w  compact  and  firm  I 
Hlich  props  the  other,  and  so  stand  is  made 
Bt  oor  embodied  cowards  that  grow  brave. 
The  Monasterr  called  of  Convertites, 
Meant   to  help  women  beoanse  these  helped 

Christ, — 
A  thing  existent  only  while  it  acts, 
I  )(»«*8  as  designed,  else  a  nonentity,  — 
For  what  is  an  idea  unrealized  ?  — 
Pompilia  is  consigned  to  these  for  help. 
They  do  help :  they  are  prompt  to  testify 
To  lier  pure  life  and  saintly  dying  days. 
She  dies,  and  lo,  who  seemed  so  poor,  proves 

rich! 
What  does  the  body  that  lives  through  helpful- 

neas 
To  women  for  Christ's  sake  ?    The  kiM  turns 

bite, 
'Die  dove's  note  changes  to  the  crow's  ory: 

jndze I 
"  Seeing  that  this  our  Conveut  chums  of  right 
What  iroods  belong  to  those  we  succor,  be 
The  name  proved  women  of  dishonest  life,  — 
And  4f*eing  that  this  Trial  made  appear 
Pompilia  was  in  such  predicament,  " 
The  Convent  hereupon  pretends  to  said 
Succession  of  Porajnlia,  issues  writ. 
And  tAkes  powession  by  the  F1so*s  ad  vice.'' 
Such  u  their  attestation  to  the  cause 
Of  Christ,  who  had  one  saint  at  least,  they 

hoped : 
But,  is  a  title-deed  to  filch,  a  corpse 
To  slander,  and  an  infant-heir  to  cheat  ? 
ChriHt  must  ^ive  up  his  gains  then !   They  unsay 
All  the  fine  speeches,  — who  was  saint  is  whore. 
Why,  scripture  yields  no  parallel  for  this ! 
The  soldiers  only  threw  dice  for  Christ's  coat ; 
We  want  another  legend  of  the  Twelve 
Disputing  if  it  was  Christ's  coat  at  all, 
(/taimiiig  as  prize  the  woof  of  price  —  for  why  ? 
The  Blaster  was  a  thief,  purlomed  the  same, 
(h*  p:iid  for  it  out  of  the  common  bag  I 
Can  it  be  this  is  end  and  outcome,  all 
I  take  with  me  to  show  as  stewardship's  fruit. 
The  best  yield  of  the  latest  time,  this  year 
The  seventeen>hundredth  since  God  died  for 

man? 
b  such  effect  proportionate  to  cause  ? 
And  still  the  terror  keeps  on  the  increase 
When  I  perceive  .  .  .  how  can  I  blink  the  fact  ? 
rhat  the  fa'ilt,  the  obduracy  to  good, 
Lif«s  not  with  the  impracticable  stuff 
Whence  man  ii  made,  his  very  nature's  fault. 
As  if  it  were  of  ice  the  moon  may  gild 
Not  melt,  or  stone  't  was  meant  the  sun  should 

warm 
Not  make  bear  flowers,  —  nor  ice  nor  stone  to 

blame : 
Hot  it  can  melt,  that  ice,  can  bloom,  that  stone, 
Iinpas^fible  to  rule  of  day  and  night ! 
'Hii^  terrifies  me,  thus  eompelled  perceive. 
Whatever  love  and  faith  we  looked  should  spring 
A»  advent  of  the  authoritative  star, 


Which  yet  lie  slugvish,  curdled  at  the  source,  — 
These  have  leapt  torth  profusely  in  old  time. 
These  still  respond  with  promptitude  to-day. 
At  challenge  of  —  what  unacknowledged  powers 
O'    the   air,    what   unooramiasioned    meteors, 

warmth 
By  law,  and  li^ht  hy  rule  should  snpetaede  ? 
For  see  this  pnest,  this  Caponsaochi,  stung 
At  the  first  snmmons,  —  **"  Help  for  honor's 

sake. 
Play  the  man,  pity  the  onprened ! "  -~  no  pansst 
How  does  he  lay  about  mm  in  the  midst, 
i^trike  any  foe.  right  wrong  at  any  risk, 
All  blindness,  oraverr  and  obedience !  —blind? 
Ay,  as  a  man  would  be  inside  the  sun, 
Delirious  with  the  plenitude  of  light 
Should  interfuse  mm  to  the  finger-ends  — 
Let  him  rush  straight,  and  how  shall  he  go 

wrong? 
Where  are  the  Christians  in  their  panoply  ? 
The  ItAus  we  girt  about  with  truth,  the  breasts 
Righteousness  plated  round,  the  shield  of  faith. 
The  helmet  of  salvation,  and  that  sword 
O'  the  Spirit,  even  the  word  of  God,  —  where 

these? 
Slunk  into  comers !    Oh,  I  hear  at  once 
Hubbub  of  protestation  I    **  What,  we  monks. 
We  friars,  of  such  an  order,  such  a  rule. 
Have  not  we  fought,  bled,  left  our  martyr-mark 
At  every  point  uong  the  boundary-line 
'Twixt  true  and  falM,  religion  and  the  world. 
Where  this  or  the  other  dogma  of  our  Churdi 
Called  for  defence  ?  "    And  I,  despite  myself. 
How  can  I  but  speak  loud  what  truth  speaks 

low, 
**  Or  better  than  the  best,  or  nothing  serves ! 
What  boots  deed,  I  can  cap  and  cover  straight 
With  such  another  doughtmess  to  match. 
Done  at  an  instinct  of  the  natural  maa  ?  " 
Immolate  body,  sacrifice  soul  too,  — 
Do  not  these  publicans  the  same  ?    Outstrip  I 
Or  else  stop  raoe  you  boast  runs  neck  and  neck. 
Yon  with  the  wings,  they  with  the  feet,  —  for 

shame! 
Oh,  I  remark  your  diligence  and  zeal  I 
Five  vears  long,  now,  rounds  fiuth  into  my  ears. 
"  Help  thou,  or  Christendom  is  done  to  death! ' 
Five  years  since,  in  the  Province  of  To-kien, 
Which  is  in  China  as  some  people  know, 
Maifpot,  my  Vicar  Apostolic  there. 
Having  a  great  qualm,  issues  a  decree. 
Alack,  the  converts  use  as  God's  name,  not 
Tien-chu  but  plain  Tien  or  else  mere  Snantf-ii^ 
As  Jesuits  please  to  fanc^  politic. 
While,  say  Dominicans,  it  calls  down  fire,  — 
For  Tien  means  heaven,  and  Shan^i^  supreme 

prince. 
While  Tien<hu  means  the  lord  of  heaven  :  al] 

cry, 
**  There  is  no  business  urgent  for  dispatch 
As  that  thoo  send  a  legate,  specially 
Cardinal  Tonmon,  straight  to  Pekin,  there 
To  settle  and  compose  the  difference  I  " 
So  have  I  seen  a  potentate  all  fume 
For  some  infringement  of  his  reahn's  just  ri^ht. 
Some  menace  to  a  mud-built  straw-thatcned 

farm 
O*  the  frontier  ;  while  inside  the  mainland  lie. 
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To  make  oommmiiaitMNi  powiMe ; 
The  real  thing*  were  too  lofty,  we  too  low, 
Midway  hantc  these :  we  feel  their  aae  so  plain 
111  linking  height  to  depth,  that  we  dott'  hat 
And  put  no  question  nor  pry  narrowly 
Into  the  nature  hid  behind  the  wswes. 
We  gmdge  no  rite  the  fanoy  may  demand  ; 
But  never,  more  than  needs,  invent,  refine, 
Improve  npon  requirement,  idly  wise 
Beyond  the  letter,  teaching  gods  their  trade, 
Whieh  is  to  teaoh  us :  we  11  obey  when  taught. 
Why  should  we  do  our  dntv  past  the  need  ? 
When  the  sky  darkens,  Jove  is  wroth,  -^  say 

prayer  I 
When  the  sun  shines  and  Jove  is  glad,  — sing 

psalm  I 
Bat  wherefore  iMUS  preseriptton  and  devise 
Blood-offerinK  tor  sweatrservice,  lend  the  rod 
A  pungency  through  piokle  of  our  own  f 
L^uned  Abate,  —  no  one  taaidieB  you 
What  Venus  means  and  who's  A|mJ1o  here ! 
I  span  you,  Cardinal,  —  bat,  thoaah  yon  winee, 
You  know  me,  I  know  you,  ana  both  know 

that! 
So,  if  Apollo  bids  ns  fast,  we  hmt : 
But  where  does  Venus  order  we  stop  sense 
When  Master  Pietro  rhymes  a  pleasantry  ? 
Give  alms  presoribed  on  Frioay,  >-bat,  hold 

hand 
Because  your  foe  lies  prostrate,  —  where  *s  the 

wora 
ETplieit  in  the  book  debars  revenge  ? 
The  rationale  of  your  scheme  is  just 
*'Pay  toll    here,  there  punue  your  pleasure 

free  I " 
80  do  you  turn  to  use  the  medium-powers, 
Hars  and  Minerva,  Baoehus  and  the  rest. 
And  so  are  saved  propitiatinir  —  whom  ? 
^Vhat  all-good,  all*wise,  and  all-potent  Jove 
Vexed  by  the  very  sins  in  man,  himself 
Made  lifers  necessity  when  man  he  made  ? 
Irrational  bunglers  I    So,  the  living  truth 
Revealed  to  strike  Pan  dead,  dnokslow  at  last, 
Prays  leave  to  hold  its  own  and  Hve  good  days 
Provided  it  go  masque  grotesquely,  odled 
Christian  not  Pagan.    Oh,  yon  purged  the  sky 
i)f  all  gods  save  the  One,  the  great  and  good. 
Clapped  hands  and  triumphed  I    But  the  change 

came  fast : 
The  inexorable  need  in  man  for  life 
(Life,  yon  may  mulet  and  minish  to  a  grain 
Out  of  the  lamp,  so  that  the  grain  but  live) 
Laughed  at  your  substituting  death  for  life,  — 
And  bade  you  do  your  wont :  whieh  wont  was 

done 
In  just  that  age  styled  primitive  and  pare 
When  Saint  thia.  Saint  that,  dutifully  starved, 
Froxe,  fought  with  beasts,  was  beaten  and  abused 
And  finally  ridded  of  his  flesh  by  fire  : 
He  kept  life-long  anspotted  from  the  world  1  — 
Next  age,  how  goes  the  game,  what  mortal  gives 
His  life  and  emnlates  Sttot  that.  Saint  this  ? 
Men  matter,  make  exense,  or  mutiny. 
In  fine  are  minded  all  to  leave  the  new. 
Stick  to  the  old,  —  enjoy  old  Uberty, 
No  prejndioe  in  enjepFment.  if  you  please, 
To  the  new  iwofesiion :  an  o'  the  aly,  1 

forth  1 


The  law  stands  though  the  WttsrkUls:  what 

then? 
The  spirit  saves  as  unmistakably. 
Omnisoienoe  sees,  Omnipotanoe  oonM  stop, 
Omnibenevolenoe  pardons :  it  most  ba. 
Frown  law  its  fiercest,  there  *s  a  wink  some- 
where! 


Such  was  the  logio  in  this  head  of  mine  : 

I,  like  the  rest,  wrote  "  poisoD  '*  on  my  bread. 

But  broke  and  ate :— said  *'  These  thai  vaethe 

sword 
Shall  perish  by  the  same ; "  then  stabbed  my 

foe. 
I  stand  on  solid  earth,  not  empty  air : 
Dislodffe  me,  let  your  Pope*s  orook  kale  roe 

hence ! 
Not  he,  nor  you  !    And  I  so  pity  botk, 
I  *11  make  tne  trae  charge  you  want  writ  to 

make: 
^'  Count  Quido,  who  reveal  our  mystery. 
And  trace  all  iasoea  to  the  love  of  life: 
We  having  life  to  love  and  guard,  Uko  yoiL, 
Why  did  you  put  ns  npim  self-defenoa  r 
You  well  knew  what  prompt  password  woold 

appease 
The  senby's  ire  when  folk  infringed  hia  boaads. 
And  yet  kept  month  shut :  do  you  wondar  then 
H,  in  mere  deoency,  he  shot  yoa  dead  ? 
He  can^t  have  people  play  snch  praaka  aa  yoors 
Beneath  his  nose  at  noonday  :  yon  diadaiaed 
To  give  him  an  excuse  before  tne  world 
By  crying'  *"  I  break  rule  to  save  our  camp !  * 
Under  the  old  rule,  such  offence  were  death : 
And  yon  had  heard  the  Pontifex  proDonnee, 
*  Since  you  slay  foe  and  violate  the  fonn. 
Slaying  toms  murder,  which  were  saettfiee 
Had  you,  while,  say,  lawsniting  foe  to  death. 
But  raised  an  altar  to  the  Unknown  Ood, 
Or  else  the  Genias  of  the  Vatican.* 
Why  then  this  pother  ?  —  all  because  the  Pope, 
Doing  his  duty,  cried  *  A  foreigner. 
You  scandalixe  the  natives  :  here  at  Rome 
Romano  vivitur  mare  :  wise  men,  here. 
Put  the  Church  forward  and  effaee  themsdves. 
The  fit  defence  had  been,  —  yon  stamped  on 

wheat. 
Intending  all  the  time  to  trample  tarsa,  — 
Were  fain  extirpate,  then,  the  heretie. 
Yon  now  find,  in  your  haste  was  slain  a  fool : 
Nor  Pietro,  nor  Violante,  nor  yonr  wife 
Meant  to  breed  up  yonr  babe  a  MoKnist  I 
Whence  ^n  are  amy  eontrita.    Nut  one  word 
Of  all  this  wisdom  did  yon  urge  :  whieh  slip 
Death  must  atone  for.'^' 

So.  let  death  atooe! 
So  ends  mistake,  so  end  mistaken  I  —  end 
Perhaps  to  recommence,  —  how  shoold  I  kaow  ? 
Only,  oe  sure,  no  punishment,  no  pain 
Childish,  preposterous,  impossible. 
But  some  snch  fate  as  Ovid  eonld  foreaea,  — ' 
BpUii  injlumum^  let  the  weak  soal  end 
In  water,  sec/  Lifcaon  in  /njnim,  bat 
The  strong  become  a  wolf  fuieyei'iiMwa  t 
Change  tluit  Pompilta  to  a  pnny  stream 
Fit  to  r«)fiect  the  daisiea  on  its  bank  t 
Let  me  tnra  wolf,  be  whola,  and  BBte,  for 
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Wallow  in  what  is  now  a  wolBshneiis 

Coerced  too  nneh  by  the  huxnanity 

That  '■  half  of  me  as  well  I     Grow  oot  of  man. 

Glut  the  wolf-nature,  —  what  remaun  bat  rtow 

into  the  man  a^ain,  be  man  indeed 

And  all  man  ?    Do  I  ring  the  changes  right  ? 

Deformed,  transformed,  reformed,  informed, 

ecmf  onned  I 
The  honest  instinct,  pent  and  crossed  through 

Hfe, 
Let  surge  by  death  into  a  risible  flow 
(>f  nmture:  aa  the  strangled  thread  of  flame 
Painfully  winds,  annoying  and  annoyed, 
Mftligr^^t  and  maligned,  through  stone  and 

ore. 
Till  earth  exclude  tbe  stranger :  vented  onoe, 
It  finds  full  play,  is  reeogniaed  atop 
Some  mountiun  as  no  such  abuomud  birth. 
Fire  for  the  moont,  not  streamlet  for  the  vale  I 
Ay,  of  the  water  was  that  wife  of  mine  -- 
Be  it  for  good,  be  it  for  ill,  no  ran^ 
O*  the  rea  thread  through  that  insignifioanoe  I 
Again,  how  she  is  at  me  with  those  eyes  I 
Away  with  the  empty  stare !    Be  holy  still, 
And  stapid  ever  1    Oocopy  your  patch 
(>f   private  snow  that's  somewhere   in  what 

world 
May  now  be  growing  ioy  round  your  head. 
And  aguish  at  your  footprint,  —  htrnm  not  me, 
I>are  follow  not  amyther  step  I  take. 
Not  with  so  much  as  those  detested  eyvs. 
No,  though  they  follow  but  to  pray  me  paose 
<)n  the  iiMline,  earth's  edge  that 's  next  to  hell  I 
None  of  your  abnegation  of  revenge ! 
Fly  at  me  frank,  to^  while  I  tear  again  I 
There 's  God,  go  teU  him,  testify  vour  wont  I 
NotriM!    There  was  no  toucli  in  her  of  hate: 
And  it  would  prove  her  hell,  if  I  reached  mine  I 
To  know  I  sntrered,  would  still  sadden  her, 
I>o  what  the  angels  might  to  make  amends ! 
Therefore  there 's  either  no  such  place  aa  hell. 
Or  thenoe  shall  I  be  thrust  forth,  for  her  sake, 
And  thereby  underso  three  hells,  not  one  — 
I  who,  with  outlet  lor  escape  to  heaven, 
Would  tarry  if  sueh  flight  allowed  my  foe 
To  raise  his  head,  relieved  of  that  firm  foot 
Had  pinned  him  to  the  fiery  pavement  else! 
So  am  I  made,  **  who  did  not  make  myself : " 
(How dared  she  rob  mv  own  Kp  of  the  woid  f) 
Beware  me  in  what  other  world  may  be !  — 
Pompilia,  who  have  brought  me  to  this  pass  1 
All  1  know  here,  will  I  say  there,  and  go 
Beyond  the  saving  with  the  deed.    Some  vse 
There  cannot  but  be  for  a  mood  like  mine, 
Implacable,  persistent  in  revenge. 
She  maundered,  '*  AU  is  over  and  at  end : 
I  go  my  own  road,  go  yon  where  God  will  I 
Foigive  you?     I  forget  yon!"    There's  the 

saint 
That  takes  your  taste,  yon  other  kind  of  men ! 
How  von  had  loved  her !    Gnido  wanted  skill 
To  valne  sueh  a  woman  at  her  worth  I 
Properly  the  lastroeted  eritioise, 
'*  What's  here,  ycm  simpleton  have  toesed  to 

take 
Itiiohaaoei' the  gutter  f    This  a  daub,  mdeed  f 
Whv,  'tis  a  Rafael  that  yon  kicked  to  lagsl " 
Perhaps  so :  some  prefer  the  pure  dengn : 


Give  me  my  gorge  of  color,  glnt  of  gold 
In  a  glory  round  the  Virgin  made  for  me  I 
Titian  's  the  man,  not  Monk  Anselioo 
Who  traces  you  some  timid  ohaUcy  ehaat 
That  toms  the  church  into  a  chamel:  ay, 
Just  such  a  pencil  might  depict  my  wife ! 
She,  —  since  she,  also,  would  not  change  her- 
self,— 
Why  could  not  she  come  in  some  heart-shaped 

cloud, 
Rainbowed  about  with  riches,  royalty 
Rimming  her  xonnd,  as  round  the  tintless  lawn 
Guardingly  mns  the  selvage  doth  of  gold  ? 
I  would  have  left  the  taint  fine   gause   un- 
touched. 
Needle-worked  over  with  its  lily  and  rsse, 
Let  her  bleach  nnmolested  in  the  midst, 
Chill  that  selected  solitary  niot 
Of  ({uietude  she  pleased  to  think  was  life. 
Punty,  pallor  graoe  the  lawn  no  doubt 
When  there 's  the  costly  bordnve  to  unthread 
And  make  again  an  ingot :  but  what 's  graoe 
When  yon  want  neat  and  drink  and  olothee 
and  fire? 

A  tale  eomes  to  my  mind  that 's  apposite  — * 
Possibly  true,  probably  false,  a  truth 
Such  as  all  truths  we  live  by.  Cardinal ! 
'T  is  said,  a  certain  ancestor  of  mine 
Followed  —  whoever  was  the  potentate. 
To  Payaimrie,  and  in  some  battle,  broke 
Through  more  than  due  allowance  of  the  foe. 
And,  risking  nmoh  his  own  life,  saved  the 

lord's. 
Battered  and  bruised,  the  Emperor  aenmbles 


Rubs 


hu 
sire, 


eyes  and  looks  ronad  and 


my 


Picks  a  faras-sprig  tem  out  his  haaberk-jeint, 
(Token  how  near  the  ground  went  majesty,) 
And  says,  ^^lUce  this,  and  if  thou  get  safe 

home. 
Plant  the  same  in  th^  garden-ground  to  grow: 
Run  thence  an  hour  m  a  straight  line,  and  stop : 
Describe  a  drde  round  (for  central  point) 
The  fune  aforesaid,  reaching  every  way 
The  length  of   that   hour's  run:    I   give   it 

thee, — 
The  central  pointy  to  build  a  castle  there. 
The  space  oironmttcent,  for  fit  demesne. 
The  whole  to  be  tnv  children's  heritage,  — 
Whom,  for  the  sake,  bid  thoa  wear  funs  on 

cap!" 
Those  are  my  arras:  we  tamed  the  fune  a  tree 
To  show  more,  and  the  greyhound  tied  thereto, 
Straiidng  to  start,  means   swift  and  greedy 

both; 
He  stands  upon  a  triple  mount  of  gold  — 
By  Jove,  then,  he 's  escaping  from  true  gold 
And  trying  to  arrive  at  empity  air  1 
Aha !  the  fane V  never  crossea  mv  mind  I 
Ify  father  usea  to  tell  use,  and  subjoin, 
*'  As  for  the  castle,  that  took  wings  and  flew : 
TVe  broad  lands,  -^  why,  to  Unreise  them  to- 
day 
Scarce  tasks  my  conty  feet,  and  in  my  prime 
I  doubt  not  I  comd  stend  and  spit  ao  tar : 
But  for  the  fune,  boy,  fear  no  lafik  el  thatv 
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So  Ions:  aa  fortune  leaTes  one  field  to  srrub  I 
Wherefore,  harrah  for  furze  and  lovaity  I  ** 
What  may  I  mean,  where  may  the  leeHon  lurk  ? 
"  Do  not  bestow  on  man,  by  way  of  gift. 
Furze  without  land  for  framework,  —  rannt  no 

^^race 
Of  punty,  no  f urze-eprig  of  a  wife, 
To  me,  i*  the  thick  of  battle  for  mv  bread. 
Without  some  better  dowry,  —  gold  will  do !  ** 
No  better  gift  than  sordid  muck  ?    Yes,  ISin  I 
Many  more  gifts  much  better.    Give  them  me ! 

0  those  Olimpiaa  bold,  those  Biancas  brave, 
That  brought  a  husband  power  worth  Ormnx* 

wealth  1 
Cried,  *'  Thou  being  mine,  why,  what  but  thine 

ami? 
Be  thou  to  me  law,  right,  wrong,  heaven  and 

heUI 
Let  us  blend  souls,  blent,  thou  in  me,  to  bid 
Two  bodies  work  one  pleasure  I  Wliat  are  these 
Called  king,  priest,  father,  mother,  stranger, 

friend  ? 
They  fret  thee  or  they  frustrate?    Give  the 

word  — 
Be  certain  ihej  shall  frustrate  nothing  more  1 
And  who  is  this  young  florid  foolishness 
That  hcJds  thy  fortune  in  his  pygmy  clutch, 
—  Being  •  prince  and  poU^ncy,  forsooth !  — 
He  hesitates  to  let  the  trifle  go  ? 
Let  me  but  seal  up  eye,  sing  ear  to  sleep 
Sounder  than  Samson, — pounce  thoa  on  the 

nrize 
Shall  suD  from  off  my  breast,  and  down  ooueh- 

siae, 
And  on  to  floor,  and  far  as  my  lord's  feet  — 
Where  he  stands  in  the  shadow  with  the  knife. 
Waiting  to  see  what  Delilah  dares  do  I 
Im  the  youth  fair  ?    What  is  a  man  to  me 
Who  am  thy  eall-bird  ?     Twist  his  neck  —  my 

dnpeV  — 
Then   take   the   breast  shall   turn   a    breast 

indeed ! " 
Sneh   women   are   there ;     and    they   marry 

whom  ? 
Why,  when  a  man  has  gone  and  hanged  himself 
Because  of  what  he  calls  a  wicked  wife,  — 
See,  if  the  very  turpitude  bemoaned 
Prove  not  mere  excellence  the  fool  ignores  1 
His  monster  is  perfection,  —  Circe,  sent 
Straight  from  the  sun,  with  wand  the  idiot 

blames 
iVs  not  an  honest  distaff  to  spin  wool  I 
( )  thou  Lncrezia.  is  it  long  to  wait 
Vonder  where  all  the  gloom  is  in  a  glow 
With  thy  suspected  presence  ?  —  virgin  yet. 
Virtuous  again,  in  face  of  what  *8  to  teach  — 
*^in  unimagined,  unimaginable,  — 

1  come  to  claim  my  bride,  —  thy  Borgia's  self 
Nut  half  the  burning  bridegroom  I  shall  be  I 
Ciirdinal,  take  away  your  crucifix  1 

Abate,  leave  my  lips  alone,  —  they  bite  ! 
Vainly   yoo   tiy  to  change  what  should  not 

change. 
And  shall  not.    I  have  bared,  you  bathe  my 

heart  — 
It  grows  the  stonier  for  your  saving  dew  t^ 
Vou  Ateep  the  substance,  you  would  lubricate. 
In  waters  that  but  touch  to  petrify  ! 


You  too  are  petrifactions  of  a  kind : 
Move  not  a  muscle  that  shows  mercy ;  rave 
Another  twelve  houn,  every  word  were  waste ! 
I  thought  you  would  not  slay  impeniteiioe. 
But  teased,  from  men   you   slew,  oontriii«in 

fiwt,— 
I  thought  you  had  a  conscience.    Cardinal, 
You  know  I  am  wronged  1  —  wronged,  say,  and 

wronged,  maintain. 
Was  this  strict  inquisition  made  for  blood 
When  first  von  showed  us  scarlet  on  your  back. 
Called  to  the  College  ?    Your  straightf  orwanl 

way 
To  your  legitimate  end,  —  I  think  it  pmisfrl 
Oyer  a  8cantlin|;  of  heads  brained,  hearta  broke. 
Lives  trodden  mto  dust  I  —  how  otherwise  ? 
Such  was  the  way  o'  the  world,  and  ao  ytio 

walked. 
Does  memory  haunt  your  pillow  ?    Not  •  whit. 
God  wills  ^ou  never  pace  ^our  gatden>p«th. 
One  appetizing  hour  ere  dinner-time. 
But  your  intrusion  there  treads  out  of  life 
A  universe  of  happy  innocent  things : 
Feel  you  remorse  about  that  damsel-fly 
Which  buxzed  so  near  your  mouth  and  flapped 

Jrour  face  ? 
otted  it  from  being  at  a  blow : 
It  was  a  fly,  you  were  a  man,  and  more. 
Lord  of  created  things,  so  took  ^our  oonrse. 
Manliness,  mind.  —  these  are  thmgs  fit  to  save. 
Fit  to  brush  fly  from  :  whv,  because  I  take 
My  course,  must  needs  the  Popa  kill  me  ?  — 

kill  you ! 
You  I  for  this  instrument,  he  throws  away. 
Is  strong  to  serve  a  master,  and  were  voaim 
To  have  and  hold  and  get  much  good  from  out  I 
The  Pope  who  dooms  me  needs  moat 


I  '11  tell  you  how  the  chances  are  snppoaed 
For  his  successor :  first  the  Chambenain, 
Old  San  Cesario,  —  Colloredo,  next,  — 
Then,  one,  two,  three,  four,  I  refuse  to 
After  these,  comes  Altieri ;  then  come  yon  ~ 
Seventh  on  the  list  you  come,  iinlri . .  .  haw  ha. 
How  can  a  dead  hand  give  a  friend  a  lift? 
Are  yon  the  person  to  despise  the  help 
O'  the  head  shall  drop  in  pannier  presently  ? 
So  a  child  seesaws  on  or  kicks  away 
The  fulcrum-stone  that 's  all  the  sage  reqnivas 
To  fit  his  lever  to  and  move  the  world. 
Cardinal,  I  adjure  yon  in  God's  name. 
Save  my  life,  fall  at  the  Pope's  feet«  set  forth 
Things  your  own  fashion,  not  in  wonls  like  thesr 
Made  for  a  sense  like  yours  who  apprehend ! 
Translate  into  the  Courtroonventianal 
"  Count  Guide  must  not  die,  is  iaaoeent ! 
Fair,  be  assured  I    But  what  an  he  were  foul. 
Blood-drenched  and  mnrder^maied   head  u* 

foot? 
Snare  one  whose  death  insults  the  Emperor, 
Nay,  outrages  the  Louis  you  so  love  1 
He  has  friends  who  will  aveaipe  him ;  eaemi«« 
Who  will  hate  God  now  with  impunity. 
Missing  the  old  ooeroive :  would  yon  said 
A  soul  fttraight  to  perdition,  dying  frank 
An  atheist?"  Go  and  say  this,  for  Qod*s  sakr ' 
—  Why,  yon  don't  think  I  hope  yon  'U  say  **iu 

word? 
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Neither  shall  I  pennade  yoa  from  your  stand 
Nor  yoa  penuade  me  from  my  station :  take 
Your  cmcifix  away,  I  tell  yon  twice ! 

Come,  I  am  tired  of  silenoe  I  Panse  enoofch ! 
You  have  praved :  I  haye  gone  inside  my  soul 
And  shut  its  door  behind  me :  *t  is  your  torch 
Makes  the  place  dark:  the  darkness  let  alone 
Qrows  tolerable  twiligrht :  one  may  irrope 
And  get  to  guess  at  length  and  breadth  and 

depth. 
What  is  this  fact  I  feel  persuaded  of  — 
Thb  something  like  a  foothold  in  the  sea. 
Although   Saint   Peter's   bark  sends,   billow- 

bume. 
Leaves  me  to  founder  where  it  flung  me  first  ? 
Spite  of  your  splashing,  I  am  liigh  and  dry  I 
God  takes  his  own  part  in  each  thing  he  made  ; 
Made  for  a  reason,  he  conserves  his  work, 
Gives  each  its  proper  instinct  of  defence. 
My  lamblike  wife  conld  neither  bark  nor  bite, 
She  bleated,  bleated,  till  for  pity  pure 
The  village  roused  up,  ran  with  pole  and  prong 
To  the  rescue,  and  behold  the  wolf  *s  at  bay  1 
Shall  he  try  bleating  ?  —  or  take  turn  or  two, 
Since  the  wolf  owns  some  kinship  with  the  fox, 
And,  failing  to  escape  the  foe  by  craft. 
Give  up  attemot,  die  fighting  quietly  ? 
The  last  bad  blow  that  strikes  fire  in  at  eye 
And  on  to  brain,  and  so  out,  life  and  all. 
How  can  it  but  be  cheated  of  a  pang 
If,  fighting  quietly,  the  jaws  enjoy 
(hie  re-embraoe  in  mid  backbone  the^  break. 
After  their  weanr  work  through  the  foe's  flesn  ? 
That 's  the  wou-natare.     Don't  mistake  my 

trope  1 
A  Cardinal  so  qualmish  ?    Eminenee, 
My  fight  is  fignrative,  blows  i'  the  air, 
Hrain*war  with  powers  and  principalities. 
Spirit-bravado,  no  real  fisticuffs  1 
I  shall  not  presently,  when  the  knock  comes, 
(?ling  to  this  bench  nor  claw  the  hangman's  face, 
No,  trust  me  I    I  conceive  worse  lots  than  mine. 
Whether  it  be,  the  old  contagious  fit 
And  plague  o'  the  prison  have  surprised  me 

too, 
'Hie  appropriate  drunkenness  of  the  death«hour 
Crept  on  my  sense,  kind  work  o'  the  wine  and 

mjrrrh,  -~ 
I  know  not,  —  I  begin  to  taste  my  strength, 
(^arpless,  gay  even.    What 's  the  worth  of  life  ? 
The  Pope  's  dead  now,  mv  murderous  old  man. 
For  Tozzi  told  me  so :  ana  you,  forsooth  — 
Why,  you  don't  think,  Abate,  do  your  best. 
Yon  \l  live  a  year  more  with  that  lucking  oough 
And  blotch  oi  crimson  where  the  cheek  'sa  pit  ? 
Turn  has  got  you  also  down  in  book  I 
( 'ardinal,  only  seventh  of  seventy  near. 
Is  not  one  caUed  Albano  in  the  lot  ? 
(9o  eat  your  heart,  you  '11  never  be  a  Pope  I 
Inform  me,  is  it  true  you  left  your  love, 
A  Pnoci,  for  promotion  in  the  church  ? 
She 's  more  than  in  the  church  —  in  the  ehuirak- 

vardl 
Plflutilla  Pucci,  your  aifianeed  bride. 
IliM  dnst  now  in  the  eyes  that  held  the  love,  — 
And  Martinex.  suppose  they  make  you  Pope, 
Stops  that  wtto  vrfo,  — so,  enjoy  youiaelf  I 


I  see  you  all  reel  to  the  rock,  you  waves  — 
Some  forthright,  some  describe  a  sinuous  track. 
Some,  crested  brilliantly,  with  heads  above. 
Some   in  a  strangled  swirl  sunk  who  knows 

how, 
But  all  bound  whither  the  main-onrrent  sets 
Rookward,  an  end  in  foam  for  all  of  you  I 
What  if  I  be  o'ertaken,  pushed  to  the  front 
By  all  you  crowding  smoother  souls  behind. 
And  reach,  a  minute  sooner  than  was  meant. 
The  boundary  whereon  I  break  to  mist  ? 
Go  to  t  the  smoothest  safest  of  you  all. 
Most  perfect  and  oompsot  wave  in  my  train. 
Spite  of  the  blue  tranquillity  above. 
Spite  of  the  breadth  before  of  lapsing  peace, 
Where  broods  the  halcyon  and  the  nsh  1«b|I8 
^^       tree. 

Will  presently  begin  to  feel  the  prick 
At  hoy  heart,  the  push  at  torpid  brain. 
Will  rock  vertiginously  in  turn,  and  reel. 
And,  emulative,  rush  to  death  like  me. 
Later  or  sooner  by  a  minute  then. 
So  much  for  the  untimeliness  of  aeath  I 
And,  as  regards  the  manner  that  offends. 
The  rude  and  rough.  I  count  the  same  for  gain. 
Be  the  act  harsh  ana  quick  I    Undoubtedly 
The  soul 's  eondensed  and,  twice  itself,  expands 
To  bunt  through  life,  by  alternation  due. 
Into  the  odier  state  whate'er  it  prove. 
Yon  never  know  what  life  means  till  you  die : 
Even  throughout  life,  't  is  death  tliat  makes 

life  live, 
GiTss  it  whatever  the  significance. 
For  see,  on  your  own  ground  and  argument. 
Suppose  life  had  no  death  to  fear,  how  find 
A  possibility  of  nobleness 
In  man,  prevented  darin|r  any  more  ? 
What 's  love,  what 's  faith  without  a  wont  to 

dread? 
Lack-lustre  iewefay  t  but  faith  and  love 
With  death  behina  them  bidding  do  or  die  — 
Put  such  a  foil  at  back,  the  sparlLle  's  bom ! 
From  out  myself  how  the  strange  colors  oome  I 
Is  there  a  new  rule  in  another  world  ? 
Be  sure  I  shall  resign  myself :  as  here 
I  recognized  no  law  I  could  not  see, 
There,  what  I  see,  I  shall  acknowledge  too: 
On  earth  I  never  took  the  Pope  for  God, 
In  heaven  I  shall  scarce  take  God  for  the  Pope 
Unmanned,  remanned :  I  hold  it  probable  — 
With  something  changeless  at  the  heart  of  me 
To  know  me  by.  some  nucleus  that 's  mvself : 
Accretions  did  it  wrong  ?    Away  with  tliem  — 
You  soon  shall  see  the  use  of  fire  I 

Till  when. 
All  that  was,  is ;  and  must  forever  be. 
Nor  is  it  in  me  to  unhate  my  hates,  — 
I  use  up  my  last  strength  to  strike  onoe  more 
Old  Pietro  m  the  wine-house-|rossip>face. 
To  trample^  underfoot  the  whine  and  wile 
Of  beast  Violante,  —  and  I  grow  one  gorge 
To  loathingly  reject  Pompilia's  pale 
Poison  my  hasty  hunger  took  for  food. 
A  strong  tree  wants  no  wreaths  about  its  trunk, 
No  doyii^  cups,  no  sickly  sweet  of  scent. 
But  sustenance  at  root,  a  bucketful. 
How  else  lived  that  Athenian  who  died  so. 


594 


THE   RING   AND  THE   BOOK 


Drinkiiiif  hot  builds  blcM)d,  fit  for  men  like  idm? 
I  lived  and  died  a  man,  and  take  man's  ohaaoe. 
Honest  and  bold  :  right  will  be  done  to  snoh. 

Who  are  theae  yon  have  let  deeoend  my  stair  ? 
Ha,  thmr  aeeuned  psalm  1    lights  at  the  sill  I 
Is  it  "  Open '*  they  dare  bid  yon  ?    Traaoheryl 
Sin,  have  I  spoken  one  word  all  this  while 
Out  of  the  world  of  words  I  had  to  say  ? 
Mot  one  word  I    All  was  folly  — I  laughed  and 

moekedl 
Sin,  my  first  true  word,  all  truth  and  no  lie. 
Is  —  save  me  notwithstanding  i    Life  is  all ! 
I  was  just  stark  mad,  —let  toe  madman  live 
Pressed  by  as  mainr  ohaina  as  yon  please  pile  I 
I>OB*t  open  I    Hold  me  from  tneml    I   am 

Toun, 
I  am  the  €muidukie*s  —  no,  I  am  the  Pope's  I 
Abate,—  Cardinal,—  Christ,—  Maria,— God, . . . 
PompiJia,  will  yon  let  them  murder  me  ? 
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Here  were  the  end,  had  anything  an  end : 
Thus,  lit  and  lannohed,  up  and  up  roared  and 


A  Toeket,  dU  the  ker  o*  the  vault  was  reached. 
And  wide  heaven  held,  a  breathless  minnte- 

In  brimant  usufiiatnre :  thus  oaught  spark* 
Rushed  to  the  height,  and  hung  at  full  of  fame 
Over  men^s  nptamed  faces,  riuwtly  thence. 
Our  glaring  Guide :  now  decune  must  be. 
In  its  explosion,  you  have  seen  his  act. 
By  my   power— maybe,  judged  it  by  your 

own,  — 
Or  oompoaito  as  good  orbs  prove,  or  erammed 
With  worse  ingredients  tnan  the  Wcnuwood 

Star. 
The  act,  over  and  ended,  falla  and  fades : 
What  was  onoe  seen,  grows  what  is  now  de- 
scribed. 
Then  talked  ok,  told  about,  a  tin^  the  less 
In  every  fresh  transmission ;  till  it  melts. 
Trickles  in  silent  oranpie  or  wan  gray 
Aeroas  our  memory,  diee  and  leaves  all  dark. 
And  presently  we  find  the  stan  again. 
Follow  the  main  streaks,  meditate  the  mode 
Of  brightness,  how  it  hastes  to  blend  with 
Uaok] 

After  that  February  Twenty  Two, 
Since  our  salvation,  Sixteen  Ninety  Ejght, 
Of  all  reports  that  were,  or  mav  have  oeen. 
Concerning  thoee  the  day  killed  or  let  live. 
Four  I  count  only.    Take  the  first  that  cornea. 
A  letter  from  a  stranger,  man  of  rank, 
Venetiaa  viritor  at  Rome,  —  who  knows, 
On  what  pretence  of  busy  idleneaa? 
Thus  he  begins  on  evening  of  that  day. 


**  Here  are  we  at  our  end  of  Carnival ; 
Prodigious  gayety  and  moostvons  mirth. 


And  constant  shift  of  entertaining  show  : 
With  influx,  from  each  quarter  or  the  globe. 
Of  strangen  nowise  wishful  to  be  last 
I*  the  stmgrie  for  a  good  place  presently 
When  that  befalls  fate  cannot  long  defer. 
The  old  Pope  tottem  on  the  verge  o'  the  grave: 
Yon  see,  Malpichi  understood  far  more 
Than  Tosri  how  to  treat  the  ailments :  age. 
No  aueetion,  renden  these  inveterate. 
Cardinal  Spada,  actual  Minister, 
Is  possible  Pope ;  I  wager  on  his  head. 
Since  those  four  entertainments  of  his  nieoe 
Which  set  sll  Rome  a  stare ;  Fope  probably  — 
ThoiM;h  Colloredo  has  his  backen  too. 
And  §an  Cesario  makes  one  doubt  at  timeo : 
Altieri  will  be  Chamberlain  at 


**  A  week  sgo  the  san  was  warm  like  May, 
And  the  daman  took  daily  exercise 
Along  the  river-side ;  he  loves  to  see 
That  Custom-house  he  built  upcn  the  b— k. 
For,  Napke-bom,  his  tastes  are  maritiase : 
But  yesterday  he  had  to  kee^  innloon 
Because  of  the  outngeous  inm  that  fdL 
On  such  days  the  good  soul  has  f atnting^Ata, 
Or  lies  in  stupor,  scarosly  makea  believe 
Of  minding  business,  fumbles  at  his  beads. 
They  say,  the  trust  that  keeps  his  heart  alive 
Is  that,  hj  lasting  till  December  next. 
He  may  hold  Jubilee  a  second  time. 
And.  twice  in  one  reign,  ope  the  Holy  Doon. 
By  the  way,  somebody  reqwnnUe 
Assures  me  Hiat  the  Rin^  of  Franee  haa  writ 
Fresh  orden :  F^nelon  vnll  be  condemned : 
The  Cardinal  makes  a  wrpr  faoe  enouck, 
Havinff  a  lore  for  the  debnquent :  still. 
He  *8  tne  ambassador,  must  press  the  point. 
Have  you  a  wager  too,  dependent  here  f 

"  Now,  from  such  mattem  to  divert  awhile. 

Hear  of  to-day*s  event  which  crowns  the  week. 

Casts  all  the  other  wagen  into  shade. 

Tell  Dandolo  I  owe  bun  fifty  drops 

Of  heart's  blood  in  the  shape  of  gold  icfifhini  n ! 

The  Pope  has  done  his  wont :  I  nave  to  nay 

For  the  execution  of  the  Count,  by  Joto  f 

Tiro  da^rs  since,  I  rcpoited  him  as  safe. 

Re-echoing  the  conviotkni  of  all  Rone : 

Who   could   suspect   its   one  deaf  ear  —  the 

Pope's? 
But  prejudices  grow  insuperable, 
And  that  old  enmity  to  Austria,  that 
Passi<Ni  for  Franoe  and  FVaace's  pageant^dng 
(Of  which,  why  pause  to  multiply  the  proofs 
Now  soanaaloosiy  rife  in  Europe's  month  ? ) 
Theee  fairly  got  the  better  in  our  man 
Of  justice,  pradence,  and  aprit  de  eorpt^ 
And  he  penisted  in  the  butchery. 
Also,  't  IS  said  that  in  his  hitest  walk 
To  that  Dogana-by-ihe-Bank  he  built. 
The  crowd,  —  he  snffen  question,  unrebukad,  — 


Asked,  *  Whether  murder  was  a  pririleve 
Only  reserved  for  nobles  like  the  Gouttk  r ' 
And  he  was  ever  mindful  of  the  mob. 
Martinez,  the  Cssarsaa  Minkter, 
—  Who  used  his  beat  endeavon  to  spare  blood. 


And  strongly  piaaded  lor  the  life  *  of  one,* 
Uiged  he,^  I  may  have  dined  at  tabfe  with  1   - 
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He  will  not  aiioD  forest  the  Pope's  lebaif, 
—  Feels  the  slight  sensibly,  I  praimn  joo  I 
And  but  for  the  diwrnaskm  of  two  eyes 
That  make  with  him  fool  westher  or  fine  dny, 
He  had  abstained,  nor  meed  the  apeotaote : 
As  it  was,  bai«ly  wonla  he  oondesesnd 
Look  forth  from  the  paUhetto  where  he  sat 
Under  the  Pindan :  we  shall  hear  of  this ! 
The  snbetitatinr,  too,  the  People's  Squars 
For    the  oat^^-the-way  old  quarter  by  the 

Bridge, 
Was  meant  as^  a  ooneiliatoty  sop 
To  the  mob ;  it  rave  one  holiday  the  more. 
But  the  French  Embassy  might  nnforl  flag,  -*» 
Still  the  gDod  Ivok  of  Pnaoe  to  fling  a  foe  I 
Cardinal  DOttiUon  triorophs  properly  I 
PcUcketti  were  erected  in  the  Place, 
And  honses,  at  the  edge  of  the  Three  Streets, 
Let  their  front  windows  at  six  dollars  each : 
Angnisoiola,  that  patron  of  the  aits. 
Hired  one;  a«r  Eayoy  Contarini  too. 

**  Now  for  the  tipnr ;  no  sooner  the  decree 

Gone  forth,  7-  *t  is  rour^uid-twenty  hovis  sgo,  ~ 

Than  Aooiaiuoli  and  Panciatichi, 

Old  friends,  indeed  eompatiiots  of  the  man. 

Being  jpttehed  on  as  the  couple  properest 

To  intwiate  the  sentence  yesternight, 

Were  closeted  ere  cock-crow  with  the  Osnnt. 

They  both  report  their  efforts  to  dispose 

The  nnlumpy  nobleman  for  ending  well. 

Despite  the  natund  sense  of  injury, 

Were  crowned  at  last  with  a  eomplete  suocess. 

And  when  the  Company  of  Oeath  arrived 

At    twenty  -  hoars,  — *  the   way   they    reckon 

here,  — 
We  say,  at  sonset,  after  dinner-time,  — 
The  Count  was  led  down,  hoisted  up  on  oar, 
Last  of  the  five,  as  heinonsest,  you  know : 
Yet  they  allowed  one  whole  car  to  each  man. 
His  intrepidity,  nay,  nonchalance, 
As  up  he  stood  and  down  he  sat  hismelf. 
Struck  admiraticm  into  those  who  saw. 
Then  the  proeennon  started,  took  the  way 
From  the  New  Prisons  by  the  Pilgrim's  Street, 
The  street  of  the  QoTemo,  Pasqum's  Street, 
( Wbere  wns  stadc  up,  'mid  other  epigrams, 
A  quatrain  .  •  .  but  of  all  that,  presently  1) 
The  Place  Navona,  the  Paatheoa^s  Place, 
Place  of  the  Column,  last  the  Coreo's  length. 
And  ao  debouched  thence  at  Mannaia's  foot 
r  the  Plaoe  o*  the  People.    As  is  evident, 
(Despite  the  malice,  —  plainly  meant,  I  faar, 
Bv  this  abrupt  change  of  locality,  ~ 
T^  Square 's  no  such  bad  place  to  head  and 

hang) 
We  had  the  tittllation  as  we  eat 
Assembled,  (quality  in  oooehnre,  ha?) 
Of,  minute  after  mnrate,  bosm  report 
How  the  slow  show  was  winding  on  its  way. 
Now  did  a  car  run  over,  kill  a  man. 
Just  oipposits  a  pork-shop  nnmbwwl  Twelve : 
And  bitter  were  the  outcries  of  the  mob 
Against  the  Piope :  for.  but  that  he  forbids 
The  Lottery,  why,  Twaha  wera  Teni  Qua- 

taml 
Now  did  thenar 
From  his  jusith  up, 


Agnes,  lame 
uasof  leg. 


Through  prayer  of  Gtddo  as  he  fanned  th«t 

wav: 
So  that  the  crowd  near  cnunmed  his  hat  with 


Thus  was  kept  up  excitement  to  the  ]ast» 
—  Not  an  abrupt  out*holting,  as  of  yore. 
From  Castle,  over  Bridge  and  on  to  block^ 
And  so  all  ended  ere  yon  well  could  wink ! 


"  To  mount  the  scuff  old-steps,  Ouido  was  kst 

Here  also,  as  atrooioussst  in  crime* 

We  hardly  noticed  how  the  peasanti  died. 

They  dangled  somehow  soon  to  right  and  left. 

And  we  remained  all  eara  and  eyes,  could  give 

Ourselves  to  Guido  undividedly, 

As  he  harangued  the  multitude  beneath. 

He  begp^ed  f  orgiveaeas  on  the  part  of  God« 

And  fair  construction  of  his  act  from  man. 

Whose  suffrage  he  entreated  for  his  soul, 

that  we  should  forthwith  repeat 


A  Pater  and  bmi  Ave.  with  the  hymn 
Salve  Regina  Caii^  mr  his  sake. 


Which  saidj  he  turned  to  the  rfrnffi...u, , 
And  reconciled  himself,  with  decency, 
Oft  glancing  at  Saint  Mary's  opposite. 
Where  they  posaees,  aaod  showed  in  shrine  to- 
day, 
The  blessed  UmMieua  of  our  Lord, 

iA  relic  *t  is  believed  no  other  ehuiuh 
n  Rome  can  boast  of)  — then  roes  np,  as  brisk 
Knelt  down  again,  bent  head,  adapted  neck. 
And,  with  the  name  of  Jesus  on  his  lips. 
Received  the  fatal  blow. 

**  The  headaman  showed 
The  head  to  the  populace.    Must  I  avouch 
We  strangers  own  to  disappointOMut  here  f 
Report  preaonnoed  him  f nUy  six  feet  high, 
Tonn^sh,  considering  his  fifty  vears. 
And,  if  not  handsome,  dignifieo  at  least. 
Indeed,  it  wss  no  f see  to  please  a  wife ! 
His  friends  say,  this  wss  caused  by  the  eo»> 

tnme: 
He  wore  the  drees  he  did  the  murder  in, 
That  is,  aj[««Hi-cor|M  of  rusast  aerge. 
Black  camisole,  ooaise  ckiak  of  **«^t^*»" 
(So  they  style  here  the  garb  of  goat's- hair 

cloth), 
White  hat  and  cotton  omp  beneath,  poor  Count, 
Preservative  againat  the  evening  dewa 
During  the  journey  from  Aresio.    Well, 
So  died  the  man,  and  ao  hia  end  waa  peaee ; 
Whence  many  a  moral  were  to  meditate. 
Spada  —  you  may  bet  Daadolo — is  Pope  I 
Now  for  the  quatrain  1  *' 


No,  friend,  this  will  do  1 
You  Ve  sputtered  into  sparks.    What  streak 

oomesaext? 
A  letter:  Don  Giacinto  Arcangeli, 
Doctor  and  FVootor,  him  I  made  ytm  mark 
Buckle  to  boanMaa  in  hk  atudy  late. 
The  virtuous  sire,  the  valiant  for  the  truth. 
Acquaints  his  eorresnoMleiit,  —  FlonntiMe, 
By  name  Cenoiai,  advocate  as  well, 
SociuM  and  brath«r4a-the-devil  to  match,  — 
A  friend  of  Aaaossehim,  anyhow, 
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And  knit  m>  with  the  bowels  of  the  case,  — 
Aoqaainto  him  (in  thb  paper  that  I  tonch) 
How  their  joint  effort  to  obtain  reprieye 
For  Giiido  nad  so  nearly  nicked  the  nine 
And  ninety  and  one  oyer,  —  folk  would  aay, 
At  TarocB.  —  or  aacceeded,  —  in  our  phrase. 
To  this  Cencini*8  care  I  owe  the  Book, 
The  yellow  thing  I  take  and  toss  onee  more,  — 
How  will  it  be,  my  four-years* -intimate, 
When  thou  and  I  part  company  anon  ?  — 
*T  was  he,  the  '*  whole  position  of  the  case,** 
Pleading  and  summary,  were  put  before ; 
Discreetly  in  my  Book  he  bound  them  aU, 
Adding  some  three  epistles  to  the  point. 
Here  is  the  tirst  of  these,  part  fresh  as  penned. 
The  sand,  that  dried  the  ink,  not  rubbed  away, 
Though  penned  the  day  whereof  it  teUs  the 

deed: 
Part  —  extant  just  as  plainly,  you  know  where, 
Whence  came  the  other  stun,  went,  you  know 

how. 
To  make  the  Ring  that^s  all  but  round  and 

done. 


**  Late  they  arriTed,  too  lat<B,  egregious  Sir, 
lliose  same  justificative  points  you  urge 
Might  benefit  His  Blessed  Memory 
Count  Guide  Franoescliini  now  with  God  : 
Since  the  Court,  -~  to  state  things  succinctly,  — 

styled 
The  Congregaticm  of  the  Goyemor, 
Haying  resolved  on  Tuesday  last  our  cause 
I'  the  guilty  sense,  with  death  for  punishment, 
Spite  of  all  pleas  by  me  deducible 
In  favor  of  said  Blessed  Memory,  — 
I,  with  expenditure  of  pains  enough. 
Obtained  a  respite,  leave  to  claim  and  prove 
Exemption  from  the  law^s  award,  —  alleged 
The  power  and  privile^  o*  the  Clericate : 
To  which  effect  a  courier  was  dispatched. 
But  ere  an  answer  from  Arezzo  came. 
The  Holiness  of  our  Lord  the  Pope  (prepare  I) 
Judging  it  inexpedient  to  postpone 
The  execution  of  such  sentence  passed, 
Saw  fit,  by  his  particular  chirograph. 
To  derogate,  dispense  with  privilege. 
And  wink  at  any  hurt  accniing  thence 
To  Mother  Church  through  damage  of  her  son : 
Also,  to  oveipaas  and  set  aside 
That  other  plea  on  score  of  tender  age. 
Put  forth  bv  me  to  do  Pasqntni  good. 
One  of  the  four  in  tronble  with  our  friend. 
So  that  all  five,  to-day,  have  suffered  death 
With  no  distinction  save  in  dying,  —  he. 
Decollate  by  mere  due  of  privilege. 
The  rest  hanged  decently  and  in  order.    Thus 
(^ame  the  Count  to  his  end  of  gallant  man, 
I  >ef unct  in  faith  and  exemplarity : 
Nor  shall  the  shield  of  his  great  House  lose 

shine 
Thereby,  nor  its  bine  banner  blush  to  red. 
This,  too,  should   yield   sustainment   to   our 

hearts  — 
He  bad  commiseration  and  respect 
In  his  decease  from  universal  Rome, 
Quantum  est  horn  mum  venuatiorum^ 
The  niee  and  eulttvated  eyerywhere  : 


Though,  in  respect  of  me  his  advocate. 
Needs  must  I  groan  o^er  my  debility. 
Attribute  the  untoward  event  o*  the  strife 
To  nothing  but  my  own  crass  ignorance 
Which  failed  to  set  the  valid  reasons  fortlu 
Find  fit  excuse :  such  is  the  fate  of  war  I 
May  God  compensate  us  the  direful  blow 
By  future  blessings  on  liih  family, 
Whereof  I  lowly  beg  the  next  commands ; 
—  Whereto,  as  humbly,  I  confirm  myself  *^  .  .  . 

And  so  forth,  —  follow  name  and  place  and 

date. 
On  next  leaf  — 

"  Hactenug  aeniorihu*  I 
There,  old  fox,  show  the  clients  t'  other  side 
And  keep  this  comer  sacred,  I  beseedi  1 
You  and  your  pleas  and  proo^  were  what  folk 

Pisan  assistance,  aid  that  comes  too  late. 
Saves  a  man  dead  as  nail  in  post  of  door. 
Had  1  but  time  and  space  for  narrative  I 
What  was  the  good  ot  twenty  ClerieatM 
W^hen  Somebody^s  thick  headpiece  oooa  was 

bent 
On  seeing  Guidons  drop  into  the  bag  ? 
How  these  old  men  like  giving  youth  a  Posh ! 
So  much  the  better :  next  push  goes  to  nini. 
And  a  new  Pope  begins  the  centunr. 
Much  good  I  get  by  my  superb  defence  I 
But  argument  is  solid  and  suhsists, 
Wliile  obstinacy  and  ineptitude 
Accompany  the  owner  to  his  tomb ; 
What  ao  I  care  how  soon  ?    Beside,  folks  se** ! 
Rome  will  have  relished  heartily  the  show. 
Yet  understood  the  motives,  never  fear, 
W^hich  caused  the  indecent  change  o*  the  Peo- 
ple's Place 
To  the  People's  Playground,  —stigmatize  the 

spite 
Which  in  a  trice  precipitated  things  I 
As  oft  the  moribund  will  give  a  kick 
To  show  they  are  not  absolutely  dead. 
So  feebleness  i*  the  socket  shoots  its  last, 
A  spirt  of  violence  for  enei^y  I 

*^  But  thou,  Cencini,  brother  of  my  breast, 

0  fox,  whose  home  is  'mid  the  tender  grape. 
Whose  couch  in  Tuscany  by  Themis'  uupooe. 
Subject  to  no  such  .  .  .  best  I  shut  my  nioatb 
Or  only  open  it  again  to  say,  ^ 

This  pother  and  confusion  fairly  laid. 
My  hands  are  empty  and  my  satchel  lank. 
Now  then  for  botn  the  Matrimonial  Cause 
And  the  case  of  Gomes  1     Serve  them  hot  and 
hot  I 

**  Reliqua  differamuB  la  aroMinwm  I 

The  impatient  estafette  cracks  whip  outaidt' : 

Still,  tnongh  the  earth  should  swallow   him 

who  swears 
And  me  who  make  the  mischief ,  in  must  slip 
My  boy,  your  godson,  fat«ohaps  Macinth, 
Enjoyed  the  sight  while  Papa  plooded  here. 

1  promised  him,  the  rogue,  a  month  mto, 
Tne  day  his  birthday  was,  of  all  the  (laya. 
That  if  I  failed  to  save  Count  Gnido^s  head. 
Cinuccio  should  at  leant  go  see  it  chopped 
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FtoiD   tmnk   -*S0«   latiniw    your    thauks!* 
qaoth  I, 

*  That  1  prefer,  hoe  ma&m,'  raiM  me  out 

The  nme :  too  notice  the  sahjunctive  ?     Ah  I 
Aooordingly  ne  aat  there,  bold  in  box. 
Prond  as  the  Po^  behind  the  peaoock-lans : 
Whereon  a  eertain  hMlr-patroneM 
For  whom  I  manaee  tninies  (my  boy  hi  front. 
Her  Marqnia  ant  tke  third  in  evtdenoe  ; 
Bovs  have  no  eyee  nor  ears  save  for  the  show) 

*  Tnia  time,  Cintino,'  was  her  sportive  word. 
When  whis  and  thnmp  went  axe  and  mowed 

layman. 
And  folk  cottla  fall  to  the  suspended  ehat, 

*  This  time,  yon  see,  Bottini  rules  the  roast. 
Nor  can  Papa  with  all  his  eloquence 

Be  reokoned  on  to  help  as  heretofore ! ' 
Whersst  Ginone  pouts  ;  then,  sparkishly  — 

*  Papa  knew  better  than  aggjieve  his  Pope, 
And  balk  him  of  his  grudge  against  our  Count, 
Else    he*d    have    argned-off    Bottini*s'  .  .  . 

what? 

*  His  nose,'  — the  rogue !  weU  parried  of  the 

boy! 
He  *8  long  sinoe  out  of  Ciesar  (eight  years  old) 
And  as  for  trippinsr  >n  Eutropius  .  .  .  well. 
Reason  the  dumw  that  we  strain  every  nerve 
To  do  him  justice,  mould  a  model-mouth, 
A  Bartolns-enro-Baldo  for  next  age : 
Pur  that  I  pnsse  the  pieces,  work  the  brain. 
And  want  both  Gomez  and  the  marriage-ease. 
Success  with  which  shall  plaster  aught  of  pate 
That  *s  broken  in  me  by  Bottini's  flaU, 
And  bruise  his  own,  belike,  that  wags  and 

brags. 
Adverti  gmnplico  humUiter 
Quod,  dunh  the  funfnia  see,  the  fop  divine 
'fhat  one  hand  dnves  two   hones,  left  and 

ri^t? 
With  this  reigB  did  I  nasoue  from  the  ditch 
Tlie  fortune  of  our  Franoesehini,  keep 
I'nsplaahed  the  eredit  of  a  noble  House, 
And  set  the  f  asluMiable  cause  at  Rome 
A-prancing  till  b^taaders  shouted  '  *ware  !  ^ 
The  other  nan's  judicious  manai^^ment 
Suffered  old  Somebody  to  keep  the  nace, 
Hobblingly  play  the  roadster :  who  nut  he 
Had  his  opiuion,  was  not  led  by  the  nose 
In  leash  of  quibbles  strung  to  look  like  law  I 
You  *U  soon  see,  —  when  I  go  to  pay  devoir 
And  compliment  him  on  oonfntiBvc  me,  — 
If,  by  a  back-«wing  of  the  pendnlnm, 
(vrace  be  not.  thick  and  threefold,  consequent. 

*  I  must  decide  as  I  see  proper,  iXin  ! 

I  *m  Pope,  I  have  mv  inward  lights  for  guide. 
Had  learning  been  the  matter  in  dispute, 
(^ould  eloquence  avail  to  gainsay  fact, 
Vours  were  the  victory,  be  cnmfort*Hl!  * 
(^innxao  will  be  gmner  by  it  all. 
Quick  then  with  Gomez,   hot   and  hot  next 


Now  shall  the  honest  championship  of  right. 
Crowned  with  success,  enjoy  at  last,  unblamed. 
Moderate  triumph  1    Now  shall  eloquence 
Puuied  forth  in  fancied  floods  for  virtue's  sake, 
(The  print  is  sonowfully  dyked  and  dammed. 
But  shows   where  tain   the   unbridled  force 

would  flow. 
Finding  a  channel)  —  now  shall  this  refresh 
The  thirsty  donor  with  a  drop  or  two ! 
Here  has  been  truth  at  issue  with  a  lie  : 
Let  who  sained  truth  the  day  have  handsome 

pride 
In  his  own  prowess!      £h?     What  ails  the 

man? 


FoUowa,  a  letter,  takes  the  other  side. 

Tall  bhie-eved  iHao  whose  head  is  oapped  with 

elooo. 
Doctor  Bottini,  —  to  no  matter  who, 
Writea  on  the  Monday  two  days  afterward. 


**  Well,  it  is  over,  ends  as  I  foresaw : . 
Easily  proved,  Pomjpilia^s  iiinucenee  I 
Catch  them  entrusting  Gvido's  guilt  to  me 
Who  had.  as  usual,  the  plain  truth  to  plead. 
I  always  knew  the  clearness  of  the  stream 
Would  show  the  fish  so  thoroughly,  child  might 

prong 
The  elnma;^  monster :  with  no  mud  to  splash. 
Small  credit  to  lynx-eye  and  lightuing-spear  t 
This   Guide  — (much   sport   he   contrived   to 

make. 
Who  at  first  twist,  preamble  of  the  cord, 
Turned  white,  tM  all,  like  the  poltroon  he 

was!)  — 
Finished,  as  you  expect,  a  penitent. 
Fully  confessed  his  crime,  and  made  amends, 
And,  edifying  Rome  last  Saturday, 
Died  like  a  saint,  poor  devil !    That  *s  the  man 
The  gods  still  give  to  my  antagomst : 
Imagine  how  AreangeU  claps  wing 
And  crows  1    *  Such  formidable  facts  to  face. 
So  naked  to  attack,  my  client  here. 
And  ^et  I  kept  a  month  the  Fisc  at  bay^ 
And  in  the  end  had  foiled  him  of  the  pnie 
By  this  arch-stroke,  this  plea  of  privilege. 
But  that  the  Pope  must  gratify  his  whim. 
Put  in  his  word,  poor  old  man,  —  let  it  pass  !  * 

—  Swek  is  the  cue  to  whieh  all  Rome  responds. 
What  with  the  plain  tmth  giren  me  to  uphold. 
And,  should  I  let  truth  slip,  the  Pope  at  hand 
To  pick  up.  steady  her  on  le|^  again. 

My  office  turns  a  pleasantry  indeed  ! 
Not  that  the  burly  boaster  did  one  jot 
O*  the  little  was  to  do  —  young  Spreti*s  work ! 
But  for  him,  —  manikin  and  dandipnit. 
Mere  candle-end  and  inch  of  cleverness 
Stuck  on  Aroangeli's  sare-all,  —  but  for  him 
The  spruce  jronng  Spivti,  what  is  bad  were 
worse  I 

*'  I  looked  that  Rome  should  have  the  natural 

gird 
At  advocate  with  ease  that  proves  itself ; 
I  knew  Araangeli  would  grin  and  brag : 
But  what  Bay  you  to  one  impertinence 
Might  move  a  stone  f     That  monk,  ycm  are  to 

knaw. 
That  barefoot  Angnstinian  whoae  r^fMHt 
O^  the  dying  woman^s  words  did  detriment 
To  ray  bMt  points  it  took  the  freshness  from, 

—  That  meddlar  preached 


At 


to  purpose  yesterday 
Lorenio  m  a  windingHip 
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O*  tkd  show  which  proved  a  tveasiiM  to  the 

ehureh. 
Out  ooDiM  hia  tennon  nooking  iram  the  pieee : 
Its  text  ~  *  Let  Qod  be  tme,  and  oTsry  maa 
A  liar '  —  and  its  anpHcationt  this. 
The  lonrat-windea  of  the  paragnphs, 
I  straight  unstitch,  tear  out   and  treat  yon 

with: 
'Tis  piping  hot  and  posts  through  Rome  to- 
day. 
Remember  it,  as  I  engage  to  do  1 


tt 


But  if  yon  rather  be  disptosed  to  see 
tjn  the  result  of  the  long  trial  here.  — 
This  deating  doom  to  guilt  and  doling  praise 
To  innocency,  — any  i^roof  that  truth 
May  look  tor  vindication  from  the  world. 
Much  will  you  have  misvead  thesigna,  I  say. 
God,  who  seems  acquieecent  in  the  main 
With  those  who  add  ' 80  will  he  ever  sleep*  — 
Flutters  their  fooliahneas  from  time  to  time. 
Puts  forth  his  right-hand  recognizably ; 
Even  aa,  to  f  oola  who  deem  he  aeeds  musk  right 
Wrong  on  the  instant,  as  if  earth  were  heaven. 
He    wakes  remonstrance  —  *  Passive,   Lord, 

how  long  ?  * 
Because  Pom|^a*s  pnri^^  peevatk, 
Conclude  you,  all  truth  triumphs  in  the  end  ? 
So  might  those  old  inhabitant  of  the  ark, 
Witnessing  haply  their  dove's  safe  return, 
Pronounoe  there  was  no  danger,  all  the  while 
O*  the  deluge,  to  the  creature's  eounterparts^ 
Anght  that  beat  wing  i*  the  world,  was  white 

or  soft, — 
And  that  the  lark,  the  thrush,  the  onlver  too, 
Might  equally  have  traversed  air,  found  earth. 
Aim  brought  back  oUvo-braneh  in  unharmed 

bUl. 
Methinka    I    hear    the    Patriarch's    warning 

voice  — 
*  Though  this  one  breast,  by  miracle,  return. 
No  wave  rolls  by,  in  all  the  waste,  but  bears 
Within  it  some  dead  dove-like  thing  as  dear. 
Beauty   made    blank    and   harmleesncai    de- 
stroyed !  ' 
How  manv  chaste  and  noble  sister-fames 
Wanted  tne  extricating  hand,  so  lie 
Strangled,  for  one  Pompilia  proud  above 
The  welter,  plucked  from  the  world^s  calumny, 
Stupidity,  simplicity,  —  who  cares  ? 


**'  Remans !    An  elder  raee  posseaaed  ^onr  land 
Long  ago,  and  a  falae  faith  fingered  still. 
As  shades  do,  thoutch  the  momiiiMtar  be  out. 
Doubtless  some  pagan  of  the  twiHght-day 
Has  often  pointful  te  a  carem-month. 
Obnoxious  to  beholders,  hard  by  Rome, 
And  said,  —  nor  he  a  bad  man,  no,  nor  fool,  -^ 
Only  a  man  bom  blind  likt.  all  his  mates,  — 
*  Here  skulk  in  safety,  lurk,  defying  law. 
The  devcitees  to  execrable  creed. 
Adoring  —  with  what  culture  .  .  .  Jove,  avert 
Thy    veageanee    from     na    woiahippeis    of 

theel  .  .  . 
Wha*  riteaohseiine  —  their  idol-god  aa  Ami' 
So  went  the  word  forth,  ao  aeeeptaase  found, 
80  century  re-echoed  ceainry. 


Cniaed  the  aooursed,  —  and  ao,  from  aire  to 

son. 
You  Romans 


*Tlie  offsoowiags  o€  onr 


Corrupt  within  the  depiha  there  :  fitly  fiends 
Perform  a  temple-aervioe  o*er  the  deaid : 
Child,  gather  garment  round   thee,  pass  nor 

pry  J 

Thus  groaned  vour  generations:  till  the  time 

Grew  ripe,  and  lightning  had  revealed,  belike, — 

Through  crevice  peeped  into  by  ourieos  fear,  — 

Some  objeet  even  fear  cooM  reeogniie 

1'  the  place  of  spectres :  on  the  illumined  wall. 

To  wit,  some  nook,  tradition  talks  aboot, 

Narrow  and  short,  a  oorpse's  length,  ii»  more : 

And  by  it,  in  the  due  reeeptaele. 

The  little  rude  brown  hunp  of  earthenware. 

Tlie  cruse,  was  meant  for  noweia,  but  now  held 

bkwd. 
The    rough-eeratohed    palm-btaaeh,  and    the 

lefliendleft 
Pro  Ckrtsto,    Then  the  mystery  lay  elear  : 
The  abbomd  one  was  a  martyr  all  the  tame. 
Heaven's  saint  whereof  earth  was  not  wortny. 

What? 
Do  yon  continue  in  the  old  belief  f 
Where  blackness  bides  unbvoke,  mart  devik 

brood? 
Is  it  so  certain  not  another  cell 
O'  the  myriad  that  make  up  the  catacomb. 
Contains  some  saint  a  second  flash  would  show  ? 
Will  yon  ascend  into  the  light  off  day 
And,  having  reon^nmed  a  martyr's  shrine, 
Qo  ioin  the  votaries  that  gape  around 
EIrcii  vulgar  god  that  awes  the  market-fJaoe  ? 
Are  these  the  objects  of  your  praising  f    See ! 
In  the  ontstretched  right  hand  of  Apollo,  there. 
Lies  screened  a  scorpion:    housed   aniid  the 

folds 
Of  Juno's  mantle  lurim  a  centipede  t 
Kach  statue  nf  s  god  were  fitlier  rtyled 
Demon  and  devil.    Glorify  no  brass 
That  shines  like  burnished  giild  in  noonday 

glare. 
For  fools !    Be  otherwise  instructed,  yon ! 
And  preferably  ponder,  ere  ye  judge. 
Each  incident  of  this  strange  human  play 
Privily  acted  on  a  theatre 
That    seemed    secure    from    every  gaae  but 

God's, - 
Till,  of  a  sudden,  earthouake  laid  wall  low 
And  let  the  world  perceive  wild  work  inside. 
And  how,  in  petrifaction  of  surprise. 
The  actors  stood,  —  nused  arm  and  planted 

foot,  — 
Mouth  as  it  made,  eye  as  it  evidenced. 
Despairing  shriek,  triumphant  hate,  —  trans- 
fixed. 
Both  he  who  takee  and  she  who  yields  the  life. 

**  As  ve  become  spectators  of  this  soene<— * 

Watch  obscuration  of  a  pearl  pare  fame 

By  vapory  films,  enwoven  drcnmstaaoe, 

—  A  soul  made  weak  by  ita  pathetie  want 

Of  just  the  firrt  approaliusship  to  aiii, 

Which  thenceforth   makes   the   sianfaig  soul 

secure 
From  all  foes  save  itMll,  soal%  tmliaat  isa,  — 
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Since  tgg  tamed  Bnake   needs   fear   no  eer- 

As  ye  oehold  this  web  of  eircumstaaoe 
Deepen  the  more  for  eTeiy  thrill  and  throe, 
C^onvnlsive  eifort  to  disperse  the  films 
And  diBenmeah  the  fame  o^  the  martyr,  —  mark 
How  all  those  means,  the  unfriended  one  pur- 


To  keep  the  treasure  trusted  to  her  breest. 
Each  strugi^Ie  in  the  flight  from  death  to  life. 
How  all,  by  proonration  of  the  powers 
Of  darkness,  are  transformed,  —  no  single  ray. 
Shot  forth  to  show  and  save  the  inmost  star. 
Bat,  pswnd  as  through  hell's  prism,  prooeeaing 

black 
To  the  world  that  hates  white :  as  ye  watch,  I 

■ny. 
Till  dusk  and  sueh  defacement  grow  edipse 
Bv  —  marvellous  perversity  of  man  1  — 
Tne  inadeqnaey  and  inaptitude 
<>f  that  selftame  machine,  tiiat  very  law 
Man  vaantB,  devised  to  dissipate  the  gloom, 
Kescne  the  drowning  orb  from  calumny, 
-  -  Hear  law,  appointed  to  defend  the  jost. 
Submit,  for  best  defence,  that  wiokecueaB 
Was  bred  of  flesh  and  innate  with  the  bone 
Borne  by  Pompilia*s  spirit  for  a  space. 
And  no   mere    chance   fauH,  passiiiiintii)  and 

brief: 
Finally,  when  ye  find,  —  alter  this  touch 
(>f  man's  ^taction  which  intends  to  mar 
The  last  pm-point  of  light  and  damn  the  disc.  — 
(hie  wave  of  the  hand  of  God  amid  the  worlos 
Bid  vapor  vanish,  darkness  flee  away. 
And  let  the  vexed  star  culminate  in  peace 
Approachable  no  more  by  earthly  mast  — 
What  I  call  Qod's  hand,— yon,    perhaps,— 

mere  chance 
(>f  the  tme  instinct  of  an  old  good  man 
Who  happeui  to  hate  darkneai  and  love  light,  — 
In  whom  too  wns  the  eye  that  saw,  not  dim, 
The  nainial  fbrae  to  do  the  thing  he  saw, 
Nowise  abated,  —  both  by  miracle,  — 
All  this  well  pondered,  —  I  demand  annnmt 
To  the  ennnctation  of  my  text 
In  face  of  one  proof  more  that  *'  Ood  it  trae 
And  every  roan  a  liar*  —  that  who  trosts 
To  human  testimony  for  a  fact 
Cveta  this  sole  faot  —  himoelf  is  proved  a  fool ; 
Man*s  sneech  being  false,  if  but  by  consequence 
That  only  strength  is  true !  while  man  is  weak. 
And,  since  truth  seem  reserved  for  heaven  not 

earth. 
Plagued  here  by  earth's  prerogative  of  lies. 
Should  learn  to  love  and  long  for  what,  one 

day. 
Approved  by  life's  probation,  he  may  speak. 

^*  For  me,  the  weary  and  worn,   who   haply 

prompt 
To  mirth  or  pity,  as  I  move  the  mood«  — 
A  friar  who  glides  unnotieed  to  the  grave, 
With  these  bare  feet,  coarse  robe  and  rope-giii 

waist,— 
I  have  long  since  renounced  year  worid,  ye 

know: 
Yet  what  forbids  I  weigh  the  prite  foregone, 
Tlie  worldly  wtMih  ?    I  dai^«  as  I  were  dead. 


Disinterestedly  judge  this  and  that 

Good  ye  account  qpood :  bat  Qod  tries  the  heart. 

Still,  if  yon  question  me  of  my  content 

At  having  put  each  human  pleasure  by« 

I  answer,  at  the  urgency  of  truth : 

As  this  world  seems,  I  dare  not  say  I  know 

—  Apart  from   Ohxist*s   assurance  which  de- 

cides— 
Whether  I  have  not  failed  to  taste  much  joy. 
For  many  a  doubt  will  fain  perturb  my  ohoioe  -*- 
Many  a  aream  of  life  spent  otherwise  — 
How  human  love,  in  varied  shapea,  might  work 
As  glory,  or  as  rapture,  or  as  graoe : 
How  convenancy  with  the  books  that  teach, 
The  arts  that  help,  —  how,  to  grow  good  and 

great, 
Rather  than  simply  good,  and  bring  thereby 
GoodnesB  to  breatne  and  live,  nor  bom,  i'  the 

iMrain, 
Die  there,  —  how  these  and  many  another  gift 
Of  life  are  precious  though  abjured  by  me. 
But,  for  one  priie,  best  meed  of  mightiest  man^ 
Arob-objeot  of  ambition,  —  earthly  praise. 
Repute  o'  the  world,  the  flourish  of  loud  tramp, 
The  softer  sodal  fluting,  —  Oh,  for  these, 

—  No,  my  friends !  Fame,  —  that  bubble  whioh« 

world-wide 
Each  blows  and  bids  his  neighbor  lenda  breath. 
That  so  he  haply  ma^  behold  thereon 
One  more  enlarged  distorted  false  fod^Hace, 
Until  some  iH^aqr  nothing  ^vown  as  big 
Send  by  a  touch  the  imperishable  to  suds,  -— 
No,  in  renouncing  fame,  my  loss  was  Hgbt. 
Choosing  obscurity,  my  chance  was  weU  1  ^' 


Didst  ever  touch  such  ampollosity 

As  the  monk's  own  bubble,  let  alone  its  spite  ? 

What's  his  speech  for,  but  just  the  fame  he 

floats  ? 
How  he  dares  reprehend  both  high  and  low. 
Nor  stoops  to  turn  the  sentence  *'  God  is  true 
And  every  man  a  Bar— save  the  Pope 
Happily  reigning  —  my  respectn  to  him  I " 
And  so  ronnd  oil  the  period.    Mnliuism 
Simple  and  pure !    To  what  pitch  get  we  nest  ? 
I  find  that,  for  first  pleasant  consequence, 
Gomes,  who  had  intended  to  appeal 
From  the  absurd  decision  of  the  Coort. 
Declines,  though  plain  enough  his  privilege, 
To  call  on  help  from  lawyers  any  more  — 
Resolves  earth's  liars  may  poastns  the  world. 
Till  God  have  had  sufllcieney  of  both : 
So  may  I  whistle  for  my  job  and  fee  I 

But,  for  this  virulent  and  rabid  monk,  — 
If  law  be  an  inadequate  machine. 
And  advocacy,  froth  and  imiMitenre* 
We  shall  soon  me,  my  blatant  brother !    That 's 
Exactly  what  I  hope  to  show  your  sort  I 
For,  by  a  veritable  piece  of  luck. 
The  providence,  3rou  monks  round  period  with. 
All  mav  be  gloriously  retrieved.    Perpend  I 
That  Monastery  of  the  Convertites 
Wliereto  the  Court  ocnsigned  PompEKa  fint, 
—  Observe,  if  convert! te,  why,  sinner  then. 
Or  what  's  the  pertinency  of  award  ?  — 
And  whither  she  was  late  letiumid  to  die. 
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—  Still  in  their  jurisdietion,  mark  again  !  — 

That  thrifty  Sisterhood,  for  perquisite, 

Ciainu  everjr  piece  whereof  may  die  poaaeBsed 

Each  sinner  in  the  circuit  of  its  walls. 

Now,  this  Pompilia  seeinf^  that,  by  death 

O'  the  couple,  all  their  wealth  devolved  on  her, 

Mraight  utilized  the  respite  ere  decease, 

Hy  rei^tilar  conveyance  of  the  goods 

She  thought  her  own,  to  will  and  to  devise,  — 

Gave  all  to  friends,  Tighetti  and  the  like, 

In  trust  for  him  she  held  her  son  and  heir, 

(iaetano,  —  trust  which  ends  with  infancy : 

So  willing  and  devising,  sine:*  assured 

llie  justice  of  the  court  would  presently 

Confirm  her  in  her  rights  and  exculpate, 

Ke-integrate  and  rehabilitate  — 

Place  her  as,  through  my  pleading,  now  she 

stands. 
But  here  *s  the  capital  mistake  :  the  Court 
Found  Guido  guilty,  —  but  prononuced  no  word 
About  the  inuoceucy  of  his  wife  : 
1  grounded  charge  on  broader  base,  I  hope  I 
No  matter  whether  wife  be  true  or  false. 
The  husband  must  not  push  aside  the  law. 
And  punish  of  a  sudden  :  that  ^s  the  point : 
Gather  from  out  my  speech  the  contrary  I 
It  follows  that  Pompilia,  nnrelieyed 
Hy  formal  sentence  from  imputed  fault. 
Remains  unfit  to  have  and  to  dispose 
Of  property  which  law  provides  shall  lapse : 
Wherefore  the  Monastery  claims  its  due. 
A  nd  whose,  pra^,  whose  the  office,  but  the  Fiso's  ? 
Who  but  I  institute  procedure  next 
AgaiuHt  the  person  of  dishonest  life, 
Pompilia,  whom  last  week  I  sainted  so  ? 
I  it  is  teach  the  monk  what  scripture  means. 
And  that  the  tongue  should  prove  a  two-edigred 

sword. 
No  axe  sharp  one  side,  blunt  the  other  way. 
Like  what  amused  the  town  at  Guidons  cost  I 
A  giriKa  rtdux  !    I  *  ve  a  second  chance 
Before  the  selfsame  Court  o*  the  Governor 
Wlio  soon  shall  see  volte-faoe  and  chop,  change 

sides. 
AcoordinirW,  I  charge  yon  on  your  life, 
S«>nd  me  with  idl  dispatch  the  judgment  late 
O'  the  Florence  Rota  Court,  confirroatiTe 
()*  the  prior  judgment  at  Arezzo,  clenched 
A  Tain  by  the  Granducal  signature. 
Wherein  Pompilia  is  convicted,  doomed. 
And  only  destined  to  escape  through  flight 
The  proper  punishment.    Send  me  the  piece.  — 
I  '11  work  It !     And  this  foul-mouthed  friar 

shall  find 
Jlis  Noah's-dove  that  brought  the  olive  back 
Turn  into  quite  the  other  sooty  scout. 
The  raven.  Noah  first  put  forth  the  ark. 
Which  never  came  hacK,  but  ate  carcasses  I 
No  adequate  machinery  in  law  ?  ^ 
No  power  of  life   and  death  i*   the   learned 

tongue  ? 
Methinks  I  am  already  at  my  speech. 
Startle  the  worid  with  ''  Thou,  Pompilia,  thus? 
How  is  the  fine  gold  of  the  Temple  dim  1  " 
And  BO  forth.    But  the  courier  bids  me  close. 
And  clip  away  one    joke  that  runs  through 

Rome, 
Side  by  side  with  the  sermon  which  I  send. 


How  like  the  heartleasness  of  the  old  kuaka 
Arcan^li !    His  Count  is  hardly  cold. 
The  cbent  whom  his  blnodets  Merificad, 
W^hen    somebody    mnsta   needs  deaeribe    the 


scene 

How  the  procession  ended  at  the  ohnrdi 
That  boasts  the  famous  relic  :  quoth  our  brtite, 
''  Why,  that 's  just  Martial's  phrase  for  '  make 

an  end  *  — 
/id  umbilicum  sieperverUum  eMtP^ 
The  callous  dog,  —  let  who  will  cut  off  head. 
He  outs  a  joke,  and  cares  no  more  than  so  I 
I  think  my  speech  shall  modifr  his  mirth : 
'*  How  is  the  fine  gold  dim  I  "  —  but  aend  the 

piece  I  

Alack,  Bottini,  what  u  my  next  word 
But  death  to  all  that  hope  f    The  luatnunent 
Is  plain  bt^fore  me,  print  that  ends  my  Book 
\Vith  the  definitive  verdict  of  the  Court, 
Dated  September,  six  months  afterwaid, 
(Such  trouble  and  so  long  the  old  Pope  gave !) 
**  In  restitution  of  the  perfect  fame 
Of  dead  Pompilia,  quondam  Guidons  wife. 
And  warrant  to  her  representatiTe 
I>omenico  Tighetti,  barred  hereby,^ 
While  doing  dut^  in  his  guardianship. 
From  all  molesting,  all  disquietude, 
"EbcU  perturbation  and  vexation  brought 
Or  threatened  to  be  brought  against  the  heir 
By  the  Most  Venerable  Convent  called 
Saint  Mary  Magdalen  o*  the  Convertites 
I*  the  Cono." 

Justice  done  a  second  time  1 
Well  judged.  Marc  Antony,  Locam-leNens 
O*  the  Governor,  a  Venturini  too  I 
For  which  I  save  thy  name,  —  last  of  the  list ! 


Next  year  but  one.  completing  his  nine  ^  . 
Of  rule  in  Rome,  died  Innocent  my  Pope 
—  By  some  account,  on  his  accession-day. 
If  he  thought  doubt  would  do  the  Bszt  age 

good, 
T  is  pity  he  died  unapprised  what  birth 
His  reign  may  boast  of,  be  remembered  by  — 
Terrible  Pope,  too,  of  a  kind,  —  Voltaire. 

And  so  an  end  of  all  i^  the  story.    Straia 

Never  so  much  my  eyes,  I  miss  the  naark 

If  lived  or  died  that  Gaetano,  child 

Of  Guido  and  Pompilia  :  only  find. 

Immediately  upon  nis  father's  death, 

A  record,  in  the  annals  of  the  town  — 

That  Porzia,  sister  of  our  Guido,  moTed 

The  Priors  of  Arezzo  and  their  head 

Its  Gonfalonier  to  give  loyally 

A  public  attestation  of  the  right 

O'  the  Franceschini  to  all  reverence  — 

Apparently  because  of  the  incident 

O' the  murder,  —  there  's  no  mention  made  o' 

the  crime. 
But  what  else  could  have  caused  such  nrgvacy 
To  cure  the  mob,  just  then,  of  i^rimdinsai 
For  scandal,  love  of  lying  vanity. 
And  appetite  to  swallow  crude  repoHs 
That  bring  annoyance  to  their  betters  ?  —  bane 
Which,  here,  was  promptly  met  by  antidote. 
I  like  and  shall  translate  the  eloqi 
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(>f  nearly  the  wont  Latin  ever  writ : 

*^  8inoe  antique  time  whereof  the  memory 

HoIcU  the  bennmng,  to  thia  present  hour, 

The  Franoeacnini  ever  shone,  and  ahine 

Still  i*  the  primary  rank,  sapreme  amid 

The  liistree  of  Areszo,  proud  to  own 

la  thi«  mat  family,  the  fla^bearer. 

Guide  <n  her  steps  and  gruaraian  against  foe,  — 

As  in  the  first  begiimintr,  so  to-day  I  *' 

There,  would  you  disbelieve  the  annalist, 

00  rather  bv  the  babble  of  a  bard  ? 

1  thoui^ht,  Arezio,  thoa  hadst  fitter  souls, 
Petrarch,  —  nay,  Buonarroti  at  a  pinoh. 
To  do  thee  credit  as  vexUli/er  I 

Was  it  mere  mirth  the  Patavinian  meant, 
Making  thee  out,  in  his  veracious  page. 
Pounded  by  Janus  of  the  iX>uble  Face  ? 

Well,  proving  of  such  perfect  parentage. 
Our  Qaetano,  born  of  love  ana  hate, 
IK'i  the  babe  live  or  die  ?    I  fain  would  find  I 
What  were  his  fancies  if  he  grew  a  man  ? 
Was  he  proad,  —  a  true  scion  of  the  stock 
\Miieh  bore  the  blazon,  shall  make  bright  my 

page- 
Shield,  Asufe,  on  a  Trinle  MoonUtin,  Or, 
A  Palm-tree,  Proper,  wnerennto  is  tied 
A  (heyhound.  Rampant,  striving  in  the  slips  ? 
Or  did  he  love  his  mother,  the  base-bom. 
And   fight   i*   the   ranks,   unnotioed   by   the 

world? 

Such,  then,  the  final  state  o*  the  story.    So 

I  Hd  the  Star  Wormwood  in  a  blazing  fall 

Frighten  awhile  the  waters  and  lie  lost. 

So  did  this  old  woe  fade  from  memory  : 

Till  after,  in  the  fulness  of  the  days, 

I  needs  must  find  an  ember  yet  unqnenohed. 

And,  breathing,  blow  the  spark  to  flame.    Il 

lives. 
If  precious  be  the  soul  of  man  to  man. 

So,  British  Poblio,  who  may  like  me  yet, 
(Marry  and  amen  I)  learn  one  lesson  hence 
Of  many  which  whatever  Uvea  should  teach  : 
This  lesson,  that  our  human  speech  is  naught. 
Our  hnman  teatimoiiy  false,  oiir  fame 
And  human  estimation  words  and  wind.    . 
Why  take  the  artistic  way  to  prove  so  much  ?    > 
Because,  it  is  the  glory  and  goii>d  of  Art, 
That  Art  remiuiis  the  one  way  possible 
Of  speaking  truth,  to  mouths  like  mine  at  least. 
How  look  a  brother  in  the  face  and  nay. 
**  Thy  right  is  wrong,  eyes  hast  thou  yet  art 

blind  ; 
Thine  ears  Mn>  stuffed  and  stopped.  d«*spite  their 

length : 
And.  oh,  the  foolishness  thou  cimntest  faith  I  " 
Say  this  as  ailverly  as  tongue  can  troll  — 
The  anger  of  the  man  may  be  endncvd. 


The  shrug,  the  disappointed  eves  of  him 
Are  not  so  bad  to  bear  —  but  here  *s  the  plague 
Tliat  all  this  trouble  comes  of  telling  truth. 
Which  truth,  by  when  it  reaches  nim,  looks 

false. 
Seems  to  be  just  the  thing  it  would  supplant, 
Nor  reoogniiable  by  whom  it  left : 
While  falsehood  would  have  done  the  work  of 

truth. 
But  Art,  —  wherein  man  nowise  speaks  to  men^ 
Ovlj  to  mankind,  —  Art  mav  tell  a  truth    \y^ 
Obliquely,  do  the  thing  shall  breed  the  thought. 
Nor  wrong  the  thought,  missing  the  mediate 

wora. 
So  may  you  paint  your  picture,  twice  show 

truth. 
Beyond  mere  imagery  on  the  wall,  — 
So,  note  by  note,  bring  music  from  your  mind, 
Deeper  than  ever  e*en  Beethoven  dived,  — 
So  write  a  book  shall  mean  beyond  the  facts. 
Suffice  the  eye  and  save  the  soul  beside. 

And  save  the  soul  I  If  this  intent  save  mine,  —  ' 
If  the  rough  ore  be  rounded  to  a  ring, 
Render  all  duty  which  good  ring  should  do. 
And,  failing  grace,  succeed  in  guardianship,  — 
Might  mine  but  lie  outside  thine.  Lyric  Love,       < 
Thy  rare  gold  ring  of  vena  (the  poet  praisedj 
Linking  our  England  to  his  Italy  I 


HELEN'S   TOWER 

Written  at  the  request  of  the  Earl  of  Dufferin 
and  Clandeboye,  who  had  built  a  tower  to  the 
memory  of  his  mother,  Helen,  Countess  of 
Giffard,  on  a  rock  on  his  estate  at  Clandeboye, 
Ireland,  and  printed  in  the  Pail  Mall  Gazette  of 
December  28,  lh83. 

Who  hears  of  Helenas  Tower,  may  dream  per- 
chance 
How  the  Greek  Beauty  from  the  Sc«an  Gate 
Gaaed  on  old  friends  unanimous  in  hate, 

Death-doom*d  because  of  her  lair  countenance. 

Hearts  would  leap  otherwise,  at  thy  advance. 
Lady,  to  whom  this  Tower  is  consecrate ! 
Like  hers,  Uiy  face  once  made  all  eyes  elate, 

Tet,  unlike  hers,  was  blessed  by  every  glance. 

The  Tower  of  Hate  is  outworn,  far  and  strange : 
A  transitory  shame  of  long  ago^ 
It  dies  into  the  sand  from  which  it  spiaag  ; 
But  Uiine,  Lovers  rock-built  Tower,  shall  fear 
no  change : 
God^s  self  laid  stable  earth^s  foundation  so, 

When  all  the  morning^tars  together  sang. 
April  26, 1M70. 
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INCLUDING 

A    TRANSCRIPT    fROM    EURIPIDES 


"  Our  Euripides,  the  Human, 

With  his  droppings  of  warn  tears, 
And  his  touches  of  things  common 
TUl  they  rose  to  touch  the  spheres.'* 


TO   THE   COUNTESS  COWPER 

Iv  I  meatioii  the  simple  troth,  that  thk  poem  abaolittely  owes  its  eziateiioe  to  yon,  — 
who  not  only  anggested,  bat  imposed  on  me  as  a  task,  what  has  proved  the  most  detiiHit* 
fal  of  May-mon^  amnsements,  —  I  shall  seem  honest,  indeed,  bnt  hardly  prudent ;  for, 
how  good  and  beautifal  ovgrht  such  a  poem  to  be  I 

Euripides  txught  fear  little ;  but  I,  also,  have  an  interest  in  the  perf ormanoe ;  and  what 
wonder  if  I  beg  yon  to  suffer  that  it  make,  in  another  and  far  easier  sense,  its  neagest 
possible  approach  to  those  Qreek  qnalities  of  goodness  and  beanty,  by  laying  itself  gfat^ 
fnUy  at  yonr  feet  f  R.  B. 

Loiroon,  July  23, 1871. 

After  the  publication  of  the  fourth  volume 
of  The  Ring  and  the  Book  in  February,  1809, 
Browning  published  nothing  until  March,  1871, 
when  he  printed  Hervi  Rtei  in  the  CornhiU 
Magazine^  afterward  including  it  in  his  first 
new  volume  of  collected  poems.  In  August  of 
the  same  year  appeared  the  first  of  his  hnger 
ventures  in  the  field  of  Greek  life.  This  poem 
was  followed  four  years  later  by  Aristophanet? 

About  that  strangest,  saddest,  sweetest  song 
I,  when  a  girl,  heard  in  Kameiroe  once. 
And,  after,  saved  my  life  by  ?    Oh,  so  ghid 
To  tell  yon  the  adventure  I 

Petals, 
Phullis,  Gharop^,  Chmsioa  I    You  must  know. 
This  ''  after  "  fell  in  that  unhappy  time 
When  poor  ralnctant  Nikias,  pushed  by  fate. 
Went  f  alteringly  against  Syracuse ; 
And  there  shamed  Athens,  lost  her  ships  and 

men. 
And  gained  a  grave,  or  death  without  a  grave. 
I  was  at  Rhodes  —  the  isle,  not  Rhodes  the 

town. 
Mine  was  Kameiroe  —  when  the  news  arrived  : 
Our  people  rose  in  tumult,  eried,  **  No  more 
Dntjr  to  Athens,  let  us  join  the  League 
And  side  with  Sparta,  share  the  spcul,  -*-  at 

worst. 
Abjure  a  headship  that  will  ruin  Greece !  '* 
And  so,  they  sent  to  Knidos  for  a  fleet 
To  oome  and  help  revolters.  Ere  help  came,  — 
Giri  as  I  was,  and  never  out  of  Rhodes 
The  whole  of  my  first  fourteen  vears  of  life. 
But  nourished  with  Ilissiaa  motherVmilk,  — 
I  passionately  cried  to  who  would  hear 


Apology^  and  it  is  so  intimately  oonaseted  with 
Bcdatutioh's  Adventure  that  in  this  edition  it  is 
made  to  follow  it,  though  the  olironologioal 
sequence  was  broken,  as  will  be  seen,  by  the 
composition  and  publication  of  other  ooosidBra- 
ble  works.  The  motto  at  the  head  of  the 
poem  is  from  Mis.  Browning,  and  in  the  last 
lines  of  the  poem  Browning  eonplea  her  with  his 
friend  Sir  Frederick  Leigfaton. 

And  those  who  loved  me  At  Kameiroe  —  **  No  ! 

Never  throw  Athens  off  for  Spartans  sake  — 

Never  disloyal  to  the  life  and  light 

Of  the  whole  world  worth  oaUii^  worid  at  all ! 

Rather  go  die  at  Athena,  lie  outstretohed 

For  feet  to  trample  on,  before  the  gata 

Of  Diomedes  or  the  Hinpadai, 

Before  the  temples  and  among  the  tombs, 

Than  tolerate  the  grim  felieity 

Of  harsh  Lakomal    Ouis  the  fasU  and  feasts, 

Chote  and  Chutroi ;  onrs  the  saorad  gtove. 

Agora,  Dikasteria,  Pcnkil^, 

Pnnx,  Keramikos ;  Salamis  in  sight, 

Ptottalia,  Marathon  itself,  not  far  I 

Ours  the  great  Dionusiac  theatre. 

And  tragic  triad  of  immoitiJ  fames, 

Aischulos,  Sophokles,  Euripides  I 

To  Athens,  all  of  us  that  have  a  sool. 

Follow  me!"     And  I  wrought  so  with  my 

prayer. 
That  certain  of  my  kinsfolk  creased  the  strait 
And  f  otmd  a  ship  at  Kaunos ;  well-dispoeed 
Because  the    Captain  —  where    did   ne  dimw 

breath 
First  bnt  within  Pknttalia?    Thither  fled 
A  few  like-minded  as  ourselves.    We  toraed 
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TIm  ^1m1  prow  wMtward,  miob  mm  out  at  ma, 
Poiihiiiff,  brsT6  afaip  with  the  vennilion  eheek, 
Proud  for  oar  heart's  tme  harbor.    Bat  a  wind 
Lay  ambushed  by  Point  Malea  of  bad  fame. 
And  leapt  out,  bent  us  from  oar  oouvse.    Next 

day 
Broke  stormless,  so  broke  next  blue  day  and 

next. 
"  But  whither  bound  in  this  white  waste  f  *' 

weplagaed 
The  pilots  old  experienee:  **  Cos  or  Crete  ?  " 
Because  he  provniaed  as  the  land  ahead. 
While  we  strained  eyes  to  share  in  what  he  saw. 
The  Captain's  shoot  startled  us;    round  we 

nnhed: 
What  hung  behind  ns  but  a  pirate-ship 
Panting  for  the  good  prise  I    *'  Row  i  haider 

rowl 
Row  for  dear  life  1  *'  the  Captain  oried:  '"tis 

Crete, 
Friendly  Crete  looming  large  there !    Beat  this 

eialt 
That  *s  but  a  kelee,  one-benchedpirate-bark, 
I.4»krian,  or  thstt  bad  breed  off  Theosnly  I 
Only,  so  cruel  are  such  water-thisTes, 
No  man  of  yon,  no  wmnan,  child,  or  alare. 
But  falls  their  prey,  once  let  them  boaio  oar 

boat!" 
So,  f  uriousiT  oar  oanmen  rowed  and  rowed : 
And  when  the  oats  flagged  somewhat,  dash  and 

dip. 
As  we  approached  the  coast  and  saf e^,  so 
That  we  oonld  hear  behind  us  plain  the  threats 
And  curses  of  the  pirate  panting  up 
In  one  more  throe  and  poaslon  ot  pnionit,^ 
(Seeing  our  cats  flag  in  the  rise  and  fall, 
I  sprang  upon  the  altar  by  the  mast 
And  sang  aloft— ' some  genius  prompting  me  — 
That  song  of  oars  which  sared  at  8alamis : 
**  O  sons  of  Greeks,  go,  set  your  country  free, 
Free  your  wives,  free  your  children,  free  the 

fanes 
O'    the   Gk)ds,   year    fathera  founded, --aep- 

nlchres 
They  sleep  in !    Or  saTC  all,  or  all  be  k»t  1  *' 
Then,  in  a  frenzy,  so  the  noble  oars 
(^horned  the  black  water  white,  that  well  away 
We  drew,  soon  saw  land  rise,  saw  hills  grow 

up. 
Saw  spread  itself  a  sea-wide  town  with  towers, 
Not  fifty  stadia  distant ;  and,  betwixt 
A  large  bay  and  a  small,  the  islet-bar, 
Etou  Ortugia's  self  —  oh,  lackleos  we  I 
For  here  was  Sieil^  and  Syracoae : 
We  ran  upon  the  lion  from  the  wolf. 
Ere  we  <&ew  breath,  took  oonnseL,  oat  there 


A  galley,  hailed  us.    *^  Who  asks  entij  here 
In   war-tiflie?    Are   you   Sparta*s  nisasd  or 

foer" 
*'Kaimians,"— oar  Captain  judged  his  best 

reply, 
**  Themajpi—d  ssapoH  that  beboga  to  Rhodes  ; 
Rhodes  that  easts  In  hor  lot  now  with  the 

Leogne. 
Fonakfaig  AtheiM,  — yoahaTS  heard  bslike  1 " 
"  Ay,  bat  we  heard  aU  AtheM  fai  om  ode 
Just  now  t  we  heard  her  in  that  Aisohoksl 


Yba  faring  a  boatfol  of  A^^^"***^  hsve, 
Kannians  although  you  be :  and  prudenoe  bids. 
For  Kaunos*  sake,  wh^,  cartr  them  nnhort 
To  Kaunoa,  if  you  will :  for  Athens*  aaka, 
Back  must  you,  though  ten  pirates  blocked  the 

bay  1 
We  want  no  eolonj  from  Athens  here, 
With  memories  of  Salamis,  forsooth. 
To  spirit  np  oor  captives,  that  |>a]a  crowd 
I*  the  quarry,  whom  the  daily  pint  of  com 
Keeps  m  good  order  and  subnussivepess." 
Then  the  gray  Captain  prayed  th«n  by  the 

Ooda, 
And  by  their  own  knees,  and  their  fathen* 


They  should  not  wickedly  thrust  soppUants 

back. 
But  save  the  innocent  on  traffic  bound  — 
Or,  nu^ba,  soose  Athenian  family 
Perishing  of  desire  to  die  at  home, — 
From  that  vile  foe  still  lying  on  its  earn, 
WaiiiagtheissueinthedistaMe.    Vain! 
Words  to  the  wind  I    And  we  were  jnst  about 
To  turn  and  face  the  foe,  aa  some  tned  bird 
Barbarians  pelt  at,  drivo  with  shouts  awaj 
From  ahaltsr  in  what  rocks,  however  rude. 
She  makes  for,  to  eseape  the  kindled  eye. 
Split  beak,  erook'd  daw  o'  the  creature,  coimo- 

rant 
Or  ossif  rage,  that,  hardlv  baffled,  hangs 
Afloat  i*  the  foam,  to  take  her  if  she  torn. 
So  were  we  at  destmetion's  very  «dge. 
When  those  o'  the  galley,  as  they  had  dteeaased 
A  point,  a  quesUon  raised  by  soosebod^f 
A  matter  mocyted  in  a  moment,  —  **  Wait  I  '* 
Cried  they  (and  wait  we  did,  you  may  be  sure). 
**  That  soag  was  veritable  Aiachnlaa, 
Familiar  to  the  month  of  man  and  boy, 
OM  glory :  1k>w  about  Euripides? 
The  newer  and  not  yet  so  famous  bard. 
He  that  was  bom  upon  the  battlenlay 
While  that  song  ana  the  salpinx  sounded  him 
Into  the  world,  first  sound,  at  Salamis  — 
MSght  you  know  any  of  his  verses  too  ?  ^* 


Now,  some  one  of  the  Gods  inspired  this  speech : 
Since  ouiuelvee  know  what  happened  but  last 


How,  when  Oulippos  gained  his  victory 
Over  poor  Nikias,  noor  Denaosthenes, 
And  Syracuse  conaemned  the  oonqaered  force 
To   dig  and  starve  i'   the   quarry,    branded 

them  — 
Freeborn  Athenians,  brute-like  in  tha  front 
With   homo  head  bcanda,-ah,  *' Region  of 

thaSteed"]-- 
Of  all  theee  men  immeioed  in  miaery. 
It  waa  found  none  had  been  advants^ad  so 
By  aa^t  hi  tha  psst  life  ha  used  to  prim 
And  pride  himself  ooneeming,  — no  rieh  man 
By  riehes,  no  wise  man  by  wi8doa^  no 
Wissrmaa sftiU (m  who kived  mom  tha  Mose) 
Bt  storing,  at  farain^  edge  aod  tip  of  tongva, 
OU  ^orv,  great  plays  that  had  king  ago 
Made  themmlvm   wings   to    fly    about 

world.  •*- 

Not  onesodi sua  wm helped m at  his 
As  certain  few  that  (wisest  Uny  ef  aUl 


the 
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Had,  at  fint  sammons,  oped  heart,  flung  dour 

wide 
At  the  new  knocking:  of  Enripides, 
Nor  drawn  the  bolt  with  who  cried  **Deoar 

denee  I 
And,  after  Sophokles.  be  nature  dumb  1 " 
Such,  —  and  I  see  in  it  liod  Baochos*  boon 
'j  u  souls  that  recoffiiixed  his  latest  child, 
He  who  himself,  U>m  latest  of  the  Gods, 
Was  stoutly  held  impostor  by  mankind,  — 
Such  were  in  safety  :  any  who  could  speak 
A  chorus  to  the  end,  or  prologize. 
Roll  out  a  rhesis,  wield  some  golden  length 
Stiffened  by  wisdom  out  into  a  line. 
Or  thrust  and  parry  in  bright  roonostioh, 
Teacliing  Euripides  to  Syracuse  ~ 
Any  such  hapuy  man  had  prompt  reward : 
If  he  lay  bleeam^  on  the  battleneld 
They  stanched  his  wounds  and  gave  him  drink 

and  food ; 
H  he  were  slave  i'  the  house,  for  reverence 
They  rose  up,  bowed  to  who  proved  master 


now. 
And  bade  him  ^  free,  thank  Euripides  I 
Ay,  and  such  did  so:  many  such,  he  said. 
Returning  home  to  Athens,  sought  him  out, 
The  old  bard  in  the  solitary  house. 
And  thanked  him  ere  they  went  to  aacrtfioe. 
I  say,  we  knew  that  story  of  last  year  I 

Therefore,  at  mention  of  Eurimdea, 

The  Captain  crowed  out,   **  Euoi,  praise  the 

God! 
Oop,  boys,  bring  our  owl<«hield  to  the  fore  1 
Out   with   our    Sacred    Anchor  I    Here     she 

stands, 
Balanstiou  !    Strangen,  greet  the  lyric  girl ! 
Euripides !    Babai  1  what  a  word  there  soaped 
Your  teeth's  enclosure,  quoth  my  grandsire's 

song  I 
Why,   fast    as  snow   in  Thraoe,  the    voyage 

through. 
Has  she  been  falling  thick  in  flakes  of  him ! 
Frequent  as  figs  at  ICaunos,  Kaanians  said.    * 
Halaustion,  stand  forth  and  confirm  mv  speech  1 
Now  it  was  some  whole  passion  of  a  play  ; 
Now,  peradventure,  but  a  honey-drop 
That  slipt  its  comb  i'  the  chorus.    If  there  rose 
A  star,  before  I  could  determine  steer 
Southward  or  northward  —  if  a  cloud  surorised 
Heaven,  ere  I  fairly  hollaed  '  Furl  the  sau  I  *  — 
She  had  at  fingers*  end  both  cloud  and  star ; 
Some  thought  that  perched  there,  tame  and 

tunable. 
Fitted  with  winjcs ;  and  still,  as  off  it  flew, 
*  So  sang  Euripides/  she  said,  *  so  sang 
The  meteoric  poet  of  air  and  sea. 
Planets  and  the  pale  populace  of  heaven. 
The  mind  of  man,  and  all  that  *s  made  tosoar  I  * 
And  so,  although  she  has  some  other  name. 
We  only  call  her  W^ild«ponMgranate>flower, 
Ralanstion ;  since,  where'ar  the  red  bloom  bums 
r  the  dull  dark  verdure  of  the  bounteous  tree. 
Dethroning,  in  the  Rosy  Isle,  the  rose, 
Ton  shall  find  food,  drink,  odor,  all  at  onoe ; 
Cool  leaves  to  bind  about  an  aching  brow. 
And,  never  much  awa^r*  the  nightingale. 
Sing  them  a  Btn^e,  wnh  the  turn-again. 


Down  to  the  varse  that  ends  all. 
And    save   us,    thou    Balaaatioii«   UeM 
luuue ! '' 


the 


trood  hoBday! 
Bow,  and  fat  Toioa 


Builcried,  '' Brother  Greek  1  bettor  than  acs  — 

Save  us,  and  I  have  courage  to  recite 

The  main  of  a  whole  play  from  first  to  last  ^ 

That  strangest,  saddest,  sweetest  song  ol  hia, 

Alkkstis  ;  which  was  taught,  long  yean  ago 

At  Athens,  in  Qlaukinos*  archonship. 

But  only  this  year  reached  our  Isle  o*  the  Roan. 

I  saw  it  at  Kiuneirus ;  played  the  same. 

They  say,  as  for  the  right  Lenean  feast 

In  Athens ;  and  beside  the  perfect  pieee  — 

Its  beauty  and  the  wav  it  makes  you  weep,  — 

There  is  much  honor  done  your  own  loved  God 

Herakles,  whom  vou  house  i*  the  city  hera 

Nobly,  the  Temple  wide  Greece  talks  about  I 

I  come  a  suppliant  to  your  Herakles  I 

Take  me  and  put  me  on  his  temple-stepa. 

To  tell  you  his  achievement  as  I  may. 

And,  that  told,  he  shall  bid  you  set  ua  free !  '* 

Then,  beeause  Greeks  an  Greeks,  and  hearts 

are  hearts. 
And  poetry  is  power,  ^  they  all  outbioke 
In  a  great  joyous  laughter  with  roneh  love : 
*'  Thank  Herakles  for  the 
Make  for  the  harbor  1 

ring, 

^  In  we  row,  bringing  more  Euripides  t  *  '* 
All  the  crowd,  as  they  lined  the  harbor  now, 
^'  More  of  Euripides  P*  —  took  up  the  ery. 
We  landed  ;  the  whole  city,  soon  astir,^ 
Came  rushing  out  of  gates  in  oommoii  joy 
To  the  suburb  temple  ;  there  they  stationed  me 
O*  the  topmost  step :  and  plain  I  told  the  play. 
Just  as  I  saw  it ;  what  the  actors  said. 
And  what  I  saw,  or  thought  I  saw  the  while. 
At  our  Kameiros  theatre,  dean-eeooped 
Out  of  a  hillside,  with  the  sky  above 
And  sea  before  our  seats  in  marble  row  : 
Told  it,  and,  two  days  more,  repeated  it. 
Until  they  sent  us  on  our  way  sgain 
With  good  words  and  great  wishes. 

Oh,  tat  me  — 
A  wealthy  Syracusan  brought  a  whole 
Talent  and  bsde  me  take  it  for  myself : 
I  left  it  on  the  tripod  in  the  fane. 
—  For  had  not  Herakles  a  seoona  time 
Wrestled  with  I>eath  and  saved  devoted  ones  ?  — 
Thank-offering  to  the  hero.    And  a  band 
Of  captives,  whom  their  lords  grew  kiadcr  to 
Because  they  called  the  poet  oonntrymaii. 
Sent  me  a  crown  of  wild-pomegranate  flower : 
So,  I  shall  live  and  die  Balaustion  now. 
But  one  —  one  man  —  one  youth,  —  three  days, 

each  dav,  — 
(If,  are  I  lifted  up  my  voice  to  speak, 
igave  a  downward  glance  by  accidenO 
Was  found  at  foot  o'  the  temple.    Whea  we 

sailed. 
There,  in  the  ship  too,  was  he  fooad  aa  well. 
Having  a  hunger  to  see  Athena  too. 
We  reached  Peiraieus ;  when  I  landad  —  lo. 
He  was  beside  me.    Anthestarioa-mootih 
Iff  just  eoramaaciic :  when  its  moon  rouda  fall, 
We  Ate  to  marry.    OfiuipidMl 
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I  iaw  the  nuwter:  when  we  fonnd  ouxeeWee 

(BecMue  the  jroung  inan  needs  must  follow  me) 

Firm  on  Peinueus,  I  demanded  first 

>Vhithar  to  go  and  find  him.  Would  yon  think  ? 

The  story  how  he  saved  us  made  some  smile : 

TlMy  wflodered  strangers  were  exorbitant 

In  estimation  of  Euripides. 

He  was  not  Aisohulos  nor  Sophokles : 

—  **  Then,  of  our  younger  bards  who  boast  the 

bay, 
Had  I  sought  Agathon,  or  lophon. 
Or,  what  now  had  it  been  KephiBophon  ? 
A  man  that  never  kept  good  company. 
The  most  unsociable  of  poet-kind. 
AU  beaid  that  wm  not  freckle  in  his  face  1  '* 


I  sooo  was  at  tha  tragic  house,  and  aaw 
The  master,  held  the  ncred  hand  of  him 
And  laid  it  to  my  lips.    Men  love  him  not: 
How  ahoidd  they  ?    Nor  do  they  much  love  his 

friend 
Sokrates :  bat  those  two  have  fellowship: 
J»okraftes  often  comes  to  hear  him  read, 
And  never  misses  if  he  teach  a  piece. 
Both,  being  old,  will  soon  have  company. 
Sit  with  their  peers  above  the  tnlk.    Meantime, 
He  Hves  as  should  a  statue  in  its  niche ; 
Cold  walls  enclose  him,  mostly  darkness  there, 
Alone,  unless  some  foreigner  uncouth 
Breaks  in,  sits,  stares  an  hour,  and  so  departs, 
Brain<stuffed  with  something  to  sustain  his  life, 
I  hy  to  the  marrow  'mid  much  merchandise. 
How  should  such  know  and  love  the  man  ? 

Why,  mark  I 
Even  when  I  told  the  play  and  got  the  praise, 
There  spoke  up  a  brisK  little  somebody, 
(.Mtio  and  whinicrsnaroer,  in  a  rage 
To  set  things  right:       The  girl  departs  from 

truth! 
Pretends  she  saw  what  was  not  to  be  seen. 
Making  the  mask  of  the  actor  move,  fonooth  t 
*'  Then  a  fear  flitted  o^er  the  wife's  white  face,'  — 

*  Then  frown«>^  the  father,' — *  then  the  husband 

shofOK,'  — 

*  Th^n  from  the  festal  forehead  slipt  each  spray. 
And  the  heroic  mouth's  gay  grace  was  gone ; '  — 
As  she  had  seen  each  naked  fleshly  face, 

And  not  the  merely-painted  mask  it  wore !  " 

Well,  is  the  explanation  difficult? 

What 's  poetry  except  a  power  that  makes  ? 

And,  speaking  to  one  sense,  inspires  the  rest, 

Pressinsr  them  all  into  its  service ;  so 

Thai  who  sees  painting,  seems  to  hear  as  well 

The  speech  that  *s  proper  for  the  painted  month ; 

And  who  hears  music,  feels  his  solitude 

Peopled  at  once  — for  how  count  heartbeats 

plain 
Unless  a  company,  with  hearts  which  heat. 
Come  olese  to  the  musician,  seen  or  no  ? 
And  who  receivea  tnM  vene  at  eye  or  ear. 
Takes  in  (with  vene)  time,  pWec,  and  person  too. 
So,  Unks  each  H<»nse  on  to  its  sister-sense, 
Oraoe-like :  and  what  if  but  one  sense  of  three 
Promt  yon  at  once  ?   The  sidelong  pair  conceive 
Thronjpi  faintest  touch  of  finest  nnger-tipa,  — 
H«>ar,  see  and  feel,  in  faith's  simplicity. 
Alike,  what  one  was  sole  redpient  ol : 
Who  htSMs  the  poem,  thaiufon,  ssea  the  play. 


Enough  and  too  much  !    Hear  the  play  itself  I 
Under  the  grape-vines,  by  the  stveamletrside, 
Close  to  BMcheion ;  till  the  cool  increase. 
And  other  stars  steal  on  the  evening  star. 
And  so,  we  homeward  flock  i*  the  doak,  we 

five! 
You  will  expect,  no  one  of  all  the  words 
O'  the  play  hut  is  grown  ^art  now  sf  my  soul, 
Since  the  adventure.    'T  is  the  poet  spraks : 
But  if  I,  too,  shouki  ttr  and  speak  at  times. 
Leading  your  love  to  whwe  my  love,  perchance, 
Climbed  earlier,  found  a  nest  before  yon  knew  — 
Why,  bear  witn  the  poor  climber,  for  love's 

sake  I 
Look  at  Baccheion's  beauty  opposite. 
The  temple  with  the  pillars  at  the  porch  I 
See  you  not  somethhig  beside  masonry  f 
What  if  m^  words  wind  in  and  ont  the  stone 
As  yonder  ivy,  the  God's  parasite  f 
Though  they  leap  all  the  way  the  pillar  leads. 
Festoon  alxmt  the  marble,  foot  to  friese. 
And  serpentinim^y  enrich  the  roof. 
Toy  witn  some  tew  bees  and  a  bird  or  two, " 
What  then?    The  column  holds  the  oomioe 

npl 


There  sle^  a  silent  palace  in  the  sun. 

With  plains  adjacent  and  Thessalian  peace  — 

Pherai,  where  King  Admetos  ruled  the  land. 

Out  from  the  portioo  there  gleamed  a  God, 
ApoUon :  for  the  bow  was  in  his  hand, 
The  quiver  at  his  riionlder,  all  his  shape 
One  dreadful  beauty.   And  he  hailed  tne  hoose. 
As  if  he  knew  it  well  and  loved  it  much  : 
**  O  Admeteian  domes,  where  I  endnred. 
Even  the  God  I  am,  to  drudge  awhile. 
Do  righteous  penance  for  a  reckless  deed. 
Accepting  the  sUves'  toble  thankfully  I " 
Then  told  how  Zeus  had  been  the  cause  of  all. 
Raising  the  wrath  in  him  which  took  revenge 
And  slew  those  foivers  of  the  thunderbolt 
Wlierewith  Zeus  blazed  the  life  from  ont  the 

breast 
Of  Phoibos'  son  Asklepios  (I  surmise. 
Because  he  brought  the  dead  to  life  again). 
And  so,  for  punishment,  must  needs  go  slave, 
God  as  he  was,  with  a  mere  mortal  lord : 
— Told  how  he  came  to  King  Admetos'  land. 
And  played  the  ministrant,  was  herdsman  there, 
Warding  all  harm  away  from  him  and  his 
TiU  now ;  **  For,  holv  as  I  am,*'  said  he, 
**  The  lora  I  chancea  upon  was  holy  too : 
Whence  I  deceived  the  Moirai,  drew  from  death 
My  master,  this  same  son  of  Pberee,  — ay. 
The  Goddesses  conceded  him  escape 
From  Hades,  when  the  fated  day  should  fall. 
Could  he  exchange  lives,  find  some  friendly  one 
R<*8dy,  for  his  sake,  to  content  the  RM^o* 
But  ti^ng  all  in  turn,  the  friendly  hst. 
Why,  he  found  no  one,  none  who  loved  so  much. 
Nor  father,  nor  the  aged  mother's  self 
That  bore  him^  no,  not  any  save  his  wife, 
Willing  to  die  mstead  of  him  and  watch 
Never  a  sunrise  nor  a  sunset  more : 
And  she  is  even  now  within  the  house. 
Upborne  by  pitying  hands,  the  feebia  frame 
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Gaainmritilaitflf  life  ont;  suiseto-daj 

DeeoBy  is  aoocnpliahad,  ud  sha  (Um, 

And  I,  lost  kai«  poUutiai  Ughi  «•  dm, 

Leave,  as  ye  vit»eee«  all  mj  ironted  joy 

la  this  dear  dweUinff.    Ay,  —  for  here  oemee 

Death 
Close  on  OS  of  a  sodden  I  who,  pale  priest 
Of  the  mute  peoole,  ineaiis  to  hear  his  prey 
To  the  hoase  of  Hades.    The  sjiuMtne  step  I 
How  he  troads  trae  to  time  and  plaoe  and  thmg, 
DonMT  day,  hour  and  miante,  for  death  V 

And  we  ohserred  another  Deity, 

Half  in,  half  oat  the  portal,*- watdi  and  wsid,— 

Eyine  his  fellow :  forwidahly  fixed. 

Yet  Mlteiiai:  too  at  who  affronted  him. 

As  somehow  disadTaataged,  should  they  strive. 

Like  some  dread  heapy  hlackneas,  ruffled  winflr, 

CeaTulsed  and  coweiuic  head  that  is  all  eye. 

Which  proTes  a  ruined  eagie  who«  too  blind 

Swoopii^  in  qaest  o*  the  auany.  fawa  or  kid, 

Desoned  deep  down  the  ohsam  ^twizt  rook  an 

rook, 

Has  wedged  and  mortised,  into  either  wall 
O*  the  mountain,  the  pent  earthquake  of  hb 

power: 
So  Ues,  half  haitlem  yet  still  terrible. 
Just  when  —  who  stalks  up,  who  stands  front 

to  front.  ^ 
But  the  great  lion-cuarder  of  the  gorge. 
Lord  of  the  gfoam^  a  stationed  glory  there ! 
Yet  he  too  pauses  ere  he  try  the  w<irBt 
O*  the  frightful  unfamiliar  nature,  new 
To  the  onasm,  indeed,  but  elsewhere  known 

enough^ 
Among  the  shadows  and  the  silencss 
Above  i*  the  sk^ :  so,  each  antrvonist 
Silently  faced  his  fellow  and  forbore. 
TiU  Death  diriUed,  hard  and  quick,  in  spate 

and  fear: 

*'Ha,  ha,  and  what  mayst  thou  do  at  the 

domes. 
Why    hanntest   here,    thou   Phoibos  ?     Here 

again 
At  the  old  iigusdoe,  limiting  our  rights. 
Balking  of  honor  doe  us  Qods  o'  the  grave  P 
Was  *t  not  enough  for  thee  to  have  delayed 
Death  from  Admetos,  —  with  thy  crafty  art 
Cheating  the  very  Fates,  —  hut  thou  must  arm 
The  bow-hand  and  take  station,  press  'twist 

me 
And   Peliss*  daoghter,  who  then  saved  her 


Did  just  that,  now  thou  oomest  to  undo,  — 
Takmg  his  phoe  to  die,  Alkestis  here  ?  ^* 

But  the  God  sighed,  "  Have  oonrsge  I    All  my 

arms. 
This  time,  are  aimple  jnstioe  and  fisir  words." 

Then  each  plied  eaoh  with 


''What    need    of    how,   wi 
enough?"    . 


•* 


Ever  it  as  my  wont  to  hear  the  bow." 


(» 


Ay,  and  wish  bow. 


joHioo,  kalp  Hub 


'' I  help  it,  riBee  a  friend's  woe  weighs  ma  totK*" 

*'  And  now, — wilt  ioroe  tern  mo  this  aaeond 
corpse?" 

'' By  fmoe  I  took  no  osrpse  at  fint  fMSB  Aee." 

How  then  is  heabova  ground,  not  benaath  f  ** 

He  gave  his  wife  instead  of  him,  thy  prey.** 

Andpsey,  thistiawatlsast,IbearUowl  ** 

''Go    take  horJ— for  I  doia>t 

II 


44 


44 


44 


4« 


44 


To  kill  the  doomed  one  ?    What  my  fnnetioB 

ebw?" 


No!  Rather,  to  dispatch  the  troemaitaia." 
' '  Truly  I  take  thy  meanii«,  aee  thy  drift  1 " 
"  Is  there  a  way  then  she  may  leaoh  old  age?  " 
"Noway!    I  ^admainmyhosieistSDr' 


44 


But, 


I" 


or  eld,  thou  tak'st  one  lils. 


"Tonnger   they  die,   greater  my   praise 
dounds!'^ 

"  If  she  die  old, — the  sumptuous  faneial  I " 

"  Thou  Uyest  down  a  law  the  rich  would  like.'* 

'^Howso?    Did  wit  lurk  there  ami 'scape  thy 

sense  V" 

"Who  could  buy  substitutes  would  die   old 
»i 


44 


It  seems  thou  wflt  not  giant  me,  then,  this 

?" 


"This  grace  I  will  w>t  grant:   thou  knowVit 


11 


my  ways. 

"Ways  hardi  to  men,  hateful   to  Gods,  at 
least!" 

"AH  things  thou  canst  not  have  :   my  rights 
for  me ! " 

And  then  Apollon  prophesied,  ^  I  think. 
More  to  himaelf  than  to  impatient  Death, 
Who  did  not  hear  or  would   not  haed  Hm 

while, — 
For  he  went  onto  say,  "  Yet  even  so. 
Gruel  above  the  measure,  thou  shaft  elntck 
No  life  here !    Soeh  a  man  do  I  parssive 
Advancing  to  the  house  of  Pherss  now. 
Sent  by  Eamsthens  to  bring  out  ef  Thmce, 
TUs  wmtar  world,  a  ehariot  with  its  stoads  I 
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He  indeedf  wImb  Admetos  proreB  th«  hart, 
And  he  the  gueal,  at  the  house  heie, — he  it  ie 
^iaXi  hrinar  to  hear  such  foree,  and  from  thy 

Reeone  this  woman  I    Oraoe  no  whit  to  me 
Will  that  proTe,  mee  thon  doat  thy  deed  the 


And 


too  my  hate,  and  all  for  naaght  I  *' 


But  how  should  Death  or  stay  or  undeistand? 
Donbtless.  he  only  felt  the  hoar  was  eome. 
And  the  swofd  ties ;   for  he  but  flunir  Bome 

taunt  — 
"  HaTingr  talked  much,  thou  wilt  not  gain  the 


This  woBHui,  then,  deaeends  to  Hades'  haU 
Now  tkst  I  rnsh  on  her,  begin  the  ritss 
O'  the  swerd ;  for  saered,  to  us  (Sods  below. 
That    head    whose    hair    this    sword    shall 
tifyl" 


And,  in  tin  fire-flash  of  the  amialling  sword. 
The  nprask  and  the  ontburst,  the  ondanght 
Of  Death's  portentous  passags  through  the  door, 
ApoUen  stood  a  pitjriag  moaaent-oaoe : 
I  can^hiooe  last  sold  gne  upon  the  mght 
Neanng  the  wond  now :   and  the  God   was 


And  mortals  left  to  deal  with 
As  in  eama  stealing  slow,  now  tins,  now  that 
Old  sojoamor  throoghont  the  eonntry-«de, 
Senrants  grown  friends  to  those  unhappy  here : 
And,  elondlike   in   their  inereaae,   aU  tlieae 

B„.ke'S^W»theov..,^»»l„,w«l. 
Out  of  a  eommoB  impnlse,  word  by  word. 

**  What  now  may  mean  the  silenoe  at  the  door  ? 
Why  is  Adnietos*  ntansion  strioken  dumb  ? 


Not  one  friend  near,  to  say  if  we  should  mourn 

Our  mistress  dead,  or  if  Aikestis  lives 

And  sses  theli^t  still,  Pelias'  ehild — to  me. 

To  all,  oonspieaoasly  the  best  of  wives 

That  ever  was  towud  husband  in  this  world  I 

Hears  any  one  or  wail  beneath  the  roof. 

Or  handa  that  strike  each  other,  or  Um  groan 

Annouueing  all  is  done  and  nao^t  to  draad '/ 

Still  not  a  serraat  stationed  at  the  gates  I 

O  Paiatt«  that  thou  wouldst  dispart  the  wave 

O'  the  woe,  be  present  I    Yet,  had  woe  o'er* 

whelmed 
The  honasmates,  they  were  hardly  silent  thus : 
It  oannot  be,  the  dead  is  forth  and  gone. 
Whesoe  oomes  thy  gleam  of  hope  ?    I  dare  not 

hope: 
What  is  the  eireumstaaes  that  heartens  thee  ? 
How  oonM  Admetos  have  dismissed  a  wife 
So  worthy,  nnesouted  to  the  grave  ? 
Before  the  gates  I  see  no  hallowed  vaae 
Of  ffoontain-water,  sneh  as  suits  death's  door ; 
Nor  any  elipt  looks  strew  the  vastibnle, 
Thongfa  surely  thsae  drop  when  we  grieve  the 

dead. 
Nor  hand   aonnds  smitten  against  yoathfnl 


The  women's  way.     And  yet —the  appointed 

tiase— 
How  speak  the  word  ?  —  this  day  it  even  the  day 


Orduned  her  for  departing  from  its  light. 
O  touoh  calamitous  to  henrt  and  soul ! 
Needs  must  one,  when  the  good  are  tortured  so. 
Sorrow,  —  one    reckoned    faithful    from    the 
first.' 


}» 


Then  their  souls  rose  together,  and  one  sigh 

Went  up  in  cadence  from  the  common  mouth : 

How  **  Vainly  -^  aaywhither  in  the  world 

Directing  or  iand-4akK]r  or  searsearch  — 

To  Lukia  or  the  sand-waste,  Amman's  seat — 

Might  yon  set  free  their  hapless  lady's  soul 

From  tne  abrupt  Fate's  footstep  instant  now. 

Not  a  sheep'saerifioer  at  the  hearths 

Of  Qods  had  they  to  go  to :  one  there  was 

Who,  if  his  eyee  saw  li^t  still,  —  Phoibos' 


Had  wrought  so,  she  might  leave  the  shadowy 

place 
And  Hades'  portal :  for  he  propoed  up  Death's 
Subdued   ones,   till   the  2Sena4ung  thunder- 

flame 
Struck  him ;  and  now  what  hope  el  life  were 

haUed 
With  open  arma  ?    For,  all  the  king  oonld  do 
Is  done  already,  —  not  one  Qod  whereof 
The  altar  fails  to  reek  with  saorifice : 
And  for  assnagement  of  these  evik — naught  1 


»» 


But  here  they  broke  off,  for  a  matron  moved 
Forth  from  the  houae :  and,  aa  her  tears  flowed 

fast. 
They  nthered  round.  "  What  fortune  shall  we 

For  mourning  thus,  if  aught  affect  thy  lord. 
We  pardon  thee :  but  lives  the  lady  vet 
Or  naa  she  perished  ?  -^  that  we  tain  would 
knowl^ 

''CaU  her  dead,  oaU  her  Uving,  each  style 

eerves," 
The  matron  said :  ^'  though  grave-ward  bowed, 

she  breathed ; 
Nor  knew  her  husband  what  the  misery  meant 
Before  he  felt  it :  hope  of  Uf e  was  none ; 
The  appointed  day  prearod  hard  ;   the  funeral 

pomp 
He  had  prepared  too." 

When  the  friends  broke  out, 
^*  Let  her  in  dying  know  herself  at  least 
Sole  wile,  of  all  tne  wives  'aeath  the  sun  wide. 
For  glory  and  for  goodness  t  "  —  '*  Ah,  how  else 
Than  beet  ?  who  controverts  the  claim  ?  "  quoth 

she: 
**  What  kind  of  ereaturs  should  the  woman 


shown 


prove 
That  has  surpMsed  Aikestis  ? - 
Preference  for  her  husband  to  herself 
Than  by  determining  to  die  for  him  ? 
But  so  muoh  all  our  oity  knows  indeed: 
Hear  what  she  did  indoors  and  wonder  then  I 
For,  when  she  felt  the  crowning  day  was  come. 
She  washed  with  river>watsrs  ner  white  skin. 
And,  taking  from  the  cedar  closets  forth 
Vesture  and  ornament,  bedecked  herMlf 
Nobly,  and  stood  before  the  hearth,  and  prayed : 
*  Mistress,  because  I  now  depart  the  worn, 
FaUiiW  before  thee  the  hwt  time,  I  ask— 
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Be  mother  to  my  orphans  I  wed  the  one 
To  a  kind  wife,  and  make  the  other's  mate 
Some  princely  person  :  nor,  as  I  who  hore 
M^  children  perish,  suffer  that  they  too 
Die  all  undmelyj  but  live,  haroy  pair. 
Their  full  glad  life  out  in  the  tatherland  !  * 
And  every  altar  through  Admetos'  house 
She  vinted  and  crownal  and  prayed  before. 
Stripping  the  myrtle-foliage  from  the  bougns, 
Witnout  a  tear,  without  a  groan,  —  no  chiuige 
At  all  to  that  skin's  nature,  fair  to  see. 
Caused  by  the  imminent  evil.    But  this  done,  — 
Keaohing  her  chamber,  falling  on  her  bed, 
There,  truly,  burst  she  into  tears  and  spoke : 
*  O  bride-bed,  where  I  loosened  from  my  life 
Viigiiiity  for  that  same  husband's  sake 
Because  of  whom  I  die  now  —  fare  thee  well ! 
Siuee  nowise  do  I  hate  tiiee :  me  alone 
Hast  thou  destroyed  ;  for,  shrinking;  to  betray 
Thee  and  my  spouse.  I  die :  but  thee.  O  bed, 
S>me  other  woman  snail  possess  as  wife  — 
Truer,  no  I  but  of  better  fortune,  say  ! ' 
—  So  falls  on,  kisses  it  till  all  the  couch 
Is  moistened  with  the  eyes'  sad  overflow. 
But  when  of  many  tears  she  had  her  fill. 
She  flings  from  off  the  oouch,  goes  headlong 

forth. 
Yet —  forth  the  chamber—  still  keeps  tuming 

back 
And  casts  her  on  the  couch  a^n  once  more. 
Her  children,  dinging  to  their  mother's  robe. 
Wept  meanwhile:  but  she  took  them  in  her 

arms. 
And,  as  a  dying  woman  might,  embraced 
Now  one  and  now  the  other:  'neath  the  roof, 
All  of  the  household  servants  wept  as  well. 
Moved  to  compassion  for  their  mistress ;  she 
Extended  her  right  hand  to  all  and  each. 
And  there  was  no  one  of  such  low  degree 
She  spoke  not  to  nor  had  an  answer  ^m. 
Such  are  the  evils  in  Admetoe'  house. 
Djring,  —  why,  he  had  died  ;  but,  living,  gains 
Such  grief  as  Uiis  he  never  will  forget  I  " 

And    when    they    questioned    of     Admetos, 

"WeD- 
Holding  his  dear  wife  in  his  hands,  he  weeps ; 
Entreats  her  not  to  give  him  up,  and  seeks 
The  impossible,  in  nne :  for  there  she  wastes 
And  withers  by  disease,  abandoned  now, 
A  mere  dead  weight  upon  her  husband's  arm. 
Yet,  none  the  less,  although  she  breathe  so 

faint. 
Her  will  is  to  behold  the  beams  o'  the  sun : 
Since  never  more  again,  but  this  last  once. 
Shall  she  see  sun,  its  circlet  or  its  ray. 
But  I  will  go,    announce    your     presence, — 

friends 
Indeed  ;  since  't  is  not  all  so  love  their  lords 
As  seek  them  in  misfortune,  kind  the  same : 
But  yon  are  the  old  friends  I  recognize." 

And  at  the  word  she  turned  again  to  go : 
The  while  the^  wait«>d,  taking  up  the  plaint 
To  Zens    acam:    *'  What    passage  nom  this 

strait? 
What  loosing  of  the  heavy  fortune  fast 
About  the  imlaoe  ?    Will  such  help  appear, 


Or  must  we  clip  the  loeka  and  oast  aroimd 
Each  form  already  the  Uaok  peplos'  fold  f 
Clearly  the  black  robe,  clearly !    Ail  the  aaine. 
Pray  to  the  Gods  I  —  like  Gods'  no  power  ao 
great! 

0  thou  king  Paian,  find  some  way  to  save  ! 
Reveal  it,  yea,  reveal  it !    Since  of  <^ 

Thou  fonnd'st  a  cure,  why,  now  again  beoome 
Releaser  from  the  bonds  of  Death,  we  beg. 
And  give  the  sanguinary  Hades  panse  I  " 
So  the  song  dwindled  into  a  mere  moan. 
How  dear  the  wife,  and  what  her  ha8band*a 

woe ; 
When  auddenly  — 

'*  Behold,  behold  I "  breaks  forth : 
**  Here  is  she  coming  from  the  house  indeed  I 
Her  husband  oonnes,  too  !  Cry  aloud,  lament, 
Pheraian  land,  this  best  of  women,  bound  — 
So  is  she  withered  by  disease  away  — 
For  realms  below  and  their  infenud  king ! 
Never  will  we  affirm  tliere  's  more  of  joy 
Than  grief  in  marriage ;  making  estiinate 
Both  from  old  sorrows  anciently  observed. 
And  this  misfortune  of  the  king  we  see  — 
Admetos  who,  of  bravest  spouse  bereaved. 
Will  live  life's  remnant  out,  no  life  at  all !  " 

So  wailed  they,^  while  a  sad  procession  wound 
Slow  from  the  innermost  o'  the  palaoe.  stopped 
At  the  extreme  verse  of  the  platfoim-front : 
There  opened,  and  disclosed  Alkestis'  self, 
The  consecrated  lady,  home  to  look 
Her  last  —  and  let  the  living  look  their  last  — 
She  at  the  sun,  we  at  Alkestis. 

We! 
For  would  you  note  a  memorable  thing  f 
We  grew  to  see  in  that  severe  regard,  — 
Hear  in  that  hard  dry  pressure  to  the  point, 
W^ord  slow  mtrsning  word  in  monotone,  — 
Wliat  Deatn  meant  when  he  called  her  eonse- 

crate 
Henceforth  to  Hades.    I  believe,  the  swecd  — 
Its  office  was  to  cut  the  soul  at  onoe 
From  life,  —  from  something   in    this    wwld 

which  hides 
Truth,  and  hides  falsehood,  and  so  lets  as  livo 
Somehow.    Suppose  a  rider  furls  a  cloak 
About  a  horse's  head  ;  unfrightened,  so. 
Between  the  menace  of  a  flame,  between 
Solicitation  of  the  pasturage, 
Untempted  equally,  he  goes  his  gait 
To  journey's  end  :  then  pluck  the  phavoa  off ! 
Show  what  delusions  steadied  him  i  the  straight 
O'   the  path,  made  grass  seem  fiie  and  fire 

seem  grass, 
All  through  a  little  bandage  o'er  the  eyes ! 
As  certainly  with  eyes  unbandaged  now 
Alkestis  looked  upon  the  aetaon  here. 
Self-immolation  for  Admetos'  aake ; 
Saw,  with  a  new  sense,  all  her  death  wonld  do. 
And  which  of  her  survivors  had  the  right. 
And  which  the  less  ri^t,  to  enrvive  theielnr. 
For,  you  shall  note,  she  uttered  no  one  worn 
Of  love  more  to  her  husband,  thcnigh  be  wept 
Plenteously,  waxed  importunate  in  prayer  — 
Foll:|r's  old  fashion  when  its  seed  bean  fmit. 

1  think  she  judged  that  she  had  bought  the 

ware 
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O*  the  seller  Bk  its  valuer  —  nor  praised  him 

Nor  blamed  herself,  but,  with  indifferent  eye. 

Saw  him  pnrM  mone^  np,  prepare  to  leave 

The  bayer  with  a  sohtary  bale  — 

Tme  purple  —  but  in  place  of  all  that  coin. 

Had  made  a  hundred  others  happy  too. 

If  so  willed  fate  or  fortunel    What  remained 

To  Kive  away,  should  rather  go  to  these 

Than  one  with  coin  to  olink  and  contemplate. 

Admetoe  had  his  share  and  mifirht  depart, 

'llie  rest  was  for  her  eiiilJr«)tt  and  herself. 

(Charop^  m  ikes  a  face  :  but  wait  awhile  !) 

>he  saw  thin>p9  plain  as  4  rOiU  do :  by  one  stroke 

iy  the  sword  that  rend*»  the  life-long  veil  away. 

(Also  Euripedes  saw  plain  enough: 

But  yon  and  I,  Charop^  I  — yon  and  I 

Will  trust  his  sight  until  our  own  grow  clear.) 

**  Snn,  and  thou  light  of  day,  and  heavenly 

dance 
O*  the  fleet  eloud  -  figare !  **  (so  her  passion 

paused. 
While  the  awe-stricken  husband  made  his  moan. 
Muttered  now  this  now  that  ineptitude : 
*'  ^>un  that  sees  thee  and  me,  a  suffering  pair, 
Who  did  the  Gods    no  wrong   whence    thon 

shouldst  die !  n 
Then^  as  if  caught  up.  carried  in  their  oonrse. 
Fleeting  and  free  as  cloud  and  sunbeam  are. 
She  missed  no  happiness  that  lay  beneath : 
**0  thon  wide  earth,  from  these  my  palace 

roofs, 
To  distant  nuptial  chambers  once  my  own 
In  that  lolkos  of  my  ancestry !  *'  — 
Then    the    flight  failed   her.    *'  Raise  thee, 

wretched  one  I 
Give  US  not  up  I    Pray  pity  from  the  Gods  I  '* 

Vainly  Admetos :  for  *^  I  see  it  —  see 
The  two-oared  boat  1    The  ferryer  of  the  dead, 
Charon,  hand  hard  upon  the  boatman  Vpole, 
Calls  me  —  even   now  calls  —  *  Why  aelayest 

thon? 
Quick  I    Thon  obstmotest  all  made  ready  here 
For  prompt  departure :  quick,  then ! '  ** 

'^Woekmal 
A  bitier  voyaira  this  to  nnderfro. 
Even  i'  the  telling  I    Adverse  Powers  above. 
How  do  ye  plNTue  na  I " 

Then  a  shiver  ran  : 
**  He  has  me  —  seest  not  ?  —  hales  me,  •—  who  is 

it?- 
To  the  hall  o'  the  Dead  —  ah,  who  bat  Hades' 

self. 
He,  with  the  wings  there,  glares  at  me,  one  gaze 
All  that  blue  brillianee,  under  the  eyebrow  1 
What  wilt  thou  do?    Unhand  me  I    Such  a 

way 
I  have  to  traverse,  all  unhappy  cme  I  " 

**  Way  —  piteous  to  thy  friends,  but,  most  of  all. 

He  and  thy  children :  ours  assuredly 

A  common  partnership  in  grief  like  this  I  *' 

Whereat  they  closed  about  her ;  but  **  Let  be  I 
Leave,  let  me  lie  now !    Strength  forsakes  my 

fent. 
Hades  in  here,  and  shadowy  on  my  eyes 


Comes   the    ni^rht   creeping.    Children  —  chil- 
dren, now 
Indeed,  a  mother  is  no  more  for  you ! 
Farewell,  O  children,  long  enjoy  the  lifl^t  1  ** 

"  Ah  me,  the  melancholy  word  I  hear, 
()ppree8ive  bejrond  every  kind  of  deatn  I 
No,  by  the  Deities,  take  heart  nor  dare 
To  give  me  up  —  no,  by  our  children  too 
&Iaae  orphans  of  1    But  rise,  be  resolute. 
Since,  thou  departed,  I  no  more  remain  1 
Fur  in  thee  are  we  bound  up,  to  exist 
Or  ceaae  to  be  —  so  we  adore  thy  love  1  ** 

—  Which  brought  out  truth  to  judgment.    At 

this  word 
And  protestation,  all  the  truth  in  her 
Claimed  to  assert  itself:  she  waved  awav 
The  blue-eyed  blaok-wing'd  phantom,  held  in 

check 
The  advancing  psgeantry  of  Hades  there. 
And,  with  no  ohanise  in  her  own  countenance, 
She  fixed  her  eyes  on  the  protesting  man. 
And  let  her  lips  unlock  their  sentence,  — so  I 

**  Admetos,  —  how    things   go   with   me   thou 

seesi,  ~~ 
I  wish  to  teU  thee,  ere  I  die,  what  things 
I  will  should  follow.     I  —  to  honor  thee, 
Secure  for  thee^  by  my  own  sours  exchange, 
Continued  looking  on  the  daylight  here  — ^ 
Die  for  thee  —  yet,  if  so  I  pleased,  might  live. 
Nay,  wed  what  man  of  Tiie«aly  1  would. 
And  dwell  i'  the  dome  with  pomp  and  queenli- 

ness. 
I  would  not,  —  would  not  live  bereft  of  thee, 
With  children  orphaned,  neither  ^rank  at  all. 
Though  having  gif  ta  of  vou^  wherein  I  ioyed. 
Yet.  who  begot  thee  ana  who  gave  thee  birth. 
Both  of  these  gave  thee  up :  no  leas,  a  term 
Of  life  was  reached  when  death  became  them 

weU, 
Ay,  well  —  to  save  their  child  and  glorious  die : 
Since  thou  wast  all  they  had,  nor  hope  re- 
mained 
Of  haviiu;  other  children  in  thy  place. 
So,  I  and  thou  had  lived  out  our  full  time. 
Nor  thou,  left  lonely  of  thy  wife,  wouldst  groan 
With  chUdien  reared  in  orphanage :  but  thus 
Some  God  disposed  things,  willed  theyao  should 

be. 
Be  the^  so  I    Now  do  thou  remember  this. 
Do  me  m  turn  a  favor  —  favor,  since 
Certainljr  I  shall  never  claim  my  due. 
For  nothing  is  more  precious  than  a  Ufe : 
But  a  fit  favor,  as  thvself  wilt  say. 
Loving  our  children  here  no  leas  than  I, 
If  head  and  heart  be  sonnd  in  thee  at  least. 
Uphold  them,  make  them  masters  of  mjr  house. 
Nor  wed  and  give  a  step<dame  to  the  pair. 
Who,  being  a  worse  wile  than  I,  through  spite 
Will  raise  her  hand  against  both  thine  and 

mine. 
Never  do  this  at  least,  I  prav  to  thee  I 
For  hostile  the  new-comer,  the  step-dame. 
To  the  old  brood — a  very  viper  she 
For  gentleness!      Here  stand  they,  boy  and 

giri; 
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The  boy  has  got  a  &ther,  a  dflif  enee 
Tower-like,  he  gpeaks  to  fuid  has  answer  from : 
But  thon,  my  girl,  how  will  th^  Tirginhood 
Conclude  itself  in  marriage  fittmgly  f 
Upon  what  sort  of  sire-found  yoke-fellow 
Art  thoa  to  chance  ?  with  all  to  mprehend  — 
Lest,  casting  on  thee  some  onkind  report. 
She  blast  thy  nuptials  in  the  bloom  ot  youth. 
F'or  neidier  shall  thy  mother  watch  thee  wed, 
Nor  hearten  thee  in  childbirth,  standing  by 
Just  when  a  mother *s  presence  helps  the  most  I 
No,  for  I  have  to  die :  and  this  my  ill 
C'omes  to  me,  nor  to-morrow,  no,  nor  yet 
The  third  day  of  the  month,  but  now,  even 

now, 
I  shall  be  reckoned  among  those  no  more. 
Farewell,  be  happy  !    And  to  thee,  indeed. 
Husband,  the  boast  remains  permissible 
Thou  hadst  a  wife  was  worthy !  and  to^u. 
Children  ;  as  good  a  mother  gave  yoa  birth. 

**  Have    courage !  ^*    inteiposed   the    friends. 

"  For  him 
I  have  no  scruple  to  declare  —  all  this 
Will  he  perform,  except  he  fail  of  sense.*' 

''All    this   shall    be  — shall    be!'*    Admetos 

seabed: 
*'Fear   not  I    And,  since  I  had    thee  living, 

dead 
Alone  wilt  thou  be  called  my  wife  :  no  fear 
That  some  Thessalian  ever  styles  herself 
Bride,  hails  this  man  fur  husband  in  thy  place  ! 
No  woman,  be  she  of  such  lofty  line 
C>r  such  surpassing  beauty  otherwise  t 
£noQ^  of  children :  gain  from  these  I  have. 
Such  only  may  the  Gods  grant  I  since  in  thee 
Absolute  is  our  loss,  where  all  was  gain.  ^ 
And  I  shall  bear  for  thee  no  yearlong  grief. 
But  grief  that  lasts  while  my  own  days  last, 

love  1 
Love !    For  my  hate  is  she  who  bore  me,  now : 
And  lum  I  hate,  my  father:  loving-ones 
Trulv,  in  word  not  deed !    But  thou  didst  pay 
All  aearest  to  thee  down,  and  buy  my  life, 
Saving  me  so  I    Is  there  not  cause  enough 
That  I  who  part  with  such  oompaaionsmp 
In  thee,  should  make  my  moan  ?    I  moan,  and 

more: 
For  I  will  end  the  feastings  —  social  flow 
O*  the  wine  friends  flock  tor,  garlands  and  the 

Muse 
That  graced  my  dwelling.    Never  now  for  me 
To  touch  the  Ijrre,  to  lift  my  soul  in  song 
At  summons  of  the  Lydian  flute  ;  since  thou 
From  out  my  life  hast  emptied  all  the  joy ! 
And  this  thy  body,  in  thy  likeness  wrought 
By  some  wise  hand  of  the  artificers. 
Shall  lie  disposed  within  my  marriage-bed  : 
This  I  wiU  tall  on,  this  enfold  about, 
(^all  by  thy  name,  —  my  dear  wife  in  my  arms 
Kven  though  I  have  not,  I  shall  seem  to  have  — 
A  cold  delight,  indeed,  but  aU  the  same 
So  should  I  lignten  of  its  weight  my  soul  t 
And,  wandering  my  way  in  dreams  perehance, 
Thyself  wilt  bless  me:  for,  come  when  they 

will, 
Kvon  by  night  our  loves  are  sweet  to  see. 


But  were  the  tongue    and    tune  ol  Oiplieas 

mine. 
So  that  to  Kor4  orfing,  or  her  lord, 
In  hymns,  from  Iiades  I  might  rsseua  thee  — 
Down  would  I  go,  and  neither  Plouton's  dog 
Nor  Charon,  he  whose  oar  sends  souls  anrnnii. 
Should  stay  me  till  again  I  made  thee  stend 
Living,  within  the  light !    But,  failing  this. 
There,  where  thou  art,  await  me  when  I  die. 
Make  ready  our  abode,  my  housemate  still  I 
For  in  the  selfsame  oeaar,  me  with  thee 
Will  I  provide  that  these  our  friends  ahall 

place, 
Mv  side  lay  close  by  thy  side  I    Never,  ootpse 
Although  I  be,  would  I  division  bear 
From  thee,  my  faithful  one  of  all  the  wocld  I 


ft 


So  he  stood  sobbing :  nowise  insincere. 
But  somehow  child-like,  like  his  ohiMren,  like 
Childishness  the  world  over.    What  was  new 
In  this  announcement  that  his  wtf e  muat  die  ? 
What  particle  of  pain  beyond  the  pact 
He  made,  with  eyes  wide  open,  long  ago  — 
Made  ana  was,  if  not  fflad,  content  to  make  ? 
Now  that  the  sorrow,  ne  had  called  for.  came. 
He  sorrowed  to  the  height :  none  heard  nim  say. 
However,  what  would  seem  so  pertinent, 
''  To  keep  this  pMt,  I  find  surpass  my  power: 
Rescind  it,  Moirai  I    Give  me  oaek  her  Hie, 
And  take  the  life  I  kept  by  base  exchange  ! 
Or,  failing  that,  here  standa  your  langhiag^ 

stock 
Fooled  bv  you,  worthy  just  the  fate  o*  the  fool 
Who  makes  a  pother  to  escape  tha  best 
And  gain  the  worst  you  wiser  Powers  allot ! " 
No,  not  one  word  of  this :  nor  did  his  wife 
Despite  the  sobbing,  and  the  silsnee  soon 
To  follow,  judge  so  much  was  in  his  thought  — 
Fancy  that,  should  the  Moirai  aequissee. 
He  would  relinmrish  life  nor  let  her  die. 
The  man  was  like   some  merchant  who,  ia 

storm. 
Throws  the  freight  over  to  redeem  the  ahip : 
No  question,  saving  both  were  better  stiU. 
As  it  was,  —  why,  ne  sonowed,  whioh  snffiesd. 
So,  aU  she  seemed  to  notice  in  his  speech 
Was  what  concerned  her  ohildrso.    Children. 

too. 
Bear  the  grief  and  accept  tiie  saorifieeb 
Rightlv   rules   nature :   does   the    blossomed 

bough 
O*  the  grape-vine,  or  the  dry  grape*8  self,  bleed 

wine  ? 

So,  bending  to  her  children  all  her  love. 
She  fastened  on  their  father's  only  word 
To  purpose  now,  and  followed  it  with  this : 
*'  O  children,  now  yourselves  have  heard  these 

things  — 
Your  father  saying  he  will  never  wed 
Another  woman  to  be  over  you. 
Nor  yet  dishonor  me !  ** 

'*  And  now  at  least 
I  say  it,  and  I  will  aeoompliah  too  t  ** 

**  Then,  for  such  promise  of  aocomfJiahmcnt, 
Take  from  my  hand  these  ohiMren  f  " 
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Doar  g^t  from  the  dear  luuid  I  *' 

^*  Do  thou  beoome 
Mother,  mam,  to  theie  ehiUxw  iaaiy  pkoer* 

**  (keet  the  Moewaty,  I  flh<»iild  he  ao. 
At  leMt,  to  theee  bereered  of  thee  t  '* 


"ChiM-ehiUt 
Just  when  I  needed  rooet  to  Ihre.  below 
Am  I  deportiiig  Itqbi  ye«  both  I  *' 

"Ahmel 
And  wh«t  iheU  I  do,  then,  left  UxMly  thw  ?  ** 


thee:   whe  ie  deed  U 

thee--take,  by   the  Ood« 

''  We  aie  ealAMent,  we  who  die  for  thee.'' 
O  Poweis,  ye  wklow  me  of  whet  n  wife  I  '* 


^^Tnne   wUl 
nenght.'* 

'*Take  me 

below ! '' 


ii 


**  And  truly  the  dimmed  eye  dmwi  eerthward 
now!" 

' '  Wit%^  if  thoa  leer'st  mo,  I  am  loet  indeed  I ' * 


•*She 


»i 


waa—now  is  nothinf*  thou  mayst 


**BeMe  thy   faee,  nor  fonako  thy    ohUdren 

thiu!'' 

*^  Ah,  willingly  indeed  I  leave  them  not  I 
But  —  fare  ye  well,  my  children  I '' 


Look!'* 


»* 


**  Look  on  them— 

I  am  nothmgneei.'* 

''  What  doet  thou  ?    Leav'st  .  .  /* 


**  FaraweU  I " 

And  in  the  breath  ehe  pamed  away. 
**  Undone  —  me  roiaenible !  "  moaned  the  king^ 
While  friends  releaeed  the  lonireuapended  siipn. 
*'  Gone  b  ehe :  no  wife  for  Admetoe  more  1 " 

Sneh  was  the  signal :  how  the  woe  broke  f  orth« 
Why  tell? — or  how  the  children's  tears  ran 

fast 
Bidding  their  father  note  the  eyelids'  stare. 
Hands  droop,  eaoh  dreadful  cirenmstanee  of 

death. 


Never 


inaL    lie  had  need  Lwfnitfftf 


**  Ay,  she  hears  not,  she  eeee  not :  I  and  yon, 
'Tie  plain,    are  stricken   hard   and  have  to 

bear  I " 
Waa  all  Admetoe  answered  ;  for,  I  indge, 
He  only  now  began  to  taste  the  tmlk : 
The  thing  done  lay  revealed*  which  nndone 

thing. 
Reheareed  far  fact  by  f aaif ,  M  the  bert, 


iNever  can  eqnai.    no  um  ueea  mmsett 
Thb  lonf  while  (as  he  nsntUred  preseatly) 
To  practise  with  the  tsnns,  the  blow  involved 
By  the  hargnhi,  sharp  to  bear^  but  bearable 
Because  of  phun  advantage  at  the  end. 
Now  that,  in  faot  not  fancy,  the  blow  fell  — 
Needs  must  he  busy  hire  wkh  thesurptiM. 
*^  Alkestis--  not  to  see  her  nor  be  seen, 
Hear  nor  be  heard  of  by  her,  any  mere 
To-day,  te-raorrow,  to  the  end  m  thne  — 
Did  I  mean  thk  ahonhi  bay  my  life  r  *' Ihoi^t 
he. 

So,  friends  came  round  hfan,  took  him  by  the 


Bade  him  rsnember  oar  moi 

Its  due,  its  doom :  how  neither  was  he  fiiel. 

Nor  would  be  last,  to  thus  deplore  the  loved. 

'*  I  nndemtaad,"  slow  the  words  came  at  last. 

"  Nor  of  a  sudden  did  the  evil  here 

fly  on  me :  I  have  known  it  kmg  ago, 

Ay,  and  essayed  mnelf  in  misery ; 

Nothing  is  new.    You  have  to  stay,  yon  ^Mods, 

Because  the  next  need  is  to  carry  forth 

The  eerpse  here  :  yon  ninet  stay  and  do  your 

part. 
Chant  proper  psmn  to  the  Qod  below ; 
Drink  eaenfioe  he  likes  net.    I  decree 
That  all  ThesMliana  over  whom  I  rule 
Hold  grief  in  common  with  me :  let  them  shenr 
Their  looks,  and  be  the  peplne  black  they  show ! 
And  yon  who  to  the  ehariot  yoke  your  stseds. 
Or  manage  steeds  one  frontleted,  —  I  charge, 
Clip  from  eaoh  neck  with  steel  the  mane  away  t 
And  through  my  citv,  nor  of  flute  nor  lyre 
Be  there  a  sound  till  twelve  full  moons  succeed. 
For  I  shall  never  bury  any  corpee 
Dearer  than  this  to  me,  nor  better  friend  : 


One  worthy  of  all  honor  from  me,  since 
Me  she  has  died  for,  she  and  she  akme." 

With  that,  he  sought  the  inmost  of  the  house. 
He  and  his  dead,  to  get  grave's  fenmitnre. 
While  the  friends  sang  the  pnan  that  should 

**  Daughter  of  Peliss,  with  farewell  from  me, 
V  the  house  of  Hades  have  thy  unsunned  home  ! 
Let  Hades  know,  the  dark-haired  deity,  — 
And  he  who  sits  to  row  and  steer  alike. 
Old  corpse-condnotor,  let  him  know  he  bean 
Over  the  Acherontian  lake,  this  time, 
r  the  twoKiared  boat,  the  beet  —  oh,  best  by  far 
Of  womankind  I    For  thee,  Alkeetri  Queen  ! 
Manv  a  time  those  haunters  el  the  Muse 
Shall  sing  thee  to  the  seven  etiiiigcd  mountain* 

shell,  , 
And  glorify  in  hymns  that  need  no  harp. 
At  Sparta  when  the  eyde  comes  about. 
And  that  Kanieian  month  wherein  the  moon 
Riaee  and  never  sets  the  whole  nig^t  through : 
So  too  at  splendid  and  magnifloent 
AthenaL    Snob  the  spread  of  thy  renown. 
And  such  the  lay  that,  dying,  thou  hast  left 
Singer  and  saTsr.    Oh  that  I  availed 
Of  my  own  might  to  send  th«e  onee  again 
From  Hadise'  hal^  Kokutos'  strmm,  by  help 
O'  the  oar  that  dip*  the  river,  hack  to^lay  f" 
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So,  the  song:  sank  to  pntttle  in  her  nnuse : 
**  Light,  from  above  thee,  lady,  fail  the  earth, 
Thou  only  one  of  womankind  to  die, 
Wife  for  her  husband  I    If  Admetoe  take 
Anything  to  him  like  a  second  spouse  — 
Hate  from  his  offspring  and  from  us  shall  be 
His  pmtion.  let  the  long  assure  himself  I 
No  mind  his  mother  had  to  hide  in  earth 
Her  body  for  her  son's  sake,  nor  his  sire 
Had  heart  to  save  whom  he  begot,  —  not  they, 
The  white-haired  wretches  I  only  thou  it  was, 
I'  the  bloom  of  youth,  didst  save  him  and  so 

die! 
Might  it  be  mine  to  chance  on  such  a  mate 
And  partner  1    For  there 's  penury  in  life 
Of  such  allowance :  were  she  mine  at  least, 
^^o  wonderful  a  wife,  assuredly 
She  would  companion  me  throughout  my  days 
And  never  once  bring  sorrow  !  '* 

A  great  voice  — 
"  My  hosts  here  I '' 

Oh,  the  thrill  that  ran  through  us ! 
Never  was  an^ht  so  good  and  opportune 
As  that  great  interrupting  voice  !     For  see  I 
Here  nuumdered  this  dispirited  old  age 
Before  the  palace ;  whence  a  something  crept 
Which  told  us  well  enough  without  a  word 
What  was  anloing  inside,  —  every  touch 
O*  the  garland  on  those  temples,  tenderest 
Duiposare  of  each  arm  along  its  side. 
Game  pntting  out  what  warmth  i*  the  world 

was  left. 
Then,  as  it  hanpens  at  a  sacrifice 
When,  drop    oy  drop,   some  lustral    bath  is 

brimmed  : 
Into  the  thin  and  clear  and  cold,  at  once 
They  slaughter  a  whole  wine^in;  Bacchoe* 

Sets  the  white  water  all  aflame  :  even  so. 
Sudden  into  the  midst  of  sorrow,  leapt 
Along  with  the  gay  cheer  of  that  great  voice, 
Hope,  joy,  salvation  :  Herakles  was  here ! 
Himself,  o*  the  threshold,  sent  his  voice  on  first 
To  herald  all  that  human  and  divine 
I*  the  weary  happy  face  of  him.  —  half  Ood, 
Half  man,  which  made  the  god-part  Qod  the 


^*  Hosts  mine,'*  he  broke  upon  the  sorrow  with, 
**  Inhabitants  of  this  Pheraian  soil. 
Chance  I  npon  Admetos  inside  here  ?  '* 

The  irresistible  sound  whol«>snroe  heart 
O*  the  hero,  —  more  than  all  the  mightiness 
At  labor  in  the  limbs  that,  for  man*s  sake, 
labored  and  meant  to  labor  their  life-long,  — 
This  drove  back,  dried  up  sorrow  at  its  source. 
How  could  it  brave  the  happy  weary  langh 
Of  who  had  bantered  eorrow,  *''  Sorrow  here  ? 
What  have  vou  done  to  keep  yonr  friend  from 

harmr 
Could  no  one  give  the  life  I  see  he  keeps  ? 
Or,  say  there  *s  sorrow  here  past  friendly  help, 
Whjr  waste  a  word  or  let  a  tear  escape 
While  other  sorrows  wait  yoti  in  the  world. 
And  want  the   life  of    yon,  though  helpl 

here?'* 
Clearly  thare  was  no  telling  such  an  one 


How,  when  their  monarch  tried  who  loved  him 

more 
Than  he  loved  them,  and  found  they  loved,  as 

he, 
Each  man,  himself,  and  held,  no  otherwiae. 
That,  of  all  evils  in  the  worla,  the  worst 
Was  —  being   forced  to    die,  whate'er  death 

gain : 
How  all  this  selfishness  in  him  and  them 
Caused  oertun  sorrow  which  they  sang  about,  — 
I  think  that  Herakles,  who  held  hisUfe 
Out  on  htB  hand,  for  any  man  to  take  — 
I  think  his  laugh  had  marred  their  threnody. 

*"*  He  is  in  the  house,"  they  answered.    After 

all. 
They  might  have  told  the  story,  talked  their 

best 
About  the  inevitable  sorrow  here, 
Nor  changed  nor  checked  the  kindly  nature,  — 

no ! 
So  long  as  men  were  merely  weak,  not  bad. 
He  loved  men :  were  they  Oods  he  used  to  help  ? 
**  Yea,  Pheres'  son  is  in-doors,  Herakles. 
But  say,  what  sends  thee  to  lliesBaljan  soil. 
Brought    by  what    business    to    this    Pkerai 


town 


h 


**  A  certain  labor  that  I  have  to  do 
Eurustheus  the  Tirunthian,"  laughed  the  God. 

**  And  whither  wandest  ~  on  what  wandering 
Bound  now  ?  "  (They  had  an  instinct,  guessed 

what  meant 
Wanderings,  labors,  in  the  God's  light  moath.) 

**  After  the  Thrakian  Diomedes*  car 
With  the  four  horses." 

''  Ah,  but  canst  thoa  thatf 
Art  inexperienced  in  thy  host  to  be  ?  '* 

^^All-inexperienced  :  I  have  never  gooe 
As  yet  to  the  land  o'  the  Bistonea." 

**  Then,  look 
By  no  means  to  be  master  of  the  steeds 
Without  a  batUe  I " 

**  Battle  there  may  be : 
I  must  refuse  no  labor,  all  the  same." 

'*  Certainly,  either  having  slain  a  foe 
Wilt  thou  return  to  us,  or,  slain  thyself. 
Stay  there !  " 

**  And,  even  if  the  game  be  lo. 
The  risk  in  it  were  not  the  first  I  run." 

**  But,  say  thou  overpower  the  lordo'  the  plaee. 
What  more  advantage  dost  expect  thereby  f  '* 

*'  I  shall  drive  off  his  hones  to  the  king." 

No  easy  haadUng  them  to  bit  the  jaw  I " 


hi 


*'  Easy  enongh  ;  except,  at  leaat,  they  breathe 
Fire  from  their  nostrils ! " 

*'  But  they  mines  vp  msa 
With  those  qviok  jaws  I  ** 
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**  You  talk  of  provender 
For   moimtaiiirbeaBti.  and   not  mere   hones' 
food  I" 

"  Thoa    inayet  behold  their   mangers   oaked 
with  gore  1 " 

**  And  of  what  sire  does  he  who  bred  them  boast 
Himself  the  son?'' 

**  Of  Ares,  king  o'  the  targe  — 
Thrakian,  of  gold  throngfaout/* 

Another  laugh. 
**  Why,  just  the  labor,  just  the  lot  for  me 
Dust  thou  deseribe  ia  what  I  reoof^ize  1 
Sinee  hard  and  harder,  his^  and  mgher  yet. 
Truly  this  lot  of  mine  b  luu  to  go 
If  I  must  needs  ioin  battle  with  the  brood 
Of  Ares :  ajs  I  fought  Lukaon  first. 
And  again,  Kuknos :  now  engsge  in  strife 
lliis  third  time,  with  such  horses  and  such  lord. 
But  there  is  nobody  shall  ever  see 
Alkmen^'s  son  shrmk  foemen's  hand  before !  ** 

—  **0r   erer    hear    him    say*'  (the    Chorus 

thought) 
*^  That  deaih  is  terrible ;  and  help  us  so 
To  chime  in  —  *  terrible  beyond  a  doubt, 
And,  if  to  thee,  why,  to  onrseWes  much  more  : 
Know  what  has  happened,  then,  and  sympa- 

Uii2eM'' 
Therefore  they  gladly  stopped  the  disloipie, 
Shifted  the  buraen  to  new  shoulder  straight. 
As,  **  Look  where  oomes  the  lord  o*  the  land, 

himself, 
Admetos,  from  the  palace  !  "  they  outbroke 
111  some  surprise,  as  well  as  much  relief. 
What  had  induced  the  kin^  to  waive  his  right 
And  luxury  of  woe  in  lonehness  ? 


Out  he  came  quietly  ;  the  hair  was  olij^t. 
And  tlie  garb  sable ;  else  no  outward  sign 
Of  sorrow  as  he  ^ame  and  faced  his  friend. 
Was  truth  fast  terrifying  tears  away  ? 
**  Hail,  ehild  of  Zeus,  and  sprung  from  Perseus 

too!" 
The  salutatioa  ran  without  a  fault. 


*4 


And  thou,  Admetos,  King  of  Thessaly  I 


»» 


**  Would,  as  thou  wishest  me,  the  grace  might 

faUI 
But  my  good-wisher,  that  thou  art,  I  know." 

**  What 's  here  ?   these  shorn  locks,  this  sad 
show  of  thee?" 

**  I  must  inter  a  certain  corpse  to-day." 

*'Now,  from    thy  children    God   avert    mis- 
chance 1" 


«« 


They  live,  my  children ;  all  are  ia  the  house  I 


It 


**  Thy  father  —  if  H  is  he  departs  i 
His  sge  was  ripe  at  least." 

"  Mv  father  tivee. 
And  she  who  bore  roe  lives  too,  Ileraklea." 


''It  cannot  be  thy  wife  Alkestis gooe ?  " 

''  Twofold  the  tale  is,  I  can  tell  of  her." 

"  Dead  dost  thou  speak  of  her,  or  living  yet  ?  " 

**  She  is  —  and  is  not:  hence  the  pain  to  me  !  " 

**  I  learn  no  whit  the  more,  so  dark  thy  speech !  " 

**  Know'st  thou  not  on  what  fate  she  needs 
must  faU  ?  " 


t* 


ti 


»» 


I  know  she  is  resigned  to  die  for  thee. 

How  lives  she  still,  then,  if  submitting  so? 

''  £h,  weep  her  not  beforehand  I  wait  till  then  I " 

'*  Who  is  to  die  is  dead ;  doing  is  done.'' 

"  To  be  and  not  to  be  are  thought  diverse." 

''  Thou  judgest  this— I,  that  way,  HeraUes ! " 

^*  Well,  bat  declare  what  causes  thy  complaint ! 
Who  is  the  man  has  died  from  out  toy  friends?  '* 

"  No  man :  I  had  a  woman  in  my  mind." 

**  Alien,  or  some  one  bom  akin  to  thee  ?  " 

Alien  :  but  still  related  to  my  house." 

How  did  it  happen  then  that  here  she  died  ?  '* 

**  Her  father  dying  left  his  orphan  here. 


»«  Ai:. 


*i 


»» 


kt 


Alas,  Admetos  —  would  we  found  thee  gay. 
Not  grieving  I " 

'*  What  as  if  about  to  do 
Subjoinest  thou  that  comment  ?  " 

''IshaUseek 
Another  hearth,  proceed  to  other  hosts." 

'"  Never,  O  king,  shall  that  be  1    No  such  ill 
Betide  me ! " 

'*  Nay,  to  mourners  should  there  come 
A  guest,  he  proves  importunate  I  " 

*' The  dead  — 
Dead  are  they  :  but  go  thou  within  my  house  I 


»i 


it  «nf»' 


Tis   base    carousing    beside    friends    who 


mourn. 


II 


"  The  guest-rooms,  whither  we  shall  lead  thee, 

lie 
Apart  from  onis." 

**  Nay,  let  me  go  my  way  ! 
Ten-thousandfold  the  favor  I  shall  thank !  " 

**  It  may  not  be  thou  goest  to  the  hearth 

Of  any  man  but  me  I     80  made  an  end 

Admetos,  softly  and  decisively. 

Of  the  altercation.    Herakles  forbore : 

And  the  king  bade  a  servant  lead  the  way. 

Open  the  gnest-rooins  ranged  remote  from  view 
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()'  the  main  hail,  tell  the  fimotioiiariei,  nozt, 
Thev  had  to  furnish  forth  a  plenteous  teast : 
And  then  shvt  doM  the  doon  o*  the  hall,  nud- 

way, 
*'  Because  it  b  not  proper  friends  who  fesst 
bhonld  hear  a  groaning  or  be  grieved,'*  quoth 

he. 

Whereat  the  hero,  who  was  troth  itself. 
Let  out  the  smile  a^ain,  repressed  awhile 
Like  fountain-brilliance  one  forbids  to  play. 
He  did  too  many  grandnesses,  to  note 
Much  in  the  meaner  things  about  his  path : 
And  stepping  there,  with  face  towards  the  sun, 
Stopped  seldom  to  pluck  weeds  or  ask  their 


Therefore  he  took  Admetos  at  the  word : 
This  trouble  must  not  hinder  anr  more 
A  true  heart  from  good  will  ana  pleasant  ways. 
And  so,  the  great  ann,  which  had  slain  the 

snake, 
Stnuned  his  f  nend*s  head  a  mcment  in  embrace 
On  that  broad  breast  beneath  the  lion's  hide, 
Till  the  king's  cheek  winced  at  the  thick  rough 

gold  ; 
And  then  strode  off,  with  who  had  care  of 

him. 
To  the  remote  guest-chamber :  glad  to  gire 
Poor  flesh  and  blood  their  respite  and  nlief 
In  the  intenrid  'twizt  fight  and  fight  again  — 
All  for  the  worid's  sake.     Our  eyes  followed 

him. 
Be  sure,  till  those  mid-doon  shut  as  outside. 
The  king,  too,  watched  great  Herakles  go  off 
All  futh,  loTe,  and  obe<uence  to  a  friend. 

And  when  they  quesUoiied  him,  the  simple 

ones, 
**  What  dost  thou  f    Such  caUunity  to  face, 
Lies  full  before  thee  —  and  thou  art  so  bold 
As  play  the  host,  Admetos  ?    Hast  thy  wits  ?  " 
lie  refuied  calmly  to  each  chiding  tonrue : 
''  But  if  from  house  and  home  I  forced  away 
A  coming  guest,  wouldst  thou  have  praised  me 

more  I 
No,  trulv  I  since  calamity  were  mine. 
Nowise  aiminished  :  while  I  showed  myself 
ITnhappy  and  inhospitable  too : 
So  adding  to  my  ills  this  other  ill. 
That  mine  were  styled  a  strangei^hating  honse. 
Myself  hare  ever  found  this  man  the  best 
Of  entertainers  when  I  went  his  way 
To  parched  and  thirsty  Argos.'' 

**  If  so  be- 
Why  didst  thou  hide  what  destiny  was  here. 
When  one  came    that   was   kindly,  as   thou 

say'st?" 

*'  He  ncTcr  would  have  willed  to  cross  my  door 
Had  he  known  aught  of  my  calamities. 
And  probably  to  some  of  yon  I  seem 
t^nwise  enoui^  in  doing  what  I  do  ; 
Such  wiU  scarce  praise  me  :  but  these  halls  of 

mine 
Know  not  to  drive  off  Mid  dishonor  guests." 

And  so,  the  dntr  done,  he  turned  once  more 
To  go  Mid  busy  him  about  his  dead. 


As  for  the  syrapathiBers  left  to  mnse. 
There  was  a  change,  a  new  light 

things, 

Contagion  from  the  magnanimity 
0' the  man  whose  life  la^  on  his  haad  so  Ught, 
As  up  he  stepped,  pursuing  duty  still 
**  Higher  and  narder,"  as  He  laughed  and  aaid. 
Sonehow  thay  fboad  no  f oUy  now  in  the  ant 
They  blamed  erewhile :  Admetos'  priTafee  (rief 
Shrank  to  a  somewhat  pettier  obstacle 
I'  the  wav  o'  the  worid:   they  saw  goad  di^fs 


And  good  days,  peradventars,  still  might  be. 
Now  that  they  overlooked  the  prsssnt  elond 
Heavy  upon  the  palaos  opposite. 
And  soon  the  thought  took  words  and  music 
thns:~ 

**  Harbor  of  many  a  straaeer,  free  tofnend. 

Bver  and  alwavs,  O  thou  nouss  o'  the  man 

We  mourn  for  I    Thee,  ApoUon's  very  self. 

The  Ijrrie  Pvthian,  deigned  inhabit  ones, 

Become  a  shepherd  here  in  thy  domains. 

And  pipe,  adown  the  wiadiag  hillside  patfas. 

Pastoral  marriage-poems  to  thv  flocks 

At  feed :  while  with  them  fed  in  f ellowahip. 

Through  joy  i'  the  music,  spot-skin  lymna ;  ay. 

And  lions  too,  the  bloody  company. 

Came,  leaving  Othrus'  dell;  and  romd  thy 

lyre, 
Phoibcs,  there  danced  the  speekle^eoatad  fawn. 
Pacing  on  lishtsome  fetlock  past  the  pma 
Trom  topped,  the  creature's  natural  boundary 
Into  the  oi>en  everywhere ;  such  heart 
Had  she  within  her,  beatinff  joyous  beata. 
At  the  sweet  reassurance  of  thy  song  1 
Therefore  the  lot  o'  the  master  is,  to  live 
In  a  home  multitudinous  with  herds, 
Along  by  the  faii^flowing  Boibian  lake. 
Limited,  that  ploughed  ^d  and  psatare-nlain, 
Onlv  where  stand  the  sun's  stseds,  stabled  west 
I'  the  cloud,  by  that  mid-air  whicn  makns  the 

clime 
Of  those  Molossoi:  and  he  rules  as  well 
O'er  the  Aigaiau,  up  to  Pelion's  shore,  — 
Searstretch  without  a  port  I     8neh  lord  have 

we: 
And  here  he  opens  house  now,  as  <»f  oU, 
Takes  to  the  heart  of  it  a  guest  again : 
Though  moist  the  eyelid  <a  Uie  master,  still 
Mourning   his    dear   wife's    body,    dead    bnt 

now  I " 

And  thev  admired :  nobility  of  soul 
Was  self-impelled  to  reverenee,  they  saw : 
The  best  men  ever  prove  the  wiiest  too: 
Something  instinctive  guides  them  i^  aright. 
And  on  each  soul  this  boldnem  settled  now. 
That  one  who  reverenced  the  Gods  so  mneh 
Would   prosper   yet:    (or  —  I   oonU  wish   it 


Who  venerates  the  Gods  V  the  main  will  still 
Practise    things    honest    though   ofaaenre    to 
judge). 

Thev  ended,  for  Admetos  entered  now  ; 
Having  disposed  all  duteously  indoors. 
He  came  into  tho  outside  wond  again. 
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Qniet  a«  ever :  but  m  quietade 

Bent  on  puraoing  ita  oesoent  to  truth. 

As  who  mutt  grope  until  he  gain  the  eround 

O*  the  dungeon  doomed  to  be  hk  dwellinfir  now. 

Alreadj  high  o'er  head  was  piled  the  dusk. 

When  §omething  pushed  to  stay  his  downwaid 

step, 
Pluck  baok  despair  iost  reaching  its  repose. 
He  would  have  Didden  the  kind  pressnoe  there 
Observe  that,  —  since  the  corpse  was  coming 

out, 
Cared  for  in  all  things  that  befit  the  case, 
Carried  aloft,  in  deeencj  and  state. 
To  the  k»t  bnrial-^laoe  and  burning  pile,  — 
*Twere  proper  friends  addressed,  as  onstom 

l^rompts, 
Alkesta  bound  on  her  last  joomeying. 

^*  Ay,  for  we  see  thy  fatlier,**  they  subjoined, 
**  Advancing  as  the  aged  foot  best  may ; 
His  servants,  too :  each  bringing  in  his  hand 
Adommenti  for  thy  wife,  all  pomp  that  *s  due 
To  ^e  downwardnl welling  people.*'     And  in 

truth. 
By  slow  procession  till  they  filled  the  stage, 
(vame  Pheres,  and  his  f ollowiag,  and  their  gifts. 
You  see,  the  worst  of  the  interruption  was, 
It  plucked  baek,  with  an  over-hasty  hand, 
Adinetos  from  desoeading  to  the  truth, 
(I  told  you)  — put  him  on  the  brink  asatn. 
Full  i*  the  noise  and  glare  where  late  he  stood : 
With  no  fate  fallen  and  irrevocable. 
But  all  things  subject  still   to   chance    and 

change : 
And  that  chance  —  life,  and  that  change  — 

happiness. 
And  with  the  low  strife  came  ^e  little  mind : 
Ho  was  once  more  the  man  might  gain  so 

mudi. 
Life  too  and  wife  too,  would  his  friends  but 

help  I 
All  he  felt  now  was  that  there  faced  him  one 
Supposed  the  likeliest,  in  emersency. 
To  help:  and  help,  by  mere  selt-eacrifice 
80  natural,  it  seemed  as  if  the  sire 
Must  needs  lie  open  still  to  aigumeni, 
Withdraw  the  rash  deeisioo,  not  to  die 
But  rathcF  live,  though  death  would  save  his 


Argument  like  the  ignominious  grasp 
O*  the  drowner  whom   his  fellow 

fierce, 
Each  marvelling  that  the  other  needs  must 

hold 
Head  out  of  water,  though  friend  choke  there- 

by. 

And  first  the  father *8  salutation  fell. 
Burdened  he  came,  in  eommon  with  his  child. 
Who  lost,  none  would  gainsay,  a  good  chaste 

Tet  siMli  things  must  be  borne,  though  hard  to 


**  So,  take  this  tribute  of  adornment,  deep 
la  the  earth  let  it  descend  along  with  her  I 
Behooves  we  treat  the  body  with  respect 
-^  Of  one  who  died,  at  least,  to  save  thy  life. 
Kept  me  from  being  ehildlsss,  nor  allowed 


That  I,  bereft  of  thee,  should  peak  and  pine 

In  melancholy  age  1  she,  for  the  sex. 

All  of  her  sizars,  put  in  evidsnee, 

IW  daring  such  a  feat,  that  female  life 

Might  prove  more  excellent  than  men  suppose. 

O  tnon  Alkestis ! "  out  he  burst  in  fine, 

^'  Who,  while  thou  savedst  this  my  son,  didst 


Also  myself  from  sinking,  — haU  to  thee  I 
Well  be  it  with  thee  even  in  the  bouse 
Of  Hades !    I  mauitain,  if  mortals  must 
Marry,  this  sort  of  marriage  is  the  sole 
BBrmitted  those  among  them  who  are  wise  I " 


So  his  oration  ended.    Lake  hates  like  : 
Accordinglv  Admetos,  — full  i*  the  &oe 
Of  Pheres,  nis  true  father,  outward  shape 
And  inward  fashion,  body  matohiuK  mnl,  — 
Saw  just  himself  when  yean  should  do  their 

work 
And  reinforce  the  selfishnem  inride 
Until  it  pushed  the  last  disguise  away  : 
As  when  the  liquid  metal  cools  i*  the  mould. 
Stands  forth  a  statue :  bloodless,  hard,  cold 

bronze. 
So,  in  old  Pheres,  young  Admetos  showed. 
Pushed  to  oompletioa  :  and  a  shudder  ran. 
And  his  repugnance  soon  had  vent  in  speson: 
Glad  to  escme  outside,  nor,  pent  withm. 
Find  itself  there  fit  food  for  exnoreise. 

**  Neither  to  this  interment  called  by  me 
Comest  thou,  nor  thy  ptesonee  I  account 
Among  the  oovetable  proofs  of  love. 
As  for  thy  tribute  of  adomineat,— nol 
Ne'er  shall  she  don  it,  ne'er  in  debt  to  thee 
Be  buried  1    What   is  thine,  that  ke«»  thou 

stiUI 
Then  it  behooved  thee  to  comraiseiate 
When  I  was  perishing :  but  thou  —  who  stood^st 
Footrfree  o'  the  snare,  wast  acquiescent  then 
That  I,  the  young,  snould  die,  not  thou,  the 

old  — 
Wilt  thou  lament  this  corpse  thyself  hast  slain  ? 
Thou  wast  not,  then,  true  father  to  this  flesh ; 
Nor  she,  who  makes  profession  of  my  birth 
And  styles  herself  my  mother,  neither  slie 
Bore  me  :  but,  come  of  slave's  blood,  I  was  oast 
Stealthily  'neath  the  bosom  of  thy  wife  I 
Hiou  showedst,  put  to  touch,  the  thing  thou 

art. 
Nor  I  esteem  myself  bom  child  of  thee  I 
Otherwise,  thine  is  the  preSmiaenee 
O'er  all  the  world  in  cowardice  of  soul : 
Who,  being  the  old  man  thou  art,  arrived 
Where  life  should  end,  didst  neither  wHl  nor 

daie 
Die  for  thy  son,  but  laft  the  task  to  her, 
The  alien  woman,  whom  I  well  might  think 
Own,  only  mother  both  and  father  too  ! 
And  j9t  a  fair  strife  had  been  thine  to  strive, 
—  Dying  for  thy  own  child  ;  and  brief  for  thee 
In  any  ease,  the  rest  of  time  to  Uve  ; 
While  I  had  lived,  and  she,  our  rest  of  time. 
Nor  I  been  left  to  groan  in  solitude. 
Yet  certainly  all  things  which  happy  man 
Ought  to  experience,  thy  experienoe  grasped. 
Thou  wast  a  mler  through  toe  bloom  of  jrouth. 
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And  I  was  son  to  thee,  recipient  dne 

Of  floeptre  and  demesne,  —  no  need  to  fear 

That   dying   thon   shonldat  leave  an  orphan 

honae 
For  strangers  to  despoil.    Nor  yet  wilt  thoa 
Allege  that  as  dishonoring,  forsooth. 
Thy  length  of  days,  I  ^ve  thee  np  to  die,  — 
I,  who  have  held  thee  in  snch  reverence ! 
And  in  exchange  for  it,  such  gratitude 
Thou,   father, — thon    award^st    me,   mother 

mine  I  ^ 
Qo,  lose  no  time,  then,  in  heeetting  sons 
Shall  cherish  thee  in  age,  and,  when  thou  diest, 
Deck  up  and  lay  thee  out  as  corpses  claim  I 
For  never  1.  at  least,  with  this  mv  hand 
Will  bury  tnee :  it  is  myself  am  aead 
80  far  as  lies  in  thee,    fiut  if  I  light 
Uoon  another  savior,  and  still  see 
Tne  sunbeam,  —  his,  the  child  I  call  myself. 
His,  the  old  age  that  claims  ray  cherishing. 
How  vainly  do  these  aged  i>ray  for  deaUi, 
Abuse  the  slow  drag  of  senilil^  I 
But  should  death  step  up,  nobody  inclines 
To  die,  nor  age  is  now  tne  weight  it  was  !  *' 

You  see  what  all  this  poor  pretentions  talk 
Tried  at,  —  how  weakness  strove  to  hide  itself 
In  bluster  against  weakness,  —  the  loud  word 
To  hide  the  little  whisper,  not  so  low 
Already  in  that  heart  beneath  those  lips  I 
Ha,  could  it  be,  who  hated  cowardice 
Stood  confessed  craven,  and  who  lauded  so 
Solf-immolating  love,  himself  had  pushed 
The  loved  one  to  the  altar  in  his  place  ? 
Friends  interposed,  would  fain  stop  further  play 
O*  the  shar^^ged  toi^ne :    they  felt  love^ 

champion  here 
Had  left  an  undefended  point  or  two. 
The  antagonist  might  pront  by ;  bade  **  Pause  I 
Enough  the  present  anrmw  I    Nor,  O  son. 
Whet  thus  against  thyself  thy  father *!i  soul  I  " 

Ay,  but  old  Pheres  was  the  stouter  stuff  I 
Admetos,  at  the  flintiest  of  the  heart. 
Had  so  much  soft  in  him  as  held  a  fire : 
The  other  was  all  iron,  clashed  from  flint 
Its  fire,  but  shed  no  spark  and   showed   no 

bruise. 
Did  Pheres  crave  instruction  as  to  facts  ? 
He  came,  content,  the  ignoble  word,  for  him, 
Should  lurk  still  in   the    blackness   of   each 

breast. 
As  sleeps  the  watetnierpent  half  surmised  : 
Not  brought  up  to  the  surface  at  a  bound. 
By  one  touch  of  the  idly*prf>bing  spear. 
Reed-like  against  unconquerable  scale. 
He  came  pacific,  rather,  as  strength  should. 
Bringing  the  decent  praist>,  the  due  regret. 
And  each  banality  prescribed  of  old. 
Did  he  commence     Why  let  her  die  for  you  ?  " 
And  rouse  the  coiled  ana  quiet  ugliness, 
**  What  is  so  good  to  man  as  man*s  own  life  ?  '* 
No :  but  the  other  did  :  and,  for  his  pains. 
Out,  full  in  face  of  him,  the  venom  leapt. 

^  And  whom  dost  thon  make  bold,  son  —  Lnd- 

ian  slave. 
Or  Phrugian  whether,  money  made  thy  ware, 


To  drive  at  with  revilings?     Know*at  thon 

not 
I,  a  Thesaalian,  from  ThMsaKan  sire 
Spring  and  am  bom  legitimately  free  t 
Too  arrogant  art  thon ;  and.  youngster  words 
Casting  against  me,  having  had  thy  fling. 
Thou  goest  not  off  as  all  were  ended  ao  I 
I  gave  thee  birth  indeed  and  masteiship 
I'  the  mansion,  brought  thee  up  to  boot :  there 

ends 
My  owing,  nor  extends  to  die  for  thee ! 
Never  did  I  receive  it  as  a  law 
Hereditary,  no,  nor  (Ireek  at  all. 
That  sires  in  place  of  sons  were  bonnd  to  die. 
For,  to  thy  sole  and  single  self  wast  then 
Bom,  with  whatever  fortune,  good  or  bad  ; 
Snch  things  as  bear  bestowment,  those  thon 

hast: 
Already  ruling  widely,  broad  lands,  too. 
Doubt  not  but  I  shall  leave  thee  in  dnie  time: 
For  why  ?    My  father  left  me  them  before. 
WeU  then,  where  wrong  I  thee  ?  —  of  what  d^ 

fraud? 
Neither  do  thou  die  for  this  man.  mnelf , 
Nor  let  him  die  for  thee !  —  is  all  I  beg. 
Thou  joyest  seeing  daylight :  dost  suppose 
Thy  father  joys  not  too  ?    Undoubtedly, 
Long  I  account  the  time  to  pass  b^w. 
And  brief  my  span  of  days;  yet  sweet  the 

same : 
Is  it  otherwise  to  thee  who,  impudmit. 
Didst  fight  off  this  same  death,  and  livest  now 
Through  having  sneaked  past  fate  iqtportioaed 

thee. 
And  slain  thy  wife  so  ?    Cryeet  cowardice 
On  me,  I  wonder,  thon  —  whom,  poor  pc^troon, 
A  very  woman  worsted,  daring  death 
Jnst  for  the  sake  of  thee,  her  handsome  spark  ? 
Shrewdly  hast  thou  contrived  how  not  to  die 
Forevermore  now :  *t  is  but  still  persuade 
The    wife,  for   the  time  being,  to  take  thy 

place  1 
What,  and  thy  friends  who  would  not  do  the 

like. 
These  dost  thon  carp  at,  craven  thus  thyself  ? 
Crouch  and  be  silent,  craven  I    Comprehend 
That,  if  thon  lovest  so  that  life  of  tnine. 
Why,  everybody  loves  his  own  life  too : 
So,  good  words,  henceforth  I    If  thon  speak  na 

ill. 
Many  and  true  an  ill  thing  ahalt  then  hear !  ** 

There  yon  saw  leap  the  hydra  at  full  length  I 
Only,  tne  old  kept  glorying  the  more, 
The  more  Uie  portent  thus  uncoiled  itaelf. 
Whereas  the  young  man  shuddered  head  to  foot. 
And  shrank  from  kinship  with  the  creature. 

Why 
Snch  horror,  unless  what  he  hated  meet. 
Vaunting  itself  outside,  mifi^t  fairly  claim 
Acquaintance  with  the  counterpart  at  home  ? 
I  would  the  Chorus  here  had  plucked  op  heart, 
Spoken  out  boldly  and  explained  the  man. 
It  not  to  men,  to  Gods.    That  way,  I  think, 
Sophokles  would  have  led  their  dance  and  song. 
Here,  they  said  simply,  **  Too  much  evil  spoke 
On  both  sides  1 "    As  the  young  before,  ao  now 
They  bade  the  old  nuin  leave  aonsiaig  thna. 
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**  Let  him  speak,  —  I  have  spoken  I  "  said  the 

youth: 
And  BO  died  oat  the  wtanj^le  by  degrees, 
In  wretched  kiokeriiif?.    **  If  than  wiiioe  at  fact, 
Behooved  thee  not  prove  faulty  to  myriell;  1  ^' 


*» 


Had  I  died  for  thee  I  had  faulted  more ! 


»» 


*'  All^s  one,  then,  for  youth's  bloom  and  ace  to 
die?" 


\t 


Our  duty  is  to  live  one  life,  not  two  I  '* 


'*Go   then,  and    ontlive    Zeus,    for  anght   I 

I" 


«« 


What,   onrse  thy  parents  with  no   sort   of 


1} 


**  Curse,  truly  I    All  thou  lovest  is  long  life  I 


i» 


**  And  dost  not  thou,  too,  all  for  love  of  life. 
Carry  out  now,  in  place  of  thinot  this  oorpse  r  " 

**  Monument,  rather,  of  thy  oowardioe. 
Thou  wont  one  I  ** 

**  Not  for  me  she  died,  I  hope  I 
That,  thou  wilt  hardly  say  1 '' 

"  No ;  simply  this : 
Would,  some  day,  thou  mayst  oome  to  need 
myself  1 " 

**  Meanwhile,  woo  many  wives  —  the  more  will 
diet" 


»« 


And  so  shame  thee  who  never  dared  the  like  I 


»» 


**  Dear  is  this  light  o'  the  sun-god — dear,  I 
say  I" 

**  Proper  eandusion  for  a  beast  to  draw  I  ** 

**  One  thing  is  certain :  there  *s  no  laoghing 

now. 
As  oat  thou  bearest  the  poor  dead  old  man  I  " 

"  Die  when  thou  wilt,  thou  wilt  die  infamous ! " 

**  And  onoe  dead,  whether  famed  or  infamous, 
IshaUaotearer' 

"  Alas  and  vet  again  I 
How  foil  is  age  of  impudeney  1  '* 

"True  I 
Thou  oouldst  not  call  thy  young  wife  impu- 
dent: 
She  was  found  foolish  merely." 


"Get  thee  gone  I 
And  let  me  bury  this  my  dead  I " 

igo. 
Thoa  bariest  her  whom  thou  didst   murder 

first; 
Whereof  there 's  some  aeoount  to  render  yet 
Those  kinsfolk  by  the  marriage-side  1    I  thmk, 
Brother  Akastos  may  be  clsssed  with  me. 
Among  the  beasts,  not  men,  if  he  omit 
Avenging  upon  thee  his  snter's  blood  1 " 


"  Go  to  oerdition,  with  thy  housemate  tool 
Grow  ola  all  ohilolessly,  with  child  alive, 
Just  as  ye  merit !  for  to  me,  at  least. 
Beneath  the  same  roof  ne*er  do  ye  return. 
And  did  1  need  by  heralds^  help  renounce 
The  ancestral  hearth,  I  had    renounced   the 

samel 
But  we  —  since  this  woe,  lying  at  our  feet 
I^  the  path,  is  to  be  borne  —  let  us  proceed 
And  lay  the  body  on  the  pyre." 

I  think. 
What,  through  this  wretched  wrangle,  kept 

the  man 
From  seeing  clear  —  beside  the  cause  I  gave — 
Was,  that  the  woe.  himself  described  as  full 
I*  the  nath  before  liim,  there  did  really  lie  — 
Not  roll  into  the  abyss  of  dead  and  gone. 
How,  with  Alkestis  present,  calmly  crovmed, 
Was  she  so  irrecoverable  yet  — 
The  bird,  escaped,  that 's  just  on  bough  above. 
The   flower.   Jet  flutter  half-way   down   the 

brink? 
Not  so  detached  seemed  lifeleasneos  from  life 
But  —  one   dear  stretch  beyond  all  straining 

yet  — 
And  he  niirht  have  her  at  his  heart  once  more, 
When,  in  the  critical  minute,  up  there  comes 
The  father  and  the  fact,  to  trifle  time ! 

*^  To  the  pyre  I "  an  instinct  prompted :  pallid 

face. 
And  passive  arm  and  pointed  foot,  when  these 
No  longer  shall  absorb  the  sight.  O  friends, 
Admetos  will  begin  to  see  indeea 
Who  the  true  foe  was.  where  the  blows  should 

faU! 

So,  the  old  selfish  Pheres  went  his  wav. 

Case-hardened  as  he  came ;  and  left  the  youth, 

(Only  half  selfish  now,  since  sensitive) 

To  TO  on  learning  by  a  light  the  more. 

As  mends  moved  off,  renewing  dirge  the  while : 

"  Unhappy  in  thy  daring  I    Noble  dame. 
Best  ot   the  good,  farewell  I    With   favoring 

face 
May  Hermes  the  infernal.  Hades  too. 
Receive  thee  I    And  if  there,  —  ay,  there, — 

some  touch 
Of  further  dignity  await  the  good. 
Sharing  with  them,  mayst  thoa  sit  throned  by 

her 
The  Bride  of  Hades,  in  companionship !  ^ 

Wherewith,  the  sad  procession  wound  away, 

Made  slowly  for  the  suburb  sepulchre. 

And  lo,  —  while  still  one*s  heart,  in  time  and 

tune. 
Paced  after  that  symmetric  step  of  Death 
Mute-marching,  to  the  mind^s  9j9njiU  the  head 
O*  the  mourners  —  one  hand  pomting  oat  their 

path 
With  the  long  pale  terrific  sword  we  saw. 
The  other  leading,  with  grim  tender  grace, 
Alkestis  quieted  and  consecrate,  — 
Lo,  life  again  knocked  laughing  at  the  door ! 
The  world  goes  on,  goes  ever,  in  and  through. 
And  out  again  o^  the  dood.    We  faced  about. 
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Fronted  the  ps&iaoe  where  the  mid^iaU  gate 
(>pened  —  not  hait\  uor  half  of  half,  periiapa  — 
Yet  wide  enoa^  to  let  oot  light  and  life. 
And  warmth,  and  bounty,  and  hope,  and  joy,  at 


Fesdvitv  boTBt  wide,  fruit  rare  and  ripe 
Crushed  in  the  month  of  Bacchos,  pulpy-prime, 
All  jnioe  and  flavor,  save  one  single  seed 
l>u]^  ejected  from  the  God^s  nioe  lip. 
Which  lay  o^  the  red  edge,  blackly  visible  — 
To  wit,  a  certain  ancient  servitor : 
On  whom  the  festal  jaws  o*  the  oalaoe  shut, 
N>,  there  he  stood,  a  much-bewildered  man. 
Stupid  ?    Nay,  bat  sssaeious  in  a  sort : 
Learned,  life-long,  i*  we  first  outside  of  thinss. 
Though  bat  for  Uindness  to  what  lies  beneath 
And  needs  a  nail-scratch  ere  ^t  is  hud  you  bare. 
This  functionary  wss  the  trusted  one 
We  saw  deputed  by  Admetos  late 
To  lead  in  Uerakles  and  help  him,  soul 
And  body,  to  snoh  snatched  repose,  snapped- 

up 
Sustainment,  as  migliA  do  away  the  dnst 
O'  the  last  enoonnter,  knit  each  nerve  anew 
For  that  next  onset  sure  to  come  at  cry 
O^  the  creature  next  assailed,  — nay,  shcmhl  it 

prove 
(hdy  tne  ereatnre  that  came  forward  now 
To  play  the  critic  upon  Herakles  ! 

**  Manjr  the  guests,"  — so  he  soliloquised 
In  mnan^B  bnrdsnsome  to  breast  before. 
When  it  seemed  not  Coo  prudent  tongne  should 

wag,— 
**  Siany,  and  from  all  quarters  of  this  world, 
The  guests  I  now  have  known  frequent  our 

house. 
For  whom  I  spread  the  banquet  ;^  bat  than  this. 
Never  a  worse  one  did  I  yet  receive 
At  the  hearth  here !    (me  who  seeing,  fint  of 

all. 
The  master's  sorrow,  entered  gate  the  same. 
And  had  the  hardihood  to  house  himself. 
Did  things  stop  there  1    But,  modest  by  no 


He  took  what  entertainment  lav  to  hand. 
Knowing  of  our  misfortune,  — aid  we  fail 
In  aoght  of  the  fit  service,  nreed  ns  serve 
Just  as  a  guest  expects !    And  in  his  hands 
Taking  the  ivied  eoblet.  drinks  and  drinks 
The  nnmized  proauct  ct  black  mother-earth. 
Until  the  blaze  o*  the  wine  went  round  about 
And  wanned  him :  then  he  crowns  with  myrtle 

sprigs 
His  head,  and  howls  discordance  —  twofoM  lay 
AVas  thereupon  for  as  to  listen  to 
This  f eUow  singing,  namely,  nor  i 


A  jot  by  sympathv  with  sorrows  here  — 
\VhUe  we  o*  the  nonsehokl  mourned  our  mis* 

tress — mourned. 
That  is  to  say,  in  silence  —  never  showed 
Tlie    eyes,    which    we    kept    wetting,  to    the 

guest— 
For  there  Admetos  was  imperative. 
And  so,  here  am  I  helping  make  at  home 
A  gnest,  some  fellow  ripe  for  wickedness, 
Koober  or  pirate,  while  she  goes  her  way 
Out  of  onr  bouse :  and  neither  was  it  mine 


To  follow  in  procession,  nor  strstoh  fortk 
Hand,  wave  my  lady  dear  a  last  famwoU, 
Lamenting  who  to  me  and  all  of  as 
Domestics  was  a  mother :  myriad  hanna 
She  used  to  ward  away  from  every  one. 
And  mollify  her  husband's  ireful  mood. 
I  ask  then,  do  I  jiOMdj  hate  or  no 
This  guest,  this  mterloper  on  onr  gri^  ? 


*f 


**Hate  him  and  justly!  *'    Here's  the  proper 

judge 
Of  what  is  due  to  the  hoose  from  Herakles ! 
This  man  of  much  experience  saw  Uie  first 
O'  the  feeble  dockings-down  at  destiaj. 
When  King  Admetos  went  his  roonda,  poor 

soul, 
A-b^Sguig  somebody  to  be  so  brave 
As  die  for  one  afraid  to  die  himself — 
''Thou,   friend?      Thoa,   love?      Father   or 

mother,  then  1 
None  of  vou?     What,  Alkestis  moat  Death 

catch  ? 
O  best  of  wives,  one  woman  in  the  wvnld  I 
But  nowise  droop :  our  prayers  may  still  assist : 
Let  us  try  saeiifioe ;  if  tnose  avail 
Nothing  and  Gods  avert  their  coantenanoe. 
Why,  deep  and  durable  our  grief  will  be  I  " 
Whereat  the  house,  this  worthy  at  its  head. 
Re-echoed  *'  deep  snd  durable  oar  fPMf  I " 
This  sage,  who  jostly  hated  Herakles, 
Did  he  suggest  onee  ''  Rather  I  than  she  I '' 
Admonish  the  Turannos  —  "  Be  a  man ! 
Bear  thine  own  burden,  never  think  to  thrust 
Tliy  fate  upon  another  and  thv  wife  I 
It  were  a  dubious  gain  could  death  be  doomed 
That  other,  and  no  passtonatest  plea 
Of  thine,  to  die  instead,  have  foree  wHh  €ale  ; 
Seeine  thou  lov'st  Alkestis :  what  were  life 
Untigtated  by  the  loved  one?    Bnt  to  live- 
Not  merelv  live  unsolaced  by  some  thoofi^t. 
Some  word  so  poor  —  yet  solace  all  the  same  — 
As  '  Then  i'  the  sepulchre,  Alkestis,  saj  t 
Would  I,  or  would  not  I,  to  save  thy  lite, 
Die.  and  die  on,  and  die  forevennovs  f  * 
No  I  but  to  read  red-written  up  and  down 
The  world  '  This  is  thesonshine,  this  the  shade. 
This  is  some  pleasure  of  earth,  sky  or  sea, 
Due  to  that  other,  dead  that  tiioa  mayot  Uvel  * 
Such  were  a  covetable  gain  to  thee  ? 
Go  die,  fool,  and  be  happy  while  'tis  time!'* 
One  word  of  counsel  in  this  kind,  methinks, 
Had  fallen  to  better  purpose  than  AL  ai,  ^ 
Pheu,  phen,  e,  papai,  and  a  pother  at  psaiss 
O'  the  best,  best,  best  one  I    Nothing  was  te 

hate 
In  Kiuff  Admetos,  Pheres,  and  the  rsii 
O'  the  nousehold  down  to  his  heroie  self  1 
This  was  the  one  thing  hateful :  Herakles 
Had  flung  into  the  presence,  frank  and  free, 
Out  from  the  labor  into  the  repose. 
Ere  out  again  and  over  head  and  ean 
I^  the  heart  of  labor,  all  for  love  of  ana : 
Making  the  most  o'  the  minnte,  that  the  soul 
And  body,  strained  to  heisbt  a  minnte  sines. 
Might  lie  relaxed  in  joy,  uob  bieathing-apaes, 
Foirman's  sake  more  tLn  everTtuTdbeW; 
Restrung  o'  the  sudden,  at  fint  ery  for  help, 
Should  send  some  animaginaMe  naft 
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True  to  tbs  aim  mod  ■hattorinicly  throiiirh 
The  plato-tnail  of  a  monster,  save  man  so. 
He  bUw  the  peat  o*  the  manah  yesterday : 
To-morrow  ne  weald  hit  the  fiame-brsatfaed 

stad 
That  f ed  en  maa'a^Bsh 
Beeanae  he  held  it  natural  to  die. 
And  f  I  HiUasi  to  lament  a  thinir  paat  oare« 
So,  took  his  fill  of  food,  wine,  song:  and  flowers, 
Till  the  new  labor  olaimed  hiim  soon  enonsh,  — 
'^  Hate  him  and  justly  1" 

Tme,  Chascmt  mine  I 
The  man  sarwisod  not  Heraklei  lay  hid 
V  the  gnast :  or,  knowing  it,  was  ignorant 
That  stiU  his  U^y  Uvsd  -for  HeraUea; 
Or  else  jadged  lightness  needs  must  indioate 
This  or  the  other  oaitiff  quality : 
And  therefore  —  had  been  right  if  not  ao  wrong  I 
For  who  expeets  the  sort  of  him  will  scratoh 
A  aail^s  depth,  scrape  the  sorfaoe  just  to  see 
What  peradveature  underlies  the  same  ? 

So,  he  stood  petting  up  his  pony  hate. 
Parent-wise,  proud  of  the  iiwaToced  babe. 
Not  long  I    A  great  hand,  oaref  nl  lest  it  orush, 
Startled  him  on  the  shoulder :  up  be  stared. 
And  orer  him,  who  stood  but  Herakles ! 
There  smiled  the  mighty  preaeaee,  idl  one  smile 
And  no  tooeh  more  of  the  woiid-weary  Qod, 
Throngh  the  brief  respite.    Just  a  garland's 


About  the  brow,  asong  to  satisfy 

Head,  heart  and  breast,  and  tmmpeMips  at 


A  solemn  draught  of  true  reUgions  wine. 

And  —  how  should  I  know  ? — half  a  mountain- 
goat 

Tom  up  and  swallowed  down,  —  the  feast  was 
neroe 

But  brief:  all  eares  and  pains  took  wing  and 
flew, 

LeaTing  the  hero  readv  to  begin 

And  help  mankind,  wnateTer  woe  eame  next. 

Even  though  what  eame  next  should  be  nanght 


Than  the  mean  querulous  mouth  o*  the  man«  re- 
marked 
Pundng  its  grieTsnoe  up  till  natienoe  failed 
And  the  sage  aseds  most  msh  out«  as  we  saw, 
To  sulk  outside  and  pet  his  hate  in  peaee. 
By  no  mtsimi  would  the  Helper  have  it  so : 
He  who  was  just  about  to  handle  brutes 
In  Thraoe,  and  bit  the  jaws  which  breathed  the 

flame,-- 
Well,  if  a  rood  laugh  and  a  jovial  word 
Could  bridle  Sfra  whieh  blew  bad  hnmora  forth. 
That  were  a  kind  of  help,  too  1 

^Thou,theieI*'  hailed 
This  grand  benevolenee  the  nngmmona  one  — 
'*  Why  ]ook*st  so  solemn  and  so  thou^t^ab* 

soriMd? 
To  guests  a  serrant  should  not  aonr^aesd  be. 
But  do  the  honors  with  a  mind  urbane. 
WhUe  thou,  eentrariwise,  beholdias  here 
Afffive  thy  uM8ter*s  comrade,  hast  m  him 
A  ehnriisli  visage,  all  one  beetle-brow  — 
Havinv  retard  to  grief  that  *s  out^f-deor  I 
Come  hither,  and  so  get  to  grow  more  wise  I 


Things  mortal—  know'st  the  nature  that  they 

have? 
No,  I  imagine  I  whence  could  knowledge  inning  ? 
Give  ear  to  me,  then  I    For  all  flesh  to  die, 
Is  Naturals  due ;  nor  is  there  any  one 
Of  mortals  vrith  assurance  he  shall  last 
The  coming  morrow :  for,  what  *8  bom  of  chance 


Invisibly  proceeds  the  way  it  will. 

Not  to  be  learned,  no  fortune-teller's  prize. 

This,   therefore,    having    heard    and    known 


throngh  me, 
Obdden  thyself  1    Drink  I    Count  the  day-by- 
day 
Existence  thine,  and  all  the  other  —  ohanoe ! 
Av,  and  pay  homage  also  to  by  far 
The  sweeteet  of  divinities  for  man, 
Kupris!    Beugnaat  Goddess  will  she  jnove  I 
But  as  for  aught  else,  leave  and  let  things  be  I 
And  trust  my  oounsel,  if  I  seem  to  speak 
To  purpoee  — as  I  do,  apparently. 
Wilt  not  then,  then, — oieearding  ovennneh 
Moumf  nlneaa.  do  away  with  thia  abut  door, 
Come  drink  aWmg  with  me,  bo-garlanded 
This  fashion?     Do  so,  and  — I  well  know 

what— 
From  this  stem  mood,  this  shmnk««p  state  of 

mind. 
The  pit-pat  fall  o^  the  flagon-iuice  down  throatt 
Soon  will  dialodge  thee  from  bad  harborage  I 
Men  being  morUl  should  think  mortal-like : 
Since  to  your  solemn,  hrow«oontraeti_ng  sort. 
All  of  them,  —  so  I  lay  down  law  at ' 
Life  b  not  truly  life  but  misery." 

Whereto  the  man  with  doftened  snriii 

"  We  know  as  much :  but  deal  with  matters. 


Hardly  bentluig  mizth  and  revelry.*' 


''  No  intimate,  this  woman  that  is  dead : 
Mourn  not  too  mneh  I    For,  those  o*  tha  house 

itaeU, 
Thy  masters  live,  remember  1  '* 

*' Live  indeed? 
Ah,  thou  know*st  naufi^t  o'  the  woe  within 
these  waUil" 

"  I  do  —  unless  thy  master  spoke  me  fake 
Somehow  I " 

**  Ay,  ay,  too  mneh  he  Isvea  a  guest. 
Too  much,  that  master  mine !  **  so  muttered  he. 


**  Wss  it  improper  he  should  treat  me  well. 
Because  an  alien  corpse  was  in  the  way  ?  " 


»» 


**  No  alien,  but  most  intimate  indeed  1 " 

^  Can  it  be,  some  woe  WM,  he  told  ne  not  ? '* 

"FareweU  and  go  thy  wayl    Thy  earss  for 

thee  — 
To  us,  our  master^s  sorrow  is  a  care." 


»» 


This  word  begins  no  tale  of  alien  woe  I 


»t 


*'  Had  It  be^  other  woe  than  iattnmte, 
I  could  hftve  seen  thee  feaaL  Bsr  felt 


620 


BALAUSTION'S   ADVENTURE 


**WhHtI  have  I  Buffered  strangely  from  my 
hoet?" 

*'  Thoa  earnest  not  at  a  fit  reoeption-ture : 
WitJti  sorrow  here  beforehand :  and  thou  seest 
bhom  hair,  bUu;k  robes." 

'"  But  who  is  it  that  *s  dead  f 
Some  child  gone  ?  or  the  aged  sire  perhaps  ?  " 

**  AdmetoB*   wife,   then  1    she    has  perished, 
guest  I '' 

**  How  sayest  ?    And  did  ye  house  me,  all  the 
»j »» 


**  Ay :  for  he  had  thee  in  that  rerersnoe 

He  dared  not  turn  thee  from  his  door  away  I " 

^  O  hapless,  and  bereft  of  what  a  mate  1 " 

**  All  of  us  now  are  dead,  not  she  alone  I " 

**  But  I  divined  it  I  seeing,  as  I  did, 

His  eye  that  ran  with  tears,  his  dose-dipt  hair, 

Hb  countenance  !    Though  he  persuaded  me, 

Sajring  it  was  a  stranger's  funeral 

He  went  with  to  the  grave :  against  my  wish, 

He  forced  on  me  that  1  should  enter  doors, 

Drink  in  the  hall  o*  the  hospitable  man 

Circumstanced  so  I    And  do  1  revel  yet 

With  wreath  on  head  ?   But  — thou  to  hold  thy 

Nor  tell  me  what  a  woe  oppressed  ray  friend ! 
Where  is  he  gone  to  bury  her  ?  Where  am  I 
To  go  and  find  her?" 

"  Bjr  the  road  that  leads 
Straight  to  Larissa,  thou  wilt  see  the  tomb. 
Out  of  the  suburb,  a  carved  sepulchre." 


So  said  he,  and  therevrith  dismissed  himself 
Inside  to  his  lameniang :  somewhat  soothed. 
However,  that  he  had  adroitly  spoilt 
The  mirtn  of  the  great  creature :  oh,  he  marked 
The  movement  of  the  mouth,  how  lip  pressed 

lip. 
And  either  eye  forfrot  to  shine,  as,  fast. 
He  plucked   the  chaplet  from  his  forehead, 

dashed 
The  myrtle^rays   down,  trod   them   under- 
foot. 
And  all  the  joy  and  wonder  of  the  wine 
Withered  away,  like  fire  from  off  a  brand 
The  wind  blows  over  —  beacon  though  it  be, 
Whose  merrr  ardor  only  meant  to  make 
Somebody  all  the  better  for  its  blaze, 
And  save  lost  iieople  in  the  dark :  quenched 
now! 

Not  long  quenched  f  As  the  flame,  just  hurried 

off 
The  brand's  ed?e,  suddenly  renews  its  bite. 
Tasting  some  richness  caked  i*  the  core  o*  the 


Pine,  with  a  blood  that  *b  oil,  —  and  triumphs 

np 
Pillar-wise  to  the  sky  and  saves  the  world : 
8o.  ill  a  spasm  and  splendor  of  resolve. 
All  at  once  did  the  God  surmount  the  man. 


**  O  mnoh-endnring'  heart  and  hand  of  miBe  1 
Now  show  what  sort  of  son  she  bore  to  Zeoa, 
That  daughter  of  Elektruon,  Tiruns*  chiM, 
Alkmen^l  for  that  son  must  needs  save  now 
The  just-dead  lady :  ay,  establish  here 
1*  the  house  again  Alkestis,  bring  about 
Comfort  and  succor  to  Admetos  so  t 
I  will  go  lie  in  wait  for  DeAth,  black-atoled 
King  of  the  corpses  1     I  shall  find  him,  snre. 
Drinking,  beside  the  tomb,  o*  the  sacrifice: 
And  if  1  lie  in  ambuscade,  and  leap 
Out  of  my  lair^  and  seise  —  encircle  him 
Till  one  hand  join  the  other  round  about  — 
There  lives  not  who  shall  pull  him  out  from  me. 
Rib-mauled,  before  he  let  the  woman  go  I 
But  even  say  I  miss  the  booty,  —  say. 
Death  comes  not  to  the  boltered  blood,  —  why 

then, 
Down  go  I,  to  the  unsunned  dwelling^plaoe 
Of  Kor4  and  the  king  there,  —  make  demaiMl, 
Confident  I  shall  brii^  Alkestis  back. 
So  as  to  put  her  in  the  hands  of  him 
My  host,  that  housed  me,  never  drove  roe  off : 
Though  stricken  with    sore  sorrow,   hid   the 

stroke. 
Being  a  noble  heart  and  honoring  me ! 
Who  of  Thessalians,  more  than  wis  man,  loves 
The  stranger?  Who,  that  now  inhabits  Greece  ? 
Wherefore  he  shall  not  say  the  man  was  vile 
Whom  he  befriended,  —  native  noble  heart ! 


•* 


So,  one  look  upward,  as  if  Zeus  might  laugh 

Approval  of  his  human  progeny,  — 

One  summons  of  the  whole  magnific  frame. 

Each  sinew  to  its  senrioe,  —  np  he  caught. 

And  over  shoulder  cast,  the  lionndiag. 

Let  the  club  go,^ —  for  had  he  not  those  hands  ? 

And  so  went  striding  off,  on  that  strai^t  way 

Leads  to  Lartisa  and  the  suburb  tomb. 

Gladness  be  with  thee.  Helper  of  our  world  I 

I  think  this  is  the  authentic  sign  and  seal 

Of  Godship,  that  it  ever  waxes  glad. 

And  more  glad,  until  gladness  blossoma,  burste 

Into  a  rage  to  suffer  for  mankind. 

And  recommence  at  sorrow  :  drops  like  aeed 

After  the  blossom,  ultimate  of  ail. 

Say,  does  the  seed  scorn  earth  and  seek  the 

sun? 
Surely  it  has  no  other  end  and  aim 
Than  to  drop,  once  more  die  into  the  ground. 
Taste  cold  and  darkness  and  oblivion  there : 
And  thence  rise,  tree-like  grow  through  pain  to 

More  joy  and  most  joy,  —  do  man  good  again. 

So.  to  the  struggle  off  strode  Heraklea. 
When  silence  doeed  behind  the  lion-garb. 
Back  came  onr  doll  fact  settling  in  its  pLsee, 
Though  heartiness  and  passion  half-dispeiaed 
I  The  inevitable  fate.    And  presently 
In  came  the  mourners  from  the  funeral. 
One  after  one.  until  we  hoped  the  last 
Wonld  be  Alkestis  and  so  end  onr  dream. 
Cuuld  they  have  really  left  Alkestis  lone 
r  the  wayside  sepulchre  I   Home,  all  save  she  I 
And  when  Admetos  felt  that  it  was  so. 
By  the  sUnd-still:  iHien  he  lifted  hem*  and 
face 
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From  the  tiro  hidinff  lunids  and  peplos*  fold, 
Aud  looked  forth,  knew  the  piuaoe,  knew  the 

hills. 
Knew  the  plains,  knew  the  friendly  f reqnenoe 

there. 
And  no  Alkestis  any  more  again. 
Why,  the  whole  woe  billow-tike  broke  on  him. 

**  O  hatafol  entry,  hateful  eoontenanee 

O*  the  widowed  halls !  "  —  he  moaned.  "  What 

was  to  be? 
Go  there  ?  Stay  here  ?  Speak,  not  speak  ?  All 

waanow 
Mad  and  impnarible  aHke  :  one  way 
And  only  one  was  sane  ana  safe  —  to  die: 
Now  he  waa  made  awate  how  dear  is  death, 
How  loTable  the  dead  are,  how  the  heart 
Yearns  in  us  to  go  hide  where  they  repose. 
When  we  find  sunbeams  do  no  good  to  see. 
No,  -Hi.  »-.  ri.hU,  ,h».  our  foo«„- 

His  wife  had  been  to  him  the  very  pledge, 
^>un  should  be  sun,  earth  —  earth  ;  the  pledge 

waa  robbed, 
Piict  broken,  and  the  world  was  left  no  world." 
lie  stated  at  the  impossible,  mad  life : 
Stood,  while  they  urged  '*  Adyanoe  —  advaaee  I 

Go  deep 
Into  the  utter  dark,  thy  palaee-eore  I  *' 
They  tried  what  they  oalled  oomfort,  **  touched 

theqniok 
Of  the  uleeration  in  his  soul,*'  he  said. 
With  memories,  —  **  onee  thy  joy  was  thus  and 

thus!" 
True  eomf ort  were  to  let  him  fling  himself 
Into  the  hoUow  grave  o'  the  tomb,  and  so 
Let  him  lie  dead  along  with  all  he  loved. 

One  bade  him  note  that  his  own  family 
Boasted  a  certain  father  whose  sole  son. 
Worthy  bewaUment,  died :  and  yet  the  sire* 
Bore  stoutly  up  against  the  blow  and  lived ; 
For  all  that  he  was  childleas  now,  and  prone 
Already  to  gray  hairs,  far  on  in  life. 
Could  such  a  good  eicample  mias  effect  ? 
Why  fix  foot,  stand  so.  staring  at  the  house. 
Why  not  go  in,  as  that  wise  kinsman  would  f 

**  Oh  that  arrangement  of  the  house  1  know  ! 
How  can  I  enter,  how  inhabit  thee 
Now  that  one  cast  of  fortune  changes  all  f 
Oh  me,  for  much  divides  the  then  from  now  I 
Then  ^  with  those  pine-tree    torches,   Pelian 

pomp 
Aud  marriage-hymns,  I  entered,  holding  hi^h 
The  hand  of  my  dear  wife ;  while  many^oioed 
The  revelry  that  followed  me  and  her 
'lliat  *s  dead  now,  —  friends  felicitating  both. 
As  who  were  lofty-lineaged,  each  of  us 
Bom  of  the  best,  two  wedded  aad  made  one ; 
Now  —  wail  is  wedding-chant's  antagonist. 
And,  for  white  peplos,  stoles  in  sable  state 
Uenild  my  way  to  the  deserted  conch  !  '* 

The  one  word  more  they  ventured  was,  **  This 

grief 
Befell  thee  witless  of  what  sorrow  means. 
Close  after  prosperous  foitaiie  .*  but,  reilsst  I 


Thou  hast  saved  soul  and  body.    Dead,  thy 

wife  — 
Living,  the  love  she  left.    What 's  novel  here  ? 
Many  the  man,  from  whom  Death  long  ago 
Loosed  the  Ufe-partner  !  " 

Then  Admetoa  spoke : 
Turned  on  the  comfort,  with  no  tears,  this 

time. 
He  was  beginning  to  be  like  his  wife. 
1  told  you  of  that  presiurs  to  the  point, 
Word  slow  pursuing  word  in  monotone, 
Alkestis  spoke  with ;  so  Admetos,  now, 
Solemnly  bore  the  burden  of  the  truth. 
And  as    the    voice   of   him    grew,  gathered 

stretch. 
And  groaned  on,  aad  persisted  to  the  end. 
We  felt  how  deeo  had  been  desoeut  in  grief. 
And  with  what  change  he  came  up  now  to  li^t. 
And  left  behind  such  littleness  as  tears. 

**  Friends.  I  account  the  fortune  of  mr  wife 
Happier  than  mine,  though  it  seem  otJierwis« : 
For.  her  indeed  no  grief  will  ever  touch. 
Ana  she  from  numy  •  labor  pauses  now, 
Renowned  one  I  Whereas  L  who  ought  not  Hve, 
But  do  Uve,  by  evading  destiny. 
Sad  Ufe  am  I  to  lead,  I  learn  at  last! 
For  how  shall  I  bear  going  in-doors  here  f 
Accosting  whom  ?    By  whom  saluted  back, 
ShaU  I  have  joyous  entry?    Whithertnm? 
Inside,  the  solitude  will  drive  me  forth. 
When  I  behold  the  empty  bed  —  my  wife's  — 
The  seat  she  used  to  sit  unon,  the  floor 
Unsprinkled  as  when  dwsJleis  loved  the  oool. 
The  children  that  will  clasp  my  knees  about. 
Cry  for  their  mother  baek :  these  servants  too 
Moaning  for  what  a  guardian  they  have  lost  I 
Inside  my  house  such  circumstance  awaits. 
Outside,  —  Thfissilian  people's  marriage  fessts 
And  gatherings  for  talk  will  harass  me, 
Widi  overflow  of  women  everywhere ; 
It  is  impossible  I  look  on  them  — 
Familiars  of  my  wife  and  just  her  age  I 
And  then,  whoever  ia  a  foe  of  mine. 
And  lights  on  me  —  why,  this  will  be  his  word  — 
*  See  there  !  aUve  ignobly,  there  he  skulks 
That  placed  the  dastard  when  it  came  to  die. 
And,  giving  her  he  wedded,  in  exchange. 
Kept  himself  out  of  Hades  safe  aad  sound. 
The  coward!  Do  you  call  that  creatare  —  man? 
He  hates  his  parents  for  declining  death. 
Just  as  if  he  himself  would  gladly  die  I ' 
This  sort  of  reputation  shalll  have. 
Beside  the  other  ills  enough  in  store. 
Dl-famed,  ill-faring,  —  what  advantage,  friends, 
Do  you  perceive  I  gain  by  life  for  death  ?  " 

That  was  the  truth.     Vexed  waters  sank  to 

smooth: 
'T  was  only  when  the  last  of  bubbles  broke. 
The  latest  circlet  widened  all  away 
And  left  a  placid  level,  that  up  swam 
To  the  surfaee  the  drowned  truth,  in  dreadlnl 

change. 
So,  through  the  quiet  aad  submission,  —  ay. 
Spite  of  some  strong  words  —  (for  yon  miss  the 

tone) 
The  grief  was  geltli«  to  be  infinite  — 
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Grief,  friendi  fell  bAok  befaie.     Their  office 

■hrank 
To  that  old  aolaoe  of  hnmanity  1  — 
**  Being  bom  mortal,  bear  grief !    Why  bom 

ilee?" 
And  they  ooold  only  meditate  anew. 

**  They,  too,  upborne  hj  airy  help  of  long. 
And  haply  ■cienoe,  whioh  oan  find  the  etan,  . 
Had  aearohed  the  heights :  had  •oimded  depths 

as  well 
By  catching  much  at  books  where  logic  Inrked, 
Tet  nowhere  found  they  aught  could  oreroome 
Necessity :  not  any  medicine  serred. 
Which  Thrakian  tablets  treasure,  Chphie  Toioe 
Wrote  itself  down  upon  :  nor  remedy 
Which  Phoibos  gave  to  the  Asklepiadai ; 
Cutting  the  roots  of  many  a  virtuous  hero 
To  solace  overburdened  mortals.    None  I 
Of  this  sole  goddess,  never  may  we  go 
To  altar  nor  to  image  :  sacrifice 
Shehearsnot.    All  to  pray  for  is — 'Approach  I 
But,  oh,  no  harder  on  me,  awful  one. 
Than  heretofore  I    Let  life  endure  thee  still ! 
For,  whatsoeW  Zeus'  nod  decree,  that  same 
In  concert  with  thee  hath  aooomnliahment. 
Iron,  the  very  stuff  o*  the  Chalnnoi, 
Thou,  by  sheer   strength,  dost   conquer  and 

subdue ; 
Nor,  of  that  harsh  abmiit  resolve  of  thine, 
Any  relenting  is  there  I 

^'Omykingl 
Thee  also,  in  the  shackles  of  those  hands. 
Not  to  be  shunned,  the  Goddess  grasped  I    Tet, 

bear! 
Since  never  wilt  thou  lead  from  underground 
The  dead  ones,  waal  thy  worst  1    If  mortals 

die,  — 
The  veiT  children  of  immortals,  too. 
Dropped  ^roid   our  darkniws,  these  decay  as 

sure  1 
Dear  indeed  was  she  while  among  us :  dear. 
Now  she  w  dead,  must  she  forever  be  : 
Thy  portion  wss  to  dasp,  within  thy  couch. 
The  noblest  of  all  women  as  a  wife. 
Nor  be  the  tomb  of  her  supposed  some  heap 
That  hides  mortality  :  but  like  the  Gods 
Honored,  a  veneration  to  a  world 
Of  wanderers  1   Oft  the  wanderer,  struck  there- 
by. 
Who  else  had  ssiled  past  in  his  merohant«hip. 
Ay,  he  shall  leave  ship,  land,  long  wind  his  way 
Up  to  the  mountain-summit,  till  there  break 
^Speech  forth,  '  6o,  this  was  she,  then,  died  of 

old 
To  save  her  husband  1  now,  a  deity 
She  bends  above  us.    Hail,  benignant  one  I 
Give  good  I  *    Snch  voices  so  will  supplicate. 
But  —  can  it  be  ?    Alkroen^'s  offspring  comes, 
Admetos !  —  to  thy  house  advances  here  I  " 


immottik,   dioppad    by 


I  doubt  not,  they  supposed  him  decently 
Dead   somewhere    m    that    winter    world 

ThrHc»  — 
Vanquish  .*d  b.v  one  o*  the  Bistonea,  or  else 
Victmi  t4»  some  mad  steed^s  voracity  — 
For  did  not  fri<  ndn  rmNtnosticate  as  much  ? 
It  were  a  new  example  to  the  point. 


of 


That  ''ohildnn  of 

stealth 

Into  our  darkneas,  die  as  sure  as  wa  I  ** 
A  case  to  quote  and  eoDaf  ort  people  with  : 
But,  as  for  lamentation,  ai  and  nhen, 
Rifi^t-minded  snbjeota  kept   tncm   lor  tKetr 

lord. 


Ay,  he  it  was  advancing  I    In  be  strode. 
And  took  his  stand  before  Admetna,  — \ 
Now  by  despair  to  such  a  quietude. 
He  neither  rsissd  hii  face  nor  s^ka,  thin  tima. 
The  while  his  friend  surveyed  him  steadily. 

That  friend  looked  rough  with  figktiag:  had  be 

strained 
Worst  brute  to  breast  was  ever  straagled  Tet  ? 
Somehow,   a   victory—for   there    atooa    the 

strength, 
Happy,  aa  uwajs ;  something  grave,  p^^'^^r* 
The  great  vein-oordafe    on  the  mt-woiked 

front. 
Black*swolleB,  beaded  yet  with  battla^ew 
The  yellow  hair  o'  the  hero  I  —  his  big  frme 
A-qmver  with  each  muscle  sinking  bade 
Into  the  sleepy  snsooth  it  leaped  from  lata. 
Under  the  gMt  guard  of  one  arm,  there  leant 
A  shrouded  somethhig,  live  and  wonaa-like. 
Propped  by  the  heartbeats  *iieath  tha  lion^eoat. 
When  he  ksd  finished  his  survey,  it  seemad. 
The  heavings  of  the  heart  began  subside. 
The  helpf  uTbreath  returned,  and  last  the  smile 
Shone  out,  all  Herakles  waa  back  sfMn, 
As  the  wotds  followed  the  saluting  nana. 

"  To  friendly  man,  behooves  we  freely  speak, 
Admetos !  —  nor  keep  buried,  deep  in  breast. 
Blame  we  leave  silent.  ^  I  sssiiifiilfj 
Judged  myself  proper,  if  I  should  approach 
By  accident  calamities  of  thine. 
To  be  demonstrably  thy  friend  :  but  then 
Told'st  me  not  of   the  corpss  then 


That  was  thy  wife's,  but  didst  instal  me  gneet 
I'  the  house  here,  aa  though  busied  with  a 

grief 
Indeed,  but  then,  mere  grief  beyond  thy  gate : 
And  so,  I  crowned  mj  head,  and  to  the  Gods 
Poured  my  libations  in  thy  dwelling-place. 
With  soon   misfortune    round   me.     And    1 

blame  — 
Certainly  blame  thee,  having  suffered  thus  ! 
But  still  I  would  not  pain  thee,  pained  enooi^ : 
So  let  it  pass  I    Wherefore  I  aeek  thee  now. 
Having   turned    back   a^ain   though   onward 

bound. 
That  I  will  tell  thee.    Take  and  keep  for  me 
Thw  woman,  till  I  come  thv  way  ttam, 
Drivingbefore  me,  having  lulled  the  kmir 
O*  the  Bistones,  thatdrove  of  Thrakian  steeds: 
In  such  case,  give  the  woman  back  tome  I 
But  should  I  fare,  —  as  fare  I  fain  would  not. 
Seeing  I  hope  to  praq;>«r  and  return,  — 
Then,  I  bequeath  her  as  thpr  household  slave. 
She  came  into  my  hands  with  good  hard  toil ! 
For,  what  find  I,  when  ^ttarted  on  my  oov 
But  certain  people,  a  whole  oonntrv-eida. 
Holding  a  wrestung-boat  ?  aa  good  to  me 
As  a  aaw  labor :  whcwes  I  took,  and 
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l^ome  keepingr  with  in«,  th]8«  the  viotor^s  prixe. 
Kur,  sueh  asocmqiiered  in  the  easy  work, 
(.Tiiined  hones  which  they  drove  away:  and 

such 
As    oonquered    in   the   harder,  —  those    who 

boxed 
And  wrestled, — cattle;   and,    to    crown   the 

prize, 
A  woman  followed.    Chancing  as  I  did, 
Base  were  it  to  forego  this  fame  and  gwn  I 
Well,  as  I  said,  I  trust  her  to  thy  care  : 
No  woman  I  hare  kidnapped,  understand  1 
But  good  hard  toil  has  done  it :  here  I  come  I 
^M>me  day,  who  knows  ?  even  thou  wilt  praise 

the  feat ! " 

Admetos  raised  his  face  and  e^ed  the  pair : 
Then,  hollowly  and  with  submission,  spoke, 
And  spoke  again,  and  spoke  time  after  time, 
When  he  perceived  the  silence  of  his  friend 
Would  not  be  broken  by  consenting  word. 
As  a  tired  slave  goes  adding  stone  to  stone 
I  •  ut^  he  stop  some  current  that  molests. 
So  poor  Admetos  piled  up  argument 
^''amly  against  the  purpose  aU  too  plain 
In  that  great  brow  acquainted  with  command. 


""  Nowise  dishonoring,  nor  amid  my  foe 
Ranking  thee,  did  I  hide  my  wife  s  ill 


foes 

Bat  it  were  giief  superimposed  on  grief, 
^>^^on^dst  thou  have  hastened  to  another  home. 
My  own  woe  was  enough  for  me  to  weep  1 
But,  for  this  woman,  —  if  it  so  may  be,  — 
Bid     aome     Theasalian,  —  I     entreat     Ihee, 

king!  — 
Keep  her,  —  who  has  not  suffered  tike  myself  I 
Many  of  the  Pkeraioi  weloome  thee. 
Be  no  reminder  to  me  of  my  ills  1  ^ 
I  could  not,  if  I  saw  her  come  to  live, 
Restrain  the  tear  I    Inflict  on  me,  diseased, 
Nonew  disease  :  woe  bends  me  down  enough  I 
Then,  where  oould  she  be  sheltered  in  my  house. 
Female  and  young  too  ?    For  that  she  is  young, 
The  vesture  sad  adornment  prove.    Reflect  1 
Should  such  an  one  inhabit  the  same  roof 
With  men  f    And  how,  mixed  up,  a  girl,  with 

youths, 
Shall  she  keep  pure,  in  that  ease  ?    No  light 

task 
To  curb  the  May-day  youngster,  Herakles ! 
I  only  speak  because  of  care  for  thee. 
Or  must  I,  in  avoidance  of  such  harm. 
Make  her  to  enter,  lead  her  life  within 
The  chamber  of  the  dead  one,  aU  apart  ? 
How  shall  I  introduce  this  other,  couch 
This  where  Alkestis  lay  ?    A  double  blame 
I  apprehend :  first,  from  the  dtisens  — 
Lest  some  tongue  of  them  taunt  that  I  betray 
M  V  benefactress,  fall  into  the  snare 
Of  a  new  fresh  face :  then,  the  dead  one^s  self,  — 
Will  she  not  blame  me  likewise  ?   Worthy,  sure. 
Of  wordiip  from  me  I  droumspect  my  ways. 
And  jealous  of  a  fault,  are  bound  to  be. 
But  thou,  —  O  woman,  whosoe'er  thou  art.  — 
Know,  thou  hast  all  the  form,  art  like  as  Hke 
Alkestis,  in  the  bodily  shape  1    Ah  me  ! 
Take  — by  the  Gods-- this  woman  from  my 

sight. 


Lest  thou  undo  me,  the  undone  before  I 

Since  I  seem  —  seeing  her  —  as  if  I  saw 

My   own   wife!     And  confusions  cloud   my 

heart. 
And  from  my  eyes  the  springs  break  forth! 

Ah  me 
Unhappy—  how  I  taste  for  the  first  time 
My  misery  in  all  its  bitterness  I " 

Whereat  the  friends  conferred :   ^*  The  chance, 

in  truth, 
Wss  an  untoward  one — none  said  otherwise. 
Still,  what  a  Qod  comes  giving,  good  or  bad. 
That,  one  should  take  and  beisr  with.     Take 

her,  then  1 " 

Herakles,  --not  unfastening  his  hold 

On  that  same  misery,  beyond  mistake 

Hoarse  in  the  words,  convulsive  in  the  faee,  — 

**  I  would  that  I  had  saeh  a  power,"  said  he, 

"  As  to  lead  up  into  the  light  again 

Thy  very  wife,  and  grant  thee  sneh  a  graoe  1 '' 

''Welldolknowthouwouldst:  botwherethe 

hope? 
There  is  no  bringing  back  the  dead  to  light." 


"  Be  not  extravagant  in  grief,  no  leas ! 
Bear  it,  by  augury  of  better  things  I  *' 


*«  f 


T  is  easier  to  advise  *  bear  up,'  than  bear  I " 


"  But  how  carve  way  i'  the  life  that  lies  be- 
fore. 
If  bent  on  groaning  ever  for  the  past  ?  *' 

**  I  myself  know  that :  but  a  certain  love 
Allures  me  to  the  choice  I  shall  not  change." 

**Ay,  but,  still  loving  dead  ones,  still  makes 
weep. 

**  And  let  it  be  so  I    She  has  ruined  me. 
And  still  more  than  I  say :  that  answen  alL" 


**Oli,  thou  hast  lost  a  brave  wife:  who  dis- 
putes?" 

**So  brave  a  one — that  he  whom  tfaon  be- 

hold'st 
Will  never  more  enjoy  his  life  again  1 " 


"  Time  will  assuage  I    The  evil  yet  is  young  I 


»» 


ki 


Time,  thou  mayst  say,  will ;  if  time  mean  — 
to  die." 


"  A  wife  —  the  longing  for  new  marriage-joys 
Will  stop  thy  sorrow  I  ' 

**  Hush,  friend,  —  hold  thy  peace ! 
What  hast  thou  said!    I  could  not  ere&  ear  I" 


4( 


How  then  ?     Thou  wilt  not  marry,  then,  but 
keep 
A  widowed  couch  ?  " 

"  There  is  not  any  one 
Of  womankind  shall  couch  with  whom  thou 
I" 
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**  D«jst  think  to  profit  thna  in  any  way 


Hie  dead  one 

**  Her,  whereyer  she  abide, 
My  duty  is  to  honor/* 

**  And  I  praise  — 
Indeed  I  praise  thee !    Still,  thou  hast  to  pay 
The  price  of  it,  in  being:  held  a  fool !  ** 

"  Fool  call  me  —  only  one  name  call  roe  not  I 
Bridegroom ! " 

**  No  :  it  was  praise,  I  oortioned  thee, 
Of  being  good  true  husband  to  toy  wife !  ** 

**'  When  I  betray  her,  though  she  is  no  more, 
Mayldie!" 

And  the  thing  he  said  was  true  : 
For  out  of  Herakles  a  great  glow  broke. 
There  stood  a  victor  worthy  of  a  prize  : 
The  violet^rown  that  withers  on  the  brow 
Of  the  half*hearted  claimant.    Oh,  he  knew 
The  signs  of  battle  hard  fought  and  well  won, 
This  queller  of  the  monsters!  —  knew  his  friend 
Planted  firm  foot,  now,  on  the  loathly  thing 
That   was  Admetos  late  I    ''  would  die,'^  he 

knew. 
Ere  let  the  reptile  ruse  its  crest  agun. 
If  that  was  truth,  why  try  the  true  friend 

more? 

**Then,  since  thou  canst  be  faithful  to  the 

death,^ 
Take,  deep  into  thy  house,  my  dame  !  **  smiled 

he. 

"Not  so !  —  I  pray,  by  thy  Pkogenitor ! " 

"  Thou  wilt  mistake  in  disobeying  me  1 " 

**  Obejring  thee,  I  have  to  break  my  heart !  *' 

**  Obe^  me  1    Who  knows  but  the  favor  done 
May  tall  into  its  place  as  duty  too  ?  '* 

So,  he  was  humble,  would  decline  no  more 
Bearing  a  burden :  he  just  sighed,  **  Alas  I 
Would  thou  had^t  never  bron^t  this  prize 
from  game !  '* 

**Yet,   when   I   conquered   there,  thou   oon- 
queredst  I  *' 

^*  AH  excellently  urged !    Yet  —  spite  of  all. 
Bear  with  me  I  let  Uie  woman  go  away !  ** 

**  She  shall  go,  if  needs  must :  but  ere  she  go. 
See  if  there  ts  need !  " 

'*  Need  there  is  I    At  least. 
Except  I  noake  thee  angry  with  me,  so  I  *' 

**  But  I  persist,  because  I  have  my  spice 
Of  intuition  likewise :  take  the  dame !  ** 

**  Be  thou  the  victor,  then !    But  certainly 
Thou  dost  thy  friend  no  pleasure  in  the  act  I  '* 

'*  Oh,  time  will  come  when  thou  shalt  praise 

me  !    Now  — 
thily  obey  I  ** 


Must   needs   receive   thki 
there  r* 


^ 


"  Then,  senraatB,  sinoa 

roman,   take   her 


**  I  shall  not  trust  this  woman  to  the  care 
Of  servants.** 

**  Why,  condnei  her  in,  thyaelf. 
If  that  seem  preferable !  ** 

"  I  prefer. 
With  thy  good   leave,  to   place  her   in  thy 
hands!** 

"  I   would   not  touch   her  1      Entry   to   the 

house  — 
That,  I  concede  thee.** 

''  To  thy  sola  rig^t  hand 
I  mean  to  trust  her !  ** 

"  King !    Thou  wrenehest  this 
Out  of  me  by  main  force,  if  I  submit  I  *' 

**  Courage,  friend !    Come,  stretch  hand  forth  ! 

Good  I    Now  touch 
The  sti'anger-woman  1  '* 

*'There!    A  hand  I  stretch  - 
As  though  it  meant  to  cut  off  GoigaB*s  head !  ** 


'*  Hast  hold  of  her  ? 


»» 


''  Fast  hold.*' 

''Why,  then, hold  fast 
And  have  her !  and,  one  day,  asseverate 
Thou  wilt,  I  think,  thy  friend,  Uie  son  of  Zena, 
He  was  the  gentle  guest  to  entertain  1 
Look  at  her  1    See  if  she,  in  any  way, 
Pkieaent  thee  with  resemblance  of  thy  wile  I 


n 


Ah,  but  the  tears  come,  find  the  words  at  fault ! 

There  is  no  telling  how  the  hero  twitched 

The  veil  off :  ana  there  stood,  witfa  audi  fixed 

eyes 
And  such  slow  smile,  Alkestis*  silent  self  1 
It  was  the  crowning  grace  of  that  great  heart, 
To  keep  back  joy :  procrastinate  tae  truth 
Until  the  wife,  who  had  made  proof  and  found 
The  husband  wanting,  might  esny  once  more. 
Hear,  see,  and  feel  hmi  renovated  now  — 
Able  to  do,  now,  all  herself  had  donCj 
Risen  to  the  height  of  her :  so,  hand  m  hand. 
The  two  might  go  together,  live  and  die. 

Beside,  when  he  found  speech,  you  giiesa  tk** 

speech. 
He  could  not  think  he  saw  his  wife  again : 
It  was  some  mocking  God  that  need  Uie  bliss 
To  make  him  mad  I    TUl  Herakles  must  help: 
Assure  him  that  no  spectre  mocked  at  all ; 
He  was  embracing  whom  he  buried  once. 
Still,  —  did  he   touch,  might  he  addresa  tlut 

true, — 
True  eye,  true  body  of  the  true  live  wife  ? 

And  Herakles  said,  smiling,  "  All  was  tratk. 
Spectre  ?    Adn&etos  had  not  made  his  gueat 
One  who  played  ghost4nvoker,  or  such  cheat ! 
Oh.  he  might  sneak  and  have  response,  in  time ! 
All  heart  oonla  wish  was  gained  now — life  fot 

death: 
Only,  the  rapture  must  not  grow  immenae : 
Take  care,  nor  wake  the  envy  of  the  Gods  !  ** 
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*'0  tlwii.  ol  greatost   Zena   trae   aon," — ao 

spoke 
AdmetoB  when  the  elosiiiflr  word  miut  oome, 
*'  Qo  ever  in  a  glory  of  Rncceei^ 
And  save,  that  sire,  hie  oSspnng  to  the  end  I 
Por  thou  hast — ludy  thou — raised  me  and 


Up  again  to  this  light  and  Kfe  I"    Then  asked 
TrRmblinglT,  how  waa  trod  the  periloua  path 
Oat  of  the  oaric  into  the  light  and  life : 
How  it  had  hi^ipened  with  Alkestia  there. 


And  Heraklea  aaad  little,  hut  enongh  — 
How  he  engaged  in  eonibat  with  that  kina: 
O*  the  daraona :  how  the  field  of  eonteat  laj 
By  the  tomb*a  aelf :  how  he  sprang  from  am- 

hnaeade. 
Captured  Death,  eanght  him  in  that  pair  ai 


But  all  the  time,  Alkeatia  moTed  not  once 
Out  of  the  set  gaxe  and  the  silent  amile : 
And  a  oold  fear  ran  through  Admetoa'  frame : 
**  Why  doea  ahe  atand  and  front  me,  aileiit 
thnaf** 

Heraklea  aolenmly  replied.  **  Not  yet 
la  it  allowable  thon  hear  the  thinga 
8he  haa  to  tell  thee ;  let  evaniah  qnite 
That  eonaeoration  to  the  lower  Goda, 
And  on  onr  upper  world  the  third  day  riae  I 
Lead  her  in,  meanwhile;  good  aad  true  thou 

art, 
Oood,  true,  remain  thou  I    Practise  piety 
To  atrangetyneeta  the  old  way !    *S>o,  farewell  I 
Since  forth  iiare,  f  nlfil  mj  urgent  taak 
8et  by  the  king,  the  eon  of  St&ndoa.*' 

Fain  would  Admetoa  keep  that  aplendid  amile 
Ever  to  lixht  him.   *' Stay  with  ua,  thou  heart ! 
Remain  onr  houae-friend !  ** 

**  At  aome  other  day ! 
Now,  of  necoaaity,  I  haste  1  '*  smiled  he. 

**  But  mayst  thou  prosper,  go  forth  on  a  foot 
Sure  to  return  I    Throuffh  all  the  tetraiohy, 
(^ommaad  my  subjects  that  they  institute 
ThankagivingHlancea  for  the  glad  erent. 
And  bideaon  altar  smoke  with  sacrifice  I 
For  we  ars  minded  to  begin  a  fresh 
Existence,  better  than  the  life  before ; 
Seeing  I  own  myself  supremely  blest.** 

Whereupon  ail  the  friendly  moralists 

Draw  this  eooelnsion  :  chirped,  each  beard  to 

esch: 
*^  Manifold  are  thy  shapings,  ProYidenoe  I 
Many  a  hopeless  matter  Gods  arrange. 
What  we  expected  neyer  came  to  pass : 
What  we  did  not  expect  Gods  bron^t  to  bear ; 
So  have  things   gone,  this  whole  experience 

thranghl'* 


Ah,  bnt  if  yon  had  seen  the  play  itself! 
They  say,  my  poet  failed  to  get  the  vrii 


Sopbokles  got  the  prise,  —  great  name  2    They 

say, 
Sophokles  also  meaaa  to  make  a  nieoe, 
Model  a  new  Admetoa*  a  new  wife : 
Snoceas  to  him  I    One  thing  haa  many  aidea. 
The  great  name  1  But  no  good  supplants  a  good. 
Nor  beauty  undoes  beauty.    Sophokles 
Will  carre  aad  carry  a  fresh  cup,  brimful 
Of  beauty  and  good,  firm  to  the  altar^oot, 
And  glonfy  the  Dionusiac  shrine : 
Not  dash  against  this  crater  in  the  place 
Where  the  God  pnt  it  when  his  mouth  had 

drained, 
To  the  last  dregs,  libation  lifebkiod-like. 
And  praised  Euripides  foreTennore  — 
The  Human  with  hi$  droppings  qfwarm  teart. 


Still,  since  one  thing  may  hare  so  maar 
I  think  I  see  how,  —  far  from  Sophokles,  — 
You,  I,  or  any  one  mi|rht  mould  a  new 
Admetos,  new  Alkestis.    Ah,  that  brava 
Bounty  of  poeta,  the  one  royal  race 
That  erer  was,  or  will  be,  in  this  world  I 
They  gire  no  gift  that  bounds  itself  and  eads 
I*  the  giving  and  the  taking :  theivs  so  breeds 
I'  the  heart  and  soul  o*  the  taker,  ao  trans- 
mutes 
The  man  whoonly  was  a  man  before, 
That  he  grows  godlike  in  hia  turn,  can  give  — 
He  also :  share  the  poets*  privilege. 
Bring  forth  new  good,  new  beraty,  from  the 

old. 
As  though  the  cup  that  gave  the  wine,  gave, 

too. 
The  God*s  pn^c  giver  of  the  grape, 
That  vine,  waa  wont  to  find  ont,  fawn  around 
Hia  footstep,  springing  still  to  bless  the  dearth, 
At  bidding  of  a  Mainad.    So  with  me : 
For  1  have  drunk  this  poem,  quenched  my 

thirst. 
Satisfied  heart  aad  soul  —  yet  more  remains  ! 
Could  we  too  make  a  poem  ?   Try  at  least. 
Inside  the  head,  what  shape  the  roee-mists  take  I 

When  God  Apollon  took,  for  punishment, 
A  mortal  form  and  sold  himself  a  slave 
To  King  Admetos  till  a  term  should  end,  — 
Not  only  did  he  make,  in  servitude. 
Such  muric,  while  he  ted  the  flocks  and  herds, 
As  aaved  the  paatnrage  from  wrong  or  fright. 
Curing  rough  creatnrea  of  ungentleneaa : 
Much  more  did  that  melodioua  wiadom  work 
Within  the  heart  o*  the  maater :  there,  ran  wild 
Many  a  luat  aad  greed  that  grow  to  atrength 
By  pivjring  on  the  native  pity  and  care. 
Would  eUe,  all  andiatnrbed,  poaseae  the  land. 


And  theae   the  God  ao  tamed,  with  golden 

That,  in  the  plenitude  of  youth  and  power. 
Admetoa  vowed  himaelf  to  rule  thenoeforta 
In  Pherai  aolely  for  hia  peonle*a  aake. 
Subduing  to  aueh  end  each  inat  aad  greed 
That  domiaatea  tbs  natural  diarity. 


And  ao  the  atmggle  ended.  Right  ruled  might : 
And  aof  t  yet  brave,  aad  good  yet  wiae,  the  man 
Stood  up  to  be  a  monarch ;  having  learned 
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Behind  tlie  bod^,  I  wappoae  there  bends 
Old  Pheret  in  his  hoary  impotence ; 
And  woinen*wailerB  in  a  comer  crooeh 

—  Pour,  beautiful  as  yon  four  -~  yes,  indeed  1  — 
Close,  each  to  other,  af>:omzin{|^  all. 

As  fastened,  in  fear*s  rhjrtlimic  sympathy. 
To  two  contending  oppomte.    There  strains 
The  might  o*  the  hero  'gainst  his  more  than 
match, 

—  Death,  dreadful  not  in  thew  and  bone,  but 

Uke 
The  enyenomed  substance  that  exudes  some  dew 
thereby  the  merely  honest  flesh  luid  blood 
Will  fester  up  and  run  to  ruin  straight, 
Ere  they  can  dose  with,  clasp  and  oTcroome 


The  poisonous  impalpability 

That  simulates  a  form  beneath  the  flow 

Of  those  gray  garments;   I 

piece 
Worthy  to  let  up  in  our  PoikiU  I 


proDouiee  that 


And  all  came,  —  glory  of  the  goldeB  Tene, 
And  nassion  of  the  tncture,  and  that  fine 
Prank  outgush  of  tne  human  gratitude 
Which  saTcd  our  ship  and  me,  in  tjyiaeiiae,  ~ 
Ay,  and  the  tear  or  two  which  slipt  perliape 
Away  from  you.  friends,  while  I  told  my  tide, 
—  It  all  came  of  thisplay  that  gained  bo  priie* 
Why  crown  whom  2<eiis  has  erowned  in  soul 
before? 
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"  I  eat  no  carrion ;  when  you  sacrifioe 
Some  cleanly  creature —  call  me  for  a  slice  I  * 


Wind,  ware,  and  bark,  bear  Enthukles  and  me, 
Baiaustion,  trom  —  not  sorrow  hnt  despair. 
Not  memory  but  the  present  and  its  pang  I 
Athenai,  live  thou  hearted  in  my  heart : 
Never,  while  I  live,  may  I  see  thee  more. 
Never  again  may  these  repugnant  orbs 
Ache  themselves    blind    before    the    hideous 

pomp, 
The  ghastly  mirth  which  mocked  thine  over' 

throw 
—  Death's  entry,  Haides*  outrage ! 

Doomed  to  die,  — 
Fire  should  haye  flung  a  passion  of  embrace 
About  thee  till,  resplendently  inarmed, 
(Temple  bjr  temple  folded  to  his  breast. 
All  thy  white  wonder  fainting  out  in  asn,) 
Lightly  some  Taporous  sigh  of  soul  escaped 
And  so  the  Immortals  bade  Athenai  back  ! 
Or  earth  might  sunder  and  absorb  thee,  save, 
Buried  below  Olumpos  and  its  gods, 
Akropolis  to  dominate  her  realm 
For  Kor^,  and  console  the  ghosts ;  or,  sea, 
What  if  toy  watery  plural  vastitude. 
Rolling  unanimous  advance,  had  rushed. 
Might  upon  might,   a   moment,  —  stood,  one 

stare. 
Sea-face  to  city-face,  thy  glaucous  wave 
Glassing  that  marbled  last  magnificence,  — 
Till  fateV  pale  tremulous  foam-flower  tipped 

the  gray. 
And  when  wave  broke  aad  OTenwarmed,  and, 

sucked 


To  bonnds  back,  raultitudinonaly 

Let  land  again  breathe  unconfuaed  with  •>% 

Attik4  was,  Athenai  was  not  now  I 

Such  end  I  could  have  borne,  for  I  had  abated. 
But  this  which,  glanced  at,  aches  within  my 

orbs 
To  blinding,  —  bear  me  thence,  bark,  wind  and 

wave  I 
Me,  Enthukles,  and,  hearted  in  each  heart, 
Athenai,  undisgraced  as  Pallas*  self, 
Bear  to  my  birthplace,  Helios'  island-bride, 
Zeus*  darling:    thither  speed  us,  homeward- 

bound. 
Wafted  already  twelve  hours*  sail  away 
From  horror,  nearer  by  one  snaset  Rhodes ! 

Why  should  despair  be  f    Since,  distinct  abovt 
Man*8  wickedness  and  folly,  flies  the  wind 
And  floats  the  cloud,  free  transport  for  ooi 

soul 
Out  of  its  fleshly  dumnoe  dim  and  tow,  — 
Since  disembodied  soul  anticipates 
(Thought-borne  as  now  in  rapturous  unieaiiaiat) 
Above  all  crowding,  crystal  silentwcss, 
Above  all  noise,  a  silver  solitude :  — > 
Surely,  where  thought  so  beats  aonl,  wal  in 

time 
May  permanently  bide,  **  anert  the  wiM,** 
There  live  in  peace,  there  work  in  hopa  ooes 

more  — 
Oh,  nothing  doubt,  Philemon  1   Greed  and  strife. 
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liatTMl  and  oark  and  card,  what  plaoe  hare 

thajr 
In  yun  bioe  liberality  of  heaven  ? 
How  the  sea  helpe  I   How  itMe-emit  earth  will 

rise 
Breast-hisrii  thence,  aome  bricrht  morning,  and 

beRhodeet 
Heaven,  earth  and  sea,  my  wammt  —  in  their 

name, 
Believe  —  o*er     falsehood,    tmth    is    sorely 

rajbered, 
CVer  Utfiindss  beams  beauty,  o'er  this  world 
EvtenoB  that  realm  where  *'  as  the  wise  assert,*' 
Philemon,  thou  shalt  see  Euripides 
Clearer  thau  mortal  sense  perceived  the  man  I 

A  sunset  nearer  Rhodes,    by  twelve    hours' 

sweep 
Of  surge  seoared  from  horror  ?    Rather  say, 
QuietM  oat  of  weakness  into  strength. 
I  dare  invite,  survey  the  soene  my  sense 
^taiggeand  to  apprehend :  for,  disenvolved 
Prom  the  mere  outside  aainiish  and  oontempt, 
Slowly  a  justice  eentred  in  a  doom 
Reveals  iteelf .    Ay,  pride  succumbed  to  pride. 
Oppression  met  the  oppressor  and  was  matehed. 
Atnenai's  vaunt  braved  Sparta's  violence 
Till,  in  the  shock,  prone  feU  Peiraios,  low 
Rampart  and  bulwark  lay,  as  —  timing  stroke 
Of  hammer,  axe,  and  beam  hmst,  poised  and 

swung  — 
The  very  flute-girk  blew  their  laughing  best. 
In  dance  about  the  conqueror  while  he  bade 
Music  and  merriment  help  enginery 
Batter  down,  break  to  pieces  all  the  trust 
Of  cittiens  once,  slaves  now.    8ee  what  walls 
Play  substitute  for  the  long  double  range 
Themistoklean.  heralding  a  gnest 
nvm  harbor  on  to  citadel  I    Each  side 
Their  senseless  walls  demolished  stone  bv  stone. 
8ee,  —  outer    wall    ss    stonelike,    heaos    ana 

hearts,  — 
Athenai's  terror^trioken  populace  1 
Prattlers,  tongue^ed  in  crouching  abjectnesSj— 
Braggarts,  who  wring  hands  wont  to  flourish 

^  sworas  — 
Sophist  and  rhetorician,  demagogue, 
(Argument  dumb,  authority  a  jest,) 
IMkast  and  heliast,  pleader,  litigant, 

8uack*priest,  sham-prophecy-retailer,  scout 
'  the  customs,  svcophant,  whate'er  the  style, 
Altar«cnp-8natcner,  pimp  and  narasite,  — 
Rivalities  at  truce  now  each  with  each. 
Stupefied  mud-banks, — such  an  use  they  serve ! 
While  the  one  order  which  performs  exact 
To  promise,  functions  faithiul  last  as  &«t. 
What  is  it  bat  the  city's  lyric  troop, 
Chaatressand  pealtrHas,  flute-girl,  dancingiprl? 
Athenai's  ha  lotry  takes  laughing  care 
Their  patron  miss  no  pipings,  late  she  loved. 
But  d.*athward  truad  at  least  the  kordax-«tep. 

Die  then,  who  pulled  such  glory  an  your  heads  I 
There  let  it  grind  to  powder  I    Perikles  I 
The  liring  are  the  dead  now  .*  death  be  life  t 
Why  should  the  sunset  yonder  waafee  its  wealth  ? 
Prove  thee  Olnmpian  t    If  my  heart  supply 
Invialato  the  stnHtim, — tme  to  ^ypa. 


Build  me  some  spirit-place  no  flesh  shall  find. 
As  Pheidiaa  may  inspire  thee :  slab  on  slab. 
Renew  Athenai,  quarry  out  the  cloud. 
Convert  to  gold  yon  west  extravagance  1 
'NeaUi  Propulaia,  from  Akropolis 
By  vapory  grade  and  grade,  gold  all  the  way, 
8tep  to  thy  snow-Pnux,  mount  thy  Bema-cloud, 
Thunder  and  lighten  thence  a  Hellas  through 
That  shall  be  better  and  more  beautiful 
And  too  august  for  Sparta's  foot  to  spurn  t 
Chasmed  in  the  crag,  again  our  Theatre 
Predominates,  one  purple :  Staghunt-month, 
Brings  it  not  Dionuaia  r    Hail,  the  Three  I 
Aiaehnlos,  8ophokles,  Euripides 
Compete,  gain  prize  or  lose  prixe,  godlike  stilL 
Nay,  lest  uiey  lack  the  old  god-exercise  — 
Their  noble  want  the  unworthy,  —  as  of  old. 
(How  otherwise  should  patience  crown  tneir 

might?) 
What  if  each  find  his  ape  promoted  man. 
His  censor  raised  for  antic  serrioe  stiU  ? 
Some  new  Hermippos  to  pelt  Perikles, 
Kratinos  to  swear  rheidias  robbed  a  shrine, 
Eruxis  —  I  suspect,  Euripides, 
No  brow  will  ache  because  with  mop  and  mow 
He  gibes  my  poet !    There  's  a  dog^aoed  dwarf 
That  gets  to  ^odship  somehow,  yet  retains 
His  apehood  m  the  Egyptian  hierarehy. 
More  decent,  indeooroua  just  enough  : 
Why  should  not  dog-ape,  l?raoed  in  due  degrce. 
Grow  Bfomos  aa  thou  Zieus  r    Or  didst  thou  sigh 
RighUy  with  thy  Makaria?    ''Afterlife, 
Better  no  acntienoy  than  turbulence : 
Death  curea  the  low  contention."    Be  it  so  t 
Yet  progress  means  contention,  to  my  mind. 

Euthukles,  who,  except  for  love  that  speaka. 

Art  silent  by  ray  side  while  words  of  mine 

Provoke  that  foe  from  which  escape  is  vain 

Henceforward,  wake  Athenai's  fate  and  foil,  — 

Memories  asleep  as,  at  Uie  altar-foot. 

Those  Furies  in  the  Oresteian  song,  — 

Do  I  amiss,  who  wanting  strength  use  craft. 

Advance  upon  the  foe  I  cannot  fly. 

Nor  feign  a  snake  is  dormant  though  it  gnaw  ? 

That  fate  and  faU,  once  bedded  in  our  brain, 

Roota  itself  past   upwrenching;   but   coaxed 

forth, 
Encouraged  out  to  practise  fork  and  fang,  — 
Perhaps,  when  satiate  vrith  prompt  snatenanoe. 
It  may  pine,  likelier  die  than  if  left  swell 
In  peace  by  our  pretension  to  ignore. 
Or   pricked   to    threefold    ftury,   should    our 

stamp 
Bruise  and  not  brain  the  pest. 

A  middle  course  1 
What  hinders  that  we  treat  this  tragic  theme 
As  the  Three  taught  when  either  woke  some 

woe, 
'—  How  Klntaimnestra  hated,  what  the  pride 
Of  lokast^,  why  Medeia  clove 
Nature  asunder.    Small  rebuked  by  large. 
We  felt  our  puny  hates  refine  to  air. 
Our  poor  pndes  sink,  prevent  the  humbling 

Our  petty  passions  parifr  their  tide. 
80,  EnthnUes,  permit  tho  tragedy 
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To  re-enaet  itself,  thk  To^age  thtougli. 

Till  •nnsets  end  and  nmnse  brisfaten  Khodas  I 


Majestic  oa  the  atage  of  memory, 
Peploaed  and  kothomed,  let  Atneoai  hJi 
Once  more,  nay,  oft  aanin  till  life  oooehida, 
Lent  for  the  leaaon :  Chorea,  I  and  thoa  I 
What  elae  in  life  Mema  piteous  any  more 
After  such  pity,  or  proves  terrible 
Bende  such  tenor  r 

StiD  —  sinee  Phnuiiefaoa 
Offended,  by  too  premature  a  toueh 
Of  that  Milesian  smart-place  freshly  frayed  — 
(Ah,  my  poor  people,  wnoae  prompt  remedy 
Waa  —  fine  the  poet,  not  reform  thyself !) 
Beware  nrecipitate  approach  I    Reneane 
Rather  tae  prologs,  well  a  year  away, 
Than  the  main  misery,  a  soiHet  old. 
What  else  bat  fitting  prologue  to  the  piece 
8tyle  aa  adTenture,  stranger  than  my  first 
By  so  much  as  the  issue  it  enwombed 
Lurked  big  beyond  Ralanstion^s  littleness  7 
Second  sapfeme  adventure !    O  that  Spring, 
That  eve  I  told  the  earlier  to  my  friends  I 
Where  are  the  four  now,  with  each  red*ripe 

mouth 
Crumpled  so  close|  no  quickest  breath  it  fetched 
Could  diaeuKage  tne  liinflower  furled  to  bud 
For  fear  Admetoa  —  snivering  head  and  foot. 
As  with  sick  soul  and  blind  averted  face 
He  trusted  hand  forth  to  obev  his  friend  — 
Should  find  no  wife  in  her  ooU  haod*s  response. 
Nor  see  the  disenshrouded  statue  start 
Alkeetia,  live  the  life  and  love  the  love  I 
I  wonder,  does  the  streamlet  ripple  still. 
Out-smoothing  galingale  and  watermiut 
Its  mat-flo  )r  f  while  at  brim,  *twixt  aedge  and 

sedge. 
What  bubbling!   past   Baccheion,   broadened 

much. 
Pricked  by  the  reed  and  fretted  by  the  fly. 
Oared  by  the  boatroan-spider^s  pair  of  anna  ! 
Lenaia  was  a  gladsome  month  ago  — 
Euripides  had  taught  ** Andromeda :  " 
Next  month,  would  teach  "  Kresphontes  **  — 

which  same  month 
8ome  one  from  Phokia.  who  companioned  me 
Since  all  that  happened  on  those  temple^teps. 
Would  marry  me  and  turn  Athenian  too. 
Now  I  if  nnxt  year  the  masters  let  the  slaves 
Do  Bacchic  service  and  restore  mankind 
That  tnhy^  whereof,  *t  is  noised*  one  jday 
Presents  the  Bacchai,  —  no  Euripides 
Will  teach  the  chnros,  nor  shall  we  be  tinged 
By  any  such  fTnuid  8uns>'t  of  his  sonl. 
Exiles  from  dead  Athenai,  —  not  the  live 
That 's  in  the  oioud  there  with  the  new-born 

atari 

Speak  to  the  infinite  intelligence. 
Sing  to  the  everlasting  sympathy  1 
Winds  belly  sail,  and  drencn  of  dancing  brine 
Buffet  onr  boai-aide,  so  the  prore  boond  foee  1 
Condense  onr  voyage  into  one  great  day 
Made  up  of  annset-eloses  :  eve  by  eve. 
Resume  that  memorable  night-discourse 
When  —  like  some  roeteor-brilliasoe,  fire  and 
filth. 


Or  say,  his  own  Amphitheoa,  dsitr 
And  dung,  who,  bound  on  the  goos*  enS' 
Got  men  a  acknowledgement  in  lock  and  enff 
We  made  acquaintance  with  a  vk 
Ominous,  apparitional,  who  went 
aahe 


came,  hat  anau  not  paaa  avsy. 
Let  us  attempt  that  memorable  taikf 
Clothe  the  aaventure's  every  incident 


With  due  expression  :  may  not  looks  be  told, 
"  made  speak,  and  apeech  ao  ampHT 

That  words    find  blood-warmth  whin,  eold- 


speak,  and  apeech  ao  amplified 
find  bio 
writ,  they  lose  ? 

from 


RecaU   the  night   we  heard   the 

Thraee, 
One  year  ago,  Athenai  still  henelf . 


We  two  were  sittimp  silent  in  the 

Yet  cheerieaa  hard^.    Enthnklca,  fotghre ! 

1  somehow  speak  to  unseen  aaditotn. 

Not  you,  but  —  Ettthukles  had  entered,  gzmve. 

Grand,  may  I  any,  aa  who  bringa  lanrel-bmBch 

And  mesiage  frosn  tha  tripod :  aaeh  it  prored. 


He  first  renwred  the  gnriand  from  hia 
Then  took  my  hand  and  looked  into  my  faee. 


«4 


Speak   good  words  1**  muoii  miagiviBg  fal* 
teredL 


''Good   words,  the  best,  BahHistkm!    He  is 

crowned. 
Gone  with  his  Attic  ivy  home  to  feaat. 
Since  Aischnlos  required  oompanionahip. 
Pour  a  libation  for  Eoripideal*' 


When  we  had  sat  the  heavier  sUenoe  ont  — 
"  Dead  and  triumphant  still  1  '*  began  replr 
To   my  eve^s  question.    ''As   he  wiUed,   he 

worked  : 
And,  aa  he  worked,  he  wanted  not,  be  aore. 
Triumph  his  whole  life  through,  anbmitting 

work 
To  work^s  right  judges,  never  to  the  wrong. 
To  competency,  not  meptitnde. 
When  he  had  run  lifers  proper  race  and  worked 
Quite  to  the  stade^s  end,  there  remained  to  try 
The   stade^s   tarn,  ahould  strength  dare  the 

doable  course. 
Half  the  diauhis  reached,  the  hundred  plays 
Accomplished,  force  in  ita  rebound  sumoed 
To  lift  along  tne  athlete  and  enaare 
A  second  wreath,  proposed  bv  fools  for  first. 
The  statist's  olive  aa  the  poevs  bav.  ^ 
Wiselier,  he  s>iffered  not  a  twofold  aim 
Retard  his  pnee,  conf  oae  his  sight ;  at  oaoe 
Poet  and  statist ;  though  the  multitude 
Girded  him  ever  '  All  thine  aim  thine  art  t 
The  idle  poet  only  ?    No  regard 
For  civic  duty,  pnblic  service,  here  ? 
We  drop  our  bsllot-bean  for  Sophoklea  I 
Not  only  could  he  write  '*  Antigon^," 
But  — cince   (we  aigned)  whoso  penned  that 


Might  just  aa  well  condnot 

straight 
Goodniatnmly  he  took  on  hii 
Got  laughed aft«  and  went' 
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Having  allowed  ns  our  experiment 
KciHpectinfi:  the  fit  nae  of  facultv/ 
No  whit  the  more  did  athlete  uacken  p>ee. 
Scion  the  jeen  grew :  *  Cold  hater  of  hie  kind, 
A  eea-cave  suite  him,  not  the^  yulgar  hearth  1 
What  need  of  tongue-talk,  with  a  bookish  store 
Would  stock  ten  cities  ?  *    Shadow  of  an  aas  I 
No  whit  the  worse  did  athlete  touch  the  mark 
And,  at  the  turning-point,  consign  his  soom 
O'  the  scomers  to  taat  final  trilogy 
'  Hu^ipnle,'  *  Phoiniasai/  and  the  Match 
<>f  I^ife  Contemplative  with  Active  Lifei 
Zethos  against  Amphion.    Ended  so  ? 
Nowise  I  —  began  again :  for  heroes  rest 
Dropping  shiem^s  oval  o  er  the  entire  man. 
Ana  ne  who  thus  took  Contemplation's  prue 
Turned  stade-point  but  to  face  Activity, 
(hit  of  all  shadowy  hands  extending  help 
For   life's  decline    pledged  to   youth's   labor 

stiU, 
Whatever  renovation  flatter  age,  — 
.Siciety  with  pastime,  solitude 
With  peace,  — he  ohoee  the  hand  that  gave  the 

heart. 
Bade  Maceaonian  Archelaos  take 
The  leavings  of  Athenai,  ash  once  flame. 
Fur  fifty  politicians'  frosty  work, 
( hie  poet's  ash  proved  ample  and  to  spare : 
He  propped  the  state  and  filled  the  treasury, 
(\>niiselled  the  king  as  might  a  meaner  som. 
Furnished  the  friend  vrith  what  shall  stand  in 

stead 
Of  crown  and  sceptre,  star  his  name  about 
When  these  are  aust ;  for  him.  Euripides 
iMHt  the  old  hand  on  the  old  pnormmx  flung, 
Clashed  thence   ^Alkaion,'   maddened   *Pen* 

theus '  up ; 
Then  music  signed  itself  away,  one  moan 
Iphigeneia  nuule  by  Aulis'  stnuid  ; 
Witn  her  and  music  died  Euripides. 

'*  The  poet-friend  who  followed  him  to  Tlmoe, 
.\gathon,    writes   thus   much :  the  merchant- 
ship 
Mtireover  brinjcs  a  message  from  the  king 
To  young  Eunpides,  who  went  on  board 
Tliis  morning  at  Mounuehia :  all  is  true." 

I  Maid  **  Thank  Zeus  for  the  great  news  and 
good!" 

"  Nay,  the  report  is  runninir  in  brief  fire 
Through  the  town's  stubbly  furrow,"  he  re- 
sumed: 
—  **  Entertains   brightly   what  their  favorite 

styles 
'  The  City  of  (Papers  |  for  a  week  perhaps. 
Supplants  three  luminous  tales,  but  yesterday 
Pnmounoed  sufficient  lamps  to  last  the  month  : 
How  GlaoketeSj  outbidding  Mocaimos, 
Paid  market-pnoe  for  one  ICopaio  eel 
A   thensand  drachmai,  and  then  cooked  his 

prize 
Not  proper  conger-fashion  but  in  oil 
And  nettles,  as  man  fries  the  foam-fiah>kind ; 
How  all  the  captains  of  the  triremes,  late 
\'tc*toni  at  Argmousai,  on  return 
Will,  for  return,  be  straightway  put  to  death ; 


How  Mikon  wagered  a  Theesalian  mime 
Trained  him  by  Lais,  looked  on  as  complete. 
Against  Leogoras'  blood-mare  koppa-markea. 
Valued  six  talents,  —  swore,  accomplished  so. 
The  giri   could   swallow   at   a   draught,    nor 

breathe, 
A  choinix  of  unmixed  Mendeeian  wine ; 
And   having   lost   the  mi^ch  will  —  dine   on 

herbs! 
Hiree  stories  late  aflame,  at  once  extinct, 
Outblaaed  by  just  *  Euripides  is  dead  * ! 

**  I  met  the  concourse  from  the  Theatre, 
The  audience  flocking  homeward:  victory 
Again  awarded  Aristophanes 
Precisely    for    his    old     play    chopped    and 

changed, 
'  The  Female  Celebrators  of  the  Feast '  — 
That  Thesmophoria,  tried  a  second  time. 
^  Never  sneh  tnll  sucoess ! '  —  assured  the  folk. 
Who  yet  stopped  praising  to  have  word  of  mouth 
With  *  Euthukles,  the  bard's  own  intimate, 
Balanstion's  husband,  the  right  man  to  ask.' 

**  *  Dead,  yes,  but  how  dead,  may  acquaintance 

know? 
You  were  the  couple  constant  at  his  eave :        . 
Tell  us  now,  is  it  true  that  women,  moved 
By  reason  of  bis  liking  Krateros '  .  .  . 


It 


I  answered  *  He  was  loved  by  Sokmtes.' 


*'  'Nay,'  said  another,  'envy  did  the  work  ! 
For,  emulating  poets  of  the  plaee. 
One  Arridaios,  one  Krateues,  both 
Established  in  the  royal  favor,  these  *  .  .  . 

** '  Phytagoras  instructed  him,'  said  I. 

*'*PA«,'   whistled  Comic   Platon,  'bear  the 

fact! 
'T  was  well  said  of  your  friend  by  Sophokles, 
"  He  hate  our  women  ?    In  his  vene,  belike. 
But  when  it  comes  to  proee-work,  —  ha,  ha, 

ha!" 
New  climes  don't  change  old  manners:  so,  it 

chanced. 
Pursuing  an  intrigue  one  moonless  night 
With  Arethousian  Nikodikos'  wife, 
(Come  now,  his   years  were  simply  seventjr- 

fivej 
Crossing  the  palace-court,  what  haps  he  on 
But  Archelaos'  iMok  of  hungry  hounds? 
Who  tore  him  piecemeal  ere  his  cry  brought 

help.' 

"lasked:  Did  not  yon  write  '  The  Festivals '  ? 
Ton  best  know  what  dog  tore  him  when  alive. 
Ton  others,  who  now  make  a  ring  to  hear, 
Have  not  yon  just  enjoyed  a  second  treat. 
Proclaimed  that  ne'er  was  play  more  worthy 

prize 
Than  this,  myself  assisted  at,  last  srear, 
And  gave  its  worth  to,  —  spitting  on  the  same  ? 
Appraise  no  poetrv.  —  price  cuttlefish. 
Or  that  seaweed-alphestes,  scorpion-eort, 
Mndi  faaeed  for  mixing  mud  with  fantasy 
On  midnights !    1  interpret  no  foul  dreams.'^ 
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If  so  said  Eutbukles,  bo  ooold  not  I, 
Balaustion,  say.    After  '^  Liuistrat^  " 
No  more  for  me  of  "people's  privilege," 
No  witnessiiig  **  the  Grand  old  ComiMiy 
Coeval  with  our  freedom,  which,  curtailed, 
Were  f reedom^s  deathblow :  reuc  of  the  past, 
When  Virtae  laughini^ly  told  truth  to  Vice, 
Uttcensured,  since  the  stem  mouth,  stuffed  with 

flowers, 
Through  poetry  breathed  satire,  perfumed  bUst 
Which  sense  snuffed  up  while  searched  unto 

the  bone ! " 
I   was  a   stranger :    "  For   first   joy,"    urged 

friends, 
**  Go  hear  our  Comedy,  some  patriot  piece 
That  plies  the  selfish  advocates  of  war 
With  argument  so  unevadable 
That  crash  fall  Kleons  whom  the  finer  play 
Of  reason,  tickling,  deeper  wounds  no  whit 
Than  would  a  spear>thrust  from  a  savory-stalk  I 
No :  you  hear  knave  and  fool  told  ciime  and 

fault. 
And  see  each  scourged  his  quantity  of  stripes. 
'Hiiugh    dealing,  awkward   language,^  whine 

our  fops : 
The  world  *s  too  squeamish  now  to  bear  plain 

words 
Concerning  deeds  it  acts  with  gust  enough : 
But.  thanks  to  wtne-lees  and  aemooraoy. 
We  ve  still  our  stage  where  truth  calls  spade  a 

spade  1 
Ashamed  ?    I^uromachos*  decree  provides 
The  sex  may  sit  discreetly,  witness  all, 
•Sorted,  the  good  with  good,  the  gay  with  ny. 
Themselves  unseen,  no  need  to  force  a  bluiin. 
A  Rhodian  wife  and  ignorant  so  long  ? 
€ro  hear  next  play  I  " 

I  heard  ''  Lusistrat^.*' 
Waves,  said  to  wash  pollution  from  the  worid. 
Take  that  plague-memory,  cure   that  pustule 

caught 
As,  past  escwpe,  I  sat  and  saw  the  piece 
By  one  appalled  at  Phaidra^s  fate,  —  the  chaste. 
Whom,  because   chaste,  the  wicked   goddess 

chained 
To  that  same  serpent  of  nnohastitv 
She  loathed  most,  and  who,  ooilea  so,  died  dis- 
traught 
Rather  than  make  submission,  loose  one  limb 
Love-wards,  at  lambency  of  honeyed  tongue, 
Or  torture  of  the  scales  which  scraped  her  snow 
—  I  say,  the  piece  by  him  who  charged  this  piece 
f  Because  Euripides  shrank  not  to  teach. 
If  gods  be  strong  and  wicked,  man,  though 

weak. 
May  prove  their  match  by  willing  to  be  good) 
With  infamies  the  Scjrthian^s  whip  shoulocnre — 
**  Such   outrage    done    the    pnolic  —  Phaidra 

named! 
Such  pui^MMe  to  corrupt  ingenuous  youth. 
Such  msult  cast  on  female  character  I  "  — 
Why,  when  I  saw  that  bestiali^ — 
So  beyond  all  brute-beast  imagining. 
That  when,  to  point  the  moralat  the  close, 
Poor  Salabaocho,  just  to  show  how  fair 
Was  "  Reconciliation,"  stripped  her  channs. 
That  exhibition  simply  hade  us  breathe, 


Seemed  something  healthy  and  oommendabk* 
After  cybscfcuity  grotesqued  so  much 
It  slunk  away  revolted  at  itself. 
Henceforth  I  had  my  answer  when  oor  safrf 
Pattern-proposing  seniors  pleaded  grave, 
**  You  fail  to  fathom  here  the  deep  design ! 
All  *s  acted  in  the  interest  of  trutn. 
Religion,  and  those  manners  old  and  dear 
Wliich  made  our  city  great  when  eituens 
Like  Aristeides  and  like  Miltiades 
Wore  each  a  golden  tettix  in  his  hair." 
What  do  they  wear  now  under — Kleophon  ? 

Well,  for  such  reasons,  —  I  am  ont  of  breath. 
But  kiathsomeness  we  needs  must  hurry  past,  — 
I  did'not  go  to  see,  nor  then  nor  now. 
The  "  Thesmophoriazousai."    But,  sanoe  malca 
Choose  to  brave  firat,  blame  afterward,  nor 

brand 
Without  fair  taste  of  what  they  stigmatise, 
Euthnkles  had  not  missed  the  first  display, 
Original  portnut  of  Euripides 
Bv  *'  Virtue  langhiiigly.reproving  Vice :  '* 
"  Virtue,"  —  the  auUior^  Aristopnanes, 
Who  mixed  an  image  out  of  hb  own  depths. 
Ticketed  as  I  teU  you.    Oh,  this  time 
No  more  pretension  to  recondite  worth ! 
No  joke  in  aid  of  Peace,  no  demagogue 
Pun-peUeted  &om  Pnnx,  no  kordax-daaoe 
Overt  helped  covertly  the  Ancient  Faith ! 
All  now  was  muck,  nome^yrodnoe,  honestmaa 
The  anthor^s  soul  secreted  to  a  play 
Which  gained  the  prize  that  diqr  we  heard  th« 

death. 

I  thought "  How  thoroughly  death  alters  tbioKS  t 
Where  is  the  wrong  now,  done  our  dead  and 

great? 
How  natural  seems  grandeur  in  relief. 
Cliff-base  with  frothy  spites  against  its  calm  ! " 

Euthnkles  interposed — he  read  my  thought  — 

"  0*er  them,  too,  in  a  moment  came  the  ehaage. 

The  crowd  *s  entlinsiastie,  to  a  man : 

Since,  rake  as  such  mav  please  the  ordnre-lieap 

Because  of  certain  sparkles  presumed  ore. 

At  first  flash  of  true  lightning  overhead. 

They  look  up,  nor  resume  their  search  too 

The  inaect-scatteiing  mgn  is  evident. 

And  nowhere  winks  a  nrefly  rival  now. 

Nor  bustles  any  beetle  of  the  brood 

With   trundled   dnng^ball  meant    to 

heaven. 

Contrariwise,  the  cry  is  *  Honor  him  1  * 
*  A  statue  in  tJie  theatre  I  ^  wants  one ; 
Another  *  Bring  the  poet^s  body  back. 
Bury  him  in  Peiraios:  o^er  his  tomb 
Let  Alkamenes  carve  the  mnsio-vritch. 
The  songstress-siren,  meed  of  melody : 
Thoukndides  invent  his  epitaph  I  * 
To-night  the  whole  town  pays  its  tribute  tha»." 

Our  tribute  should  not  be  the  same,  my  frieuH  ' 
Statue  ?    Within  our  heart  he  stood,  he  stand**  l 
As  for  the  vest  outgrown  now  by  the  form. 
Low  flesh  that  clothed  high  soul,  — a  Te8fnn*\ 
fate  — 
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Wliy,  let  it  fade,  mix  with  the  elemeiits 
There  where  it,  fallinar,  freed  Euripides ! 
But  for  the  aoul  that  b  tatelary  now 
Till  time  end,  o*er  the  world  to  teach  and  bleai  — 
How  better  hail  its  freedom  than  by  first 
Siug:iiiff,  we  two,  its  own  song:  back  a^ ain, 
Up  to  uat  face  from  which  flowed  beauty  —  faee 
Now  abler  to  see  triumph  and  take  love 
Than  when  it  ^rifled  Athenai  once  ? 

The  sweet  and  strange  Alkestis,  which  saved 

me. 
Secured  nie  —  yon,  ends  nowise,  to  my  mind, 
In  pardon  of  Admetos.    Hearts  are  fain 
To  follow  cheerful  wearr  Herakles 
Striding  away  from  the  huge  gratitude, 
rinb  shouldered,  lion-fleece  round  loiu  and  flank, 
l^und  on  the  next  new  labor  **  height  o*er  height 
Ever  surmounting,  — destiny  *s  decree  I  " 
Thither  He  helps  ns :  that 's  the  story  *s  end ; 
He  smiling  said  so,  when  I  told  him  mine  " 
Mv  great  adventure,  how  Alkestis  helped. 
Afterward,  when  the  time  for  parting  fell. 
He  gave  me,  with  two  other  precious  gifts, 
This  third  and  best,  consummating  the  xnMS^t 
**  Herakles,**  writ  by  his  own  hand,  each  line. 

**  If  it  have  worth,  reward  is  still  to  seek. 
Nimebody,  I  forget  who,  ^ined  the  prise 
And  proved  aren*poet :  tame  must  show !  *'  he 

smiled : 
*'  Take  this,  and,  when  the  noise  tires  out,  judge 

me  — 
Some  day,  not  slow  to  dawn,  when  somebody  — 
Who?  Ifoiget  — proves  nobody  at  all!'* 

Is  not  that  day  come?    What  if  you  and  I 
Re-sing  the  song,  inaugurate  the  fame  ? 
We  have  not  wuted  to  acquaint  ourselves 
With  songand  subject ;  we  can  prologise 
How,  at  £urustheus*  bidding,  —  hate  strained 

hard, — 
Herakles  had  departed,  one  time  more, 
(>n  his  last  labor,  worst  of  all  the  twelve ; 
Descended  into  Haides,  thence  to  drag 
The  triple-headed  hound,  which  sun  should  see 
Spite  ot  the  god  whose  darkness  whelped  the 

Fear. 
Down  went  the  hero,  **baek  —  how  should  he 

come?*' 
So  laughed  King  Lukos,  an  old  enemy. 
Who  judged  that  absence  testified  defeat 
C>f  the  land's  loved  one,  — since  he  saved  the 

|<^nd 
And  fur  that  service  wedded  Megara 
Daughter  of  Thebai,  realm  her  child  should  rule. 
Ambition,  greed  and  malice  seized  their  prey. 
The  Heraoleian  House,  defenceleas  left, 
Father  and  wife  and  child,  to  trample  out 
Trace  of  its  hearth^fire  :  since  extreme  old  age 
Wakes  pity,  waman*s  wrong  wins  ohampionshtp. 
And  chud  may  grow  up  man  and  take  revenge, 
llffuoe  see  we  tlmt,  from  out  their  palace-home 
Hunted,  for  last  resonroe  thev  cluster  now 
Couchea  on  the  cold  gronnd.  hapliws  supplicants 
About  their  court-yara  altar,  —  Household  Zeus 
It  is,  the  Three  in  funeral  grarb  beseech, 
I  delaying  death  so,  till  deliverance  oome  -^ 


When  did  it  ever  ?  ~  from  the  deep  and  dark. 
And   thus   breaks  silence   old   Amphitmon*s 

voice.  ... 
Say  I  not  true  thus  far,  my  Euthukles  ? 

Suddenly,  torch-light !  knocking  at  the  door, 
Loud,   quick,    **  Admittance   for   the   revels* 

lord  I  '* 
Some  unintelligible  Komos-ci^  — 
Rauh/leth  red,  no  cap  upon  kt»  kead^ 
Dionutot,  Bacchoi,  PkaUi,  lacchotj 
In  let  him  red  with  the  kid'ikin  at  At«  Aee/, 
Where  it  burie»  in  the  epread  of  the  Imehy  myrtlt- 

bed! 
(Our  Rhodian  Jackdaw-song  was  sense  to  that  I) 
Then  laughter,  outbursts  ruder  and  more  rude. 
Through  whion,  with  silver  point,  a  fluting 

pierced. 
And  ever  "  Open,  open,  Bacohos  bids  I " 


But  at  last  —  one  authoritative  word. 

One  name  of  an  immense  significance : 

For  Euthukles  rose  up,  threw  wide  the  door. 

There  trooped  the  Choree  of  the  Comedy 
Crowned  mi  triumphant;  first,  those  flushed 

Fifteen, 
Men  that  wore  women^s  garb,  grotesque  dieguise. 
Then  marched  the  Three,  —  who  played  Mnesi- 

lochoa. 
Who,  Toxotes,  and  who,  robed  riglit,  masked 


Monkeyed  our  Great  and  Dead  to  heart's  content 
That  morning  in  Athenai.    Blasks  were  down 
And  robes  doffed  now ;  the  sole  disguise  was 
drink. 

Mixing  with  these  —  I  know  not  what  gay  erowd, 
Girl-dancers,  flute-boys,  and  pre-eminent 
Among  them,  —  doubtless  dimped  with  such  re- 
serve 
As  stopped  fear  of  the  fifty-drachma  fine 
(Beside  one's  name  on  public  fig-tree  nailed) 
Which  women  pay  wlio  in  uie  streets  walk 

bare,  — 
Behold  EUaphion  of  the  Persic  dance ! 
Who  lately  nad  frisked  fawn-foot,  and  the  rest, 
—  All  for  the  Patriot  Cause,  the  Antique  Faith, 
The  Conservation  of  True  Poesy  — 
Could  I  but  penetrate  the  deep  derign  f 
Elaphion,  more  Peiraioe-known  as     Phape,** 
Tripped  at  the  head  of  the  whole  banouet-band 
Who  came  in  front  now,  as  the  first  fell  back  ; 
And  foremost  —  the  authoritative  voice. 
The  revels-leader,  he  who  gained  the  prise, 
And  got  the  frlory  of  the  Archon's  feast  — 
There  stood  m  person  Aristophanes. 

And  no  ignoble  preeence !    On  the  bulge 

Of  the  clear  baldness,  —  all  his  head  one  brow,  — 

True,  the  veins  swelled,  blue   network,  and 

there  surged 
A  red  from  cheek  to  temple.  —  then  retired 
As   if   the    dark-leaved    chaplet    damped    a 

fiaroe,  — 
Was  never  nursed  by  temperance  or  health. 
But  huge  the  eyebaUs  rolled  back  native  fire, 
Imperimudy  triumphant :  nostrils  wide 
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Waited  their  inoenee ;  while  the  puned  mouth's 

pont 
An^reaBive,  while  the  beak  supreme  above, 
\Vnile   the   head,   face,    nay,  pillared  throat 

thrown  back, 
Beard  whitening  under  like  a  vinoiis  foam. 
These  made  a  glory,  of  such  insolence  — 
I  thought,  —  such  domineering  deity 
Hephaistos  might  hare  carved  to  cut  the  brine 
For  his  gay  brother^s  prow,  imbrue  that  path 
Which,  purpling,  recognized  the  conqueror. 
Impudent  and  majestic :  drunk,  perhaps. 
But  that 's  religion ;  sense  too  plainly  snuffed : 
Still,  sensuality  was  grown  a  rite. 

What  I  had  disbelieved  meet  proved  most  true. 

There  was  a  mind  here,  mind  a-waotoning 

At  ease  of  undisputed  mastery 

Over  the  body's  orood,  those  appetites. 

Oh,  but  he  grasped  them  grandlv,  as  the  god 

His  either  struggling  handful,  —  nurtless  snakes 

Held  deep  down,  strained  hard  off  from  side 

and  side !  ^      ^ 
Masterv  his,  theirs  nmplv  servitude. 
So  well  could  firm  fist  heip  intrepid  eye. 
Fawning  and  fulsome,  had  they  licked   and 

bused? 
At  mandate  of  one  mnsde,  order  reigned. 
They  had  been  wreathing  much  famuiar  now 
About  him  on  his  entry  ;  but  a  squeese 
Choked  down  the  pests  to  plaee:   their  lord 

stood  free. 

Forward  he  stepped  :  I  rose  and  fronted  him. 

'*  Hail,  house,  the  friendly  to  Euripides  I '' 

(So  he  began)  **  Hail,  each  inhabitant ! 

You,  hidy  ?     What,  the  Rhodiaa  ?     Form  and 

face. 
Victory's  self  upsoaring  to  reeeive 
The  poet  ?     Right  they  named  you  .  .  .  some 

rich  name. 
Vowel-buds  thomed  about  with  consonants, 
Fragrant,  felicitous,  rose-glow  enriched 
By  the  Isle's  unguent :  some  diminished  end 
In  I'on,^  Kallistion  ?^  delicater  still, 
Kubelion  or  Melittion,  —  or,  suppose 
(Less  vulgar  love  than  bee  or  violet) 
Phibalion.  for  the  mouUi  split  red-fig-wise, 
Korakinidion  for  the  coal-black  hair, 
Nettarion,  Phabion  for  the  ditflingnesH  ? 
But  no,  it   was  some  fruit-flower,  Rhoidion 

.  .  •  ha. 
We    near     the     balsam-bloom  —  Balaustion  ! 

Thanks, 
Rhodes!    Folk  have  called  me  Rhodian,  do 

you  know  ? 
Not  fools  BO  far  !    Because,  if  Helios  wived, 
As  Pindaras  sings  somewhere  prettilv. 
Here  blooms  his  offspring,  earth-flesh  with  sun- 

flre, 
Rhodes'  blood  and  Helios'  gold.    My  phorminx, 

boy  1 
Why  does  the  boy  hang  back  and  balk  an  ode 
Tiptoe  at  spread  of  wing  ?    But  like  enough, 
Sunshine  frays  torehlight.    Witness  whom  you 


Superb  Ralanstinn  1    Look  outside  the  house  I 


PAo,  you  have  qoenehed  my  Komoa  by  first 

frown. 
Struck  dead  all  loyance :  not  a  fluting  puffs 
From  idle  cheek  hand  1    Ah,  mj  Choros  too  ? 
You  've   eaten    onekoo-iHPPh)  f      Dumb,    >oo 

dogs? 
So  much  good  Thasian  wasted  on  your  throotii 
And  out  of  them  not  one  TkreUameio  f 
Neblaretail    Because  this  earth-aad'-snn 
Product  looks  wormwood  and  all  bitter  herbs  ? 
WeU,  do  I  blench,  though  me  she  hates  the  nMj»t 
Of  mortals  ?    By  the  cabbage,  off  they  slink  ! 
You,  too,  ray  Chrusomeloloothion-PhapSj 
Girl-goldling-beet]»-beauty  ?    You,  nbaatied. 
Who  late,  supremely  unabashable. 
Propped  up  my  play  at  that  important  point 
When  Artamouzia  tricks  the  Tozotes? 
Ha,    ha, — thank    Hermes    for    the     Inek^ 

throw,  — 
We  came  last  comedy  of  the  whole  seren, 
So  went  all  fresh  to  judgment  well-dispased 
For  who  should  fatly  feast  them,  ejre  and  ear. 
We  two  between  us  I     What,  yon  fail  your 

friend? 
Away  then,  free  me  of  your  cowardioe ! 
Go,  ^t  you  the  goat's  breakfast  I    Fare  afield. 
Ye  circumcised  of  Egypt,  pigs  to  sow. 
Back  to  the  Priest's  or  forward  to  the  erows. 
So  you  but  rid  me  of  such  company  I 
Once  left  alone,  I  can  protect  myself 
From  statuesque  Balaustion  pedestalled 
On  much  disapprobation  and  mirtake ! 
She  dares  not  beat  the  sacred  brow,  beside ! 
Baoehos'  equipment,  ivy  safeguards  well 
As  Phoibo?  bay. 

"  They  take  me  at  my  word ! 
One  comfort  is,  I  shall  not  want  them  loag. 
The  Arehon's  cry  creaks,  creaks,  *  Cmrtail  ex- 
pense!' 
The  war  wants  money,  year  the  twenty-aizth  t 
Cut  down  our  Choros  number,  dip  oostome. 
Save  birds'  wings,  beetles'  armor,  spend  the 

caah 
In  three-crest  skull-caps,  three  days'  salt-fiah- 

slice, 
Three-banked-ships  for  these  sham  ambuwis 

dors. 
And  what  not :  any  oost  but  Comedy's  I 
'  No  Chores '  —soon  will  follow ;  what  eare  I  ? 
Archinos  and  Agurrhios,  scrape  your  flint. 
Flay  your  dead  dog,  and  curry  favor  so ! 
Choros  in  rags,  with  loss  of  leather  next. 
We  loee  the  boars'  vote,  lose  the  song  and  daact*. 
Lose  my  Elaphion !    Still,  the  actor  stays. 
Save  but  ra^  acting,  and  Uie  baldhead  bard 
Kudathenaian  and  raadionid. 
Son  of  Philippoa,  Aristophanes 
Surmounts  his  rivals  now  as  heretofore. 
Though  stinted  to  mere  sober  pro^  vene  — 
*  Manners  and  men,'  so  aqueanush  gets    th« 

woridi 
No  more  *Step  forward,  strip  for  snap— ta  ! ' 
No  calling  naughty  people  by  their  names, 
No  tickling  auaienoe  into  gratitude 
With  chickpease,  barleygroats  and  nvta  aad 

plums. 
No  setting  SaUbaooho"  .  .  . 


THE   LAST  ADVENTURE  OF  BALAUSTION 
Asl  tnnnd — 


635 


**  Troe,  lady,  I  am  tolerably  dmnk  : 


The  proper  iiMpintion  I    Othei 

PhniniciuM,  Choiriloe !  —  had  AiaohiikNi 

^k>  foiled  yoa  at  the  goatreong^?    Drink  '•  a 


ffod. 
elMC 


How  elie  did  that  old  doating  driveller 

Kratinoe  foil  me,  match  my  maaierpieoe 

The  '  Clouds  *  f     I  swallowed  doud-distilment 

—  dew 
Undimmed  by  any  mpe-blnah,  knit  my  brow 
And  gnawed  my  style  and  laoghed  my  lenrned* 

est; 
WhUe  he  worked  at  his  *  WiUow-wioker-flask,* 
SwifcinnK  at  that  same  flask  by  whieh  hs  swore. 
Till,  mug  and  empty,  sine  and  fill  aeain, 
.Somehow  result  was  —  what  itshoiud  not  be 
Next  time,  I  promised  him  and.kspt  my  word  I 
Henoe,  brimfid  now  of  Thasian  .  .  .  I  ^U  be 

bound, 
Mendesian,  merely :  trinmi^Hught,  yoa  know. 
The  High  Priest  entertains  the  oonqnefor. 
And,  sinoe  war  worsens  all  things,  stingily 
The  rascal  stanres  whom  he  is  bound  to  stuff, 
Chorps  and  aoton  and  their  lord  and  king 
The  poet :  supper,  still  he  needs  must  spraad  — 

He  knew  his  man,  his  match,  his  nastsr — 

made 
Amends,  spared  nfithw  fish,  flush,  fowl  uot 

wine: 
So  merriment  increased,  I  nromiM  yon. 
Till  —  something  happenea.** 

Here  he  strangely  paused, 

'*  After  that,  —Well,  it  either  was  the  cnp 
To  the  Good  Gsaius,  our  concluding  pledge. 
That    wrooriit    me    mischief,    decently 

mizea, — 
(>r,  what  if,  when  tkat  happened,  need 


(H  new  libation  ?    Did  vou  only  know 

What  happened  !    Little  wonder  I  am  drunk." 


what 


Ettthukles,  o^er   the   boatrside,   quick, 

change. 

Watch,  in  the  water  I    But  a  second  since. 
It  Unghed  a  ripply  spread  of  sun  and  sea, 
Kay  fused  with  wave,  to  never  disunite. 
Now,  sudden  all  the  surface,  hard  and  black. 
Lien  a  quenched  light,  dead  motion :   What  the 

oaiMc? 
Look  up  and  lo,  the  menace  of  a  cloud 
Han  solemnized  the  sparkling,  spoil  the  sport ! 
lust  so.  some  OTershadow,  some  new  care 
Stopped  all  the  mirth  and  mocking  on  his  lace 
And  left  there  only  such  a  dark  surmise 
—  No  wonder  if  the  revel  disappeared. 
So  did  his  face  shed  silence  ereiy  side  I 
I  recogniied  a  new  man  fronting  me. 

^*  So  r'  he  smiled,  piercing  to  my  thought  at 

once, 
'*  Ton  see  myself?    Baknsticn's  fixed  ragafd 
(^an  strip  the  pro^  Aristcfdianea 
(>f  what  our  sophnrta,  in  their  jaigm,  style 
His  aocidento  ?    My  sonl  sped  forth  b«t  now 


To  meet  your  hostile  survey,  ~ 
Yet  veritahly  cinet  for  sonl-def < 
With  satyr  sportive  quips,  cranks,  boss  and 

spike. 
Just  as  mv  visible  body  paced  the  street, 
Environed  by  a  boon  companionship 


Your  apnarition  also  pnts  to  flight. 

Well,  wnat  ears  I,  if,  unaocouteed  twice, 

I  front  my  foe  —  no  oomieality 

Round  soul,  and  body-guard  in  bnnislnnant? 

Thank  your   eyea'  searching,  undisguised   I 


The  merest  female  child  may  ipestion  me. 
Spare  not,  speak  bold,  Balanstion  I " 


Idid 


"Bold  speech  be ~ welcome  to  this  hanoved 

Good  Genius  I    Glory  of  the  poet,  glow 
O'  the  humcrist  who  castigates  hk  kind. 
Suave  snmmei^lightniny  lambency  whidi  plays 
On  stag'^msd  trse,  wimhspew  crag-  askew. 
Then  vanishss  with  nnvindietive  smUs 
After  a  moment's  laying  black  earth  bare. 
Splendor  of  wit  that  apnage  *  thnnderball — 
Satire  —  to  bum  and  purify  the  world. 
True  aim,  Uir  purpcae :  Just  wit  instly  strikes 
Injnstice,  --  lignt,  as  rightly  qnsUs  the  wvoog. 
Finds  out  in  knaves',  frnds',  cowards'  arraonr 
The  tricky  tiuelled  pUce  fire  flashes  throngh. 
No  damage  elss,  sagacious  of  true  ore ; 
Wit,  learned  in  the  lanrel,  leaves  each  aieatfi 
O'er  lyric  shell  or  tragic  barbiton,  — 
Though  alien  gauds  be  singed,  —  nndeseenite. 
The  genuine  solace  of  the  sacred  brow. 
Ay,  and  how  pulses  flame  a  patriot«tar 
Steadfast  athwart  our  country's  night  of  things 
To  beacon,  would  she  trust  no  meteor-blnse, 
Athenai  fivm  the  rock  she  steei*  for  straight  t 
O  light,  light,  light,  I  hail  light  everywhere. 
No  matter  for  the  mnik  that  was,  —  nerehanae. 
That  will  be,  —  certes,  never  should  nave  been 
Such  orb's  ••-«*5**»  • 


ii 


I 


*  The  merest  female  child  may  question  you  ? ' 
Once,  in  my  Rhodes,  a  portent  of  the  wave 
Appalled  our  coast :  for  many  a  darkened  day. 
Intolerable  mystery  and  fear. 

Who  snatched  a  furtive  glance  throngh  crannied 

Could  out  lepoK  of  snake-scale,  lisard-limb,  — 
80  swam  what,  making  whirlpools  as  it  went. 
Madded  the  brine  with  wrath  or  monstrona 
Mwrt. 

*  *T  is  Tuphon,  loose,  unmanacled  from  saount,* 
Declared  the  priests,  *  no  way  appeasable 
Unleai  pereluuice  by  virgin-sacnnce  1 ' 

Thus  grew  tiie  terror  and  o'erhnng  the  doom  — 
Until  one  eve  a  certain  female-ekiJd 
Strayed  in  safe  ignonnee  to  seacoast  edge. 
And  there  sat  down  and  san|[  to  nleaas  nstself . 
When  all  at  onee,  laige-looming  from  his  wave. 
Out  leauMl,  chin  hand-propped,  pensive  en  the 

ledge, 
A  ssa  worn  fisee,  sad  as  mortality. 
Divine  with  yearning  aftar  leUswship. 
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ARISTOPHANES'  APOLOGY 


He  riMe  but  breast-high.  So  mnoh  god  she  saw  ; 
N)  much  she  sees  now,  and  does  reverence  !  " 

Ah,  bat  there  followed  tail-splash,  frisk  of  fin  I 
Let  doad  pass,  the  sea^s  ready  laugh  outbt«aks. 
No  very  godlike  trace  retained  the  mouth 
Which  mocked  with  — 

^*  So,  He  taught  you  tragedy  1 
I  alwasrs  asked  *  Why  may  not  women  act  ?  ' 
Nay,  wear  the  comic  visor  just  as  well ; 
Or,  better,  (]|uite  cast  off  the  f  aoe^li^uiae 
And  voice-distortion,  simply  look  and  speak, 
Real  women  plavin^  women  as  men  —  men ! 
I  shall  not  wonder  if  things  come  to  that. 
Some  day  when  I  am  distant  far  enough. 
Do  you  conceive  the  quite  new  Comedy 
When  laws  allow  ?  laws  only  let  ^Is  danoe. 
Pipe,  posture,  —  above  all,  Elaphionize, 
Provided  they  keep  decent  —  that  is,  dumb. 
Ay,  and,  conceiving,  I  would  execute, 
Had  I  but  two  lives :  one  were  overworked  I 
How  penetrate  enemsted  prejudice. 
Pierce  ignoranoe  three  generationa  thick 
Since  first  ^ousarion  crossed  onr  bonndaiy  ? 
H«^  battered  with  a  big  Megarie  stone ; 
Chionides  felled  oak  and  rough-hewed  thence 
This  dub  I  wield  now,  having  spent  my  life 
In  planing  knobs  and  sticking  stnds  to  shine : 
Somebody  else  must  try  mere  poUshed  steel  I  ' 

Emboldened  bv  the  sober  mood*s  return, 
^"Meanwhile,"    said    I,    ** since    planed     and 

studded  club 
Once  more  has  pa^ed  competitors  to  dust. 
And  poet  proves  triumphant  with  that  play 
Euthukles  found  last  year  unfortunate,  — 
Does  triumph  spring  from  smoothness  still  more 

smoothed, 
Freah  studs   sown    thick  and  threefold?    In 

plain  words. 
Have   you   exchanged   brute  -  blows,  —  which 

teach  the  brute 
Man  may  surpass  him  in  brutality,  — 
For  human  fighting,  or  true  god-like  force 
Which  breathes  persuasion  nor  needs  fight  at 

all? 
Have^  you  essaved  attacking  ignorance. 
Convicting  follv,  by  their  opposites. 
Knowledge  and  wisdom  ?  not  by  yours  for  ours. 
Fresh  ignorance  and  folly,  new  for  old. 
Greater  for  leas,  your  crime  for  our  mistake  I 
If  so  success  at  last  have  crowned  desert. 
Bringing  surprise  (dashed  haply  by  concern 
At  your  discovery  such  wild  waste  of  strength 
—  And  what  strength  I  —  went  so  long  to  keep 

in  vogue 
Such  warfMe — and  what  warfare!  —  shamed 

so  fast. 
So  soon  made  obsolete,  as  fell  their  foe 
Bpr  the  first  arrow  native  to  the  orb. 
First  onslaught  worthy  Aristophanes)  — 
Was  this  conviction^s  entry  that  same  strange 
'  Something  that  happened '  to  confound  your 


**  Ah,  did  he  witDsas  then  my  play  tiiat  failed. 
First 'Thesmopkoriaaottsai'?    Well  and  good 


But  did  he  also  see  —  tout  Enthoklea  — 

My  *  Qraashoppers,'  wnich  followed  and  imihtd 

too. 
Three    months    since,    at  the   *  Little-m-ilic- 

Fields '  ?  " 

''To  say  that  he  did  see  that  First— ahould 

say 
He  never  oared  to  see  its  following.^ 


« 


"  There  happens  to  be  reason  why  I  wrote 

Fbst  play  and  second  also.    Ask  the  cause  I 

I  warrant  yon  receive,  ere  talk  be  done. 

Fit  answer,  authorizing  either  act. 

But  here  *s  the  point :  as  Enthuklea  made  tow 

Never  again  to  taste  my  quality. 

So  I  was  minded  next  experiment 

Should  tickle  palate  —  yea,  of  Enthuklea  t 

Not  by  such  utter  change,  such  absolnta 

A  topsyturvv  of  stage-habitnde 

As  you  and  ne  want,  —  Comedy  bnilt  freah. 

By  novel  brick  and  mortar,  base  to  itxif ,  — 

No,  for  I  stand  too  near  and  look  too  cms  ! 

Pleasure  and  pastime  yours,  speotaton  brave. 

Should  I  turn  art's  fixed  fabno  undde  down ! 

Little  you  guess  how  such  tongii  work  tasks 

soul  I 
Not  overtasks,  thongh:  give  fit  strenglli  fair 

play. 
And  strength  *s  a  demionrgos  1    Art  renewad  f 
Ay,  in  some  closet  where  strength  shuts  out  — 

first 
The  friendly  faces,  sympathetic  cheer : 
'  More  of  the  old  provision,  none  snppliea 
So  bounteoudy  as  thou,  —  our  love,  onr  pride. 
Our  author  off  the  many  a  perfect  piece  ! 
Stick    to   that   standard,  change  were   deca- 
dence 1  * 
Next,  the  unfriendly :  '  This  time,  strain  will 

tire. 
He  's  fresh,  Ameipeias  thy  antagonist  I ' 
—  Or  better,  in  some  Salaminian  cave 
Where  sky  and  sea  and  solitude  make  earth 
And  man  and  noise  one  insignificance. 
Let     strength    propose    itself,  —  behind     the 

world,  — 
Sole  prize  worth  winning,  work  that  satisfies 
Strength  it  has  dared  and  done  strength's  utter- 
most! 
After  which,  —  clap-to  closet  and  quit  cave,  ^ 
Strength  may  conclude  in  Archelaaa'  court. 
And  yet  esteem  the  silken  company 
So  much  sky-scud,  sea-froth,  earth-thistledown. 
For  aught  their  praise  or  blame  should  joy  m 

grieve. 
Strength  amid  crowds  as  late  In  solitude 
May  lead  the  still  life,  ply  the  wordless  task : 
Then  only,  when  seems  need  to  move  or  speak. 
Moving  —  for  doe  respect,  when  statesmen  pass, 
(Strength,  in  the  closet,  watched  how  spiders 

spin  I) 
Speaking  —  when  fashion  shows  intelligence, 
(Strength,  in  the   cave,  oft  whistlea    to  the 

gulls!) 
In  short,  has  learnt  first,  practised  afterwards  I 
Despise  the  world  and  leverence  yourself,  — 
Wliy,  yon  may  unmake  things  and   remake 
things. 
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And  throw  behind  yoa,  nnooDoemed  enoniph. 
What  *fi  nuide  or  marred :  *  y<m  teach  men,  are 

not  taaght  1 ' 
So  uuu-cii<M  oit'  the  stage  Enripidee  1 

^*  No  Buch  thin  fare  feeda  flesh  and  blood  like 

mine, 
Nit  Huoh  fault  fume  of  fancy  sates  my  sonl. 
No  such  seelosion,  closet,  cave  or  oonrt, 
^^iiita  either :  irive  me  loetephaaos 
Worth  making   happy  what   eocuse  way  she 

wiU- 

0  happy-maker,  when  her  cries  increase 
About  the  favorite  I    ^  Aristophanes  1 
More  grist  to  mill,  here 's  Kleophon  to  grind  I 
He  *s  for  refusing  peaoe.  though  SpmrU  cede 
Even  Dekeleia  I    Here  *s  Kleonumos 
Declaring  —  though  he  threw  away  his  shield, 
He  *U  thrash  you  till  you  lay  your  lyre  aside  I 
Orestes  bids  mind  where  yon  walk  of  nights  — 
He  wants  your  cloak  as  you  his  cudgelling. 
Here 's,  finaU^,  Melantluas  fat  with  fish. 
The  gormandner-spendthrift-dramatist  1 

^>o,  boBtle  1    Pounce  on  opportunity  1 

Let  fun  a-screaroiug  in  Parabasis, 

Find  food  for  folk  agape  at  either  end. 

Mad   for  amusement  1     Times  grow   better 

too. 
And  should  they  worsen,  why,  who  laughs,  for- 
gets. 
In  no  ease,  venture  boy-experiments  I 
Old  wine 's  the  wine :  new  poetry  drinks  raw : 
Two  plays  a  season  is  your  pledge,  bnside  ; 
So,  give  us  **  Wasps  **  again,  grown  hornets 
nowI»" 

Then  he  changed. 

^*  Do  you  so  detect  in  me  •— 
Brow-bald,  chin-bearded,  me,  curved   cheek, 

carved  lip. 
Or  where  soul  sits  and  reigns  in  either  eye  — 
What  suits  the  —  stagma.  I  say,  —  style  say  you, 
Of  '  Wine-lees-poet '  ?    Bravest  of  buffooM, 
Leas  blnnt  than  Telekleides,  less  obscene 
Than  Murtilos,  Hermippcs :  onlte  a  match 
In  elegance  for  Enpolis  nimseif, 
Y  t  pungent  as  Kratinos  at  his  best  ? 
Ciraoed  with  traditional  immunity 
Ever  since,  much  about  my  grandsire's  time, 
Sirnie  funny  village-man  in  Meaara, 
lx>iit-lard  and  down-king,  usea  a  privilege. 
As  due  religious  drinking-bouts  came  round. 
To  daub  his  phiz,  —  no,  that  was  afterwaid,  — 
He  merely  mounted  cart  with  mates  of  choice 
And  travers(*d  country,  taking  bonse  by  house. 
At  niiriit,  —  because  of  danger  in  the  freak,  -^ 
Then  hollaed  '  Skin-flint  starves  his  laborers  \ 
Cleneh-flst  stows  figs  awav.  cheats  government  I 
Such  an  one  likes  to  kiss  iiis  neighW^s  wife. 
And  beat  his  own  ;  while  such  another  .  .  . 

Bohl* 
Soon  came  the  broad  day.  circumstantial  tale, 
I>ancimr  and  verse,  and  there  *s  our  Comedy. 
There  *s  MuUoe,  there  's  Enetes,  there  *s  the 

stock 

1  shall  be  nroud  to  grttft  my  powers  upon  t 
Proteetad  ?    Pnaisbed  quite  as  certainly 


When  Arehmsi  plcasoH  to  lay  down  eaeh 

Uw,- 

Your  Moruoheidee-Surakosias  sort,  — 
Each  season,  *  No  more  naming  citiiens. 
Only  abuse  the  vice,  the  visions  spare ! 
Observe,  henceforth  no  Areopagite 
Demean  his  rwik  by  writing  Comedy  1  * 
(Ihey  one  and  all  could  write  the  *  Ckmds '  of 

course.) 

*  Needs  must  we  nick  expenditure,  allow 
Comedv  half  a  choros,  supper  —  none. 
Times  being  hard,  while  applicants  increase 
For,  what  costs  cash,  the  Trsgic  Trilogy.* 
Lofty  Tragedians  I    How  they  lounge  aloof 
Each  with  nis  Triad,  three  plays  to  my  one. 
Not  counting  the  contemptuous  fourth,  the  ftunk 
Concession  to  mere  mortal  levi^, 

Satyrio  pittance  tossed  our  beggar-workl  1 

Your  proud  Euripides  from  first  to  last 

Doled  out  some  five  such,  never  deigned  as 

morel 
And  these  — what  curds  and  whey  formarrowy 

wine! 
That  same  AlkesCis  vou  so  rave  about 
Passed  muster  with  nim  for  a  Satyr-play, 
The  prig  1  —  why  trifle  time  with  toys  Mid  skits 
When  he  could  stuff  four  ragbacs  sausage-wise 
With  sophistry,  with  bookish  oods  and  ends, 
Sokratas,   meteon,    moonshine,    *  Lifers    not 

Liie,' 

*  The  ton^e  swore,  but  unsworn  the 


And  fiftv  such  coneoctioaB,  erabtroo  fruit 
Digested  while,  head  low  and  heels  in  heaven. 
He  lay.  let  Comics  laugh  —  for  privilege  I 
Lookea  puxsled  on.  or  pitjringly^  off. 
But  never  dreamed  of  paying  gibe  by  jeer. 
Buffet  by  blow :  plenty  of  |woverb-pokes 
At  vice  and  folly,  wicked  kinip,  mad  mobs  I 
No  sign  of  wincing  at  my  Comic  lash. 
No  protest  against  in&mooa  abuse, 
Maugnant  censure,  —  nanght  to  prove  I  seouryed 
With  tougher  thong  than  leek-and-onion-plait  I 
If  ever  he  glanced  gloom,  a^Krieved  at  aU, 
The  aggriever  must  be  —  AjMhnlos  periiaps : 
Or  Sophokles  he  *d  take  exception  to. 
—  Do  yon  detect  in  me  —  in  me,  I  ask. 
The  roan  like  to  accept  this  measurement 
Of  faculty,  contentedly  sit  rlsssnd 
Mere    Comic    Poet  —  since    I    wrote    *  The 
Birds'?" 

I  thought  there  mi|^t  lurk  truth  in  jest's  dis- 


*'  Thanks  1 "  he  resumed,  so  qmck  to 

smile ! 
"I  answered  — in    my    mind — these    gapers 

thus  :^ 
Since  old  wine 's  ripe  and  new  verse  raw,  yon 


What  if  Irary  vintage-mode  and  mix 
Blossom  with  must,  give  nosegajr  to  the  brew. 
Fining,  refimog,  gently,  surely,  till 
The  educated  taste  turns  unawares 
From  enstcmiary  dregs  to  dranght  diirine  ? 
Then  avwered— with  my  lips:  Mofe'WMps' 
you  want? 
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Coine  next  3rear  and  I  rive  you  *  QrMihoppeiB  *  I 
And     *  GrtMshoppen^    I    gave   them,  — last 

month's  piaT. 
Thev  fonned  the  Choios.    Alkibiadea, 
No  longer  Triphalei  bat  Trilophoa, 
(Whom  I  called  DarisngKif-^e-iinmnieTtime, 
Burn  to  be  nothing  else  bat  beautiful 
And  brave,  to  eat,  drink,  love  his  life  away) 
Persuade!  the  Tettiz  (our  Autoohthon-brood, 
That  sip  the  dew  and  sing  on  otire-braMh 
Aboye  the  ant-and-emmet  populace) 
To  snmmon  all  who  meadow,  hill  and  dale 
Inhabit  —  bee,  wasp,  woodlooae,  dmgonflj  — 
To  band  themselves  against  red  nippeiHiooe 
Stagbeetle.  hnipe  Taiigetan  (ron  goeas  — 
Spam)  AtaeBai  needs  most  battw  with, 
because  her  sons  are  grown  effeminate 
To  that  degree  —  so  morbifies  iheir  flesh 
The  Doisonhdrama  of  Euripides, 
Morals  and  mnsie  —  there\  no  antidote 
Occurs  save  warfare  which  inspirits  blood. 
And  brings  ns  back  perehanoe  the  blessed  time 
When  (Choroe  takes  up  tale)  our  oommooalty 
Firm  in  primeval  virtue,  antique  faith. 
Ere  earwig^eophist  plagued  or  pismire  sage. 
Cockered  no  noddle  uo  with  A,  b,  g. 
Book-learning,  logio^inopping,  and  the  moon. 
But  just  employed  their  Drains  on  ^JRnppapai, 
Row,  boys,  munch  barley-bread,  and  take  your 

ease  — 
Blindful.  however,  of  the  tier  beneath  !  * 
Ah,  golaen  epoch  I  while  the  nobler  sort 
(Such  needs  must  study,  no  contesting  that !) 
Wore  no  long  earls  but  used  to  crop  their  hair. 
Gathered  the  tunic  well  about  the  nam. 
Remembering  'twas  soft  sand  they  need  for 


At  school-tiroe,  while  —  mark  thb  —  the  k 

long. 

No  learner  ever  dared  to  crosB  his  legs ! 
Then,  if  yon  bade  him  take  the  myrue-boogh 
And  sing  for  supper  —  't  was  some  grave  ro- 

manut 
Hoir  man  of  MituUnf^  wondruug  wite^ 
Jumwd  into  hedpe^  bp  mortalt  quiekaet  eaUed^ 
A  \  natherf^  antictpaiing  Oidimnu^ 
Scratched  out  hu  eyeM  ana  Mcratehed  them  in 

again. 
None  o^  ^our  Phaidras,  AngAs,  Kanaka 
To  mincing  rausic,  tarn,  tnU,  tweedle-tnwh. 
Whence  comes  that  Marathon  is  obsolete ! 
Next,  my  Antistroph^  was  —  praise  of  Peace : 
Ah,  could  our  people  know  what  Peace  implien ! 
Home  to  the  farm  and  furrow  !    Qmb  one's 

vine, 
Romp  with  one's  Thratta,  FV^Hv  servinnirl. 
When  wifie  's  busy  bathing !    Eat  and  dnnk. 
And  drink  and  eat,  what  cLm  is  good  in  life  ? 
Slice  hare,  toas  pancake,  gayly  gnrgle  down 
The  Thasian  grape  in  celebration  due 
C>f  Bacchoe !  Welcome,  dear  domestic  rite. 
When  wife  and  sons  and  daughters,  Thratta 

too. 
Pour  pea-eoup  as  we  chant  deleetably 
In  Bacckat  rmf,  Ai«  tunic  at  hit  huU  ! 
Enough,  von  comprehend,  —  I  do  at  least ! 
Then.  —  be  but  patient,  —  the  Parsbasis  ! 
Pray !    For  in  that  I  also  pushed  rafann. 


raign  jmrts? 
North,  &« 


None  of  the  self^andation,  Tolgar  brag, 
Vainglorioaa  rivals  cultivate  so  much! 
No  I    If  some  merest  word  in  Art's  def< 
Justsoe  demanded  of  me,  —  never  fear  I 
Claim  was  preferred,  bat  dignifiedly. 
A  cricket  asked  a  loeuat  (wujbwU  ypu  know) 
What  he  had  seen  moet  rare  m  foreign 
*  I  have  flown  far,'  chirped  he, 

Soath,  West, 
And  nowhere  heard  of  poet  worth  a  fiff 
If  matehed  with    Bald-head    here,    AigiM's 

boast, 
Who  in  this  play  bids  rivalry  dnspair 
Past^jiresent,  and  to  come,  so  marvelloaB 
His  ISaffie,  Comic,  Lyrie  ezoellenee  ! 
Whereof  the  fit  rewara  were  (not  to  speak 
Of  dinner  evei^  day  at  publie  cost 
I'  the  IVutaneion)  sapper  with  yoorselvea. 
My  Publie,  beet  dish  off ered  bravast  baid  !* 
No  mere  I  no  sort  of  sin  against  good  taata ! 
Then,  satire,  —  Oh,  a  plain  necessity  I 


Bnt  I  won't  tell  ^ron:  for — oonld  I  dimenii 
With  one  more  gird  at  old  Arinhzadaa? 
How  scorpion-li£e  he  feeds  on  iinmaa  flooh  — 
Ever  finds  out  some  novel  infamy 
Unutterable,  inconceivable, 
Whieh  all  the  giMter  need  was  to  deaaribe 
Minutelv,  each  tailHwist  at  ink-ehed  tiiae  .  .  . 
Now,  what 's  TOOT  gestnre  oaoaed  hf  7    What 

yon  loathe. 
Don't  I  loathe  doablv,  else  why  take  aaeh  pains 
To  tell  it  you  ?  But  keep  y<rar  preindiee  I 
My  audience  jnatified  yon  1  Honsepreakwa ! 
This  pattem-^arit]r  was  played  and  ftulad 
Last  Rural  Dionusia  —  failed  1  for  why  ? 
Ameipeias  followed  with  the  genuine  stoff . 
He  had  been  mindful  to  engage  the  Four — 
Karkinns  and  his  dwarf-craMamilv  — 
Father  and  sons,  they  whirled  like  ^inning- 

to^a. 
Chores  gigantically  poked  his  fun. 
The  boys'  frank  laugh   relaxed  the 

brow. 
The  skies  re-echoed  victory's  acclaim, 
Ameipeias  gained  his  due,  I  got  my  d( 
Of  wisdom  for  the  future.    Purity  ? 
No  more  of  that  next  month,  Atheaai  mine  ! 
Contrive  new  cut  of  robe  who  will,  —  I  ]Mitch 
The  old  exomis,  add  no  purple  sleeve  I 
The  Thesmophoriaiousai,  smartened  up 
With  certain  plaits,  shall  please,  I  pi 


''  Yea,  I  took  np  the  pUiy  that  failed  iMt  year. 

And  re-arranged  things ;  threw  adroitly  in  — 

No  Parachoregema  —  men  to  match 

My  women  there  already :  and  when  tkeae 

(I  nad  a  hit  at  Ariatallos  here, 

His  plan  how  womankind  should  role  the  roact  - 

Drove  men  to  plough  —  ^  A-field,  ye  cribbed  ^a 

cape  1  ' 
Men  showed  theroselvea  exempt  from  snrvic* 

straight 
Stupendously,  till  all  the  boys  cried  *  Brave  !  * 
Then  for  the  elders,  I  bethon^^t  me  too. 
Improved  upon  Mnesilochos'  release 
From  the  old  bowman  Jboard  and  bindtag^tnip 
I  made  his  son-in-law  Eoripidsa 
Edigage  to  put  both  shrewish  wives  awmy  - 
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*  Grvrity^*  one,  the  other  *  SophistF>lore  *  — 
Aud    mate  with    the    Bald    Bard^s   hetatrai 

twain  — 

*  Goodhumor '    and    *  Indulgence :  *    on    they 

tripped, 
Murrhine,  Akalaiithii,  —  *  beautiful 
Their  whob  belongings  *  —  crowd  joined  choroe 

there  1 
And  while  the  Toxotes  wound  np  his  part 
Br  shower  of  nuts  and  sweetmeats  on  the  mob, 
Tne  woman-ehoros  celebrated  New 
Kallweneia,  the  frank  lastly  rite. 
BrieC  1  was  ehairM  and  caressed  and  crowned 
And  the  whole  theatre  broke  out  a-rosr. 
Echoed  my  admonition  —  ehoroe-cap  — 
Rivals  4jf  siiiie,  your  hands  to  yowrfaou  ! 
Summon  no  more  the  Afiises,  the  Gtaces, 
Since  here  by  my  tide  they  have  chifeen  their 

plaeesT 
And  so  we  all  flocked  merrily  to  feast,  — 
It  my  choragoa,  efapros,  actors,  mutes 
And  flutes  uoresaid,  friends  in  crowd,  no  fear, 
At  the  Priest^s  supper ;  and  hilarity 
Grew  none  the  leas  that,  early  in  the  piece. 
Ran  a  report,  from  row  to  row  close-packed, 
(>f  meosenger^s  arrival  at  the  Port 
With  weighty  tidkin,  '  Of  Losandros*  flight,* 
Opined  one:  '  That  uboia  penitent 
^>ends  the  Confederation  fifty  ships,' 
Preferred  another;  while* The  Great  King's 

Eye 
Has  brought  a  present  for  Elaphton  here. 
That  rarest  peacock  Kompoiakuthea  1  * 
Such  was  the  snnposition  of  a  third. 

*  No    matter  what  the  news,'  friend  Strattis 

laoiH^ed, 
*It  won't  be  worse  for  waiting:  while  each 

click 
Of  the  klepsudra  sets  a  shaking  grave 
Resentment  in  our  shark'a-kead,  boiled  and 

spoiled 
B  V  this  tame :  dished  in  Sphettian  vinegar, 
Suphion  and  honey,  served  with  cocu'-brain- 

sauce ! 
}So,  swift  to  supper.  Poet  I    No  mistake. 
This  play ;  nor,  like  the  unflavored  **  Grass- 


hoi 


ppers. 
Salt    without    thyme  1 '      Right    merrily    we 

topped. 
Till  —  something  happened. 

^'Outitshall,  atkst! 

**  Mirih   drew   to   ending,  for   the  cap    was 

crowned 
To  the  Triumphant !  *  Kleonelapper  erst. 
Now,  Plier  of  a  scourge  Euripides 
Fairly  turns  tail  from,  flying  Attik^ 
For  Makedonia's  rooks  and  frosts  and  bears. 
Where,  fnnj  grown,  he  growls  to  match  the 

Of  girl-voiced,  crocus-vested  Agathon  I 
Ua  ha,  he  he  I '    When  sudden^  a  knock  — 
Sharp,  solitary,  cold,  authoritative. 

*"  *  Babaiai  I    Sokrates  arpaasing  by, 

A-peering  in,  for  Aristullos'  sake. 

To  put  a  qnsstion  toocking  Comie  Law  ?  * 


"  No !    Enters  an  old  pale-awathed  majea^. 
Makes  slow  mute  passage  through  two  ranks  as 

mute, 
^trattis  stood  up  with  all  the  rest,  the  sneak  I) 
Gray  brow  still  bent  on  ground,  upraised  at 

length 
When,  our  Priest  reached,  full  front  the  vision 


"'Priest!'  — the   deep   tone   sneoeedad   the 

fixed  gaie  — 
*  Thou  carest  that  thy  god  have  spectacle 
Decent  and  seemly ;  wherefore,  I  announce 
That,  since  Euripides  is  dead  to-day, 
My  Chores,  at  the  Greater  Feast,  next  month. 
Shall,  dothed  in  black,  appear  nngarlanded  1 ' 

'*  Then  the  grny  brow  sank  low,  and  Sophokles 
Re-ewathed  him,  sweeping  doorward :  mutely 


'Twixt  rows  as  mute,  to  mingle  poariUy 
With  certain  gods  who  convoy  age  to  port ; 
And  night  resnmed  him. 


''  When  our  stupor  broke. 
Chirpings  took  courage,  and  grew  audible. 

**  *  Dead  —  so  one  speaks  now  of  EnripidesI ' 

*"  Ungarlanded  dance  Chores,  did  he  say  ? 

I  guess  the  reason :  in  extreme  old  n^ 

No  doubt  such  have  the  gods  for  visitants. 

Why  did  he  dedicate  to  Herakles 

An  altar  else,  but  that  the  god.  turned  Judge, 

Told  him  in  dream  who  took  the  crown  of 

gold? 
He  who  restored  Akropolis  the  theft. 
Himself  may  feel  periiaps  a  timely  twinge 
At  thought  of  certain  other  crowns  he  mehed 
From  —  who  now  visits  Herakles  the  Judge. 
Instance  *'Medeia"  !  that  play  yiekled  nabn 
To  Sophokles ;  and  he  again  — to  whom  ? 
Euphorion  I       Why  ?       Ask     Herakles    the 

Judge!' 
*  Ungarianded,  just  means—  economy ! 
Suppress  robes,  chi^ilets,  everjrthing  suppress 
Except  the  poet'spresent !    An  old  tale 
Put  capitally  by  Trugaios  —  eh  ? 
News    from     the    worid    of    transfonnation 

stranoje! 
How  Sophokles  is  grown  Simonides, 
And  —  aged,  rotten—  all  the  same,  for  greed 
Would  venture  on  a  hurdle  out  to  sea ! 
So  jokes  Philonides.    Kallistratos 
Retorts,  Mistake  1    IiMteadof  staaginsss  — 
The  fact  is,  in  extreme  decrepitude. 
He  has  discarded  poet  and  turned  priest. 
Priest  of  Half-Hero  Alkon:  visited 
In  his  own  house  too  b^  Asklepios'  self. 
So  he  aven.    Meanwhile,  his  own  estate 
Lies  fallow ;  lophon  's  the  manager,  — 
Nay,  touches  up  a  play,  brings  out  the  same, 
Aaserts  true  BOBship.  See  to  what  yon  sink 
After  your  dosen-doaen  prodigies ! 
Looking  so  old  —  Euripides  seems  young. 
Bom  ten  years  later.' 


it  t 


Since, 


Just  his  tricky  shrlet 
ovd 


first  away,  he  wins  first  w< 
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Out  of  good-natured  rivftl  Sophokles, 

Ptoonree  himself  no  bad  paneffryrio. 

Had  £ate  willed  otherwise,  himself  were  taxed 

To  pay  snrviTorVtribute,  — harder  squeexed 

From  anybody  beaten  first  to  last, 

Than  one  who,  steadily  a  conqueror, 

Finds  that  his  mafirnammity  is  tasked 

To  merely  make  pretence  and — beat  itself  I ' 


»t 


So  chirped  the  feasters  thoofl^h  snppressedly. 


**  Bnt  I  —  what  else  do  you  suppose  ?  —  had 

pierced 
Quite  throoifh  friends'  outside-strainin?,  foes* 

mock-praise. 
And  reaohea  conviction  hearted  under  all. 
Death's  rapid  line  had  dosed  a  life's  account. 
And  cut  off,  left  unalterably  clear 
The  summed-up  value  of  £uripides. 

''WellfitmishtbetheThasianl    Certainly 
There  sang  sugipestive  music  in  my  ears ; 
And,  thiouirh  —  what  sophists  style  ^  uie  wall 

of  sense 
My  eyes  pierced :  death  seemed  life  and  life 

seemed  deiMii, 
Envisaged  that  way,  now,  which  I,  before, 
Conceived    was    just    a    moon-struck    mood. 

Quite  plain 
There  re-insisted,  —  ay,^  each  prim  stiff  phrase 
Of  each  old  play,  my  still-new  laughingstock. 
Had  meaning,  well  worth  poet's  pains  to  state, 
Should  life  prove  half  true  life's  term,  —  death, 

the  rest. 
As  for  the  other  question,  late  so  large, 
Now  all  at  onoe  so  little,  —  he  or  I,  — 
Which      better      comprehended      playwright 

craft,  — 
There,  too,  old  admonition  took  fresh  point. 
As  clear  recurred  our  last  word4nterchange 
Two  years  since,  when  I  tried  with  *  Ploutos.' 

'VainI' 
Sainted  me  the  cold  grave-bearded  bard  — 
*  Vain,  this  late  trial,  Aristophanes ! 
None  balks  the  eenins  with  impunity ! 
You  know  what  kind  's  the  nobler,  what  makes 

grave 
Or  what  makes  grin :  there 's  yet  a  nobler  still. 
Possibly.  —  what  makes  wise,  not  grave,  —  and 

glad. 
Not  grinning:    whereby  Uughter   joms   with 

^  teats, 
Trainc  and  Comic  Poet  prove  one  power. 
And  Aristophanes  becomes  our  Fourth  — 
Nay.  neatest !    Never  needs  the  Art  stand  still, 
Bnt  those  Art  leans  on  lag,  and  none  like  you. 
Her  stroi^cest  of  supports,  whose  step  asiae 
Undoes  the  march :  defection  checks  advance 
Too   kte   adventured!     8ee    the   ''Ploutos" 

herel 
This  step  decides  yonr  foot  from  old  to  new  — 
Proves  you  relinquish  song  and  dance  and  jest. 
Discard  the  beast,  and,  rising  from  all-fours. 
Fain  would  paint,  manlike,  actual  human  life. 
Make  veritaole  men  think,  say  and  do. 
Here  's  the  oonception :  which  to  execute. 
Where 's  force  ?    Spent !      Ere  the  race  began, 

was  breath 


O'  the  runner  squandered   on   each  friendly 

fool  — 
Wit-fireworks  fizzed  off  while  day  craved  do 

flame*. 
How  should  the  night  receive  her  dne  of  fire 
Flared  out  in  Wasps  and  Horses,  Clouds  and 

Birds, 
Prodigiouslv  arcrackle  ?    Rest  content ! 
Hie  new  aaventnre  for  the  novel  man 
Bom  to  that  next  success  mjrself  f oreaee 
In  right  of  where  I  reach  before  I  rest. 
At  end  of  a  long  course,  straight  all  the  wmy. 
Well  may  there  tremble  somewhat  into  keo 
The  nntrod  path,  douds  veiled  frtnu  earlier 

gazel 
None  may  live  two  lives  :  1  hare  lived  mine 

through, 
Die  where  Iflrst  stand  still.    Ton  letrogtmde. 
I  leave  m^  life's  work.    /  compete  with  you. 
My  last  with  yonr  last,  my  ^*  Antiope  "  — 
'*  Phoinissai  '^  —  with  this  ''  Pk>ntoa  *'  t    No,  I 

think  I 
Ever  shall  great  and  awful  Victory 
Accompany  m^  life  —  in  Maketis 
If  not  Athenai.    Take  my  farewell,  friend ! 
Friend,  —  for  from  no  consummate  exoelleooe 
Like  youTS,  whatever  fault  may  countervail. 
Do  I  profess  estrangement :  murk  the  maiah. 
Yet  where  a  solitary  marble  block 
Blanches  the  gloom,  there  let  the  Mude  perch ! 
You  show  —  what  splinters  of  PenteUkoa, 
Islanded  by  what  ordure  I    Eaiples  fly. 
Rest  on  the  right  place,  thence  depart  as  freie  ; 
But  'ware  man's  footatep,  would  it  traverse 


mire 
Untainted !      Mire 
crawl.' 


is   safe   for   wotms    that 


**  Balanstion  I    Here  are  very  many  words. 
All  to  portray  one  moment's  rush  of  thonght,  — 
And  much  thev  do  it !    Still,  you  understand. 
The  Archon,  the  Feast-master,  read  their  sum 
And  substance,  judged  the  banqnet-glow  ex- 
tinct. 
So  rose,  discreetly  if  abruptly,  crowned 
The   parting   cup,  —  *  To   the   Good   Genin, 
then !  ^ 

^*  Up  starts  young  Strattis  for  a  final  flash: 
*  Ay,  the  Good  wnius !    To  the  Comio  Mnse, 
She  who  evolves  superiority, 
Triumnh  and  joy  from  sorrow,  nnsneceas 
And  an  that 's  incomplete  in  human  life ; 
Who  proves  such  actual  failure  transient  wnms; 
Since  out  of  bodv  uncouth,  halt  and  maimed  - 
Since  out  of  soul  grotesque,  corrupt  or  blank  - 
Fancy,  uplifted  by  the  Muse,  can  nit 
To  soul  and  body,  reinstate  diem  Man  : 
Beside  which  perfect  man,  how  (dear  we  see 
Divergency  from  type  was  earth's  effect ! 
Escaping     whence     by     laughter,  —  Fancy '« 

feat,  — 
We   right   man's   wrong,   establish   tme   for 

false,  — 
Above  misshapen  body,  uncouth  sonl. 
Reach  the  fine  form,  tne  clear  inteUtgenee  — 
Above  unseemlineas,  reach  decent  law,  — 
By  laughter  :  attestation  of  the  Muse 
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That  iow-ftnd-iiCBonie  is  not  ntnied  and  sealed 
Iiiocmtrovertibly  roan's  portion  here. 
Or,  if  here,  —  why,  still  hifph-and-fair  exists 
In  that  ethereal  realm  where  lauirhs  our  soul 
Lift  by  the  Muse.    Hail  thou  her  ministrant ! 
Hail  who  accepted  no  def  onnity 
In  man  as  normal  and  remediless. 
But  rather  pushed  it  to  such  gross  extreme 
That,  outraged,  we  protest  by  eye's  recoil 
The  opposite  proTes  somewhere  rule  and  law  1 
liail  who  implied,  by  limning  Lamachos, 
PlentT  and  pastime  wait  on  peace,  not  war  1 
Philokleon  —  better  bear  a  wrong  than  plead, 
Play  the  litipjous  fool  to  stuff  the  mouth 
()f  dikast  with  the  due  three-obol  fee ! 
The  Paphlagonian  —  stick  to  the  old  swav 
Of  few  and  wise,  not  rabble-government  f 
TrugaioB.  Pisthetairos,  Strensiades,  — 
Why  multiply  examples  ?    Hail,  in  fine, 
The  hero  of  each  painted  monster — so 
Suggesting  the  unpictured  perfect  shape  I 
Pour  out !    A  laugh  to  Aristophanes  I  ^ 

*' '  Stay,  my  fine  Stiattis '  —  and  I  stopped  ap- 
plause— 
'To  the  Good  Genius  — but  the  Tragic  Mnsel 
She  who  instructs  her  poet,  bids  man's  soul 
Play  roan^s  part  raerehr  nor  attempt  the  gods' 
lU-gueaaed  of  I    Task  humanity  to  height. 
Put  passion  to  prime  use,  urge  will,  unshamed 
When  will's  last  effort  breaks  in  impotence  1 
No  power  forego,  elude :  no  weakness,  —  plied 
Fairly  bv  power  and  will,  —  renounce,  deny  I 
Acknowledge,   in   such    nusoalled    weakness, 

strength 
fjitent:  ana  substitute  thus  things  for  words  I 
Make  man  run  life's  race   fairly,  —  legs  and 

feet, 
TraTing  no  false  wings  to  o'erfly  its  length  I 
Trust  ou,  trust  erer,  trust  to  end  —  in  truth  I 
By  truth  of  extreme  paanon,  utmost  will, 
>»hame  back  all  falso  display  of  either  force  — 
Barrier  about  such  strranons  heat  and  glow. 
That  cowardice  shall  shirk  contending,  — cant. 
Pretension,  shrivel  at  truth's  first  i4iproaoh  1 
Pour  to  the  Tragic  Muse's  ministrant 
Who,  as  he  pictured  pure  Hippolutos, 
Abolished  our  earth's  blot  Anphradea ; 
\Vho,  as  he  drew  Bellerophon  the  bold. 
Proclaimed  Kleonumos  incredible ; 
Who,  as  his  Theseus  towered  up  man  once  more, 
Made  Alkibiades  shrink  boy  again  I 
A  tear  —  no  woman's  tribute,  weak  exchange 
Kor    action,    water    spent    and    heart's-blood 

saved  — 
Vo  man's  regret  for  greatness  gone,  nngraced 
Perchance   by   even   that   poor   meed,  man's 

praise  — 
But  some  god's  superabundance  of  desire. 
Yearning  of  will  to  'scape  necessity.  — 
Love's  overbrimming  for  self-sacnnce, 
\Vhenoe  good  might  be,  which  never  else  may  be. 
By    power   displayed,    forbidden    this    strait 

sphere, — 
Kffort  eTpresBible  one  only  way  — 
*^uch  tear  from  roe  fall  to  Euripides ! ' 

*'  The  Thasian !  —  All,  the  Thasian,  I  a«oonnt  1 


**  Whereupon  outburst  the  whole  company 
Into  applause  and — laughter,  would  yon  think  f 

"  *  The  unrivalled  one  1    How,  never  at  a  loss. 

He  turns  the  IVagie  on  its  Comic  side 

Else  imperceptible  1    Here 's  death  itself  — 

Death  of  a  rival,  of  an  enemy,  — 

Scarce  seen  as  Comic  till  the  master-touch 

Made  it  acknowledge  Aristophanes  I 

Lo,  that  Euripidean  laurel-tree 

Struck  to  the  neart  by  lightning  I    Sokrates 

Would  question  us,  with  buss  of  **  how  "  and 

"  why," 
Wherefore  the  berry's  virtue,  the  bloom's  vice. 
Till  we  all  wished  him  quiet  with  his  friend ; 
Agathon  would  compose  an  elegy. 
Lyric  bewailment  fit  to  move  a  stone. 
And,  stones  responsive,  we  might  wince,  'tis 

like; 
Nay,  with  most  cause  of  all  to  weep  the  least, 
Sophokles  ordains  mourning  for  his  sake 
Wiiile  we  confess  to  a  remorseful  twinge :  — 
Suddenly,  who  but  Aristophanes, 
Prompt  to  the  rescue,  puts  forth  solemn  hand. 
Singles  us  out  the  tragic  tree's  best  branch. 
Persuades  it  gronndward  and,  at  tip,  appends, 
For  votive-visor.  Faun's  fpat^grinning  iaoe ! 
Back  it  flies,  evermore  with  jest  srtop. 
And  we  recover  the  true  mood,  and  umgh  I ' 

"  I  felt  as  when  some  Nikias,  —  ninny-like 
Troubled  b^  snnspot-portent,  moon-eelipfi*e,  — 
At  fault  a  httle,  sees  no  choice  but  sound 
Rf>treat  from  fbeman ;  and  his  troops  mistake 
The  signaL  and  hail  onset  in  the  blast, 
And  at  their  joyous  answer,  alaU^ 
Back  the  old  courage  brinss  the  scattered  wits; 
He  wonders  what  his  doubt  meant,  quick  con- 
firms 
The  hapi^  error,  blows  the  charge  amain. 
So  I  repaued 


»* 


*  Both  be  praised,  *  thanked  I. 
*  You  who  have  laughed  with  Aristophanes, 
Yon  who  wept  rather  with  Uie  Lord  of  Tears  I 
Priest,  do  tlion,  president  alike  o'er  each, 
Tragic  and  Comic  function  of  the  god. 
Help  with  libation  to  the  blended  twain  I 
Either  of  which  who  servinsr,  only  serves  — 
Proclaims  himself  disqualified  to  poor 
To  that  Good  Genius  —  complex  Poetry, 
ITniting  each  god-grace,  including  both : 
Which,  operant  for  body  as  for  soul. 
Masters  alike  the  laughter  and  the  tears, 
Supreme  in  lowliest  earth,  snblimest  sk^. 
Wfio  dares  disjoin  these, '—  whether  he  igncwes 
Body  or  soul,  whichever  half  destroys,  — 
Maims  the  else  perfect  manhood,  perpetrates 
Again  the  inexpiable  crime  we  onrae  — 
Hacks  at  the  Hermai,  halves  each  gnardiaa 

shape 
Combining,  nowise  vainly,  prominence 
Of  angust  nead  and  enthroned  intellect, 
With  homelier  symbol  of  asserted  sense.  — 
Natun's  prime  impulse,  earthly  appetite. 
For,  when  our  folly  ventures  on  the  freak. 
Would  fain  abolish  joy  and  frnitfulness. 
Mutilate  natura  —  what  avails  the  Head 
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I^ft  solitarily  predominant,  — 

l^ubodied  aoiil,  —  not  Hennes,  both  in  one  ? 

I,  no  more  than  oar  City,  acqoiesce 

III  such  a  desecration,  but  defend 

Man ^8  doable  nature  — ay,  wert  thou  its  foe ! 

(yuuld  I  once  more,  thou  cold  Enripidea, 

Encounter  thee,  in  naught  would  I  abate 

My  warfare,  nor  subdue  my  worst  attack 

On  thee  whose  life-work  preached  *'  Raise  soul, 

sink  sense ! 
Evirate  Hermes !  **  — would  avenge  the  god, 
And  justify  myself.    Once  face  to  face. 
Thou,  the  argute  and  tricksy,  shouldst  not  wrap. 
As  thine  old  fashion  was,  in  silent  scorn 
The  breast  that  quickened  at  the  sting  of  truth. 
Nor  turn  from  me.  as,  if  the  tale  be  true. 
From  Lais^  when  sne  met  thee  in  Uiv  walks. 
And  questioned  why  she  had  no  rights  as  thou. 
Not  so  shouldst  thou  betake  thee,  be  assured. 
To  book  and  pencil,  deign  me  no  reply  ! 
I  would  extract  an  answer  from  those  lips 
^So  closed  and  cold,  were  mine  the  garden-chance ! 
Gone  from  the  world!    Does  none  remain  to 

take 
Thy  part  and  ply  me  with  thy  sophist-skill  ? 
No  sun  makes  proof  of  his  whole  potency 
For  gold  and  purple  in  that  orb  we  riew : 
The  apparent  orb  does  little  but  leave  blind 
The  audacious,  and  confused  the  worshipping ; 
But,  close  on  orb's  departure,  must  succeed 
The  serriceable  cloud,  —  must  interrene, 
Induce  expenditure  of  rose  and  blue, 
Rereal  what  lay  in  him  was  lost  to  us. 
iSo,  friends,  what  hinders,  as  we  homeward  go. 
If,  priTileged  by  triumph  gained  to-day, 
We  clasp  diat  cloud  our  sun  left  saturate. 
The  Rhodian  rosy  with  Euripides  ? 
Not  of  my  audience  on  my  tnumph-day. 
She  nor  her  husband  I    After  the  ni^t's  news 
Neither  will  sleep  but  wateh ;  I  know  the  mood. 
Accompany  I  my  crown  declares  my  right  I  * 

*'And  here  jron  stand  with  those  warm  golden 
eyeel 

*'  In  honest  language,  I  am  scarce  too  sure 
Whether  I  really  felt,  indeed  expressed 
Then,  in  that  presence,  things  I  now  repeat : 
Nor  half,  nor  any  one  word.  —  will  that  do  ? 
Maybe,  such  eyes  must  strike  couviction,  turn 
Chiefs  nature  bottom  upwards,  show  the  base  — 
The  live  rock  latent  und(*r  wave  and  foam : 
SuperimpoBure  these  1    Yet  solid  stuff 
Will  ever  and  anon,  obeying  star, 
(And  what  star  reaches  rock-nerve  like  an  eye  ?) 
Swim  up  to  surface,  spout  or  mud  or  flame. 
And  find  no  more  to  do  than  sink  as  fast. 

^*  Aiiprhow,  I  have  followed  happily 

The  mipnlse,  pledged  mv  Genius  with  effect. 

Since,  come  to  see  you,  1  am  shown  ~  myself !  '^ 

I  answered : 

'*One  of  us  declared  for  both 
*  Welcome  the  glory  of  Aristophanes.' 
Tlie  other  adds :  and,  —  if  that  glory  last, 
^'  *   Som  vapor  creep  to  veil  the  same,  — 


Onoe  entered,  share  in  our  solemnity  I 
Commemorate,  as  we,  Euripides  I " 

'^What?*'  he  looked  round, '*  I  darken  the 

bright  house  ? 
Profane  tae  temj^e  of  your  deity  ? 
That  *s  true  1    Else  wherefore  does  he  stand 

portrayed? 
What  Rhodian  paint  and  pencil  saved  ao  nrach. 
Beard,  freckled  face,  brow  — all  but  breath,  I 

hope! 
Come,  that  *s  unfair  :  mywlf  am  somebody. 
Yet  mv  pictorial  fame  *s  just  potter's  work,  — 
I  merely  fi|P<i'«  on  men's  drinking-mugs  I 
I  and  the  fiat-nose,  Sophroniskos'  son. 
Oft  make  a  pair.    But  what 's  this  lies  be- 

k>w? 
His  table-book  and  graver,  playwright's  tool ! 
And  lo,  the  sweet  psalterion,  strung  and  sore  wed. 
Whereon  he  tried  those  fe-^^-^-/< 
And  ke44  4is  and  turns  and  trills. 
Lovely  lark's  tirra-lirra,  lad's  delight ! 
AiBchnlos'  bronze-tliroat  eagle-bark  at  blood 
Has  somehow  spoiled  my  taste  for  twitteiiiigs ! 
With  .  .  .  what,  and  did  he  leave  you  *Her- 

akles'? 
The  *  Fremied  Hero,'  one  unfractured  sheet. 
No  pine-wood  tablets  smeared  with  treacherous 


Papuros  perfect  as  e'er  tempted  pen  t 

This  saerad  twist  of  bay-leaves  de«d  and  sere 

Must  be  that  crown  the  fine  work  failed  to 

catch, — 
No  wonder !    This  might  orown  *'  Aatiope.' 
'  Herakles '  triumph  ?    In  your  heart  perhaps ! 
But  elsewhere?     Come  now,  I'll  expUin  the 


Show  you  the   main  mistake.     Give  me  the 
sheet!  " 

I  interrupted  : 


ti 


Aristophanes! 
The  stranger-woman  sues  in  her  abode  — 
*  Be  honored  as  our  guest !  '     But,  call  it  — 

shrine. 
Then  *  No  dishonor  to  the  Daimon !  *  bids 
Tlie  priestess  *'  or  expect  dishonor's  doe !  * 
You  enter  fresh  from  your  worst  infamy. 
Last  instance  of  long  outrs^ ;  yet  I  nauae. 
Withhold  the  word  a-tremble  on  my  lip. 
Incline  me,  rather,  yearn  to  reverenee,  — 
80  you  but  suffer  that  I  see  the  blase 
And  not  the  bolt,  —  the  splendid  faney-fling. 
Not  the  cold  iron  malice,  the  launched  lie 
Whence  heavenly  fire  has  withered ;  impotent. 
Yet  execrable,  leave  it  'neath  the  look 
Of  yon  impassive  presence  !    What  he  seomed. 
His  life  long,  neea  I  touch,  offend  my  foot. 
To  prove  that  malice  missed  its  mark,  that  Ke 
Cumbers  the  ground,  returns  to  whence  it  oame  f 
I  marvel,  I  d^lore,  —  the  rest  be  mvte  \ 
But,  throw  off  hate's  celestiality,  — 
Show  me,  apart  from  song-flash  and  wit-Aame. 
A  mere  man's  hand  ignobly  clenched  against 
Yon  supreme  calmness,  —  and  i  inteiyose. 
Such  as  you  see  me  !     Silk  breaks  ughtning's 

blow !  " 
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He  leeined  to  aoaroe  ao  mueh  m  notioe  me, 
Aii£rHt  I  had  spoken,  saTO  the  final  phraae : 
Arrested  there. 

**  Euripides  grown  oalm ! 
Calmness  supreme  means  dead  and  therefore 

safe," 
He  mnttentxl ;  then  more  audibly  began  — 

**  Dead  !    Snch  must  die  1    Could  people  oom- 

prehend  I 
There  s  the  unfairness  of  it  I    So  obtuse 
Are  all :  from  Solon  downward  with  his  saw, 
*  Let  none  revile  the  dead,  —  no,  though  the 

son. 
Nay,  far  descendant,  should  revile  thyself  I '  — 
To  him  who  made  Ellektra,  in  the  act 
Of  wreaking  vengeance  on  ner  worst  of  foes. 
Scruple  to  blame,  since  speeeh  that   blames 

insults 
Too  much  the  very  villain  life-released. 
Now,  1  say,  only  after  death,  begins 
That  formidable  claim,  —  immunity 
Of  faultineas  from  fault*s  due  punishment  1 
The  living,  who  defame  me,  —  why,  they  live : 
Fools,  —  I  beet  prove  them  foolish  by  their  life, 
Will  they  but  work  on.  lay  their  work  by  mine. 
And  wait  a  little,  one  Olympiad,  say  I 
Then,    where 's   the  vital    force,  mine  froie 

beside  ? 
The  sturdy  fibre,  shamed  my  brittle  stuff  ? 
The  schooV-correctness,  sure  of  wise  award 
When  my  vagaries  cease  to  tickle  taste  ? 
Whero  *s  censure  that  must  sink  me,  judgment 

.big 
Awaiting  jiist  the  word  posterity 
Pants  to  pronounce  ?     Time's  wave  breaks, 

buries  —  whom. 
Fools,   when  myself  confronts  you  four  years 

bene a  ? 
But  die,  ere  next  Lenma.  —  safely  so 
You  *8cape  roe,  slink  with  all  yonr  ignorance. 
Stupidity  and  malice,  to  that  hole 
0*er   wbich    survivors    croak    '  Remeot    the 

deadr 
Ay,  for  I  needs  must  I    But  allow  me  clutch 
Only  a  carrion-handful,  lend  it  sense, 
(Mine,  not  its  own,  or  oould  it  answer  me  ?) 
And  question,  *  You,  I  pluck  from  hiding-place. 
Whose  cant  was,  certain  vears ago,  mpr  **  Clouds '' 
Miifht  last  until  the  swallows  came  with  Spring — 
Whose  chatter,  **  Birds  "  are  unintelligible. 
Mere  psycholtygic  puzzling  :  poetry  ? 
List,  the  true  lay  to  rock  a  cradle  with  I 
O  man  of  MitiUen^^  ^tfondromg  wise  1 ' 
—  WouhI  not  I  rub  each  face  in  its  own  filth 
To  tune  of  *"  Now  that  years  have  come  and 

gone. 
How  does    the    &ot  stand?   What^s  demon- 
strable 
By  time,  that  tries  things  ?  — your  own  test, 

not  mine 
Who  think  men  are,  were,  ever  will  be  fools. 
Though  somehow  fools  confute  fools,  —  as  these, 

yon  ! 
Don*t  mumble  to  the  sheepish  twos  and  threes 
Yon  cornered  and  called  "  audience  I  '*  faee  this 


Who  know,  and  can,  and  — helped  by  fifty 

▼ea«  — 
Do  pulverise  yon  pygmies,  then  as  now !  * 

**  Ay,  now  as  then,  I  pulverize  the  brood, 
Balaiation  1   Minoful,  from  the  first,  whero  foe 
Would  hide  head  safe  when  hand  had  flung  its 

stone, 
I  did  not  turn  cheek  and  take  pleasantry. 
But  flogged  while  skin  eonld  pnrple  and  flesh 

start. 
To  teaoh  foob  whom  they  tried  eondosions 

with. 
First  faee  a-splutter  at  me  ppot  snch  splotch 
Of  prompt  slab  mud  as,  fiUmg  month  to  maw, 
Made  its  eonoem  thencef  orwiurd  not  so  much 
To  criticise  me  as  go  eleanse  itself. 
The  only  drawbaek  to  which  huge  delights  — 
(He  saw  it,  how  he  saw  it,  that  calm  cold 
Saneity  von  call  Enripides  1) 
—Why,  't  is  that,  make  a  mnckheap  of  a  man. 
There,  pillared  by  vour  prowess,  he  remains. 
Immortally  immeraed.    Not  so  he  I 
Men  pelted  him  bat  got  no  pellet  baek. 
He    reasoned,  I  'U    engage,  —  *  Acquaint    the 

world 
Certain  minuteneas  butted  at  my  knee  ? 
Dogfaee  Emzia,  the  small  satirist,  — 
Wkst  better  would  the  manikin  desire 
Than  to  strnt  forth  on  tiptoe,  notable 
As  who  ao  far  up  f onled  me  in  the  flank  ?  ' 
So  dealt  he  with  the  dwarfs :  we  gianta,  too. 
Why  must  we  emulate  their  pin-point  play  ? 
Reader  imperishable —  impotence. 
For  mud  throw  monntaina  ?    Zens,  by  mud  us- 


Well,  *t  was  no  dwarf  he  heaved  Olnmpos  at !  '* 

My  heart  bnmed  up  within  me  to  my  tongue. 

*^  And  why  moat  men  remember,  ages  hence. 
Who  it  was  rolled  down  rocks,  but  refuse  too  — 
StrsAtiB  might  steal  from  I  miztare-moBoment, 
Recording  what?    *  I,  Aristophanes, 
Who  boast  me  much  inventive  in  my  art, 
Agmnst  Earipides  thus  volleyed  muck 
Beeaase,  in  syrt,  he  too  extended  bounds. 
I  —  patriot,  loving  Pmmmi  and  hating  war,  — 
Choosing  the  rule  of  few,  but  wise  and  good. 
Rather  than  mob^ietatnre,  fook  and  knaves 
However  multiplied  their  mastery,  — 
Despising  roost  of  all  the  demagogne, 
(Noisome  air-bubble,  buoyed  up.  Dome  along 
Bv  kindred  breath  off  knave  ana  fool  bekmr. 
Whose  hearts  swell  proudly  as  each  pn Ang  nee 
Grows  bi^,  reflected  in  that  iHMey  MUt 
Vacuity,  juat  bellied  out  to  beeak 
And  rif  hteonaly  bespattsr  friends  the  first,) 
I  loathing,  —  beyona  less  puissant  speeeh 
Than  my  own  god-grand  liuignage  to  declare,  — 
The  fawning,  cozenage  and  ealnmny 
Wherewith  snch  favorite  feeds  the  ponniaee 
That  fan  and  set  him  f  ^ng  for  reward :  — 
I  who,  detecting  what  vice  nnderliea 
Thought*s     snpefstmetnrs,  —  fianoy's    aindga 

and  nUme 
Twist  fact's  sound  floor  and  thaoght^  msn 
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Of  hopes  aiid  feara  which  root  no  deepiier  down 
Than  where  all  Bueh  mere  fungi    oreed  and 

bloat  — 
Namely,  man's  misconception  of  the  God :  — 
I,  lovinf^,  hatinic,  wishful  f it>ni  my  soul 
That  truth  should    triumph,  falsehood   have 

defeat, 
—  IMiy,  all  my  sonl*s  supremacy  of  power 
I>td  I  pour  out  in  volley  just  on  him 
Who,  his  whole  life  long,  championed  eveiy 

cause 
I  called  my  heart's  cause,  loving  as  I  loved. 
Hating  my  hates,  spumed  falsehood,  championed 

truth,  — 
Championed  trutb  not  by  flagellating  foe 
With  simple  ruse  and  lily,  gibe  and  jeer. 
Sly  wink  of  boouHsompanion  o'er  the  bowse 
Who,  while  he  blames  the  liquor,  smacks  the 

lip. 
Blames,  doubtless,  but  leers  condonation  too,  — 
No,  the  balled  fist  broke  brow  like  thunder- 
bolt. 
Hatten*d  till  brain  flew !    Seeing  which  descent. 
None  auestioned  that  was  first  acquaintance- 
ship. 
The  avenger's  with  the  vice  he  crashed  through 

bone. 
Still,  he  displeased  me ;  and  I  turned  from  foe 
To   fellow-fighter,    flung    much    stone,    more 

mud, — 
But  missed  him,  since  he  lives  aloof,  I  see.* 
Pah !    stop   more   shame,    deep-cutting  glory 

throogh. 
Nor  add,  this  poet,  learned,  —  found  no  taunt 
Tell  like  '  That  other  poet  studies  books  I  * 
Wise,  —  cried  '  At  each  attempt  to  move  our 

hearts, 
He  uses  the  mere  phrase  of  daily  life !  * 
Witty,  —  '  His  mother  was  a  herb-woman  !  * 
Veracious,  honest,  loyal,  fair  and  Rood,  — 
'  It  was  Kephiaophon  who  helped  nim  write  1  * 


**  Wkenee,  —  oh  the  tragic  end  of  Comedy  1  — 

Balaustion  pities  Aristophanes. 

For,  who  believed  him  f    Those  who  laughed 

so  loud? 
They  heard  him  call  the  snn  Sicilian  cheese ! 
Had  he  called  true  cheese  —  curd,  would  muscle 

move? 
What  made*them  laugh  but  the  enormous  lie  ? 
*  Kephisophon  wrote  **  Herakles  "  ?  ha,  ha. 
What  can  have  stirred  the  wine-dregs,  soured 

the  soul. 
And  set  a-lying  Aristophanes  ? 
Some  accident  at  which  he  took  offence  I 
The  Tragie  Master  in  a  moody  muse 
Passed  him  unhailing,  and  it  nurts  —  it  hurts ! 
there 's   license    for    the   Wine-leea- 
!'" 


B1o<m1  burnt  the  cheekbone,  each  black  eye 
flashed  fleroe. 

"  But  this  exceeds  oar  license !    Stay  awhile  — 
That 's  the  solntion !  both  are  foreigners. 
The  fresh-come  Khodian  Isdy,  and  her  spouse 
Tlie  man  of  Phokis :  newly  resident, 

instmoted  —  that  SKplains  it  all  1 


No  bom  and  bred  Athenian  but  would  smile. 
Unless  frown  seemed  more  fit  for  ignoraiice. 
These  strangers  have  a  privilege  I 

'' Yoa  blamt- *' 
(Presently  he  resumed  with  milder  mien) 
**  Both  theory  and  practice  —  Comedy  \ 
Blame  her  from  alt  tudes  the  Tragic  friend 
Kose  to,  and  upraised  friends  along  with  him« 
No  matter  how.    Once  there,  all's  cold  and 

fine. 
Passionless,  rational ;  our  world  beneath 
Shows  (should  you  condescend  to  grace  so  mnch 
As  glance  at  poor  Athenai)  grimly  groM — 
A  population  which,  mere  flesh  ana  blood. 
Eats,  drinks,  and  kisses,  falls  to  fisticnIEs, 
Then  hugs  as  hugely :  speaks  too  as  it  acta. 
Prodigiously  talks  nonsense,  —  townsmen  needs 
Must  parlev  in  their  town's  vernacular. 
Such  world  has,  of  two  courses,  one  to  choose : 
Unworld  itself,  —  or  else  go  blackening  off 
To  its  crow-kindred,  leave  philosophy 
Her  heights  serene,  fit  perch  for  owls  like  yoo. 
Now,  since  the  world  demurs  to  either  eonxae. 
Permit  me,  —  in  default  of  boy  or  girl. 
So  the^  be  reared  Athenian,  good  uid  true,  — 
To  praise  what  yon  most  blune  I    Hear  Art*s 

defence! 
I  'U  prove  our  institution,  Comedy, 
Coeval  with  the  birth  of  freedom,  matched 
So  nice  with  our  Republic,  that  its  smwth 
Measures  each  greatness,  just  as  its  decline 
Would  signalize  the  downfall  of  the  pair. 
Our   Art    bc^r^n   when   Baochoa   •   .  •  never 

mind ! 
Ton  and  your  master  don't  acknowledge  gods : 
*  They  are  not,  no,  they  are  not !  *  well,  —  began 
When  the  rude  instinct  of  our  race  outspoke. 
Found,  —  on  recurrence  of  f estivitv 
Occasioned  by  black  mother-earth's  good  will 
To  children,  as  they  took  her  vintage-gifts,  — 
Found  —  not  the  least  of  many  benefits  — 
That  wine  unlocked  the  stiffest  lip,  and  loosed 
The  tongue  late  dry  and  reticent  of  joke. 
Through  custom's  gripe  which  ^adnev  thmsts 

aside. 
So,  emulating  liberalities. 
Heaven  joined  with  earth  for  that  god*s  day  at 

least. 
Renewed  man's  privilege,  jSTOwn  obsolete. 
Of  telling  truth  nor  dreading  punishment. 
Whereon  the  ioyous  band  disruised  their  forms 
With  skins,  beast-fashion,  daubed   each  phxx 

with  dregs. 
Then  hollaed  *  Neighbor,  you  are  fool,  yon  — 

knave. 
You  —  hard  to  serve,  yon  —  stingy  to  reward !  * 
The   gniltiess  crowed,  the  guilty  sank  their 

crest. 
And  good  folk  gained  thereby,  't  was  evident. 
Whence,  by  degrees,  a  birth  of  happier  thought. 
The  notion  came  —  not  simply  th*s  to  say. 
Bur  this  to  do  —  prove,  put  m  evidence. 
And  act  the  fool,  the  knave,  the  banh,    the 

hnnks. 
Who  did  prat«,  cheat,  shake  fist,  dmw 

string  tight, 
As  crowd  might  see,  which  only  heard  bef< 
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So  played  the  Puet,  with  his  man  of  parts ; 
AuJ  all  the  others,  found  unqualified 
To  mount  cart  and  be  persorai,  made  the  moh. 
Joined  choros.  fortified  their  fellows*  fun, 
Anticipated  the  oommunity, 
Gave  judgment  which  the  puUio  ratified. 
Suidns^  rough  weapon  donbtleas  to  plain  truth. 
They  n>ing,  for  word-artillery,  why  —  filth  ; 
Still  folks  who  wiped  the  unsavory  salute 
From  Tuage,  would  prefer  the  mess,  to  wit  — 
Steel,   poked   through    midriff  with   a   etvil 

spueoh. 
As  now  the  way  is  :  then,  the  kindlier  mode 
Was  —  drub  not  stab,  rib-roast  not  scarify ! 
So  did  Soiisariun  introduce,  and  so 
Did  I,  acoeding,  find  the  Comic  Art : 
Club,  —  if  I  call  it,  —  notice  what  *s  implied  ! 
An  engine  proper  for  roujch  chastisement, 
Nu  downright  slaying  :  with  impunity  — 
Provided  crabtree,  steeped  in  oily  joke. 
Deal  only  such  a  bruise  as  laughter  cures. 
I  kept  the  gained  advantage :  stickled  still 
For  cinb  -law  — stout    fun    and   allowaooed 

thumps: 
Knocked  in  each  knob  a  crevice  to  hold  joke 
As  fig-leaf  holds  the  fat-fry. 


4t 


Next,  whom  thrash  ? 
Onlv  the  coarse  fool  and  the  clownish  knave  ? 
Hitjiner,  more  artificial,  oomposito 
()lfenoe  should  prove  my  orowesa,  eye  and  arm  I 
Nut  who  robs  henroost,  tells  of  untaxed  fics. 
Spends  all  his  substance  on  stewed  ellopa-fisn, 
Or  gives  a  pheasant  to  his  neighbor's  wife  : 
No !  strike  malpractice  that  affects  the  Stato. 
The  common  weal  —  intriguer  orpoltroon, 
Venality,  corruption,  what  care  1 
If  shrewd  or  witless  merelv  ?  —  so  the  thing 
I^y  sap  to  aught  that  made  Atheaai  bright 
And  happy,  change  her  customs,  lead  astray 
Youth  or  age,  plav  the  demagogue  at  Puux, 
The  Boobist  in  PsJaistra,  or  —  what  *s  worst. 
As  widdst  mischief,  —  from  the  Theatre 
Prt*ach  innovation,  bring  contempt  on  oaths. 
Adorn  licentiousneas,  despise  the  Cult. 
Are  such  to  be  my  game  ?    Why,  then  there 

wants 
Quito  other  cunning  than  a  cudgel-sweei)  I 
itrasp  the  old  stout  stock,  but  new  tip  with 

steel 
Kaoh  boas,  if  I  would  bray  —  no  callous  hide 
Simply,  but  Lamachos  in  coat  of  proof. 
Or  Kleon  cased  about  with  imnnaence ! 
Shaft   pushed    no  worse  while  point  pierced 

sparklinjr  so 
That  none  smUed  *  Sportive,  what  seems  sav- 

,     •gwt, 
—  ImvicuonB  anger,  spiteleas  mstio  mirth  1  * 
Tet  spiteleas  in  a  sort,  considered  well. 
Since  I  pursued  my  warfare  till  each  wound 
Went  throogh  the  mere  man,  reached  the  prin- 
ciple 
Worth  purging  from  Athenai.    Tiama«hca  ? 
No,  I  attackaq  war's  representative ; 
Kleon  ?    No,  flattery  ot  the  po|>nlafle ; 
Sokrates  T    No,  but  that  pefiiiciona  ssied 
Of  aophista  whereby  hopatul  youth  is  taught 
To  jabber  argument,  chop  logic,  pore 


Ou  sun  and  moon,  and  wotahin  Whirtigig. 
Oh,  your  tragedian,  with  the  lofty  grace. 
Aims  at  no  other  and  effects  as  much  ? 
Candidly :  what 's  a  perished  period  worth. 
Filed  curt  sentontionsneas  of  loaded  line, 
When  he  who  deals  out  doctrine,  primly  stops 
From  just  that  selfsame  moon  he  mauDders  ol. 
And,  blood-thinned  by  his  pallid  nutriment. 
Proposes  to  rich  earth-blood  —  purity  ? 
In  me,  't  was  equal-balanced  flesh  rebnked 
Excess  alike  in  stuff-guts  Qlauketes 
Or  starveling  Chairopnon ;  I  challenged  both,  ~ 
Strong  understander  of  our  oomraom  life, 
I  uis:ed  sustainment  of  humanity. 
Whereas  when  your  tragedian  cries  up  Peaop  - 
He  Js  silent  as  to  cheese  cakes  Peace  may  chew ; 
Seeing  through  rabble-rule,  he  shuts  his  eye 
To   what   wero   better  done   than    crowding 

Pnux  — 
That's    dance     '  Tkrtttanelo^     the     Kaklops 

dnmkr 

"  My  power  has  hardly  need  to  vaant  itaell  1 
Opposers  peep  and  mutter,  or  sneak  plain : 

*  No  naminy  names  in  Comedy !    TOtea  one, 

*  Nor  vilif Tug  live  folk  1 '  legislates 
Another,    urge  amendment  on  the  dead  I ' 

*  Don't  throw  away  hard  caah,'  supplies  a  third. 

*  But  crib  from  actor's  drcasca.  ohoroa-ireats  1 ' 
Then  Kleon  did  his  best  to  bully  me : 

Called  me  before  the  Law  Court :    *  Such  aplay 
Satirised  cittaens  with  strangeia  there. 
Such  other,'  ~  whv,  its  fault  was  in  myself  1 
I  was,  this  time,  tne  stranger,  privileged 
To  act  no  plar  at  all,  —  Egyptian,  I  — 
Rhodian  or  Kameirensian.  Aiginete, 
Lindian,  or  any  foreigner  ne  liked  — 
Because  I  can't  write  Attic,  probably  I 
Go  ask   my  rivals,  —  how  they  roughed  my 

fleece. 
And  how,  shorn  pink  themselves,  the  huddled 

sheep 
Shiver  at  distance  from  the  snapping  shears  1 
Why  mnst  they  needs  provoke  me  ? 

''  All  the  same. 
No  matter  for  my  triumph,  I  foretell 
Subsidence  of  the  day-eUr :  quench  hia  beama  ? 
No  Aias  e'er  was  equal  to  the  feat 
By  throw  of  aihield,  tongh^iided  aeven  times 

seven 
Twist  sky*and  earth  I  'tis  dnUarda  soft  and 

sure 
Who  breathe  agwnst  his  brightest,  hero  a  sigh 
And  thero  a  *  So  let  be,  we  pardon  you  1 ' 
Till  the  minute  mist  hangs  a  block,  has  tamed 
Noonblase  to  *  twilight  mild  and  eonable,' 
Vote  the  old  women  spinning  out  of  doors. 
Give  me  the  earth-spasm,  when  the  lion  ramped 
And  thp  bull  gendered  in  the  brave  gold  flaro ! 
Oh,  yon  shall  nave  amusement,  —  better  still. 
Instruction  I  no  moro  horse-play,  naming  names. 
Taxing  the  fancy  when  plam  sense  will  serve  I 
Thearion,  now,  my  frieaid  who  bakes  yon  bread. 
What 's  worthier  limning  than  hia  Boosehola 

Ufe? 
His  whims  and  ways,  his  qnarreb  with  the 

spouse. 
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And  how  the  mm^  UMtaad  of  letfning  knead 
Kilikian  loaTee,  bringB  heartbreak  on  hie  sire 
By  bnyin?  honefleah  branded  San^  each  flank. 
From  ahrewd  Menippoa  who  importB  the  ware : 
While  pretty  daughter  Kepph^  too  mnoh  haonta 
The  shop  of  Sporgilos  the  Wber !  braTe  I 
Out  with  Thenrion'e  meal-tnb  politioB 
In  lien  of  Piathetairoa,  Strepeiadea  I 
That  ^s  yoor  exchange  ?    O  Mnae  of  Megara  ! 
Advise  the  foob  *  Feed  babe  on  wea9el4ap 
For  wild-boar^ M  marrow^  Cheirom^s  hero-pap. 
And  rearjfor  man  —  Aripkrade$,  mamap  i ' 
Yes,  my  Balnnstion,  yes,  my  Enthukles, 
That  *8  your  exchange,  —  who,  foreigners  in  fact 
And  fancy,  would  imnoae  your  sqneamiahn 
On  sturdy  health,  ana  snbstttute  such  brat 
For  the  right  offspring  of  us  Rocky  Ones, 
Because  babe  kicks  the  cradle,  —  crows,  not 
mewls  I 

*'  Which  brings  me  to  the  prime  fault,  poison- 
speck 
Whence  all  the  plague  springs  —  that  flnt  fend 

of  all 
*Twixt  me  and  you  and  your  Eluripidea. 
'  Unworld  the  world,*  fiowns  he,  my  opposite. 
I  cry,  *  Life  ! '  '  Death,'  he  groans, '  our  better 

Lifel' 
Despise  what  is  —  the  good  and  graspable. 
Prefer  the  out  of  eight  and  in  at  mind. 
To  village-ioT,  the  well-side  violet-MUUsh, 
The  jolly  cluMeast  when  our  field  ^s  in  soak. 
Roast    thrushes,    hare-soup,    pearsoup,    deep 

washed  down 
With  Peparethian ;  the  prompt  paying  off 
Thnt   black-eyed   brown-akinned   oonntry-fl»- 

▼ored  wench 
We  caught  among  our  brushwood  foraging  : 
On  these  look  fig-juice,  curdle  up  life's  cream, 
And  fall  to  magnifying  miserjr  I 
Or.  if  yon  oonmcend  to  happineas, 
Wny,  talk,  talk,  talk  about  the  empty  name 
WhUe  thi^'a  self  lies  neglected  'neath  your 

noee  f 
/  need  particular  discourtesy^ 
And  priTate  insult  from  Euripides 
To  render  contest  with  him  credible  ? 
Say,  all  of  me  is  outraged  !  one  stretched  sense, 
I  represent  the  whole  Republic,  —  gods. 
Heroes,  priests,  legislators,  poets,  — prone. 
And  pummelled  into  insignificance. 
If  will  in  him  were  matched  with  power  of 

stroke. 
For  see  what  he  has   changed    or  hoped  to 

change! 
How  few  yean  since,  when  he  befcan  the  fight. 
Did  there  beat  life  indeed  Athenai  through  1 
Plentr  and  peace,  then  I    Hellas  thundersmote 
The  Persian.    He  himself  had  birth,  you  say. 
That  mom  aalTataon  broke  at  Salarais, 
And  heroes  still  walked  earth.  Themistokles— 
Siirely  his  mere  baek-etretch  of  hand  could  still 
Find,  not  ao  lost  in  dark^  Odusseus  ? — he 
Holding  aa  surely  on  to  Herakles,  — 
Who  touched  Zeua,  link  by  link,  the  unrup- 
tured chain  I 
Were  Ppets  abaent  ?    Aiachulos  might  hail  — 
With  Pindaros,  Theognis,  —  whom  for  aire  ? 


Homeroa'  self,  departed  yesterday ! 

While  Hellaa,  aaved  and  sung  to,  then  and 

thus, — 
Ah,  people, — ah,  lost  antioue  liberty  I 
We  uvea,  ouiselvea,  undoniited  lorda  of  earth : 
Wherever  olives  flourish,  oora  yields  crop 
To  constitute  our  title  —  ours  such  land  1 
Outside  of  oil  and  breadstuff,  —  barbariam  I 
What  need  of  oonqueat?  Let  barbaiiaaa  starve! 
Devote  our  whole  strength  to  our  sole  defence, 
Content  with  peeriess  native  pioducta.  hooie. 
Beauty  profuse    in   earth'a  mere  sigkts  and 

sounds. 
Such  men,  such  women,  and  such  gods  their 

guard! 
The  gods?   he  worshipped   best  who  feaied 

them  most. 
And  left  their  nature  uninquired  into, 
—  Nature  ?  their  very  names  I  pay  reverenoe. 
Do  sacrifice  for  our  part,  theirs  wimld  be 
To  prove  benignantest  of  phiyfellows. 
With  kindly  humanism  they  countenaneed 
Our  emulation  of  divine  escapes 
Through  sense  and  soul :  soul,  sense  are  made 

touae: 
Use  each,  acKnowledgin|:  its  fod  the  wUle ! 
Crush  grape,  dance,  drmk,  indulge,  for  Bae- 

chos'  sake  I 
'T  is  Aphrodite's  f east^y  -  frisk  and  ffing. 
Provided  we  obaerve  our  oaths,  and  house 
Duly  the  stranger :  Zeua  takes  umbrage  elae ! 
Ah,  the  great  time  —  had  I  been  there  to  taste ! 
Perikles,  right  Olumpian,  -^  oeoupied 
As  yet  with  getting  an  Olumpos  reared 
Marble  and  gold  above  Akropolis,  — 
Wisely  so  spends  what  thrif^  fools 
For  out-throat  projects.    Who 

chos? 
Who  writes  the  Oreateia? 

*' Ah.  the  time: 
For,  all  at  <niee,  a  doud  baa  blaocbea  the  blue, 
A  cold  wind  creepa  through  the  doae  vineyard- 
rank. 
The  olive-leaves  curl,  violets  crisp  and  doae 
Like  a  nymph's  wrinkling  at  the  batJi*a  first 

splash 
On  breast.    (Your  pardon  1)    There  *a  a  reatlesi 

change. 
Deterioration.    Larks  and  nightingalea 
Are  silenced,  here  and  there  a  goiHsrow  grim 
Flaps  past,  as  scenting  opportunity. 
Where  Kimon  paasaged  to  the  BouM  ome, 
A    starveling    crew,  unkempt,  nnahom,    un- 
washed, 
Ooeupj^  altar-base  and  tempte-step. 
Are  minded  to  indoctrinate  our  youth ! 
How  call  these  carrion  kill-joys  that  iotmde  ? 
*  Wise  men,'  their  nomenclature !    Ptadikos  — 
Who  scarce  could,  unassisted,  pick  hia  steps 
From  way  Theeeia  to  the  Tripods'  way,  — 
This  empty  noddle  comprehends  the  suil,  — 
How  he 's  Aigina's  bigness,  wheels  no  whH 
His  way  from  east  to  west,  nor  wants  a  ateed  ! 
And  here 's  Protagoras  sets  wroogheads  right. 
Explains  what  vutue,  vies,  truth,  falaenood 


Makes  all  we  seemed  to  know  prove  4 
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Yet  kBOwiwIjpe  also,  sinoe,  cm  either  aida 
(H  any  question,  M>methin||^  ia  to  aav, 
Nothing  to  '■tafaliah,  all  things  to  custiirb  I 
And  ahall  youth  ko  and  play  at  kottaboa, 
Leaving  unsettled  whether  moon-spots  breed  ? 
Or  dare  keep  Choes  ere  the  problem  VsolTsd  -- 
\Vhy  should  I  like  my  wife  who  dislikes  me  ? 

*  But  sore  the  gods  permit  this,  censure  that  ?  ' 
So  tell  them  I  stnu^^t  the  answer 's  in  your 

teeth: 

*  Ton  relegate  these  points,  then,  to  the  gods  ? 
What  and  where  are  they  ?  *    What  my  sire 

supposed. 
And  where  yon  oloud  conceals  them  1    *  Till 

they  'scape, 
And  scramble  down  to  Leda,  as  a  swan, 
Europa,  as  a  bull  I  why  not  as  —  ass 
To  somebody  ?    Your  sire  was  Zeus  periiapa  I 
Either  —  away  with  such  ineptitude  I 
Or,  wanting  energy  to  break  your  bonds. 
Stick  to  the  good  old  stories,  think  the  rain 
Is  —  Zens  distiHing  pickle  through  a  sieve  1 
Think  thunder's  thrown   to  break  Theoroa' 


For  brsaking  oatha  first  I    Meanwhile  let  our- 
selves 
Instruct  your  progeny  you  prate  like  fools 
Of  father  Zeus,  who^s  but  the  atmoai^ere, 
Brother  Poseidon,  otherwise  called  —  sea. 
And  son  Hephaistos  —  fire  and  nothing  else  I 
Over  whioh  nothings  there 's  a  something  still, 
'*  Necessity,'*  that  rules  the  universe 
And  cares  as  much  about  your  Ghoea-feaat 
Performed  or  intermitted,  as  you  care 
Whether  gnats  sound  their  trump  from  head  or 

taur 


When,  stupefied  at  such  philosophy, 

1  kemli 

klesT 


BP«1 

We  crv,  *  Arrest  the  madmen,  coventor  I 
Pound  hemlock  and  pour  bnU's-blood,  Pert- 


Would  you  believe  ?    The  Olumpian  bends 


Scarce  pauses  from  his  buildingl    'Say  they 

thus? 
Then,  thev  say  wisely.    Aaaxagoras, 
I  had  not  known  how  simple  proves  eclipse 
But  for  thy  teaching!  Qo,  fools,  learn  like  me ! ' 

"  Well,  Zeus  nods :  man  must  reconcile  him- 
self. 
So,  let  the  Charon't-oompany  harangue, 
And  Anaxagoras  be  —  as  we  wish  1 
A  comfort  is  in  naturo :  while  ^rass  grows 
And  water  maa,  and  sesame  pncks  tongue. 
And  honey  from  Brileaian  hollow  melts 
(>n  month,  and  Bacchic'  flavorous  lip  beats 

both. 
Yon  wUl  not  be  untaught  life's  use,  young  man  ? 
Pho  I    My  voung  man  just  proves  that  pan- 

mered  ass 
Said  to  have  borne  Youth  strapped  on  his  stout 

back. 
With  whom  a  serpent  bargained,  bade  him  swap 
The    priceless   boon    for — water  to  qnencn 

What's  youth  to  my  youoff  man?    In  love 


He 


iMts  and  frowns. 


Denies  the  plainest  rules  of  life,  lon^  since 
Proved  sound ;  sets  all  authority  aside. 
Must  simply  recommeaoe  things,  learn  ero  act. 
And  think  out  thoroughly  how  youth  should 

pass  — 
Just  as  if  youth  stops  passing,  all  the  same  I 

'*  One  last  resource  is  left  us  —poetry  I 

*  Vindicate  nature,  prove  Plataian  help. 

Turn  out,  a  thouaand  strong,  all   right  and 

tight, 
To  save  Sense,  poet !    Bang  the  sophist-brood 
Would  cheat  man  out  of  wholesome  sustenance 
By  swearing  wine  is  water,  honey  —  gall, 
Saperdion  —  the  Empousa !    Panic-smit, 
Our  juveniles  abstain  from  Sense  and  starve : 
Be  yours  to  disenchant  them  1    Change  things 

back! 
Or  better,  strain  a  point  the  other  way 
And  handsomely  exaggerate  wronged  truth ! 
Lend  wine  a  glory  never  gained  from  grape. 
Help  honey  with  a  snatch  of  him  we  style 
The  Muses'  Bee,  baybloom-fed  SophoUes, 
And  give  Si^terdion  a  Kimberic  robe  1 ' 

" '  I,  hia  successor,'  sruif  the  answer  grunts, 

*  Incline  to  poetise  philosophy, 

Extend  it  rather  than  restrain ;  as  thus  — 

Are  heroes  men?  No  more,  and  aoaroe  as 
much. 

Shall  mine  be  ropresented.    Are  men  poor  ? 

BehoUL  them  ragged,  sick,  lame,  nalt  and 
blind! 

Do  they  use  speech  ?  Ay,  street^xms,  market- 
phrase! 

Having  thus  drawn  sky  eardiwards,  what 
comes  next 

But  dare  the  opposite,  lift  earth  to  sky  ? 

Mere  puppets  once,  I  now  make  womankind. 

For  thinking,  saying,  doing,  match  the  male. 

Lift  earth?  I  drop  to,  dally  with,  earth's 
dnn^r  1 

—  Reoofnuie  in  the  very  slave — man's  mate. 

Declare  nim  brave  and  tionest,  kind  and  true. 


And  reasonable  as  his  lord,  in  brief. 

I  paint  men  as  they  are  —  so  runs  my  boast  — 

Not  as  they  shoula  be :  paint  —  what 's  part  of 

man, 
—  Women  and  slaves, — not  aa,  to  please  your 

pride. 
They  should  be,  but  vonr  equals,  as  thejr  are. 
Oh,  and  the  Gods  I    Instead  d  abject  mien, 
SubnuasiTe  whisper,  while  my  Choroe  canta, 
"  Zeus, — with  thy  cubit's  length  of  attributes,— 
May  I,  the  ephemeral,  ne'er  scrutiniie 
Who  made  the  heaven  and  earth  and  all  things 

there ! " 
Myself   shaU   say  .  .  .  Ay,   'Heraklas'   may 

help! 
Give  me,  —  I  want  the  very  words,  —  attend  1 " 

He  read«    Then —  '' Murder 's   out,  — 'There 

are  no  Gods,* 
Man  has  no  master,  owns,  by  consequence. 
No  right,  no  wron^,  except  to  please  or  pUsue ! 
His  nature :  what  man  likes  be  man's  sole  law 
Still,  since  he  likes  Saperdion,  honey,  figs, 
Man  may  rsaeh  freedom  by  your  roundabout ! 


M 
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*  NtjTer  believe  yonnelTes  the  freer  thence ! 
There  are  no  eods,  bnt  there  's  '"  Neeearity/'  — 


Duty  eniouie«f  yon,  fact  in  figment's  place. 
Throned  on  no  mountain,  native  to  the  mind  1 
Therefore  deny  yoniaelvee  Saperdion,  figa 
And  honey,  for  the  sake  of  —  what  I  dream, 
A-eitting  with  my  legs  up  !  * 

''  Infamy  I 
The  poet  casta  in  calm  his  lot  with  these 
Assailants  of  Apollon  I    8wom  to  serve 
Each  Oraoe,  the  Furies  call  him  minister  — 
He,  who  was  bom  for  just  that  roseate  world 
Renonnoed  so  madly,  where  what's  false  is 

fact. 
Where  he  makes  beauty  out  of  ugliness. 
Where  he  lives,  life  itself  diwuised  for  him 
As  immortality  —  so  works  the  spell. 
The  enthusiastic  mood  which  marks  a  man 
Muse-mad,  dream-drunken,  wrapt  around  by 


Encircled  with  poetic  atmosphere. 

As  lark  emballed  by  its  ow«  cr^rstal  son^, 

Or  rose  enmisted  by  that  scent  it  makes ! 

No,  this  were  unreality  !  the  real 

He    wants,  not   falsehood,  —  truth   aUrne   he 

seeks. 
Truth,  for  all  beauty  !    Beauty,  in  all  truth  — 
That 's  certain  somehow !    Most  the  eagle  lilt 
Lark-like,    needs   fir-tree    blossom   rose-like? 

No! 
Strength  and  utility  charm  more  than  grace. 
And  what 's  roost  ugly  proves  most  beautiful. 
So  much  assistance  from  Euripides ! 

*'  Whereupon  I  betake  me,  since  needs  must, 
To  a  concluding  —  *  Go  and  feed  the  crows ! 
I)o !    Spoil  your  art  as  you  renounce  your  life, 
Poetize  your  so  precious  system,  do. 
Degrade  the  hero,  nullify  the  god. 
Exhibit  women,  slaves  and  men  as  peers,  — 
Your  castigation  foUows  prompt  enough  ! 
When  all  *b  concocted  upstairs,  heels  o*erhead, 
Down  must  submissive  drop  the  masterpiece 
For  public  praise  or  blame  :  soM>raise  away, 
Friend  Sokrates,  wife  Vfriend  Kephisophon ! 
Boast    innoTations,    cramp    phrase,    uncouth 

song. 
Hard  matter  and  harsh  manner,  gods,  men, 

slaves 
And  women  jumbled  to  a  laug'hing^ock 
Wliich  Hellas  shall  hold  sides  at  lest  she  split ! 
Hellas,  on  these,  shall  have  her  word  to  say  ! ' 


**She   has  it  and   she  says  it ~ there's   the 

curse!  — 
She  finds  he  makes  the  shag-rag  hero-race. 
The  noble  slaves,  wise  women,  move  as  much 
Pity  and  terror  as  true  tragic  types : 
Amdands  inventiveness  7^  the  plot  so  new. 
The  tarn  and  trick  subsidiary  so  strange ! 
She  relishes  that  homely  phrase  of  life. 
That  common  town- talk,  more  than  tmmietr 

blasta; 
Aoeords  him  right  to  chop  and  change  a  mytli : 
What  better  right  had  he,  who  told  the  tale 
la  the  first  instanoe,  to  embellish  fact  ? 
TUs  last  may  disembelKsh  yet  improve  I 


Both  find  a  block:  this  man  carrea  haek  to 

bull 
What  first  his  predsosasor  cut  to  spkiax: 
Snch  ipenuine  actual  roarer,  nature'a  bmte. 
Intelligible  to  our  time,  was  sure 
The  old-world  artist's  purpose,  had  he  woriced 
To  mind;  this  both  meaoa  and   makea   the 

thing  I 
If,  past  dispute,  the  vene  slips  oily-halhad 
In  unctuous  music  —  say,  effeminate  — 
We  also  say,  like  Knthereia*s  self, 
A  lulling  effluence  which  enswathea  some  isle 
Where  hides  a  nymph,  not  seen  bnt  fait  the 

more. 
That 's  HeUaa*  verdict ! 

"DoesEnrindaa 
Even  so  far  absolved,  remain  content  7 
Nowise  I  ^  His  task  is  to  refine,  reftaa. 
Divide,  distinguish,  subtilize  away 
Whatever  seemed  a  solid  planting-plaoe 
For  footfall,  ~-  wot  in  that  phantasmal  spbers 
Proper  to  poet,  but  on  vulgar  earth 
Where  peonle  used  to  tread  with  oonfidi 
There 's  left  no  longer  one  plain  positiva 
Enunciation  incontestable 
Of  what  is  good,  right,  decent  hero  on  earth. 
Nobodv  now  can  say, "  This  plot  is  mine, 
Thougn  but  a  pletmron  square,  —  my  duty !  *  — 

'Youm? 
Mine,  or  at  least  not  yours.*  snaps  aomebody ! 
And,  whether  the  dispute  be  parentrright 
Or  children's  service,  nuabana'a  privilege 


end, 


Spectators  go  off  sighing  *'  Clever  thmst ! 

Why  was  I  so  much  hurried  to  pay  debt. 

Attend  my  mother,  sacrifice  an  ox. 

And  set  my  name  down  **  for  a  trireme,  good  "  * 

Something  I  might  have  urged  on  t*  oUwr  std** ! 

No  doubt,  Chrssphontes  or  Bellerophon 

We  don't  meet  every  dav  ;  but  Stab-aad-atitfli 

The  tailor  —  ere  I  turn  the  drachmas  o'er 

I  owe  him  for  a  chiton,  as  he  thinks, 

I  '11  pose  the  blockheaa  with  an  argument ! ' 

**  So  has  he  triumphed,  your  Enripidea ! 

Oh,  I  concede,  he  rarely  gained  a  prize : 

That 's  quite  another  matter  I  eanae  for  that ! 

Still,  when  't  was  got  by  Ions,  Io|dioaa, 

Off  he  would  pace  confoundedly  superb. 

Supreme,  no  smile  at  movement  on  hia  iiKroth 

Till  Sokrates  winked,  whispered  :  ont  it  l»tt>kr ' 

And  Aristullos  jotted  down  the  jeat. 

While  lophons  or  Ions,  bav  on  mow. 

Looked   queerly,    ana    tne   foreigaeim  —  likr 

you  — 
Asked  o*er  the  border  with  a  pnxded  anile. 
—  *  And  so,  von  value  Ions,  lophona, 
;  Enphorions  i    How  about  Ennpides  f  * 
(Eh,  brave  bard'sHshampion  ?    Does  tha  angrt 

boil? 
Keeo  within  bounds  a  moment.  —  vva  aad  lip 
Shall  loose  their  doom  on  me,  tneir  nay  wtn 
What  strangers  ?  Archelaos  heads  the  file  * 
He  sjrmpathiies,  he 
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He  iMus  epivile,  oaoh  ■aceowKw  pUy : 

*  Atu«>iuu  8Ui1lb  e£Fete  ;  there  *8  younger  blood 

In  AI»ke<ionU.    Visit  where  I  rule  ! 

l>o  honor  to  me  And  take  grratitude  I 

l^ive  the  ffueet^ii  life,  or  work  the  poet*s  way. 

Which  aJflo  meang  the  ■tateeiuan*t :  he  who 

wrote 
*'  Erechtheuft  ^'  may  eeem  rawly  politic 
At  home  where  Kleophon  ie  ripe ;  but  here 
My  oounoii-board  peiinits  him  choice  of  seats/ 

^*  Now,  this  was  operating,  —  what  should  prove 
A  poison-tree,  had  flowered  far  on  to  fruit 
For  many  a  year,  —  when  I  was  moved,  first 


To  dare  the  adventure,  down  with  root  and 

branch. 
So,  from  its  sheath  I  drew  my  Comic  steel. 
And  dared  what  I  am  now  to  justify. 
A  serious  question  first,  though  1 

"  Once  again  1 
I)o  you  believe,  when  I  aspired  in  youth, 
1  made  no  estimate  of  power  at  all. 
Nor  paused  long,  nor  considered  much,  what 

class 
(>f  fighters  I  might  claim  to  poin,  beside 
That  class  wherewith  I  oast  in  company  ? 
Say,    you  —  profuse   of   praise   no  leas  than 

blame  — 
(*onld  not  I  have  competed  —franker  phrase 
Might  trulier  correspond  to  meaning  ^  stUl, 
I'orapeted  with  your  Traffic  paragon  ? 
Suppose  me  minded  simply  to  make  vene, 
To  fabricate,  parade  resplendent  arms, 
Mourish  and  sparkle  out  a  Trilogy,  — 
>\*1iere  was  the  hindrance  ?    But  my  soul  bade 

*  right ! 

Ixsave  flourishing  for  mock-foe,  pleasure-time  : 
Prove  arms  efficient  on  real  heads  and  hearts  1 
How?  With  degeneraov  sapping  fast 
'ilie  Marathonian  muscle,  nerved  of  old 
To  maul  the  liede,  now  strung  at  best  to  help 

-  How  did  I  faUe  ?  —  War  and  Hubbub  mash 
To  mincemeat  Fatherland  and  Brotherhood, 
Pound  in  their  mortar  Hellas,  State  by  State, 
Tliat  greed  might  gorge,  the  while  frivolity 
Rubb<id    hancb  and  smacked   lips    o^er    the 

dainty  dish ! 
Authority,  experience  —  pushed  aside 
By  any  upstart  who  pleads  throng  and  press, 
O^tlie  people  I  'Think,  say,  do  thus P  Where- 
fore, pray  ? 
"  We  are  the  people  :  who  impugns  our  right 
Of  choosing  Kleon  that  tans  hide  so  well, 
Huperbolos  that  turns  out  lamps  so  trim, 
Henip-eeller  Eukrates  or  Losikles 
Sheep-dealer,  Kephalos  the  ^ter*8  son, 
iiiitnphes  who  weaves  the  willow-work 
To  go  round  bottles,  and  Nansikudes 
The  meal-man?    Such  we  choose  and  more, 

their  mates. 
To  think  and  say  and  do  in  our  behalf  I  * 
While  Mphistry  wagged  tongue,  emboldened 

Found  matter  to  propose,  contest,  defend, 
'^tAblish,  turn  topsyturvy,  —  all  the  same, 
V(t  matter  what   provided  the  result 


Were  something   new  in  place  of 

old,- 

Set  wagging  by  pore  insolence  of  soul 
Which  needs  must  prjr  into,  have  wamnt  for 
Each  right,  each  privilege  good  poUcy 
Protecta  from  curious  eye  and  prating  mouth ! 
Everywhere  lust  to  shape  the  world  anew. 
Spurn  this  Athenai  as  we  find  her,  build 
A  new  impossible  Cloudcuckoobnr^ 
For  feather-headed  birds,  once  solid  men. 
Where  rules,  discarding  jolly  habitude. 
Nourished  on  myrtle-berries  and  stra^  ante. 
King  Tereus  who.  turned  Hoopoe  Tnple-Crest, 
Shall  terrify  and  bring  the  goals  to  terms  I 

'*  Where  was  I?    Oh  1  Things  ailing  thas  — 1 

ask. 
What  cure  ?  Cut,  thrust,  hack,  haw  at  heap-on- 

heaped 
Abomination  with  the  exquisite 
Palaistr»-tool  of  polished  Tragedjr  ? 
Erechtheus  shall  narangue  Ampniktium, 
And  incidentally  drop  word  of  weight 
On  justice,  righteousness,  so  turn  aside 
The  audience  from  attacking  Sicily  I  — 
The  more  that  Choros,  after  he  recounts 
How  Phrixoe  rode    the    ram,  the  far-famed 

Fleece, 
Shall  add — at  last  fall  of  grave  dandng-f oot  — 
*"  Aggression  never  yet  was  helped  by  Zeus !  * 
That  helps  or  hinders  Alkibiadea  ? 
As  well  expect,  should  Pheidias  carve  Zena*  self 
Aud  set  him  up,  some  half  a  mile  away. 
His  frown  would  frighten  sparrows  from  your 

field  1 
Eagles  may  recogaiie  their  lord,  belike. 
But  as  for  vulgar  sparrows,  —  change  the  god. 
And  lUant  some  big  Priapos  with  a  pole  1 
I  wield  the  Comic  weapon  rather — naie  I 
Hate  I  honest,  earnest,  and  directest  hate — 
Warfare  wherein  I  cloee  with  enemy. 
Call  him  one  name  and  fifty  epithata. 
Remind  you  his  greatpgrandfather  sold  bran. 
Describe  the  new  exomion,  sleeveless  ooat 
He  knocked  me  down  last  night  and  robbed 

me  of. 
Protest  he  voted  for  a  tax  on  air ! 
And  all  this  hate  — if  I  write  Comedy  — 
Finds  tolerance,  most  like  —  applause,  perhaps 
True  veneration ;  for  I  praise  the  god 
Present  in  person  of  his  minister, 
And  pay  —  the  wilder  my  extravagsace  — 
The  more  appropriate  worship  to  Die  Power 
Adulterous,  night-roaming^  and  the  rsst: 
Otherwise,  —  that  ori^paative  force 
Of  nature,  impulse  stirring  death  to  life. 
Which,  underlying  law,  seems  lawlessness. 
Yet  is  the  outbreak  which,  ere  order  be. 
Must  thrill  creation  through,  warm  atodu  and 

stones, 
Phales  laochos. 


it 


Comedy  for  me  1 
Why  not  for  you,  mv  Tragic  maatera  ?  Saaskw 
Whose  art  is  mere  desertion  of  a  tmstl 
Such  weapons  lay  to  hand,  the  ready  ^ub. 
The   clay  -  ball,  on   the    groond  a  stone 
snatch,— 


to 
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Anns  fit  to  bniaiie  the  buar'8  iieok,  break  the 

chine 
O'  the  wolf,  —  aod  you  must  impioiuly  —  de- 
spise r 
No,  I  '11  say,  furtivelv  let  fall  that  trust 
Consigned  you !     ^T  was  not  "  take  or  leave 

alone/ 
But  ^  take  and,  wieldinit:.  recoeniae  your  sod 
111  his  prime  attributes  I  *    And  though  full  soon 
You  sneaked,  subsided  into  poetry, 
Nor  met  your  due  reward,  still,  -  heroize 
And  speechify  and  sing-song  and  fore^ 
Far  as  yon  may  your  function,  —  still  its  paot 
Endures,  one  piece  of  early  homage  still 
Exacted  of  you  ;  after  your  three  bouts 
At  hoitytoity,  great  men  with  long  words. 
And  so  forth,  —  at  the  end,  must  tack  itself 
The  genuine  sample,  the  Satyric  Play, 
Concession,  with  its  wood-boys'  fun  and  freak, 
To  the  true  taste  of  the  mere  multitude. 
Yet,  there  t^in  !  What  does  your  2Still-«t*iteh, 
Always-the-mnovator  ?    Shrugs  and  shirks ! 
Out  of  his  fifty  Trilogies,  some  five 
Are  somehow  suited:  Satyrs  dance  and  sing. 
Try  merriment,  a  grimly  prank  or  two, 
Sour  joke  squeesed  through  pursed  lips  and 

teeth  on  edge. 
Then  quick  on  top  of  toe  to  pastoral  sport. 
Goat-tending  ana    sheep-herding,  cheese  and 


Soft  grass  and  silver  rillets,  oountry-f are  — 
When  throats  were  promised  Tnasian  I   Five 

such  feats,  — 
Then  frankly  off  he  threw  the  yoke:   next 

Droll, 
Next  festive  drama,  oovenanted  fun, 
l>eoent  reversion  to  indecency. 
Proved  —  your  *  Alkestis  *  I  There  *s  quite  fun 

enough, 
Herakles  dirunk !    From  out  fate's  blackening 

wave 
Calamitous,  just  si^iiza^  some  shot  star. 
Poor  promise  of  famt  joy,  and  turns  the  laugh 
On  dupes  whose  fears  and  tears  were  ail  in 

waste  I 

*'  For  which  sufficient  reasons,  in  truth's  name, 
I  closed  with  whom  you  count  the   Meaner 

Muse, 
Classed  me  with  Comic  Poets  who  should  weld 
Dark  with  bright  metal,  show  their  blade  may 

keep 
Its  adamantine  birthright  though  ablaae 
With  poetry,  the  gold,  and  wit,  the  gem. 
And  strike  mere  gold,  unstiffened  out  by  steel. 
Or  gem,  no  iron  joints  its  strength  around. 
From  hand  of  —  posturer,  not  combatant  t 

**  Such  was  my  purpose  :  it  succeeds,  I  say  I 

Have  not  we  beaten  Kallikratidas, 

Not  humbled  Sparta  ?    Peace  awaits  our  word. 

Spite  of  Theramenes,  and  fools  his  like. 

Smoe  mv  previsions  —  warranted  too  well 

By  the  long  war  now  waged  and  worn  to  end  — 

Had  spared  sneh  heritage  of  misery. 

My  after-counsels  scarce  need  fear  repulse. 

Athenai,  taught  prosperity  has  wings, 

Cages  the  glad  recapture.    Demos,  see, 


From  folly's  premature  deeremtnde 
Boiled  young  again,  emerges  from  the  stew 
Of  twenty-five  years'  trouole,  sits  and  sways. 
One  brilliance  and  one  balsam, — sways  and 

sits 
Monarch  of  Hellas  I  ay.  and,  sage  again. 
No  longer  jeopardizes  cnieftainship. 
No  lunger  loves  the  brutish  demagogne 
Appointed  by  a  bestial  multitude. 
But  seeks  out  sound  advisers.     Who  are  they  f 
Ourselves,  of  parentafre  proved  wise  and  g:ood ! 
To  such  may  nap  strains  thwarting  quality, 
(As  where  shall  want  its  fiaw  mere   hnxnaa 

stuff?) 
Still,  the  right  grain  is  proper  to  right  raoe ; 
What 's  contrary,  call  curious  aoeident  I 
Hold  bv  the  usniu  1    Orchard-grafted  tree. 
Not  wilding,  racehorse-sired,  not  ronnoey-lxm. 
Aristocrat,  no  sausage-selling  snob  1 
Nav,  why  not  Alkibiades,  eome  baek 
Filled  by  the  Genius,  freed  of  petulanoe. 
Frailty, — mere    youthfulness    that's    all    at 

fault,— 
Advanced  to  Perikles  snd  something  more  ? 
—  Being  at  least  ourdnly  bom  and  bred,  — 
Curse  on  what  chaunoprookt  first  gained  his 

ear 
And  got  lus  .  .  .  well,  once  true  man  in  right 

place, 
Our  commonalty  soon  content  themselTss 
With  doing  just  what  they  are  bom  to  do. 
Eat,  drink,  make  merry,  mind  their  own  affain 
And  leave  state-bnsiness  to  the  larger  Inaia  I 
I  do  not  stickle  for  their  pnmshment ; 
But  certain  culprits  have  a  cloak  to  twttoh, 
A  purse  to  pay  the  piper :  flog,  say  I, 
Your  fine  fantastics,  paragons  of  pvtB« 
Who  choose  to  play  the  important  1     Far  from 

side 
With  us,  their  natural  supnotts,  allies,  — 
And,  best  by  brain,  help  who  are  best  by  birth 
To  fortify  each  weak  point  in  the  wall 
Built  broad  and  wide  and  deep  for  pemaaeacr 
Between  what's  high  and  low,  what's  rare 

and  vile,  — 
Thev  cast  their  lot  perversely  in  with  k»w 
And  vile,  lay  flat  the  barrier,  lift  the  mob 
To  dizzy  heights  where  Privilege  stood  firm. 
And  then,  simplicity  become  ooneett, — 
Woman,  slave,  common  soldier,  artaaan. 
Crazy  with  new  -  found  worth,  new  -  fwsglcd 

claims, — 
These  must  be  taught  next  how  to  one  their 

heads 
And  hands  in  driving  man's  right  to  mob*« 

rule! 
What  fellows  thus  inflame  the  multitude  ? 
Your  Sokrates,  still  crying  *  Understand  ! ' 
Your  Aristullos,  —  *  Argue ! '     Last  and  worst. 
Should,  by  good  fortune,  mob  still  heatate. 
Remember  there  's  degree  in  heaven  and  earth. 
Cry  *  Aischulos  enjoined  us  fear  the  ^ods. 
And  Sophokles  advised  respect  the  kinn !  * 
Why,  your  Euripides  informs  them  —  Uods  f 
They  are  not  I    Kings?    They  are,  bat  .  .  . 

do  not  I, 
In  'Suppliants,'  make  my  Theseus,  —  younc 

no  more.  — 
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Five  np  at  inMilt  of  wlio  ttjrlet  him  Kiair  ? 
Play  off  that  Herald,  I  despise  the  most, 
Am  palrmuMag  kings'  prerogatiTe 
Aflnunst  a  Theseus  proad  to  dare  no  step 
Till  he  conralt  the  people? 

''Such  as  these-- 
Ah,  ^ou  ezmct  I  am  for  stiangling  straiirht  ? 
Nowise,  BauMistioa  I  ^  All  my  roundabout 
Ends  at  beffinnin^,  with  my  own  defence  I 
1  dose  each  culpnt  just  with  —  Comedy. 
Let  each  be  doctored  in  exact  the  mode 
Himself  preseribes:   by  words,  the  word-mon* 

My  words  to  his  words, —  my  lies,  if  ^on  like. 
To  his  lies.    &>ok»tss  I  nieknanie  thief. 
Quack,  necromancer  j  Aristullus,  —  say, 
Male  Kirktf  who  bewitches  and  bewrays 
And  chanms  folk  to  swine  ;  Euripides,  — 
Well«  1  aoknowledM  I    Eyery  word  is  false. 
Looked  doee  at ;  bat  stand  distant  and  stars 

throogh. 
All  *s  absolute  indubitable  truth 
Behind  lies,  truth  whiek  only  lies  declare ! 
For  come,  eoaoede  me  troth  *s  in  thing  not 

word. 
Meaning  not  manner!     Lore  smiles  *  rogue' 

and  'wretch' 
When  'sweet'  and  'dear*  seem  rapid;  Hate 

adopts 
liOTc's 'sweet' and  'dear,'  when  'rogue'  and 

'  wretch 'faU  flat; 
Lore,  Hate — are  truths,  then,  each,  in  sense 

not  sound. 
Further:  if  Lore,  remaining  Lore,  fell  baek 
On  'sweet'   and  'dear,'— if   Hate,    though 

Hate  the  same. 
Dropped  down  to '  rogue '  and  '  wretch,'  —  each 

phrase  were  fabe. 
Good  I  and  now  grant  I  hate  no  matter  whom 
With  reason :  I  must  therefore  fight  my  foe. 
Finish  the  mischief  which  made  enmity. 
How  ?  By  employing  means  to  moot  hurt  him 
Who  mnoh  harmed  me.     What  way  did  he  do 

harm? 
Throngh  word  or  deed  ?    Through  word  ?  with 

word,  wage  war  I 
Word  with  myself  directly  ?    An  direct 
Reply  shall  follow :  word  to  rou,  the  wise, 
Whence  indirectly  came  the  harm  to  me  f 
What  wiadom  I  can  muster  waits  on  such ! 
Word  to  the  popalace  which,  misconceired 
By  ignorance  and  incapacity. 
Ends  in  no  sneh  effect  as  follows  cause 
^Vhen  I,  or  yon  the  wise,  are  reasoned  with. 
So  damages  what  I  and  yoa  hold  dear? 
In  that  erent,  1  ply  the  populace 
With  insi  sneh  word  as  learena  their  whole 


To  the  right  ferment  for  my  porpoee.    They 
Arbitrate  properiy  between  na  both  ? 
They  weifp  m^  answer  with  his  argument. 
Match  qmp  with  qnibUe,  wit  with  eloouenoe  ? 
All  thsv  attain  to  understand  is  —  blank  1 
Two  aoreisariea  differ :  which  is  right 
And  which  is  wrong,  none  takes  on  him  to  say, 
Since  both  are  unintelligible.    Pooh  1 
Swear  my  foe's  mother  rended  herbs  she  stoUt 


They  fall  a-langhiag!    Add,  — his  household 

drudge 
Of  all-work  justifies  that  office  well, 
Kisses  the  wife,  comncstng  him  the  plar,  — 
They  grin  at  whom  they  gaped  in  wonderment. 
Ana  go  off—  '  Was  he  such  a  sorry  scrub? 
This  other  seems  to  know!    we  praised  too 

fasti' 
When  then,  my  lies  hare  done  the  woric  of 

truth. 
Since  'scrub,*  improper  designation,  means 
Exactly  what  the  proper  argument 
—  Had  such  been  comprehensible  —  proposed 
To    proper   audience  —  were   I    graced  with 

such  — 
Would  properly  result  in ;  so  ^onr  friend 
Gets  an  impartial  rerdict  on  his  retae, 
'  The  tongue  swears,  but  the  soul  remains  un- 
sworn 1 ' 


4t 


There,  my  Balanstion  I     All  is  summed  and 


No  other  cause  of  quarrel  with  yourself  I 
Euripides  and  Aristophanes 
Differ :  he  needs  must  round  our  difference 
Into  the  mob's  ear  ;  with  the  mob  I  plead. 
Ton  angrily  start  forward  '  This  to  me  ? ' 
No  speck  of  this  on  you  the  thrioe  r^ned  1 
Could  parlor  be  restricted  to  us  two. 
My  first  of  auties  were  to  clear  up  doubt 
As  to  our  true  direrspence  each  from  eaolu 
Does  my  opinion  so  airerge  from  yours  f 
Probably  less  than  little  —  not  at  all  1 


Among  the  rnlgar  who,  by  mere  mistake. 
May    brain    themselres    and    me    in 


qnence,  — 
That 's  quite  another.    '  0  the  daring  flight  I 
This  only  bard  maintains  the  ezaltea  brow. 
Nor  grorcls  in  the  sUme  nor  fears  the  gods  1 ' 
Did  J  fear  —  /  play  superstitious  fool. 
Who,  with  the  due  proriso,  introdueedU 
Actire  and  paesire,  their  whole  companr 
As  creatures  too  absnrd  for  scorn  itself  r 
Zeus  ?      I  hare  strled  him  —  '  slare,   mere 

thrashing^block  I  * 
I  *11  tell  rou  :  in  m^  rery  next  of  plays. 
At  Baochos'  feast,  in  Bacchon'  iMmor,  full 
In  front  of  Beeches'  representatire. 
I  mean  to  make  main-actor  —  Baochos'  self  1 
Forth  shall  he  strut,  apparent,  first  to  last, 
A  blockhead,  coward,  oraggart,  liar,  thief. 
Demonstrated  all  these  by  lus  own  men 
Xaathias  the  man-slare  :  such  man  shows  sneh 

Kod 
Shamed  to  bmte-beastship  br  comparison  I 
And  when  ears  hare  their  fill  of  hu  abuse. 
And  eyes  are  sated  with  his  pummelling,  -^ 
My  Choros  taking  caro,  by,  all  the  while 
Singinii^  his  glory,  that  men  recognise 
A  god  in  the  abused  and  pummelled  beast,  — 
Then,  should  one  ear  be  stopped  of  auditor. 
Should  one  spectator  shut  re«  olted  eye,  — 
Why,  the  Pnest's  self  wiU  fii 


first  raise  ontrsged 
roice : 
'  Back,  thou  barbarian,  thon  ineptitude  I 
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l>o«Mi  uot  Diott  lioenM  hallow  best  our  day, 
And  leaHt  deoorum  prove  its  strictest  rit«;  ? 
^incH  iiaochos  bids  nis  foUowem  play  the  fool, 
Aud  there  *8  no  foolii^  like  a  majesty 
Mocked  at,  —  wbo  mocks  the  god,  obeys  the 

law  — 
Law  which,  impute  but  indiscretion  to, 
And  .  .  .  why.  the  spirit  of  Euripides 
Is  evidently  active  in  the  world  I  ^ 
l)o  I  stop  here  ?    No  I  feat  of  flightier  force  1 
^)ee    Hermes  1    what   commotion  laged,  — re- 
flect !  — 
When  imaged  god  alone  got  injury 
By  drunkitfds*  frolic  I    How  Athenai  stared 
Aghast,  then  fell  to  frenzy,  fit  on  fit,  — 
Ever  the  last,  the  longest !    At  this  hour. 
The  craxe  abates  a  little :  so,  my  Play 
Shall  have  up  Hermes  :  and  a  Karion,  slave, 
(Since  there  s  no  eettii^  lower)  calls  our  friend 
The  profitable  goa,  we  honor  so, 
Whatever  contumely  fouls  the  mouth  — 
Bids  him  go  earn  more  honest  livelihood 
By  washing  tripe  in  well -trough -—wash  he 

does. 
Duly  obedient !    Have  I  dared  my  best  ? 
Asklepios,  answer  I  —  deity  iu  vogue, 
Who  visits  Sophokles  familiarly, 
If  you  believe  the  old  man,  —  at  his  age. 
Living  is  dreaming,  and  strange  guests  haunt 

door 
Of   house,  belike,  peep  through  and  tap   at 

times 
When  a  friend   yawns  there,  waiting  to   be 

fetched,  — 
At  any  rate,  to  memorize  the  fact. 
He  has  spent  money,  set  an  altar  up 
In  the  god's  temple,  now  in  much  repute. 
That  templeHierviee  trust  me  to  describe  — 
Cheaters  and  choused,  the  god,  his  brace  of 

girls. 
Their  Knake,  and  how  they  manage  to  snap 

gifts 
*  And  consecrate  the  same  into  a  bag,' 
For  whimsies  done  away  with  in  the  dark  I 
As  if,  a  stone's  throw  from  that  theatre 
Wliereon  I  thus  unmask  their  dupery, 
Hie  thing  were  not  religious  and  august ! 

"  Of  Sophokles  himself  —  nor  word  nor  sign 
Bejrond  a  harmlees  parody  or  so  I 
He  founds  no  anti-school,  upsets  no  faith. 
But,  living,  lets  live,  the  good  easy  soul 
Who,  —  if  he  saves  his  cash,  unpoetlike. 
Loves   wine   and  -  never    mind   what   other 

sport, 
Boasta  for  his  father  just  a  swordblade-smith, 
Proves  but   queer  captain    when   the   people 

claim. 
For  one  who  conquered  with  *  Antigone,* 
The  right  to  undt^rtake  a  squadron's  charge,  — 
And  needs  the  sun's  help  now  to  finish  plays. 
Seeing  his  dotage  calls  tor  governance 
And  lophon  t4i  share  his  propertT,  ~ 
Why,  Off  all  this,  reported  true,  I  breathe 
Not  one  word  —  trite  or  false,  I  like  the  man  I 
Sophokles  lives  and  lets  live  :  long  live  he  1 
Otoerwise,  — sharp  the  scourge  and  hard  the 

bk>wt 


''And  what's  my  t^wwhing  bat— aceept  tke 

old. 
Contest  the  strange !  acknowledge  work  that  *s 

done, 
Misdoubt  men  who  have  still  their  work  to  do ! 
Religions,  laws  and  customs,  poetries. 
Are  old  ?    So  much  achieved  viotoriona  truth  ! 
Each  work  was  product  of  a  lifetime,  wruiur 
From  each  roan  by  an  adverse  world  :  for  wny  ^ 
He  worked,  destroying  other  older  work 
Which  the  world  loved  and  so  was  loth  to  loee. 
Whom  the  world  beat  in  battle  ^  dust  and  ash ! 
Who  beat  the  worid,  left  work  in  evidence. 
And  wears  its  crown  till  new  men  li«e  new 

lives. 
And  fight  new  fights,  and  triumph  in  tbeir 

turn. 
I  mean  to  show  you  on  the  stage  \  joa.  'U 
My  Just  Judge  only  venture  to  deode 
Between  two  suitors,  which  is  sod,  which 
By  thrashing  both  ot  them  as  flesh  can  hear. 
You  shall  agree,  —  whichever  bellows  first. 
He 's  human ;  who  holds  longest  oat,  divtoe : 
That  is  the  only  equiUble  test  1 
Cruelty  ?    Play,  who  pricked  them  00  to  eovrt 
My  thong's  award?    Must  they  needs  domi- 
nate? 
Then    1  -  rebel !    Their    instinct  graspa   tl» 

new  ? 
Mine  bids  retain  the  old :  a  fight  moat  be. 
And  which  is  stronger  the  event  will  show. 
Oh,  but  the  pain  I    Tour  proved  divinity 
Still  smarts  all  reddened?    And  the  rightiiCT 

served  I 
Was  uot  some  man's-flesh  in  him,  after  all  ? 
Do  let  us  lack  no  frank  acknowledgment 
There  's  nature  common  to  both  gods  and  men  ! 
All  of  them  —  spirit '/    What  so  wineed  was 

clay  ! 
Away  pratenoe  to  some  exclusive  sphere 
(.loud-nourishing  a  sole  selected  few 
Fume-fed  with  self-superiority  I 
I  stand  up  for  the  common  coaiaeae  clay 
Existence,  —  stamp  and  ramp  with  heel  and 

hoof 
On  solid  vulgar  life,  you  foob  disown  I 
Make  haste  from  your  unreal  eminenee. 
And  measure  lengths  vith  me  upon  that  gioanj 
Whence  this  mud-pellet  sings  and  anmi 

you! 
I  know  the  soul,  too,  how  the  spark  ssesBda 
And  how  it  drops  apace  and  dies  away. 
I  am  your  poet-peer,  man  tlirice  your  — ^^trh ! 
I  too  can  lead  an  airy  life  when  dead. 
Fly  like  Kinesias  when  I  'm  clond-ward 
But  here,  no  deatli  shall  mix  with  life  it 

''So,  my  old  enemy  who  cansed  tha  fight. 
Own  I  have  beaten  yon,  Euripides  1 
Or,  —if  your  advocate  would  eontravene*  — 
Help  him,  Bdanstion  I    Use  the  roay  atiwugth ! 
I  have  not  done  mv  utmost.  —  treated  yoa 
As  I  might  Aristullos,  mint-perfnmed,  — 
Still,  let  the  whole  rage  burst  in  brave  attack  I 
Dfin't  |>ay  the  poor  ambignons  eomplimcnt 
Of  fearing  any  pearl-white  knuckleld  fist 
Will  damage  this  broad  bnttrsss  of  a  brow ! 
Fancy  yonrself  my 
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Ameipna*  or  Sanniirion :  pmieh  and  pound  ! 
Threo   onekoos  who  017   ^eaokooM   mnoh  I 

onrel 
TheyboUaitooel    NthUxntai!  Rattei!^' 


half. 


Cannot  yonr  task  hare  end  here,  Enthnklee  ? 
Dav  by  da^  glidee  our  ealle j  on  its  path : 
8tiU   snnnae   and  Btili   snneet,   Rhodes 

reached. 
And  still,  my  patient  scribe  1  no  sunset *s  peace 
Descends  more  punotaal  than  that  brow's  in- 

eline 
O'er  tablets  which  yoor  serriceable  hand 
Prepares  to  trace.    Why  treasure  np,  forsooth^ 
These  relics  of  a  night  that  make  me  rich, 
But,  half-remembered  merelv,  leaTC  so  poor 
Each  stranger  to  Athenai  and  her  past  ? 
For  —  how  remembered  I    As  some  greedy  hind 
Persuades  a  honeycomb,  beyond  the  due. 
To  yield  its  hoarding,  —  hnedloss  what  alloy 
Of  the  poor  bee's  own  substance  taints  the  gold 
Whieh,  nnforoed,  yields  few  drops,  but  pur- 


iS' 


80  would  voa  fain  reBeve  of  load  this  brain. 
Though  the  hiTcd  thoughts  must  bring  away, 

with  streneth. 
What  words  and  weakness,  strength's  recepta- 
cle— 
Wax  from  the  store  I    Tet,  —  aching  soothed 

away,  — 
Accept  the  compound !    No  susnected  seent 
But  proves  some  roee  was  rifled,  though  its 

ghost 
Scarce  lingers  with  what  promised  musk  and 

myrrn. 
No  need  of  farther  Miueeang  I    What  remains 
Can  only  be  Balaustion,  just  her  speech  I 


Ah,  but  —  because   speech 
still!— 


serres  a  purpcao 


He  andfld  with  that  flourish.    I 


^*  Fsoey  myself  sronr  Aristonnmes  ? 
Adrise  ma,  rather,  to  remain  myself, 
Balanstien, — mindfni  what  mere  mouas  cod- 

froati 
The  foreet  m»wisrch  Aristophaoss  1 
I  who,  a  woman,  claim  no  quality 
Beside  the  \af%  of  all  thii«s  lorable 
Created  by  a  power  pie-enunent 
In  knowledge,  aa  in  lore  I  stand  perohanoe, 
—  ToB«  the  eonsummately-oreatiTe  1    How 
Should  I,  then,  dare  deny  snbmisBiTe  trust 
To  any  peocess  aiming  at  result 
Such  as  you  say  yoor  songs  are  pregnant  with  P 
Result,  all  judge :  ranani.  let  none  semtiniae 
Save  those  aware  how  riory  best  is  gained 
By  darini^  means  to  sni,  ashamed  m  iharoe, 
Ccnstani  m  faith  that  only  good  works  good. 
While  STil  yiekk  no  frait  but  impotence  1 
Graoed  with  socli  plain  good,  I  accept  the 

means! 
Nay,  if  result  itsslf  in  turn  become 

— who  shaU  say?— to  ends  stiUhif tier 


Though  still  the  good  prove  hard  to  under- 
stand, 
The  bad  still  seemingly  predominate,  — 
Never  may  1  foiget  which  order  bears 
Tlie  burden,  toils  to  win  the  great  reward. 
And  finds,  in  failure,  the  grave  punishment. 
So,  meantime,  diums  of  me  a  faith  1  yield  I 
Moreover,  a  mere  woman,  I  recoil 
From  what  may  prove  man's-work  permiBsi- 

ble, 
Imperative.    Rough    strokes    surprise :   what 

then? 
Some  lustv  armsweep  needs  must  cause  the 

orasn 
Of  thorn  and  bramble,  ere  thoee  shrubs,  those 

flowers, 
We  fain  would  have  earth  yield  evelnsively, 
Are  sown,  matured  and  garlanded  for  boys 
And  girls,  who  know  not  how  the  growth  wss 

gained. 
Finally,  am  I  not  a  forei^er? 
No  born  and  bred  Athenian,  —  isled  about, 
I  scarce  can  drink,  like  you,  at  every  breath, 
Just  some  particular  doctrine  which  may  best 
Explain  the  strange  thing  I  revolt  against — 
How  —  by  involvement,  who  may  extricate  ?  — 
Religion  perks  up  throusrh  impje^^ 
Law  leers  with  hcense,  folly  wise-like  frowns. 
The  eeeml^  lurks  inside  the  abominable. 
But  opposites, — each  nentraliMS  each 
Hapiv  by  mixture :  what  should  promise  death, 
May  hapl^  give  the  good  ingredient  force, 
Dii^ne  m  fume  the  antagonistie  ill. 
This  institution,  therefore,  —  Comedy,  — 
By  oriffin,  a  rite ;  by  exeroiee. 
Proved  an  achievement  tasking  poet's  power 
To  utmost,  eking  legislation  out 
Beyond  the  legiuator's  faculty. 
Playing  the  censor  where  the  moralist 
Declines  his  function,  far  too  dwuifled 
For  dealing  with  minute  absurmties ; 
By  efficacy, — virtue's  guard,  the  scourge 
Or  vice,  each  foUy's  fly-flap,  arm  in  aid 
Of  all  that 's  righteous,  customary,  sound 
And  wholesome ;  sanctioned  tberetore,  — better 

Plrescribed  for  fit  aeoeptaaoe  of  this  age 
By,  not  alone  the  long  reewded  roll 
Of  earlier  triumphs,  but,  suceees  to-day  — 
(The  multitude  as  prompt  recipient  still 
Of  good  gay  teaching  from  that  monitor 
Tliey  crowned  this  morning  —  Aristophanes — 
As  when  Sousarion's  ear  first  traveieed  street) — 
Tins  product  of  Athenai — /  dispute. 
Impugn  ?    There 's  just  one  only  circumstance 
Explains  that  I    I,  poor  critic,  see,  hear,  feel ; 
But  cjree,  ears,  sensss  prove  me — foreigner ! 
Who  shall  gainsay  that  the  raw  new-come  guest 
Blames  oft,  too  sensitive  ?    On  every  side 
Of  -*  lar|(er  than  your  stage  —  life's  spectacle. 
Convention  here  permits  and  Uiere  forbids 
Impulse  and  action,  nor  alleges  more 
Than  some  mysterious  *So  do  all,  and  so 
Does  no  one: '  which  the  hasty  stnutger  blames 
Beeaase,  who  bends  the  head  unquestioning, 

tuns  to  wrong  what  else  were 


to  law 


By 
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Beyond  convention ;  blames  unjustly,  too  — 
As  if,  through  that  defect,  all  gained  were  lost 
And  slave-brand  set  on  brow  indelibly ;  — 
Blames  unobservant  or  experienoeless 
Tliat  men,  like  trees,  if  stout  and  sound  and 

sane. 
Show  stem  no  more  affected  at  the  root 
Bv  bough  *8  exceptional  submissive  dip 
Of  leaf  and  bell,  light  danced  at  end  of  spray 
To  windy  iitf ulness  in  wayward  sport,  — 
No  more  lie  prostrate,  —  tnan  low  files  of  flower 
Which,  when  the  blast  goes  by,  unruflled  raise 
Each  head  again  o^er  ruder  meadow-wreck 
Of  thorn  and  thistle  that  refractory 
Demurred  to  cower  at  passing  wind's  caprice. 
Why  shall  not  guest  extend  hke  charity. 
Conceive  how,  — even  when  astounded  most 
That  natives  seem  to  acquiesce  in  muck 
Changed  by  prescription,  they  affirm,  to  gold, — 
Such  may  stiil  bring  to  test,  still  bear  away 
Safely  and  surely  much  of  good  and  true 
Though  latent  ore,  themselves  unspecked,  un- 
spoiled? 
Freeh  bathed  i'  the  icebrook,  any  hand  may  pass 
A  placid  moment  through  the  lamp's  fierce 

flame : 
And  who  has  read  your  '  Lemnians,"  seen  *  The 

Hours,' 
Heard  *  iPemiale-Playhonae-eeat-Preoccupants,' 
May  feel  no  worse  effect  than,  once  a  year, 
Those  who  leave  decent  vesture,  dress  in  rags 
And  play  the  mendicant*  conform  therebpr 
To  country's  rite,  and  then,  no  beggar-taint 
Retained,  don  vesture  due  next  morrow-day. 
What  if  I  share  the  strani^r's  weakness  then  ? 
Well,  could  I  also  show  his  strength,  his  sense 
Untutored,  ay  I  —  but  then  untampered  with  I 

"  I  fancy,  though  the  world  seems  old  enough. 
Though  Hellas  be  the  sole  unbarbarons  land. 
Years  may  condoct  to  such  extreme  of  age. 
And  outside  Hellas  so  isles  new  may  lurk. 
That  haply,  —  when   and   where   remain  a 

dream!  — 
In  fresh  days  when  no  Hellas  fills  the  world, 
In  novel  lands  as  strange  where,  all  the  same. 
Their  men  and  women  yet  behold,  as  we. 
Blue  heaven,  black  earth,  and  love,  hate,  hope 

and  fear. 
Over  again,  nnhelped  by^  Attik^  — 
Haplv  some  philanthropic  god  steeis  bark, 
Gift-laden,  to  the  lonel:|r  ignorance 
Islanded,  say,  where  mist  and  snow  mass  hard 
To  metal  —  ay,  those  Kassiterides  I 
Then  asks:  ^  Ye  apprehend  the  human  form. 
What  of  this  statue,  made  to  Pheidias'  mind, 
rhis  picture,  as  it  pleased  our  Zeuzis  paint  ? 
Ye  t4x>  feel  truth,  love  beauty :  judge  of  these  ! ' 
S<'ch  strangers  ma^  judge  feebly,  strangei4ike : 
*  Each  hair  too  indistinot  —  for,  see  our  own  I 
Hands,  notskin-oolored  as  these  hands  we  have, 
And  lo,  the  want  of  due  decorum  here  I 
A  citizen,  arrayed  in  civic  garb. 
Just  as  he  walked  tout  streets  apparently, 
Yet  wears  no  swora  by  side,  adventures  thus. 
In  thronged  Athenai !  foolish  painter's-freak ! 
While  here 's  his  hmther^Kulptor  found  at  fault 
Still  mors  egregioiialy,  who  ahames  the  world. 


Shows  wrestler,  wrestling  at  the  pnblie 
Atrociouslv  exposed  from  head  to  foot  I 
Sure,  the  unmortal  would  impart  at  oooe 
Our  slow-stored  knowledge,  now  small  tnitlia 

suppressed 
Conduce  to  the  far  greater  truth's  display,  — 
Would  replace  simple  by  instructed  sense. 
And  teach  them  how  Athenai  fint  so  tamed 
The  natural  fierceness  that  her  progeny 
Discarded  arms  nor  feared  the  mast  in  man : 
W^herefore  at  games,  where  earth's  wise  grati- 
tude, 
Proved  by  responsive  culture,  claimed  the  prizr 
For  man]s  mind,  body,  each  in  excellenoe,  — 
When  mind  had  bared  itself,  came  body's  turn. 
And  only  irreligion  grudged  the  guda 
One  naked  glory  of  their  master-work 
>Vhere  all  is  glcvious  rightly  understocd,  — 

Tlie  human  frame  ;  enough  that  man 

Let  him  not  think  the  gods  mistaken  too  I 

*'^  But,  peradventure,  if  the  stranger's  eye 
Detected  .  .  .^  Ah,  too  high  my  taney-fiiicfat  I 
Pheidias,  forgive,  and  Zeuxis  bear  with  me  — 
How  on  your  fanltleas  should  I  fasten  fstok. 
Of  my  own  framinfr,  even  ?    Onl^  say,  — 
Supnose  the  impossible  were  realued. 
And  some  as  patent  incongruity. 
Unseemliness,  —  of  no  more  warrant,  there 
And  then,  than  now  and  here,  whate'er  the  time 
And  place,  ~  I  say,  the  Immortal,  —  who  can 

doubt  ?  — 
Would  never  shrink,  bat  own, '  The  bloieMs^wd 
Oux  artist :  thus  he  shows  humanity  1 ' 

**  May  stranger  tax  one  peccant  nart  in  thee. 
Poet*  three-parta  divine  1    May  1  proceed  t 

**  *  Comedy  is  prescription  and  a  rite.' 
Since  when  f    No  growth  of  the  blind  aatiqne 
time, 

*  It  rose  in  Attik^  with  libertr ; 

When  freedom  falls,  it  too  will  faD.*  Seavee  so ! 
Yonr  games,  —  the  Olnmpian,  Zens  gava  birth 

to  these ; 
Your  Puthian,  ^  these  were  Fhoiboa*  inatitate. 
Isthmian,  Nemetan,  —  Theseus,  Heraklea 
Appointed  each,  the  bovs  and  barbers  eay  ! 
Earth's  day  is  growing  late :  where  'a  Comedy  f 

*  Oh,  that  oommenoea  an  age  since,  —  two,  br- 

like,^ 
In  Megara,  whence  here  they  brought  the  thing 
Or  I  misunderstand,  or  here  'a  the  faet*- 
Yonr  grandairs  could  recall  that  roatae  aon^. 
How  SQch-an-one  was  thief,  and  miser  aneh. 
And  how,  —  inminnity  from  ehastiaemeBt 
Once  promised  to  bold  singera  of  the  sbbm 
Bv  dajylight  on  the  dmnkird's  holiday,  — 
The  clever  fellow  of  the  joyous  tnop 
Tried  acting  what  before  he  ma^  anmt. 
Acted  and  stole,  or  hoarded,  aetmg  too : 
While  his  companions  ranged  a-vow,  efaaad  «p 
For  Chores,  —  bade  the  general  tmbhleiueut 
Sit,  see,  hear,  laugh,  —  not  joib  the  daneo 

selves. 
Soon,  the  same  clever  leikiw  foond  a 
And  these  two  did  the  whole 
Still  closer  in  approach  to 
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So  led  the  w»v  to  Aratopluuieej 

Whose   granosire  saw  ooiuanoB,   and   whose 


(^hionides;  younelf  wrote  *  Banqneten' 
When  Atflchnlos  had  niade  *  Prometheus/  nay, 
All  of  the  maryels :  So|)hokles,  —  I  'U  cite, 

*  (Kdipoiis '  —  and  Euripides  —  I  bend 

The    nead  —  ^  Medeia     henceforth   awed   the 
world  I 

*  Banqneten,*  *  Babylonians  ^  —  next  oome  you  I 
Snrely  the  great  days  that  left  Hellas  free 
Happened  before  such  advent  of  huge  help, 
Eiglit^-year»>late  assistanoe  ?    Marathon, 
Plataia,  Salamis  were  fought,  I  think. 
Before  new  edneators  stood  reproTed, 

Or  foreign  legates  blushed,  excepted  to  I 
Where  did  the  helpful  rite  pretend  its  rise  ? 
Did  it  break  forth,  as  gifts  divine  are  wont, 
Plainly  anthentio,  incontestably 
Adequate  to  the  helpful  ordinance  ? 
Founts,  dowered  with  virtue,  pulse  out  pure 

from  source ; 
*T  is  there  we  taste  the  god's  benign  intent : 
Not  when,  — fatigued  away  by  journey,  foul 
With  brutish  trampling,  —  erystal  sinks  to  sUme, 
And  lymph  forgets  the  first  salubriouaness. 
Sprang  Comedy  to  Ught  thus  oratat-pure  ? 

*  Nowise  I '  yourself  protest  writh  vehemence ; 

'  Grass,  bestial,  did  the  clowns*  diversion  break ; 
Every  successor  paddled  in  the  slush ; 
Nay,  my  contemporaries  one  and  all 
Gay  played  the  mudlark  till  I  joined  their  game ; 
Then  was  1  first  to  change  buffoonery 
For  wit,  and  stupid  filth  for  cleanly  sense, 
Transforming  pomtless  joke  to  pnrpose  fine. 
Transfusing  rude  enforcement  of  kDine-law  — 
"'  Drop  knave  Vtricks,  deal  more  neighbor-like, 

ye  booisl  "  — 
With  snch  new  glory  of  poetic  breath 
As,  lifting  application  far  past  use 
O*  the  present,  launched  it  o*er  men's  lowly 

heads 
To  future  timeu  when  high  and  low  alike 
Are  dead  and  done  with,  while  my  airy  power 
Flies  disengaged,  as  vapor  from  what  stnlf 
it  —  say  not,  dwelt  in  — fitlier,  dallied  with 
To  forward  work,  which  done,  —  deliveraaoe 

brave,  — 
It  soars  away,  and  mud  subsides  to  dust. 
Say  then,  myself  invented  Comedy  I ' 

'*  So  mouths  full  manv  a  famed  Parabasis ! 
Agreed  I    No  more,  then,  of  prescriptive  use, 
Autliorization  bv  antiquity, 
For  what  offends  our  judgment  I    'T  is   your 

work. 
Performed  your  way :  not  work  delivered  yon 
Intact,  intact  pruduoible  in  turn. 
Kverywhere  have  you  altered  old  to  new  — 
Your  will,  vour  warrant :  therefore,  work  must 

stand 
Or  stumble  bv  intrinsic  worth.    What  worth  t 
Its  aim  and  obWt  I    Peace  you  advocate. 
And  war  would  fain  abolish  from  the  land: 
Support  religion,  lash  irreverence. 
Yet  laughingly  administer  rebuke 
To  superstitious  folly,  —  equal  fault  I 
\\lule  innovating  rsihnw,  lust  of  change. 


New   laws,   new   habits,   manners,   men  and 

things. 
Make  your  main  quarry,  —  *  oldest*  nuMmmg 

*best.' 
You  check  the  fretful  litigation-itch. 
Withstand  mob>rule,  expose  mob>flattery. 
Punish  roob>favorites  ;  most  of  idl  press  hard 
On  sophists  who  assist  the  demagogue. 
And  poets  their  accomplices  in  crime. 
Such  your  main  quarry,  —  by  the  way,  yon 

strike 
Ignobler  game,  mere  miscreants,  snob  or  scamp, 
Cowardlv,  gluttonous,  effeminate : 
Still  with  a  bolt  to  spare  when  dramatist 
Proves  haply  unproncient  in  his  art. 
Such  aims  —  alone,  no  matter  for  tne  means  — 
Declare  the  unexampled  excellence 
Of  their  first  author —  Aristophanes  I 

^*  Whereat  —  Euripides,  oh,  not  thyself — 
Augustlier  than  the  need  !  —  thv  century 
Of  subjects  dreamed  and  darea  and  done,  be- 
fore 
*  Banqueters '  gave  dark  earth  enlightenment. 
Or  ^  Babylonians '  played  Prometheus  here,  — 
These  let  me  summon  to  defend  thy  cause  I 
IxK  as  indignantly  took  life  and  shape 
Laoor  by  labor,  all  of  Herakles,  — 
Palpably  fronting  some  overbold  pretence 
*£urustiieus  slew  the   monsteia,  purged   the 

worldl' 
So  shall  each  poem  pass  you  and  imprint 
Shame  on  the  strange  assurance,     lou  praised 

Peace? 
Sing  him  full-face,  Kresphontes  I    *  Peace  *  the 

theme  ? 
*'  Peace,  in  whom  depths  of  wealth  lie,  —  of  the 

blest 
Immortals  beauteonsest,  — 
Come  I  for  the  heart  writhin  me  dies  away. 
So  long  dost  thou  delay  I 
Oh,  1  have  feared  lest  old  age,  much  anm^, 
Conquer  me,  quite  outstrip  the  tardy  joy. 
Thy  gracious  triumph-season  I  woula  see. 
The   song,  the   dance,  the  sport,  profuse  of 

crowns  to  be. 
But  come  I  for  my  sake,  goddess  great  and  dear, 
Come  to  tlie  city  here ! 
Hateful  Sedition  drive  thou  from  our  homes, 
With  Her  who  madly  roams 
Rnjoicing  in  the  steel  against  the  life 
That 's  whetted  —  banish  Strife  I ' 

^*  Shall  I  proceed  ?    No  need  of  next  and  next! 
That  were  too  easy,  play  so  presses  play, 
Troofnng  tumultuous,  each  with  instance  apt, 
Each  eager  to  confute  the  idle  boast ! 
What  virtue  but  stands  forth  panegyrized. 
What  vice,  unbnmed  by  stigma,  in  the  books 
Which  bettered  Hellas,  —  ^vond  graven  gold 
Or  gem-indenture,  sung  by  Photbor  self 
And  saved  in  Kuntluia^s   mountain  treasure- 
house  — 
Ere  yon,  man,  moralist,  were  youth  or  bov  ? 
—  Not  praise  which,  in  the  proffer,  moeks  the 

praised 
By  sly  admixture  of  the  blameworthy 
And  enforced  coupling  of  base  f ellowHup,  — 
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Not  Uame  whioh  gloata  the  while  it  frowning 

langrhs, 
*  AUow  one  ghuioe  on  horron — htngiwhle  I '  — 
This  num*s  entire  of  heart  and  soul,  dieeharged 
Its  lore  or  hate,  eaeh  unalloyed  by  each. 
On  obieots  worthy  either ;  eameetneaB, 
Attribute  him,  and  power  1  bnt  norelty  ? 
Nor  hie  nor  yonn  a  dootrine  —  all  the  world's  I 
What  man  of  fnll-grown  sense  and  sanity 
Holds   other  than   the   troth, — wide  Hellas 

through,  — 
Though  trnth  he  acts  discredit  truth  he  holds  f 
What  imbecile  has  dared  to  foimulate 
'  Love  war,  hate  peace,  become  a  lidgaat  I  *  — 
And  so  preach  <m,  reverse  each  rule  of  right 
Beeaose  he  quarrels,  combats,  goes  to  law  f 
No,  for  his  comment  runs,  with  smile  or  sigh 
According  to  heart's  temper,  '  Peace  were  best. 
Except  occasions  when  we  ^ut  aside 
Peace,  and  bid  all  the  blessings  in  her  gift 
Quick  join  the  crows,  for  sake  of  Marathon  1 ' 

*^  *  Nay,'  you  reply  ;  for  one,  whose  mind  with- 
stands 
His  heart,  and,  loving  peace,  for  oonsoience' 

sake 
Wants  war,  —  yon  find  a  crowd  of  hypocrites 
Whose  conscience  means  ambition,  grudge  and 

greed. 
On  smm,  reproof,  sonorous  doctrine,  melts 
Distilled  like  univenal  but  thin  dew 
Which  all  too  sparsely  covers  country:  dear, 
No  doubt,  to  umversal  crop  and  clown. 
Still,  each  bedewed  keeps  his  own  head-gear 

dry 
With  upthmst  skiadeion^  shakes  adroit 
The  droppings  to  his  neighbor.    No  1  collect 
All  of  the  moisture,  leave  unhurt  the  heads 
Which  nowise  need  a  washing,  save  and  store 
And  dash  the  whole  condensed  to  one  fierce 

spout 
On  some  one  evil-doer,  shdtered  dose,  — 
The  fool  supposed,  —  till  yon  beat  |rnard  away. 
And  showed  your  audience,  not  that  war  was 

But  Lamachos  absurd,  —  case,  crests  and  all,  — 
Not  that  democracy  was  blind  of  choice. 
But  Kleon  and  Huperbolos  were  sham« : 
Not  superstition  vile,  but  Nikias  erased,  — 
The  concrete  for  the  abstxaot ;  that 's  the  way ! 
What  matters  Choros  erring  *  Hence,  impure  I ' 
Ton  cried  *  Ariphrsdes  aoes  thus  and  thus ! ' 
Now,  earnestness  seems  never  earnest  more 
Than  when  it  dons  for  f^b  —  indifference  ; 
So,  thers  *s  much  langhmg :  but,  compensatave, 
When  frowning  follows  iMghter,  then  indeed 
Scout  innuendo,  sarcasm,  irony  !  — 
Wit's  polished  warfare  glancing  at  first  gme 
From  off  hard  headpiece,  coarsely-coated  brain 
O'  the  commoiialty  —  whom,  unless  you  prick 
To  purpose,  what  avails  that  finer  pates 
Suoenmb  to  simple  somtching?    Those  —  not 

these  — 
'T  H  Multitude,  which,  moved,  fines  liamachoa, 
Baaishea  Kleon  and  bwrm  Sokratea, 
House  over  head,  or,  better,  poisons  Ubi. 
Therefore  in  dealing  with  King  MnltitBde, 
CluVdrwb  the  callow  BOMBkaUs!    Inaadui 


Beat  this  essential  conseqnantial  iaOt 

That  here  they  havea  hater  of  the  thiae. 

Who  bates  in  word,  phrase,  nickname,  apithet 

And  illustration,  bevond  doubt  at  aU  J 

And  similarly,  would  yon  win  sannt 

To  — Peace,  suppose?    Yon  tiekla  tba  tough 

hide 
With  good  fdain  pleasnre  her  concoimtani  — 
And,  past  mistake  again,  exhibit  Peaee  — 
Peace,  vintager  and  testtve,  ehewieflake  rime, 
Hare-slice-and-^caaoup  bomob,  houselmld-joy ; 
Theoiia's  beautiful  belongings  match 
Opera's  lavish  oondescendin^ :  brief, 
Smce  here  the  people  are  to  indge,  job 
Such  argument  as  people  unaerstaad : 
If  with  ezsggeration  —what  care  yon? 


**  Have  I  misundentood  yon  in  the  Biaia  ? 
No !  then  must  answer  be,  such  aignmant. 
Such  policy,  no  matter  what  good  love 
Or  hate  it  belp.  in  prsctice  proves  absnrd. 
Useless  and  null :  henceforward  intereepts 
Sober  effective  blow  at  what  you  bbuBOt 
And  renden  nugatory  rishtfnl  praise 
Of    thing  or  penon.    The  coame  brash  has 

daubed  — 
What  room  for,  the  finer  linmer's  peneil-awrk  ? 
Blame?    Yon  cune,  rather,  till  who  blames 

must  blush  — 
Lean  to  apology  or  praise,  more  like  1 
Does  garment,  simpered  o'er  as  white,  prove 

gray? 
*  Black,  blacker  than  Achamian  eharooBl,  black 
Beyond  Kimmerian,  Stngian  blsfknnss  black,* 
You  bawl,  till  men  sigh   nearer  snowiness  1 ' 
WhatfoUows?    What  one  faint-rawaidiiv  fell 
Of  foe  beUbored  ne'er  so  lustily  ? 
Lsuffh  Lamachos  from  out  the  people's  heart  ? 
He  oQed,  conunanding,  *  hero,*  say  yonnslf ! 
Gibe  Nikias  into  privacy  ?  —  nay,  snaka 
Kleon  a  little  from  his  amganoe 
By  cutting  him  to  shoe-sole-shreds  ?    I  think. 
He  ruled  nis  life  long,  and,  when  time  vraaripe. 
Died  fi|H>tiBg   for  amnsement,  —  good    toBgh 

hide  ! 
Sokrates  still  goes  up  and  down  the  sUodi^ 
And  Aristulloe  puts  his  speech  in  book. 
When  both  should  be  abolished  kn^  ago. 
Nay,  wretohedest  of  rags,  Ariphrams  — 
You  have  been  fouling  that  ledonbtable 
Harp-player,  twenty  years,  with  what  effeet  ? 
Still  he  strams  on,  strums  ever  eheerilj. 
And  earns  his  wage,  —  *  Who  minds  a  jske  ?  * 

men  say. 
No^  friend  1    The  statues  stand— mnd-statBcd 

at  most  — 
Titan  or  pygmy :  what  adnevas  their  fall 
Will  be,  long  after  mud  is  finBg  and 
Some  dear  thin  spirit^hrnst  ai 

trnth! 


kelps 


"  YoBT  praise,    then  — 

yoor  fnend. 
More  than  blame's 

periiaps?  ^ 
Peaoe,    now,     nusBBdantood, 


ioe. 


Yon  have  interpreted  to 
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Till  knoffaiioe  opes  eje,  bttfe^blind  befotie. 
And  lor  the  fint  time  knomi  Peaoe  meaiHi  the 

power 
On  msw  of  peneeke,  eheeae^eake,  beriey-eake. 
No  itop  Bor  stint  to  itnAini:.    While,  in  onmp, 
>Vho  o^hts  ohews  mnoid  tunny,  onione  raw, 
Peaoe  eits  at  oo^y  feaat  with  lamp  and  fife, 
Complaiunt  smooth-sleeked  flnte-gixk  gigg^ling 

How  tniek  and  fast  the  snow  falls,  froesini;  War 
Who  shnigB,  eampaacns  it,  and  may  break  a 

shin 
Or  twist  aa  ankle !  eome,  who  hesitates 
To  giro  Peace,  orer  War.  the  pref erenoe  ? 
Ah,  fiiend  —  had  this  indnbitable  fact 
Ilaply  oeourred  to  poor  Leonidas, 
How  had  he  tnmea  tail  on  Thermopnlai ! 
It  cannot  be  that  even  his  few  wits 
Were  addled  to  the  point  that,  uo  advised, 
Preposteorous  he  had  answeied  —  'Cakes  are 

nnme, 
Uearth-sides  are  snug,  sleek  danmng^'girls  have 


And  yet — for  oonntry^s  sake,  to  uve  oar  gods 
Their  temples,  save  our  ancestors  their  tombs, 
Sare  wife  and  child  and  home  and  liberty,  — 
I  wonld  chew  sliced  salt-fish,  bear  snow  —  nay. 


If   need    were, — and   by   mneh    prefer   the 

ohoiceP 
\Vhy,  friend,  vonr  genuine  hero,  all  the  while, 
1  las  been  —  who  serred  precisely  for  your  butt  — 
Kleonamos  that,  wise,  cast  shield  away 
(hi  battle-groand  ;  cried  *  Cake  my  buekler  be, 
EmbosMd  with  eream-elot  I  peace,  not  war,  I 

choose, 
Holdinfl[  with  Dikaiopolis  I '    Comedy 
Shall  tnnmph,  Dikaiopolis  win  assent. 
When  Miltiades  shall  next  shirk  Marathon, 
Themistokles  swap  Salamis  for  —  sake. 
And  Kimcn  grant  *  Peace,  grant  me  damring'- 

giilst' 
But  sooner,  hardly  I  twentv-fiTe  yean  since. 
The  war  bena,  — such  pleas  for  Peace  have 

reached 
A  reasonable  age.    The  end  shows  all  I 
And  so  with  all  the  rest  yon  advocate  I 
*  Wise  folk  leave  litigation  I  *ware  the  wasps  I 
Whoso  lovea  law  and  lawyers,  heliast-like. 
Wants  hemlook  1  *    None  shows  that  so  fonnilv. 
Hut,  once  cure  madness,  how  comports  himseff 
Your  sane  ezem^ar,  what  *s  our  gain  Uiereby  ? 
Philokleon  turns  Bdelukleon !  just  thischange, — 
New  sanitv  gets  straightway  drunk  as  sow. 
Cheats  baKer>wives,  brawls,  kicks,  cuffs,  cuises 

folk, 
Parades  a  shameless  flute-girl,  bandies  filth 
With  his  own  son  who  cured  his  father's  cold 
By  making  him  catch  fever  —  funnily  ! 
But  as  for  curing  love  of  lawsuits  —  faugh  I 

'^  And  how  does  new  improve  upon  the  old 

—  Yoor  boast  —  in  even  abusing  ?    Roogh,  may 

.StiU,  honest  wastheold  mode.    'Call thief  — 

thief!' 
But  never  call  thief  even  —  mnrderer  I 
Much  less  call  fop  and  fribble,  wctae  oae  whit 


Than  fribble  aad  fopJ     Spafe  Beitherl  beat 

J  roar  brains 
equate  iaveotive,  —  cat  the  Ule 
Clean  out  each  quality,  ^  but  load  your  lash 
With  no  least  ue,  or  we  plaok  sooorge  from 

hand! 
Does  poet  want  a  whipping,  write  bad  verse. 
Inculcate  foal  deeds?    TWe  's  the  fault  tc 

flogl 
You  vow,  *  The  rascal  cannot  read  nor  write. 
Spends  more  in  ba^iuff  fish  than  Moiaimas, 
SSomebody  helps  his  Muse  and  courts  his  wife, 
HiB  uncle  deals  in  crockery,  and  last  — 
Himself 's  a  stranger ! '     That  *s  the  cap  and 

crown 
Of  stiiwing^ettb,  that 's  the  masterstroke  1 
What  poet-rival,  — after  *"  housebreaker,' 
'Fish-gorging,'    *  midnight   footpad,*   and    so 

forth.— 
IVoves  not,  beside,  *  a  stranger'?    Chased  from 

charge 
To  charge,  and,  lie   by   fie,  langhed  out  of 

court, — 
Lo,  wit's  sure  rofuge,  satire's  grand  resooree  — 
All,   from  Kratinns   downwwd — ^strangers' 

they  I 
Pity  the  trick's  too  facile  I    None  so  raw 
Amonff  vour  playmates  but  have  caught  the 

And  sent  it  back  as  briskly  to —  yourself ! 
You  too,  my  Attic,  are  styled  *  stranger '  — 

Rhodes, 
Aigina,  Lindos  or  Kameiros,  —  nay, 
'T  WM  Egypt  rearod  (if  Enpolis  be  right) 
Who  wrote  the  oomeuy  (Kratanos  vows) 
Kratinos  helped  a  little  1    Kleon'saelf 
Was  nigh  promoted  Comie,  when  he  haled 
My  noet  into  court,  and  o'er  the  coals 
Hauled  and  re-hauled  *  the  stranger,  —  insolent 
Who  brought  out  plajrs,  usurped  our  nrivilege !  * 
Why  must  you  Comics  one  and  all  take  stand 
On  lower  ground  than  truth  from  first  to  last  ? 
Why  all  agree  to  let  folk  disbelieve. 
So  laughter  bat  nward  a  funny  He  ? 
Repel  such  onslanghts  —  answer,  sad  and  grava 
Your  famqr-fleeiingB  -*  who  would  stoop  so  low  f 
Your  own  adherents  whisper,  —  whmi  disgust 
Too  menacingly  thrills  Logeion  through 
At  —  Perikles  invents  this  present  war 
Because    men  robbed    Ins  mistrass  of   three 

maids  — 
Or  —  Sokratas    wants    burning,    home     o'er 

head,  — 
^  What,  so  obtaae,  not  read  between  the  lines  ? 
Our   poet   means   no   misehiefl     All   should 

know  — 
Ribaldry  here  implies  a  compliment ! 
He  deals  with  things,  not  men,  —  lus  men  an 

things  — 
Each  represents  a  dass,  plays  figure-head 
And  names  the  ship  :  no  meaner  than  the  first 
Would  serve ;  he  s^les  a  trireme  **  Sokratas  "^ 
Feam  **  Sokratas  "  may  prove  unseaworthy, 
(That 's  merely  —  '^Sophists  are  the  bane  cC 

boys") 
Rat-riddlsd  C'  they  are  capable  of  theft ") 
Rotten  or  whatsoe'er  shows  ship-disease, 
(**  They  war  with  gods  and  worship  whii  ~ 
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You  never  t4wk  the  joke  for  earnest  ?  icaroe 
Supposed  mere  fiisnre-head  meant  entire  shipf 
And  bokrates  —  the  whole  fraternity  ?  * 

"  This  then  is  Comedy,  onr  sacred  song; 
Censor  of  vice,  and  virtne^s  guard  as  sure  : 
Maimers-instruoting,  morals  stop^stray, 
Which,  bom  a  twin  with  public  liberty, 
Thrives  with    its  welfare,  dwindles  with  its 

wane! 
Liberty  ?  what  so  exquisitely  framed 
And  fitted  to  suck  dry  its  life  of  life 
To  last  faint  fibre  ?  —  since  that  life  is  truth. 
Yon  who  profess  your  indignation  swells 
At  sophistry,  when  specious  words  confuse 
Deeds  r^ht  and  wrong,  distinct  before,  you 

say  — 
(Though  all  that 's  done  is  ^  dare  veracity, 
Show  that  the  true  conception  of  each  deed 
Affirmed,  in  vulgar  parlance,  *  wrong  *  or  *  right,' 
Proves  to  be  neither,  as  the  hastv  hold, 
But,  change  your  side,  shoots  light,  where  dark 

alone 
Was  apprehended  by  the  vulgar  sense)  — 
You  wno  put  Sf^histry  to  shame,  and  shout 

*  There  *s  out  a  single  side  to  man  and  thii^  ; 
A  side  so  much  more  big  than  thing  or  man 
Possibly  can  be,  that  —  oelieve  *t  is  true  ? 
Such  were  too  marvellous  simplicity  I  *  — 
Confett.  those  sophists  whom  jrourself  depict, 

( — Abiae  by  your  own  painting  I)  what  they 

teach. 
They  wish  at  least  their  pupil  to  believe, 
And,  what  believe,  to  practise  I    Did  pou  wish 
Hellas  should  haste,  as  taught,  with  torch  in 

hand. 
And  fire  the  horrid  Speoulation-shop  ? 
Straight  the  shop^s  nuuter  rose  and  showed  the 

mob 
What  man  was  your  so  monstrous  Sokrates ; 
Himself  received  amusement,  why  not  they  ? 
Just  as  did  Kh  on  first  plav  magistrate 
And  bid  you  put  your  birth  in  evidence  — 
Since  no  unbadgra  buffoon  is  licensed  here 
To  shame  nsall  when  foreign  guests  may  rooek  — 
Then, — birth  established,  fooling  licensed  yoo,~ 
He,  duty  done,  resumed  mere  auditor. 
Ijaughed  with  the  loudest  at  his  Laraia^shape, 
Kukloborofl-roaring,  and  the  camel-rest. 
Nay,  Aristullos,  —  once  vour  vollev  spent 
On  the  male-Kirk^  and  her  swinish  crew,  — 
Platon,  —  so  others  call  the  youth  we  love,  — 
Sends  your  performance  to  the  curious  king  — 

*  Do  you  desire  to  know  Athenai^s  knack 
At  turning  seriousness  to  pleasantry  ? 
Read  this!    One  Aristullos  means  myself. 
The  author  is  indeed  a  merry  grig !  * 
Nay,  it  would  seem  as  if  yourself  were  bent 
On  lasring  down  the  law.    Tell  lies  I  must  — 
Aforethought  and  of  purpose,  no  mistake ! ' 
When  forth  yourself  step,  tell  us  from  the  stage, 

*  Here  yon  behold  the  King  of  Comedy  — 

Me,  who,  the  first,  have  purged  my  every  piece 
From  each  and  all  my  predecessors*  filth. 
Abjured  those  satyr-aajuncts  sewn  to  bid 
The  boys  laugh,  satsrr-jokes  whereof  not  one 
Least  sample  but  would  make  my  hair  turn 


Beyond  a  twelvemonth's  ravage  I    I  renoanoe 
Mountebank-claptrap,  such  as  firework-fixz 
And  torohfiare,  or  else  nuts  and  barlevooms 
Scattered  among  the  crowd,^  to  scramble  lor 
And  stop  their  mouths  with  ;  no  such  stuff 

shames  me ! 
Who  —  what  *s  more  serious  —  know  both  wlwn 

to  strike 
And  when  to  stay  my  hand :  onoe  dead,  my  foe. 
Why,  done,  my  nghting  I    /  attack  a  corpse  ? 
I  sparo  the  corpse-like  even  I  punish  age  r 
I  pity  from  my  soul  that  sad  effete 
Toothless  old  mumbler  called  KrsAinos  1  onee 
My  rival,  —  now,  alack,  the  dotard  slinks 
Ragged  and  hungry  to  what  bole  *s  his  home ; 
Ay,  slinks  through  byways  where  no  passenger 
Flings  hiin  a  bone  to  pick.    Yon  formerly 
Adored  the  Muses^  darling  :  dotard  now. 
Why,  he  may  starve  !    O  mob  most  mntabU !  * 
So  you  harangued  in  person ;  while,  —  to  point 
Precisely     out,     these    were     but     lies     you 

IflMmehed,  — 
Prompt,  a  play  followed  primed  with  satyi^ 

frisks. 
No  spice  spoired  of  the  stomach-tnmiar  stew, 
Full-fraugnt  with    toroh-display,  ana  bariey> 

throw. 
And  Kleon,  dead  enough,  bedaubed  afresh  ; 
While  daft  Kratinos  —  home  to  hole  trudged  he. 
Wrung  dry  his  wit  to  the  last  vinous  dregs. 
Decanted    them     to     *  Bottle,*  —  beat,    next 


'  Bottto  *  and  dregs  —your  best  of  '  Oonds  ' 

and  dew  I 
Where,  Comic  King,  may  keenest  eye  detect 
Improvement  on  your  predecessors'  work 
Elzcept  in  lying  more  audaciously  ? 

"WhygeniusI   That 's  the  gnadenr,  that 's 

the  gold  — 
That 's  pou  —  superlatively  true  to  tondi  — 
Gold,  leaf  or  lump  —  gold,  anyhow  the  mam 
Takes  manufacture  and  proves  Pallas'  oasque 
Or,  at  your  choice,  simply  a  cask  to  keep 
Corruption  from  decay.    Your  rivals'  hoard 
May  ooze  forth,  lacking  such  preservative  : 
Yours   cannot — gold  plays   guardian  far  too 

well ! 
Genius,  I  call  you :  dross,  yotir  rivals  idiare  ; 
Ay,  share  and  share  alike,  too  I  says  the  world. 
However  yon  pretend  supremacy 
In  aught  berade  that  gold,  your  very  own. 
Satire  ?    *  Kratinos  for  our  satirist  1 ' 
The  world  cries.    Elegance  ?    '  Who  elegmat 
As  Eupolis  ? '  resounds  as  noinly. 
Artistic  fancy  ?    Choros-creatnres  quaint  ? 
Magnes  invented  *  Birds '  and  *  Frogs  *  enoagb, 
Archippos  punned,  Hegemon  parodied, 
To  heart's  content,  before  you  stepped  oo  stage. 
Moral  invective  ?    Eupolis  exposed 
*  That  prating  begear,  he  who  stole  the  cup,' 
Before  your  *  Clouas '  rained  grime  on  Sokrates ; 
Nay,  what  beat '  Clouds '  but '  Konnos,'  muck 

for  mud  ? 
Courage  ?    How  long  before,  weU-maaked.  yov 

poured 
Abuse  on  Eukrates  and  Lusikles, 
Did  Telekleides  and  Henmppas  pell 
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Th«ir  Perikles  and  Kamoo  ?  stuMliiiK  forth, 
Baroheaded,    not    safe     oroached     behind    a 

name,  — 
PhiloniiidB  or  else  Kallistratoa, 
Put  forth,  when  danger  threatened,  —  mask  for 

face, 
To  bear  the  brunt,  —  if  blame  fell,  take  the 

blame,  — 
If  praiae  .  .  .  why,  frank  laughed  Ariitoph- 

anes 

*  They  write  anch  rare  stuff  ?    No,  I  promiae 

you  I' 
Rather,  1  see  all  true  improvements,  made 
Or  makinff ,  gp  against  yon  —  tooth  and  nail 
Contendea  with  ;  His  still  Momohides, 
'T  is  Euthumenes,  Surakoaioe,  nay, 
ArguirhioB  and  Klnesias,  —  oommon  sense 
And  public  shame,  these  only  cleanse  your  sty  I 
Coerced,  prohibited,  —  you  grin  and  bear. 
And,  soon  as  may  be,  hug  to  heart  again 
The  banished  nastiness  toD  dear  to  drop  I 
Krates  could  teach  and  practise  festive  song 
Yet  scorn  scurrility  ;  as  gay  and  good, 
Pherekratea could  follow.     Wholooaed  hold. 
Must  let  fall  rose-wreath,  stoop  to  mock  onoe 

more? 
Did  your  particular  self  advance  in  aught. 
Task  the  sad  genius  —  steady^  alave  the  while — 
To  further  —  say,  the  patriotic  aim  ? 
No,  diere  's  deterioration  manifest 
Year  by  year,  play  b^  play  I  survey  them  aU, 
From   that   boy  Vtnumpn  when    *  Aohames  * 

dawned. 
To  ^  Thesmophoriazouflai,*  —  this  man^srshame  I 
There,  tml^,  patriot  zeal  so  prominent 
Allowed  fnenda'  plea  perhaps :  the  baser  stuff 
Was  but  the  nobler  spirit's  vehicle. 
Who  would  imprison,  unv<Jatilize 
A  violet's  perfume,  blends  writh  fatty  oils 
fiBsenoe  too  fugitive  in  flower  alone ; 
So,  calling  unguent  —  violet,  call  the  play  — 
Obscenity  impregnated  with  *  Peace '  1 
But  here  's  the  boy  grown  bald,  and  here  *s  the 

pJ«y 

With  twenty  years'  experience :    where 's  one 

spice 
Of  odor  in  the  kogs'-lard  ?  what  pretends 
To  auffht  except  a  grease-pot's  quality  ? 
Friend,  sophist-hatmg  1  know,  —  wont  sophistry 
Is  when  man's  own  soul  plays  its  own  self  false, 
Reasons  a  vice  into  a  virtue,  pleada 

*  I  detail  sin  to  shame  its  autnor '  —  not 
'  I  shame  Ariphrades  for  sin's  display  I ' 

*  I  show  Opora  to  commend  Sweet  Home  '  — 
Not  ^  I  show  Bacohis  for  the  striplings'  sake  I ' 

"  Yet  all  the  same  -O  geninaand  0  gdd^ 
Had  genius  ne'er  diverted  gold  from  use 
Worthy  the  temple,  to  do  oopptsr's  work 
And  coat  a  swrine's  trough  —  which  abundantly 
Might  furnish  Phoibos'  tripod,  Pallas'  throne  1 
Had  you,  I  dream,  discarding  all  the  base, 
The  brutiBh,  spumed  alone  convention's  watch 
And  ward  against  invading  decency 
Disguised  as  lioensa,  law  in  lawkssnesa, 
And  so,  re-ordinating  outworn  rule. 
Made  Comedy  and  Tragedy  combine. 
Pkova  aooie  new  Botk-yet-naither,  all  one  bard, 


Euripides  with  Aristophanes 
Co-operant  1  this,  reproducing  Now 
As  that  gave  Then  existence :  Life  to-day. 
This,  as  that  other  —  life  dead  long  ago  I 
The  mob  decrees  such  feat  no  crown,  perchance, 
But  ~  why  call  crowning  the  reward  of  quest? 
Tell  him,  my  other  poet,  —  where  thou  walk'st 
Some  rarer  world  than  e'er  llissoa  washed  I 

"  But  dream  ^oes  idly  in  the  air.    To  earth ! 
Earth's  question  just  amounts  to  —  which  sue* 

ceeds. 
Which  fails  of  two  life-long  antagonists  ? 
Suppoae  my  charges  all  mistake  f  assume 
Your  end,  aespite  ambiguous  means,  the  best  — 
The  only  !  you  and  he,  a  patriot-pair. 
Have  striven  alike  for  one  result  —  say.  Peace  I 
You  spoke  your  best  straight  to  the  arbiters  — 
Our  oeople :  have  you  made  them  end  this  war 
By  cunt  of  laughter  and  abuse  and  lies 
And  postures  of  Opora  ?    Sadly  —  No  I 
This  war,  despite  your  twentjr-five  yean'  work. 
May  yet  endure  until  Athenai  falls. 
And  Reedom  falls  with  her.    So  much  for  yon ! 
Now.  the  antasonist  Euripides  — 
Has  ne  succeeded  better  ?    Who  shall  say  ? 
He  spoke  quite  o'er  the  heads  of  Kleon'a  crowd 
To  a  dim  future,  and  if  there  he  fail« 
Why,  you  are  fellows  in  adversity. 
But  Uiat's  unlike   the  fate  of  wise  words 

launched 
By  music  on  their  royage.    Hail,  Depart,^ 
Arrive,  Glad  Welcome  1   Not  my  single  wish  — 
Yonn  also  waits  the  white  sail  on  ita  way, 
Your  nature  too  is  kii^ly.    All  beside 
I  call  pretension,  —  no  true  potentate. 
Whatever  intermediaiy  be  crowned, 
Zeus  or  Poseidon,  where  the  vulgar  sky 
Lacks  not  TribaUos  to  complete  the  group. 
1  recognize  —  behind  such  phantom-orew  — 
Necessity,  Creation,  Poet's  Power, 
Else  never  had  I  dared  approach,  appeal 
To  poetry,  power,  Aristopnanes ! 
But  I  trust  truth's  inherent  kingliness. 
Trust  who,  by  reason  of   much  truth,  shall 

reign 
More  or  less  royally  —  may  prayer  but  push 


His  sway  past  limit,  purge  the  false  from  tme  I 
Nor,  even  so,  had  boldness  nerved  my  tongue 
But  that  the  other  king  stands  suddenly. 
In  aU  the  grand  investiture  of  death, 
Bowring  your  knee  beside  my  lowly  head  — 
Equals  one  moment  I 

"  Now,  arise  and  go  t 
Both  have  done  homage  to  Euripides  1 " 

Silence  punned  the  words :  till  he  broke  out  — 


"  Scarce  so  1    This  oonstitntes,  I  may  beUeve. 
Sufficient  homage  done  by  who  defamea 
Your  poet's  foe,  since  you  account  me  such ; 
But  homage-proper,  — pay  it  by  defence 
Of  him,  direct  defence  and  not  oblique. 
Not  by  mere  mild  admonishment  of  me  I '' 

"  Defence  ?    The  best,  the  onlv  I "  I  roplied. 
^*  A  story  goes  —  When  SophoUes,  last  year, 
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Cited  before  tribunal  by  his  Km 

^A  poet  —  to  oomplete  the  pfttttllel), 

Was  certified  mMoand  of  intelleot. 

And  oLumed  as  only  fit  for  tnteh^^. 

Since  old  and  doting  and  incompetent 

To  carry  on  this  world's  work,  —  the  defence 

Consisted  jnst  in  his  reciting  (calm 

As  the  Terse  bore^  which  sets  onr  heart  ar«well 

And  voice  arheaviiiflrtoo  tempestnonsly) 

That  ohoros-chant  'The  station  of  the  steed, 

Straneer  I  thon  comest  to,  —  Kolonos  white ! ' 

Tlien  he  looked  round  and  all  revolt  was  dead. 

Voa  know  the  one  adventure  of  my  life  — 

What  made  Euripides  Balanstion's  friend. 

When  I  last  saw  nim,  as  he  bade  farewell, 

*  I  sans:  another  "  Herakles,** '  smiled  he ; 

*  It  fnuned  no  prize :  your  love  be  prise  I  gain  I 
Take  it  —  the  tablets  also  where  1  traced 
The  story  first  with  stnlos  pendent  still  — 
Nay,  the  psalterion  may  complete  the  gift. 
So,  should  vou  croon  the  ode  bewailing  Age, 
Yourself  shall  modulate  —  same  notes,  same 

strings  — 
With  the  out  friend  who  loved  Balanstion  once.* 
There  they  lie  I  When  yon  broke  our  solitude, 
We  were  about  to  honor  him  once  more 
B^  reading  the  consummate  Tragedy. 
Night  is  advanced ;  I  have  small  mind  to  sleep ; 
May  I  go  on,  and  read,  —  so  make  defence, 
So  test  true  godship  ?    You  affirm,  not  I. 
—  Beating  toe  god,  affords  such  test :  /  hold 
That  when  rash  hands  but  touch  divinity. 
The  chains  drop  off,  the  prison-wsJls  dumart. 
And  —  fire  —  he  fronts  mad  Penthens  I  Dare  we 

try?" 

Accordingly  I  read  the  perfect  piece. 
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Amphitrwm,    Zeus*    Conehmate,  —  who    of 

mortals  knows  not  me, 
Argive  Amphitruon  whom  Alkaios  sired 
Of  old,  OS  Perseus  him,  I  —  Herakles  ? 
My  home,  this  Thebai  where  the  earth-bom 

spike 
(>f  8own-ones  burgeoned:    Ares  saved  from 

these 
A  handful  of  their  seed  that  stocks  to-day 
With    children's   children    Thebai,    Kadmca 

built. 
Of  these  had  Kreon  birth,  Menoikeus'  ehild. 
King  of  the  country,  —  Kreon  that  became 
The  father  of  this  woman,  Mi^ra, 
Whom,  when  time  was,  Kadmeians  one  and  aD 
Pealed  praise  to,  marriage-songs  with  fiuted 

help. 
While  to  rov  dwelling  that  grand  Herakles 
Bore  her,  nis  bride.    But,  leaving  Thebes  — 

where  I 
Abode  perforce  —  thui  Megara  and  those 
Her  kinsmen,  the  desire  possessed  mv  son 
Rather  to  dwell  in  Argos,  that  walled  work, 
Knklopian  city,  which  I  fly,  myself. 
Because  I  slew  EHektruoo.    Seeking  so 
To  ease  away  my  hardships  uid  once  more 
Inhabit  his  own  land,  for  my  return 


Heavy  the  piiee  he  nays  Enmsthsos  tiMve  — 
The  letting  in  of  licit  on  this  choked  wadd  I 
Either  he  promised,  vanqniahed  by  ^e  goad 
Of  Her^,  or  because  fate  willed  it  thua. 
The    other    labors— why,   he    toiled 

through  ; 

But  for  this  last  one  —  down  by  Tainaroa, 
Its  mouth,  to  Haides*  realm  descended  ha 
To  drag  into  the  light  the  three-shaped  hooad 
Of  Hell:  whence  Herakles  returns  no  mon. 
Now,  there's  an  old-worid  tale,  Kadiaciaiis 

have. 
How  Dirk^'s  husband  was  a  Lnkoa  once. 
Holding  the  seven-towered  ei^  here  in  sway 
Before   they   ruled  the   land,  white -steeded 

pair. 
The  twins  Amphion,  Zethoa,  bom  to  Zeoa. 
This  Lukos'  son,  —  named  like  his  father  too. 
No  bora  Kadmeian  but  Enboia's  gift,  — 
Comes  and  kiUs  Kreon,  lords  it  o'er  the  land. 
Falling  upon  onr  town  sedition-sick. 
To  OS.  akin  to  Kreon,  just  that  bond 
Becomes  the  worst  of  evils,  seemingly ; 
For,  since  my  son  in  the  euth's  abyms. 
This  mas  of  valor,  Lukoa,  lord  and  king. 
Seeks  now  to  slay  these  sons  of  HeraUsa, 
And  slay  his  wife  as  well,  —  by  murder  dioa 
Thinking  to  stamp  out  murder,  —  slay  too  aae, 
(If  me  't  is  fit  yon  count  among  men  still,  — 
Useless  old  age,)  and  all  for  fear  lest  theae. 
Grown  men  one  day,  exact  due  pnnisluneBt 
Of  bloodshed  and  their  mother^s  lathar'a  late. 
I  therefore,  since  he  leaves  me  in  these  domes. 
The  children's  household  gnardian,  —  left,  when 

earth's 
Dark  dread  he  underwent,  that  son  of  mine,  — 
I^  with  their  mother,  lest  lus  boys  should  die, 
8it  at  this  altar  of  the  savior  Zens 
Which,  ^loryof  triumphant  spear,  he  raaaed 
Conqnenng  —  my  nobty-bom  I  —  the  Biimiaa. 
Here  do  we  guard  our  station,  destitute 
Of  all  thinss,  drink,  food,  miment,  on  bare 

ground 
Couched  side  by  ride  :  sealed  out  of  hoaae  and 

home 
Sit  we  in  a  resouroelessness  of  help. 
Our  friends — why,  some  are  no  true  fiiailn.  I 

seel 
The  rest,  that  are  true,  want  the  meaaa  to  aid. 
So  operates  in  man  adversity : 
Whereof  may  never  anybodv  ^  no. 
Though  hall  of  him  should  really   wish  me 

weU,- 
Happen  to  taste  I  a  friend-tsst  f anltleas,  that ! 
Mtgara,  Old  man,  who  ent  did  raae  the  Ta» 

phian  town, 
niustnoosly,  the  army-leader,  thou. 
Of  speared  Kadmeians —  how  gods  play  asea 

false  1 
L  now.  missed  nowise  fortune  in  my  sire. 
Who,  for  his  wealth,  was  boasted  nughty  ones, 
Havinr  supreme  rale.  ^  for  the  love  of  whUk 
Leap  Uie  long  lanoesforth  at  favorsd  hieaaU,  — 
Ana  having  children  too :  and  me  he  wmwm 
Thy  son,  his  house  with  that  of  Hemklaa 
Umting  by  the  far^tened  marriage-bed. 
And  now  these  things  are  dead  and  flown  away 
While  thon  and  I  await  onr  death,  old  Ban, 
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These     UeraUsian    boys    too,    whom  —  my 

chicdcs  — 
I  saTs  beneath  my  wings  like  brooding  bird. 
But  one  or  other  falls  to  qnestioning. 
^*  0  mother,^'  eries   he,   ^^  where   in   all  the 

world 
la  father  gone  to  ?    What  *8  be  doing  ?  when 
Will  he  come  back  ?  ''  At  faolt  through  tender 

yeaxa, 
They  seek  their  sire.    For  me,  I  put  them  off, 
Telkng  them  stories ;  at  each  creak  of  doors. 
All  wonder  '*  Does  he  oome  ?  '*  —  and  all  a-foot 
Make  for  Uie  fall  before  the  parent  knee. 
Now  then,  what  hope,  what  method  of  escape 
Faeilhatest  thou  ?  —  tor,  thee,  old  man, 
I  look  to,  —  since  we  may  not  leave  by  stealth 
The  limits  of  the  land,  and  guards,  more  strong 
Than  we,  are  at  the  outlets :  nor  in  friends 
Remain  to  us  the  hopes  oi  safety  more. 
Therefore,  whateTer  thy  decision  be. 
Impart  it  for  the  common  good  of  all  1 
Lest  now  should  prove  the  proper  time  to  die, 
Though,  being  weak,  we  spm  it  out  and  live. 
Ampk.  Dai^ter,  it  scarce  is  easy,  do  one's 
best. 
To  blurt  out  counsel,  things  at  such  a  pass. 
Meg.  You  want   some    sorrow  more,  or  so 

lore  life  P 
Amph,  I  both  enjoy  life,  and  love  hopes  be- 

ode. 
Meg.  And  I:  but  hope  against   hope  —  no, 

old  man! 
Ampk.  In  these delayings of  an  ill  kirks  cure. 
Meg»  But  bitter   is  the  meantime,  and    it 

bites. 
A  mph.  Oh,  there  may  be  a  run  before  the  wind 
From  o«t  these  present  ills,  for  me  and  thee. 
Daughter,  and   yet  may  oome  my  son,    thy 

spouse ! 
Bui  hush  i  and  from  the  children  take  away 
Their  founts  aflow  with  tears,  and  talk  them 

calm. 
Steal  them  by  stories — sad  theft,  all  the  same ! 
For,  hmnaa  troubles — they  grow  weary  too ; 
Neither  the   wind-blasts   always    have    their 

strength. 
Nor  happy  men  keep  happv  to  the  end : 
Sinoe  all  things  change  —  their  natures  part  in 

twain; 
And  that  man  *s  bravest  therefore,  who  hopes  on, 
Hopes  ever :  to  despair  is  ooward^ike. 
Clorot.  ThsM  domss  thai  overroof , 
TluB  lon^uaed  conch,  I  come  to,  having  made 
A  staff  my  prop,  that  song  roay^  put  to  proof 
The  awan-bke  power,  age-whitened,  —  poet*s 


Of  eobbed-forth    dixges— worda    that   stand 

aloof 
From  action  DOW!  such  am  I — jostashade 
With  night  for  all   ita  face,  a  mere  nigbt- 


And  words  that  trsmUe  loo:   howe'er  they 

seem. 
Devoted  words,  I  deem. 


O  of  a  father  ye  unfathered 
O  thoa  old  mtm^  and  thou 
stuns  — 


wi.< 


Unhappy  mother — only  us  above, 

Nor  leaches  him  below  in  Haides'  realm,  thy 
love ! 

—  (Faint  not  too  soon,  urge  forward  foot  and 
limb 

Way-weary,  nor  lose  ooura^  —  as  some  faoise 

Yoked  to  the  car  whose  weisrht  recoils  on  him 

Just  at  the  rock-ridge  that  concludes  Ida 
course! 

Take  by  the  hand,  the  peplos,  any  one 

Whose  foothold  fails  bim,  printless  and  for* 
done ! 

Aged,  assist  along  me  aged  too. 

Wno,  —  mate  with  thee  in  toils  when  life  was 
new, 

And  shields  and  spears  first  made  acquaint- 
anceship. — 

Stood  by  thyself  and  proved  no  bastardHdip 

Of  fatherhuid  when  loftiest  glory  grew.)  — 

See  now,  how  like  the  sire's 

Each  eyeball  fiercely  fires  I 

What  though  ill -fortune  have  not  left  his 
race  ? 

Neither  is  gone  the  grand  paternal  grace ! 

HeUas  I  O  what  —  what  combatants,  de- 
stroyed 

In  these,  wih  thou  one  day  seek  —  seek,  and 
find  aU  void! 

Pause !  for  I  see  the  ruler  of  this  land, 
Lukos,  nowpassinB:  throufrb  the  palaee-gate. 
Lukoi.    The     Herakleian    couple  ^  father, 

wife  — 
If  needs  I  must,  I  question:    "must"  for- 
sooth? 
Being  your  master — all  I  please,  I  ask. 
To  what  time  do  you  seek  to  spin  out  life  ? 
What  hope,  what  help  see.  so  as  not  to  die  ? 
Is  it  you  trust  the  sire  of  these,  that 's  sunk 
In  Haides,  will  return  ?    How  past  the  pitch, 
Suppose  you  have  to  die,  you  pue  the  woe  — 
Thout   casting,   Hellas   throufl^,   thy    empty 

vaunts 
As  though  Zeus  helped  thee  to  a  god  for  son ; 
And  thou,  that  thou  wast  styled  our  best  man's 

wifel 
Where  was  the  awful  in  his  work  wound  up. 
If  he  did  quell  and  quench  the  marshy  snake 
Or  the  Nemeian  monster  whom  he  snared 
And — says,  by  throttlings  of  his  arm,  he  slew  ? 
With  these  do  you  ontwrastle  me?     Such  feats 
Shall  save  from  death  the  sons  of  Herakka 
Who  got  praise,  being  naught,  for  bravery 
In  wild-beast-battle,  otherwise  a  blank  ? 
No  man  to  throw  on  left  arm  buckler's  weight, 
Not  he,  nor  get  in  spear's  reach  I    bow  he 

bore — 
Tn»  eoward's-weuon:  shoot  first  and  then 

fiy! 
No  bow-nnd-arrow  nroves  a  man  is  bravoj 
But  who  keeps  rank,  ^  stands,  one  unwmking 

stare 
As,  ploughing  np,  the  darts  come, — brave  la 

he. 
My  action  baa  no  impudenee,  old  man  1 
Providence,  rather :  for  I  own  I  slew 
Kreon,  this  woman's  sirs,  and  have  hia  seat. 
Nowise  I  wish,  then,  to  leave,  these  grown  w^ 
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Avengers  on  me,  pajnnent  for  my  deeds.  ^ 
Arnph,  As  to  the  part  of  Zens  in  his  own 

child, 
Let  Zeus  defend  that  I    As  to  mine,  't  \a  me 
The  care  concerns  to  show  by  argument 
The  foUv  of  this  fellow,  —  Uerakles, 
Whom  I  stand  up  fori    since  to  hear   thee 

styled  — 
Cowardly  —  that  is  unendurable. 
Firat  then,  the  infamous  (for  I  account 
Amount  the  words  denied  to  human  speech. 
Timidity  ascribed  thee,  Herakles  I) 
This  I  must  put  from  thee,  with  gods  in  proof. 
Zens*  thunder  I  appeal  to,  those  four  steeds 
Whereof  he  also  was  the  charioteer 
When,  having  shut  down  the  eartli*s  Giant- 
growth — 
(Never  shaft  flew  but  found  and  fitted  flank)  — 
Triumph  he  sang  in  oumiuou  i%ith  the  gods. 
The  Kentaur-race,  four-footed  insolence  — 
Qo  ask  at  Pholo^,  vilest  thou  of  kings. 
Whom  they  would  pick  out  and  pronounce  best 

man. 
If  not  my  son,  **the  seeming^brave,*'  say^st 

thou  ! 
But  Dirphus,  thy  Abantid  mother>town. 
Question    her,  and   she   would  not   praise,  I 

think ! 
For  there  *s  no  spot,  where  having  done  lome 

good, 
Thy   country   thou   might*st   call  to  witness 

worth. 
Now,  that  all  wise  invention,  archer 's-gear. 
Thou  blamest:    hear  my  teaching  and  grow 

sage! 
A  man  in  armor  is  his  armor's  slave. 
And,  mixed  with  rank  and  file  that  want  to 

run. 
He  dies  because  his  neighbors  have  lost  heart. 
Then,    should   he   break    his   spear,  no   way 

remains 
Of  warding  death  oflP,  ~gone  that  body-guard, 
His  one  and  only ;  while,  whatever  f<^ 
Have  the  true  bow-hand,  —  here  *b  the  one  mam 

good,  — 
Though   he   have   sent   ten   thousand   shafts 

abroad. 
Others  remain  wherewith  the  archer  saves 
His   limbs  and    life,  too,  —  stands  afar   and 

wuds 
Away  from  flesh  the  foe  that  vainlv  stares 
Hurt  by  the  viewless  arrow,  while  himself 
Offers  no  full  front  to  those  opposite. 
But   keeps   in   thorough   cover:    there *s  the 

point 
That  *s  capital  in  combat  ^  damage  foe, 
7et  keep  a  safe  skin  —  foe  not  out  of  reach 
As  you  are!    Thus  my  words  contrast  with 

thine. 
And  such,  in  judging  faets,  oar  difference. 
These  children,  now,  why  dost  thou  seek  to 

sUy? 
What  have  they  done  thee  ?    In  a  ringle  point 
I  count  thee  wise  —  iff,  being  base  thyself. 
Thou  dread'st  the  progeny  off  nobleness. 
Yet  this  bean  hard  upon  as,  all  the  same. 
If  we  most  die  —  beeanae  of  fear  in  thee  — 
A  death  *t  were  fit  thoa  soffar  at  oar  hands, 


Thy  betten,  did  Zeus  rightly  judge  us  all. 

If  tnerefore  thou  art  bent  on  sceptre-sway. 

Thysielf,  here — suffer  us  to  leave  the  iana. 

Fugitives  I  nothing  do  by  violence, 

Or  violence  thyself  shalt  undergo 

When  the  gods*  gale  may  chance  to  ehange  fur 

thee! 
Alas,  O  land  of  Kadmos,  —  for  *t  is  thee 
I  mean  to  close  with,  dealing  out  the  due 
Revilement,  —  in  such  sort  oast  thon  defend 
Herakles  and  his  children  ?    Herakles 
Who,  coming,  one  to  all  the  world,  against 
The  Minuai,  foai^t  them  and  left  Thebes  aa 

eye 
Unblinaed  henceforth  to  front  freedom  with  ! 
Neither  do  1  praise  Hellas,  nor  shall  brook 
£ver  to  keep  m  silence  that  I  count 
Towards  my  son,  craven  of  cravens  —  her 
Whom  it  behooved  go  bring  the  young  ones 

here 
Fire,  spears,  arms  —  in  exchange  for  seas  made 

safe. 
And  deansings  of  the  land,  his  labor's  priee. 
But  fire,  spears,  arms, — O   children,  neither 

Thebes 
Nor  Hellas  has  them  for  yon  1    *T  is  myself, 
A  feeble  friend,  ye  look  to :  nothing  now 
But  a  tongue^s  murmur,  for  the  strength   is 

gone 
We  had  once,  and  with  age  are  limbs  a-skake 
And  force  a-flicker !    Were  I  only  young, 
Still  with  the  mastery  o'er  bone  and  thew, 
Oraspinjr  first  spear  tnat  came,  the  yellow  locks 
Of  this  insulter  would  I  bloody  so  — 
Should  send  him  skipping  o'er  the  Atlantic 

bounds 
Out  of  my  arm's  reach  throi^fa  poltrooaery ! 
CAo.  Have  not  the  really  good  folk  waiting- 

points 
For  speech  to  purpose, — tkoagh  rare  talkets 

they? 
Luk,  Say  thon  against  as  words  thoa  twweiest 

with! 
I,  for  thy  words,  will  deal  thee  blows,  their 

due. 
Go,  some  to  Helikon,  to  Pamasoa 
Some,  and  the  clefts  there  1    Bid  the  woodmen 

feU 
Oak-trunks,  and,  when  the  same  are  brought 

inside 
The  city,  pile  the  altar  round  with  loga^ 
Then  fire  it,  bum  the  bodies  of  them  all, 
That  they  may  learn  thereby,  bo  doad 

rules 
The  Und  here,  but 't  is  I,  by  acts  liketiieae! 
As  for  von,  old  sirs,  who  are  set  agaiui 
My  judgments,  yon  shall  groan  for  — aoi 
The  Herakleian  children,  but  the  fate 
Of  year  own  house  beside,  when  faring  ill 
By  any  chance :  and  yon  shall  reeolleet 
Slaves  are  you  of  a  tyranny  that 's  mine  I 
CAo.  O   progeny   of   earth,  —  whom 

sowed 

When  he  laid  waste  the  dra|ron's  greedy  Jaw  — 
Will  ye  not  lift  the  staves,  nght-haod  anpporta. 
And  bloody  this  man^s  irrelifioaa  head  ? 
Who,     being     no     Kadmeian,     rnlea,  —  the 

wretch, — 
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Oar  eagy  yoath :  an  interloper  too  I 
Bat  not  of  me,  at  least,  shiut  thou  en  jo^ 
Thy  lordship  ever ;  nor  my  labor *8  fruit  — 
liaud  worked  so  hard  for — havel    A  cnrae 

with  thee, 
Whence  thou  didst  oome,  there  g^o  and  tyran- 
nize! 
For  never  while  I  live  shalt  thou  destroy 
The  Herakleian  childreu  :  not  so  deep 
Hides   he   below  nonnd,  leavtne   thee  their 

lordl 
But  we  bear  both  of  you  in  mind,  —  that  thou, 
The  land's  destroyer,  dost  possess  the  land. 
While  he  who  saved  it,  loses  every  r%ht. 
2  play  the  busybody  —  for  I  serve 
my  dead  friends  when  they  need  friends*  ser- 
vice most  ? 
O  right-hand,  how  thoa   yeamest   to  snatch 

spear 
And  serve  indeed  I  in  weakness  dies  the  wish. 
Or  I  had  stayed  thee  calline  me  a  slave. 
And  nobly  drawn  my  breath  at  home  in  Thebes 
Where  thou  exultest !  ~  city  that  *s  insane, 
Sick  through  sedition  and  bad  government, 
£ilse  never  nad  she  gained  for  master  —  thee  I 
Meg,   Old   friends,  I   praise   you:  since   a 
righteous  wrath 
For  friend's  sake  well  becomes  a  friend.   But  no! 
On  our  aocoant  in  anger  with  your  lord, 
Suffer  no  i^jvLrv  I    Hear  my  advice, 
Araphitruon,  if  I  seem  to  speak  aright. 
Oh,  yes,  I  love  my  children !  how  not  love 
What  I  bfonght  forth,  what  toiled  for?  and  to 

die  — 
Sad  I  esteem  too ;  still,  the  fated  winr 
Who  stiffens  him  against,  that  man  I  count 
Poor  creature  ;  us,  who  are  of  other  mood, 
Since  we  must  die,  behooves  us  meet  our  death 
Not  burnt  to  cinders,  giving  foes  the  laugh  — 
To  me,  worse  ill  than  dying,  that  I  we  owe 
Our  houses  msny  a  brave  deed,  now  to  pay. 
Thee,  indeed,  gloriously  men  estimate 
For  spear-work,  so  that  unendurable 
Vien  it  that  thou  shouldst  die  a   death   of 

shame. 
And  for  my  glorious  husband,  where  wants  he 
A  witness  that  he  would  not  save  his  boys 
If  touched  in  their  good  fame  thereby  ?  since 

birth 
Bears   ill  with   baasness  done  for   children*s 

sake. 
My  husband  needs  must  be  my  pattern  here. 
See  now  thy  hope  —  how  much  1  count  thereon ! 
Thou  thinkest  that  thy  son  will  come  to  light : 
And,  of   the  dead,  who  came   from    Haides 

back? 
But  we  with  talk  this  man  might  mollify : 
Never  I    Of  all  foes,  fly  the  foolish  one  ! 
Wise,  well-bred  people,  make  concession  to  I 
Sooner  you  meet  respect  bv  speaking  soft. 
Already  it  was  in  ray  mina  —  perchance 
We  might  beg  off  these  children's  banishment ; 
But  even  that  is  sad,  involving  them 
In  safety,  ay  —  and  piteous  poveity  I 
Since  the  host*s  visare  for  the  flying  friend 
Has,  only  one  day.  tne  sweet  look.^t  is  said. 
Dare  with  us  derai,  whioh  waits  tliee,  dared  or 
I 


We  call  on  thine  ancestral  worth,  old  man ! 
For  who  out-labors  what  the  gods  appoint 
Shows  energy,  but  energy  gone  maa. 
Since  what  must  —  none  e'er  makes  what  must 
not  be! 
Cho.  Had  any  one,  while  yet  my  arms  were 
strong. 
Been  scorning  thee,  he  easily  had  ceased. 
But  we  are  naught,  now  ;  thine  henceforth  to 

Amphitruon,  how  to  push  aside  these  fates  I 
A  mph.  Nor  cowardice  nor  a  desire  of  life 
Stops  me  froin  dying :  but  I  seek  to  save 
My  son  his  children.    Vain  I    I  set  my  heart. 
It  seems,  upon  impossibility. 
See,  it  is  read^  for  the  sword,  this  throat 
To  pieroe,  divide,  dash  down  from  precipice ! 
But  one  grace  grant  us,  king,  we  supplicate  I 
Slay  me  and  this  unhappy  one  before 
The    children,    lest   we  see   them  —  impioua 

sightl- 
Oasping  the  soul  forth,  calling  all  the  while 
On  mother  and  on  father's  father !    Else, 
Do  as  thy  heart  inclines  thee  1    No  resource 
Have  we  from  death,  and  we  resign  ourselves. 
Meg,   And  I  too  supplicate :  add  grace  to 

grace. 
And,  thoui^  but  one  num,  doubly  serve  us 

both! 
Let  me  bestow  adornment  of  the  dead 
Upon  these  children  I    Throw  the  palace  wide  I 
For  now  we  are  shut  out.    Thenoe  these  shall 

share 
At  least  so  much  of  wealth  was  once  their 

ore's ! 
Luk,  These  things  shall  be.    Withdraw  the 

bolts,  I  bid 
My  servants  I    Enter  and  adorn  yourselves  I 
I  grudge  no  peploi ;  but  when  these  ye  wind 
Aoout  your  booies,  —  that  adornment  done,  -- 
Then  I  shall  come  and  give  you  to  the  grave. 
Meg,  O  children,  follow  this  unhappy  foot, 
Tour  mother's,  into  your  ancestral  home. 
Where  others  have  the  power,  are   lords  in 

truth. 
Although  the  erapt^  name  is  left  us  yet  I 
Amph.  O  Zeus,  m  vain  I  had  thee  marriage- 
mate, 
In  vain  I  called  thee  father  of  my  child  I 
Thou  wast  less  friendly  far  than  thou  didat 

seem. 
I.  the  mere  man,  o'ermateh  in  virtue  thee 
The  mighty  fj^  :  for  I  have  not  betrayed 
The  Herakleiaa  children,  —  whereas  thou 
Hadst  wit  enough  to  come  clandestinely 
Into  the  chamber,  teke  what  no  man  gave. 
Another's  place ;  and  when  it  comes  to  help 
Thy  loved  ones,  there  thou  lackest  wit  indeed  1 
Thou  art  some  stupid  god  or  born  unjust. 

Cho,  Even  a  dirge,  can  Phoibos  suit 
In  song  to  music  jubilant 
For  all  its  sorrow  :  making  shoot 
His  golden  plectron  o'er  the  lute, 
Melodious  ministrant. 
And  I,  too,  am  of  mind  to  raise. 
Despite  the  imminence  of  doom, 
A  song  of  jov,  outpour  my  praise 
To  him  —  what  is  it  rumor  says  f  — 
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Whether — now  bnried  in  the  crhosUy  i^loom 
Below  gronnd  —  he  was  child  of  Zens  indeed, 
Or  mere  Amphitmon'e  mortal  eeed  — 
To  him  I  weave  the  wreath  of  aong,  hii  labor's 

meed. 
For,  is  my  hero  perished  in  the  feat  ? 
The  virtues  of  brave  toils,  in  death  complete. 
These  save  the  dead  in  sooff,  —  their  elorT- 

garhmd  meet ! 

First,  then,  he  made  the  wood 

Of  Zens  a  solitude, 

Slaying  its  lionrtenant ;  and  he  spread 

The  tawniness  behind  —  his  yellow  head 

EnmnfHed  by  the  bnite*s,  backed  by  that  grin 

of  dread. 
The  mountain-roving  savage  Kentanr-raoe 
He  strewed  with  deaidly  bow  about  their  place, 
Slaying  with  wingM  shafts :  Peneios  knew, 
Beanteously-eddying,  and  the  long  traota  too 
Of  pasture  trampled  fruitless,  and  as  well 
Those  desolated  haunts  Mount  Pelion  under, 
And,  grassy  up  to  Homol4,  each  dell 
Whence,  having  filled  their  hands  with  pine- 
tree  plunder. 
Hone-like  was  wont  to  prance  from,  and  snb> 

due 
The  land  of  Thessaly,  that  bestial  crew. 
The  golden-headed  spot-backM  stag  he  slew, 
That  robber  of  the  rustios :  glorified 
Therewith  the  goddess  who  in  hnnter's  pride 
Slaughters  the  game  along  Oino^^s  side. 
And,  yoked  abreast,  he  brought  the  chariot- 
breed 
To  pace  submisBive  to  the  bit,  each  steed 
That  in  the  bloody  cribs  of  Diomede 
Champed  and,  unbridled,  hurried  down  that 

gore 
For  grain,  exultant  the  dread  feast  before  — 
Of  man^s  flesh :  hideous  feeders  they  of  yore ! 
All  as  he  crossed  the  Hebros'  silver-flow 
Accomplished  he  such  labor,  toiling  so 
For  Mukenaian  ^rant ;  ay,  and  more  — 
He  crosaed  the  Melian  shore 
And,  by  the  sources  of  Amauros,  shot 
To  death  that  strangen^-pest 
Kuknos,  who  dwelt  in  Amphanaia :  not 
Of  fame  for  good  to  guest  I 

And  next,  to  the  melodious  maids  he  came. 
Inside  the  Hesperian  court-yard  :  hand  must 

aim 
At  plucking  gold  fruit  from  the  JH>pled  leaves. 
Now  he  had  killed  the  dragon,  backed  like 

flame. 
Who  guards  the  unapproachable  he  weaves 
Himself  all  round,  one  spire  about  the  same. 
And  into  those  sea-troughs  of  ocean  dived 
The  hero,  and  for  mortals  calm  contoived, 
^Vhatever  oars  should  follow  in  his  wake. 
And  under  heaven^s  mid-seat  his  hands  thrust 

he. 
At  home  with  Atlas:  and,  for  valor's  sake. 
Held  the  gods  up  their  star-faced  mansionry. 
Also,  the  rider>host  of  Amaions 
About  Maiotis  many<«treamed,  he  went 
To  conquer  throogh  the  billowy  Eoxin  once, 
Having  collected  what  an  aimament 


Of  friends  from  Hellas,  all  on  oonavsst  bent 
Of   that  gold-gamished  ekiak,  orsad   girdle- 
So  Hellas  gained  the  giri's  barbarian  naoa 
And  at  Mukenai  saves  the  trophy  still  — 
Qo  wonder  there,  who  will ! 

And  the  ten-thoosaud-headed  hoond 

Of  many  a  murder,  the  Lemaiaa  snake 

He  burned  out,  heiid  bv  head,  and  east  aromd 

His   darts  a  poison   tnence, — darts  soon   to 

slake 
Their  n«e  in  that  three-bodied  herdsman's  gore 
Of  ErutTOia.    Many  a  runnii^  more 
He  made  for  triumph  and  febc&ty. 
And,  last  of  tcnls,  to  Haidee,  never  dry 
Of  tears,  he  sailed  :  and  there  he,  Inddeas,  ends 
His  life  completely,  nor  returns  again. 
The  house  and  home  are  desolate  of  friends, 
And  where  the  children's  itfcipath  leads  tbens, 

plain 
I  M«t -^  no  s^  retraeeaUe,  no  god 
Availing,  and  no  law  to  help  the  lost  t 
The  oar  of  Charon  marks  tneb  period. 
Waits  to  end  aU.    Thy  hands,  these  inoiB 

oosti — 
To  thee,  though  absent,  look 


But  if  in  vonth  and  strength  1  flourished  still. 
Still  shook  the  spear  in  &:ht,  did  power  match 

will 
In  these  Kadmeian  c(h>mates  of  my  age. 
They  would, — and  I,  —  when  warnrs  was  to 

wage, 
Stand  bv  these  children ;  but  I  sm  bereft 
Of  yonth  now,  lone  of  that  good  genins  left ! 

But  hist,  desist !  for  hero  come  these,  — • 
Draped  as  the  dead  go,  under  and  over,  -~ 
Children  long  since  —  now  hard  to  diaeover  ^ 
Of  the  once  so  potent  Herakles  I 
And  the  loved  wife  drsgging,  in  one  tether 
About  her  feet,  the  b^s  to^ather ; 
And  the  hero's  aged  sire  comes  kst  1 
Unhappy  that  I  am !    Of  tears  which  rise,  — 
How  am  I  all  unable  to  hold  last. 
Longer,  the  aged  fountains  of  these  eyes  I 
Mtg,  Be  it  so  I    Who  is  priest,  who  bnteher 
here 
Of  these  ill-fated  ones,  or  stons  the  bieath 
Of  me,  the  miserable  ?    Ready,  see. 
The  sacrifice  —  to  lead  where  Haides  fives  I 
O  children,  we  are  led  —  no  lovely  team 
Of  corpses  — age,  youth,  motherhood,  all  mixed  I 

0  sad  sate  of  myself  and  these  ray  sons 
Whom  with  these  eyes  I  look  at,  this  last  time  I 
I,  indeed,  bore  you :  bnt  for  enemies 

1  brought  you  up  to  be  a  lan^iing^etoek. 
Matter  for  merriment,  destmetkiii-stoff  I 
Woe's  mel 

Strangely  indeed  my  hopes  have  stmek  me  doiv  a 
From  what  I  used  to  hope  about  you  once  — 
The  expectation  from  your  father^  talk ! 
For  thee,  now.  thy  dcM  sire  dealt  Aigoa  to : 
Thou  wast  to  nave  Bnmstheos'  hcmse  one  day. 
And  rule  Pelasgia  where  the  fine  finrits  grow ; 
And,  for  a  stole  of  stats,  he  wnqiped  almt 
Thy  bead  with  that  the  lion-monster  bote. 
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That  which  hiimmlf  went  wearing  ■imor'wiM. 
And  thon  wMt  Kins  of  Thehes  —  aaoh  ehnriots 

thenl 
ThoM  plnim  I  hnd  for  portion  —  nil  for  thee, 
Aa  thon  hadsl  ooAzed  them  out  of  wlio  gnTo 

Urth 
To  thee,  his  boy :  nad  into  thy  right  hand 
He  thmet  the  puudinn-elnb  off  Daidnloe,  — 
Poor  pittrdian  proTea  the  gift  that  piaye  thee 

And  npon  thee  he  promised  to  beetow 
Oi^alia  —  what,  with  thoee  far-shooting  shafts, 
He  raraged  oaoe  |  and  so,  since  three  yon  were, 
With  threefold  kingdoma  did  he  birila  yon  up 
To  Tory  toweim,  your  father,  —  prond  enough, 
Prognostioating,  from  your  manliness 
In  boyhood,  what  the  manhood^s  self  wonU  be. 
For  my  part,  I  was  picking  out  for  yon 
Brides,  suiting  each  with  his  alUanoe  —  this 
From   Athens,  this   from  Spart4,   this   frofn 

Thebes  — 
Whence,  suited  —  as  stem-cables  steady  ship — 
You  might  have  hold  on  life  gods  bless.    AU 

gone  I 
Fortane  turns  round  and  gives  us  —  you,  the 

Fates 
Instead  of  brides  —  me,  team  for  nuptial  baths. 
Unhappy  in  my  hoping  I    And  the  sire 
()f  your  sire — he  prepares  the  marriage-fsaat 
Befitting  Haides  who  plays  father  now  — 
Bitter  relationship  I    Oh  me  I  which  first  — 
Which  last  of  tou  shall  I  to  bosom  fold? 
To  whom  shall  I  fit  close,  his  mouth  to  mine  f 
Of  whom  shall  I  lay  hold  and  ne*er  let  go  ? 
How  would  I  gather,  like  the  brown-winged  bee. 
The  groans  from  all,  and,  gathered  into  one, 
Oire  them  yon  back  again,  a  crowded  tear  I 
llearest,  if  say  roioe  be  heisrd  <if  men 
Dungeoned  in  Haides,  thee  —  to  thee  I  speak  t 
Here  is  thy  father  dyinff,  and  thy  bojs  1 
And  I  too  perish,  famed  as  fortunate 
By  mortals  oooe,  through  thee !    Aariat  them  I 

Come! 
But  come  I  though  juat  a  shade,  appear  to  me  1 
For,  coming,  thy  ghcst-jpaadeur  would  sufloe, 
Such  eowaras  are  they  m  thv  presence,  these 
Who  kill  thy  children  now  tliy  back  is  tuned  I 
XmjiA.  Ay,  daughter,  bid  the  powers  below 

But  I  will  nither,  raising  hand  to  heavstn. 
Call  thee  to  helo,  O  Zens,  if  thy  intent 
Be,  to  these  children,  helpful  anyway. 
Since  aoon  thou  wilt  be  valueless  enough ! 
And  yet  thou  hast  been  called  and  called ;  in 


I  labor:  for  we  needs  must  die.  it  seems. 
Well,  aged  brothen  —  life 's  a  little  thii«  I 
Such  as  it  is,  then,  pass  life  plesaantly 
From  day  to  night,  nor  once  grieve  all  the 
Since  Time  concerns  him  not  about  our  hopes, — 
To  save  them, —  but  his  own  work  done,  flies  off. 
Witness  myself,  looked  up  to  among  men, 
Dohv  noteworthy  deeds :  when  here  comes  fate 
lifts  me  away,  nke  feather  skyward  borne, 


In  one  day  I    Riches  then  and  glonr, 
are   found   constant  to,  1 


whom 


Now,  thia  laat  tioM,  my  mataa,  ye  look  upon  1 

Mtq,  Hat 
Ofatbr,  dolaeemydeanatf   Speakl 
Ampk,  No  more  than  thou  canat,  dau^ter  — 

dumb  Hke  thee  1 
Mtg.  Is  this  he  whom  we  heard  was  under 

ground? 
Amik,  Unless  at  least  some  dream  in  day  we 

seel 
Mtg*  What  do  I  say  ?  what  dreama  inaanely 
view? 
This  is  no  other  than  thy  son,  old  sire  ! 
Hers,  children  I  hang  to  these  paternal  robes. 
Quick,  haste,  hold  hard  on  him,  nnee  here  's 

voar  true 
2^us  tnat  can  save  —  and  every  whit  aa  well ! 
HmrakU*,  Oh,  hail,  my  pauoe,  my  hearth^s 


propula,  — 
riad  I  see  th 
Ha,  wnat  means  this  ?    My  ohildrsn  I  behold 


How  glad  I  see  thee  aa  I  oome  to  light 


Betoro  the  house  in  razmaits  d  the  grave, 
Ghapleted,  and,  amid  a  crowd  d  men. 
My  very  wife  —  mv  father  weeping  too. 
Whatever  the  miaiortune  I    Gome,  best  take 
My  station  nearer  these  and  learn  it  all  1 
Wife,  what  new  sorrow  has  approached  our 
home? 
Meg.  O  dearest !  light  flashed  on  thy  father 
now  I 
Art  thou  come  ?  art  thou  aaved  and  doat  thou 

faU 
On  friends  in  their  supreme  eoctreniity  ? 
Her.  How say'st thon?    Father!  what'sthe 

trouble  here  ? 
Mtg.  Undone  are  we !— bat  thou,  old  man, 
forgive 
U  first  I  snatch  what  thon  shonldat  say  to  him ! 
For  somehow  womanhood  wakes  nity  moro. 
Hero  aro  my  children  killed  and  i  undone  ! 
Htr.  Apidlon,  with  what  preludes  speech  be- 
gins! 
Mtg.  Dead  an  my  brothen  and  old  father  too. 
Htr.  How  say'st  thou?~doii«  what?  — by 

spearetroke  whence  ? 
Mtg,  liukos  destroyed  them— the  land^s  noble 


king! 


?   or   through   the 


Th      ^     ^ 

R^eiMS, 
FarowaU!  the 


who  loved  you  all  so  mnoh. 


Htr.  Met  them  in 

land^s  dieeasc  ? 
Mtg.  Sedition :   and   he  sways  seven-gated 

Thebes. 
Her.  Why  then  csbm  fear  oa  the  old  man 

and  thee? 
Mtg.  He  meant  to  kill  thy  father,  me,  our 

boys. 
Her.  How  say'st  thou  ?    Fearing  what  from 

oiphanage? 
Mtg.  Lest  ttiey  should  some  day  pi^  back 

Kreoa's  death. 
Htr.  And  why  trick  out  the  boja  coiiisc 

fashkmthas? 
Meg.  These  wtfm  of  death  we  have  already 

donned. 
Htr.  And  you  had  died  throu|^  violence? 

Woe  *s  me ! 
Mtg.  Left  bare  of  friends:   and  then  wast 

dead,  we  heard. 
Her.  And  whence  eame  oa  you  this  fsiat- 


? 
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Jtfe^.  The  heralds  of  Eamstheus  brought  the 

news. 
Her,  And  why  was  it  you  left  my  house  and 

hearth? 
Meg,  Forced  thence:  thy  father  —  from  his 

very  couch ! 
Jler,  And    no   shame    at  insultiiigr  the   old 

man? 
Meg.  Shame,  truly  I  no  near  neighbors  he  and 

Shame! 
Her,  And  so  much,  in  my  absence,  lacked 

I  friends? 
Meg,  Friends,  —are  there  any  to  a  luckless 

man? 
Her,  The  Minuai-war  I  waged,  —  they  spat 

forth  these? 
Meg,  Friendless  —  again  I  tell  thee  — is  ill- 
luck. 
Her,  Will  not  you  cast  these  hell-wraps  from 
your  hair 
And  look  on  light  again,  and  with  tout  eyes 
Taste  the  sweet  change  from  nether  dark  to 

day? 
While    1  —  for   now   there   needs   my   handi- 
work — 
First  I  shall  go,  demolish  the  abodes 
Of  these  new  lordships ;  next  hew  off  the  head 
AccuTHt  and  toss  it  for  the  dogs  to  traiL 
Then,  such  of  the  Kadmeiaos  as  I  find 
Were   craven   though  they   owed   me   grati- 
tude, — 
Some  I  intend  to  handle  with  this  club 
Renowned    for   conquest;    and   with  winged 

shafts 
Scatter  the  others,  fill  Ismenos  full 
With  bloody  corpses,  —  Dirk^^s  flow  so  white 
Shall  be  incamaoined.    For,  whom,  I  prajr. 
Behooves  me  rather  help  than  wife  ana  omld 
And  aged  father  ?    FarewelL,  "  Labors  "  mine ! 
Vainly  I  wrought  them:    my  true  work  lay 

here! 
My  business  is  to  die  defending  these,  — 
If  for  their  father^s  sake  they  meant  to  die. 
Or  how  shall  we  call  brave  the  battling  it 
With  snake  and  lion,  as  Eurustheus  bade. 
If  yet  I  must  not  labor  death  away 
From  my  own  children?    *' Conquering  Her- 
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Folk  will  not  caU  me  as  they  used,  I  think  I 
The  right  thing  is  for  parents  to  aasL^t 
Children,  old  age,  the  partner  of  the  couch. 
Amph,  True,  son  I  thy  duty  is  —  be  friend  to 
friends 
And  foe  to  foes:    yet  —  no  more  haste  than 
needs! 
Her,  Whv,  father,  what  is  over>hasty  here  ? 
Amph,  Many  a  pauper  —  seeming  to  be  rich, 
As  the  word  goes  —  the  king  calls  partisan. 
Such  made  a  riot,  mined  Thebes  to  rob 
Their  neighbor:    for,  what  good  they  had  at 

home 
Was  spent  and  gone, — flew  off  through  idle- 


Ton  came  to  trouble  Thebes,  they  saw:  since 

seen. 
Beware  lest,  raising  foes,  a  multitude. 
You  stumble  where  yon  apprehend  no  harm. 
Her,  If  all  Thebes  saw  me,  not  a  whit  care  I. 


But  seeing  as  I  did  a  certain  bird 
Not  in  the  lucky  seats,  I  knew  some  woe 
Was  fallen  upon  the  house  :  so,  ptirMMely, 
By  stealth  I  made  my  way  into  the  land. 
Amph,  And  now,  advancing,  haU  the  hearth 
with  praise 
And  give  the  ancestral  home  thine  eye  to  see ! 
For  he  himself  will  come,  thy  wife  and  sons 
The  dr^gp-f orth  —  slaughter  —  slay  me  too,  — 

this  king! 
But,  here  remaining,  all  succeeds  with  thee — 
Gain  lost  by  no  false  step.     So,  this  thy  town 
Disturb  not,  son,  ere  thou  right  matters  here  ! 
Her,  Thus  will  I  do,  for  thou  say'st  well ; 
my  home 
Let  me  first  enter !    Since  at  the  due  time 
Returning  from  the  unsunned  depths   where 

dwells 
Haides'  wife  Kor^,  let  me  not  affront 
Those  gods  beneath  mv  roof,  I  first  should  hail  1 
Amph,  For  didst  thou  really  visit  Haides, 

son? 
Her,  Ay  — dragged  to  light,  too,  his  three- 
headed  beast. 
Amph.  By  fight  didst  conquer — or  throngh 

Kor^^s  gift  ? 
Her,  Fight :  well  for  me,  I  saw  the  dixies 

first! 
Amph,  And  is  he  in  Eurustheus*  honae,  the 

brute? 
Her,  Chthonia*s  grove,  Hermion's  oity,  holds 

him  now. 
Amph,  Does  not  Eurustheus  know  thee  back 

on  earth? 
Her.  No :  I  would  come  first  and  see  mat* 

ten  here. 
Amph.  But  how  wast  thon  below  ground  audi 

a  time? 
Her,  I  stopped,  from  Haides,  bringing  The- 
seus up. 
Amph,  And  where  is  he?  — bound  o*er  the 

phun  for  home  ? 
Her,  Gone  glad  to  Athens — Haidea*  fugi- 
tive! 
But,  up,  bo^s !  follow  father  into  house  I 
There  s  a  tar  better  going-in  for  you 
Truly,  than  going-out  was  !    Nay,  take  heart. 
And  let  the  eyes  no  longer  run  and  run  I 
And  thou,  O  wife,  my  own,  collect  thy  soul 
Nor  tremble   now !     Leave  giaqnng«  all    uf 

you. 
My  garments !     I  ^m  not  winged,  nrr  fly  from 

friends  I 
Ah,- 

No  letting  go  for  these,  who  all  the  more 
Hang  to  my  garments  I    Did  you  foot  indeed 
The    raior^   edge?      Why,  then   I'll   oar 

them  — 
Take  with  my  hands  these  small  otaft  up,  and 

tow 
Just  as  a  ship  would.     There  I  don*t  fear  I 

shirk 
My  children's  service  I  this  way,  men  are  men. 
No  difference  I  best  and  wont,  they  love  their 

boys 
After  one  fashion  :  wealth  they  differ  in  — 
Some  have  it,  othen  not ;  but  each  and  all 
Combine  to  form  the  children-loving 
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Cko.  ToQth  is  m  plsaMnt  burden  to  me ; 
But  nfpe  on  my  head,  more  heavily 
Than  the  cmgs  of  Aitna,  wea^rhs  and  weig^ha. 
And  darkenii^  doaka  the  hda  and  interoeptB 

the  rays. 
Never  be  mine  the  preferenoe 
Of  an  Asian  empire^s  wealth,  nor  yet 
Of  a  house  all  gold,  to  youth,  to  vouth 
That  *8  beauty,  whatever  the  roos  dispense  I 
Whether  in  wealth  we  jojr,  or  fret 
Paupers,  —  of  all  God's  gifts  most  beautiful,  in 

truth! 

But  miserable  murderous  aire  I  hate  I 
Let  it  go  to  wreek,  the  waves  adown. 
Nor  ever  by  rights  plague  tower  or  town 
Where  mortals  bide,  but  still  elate 
With  wings,  on  ether,  precipitate. 
Wander  tJiem  round  —  nor  wait  1 

But  if  the  gods,  to  man's  degree. 

Had  wit  ami  wiiklom,  they  would  bring 

Mankind  a  twofold  youth,  to  be 

llieir  virtue's  sign-mark,  all  should  see. 

In  those  with  whom  life's   winter  thus  grew 

spring. 
For  when  they  died,  into  the  sun  ones  more 
Would  they  have  traversed  twioe  life's  raoe- 

eourse  o'er ; 
While  ignobility  had  simply  run 
Existence  through,  nor  second  life  begun. 
And  so  might  we  diseem  both  bad  and  good 
As  surely  as  the  starry^  multitude 
Is  numbered  by  the  sailors,  one  and  one. 
But  now  the  gods  by  no  apparent  line 
Limit  the  worthy  and  the  base  define ; 
Only,  a  certain  period  rounds,  and  so 
Brings  man  more  wealth,  —  but  youthful  vigor, 

no! 

Well  I  I  am  not  to  pause 

Mingling  together  —  wine  and  wine  in  cup  — 

The  Oraoes  with  the  Muaes  un  — 

Most  dulcet  marriage :  loosed  trom  mnaie's  laws, 

No  life  for  me  I 

But  where  the  wreaths  abound,  there  ever  may 

Ibel 
And  still,  an  sged  hard,  I  shout  Mnemosnn^  — 
8till  chant  of  Herakles  the  triumph-chant. 
Companioned  by  the  seven-stringed   tortoise- 

sheU 
And  Libnan  flute,  and  Bromios'  self  as  well, 
God  of  the  nape,  with  man  particinant! 
Not  vet  will  we  arrest  their  glad  aavanoe  — 
llieMnses  whosolong  have  led  me  foKh  to 

danee I 
A  paian  —  hynm  the  Delian  giris  indeed, 
WeaTing  a  beauteous  measure  in  and  out 
His  tsmpla-gmtes,  Latooa's  goodly  seed ; 
And  paians  —  I  too.  these  thy  domes  about, 
FVom  these  gray  cheeks,  my  king,  will  swan- 
like shout  — 
Old  songster  1    Ay,  in  song  it  starts  off  brave  — 
**  Zens'  son  is  he  I"  and  ^et.  such  grace  of  birth 
Burpaaaing  far,  to  man  his  labors  gave 
Existence,  one  calm  flow  without  a  wave. 
Having  destroyed  the  beasts,  the  terrors  of  the 
earth. 


Luk,  From  out  the  house  Amphitmon  comes 
—  in  time  I 
For  'tis  a  long  while  now  since  ye  bedecked 
Yoar  bodies  with  the  dead-folks*  finery. 
But  onick  !  the  boys  and  wife  of  Uerakles  — 
Bid  them  appear  outside  this  house,  keep  pact 
To  die,  and  need  no  bidding  but  voor  own  I 
Amph,  King  I   you  press  hard  on  me  sore- 
pressed  enough. 
And  give  me  scorn  —  beside  my  dead  ones  here. 
Meet  in  such  matters  were  it,  though  you  reign, 
To  tem])er  zeal  with  modemtion.    binoe 
You  do  impose  on  us  the  need  to  die  — 
Needs  must  we  love  our  lot,  obey  your  will. 
Luk,  Where's    Megara,   then?    Alkmen^'s 

grandsons,  where  ? 
Amph,  8he,   I  think, — as  one  figures  from 

outside,  — 
Luk,  Well,  this  same  thinking,  —  what  af- 
fords its  ground  ? 
Amph.  --Sits  suppliant  on  the  holy  altar* 

stens,— 
Luk.  idly  indeed  a  suppliant  to  save  life ! 
Amph,  —  And  calls  on   her  dead  husband, 

vainly  too  1 
Luk,  For  he 's  not  oonM,  nor  ever  will  arrive. 
Amph,  Never  —  at  least,  if  no  god  raise  him 

up. 
Luk.  Go  to  her,  and  conduct  her  from  the 

house  t 
Amph.  1  should  partake  the  murder,  doing 

that. 
Luk.  We,  —  since  thou  hast  a  scruple  in  the 


Outride  of  fears,  we  shall  march  forth  these 

Uds, 
Mother  and  all.    Here,  follow  me,  my  folk  — 
And  gladly  so  remove  what  stops  our  toils ! 
Amph.  Thou  —  go  then  1    Blaroh  where  needs 
must  1    What  remains  ~~ 
Perhaps  concerns  another.    Doing  ill. 
Expect  some  ill  be  done  thee  1 

Ha,  old  friends  I 
On  he  strides  beantif  ally  1  in  the  toils 
O'  the  net,  where  swords  qwing  forth,  will  he 

be  fast  — 
Minded  to  kill  his  neighbors  ~~  the  arch-knave  I 
I  go,  too  —  I  must  see  the  f  allini|  corpse  I 
For  he  has  sweets  to  give  ~  a  dying  man. 
Tour  foe,  that  pays  the  price  of  deeds  he  did. 
Cho.  Troubles  are  over  I    He  the  great  king 


Turns  the  point,  tends  for  Haides,  goal  of  life  I 
O  justice,  and  the  gods'  back-flowing  fate  I 
Amph.  Thou   art  come,  late  indeed,  where 
death  pays  crime  — 
Theee  insults  heaped  on  better  than  thyself  I 
Cho.  Joy  gives  this  ontbuist  to  my  tears  t 
Again 
Come  round  those  deeds,  his  doing,  which  of 

old 
He  never  dreamed  himself  was  to  endure  — 
King  of  the  country  \    But  enough,  old  man  I 
Indoors,  now,  let  us  see  how  matters  stand  — 
U  somebody  be  faring  as  I  wish  t 
Luk.  Ah  me  —  me  1 

Cho,  This  strikes  the   keynote  —  music    to 
my  mind. 
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Meny  i'  the  hoQBehold !    Death  takes  up  the 

tune  ! 

Liik,  O  all  the  land  of  Kadmoel   slain  by 

IToilel 
Cho,  Ay,  for  who  slew  first  ?  Paying  baok  thy 
due, 
Resign    thee!    make,    for  deeds   done,   mere 

amends ! 
Who  was  it  graced  the  gods  throngh  lawU 


Mortal  himself,  threw  up  his  fools'-eonoeit 
Against  the  blessed  heavenljr  ones  —  ss  though 
Gods  had  no  power  ?  Old  friends,  the  impious 

man 
Exists  not  any  more  I    The  house  is  mute. 
Turn  we  to  song  and  dance !    For,  those  I  love. 
Those  I  wish  well  to,  well  fare  Uiey,  to  wish  ! 

FHuioes,  danoes  and  bsn^ueting 

To  Thebes,  the  saered  city  through. 

Are  a  oare !  for,  cha^;e  and  change 

<>f  tears  to  lauehter,  old  to  new, 

^>ur  lays,  glad  birth,  they  bring,  they  bring  I 

He  IB  gone  and  past,  the  migh^  king  I 

And  the  old  one  reigns,  retumea  —  Oh,  strange  t 

From  the  Acherontian  harbor  too  ! 

Adrent    of    hc^w,  beyond    thought's    widest 

range  I 
To  the  gods,  the  gods,  are  erimes  a  care. 
And  they  watch  our  virtue,  well  aware 
That  ffofd  and  that  prosperity  drive  man 
<  >ut  of  his  mind  —  those  chanoteers  who  hale 
Might-without>right  behind  them:    face  who 

can 
Fortane*B  reverse  which  time  prepares,    nor 

quail? 
—  He  who  evades  law  and  in  lawlessness 
Delights  him,  —  he    has   broken    down    his 

trust  — 
The  chariot,  riches  haled  -^now  blaekemng  in 

the  dust ! 

Ismenos,  go  thou  garlanded  ! 
Break  into  dance,  ye  wasrs,  the  polisbed  bed 
O*  the  seven-gated  city  !    Dirke,  thou 
Fair-flowing,  with  the  Asopiad  sisters  all. 
Leave  your  sire*s  stream,  attend  the  festival 
Of  Herakles,  one  choir  of  nymphs,  sing  triumph 

now! 
O  woody  rock  of  Pnthios  and  each  home 
O' the  Helikonian  Muses,  ye  shall  oome 
With  joyous  shouting  to  my  walls,  my  town 
Where  saw  the  light  that  Spartan  race,  those 

"Sown," 
Brazen-shield-bearing  chiefs,  whereof  the  band 
With  children's  ehildren  renovates  our  land. 
To  Thebes  a  sacred  light ! 
O  corobinatioB  of  the  marriage  rite  — 
Bed  of  the  mortal-bom  and  Zeus,  who  couched 
Beside  the  nymph  of  Perseus'  progeny ! 
For  credible,  past  hope,  becomes  to  me 
That  nuptial  story  loiig  ago  avouched, 
OZeus!  and  time  has  turned  the  dark  to  bright. 
And  made  one  blaze  of  truth  the  HerakleMan 

might  — 
His,  who  emevged  from  earth's  pavilion,  left 


PlouUm's  abode,  the  nether  pako»«left. 
Thou  wast  the  lord  that  nature  gava  me  —  not 
That  baseness  bom  and  bred  —  my  king,  by  lot ! 
—  Baseness  made  plain  to  all,  who  now  ngnrd 
The  match  of  swora  with  sword  in  fight,  — 
If  to  the  gods  the  Just  and  Right 
Still  pleasing  be,  still  daim  the  palm's  sward. 

Hwror  I 

Are  we  come  to  the  selfsame  passion  of  fear. 

Old  friends  ?  —  such  a  phantasm  fronts  me  hece 

Visible  over  Uie  palace-roof ! 

In  flight,  in  flight,  the  laggard  limb 

Bestir !  and  hfl»te  aloof 

From  that  on  the  roof  there  —  grsnd  and  grim ! 

0  Paian,  king ! 

Be  thou  my  safeguard  from  the  woeful  thing  ! 
Iris,   Courage,  old  men!  beholding  here  — 
Night'sbirth  — 
Madness,  and  me  the  handmaid  of  the  soda. 
Iris :  since  to  }ronr  town  we  oome,  no  pugae  — 
Wage  war  against  the  house  of  but  one  nan 
From  Zeus  and  from  Alkmen4  sprung,  they  say. 
Now,  tiU  he  made  an  end  of  bitter  toils. 
Fate  kept  him  safe,  nor  did  Ids  father  Zens 
Let  us^  once  hurt  him,  Her^  nor  myself. 
But,  since  he  has  toiled  throngh  Knmsthens' 

task, 
Her4  desires  to  fix  fresh  blood  on  him — 
Slaying  his  children  :  I  desire  it  too. 

Up  then,  colleetang  the  unsoftened  heart, 
Unwedded  viigin  of  black  Night  I    Drive,  drag 
Frenzy  upon  the  man  here  ^  whirls  of  brm 
Big  with  ohild-mnrder,  while  his  feet  leap  gay ! 
Let  go  the  bloody  cable  its  whole  length  I 
So  that,  —  when  o'er  the  Aoheronsian  fotd 
He  has  sent  floating,  by  self-homieide. 
His  beautiful  boy-garland,  —  he  may  know 
First,  Herd's  ai^er,  what  it  is  to  him. 
And  then  learn  mine.   The  gods  are  vila  indeed 
And  mortal  matters  vast,  if  ne  'scape  free  I 
MadneM,  Certes,   from  well-bora  lire    and 

mother  too 
Had  I  my  birth,  whose  blood  m  Night's  and 

Heaven's ; 
But  here 's  my  glory,  —  not  to  gmdge  the  good ! 
Nor  love  I  raids  against  the  friends  of  man. 

1  wish,  then,  to  persuade,  —  before  I  see 

Ton  stumbling,    yon  and    Hertfl    tmst   my 

words  ! 
This  man,  the  house  of  whom  ye  honnd  me  to. 
Is  not  unf  amed  on  earth  nor  gods  among ; 
•Since,  having  quelled  waste  land  and  savnge 


He  alone  raised  Sfpin  the  falling  rights 
Of  ^ods  —  gone  rumoos  through  imfnons 
Desire  no  mighty  mischief,  I  advise  1 
Iris,  Give  thou  no  thoo^t  to  Herd's  ianhy 

schemes ! 
M€td,  Changing  her  step    from    faulty  to 

fault-free ! 
Irit,  Not  to  be  wise,  did  Zens'  wife  send  thee 

herel 
Mad»  Sun,  thee  I  cite  to  witness  —doing 
what  I  loathe  to  do  I 
Bnt  sinoe  indeed  to  Her4  and  thyself  I  must 
subserve. 


HERAKLES 


669 


And  follow  yon  qniok,  with  a  whis,  as  the 

honiidfl  a-hnnt  with  the  hantamea, 
—  Go  I  will !  and  neither  the  aea,  as  it  groane 

with  ita  waree  eo  f  ariously. 
Nor  earth^oake,  no,  nor  the  bolt  of  thunder 

gaepinff  out  heaTen's  labor'throe, 
Shall  cover  the  giroond  as  I,  at  a  bound,  nuh 

into  the  boiom  of  Herakles  I 
And  home  I  aeatter,  and  house  I  batter. 
HaTiufT  fixw^  ^  ^  made  the  ohildren  fall,  — 
And  he  who  felled  them  is  never  to  know 
He  gave  birth  to  each  child  that  received  the 

blow. 
Till  the  MadneM,  I  am,  have  let  him  go  I 

Ha,  behold,  already  he  rocke  hie  head  —  he  is 

off  from  the  starting-place ! 
Not  a  wofd,  as  he  rolls  his  nightf ul  orbs,  from 

their  sockets   wrenched  in  the  ghastly 


And  the  breathings  of  him  he  tempers  and 
tiroes  no  more  than  a  boll  in  act  to  toes, 

And  hideously  he  bellows  invoking  the  Keres, 
datuj^ters  of  Tartaros. 

Ay,  and  I  soon  will  dance  thee  madder,  and 
pipe  thee  ouite  out  <if  thy  mind  with  fear ! 

So,  up  with  the  nmous  foot,  thou  Iris,  march  to 
Olnmpos,  leave  me  here  I 

Me  and  mine,  who  now  oombine,  in  the  dread- 
ful shape  no  mortal  sees. 

And  now  are  about  to  pass,  from  without,  inside 
of  the  home  of  Herakles ! 
Cko.  Otototoi,  —man  I    Awav  is  mown 

Thv  flower,  Zeus*  offspring.  City  I 

Vnhappy  Hellas,  who  dost  cast  (the  pity !) 

Who  worked  thee  all  the  good. 

Away  from  thee,  --  destroyest  in  a  mood 

Of  nwdnsss  him,  to  death  whom  pijrings  dance! 

There  goes  she,  in  her  ohariot  —  groans,  her 
brood'—' 

And  gives  her  team  the  goad,  as  though  adrift 

For  doom,  Night*8  Oorgun,  Madneas,  uie  whoee 
glance 

Tnms  man  to  marble !  with  what  hianigs  lift 

Their  hundred  heads  the  makes,  her  head's  in- 
heritance! 

Quick  has  the  god  ehaaged  fortune:  dirough 
their  sire 

Quick  will  the  children,  that  he  saved,  ex- 
pire I 

O  miserable  me !    O  Zeus  !  thy  ehild  — 

Childleas    himself  —  soon    vengeance,  hunger- 
wild. 

Craving  for  punishment,  will  lay  how  low  — 

Ixiaded  with  many  a  woe ! 

O  palaee  roofs  1  your  eonrts  about, 

A  measure  begins  all  unrejoiced 

B  V  the  ^mpaaies  and  the  thyrsos  hoist 

Of  the  Bromian  revel-rout ! 

O  ye  domes!  and  the  measure  proceeds 

For  blood,  not  such  as  the  cluster  Meeds 

Of  the  Diottusian  pouring^ut  I 

Break  forth,  fly.  children !  fatal  thk  -• 
Fatal  the  lay  that  is  mped,  I  wis  ! 
Ay,  for  he  hnnts  a  children-chase  — 
Never  shall  Madness  lead  her  revel 


And  leare  no  tnee  in  the  dwelling-plaoe  1 

Ai  ai,  because  of  the  evil ! 

Ai  ai,  the  old  man  —  how  I  groan 

For  the  father,  and  not  the  father  alone ! 

She  who  was  nurse  of  his  diildreu,  —  small 

Her  gain  that  they  ever  were  bom  at  all  I 

SeefSee! 

A  whiriwind  shakes  hither  and  thither 
The  house  —  the  roof  falls  in  tomther  I 
Ha,  ha !  what  dost  thou,  son  of  iSeus  ? 
A  trouble  of  Tartaros  broke  loose. 
Such  as  once  Pallas  on  the  Titan  thundered. 
Thou  sendest  on  thy  domes,  roof-shattered  and 
wall-sundered  I 
Mes$enger,  O  bodies  white  with  age  I  — 
Cho.  What  cry,  to  me  — 

What,  dost  thou  call  with  ? 
Mes.  There 's  a  curse  indoors ! 

Cho,  I  shall  not  bring  a  prophet :  yon  snflice ! 
MeM,  Dead  are  the  omldren ! 
Cho.  Ai  ai  ! 

Met,  Groan  !  for,  groans 

Suit  well  the  subject !     Dire   the  children*a 

death. 
Dire  too  the  parent's  hands  that  dealt  the  fate. 
No  one  could  tell  worae  woe  than  we  have 
borne! 
Cho.  How   dost    thoo   that  same  euxse  — 
curse,  cause  for  noan 
The  father's  on  the  chudren,  make  appear? 
i  Tell  in  what  matter  they  were  hurled  from 
I  heaven 

Against  the  house  —  these  evils  :  and  recount 
•  The  children's  hapleaa  fate,  O  Messenger  I 
Mf9,  The  victims  were  before  the  hearth  of 
Zeus 
A  household-eznation:  since  the  king 
O'  the  oountfy.  Herakles  had  killed  and  east 
From  out  the  dwellinij^ ;  mad  a  beauteous  choir 
Of  boys  stood  by  his  sire,  too,  and  his  wife. 
And  now  the  basket  had  been  carried  round 
Hie  altar  in  a  circle,  and  we  used 
The  consecrated  speech.    Alkmen^'s  son  — 
I  Jnst  as  he  was  about,  in  his  right  hand. 
To  bear  the  torch,  that  he  miglit  dip  into 
The  cleansing-water  —  came  to  a  stand-still ; 
And,  as  their  father  yet  delayed,  his  boys 
Had  their  eyes  on  hSm.    But  he  was  himself 

■  No  longer :  lost  in  rollings  of  the  eyes ; 
Out-thrusting  eyes  —  their   very   roots  —  like 

blood! 
Froth    he   dropped   down   his  bushy-bearded 

cheek. 
And  said  —together  with  a  madman's  laugh  — 
'"  Father  I  why  sacrifice,  before  I  slay 
,  Eumsthens  ?  why  have  twioe  the  lustral  Are, 

■  And  double  nains,  when  't  is  permitted  me 

I  To  end,  with  one  good  hand-sweep,  matters 
I  here? 

Then,  — when    I    hither  bring    Eumstheus' 

bead,- 
Then  for  these  just  slain,  wash  hands  once  for 

all! 
Now,  —  cast  drink-offerings  forth,  throw  bas- 
kets down ! 
Who  gives  me  bow  and  arrows,  who  my  club  ? 
I  go  to  that  Mukenai !    One  must  match 
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Crowbars  and  mattocks,  so  that  —  those  sunk 

stones 
The  Kuklope  squared  with  picks  and  plarob-line 

red  — 
I,  with  m]r  bent  steel,  mayo^ertumble  town ! " 
Which  said,  he   goes   and  —  with   no  oar  to 

have  — 
Ailirnis  he  has  one  !  mounts  the  chariot-board, 
And  strikes,  as  having  really  goad  in  hand  ! 
And  two  ways  laughed  the  servants  —  laugh 

with  awe ; 
And  one  said,  as  each  met  tlie  other's  stare, 
*^  Playing  us  boys*  tricks  ?  or  is  master  mad  ?  ** 
But  up  he  climbs,  and  down  along  the  roof. 
And,  dropping  into  the  men's  place,  maintains 
He  *s  come  to  Nisos  city,  when  he  's  come 
Only  inside  his  own  house  !  then  reclines 
On  floor,  for  couch,  and,  as  arrived  indeed, 
Makes    himself   supper;  goes    through  some 

brief  stay. 
Then  sajrs  he  *s  traversing  the  forest-flats 
Of  Isthmos ;  thereupon  lays  body  bare 
Of  bucklings,  and  begins  a  contest  with 

—  No  one  I  and  is  proclaimed  the  conqueror  — 
He  by  himself —  having  called  out  to  hear 

—  Nobody  1    Then,  if  yon  will  take  his  word. 
Blaring  against  Eurusuiens  horribly. 

He 's  at  Mukenai.    But  his  father  laid 

Hold  of  the  strong  hand  and  addressed  him 

thus: 
*'  O  son,  what  ails  thee  ?    Of  what  sort  is  this 
Extravagance  ?    Has  not  some  murder-craze, 
Bred  of  those  corpses  thou  didst  just  dispatch, 
Danced  thee  drunk  ? ''     But  he,  —  taking  him 

to  crouch, 
Eurustheus*  sire,  that  apprehensive  touched 
His  hand,  a  suppliant,  —  pushes  him  aside. 
Gets  ready  quiver,  and  bends  low  against 
His  children  —  thinking  them  Eurustheus'  boys 
He  means  to  slay.    They,  horrified  with  fear. 
Rushed  here  and  there,  —  this  child,  into  the 

robes 
O*  the  wretched  mother,  —  this,  beneath  the 

shade 
O*  the  column,  —  and  this  other,  like  a  bird. 
Cowered  at  the  altar-foot.    The  mother  shrieks, 
^'Parent- what    dost  thou?— kill  thy  chil- 
dren?"   So 
Shriek  the  old  sire  and  crowd  of  servitors. 
But  he.  outwinding  him,  as  round  about 
The  oolumn  ran  the  boy,  —  a  horrid  whirl 
O'  the  lathe  his   foot  described  !  —  stands  op- 
posite. 
Strikes  through  the  liver  I  and  supine  the  boy 
Bedews  the  stone  shafts,  breathing  out  his  life. 
But  '*  Victory  *'  he  shouted  I  boast'Cd  thus  : 
^*  Well,    this   one    nestlii^   of    Eurustheus  — 

dead  — 
FaUa  by  me,  pays  back  the  paternal  hate  I  " 
Then  bends  bow  on  another  who  was  crouched 
At  base  of  altar  —  overlooked,  he  thought  — 
And  now  prevents  him,  falls  at  father's  knee, 
Throwing  up  hand  to  beard  and  cheek  above. 
'*  O  dearest  I  "  cries  he,  '*  father,  kill  me  not  I 
Tours,  I  am  —  your  bov  :  not  Eunuithens'  boy 
Yon  kill  now  ! "     Bat  iie,  rolling  the  wild  eye 
Of  Gorgon,    -  as  the  boy  Ktood  all  too  close 
For  deadly  bowshot.  —  luiinicry  of  smith 


Who  batters  red-hot  iron,  —hand  o*er  head 
Heaving  his  club,  on  the  boy's  yellow  hair 
Hurls  it  and  breaks  the  bone.     Tliis  second 

caught, — 
He  goes,  would  slay  the  third,  one  saciifioe 
He  and  the  couple  :  but,  beforehand  here. 
The  miserable  mother  catches  up. 
Carries  him  inside  house  and  bars  the  gate. 
Then  he,  as  he  were  at  those  Kuklops'  work. 
Digs  at,  heaves  doors  up,  wrenches  doofrpoats 

out, 
Lajrs    wife  and  child  low  with   the  aelfsame 

shaft. 
And  this  done,  at   the  old  man's  death  h» 

drives  ; 
But  there  came,  as  it  seemed  to  ns  who  saw, 
A  statue  —  Pallas  with  the  crested  head. 
Swinging  her  spear  —  and  threw  a  stone  which 

smote 
Herakles'  breast  and  stayed  hit  slaug:hter-rage. 
And   sent   him   safe   to  aleep.     He  ialla  to 

ground  — 
Striking  against  the  oolumn  with  his  back  — 
Column  which,  with  the  falling  of  the  roof. 
Broken  in  two,  lay  by  the  altar-base. 
And  we,  foot-free  now  from  our  several  flights. 
Along  with  the  old  man,  we  fastened  bonds 
Of  rope-noose  to  the  oolumn,  so  that  ha. 
Ceasing  from  sleep,  might  not  go  adding*  deeds 
To  deeds  done.    And  he  sleeps  a  aleep,  poor 

wretch. 
No  gift  of  any  god  t  since  he  has  slain 
Children  and  vofe.    For  me.  I  do  not  know 
What  mortal  has  more  muery  to  bear. 

Cho.  A  murder  there  was  which  Argolia 
Holds  in  remembrance,  Hellas  througli. 
As,  at  that  time,  beet  and  famouaest : 
Of  those,  the  daughtem  of  Danaos  slew. 
A  murder  indeed  was  that  I  but  tliis 
Outstrips  it,  straight  to  the  goal  has  pressed, 
I  am  able  to  speak  of  a  mnrder  done 
To  the  hapless  Zeus-bom  offspring,  too  — 
Prokn^'s  son,  who  had  but  one  — 
Or  a  sacrifice  to  the  Muses,  say 
Rather,  who  It  us  siw  alway. 
Her  single  child  I     But  thou,  the  sire 
Of  children  three  —  O  tkon  consuming  flre  !  — 
In  one  outrageous  fate  hast  made  tliem  all 

expire  I 
And  this  outrageous  fate  — 
What  groan,  or  wail,  or  deadmen^sdiige. 
Or  ohoric  dance  of  Haides  shall  I  nige 
The  Muse  to  celebrate  ? 

Woe  I  woe !  behold  I 

The  portalled  palace  lies  unroUed, 

This  way  and  that  wa^,  each  proaigioos  fold  I 

Alas  for  me  I  these  children,  see. 

Stretched,  hapless  group,  before  their  fatlier  — 

he 
The  all-unhappy,  who  lies  sleeping  out 
The  murder  ot  his  sons,  a  dreadfu  sleep  1 
And  bonds,  see,  all  about,  — 
Rope-tangle,  ties  and  tether,  —  these 
Tightenings  around  the  body  of  Hemklea 
To  the  stone  columns  of  the  hoose  made  bat  t 

But  —  like  a  bird  that  grieves 
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For  callow  nestlingB  some  tiide  luuid  bereaTM  — 

See,  here,  a  bitter  joomey  oTerput, 

The  old  man  —  all  too  late  — n  here  at  last  I 

Amph.  ^>ilently,  silently,  ^g^ed  KadmeiansI 
Will  ye  not  suffer  ray  son,  diffused 
Yonder,  to  slide  from  his  sorruws  in  sleep  ? 

Cho,  And  thee,  old  man,  do  I,  groauincr.  weep. 
And  the  ohildren  too,  and  the  head  there  — 

used 
Of  old  to  the  wreftths  and  naians  t 

Amph,  Farther  away !    Nor  beat  the  breast, 
Nor  wail  aloud,  nor  rouse  from  rest 
The  slumberer —  asleep,  so  best ! 

Cho.  Ah  me  —  what  a  slaughter  I 

Amph,  Refrain  —  refrain  t 

Ye  will  proTe  my  perdition  I 

Cho.  Unlike  water, 

Bloodshed  rises  from  earth  again  ! 

Amph.^  Do  I  bid  you  bate  your  breath,  in 
vain  — 
Ye  elders  ?    Lament  in  a  softer  strain ! 
Lest  he  rouse  himself,  bunt  every  chain, 
And  bury  the  city  in  ravage  ~  bray 
Father  and  house  to  dust  away ! 

Cho,  I  cannot  forbear  —  I  cannot  forbear  I 

Amph,  Hush!    I  will  learn  his  breathings: 
there  I 
I  will  lay  my  eavs  dose. 

Cho,  What,  he  sleeps  ? 

Amph,  Ay, — sleeps  I   A   horror  of  slumber 
keeps 
The  man  who  has  piled 
On  wife  and  child 

I>eath  and  death,  as  he  shot  them  down 
With  clang  o*  the  bow. 

Cho.  WaU- 

Amph,  Even  so  I 

Cho.  —  The  fate  of  the  children  — 

Amph,  Triple  woe  I 

Cho.  —  Old  man,  the  fate  of  thy  son  1 

Amph.  Hush,  hush  1    Have  done  I 
He  is  tumini?  about  I 
He  is  breaking  out  I 
Away  I  I  steal 
And  my  body  conceal. 
Before  he  arouse. 
In  the  depths  of  the  honse  I 

Cho.  Courage  I  The  Night 
Maintains  her  rifcht 
On  the  lids  of  thy  son  there,  sealed^  from  nght  I 

Amph.  See,  see  I    To  leave  the  light 
And,  wretch  that  I  am,  bear  one  last  ill, 
I  do  not  avoid  ;  but  if  he  kill 
Me,  his  own  father,  and  devise 
Beyond  the  present  miseries 
A  miserv  more  ghastly  still  — 
And  to  haunt  him,  over  and  above 
llioM  here  who,  as  they  used  to  love. 
Now  hate  him,  what  if  he  have  with  these 
My  murder,  the  worst  of  Erinues  ? 

Cho.  Then  was  the  time  to  die,  for  thee, 
When  ready  to  wreak  in  the  full  degree 
Vengeance  on  those 
Thy  oonsort*s  foes 

Who  murdered  her  brothers  I  glad,  life's  close, 
With  the  Taphioi  down. 
And  sacked  their  town 
Clustered  about  with  a  wash  of  sea  I 


Amph.  To  flight  — to  flight  ! 
Away  from  the  nonse,  troop  off,  old  men  I 
Save  yourselves  out  of  tho  maniac's  sight  I 
He  is  rousing  himself  ri^ht  up :  and  then, 
Murder  on  murder  heaping  anew, 
He  will  revel  in  blood  your  city  Uirongh  I 
Cho,  O  Zeus,  why  hast,  wiUi  such  unmeaa- 
ured  hate. 
Hated  thy  son,  whelmed  in  this  sea  of  woes? 

Her.  Ha,  - 
In  breath  indeed  I  am  —  see  things  I  ought  — 
iEther,  and    earth,  and  these    the   sunbeam- 

snaf ts  I 
But  then  —  some  billow  and  strange  whirl  of 

sense 
I   have    fallen    into  I    and   breathings   hot   I 

breathe  — 
Smoked  upwards,  not  the  steady  work  htsm 

lungs. 
See  now  I    Why,  bound  —  at  moorings  like  a 

ship,  — 
About  my  young  breast  and  yonn^  arm.  to  this 
Stone  piece  of  carved  work  broke  m  half,  do  I 
Sit,  have  my  rest  in  corpses'  neighborhooci  ? 
Strewn  on  the  ground  are  wingM  darts,  and  bow 
Which  leaved  my  brother-shieldman,  held  in 

hand,  — 
Guarded  my  side,  and  eot  my  ^ardiaoship  t 
I  cannot  have  gone  bacK  to  Haides  —  twice 
Begun  Eurustheus'  race  I  ended  thence  ? 
But  I  nor  see  the  Sisupheian  stone. 
Nor  Plouton,  nor  Demeter^s  sceptied  maid  I 
I  am  struck  witless  sure  !    Where  oiin  I  be  ? 
Ho  there  t  what  friend  of  mine  is  near  or  far  — 
Some  one  to  cure  me  of  bewilderment  ? 
For  naught  familiar  do  I  recognixe. 
Amph.  Old  friends,  shall  I  go  close  to  these 

mv  woes? 
Cho.  Ay,  and  let  me  too,  —  nor  desert  your 

UU1I 
Her.  Father,  why  weepest  thou,  and  bnriest 
up 
Thine  eyes,  aloof  so  from  thy  much-loved  son  t 
AmjA.  O  child!  — for,  faring    badly,  mine 

thou  art  t 
Her,  Do  I  fare  somehow  ill,  that  tears  should 

flow? 
Amph.  HI,  —  would  cause  any  god  who  bore 

togroani 
Her,  That 's  boasting,  truly  I  still,  yon  state 

no  hap. 
Amph,  For,  thyself  seest  —  if  in   thy   wits 

ainin. 
Her,  Heyday  1  How  riddlingly  that  hint  re- 
turns! 
A  mph.  Well,  I  am  trying — art  thou  sane  and 

sound ! 
Her   Say  if  thou  lay'st  aught  strmngv  to  my 

life's  charge  I 
Amph.  If  thou  no  more  art  Httdes-drank,  — 

I  tell! 
Her,  I  bring  to  mind  no  drunkenneM  of  soul. 
Amph,  Shall  I  unbind  my  son,  old  men,  or 

what? 
Her.  And  who  was  binder,  tell  I  —  not  thai, 

my  deed! 
Amph,  Mind  that  much  of  misfortoao  — 
the  vest! 
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Her,  Enougrh !  from  sileiioe,  I  nor  learn  nor 
wish. 

Amph,  O   Zoos,  dost  witnaM  here  throned 
Heir's  work  ? 

Her.  But  have  I  had  to  bear  aoght  hostile 
thenoe? 

Ampk,  Let  be  the  goddess  —  bury  thine  own 
^It! 

Her,  Undone !    What  is  the  sorrow  thou  wilt 
say? 

Ampk,  Look  !    See  the  mins  of  thy  children 
nerel 

Her.  Ah  me  !    What  sight  do  wretched  I  be- 
hold? 

Ampk,  Unfair  fight,  son,  this  fight  thou  fas- 
tenedst 
On  thine  own  children  ! 

Her,  ^liatfi(?ht?    Who  slew  these  ? 

Amph,  Thon  and  thy  bow,  and  who  of  gods 
was  cause. 

Her.  Howsav*st?    What  did  I?    Ill-announ- 
cing sire! 

Amjih,  —  Go  mad !    Thou  askest  a  sad  clear- 
ing un  I 

Her,  Ana  am  I  also  murderer  of  my  wife  ? 

Amph,  All  the  work  here  was  just  one  hand's 
work  —  thine ! 

Her,  Ai  ai  —  for  groans  encompass  me  —  a 
cloud! 

Amph,  For  these  deeds*  sake  do  I  begroan 


thy  fate! 


Her,  Did  I  break  up  my  house  or  dance  it 

down? 
Amph.  1  know  just  one  thing  —  all's  a  woe 

with  thee! 
Her,  But  where  did  the  craze  catch  me, 

where  destroy  ? 
Amph,  When  thou  didst  cleanse  hands  at  the 

altar-flame. 
Her,  Ah  me  I  why  is  it  then  I  save  my  Ufe- 
Prored  murderer  of  my  dearest  ones,  my  boys  ? 
Shall  not  I  rush  to  the  rock-levers  lew. 
Or,  darting  sword  tlirough  breast  and  all,  be- 
come 
My  ohildren*s  blood-avenger  ?  or,  this  flesh 
Burning  away  with  fire,  so  thrust  away 
The    infamy,    which    waits    me    there,    from 

life? 
Ah,  but,  —  a  hindrance  to  my  purposed  death, 
ThcMus  arrives,  my  friend  and  kinsman,  here ! 
Eyes  will  be  on  me  !  my  child-murdei^plafrue 
In  evidence  before  friends  loved  so  much  f 

0  me.  what  shall  I  do  ?    Where,  taking  wing 
Or  gliding  underground,  shall  I  seek  out 

A  BolitarinesR  from  misery'  ? 

1  will  pull  night  upon  my  muffled  head ! 

Let  this  wretch   here  content   him  with  his 
cnrse 

Of  blood :  I  would  pollute  no  innocents ! 

ThettUM,  I  come,  —  vrith  others  who  await  be- 
side 

Asopcs'  stream,  the  armed  Athenian  vouth,  — 

Bring  thy  son,  old  man,  spear's  fignt-fellow- 
ship! 

For  a  bruit  reached  the  Ereehtheidai*s  town 

That,  having  seized  the  sceptre  of  this  realm, 

Lnkos  prepares  you  battle-violenoe. 

So,  paymg  good  back,  —  Herakles  began. 


Saving  me  down  there,  —  I  have  ocoie,  old  man. 
If  aught,  of  my  hand  or  my  friends*,  yon  want. 
What's  here?    Why  all  these  oorFaaB  on  the 

ground? 
Am  I  perhaps  behindhand  — oome  too  late 
For  newer   iU?    Who  killed  theae  ohiUiea 

now? 
Whose  wife  was  she,  this  woman  I  behold  ? 
Boys,  at  least,  take  no  stand  in  reach  <rf  spear ! 
Some  other  woe  than  war,  I  ehaaoe  upon ! 
Am]^,  O  thon,  who  swaj'st  the  olive-bear> 

ing  height  I  — 
Thes.  Whv  hail'st  thon  me  with  woeful  pre- 
lude thus  ? 
Amph.  Dire  sufferings  have  we  soffered  from 

thegods. 
Thes.  These  boys,  —  who  are  they,  thon  art 

weening  o'er? 
AmjA.  lie  gave  them  birth,  indeed,  my  hap- 
less son  I 
Begot,  but  killed  them— dared  their  bloody 
death. 
Thes.  Speak  no  such  horror! 
A  mph.  Would  I  might  obey  I 

Thee,  O  teller  of  dread  tidings ! 
Amph.  Lost  are  we  — 

Lost  —  flown  away  from  life  I 

Thes,  What  sayeat  thou? 

What  did  he? 

ilmpA.        ^    JBrring  through  a  frenzy-fit. 
He  did  all,  with  the  arrows  dipt  in  dye 
Of  hundred-headed  Hudxa. 

Thes,  Heir's  strife  ! 

But  who  is  this  among  the  dead,  old  man  ? 
Amph.  Biine,  mine,  this  pnigeny  — tlie  labor- 
plagued. 
Who  went  with  gods  once  to  Phlegrnia'a  plain. 
And  in  the  giant-slayingwar  bore  shield ! 
Thes,  Woe  —  woe  I  What  man  was  bom  mis* 

chanceful  thus ! 
Amph,  Thou  couldst  not  know  anothermortsl 
man 
Toil-we.r7.  mo.«  oatworn  br  wuderias.. 
Jhes.  And  why  i'  the  peploi  hides  be  his  sad 

head? 
Amj^.  Not  daring  meet  thine  eye,  thy  friend- 
liness 
And    kinship,  —  nor    that     diildren*s  -  blood 
about! 
JTies.  But  /  come  to  who  shared  my  woe  with 
me ! 
Uncover  him  I 

A  mph.  O  child,  put  from  thine  ejea 

The  peplos,  throw  it  off,  show  face  to  snn  I 
Woe's  weight  well  matched  contends  with  it 

in  thee. 

I  supplicate  thee,  falling  at  thy  cheek 
Ana  Iknee  and  hand,  and  sheddingr  this  old 
tear! 

0  son,  remit  the  savage  lion's  mood. 
Since  to  a  bloody,  an  unholv  race 
Art  thou  led  forth,  if  thon  be  resolute 
Togo  on  adding  ill  to  ill,  mv  child  I 

Thes.  Let  me  speak !    Inee,  who  sittv^sa  — 
seated  woe  — 

1  call  upon  to  show  thy  friends  thine  eye  ! 
For  there  's  no  darkness  has  a  doud  eo  Mack 
May  hide  thy  miaenr  thus  absolute. 
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Why*  waving  hand,  dual  aigiinM— mvrdar's 

done? 
I.<e8t  a  poUnt&oii  atrike  me,  from  diy  ■peeoh  ? 
Nangfatoarelto  —  with  tbae,  at  least — fare  ill: 
Fori  had  joy  once  I    TAm,  —  sool  riMS  to, — 
When  thoa  didst  save  me  from  the  dead  to 

light  I 
Friendr  gratitiide  that  tastes  old  age,  I  loathe, 
And  him  who  Hkea  to  ahare  when  things  look 

fine. 
But,  aail  along  with  friends  in  troaUe  —  no  1 
Arise,  nnooTer  thine  nuiiappy  head ! 
Look  on  ns  I    Every  man  01  the  right  raoe 
Bears   what,  at  least,  the   gods  inflict,  nor 

shrinks. 
Her.  Theseos,  hast  seen  this  match  — my 

hoys  with  me? 
Thes.  I  heard  of,  now  I  see  the  ills  thoa 


Her /why  then  hast  thon  displayed  my  head 

to  son? 
Thes,  Why?  mortals  bring  no  plagne  on  anght 

divine! 
Her.  Fly,   O    nnhappy,    this    my   impious 

T^r  No  njagae  of  Tengeaaoe  flits  to  frienda 

fipom  nienda« 
Her.  I  praiae  theel    But  I  helped  thee,-- 

that  ia  truth. 
The*.  And  I,   advantaged   then,    now   pity 

thee. 
Her.  —The  pitiable, —  my  children's  mur- 
derer I 
The$.  1  mourn  for  thy  aake,  in  thia  altered 

lot. 
Her.  Hast  thou  found  others  in  atill  greater 

woe? 
Tke$.  Thou,  from  earth,  tooeheat  heaven,  one 

huge  diatreaa  1 
Her.  Aoeordingly,  I  am  prepared  to  die. 
The*.  Think'st  tkou  thy  threats  at  all  import 

the  gods? 
Her,  Qods  please  themaelvea :  to  goda  I  give 

their  like, 
7%ef .  Shut  thy  mouth,  leat  big  woida  bring 

bigger  woe ! 
Her.  iam  full  fraught  with  ilia  —  no  stowing 

morel 
The*.  Thou  wiH  do  — what,  then?  Whither 

moody  borne? 
Her.  ^ying,  I  go  below  earth  whenoe  I  came. 
The*,  llion  hast  used  words  of  —  what  man 

tnms  up  first  1 
Her.  While    thou,   being    outside    sorrow, 

sehoolest  me. 
The*.    The  much-enduring  Herakles   talka 

thua?  — 
Her.  Not  the  ao  mneh-enduring:  measure's 


I 


Her. 


Bjghly  friend? 
Tney  nowise  profit  me :  but  Hertf  rules. 


The*.  —  Mmnstay    to    mortals,   and    their 
-    jnd^ 

ey  nowise  profit -    _      _  _ 

tket.^BmUm  fbthids  thou  shonkist  inepUy 

die. 
Her.  Bui  hear,  then,  how  I  strive  by  argu- 
ments 

thy  twarhiuft !    I  will  ope  thee  out 

Jj  life  —  past,  present  -  -  aa  unlivable. 


First,  I  waa  bom  of  thia  man,  who  had  1 
Hia  mother'a  aged  aire,  and,  aullied  ao^ 
Married  Alkmen4,  ahe  who  gave  me  birth. 
Now,  when  the  baaia  of  a  family 
Is  not  laid  right,  what  foUowa  needa  mnat  fall ; 
And  Zena,  whoever  Zona  ia,  formed  me  foe 
To  Uer4  (take  not  thon  offence,  old  man  I 
Since  father,  in  Zena'  atead,  account  1  thee) 
And,  while  I  waa  at  aook  yet,  frightful  snakes 
She  introduced  among  my  swaddhng-elothea,  — 
That  bedfellow  of  Zeua  f — to  end  me  eo. 
Bnt  when  I  nined  the  youthful  garb  €d  flesh, 
The  labors  rendured  — what  need  to  tell? 
What  lions  ever,  or  three-bodied  brutes, 
Tuphons  or  giants,  or  the  f our>legg'd  swarms 
Of  KentanrHbattle,  did  not  I  end  out  ? 
And  that  hound,  headed  all  about  with  heads 
Which  cropped  up  twice,  the  Hudra,  having 


I  both  went  through  a  myriad  other  toils 
In  full  drove,  and  arrived  among  the  dead 
To  convoT,  aa  Eumstheoa  bade,  to  light 
Haides'  three-headed  dog  and  doorkeeper. 
But  then  I,  —  wretch,  —  dared  thia  bat  labor 

-seel 
Slew  mT  sons,  k^ystone-ooped  my  house  with 

To  such  a  strait  I  come !  nor  my  dear  Thebes 
Usre  I  inhabit,  —  and,  suppose  I  atay  ? 


Into  what  fane  or  featival  of  frienda 
Am  I  to  go  ?    My  curae  aearee  oourta  accost ! 
ShaU  I  seek  Argos  ?    How,  if  fled  from  home  ? 
But  say,  —  I  hurry  to  some  other  town  1 
And  thm  they  eye  me,  aa  notoiioua  now.  — 
Kept  by  sharp  tongue-taunts  under  lock  and 

key — 
**  Is  not  this  he,  Zeus'  son,  who  mnrdered  once 
Children  and   wife  ?    Let   him   go  rot  else- 
where 1 " 
To  any  man  renowned  as  h^my  enee. 
Reverses  are  a  grave  thing  ;  out  to  whom 
Evil  is  old  acquaintance,  Uiere  *a  ao  hurt 
To  apeak  ofThe  and  misery  are  twina. 
To  thia  degrse  <yf  woe  I  thmk  to  come : 
For  earth  will  utter  voice  forbidding  me 
To  touch  the  ground,  and  aea  —  to  pieree  the 

wave. 
The  river«priiiga—  to  drink,  and  I  ahall  play 
Ldon's  part  quite  out,  the  chained  and  wheeled ! 
And  best  of  all  will  be,  if  so  I  *scape 
Siffht  from  one  man  of  those  Hellenes,  —  once 
I  uved  among,  felicitous  and  rich  t 
Why  ought  I  then  to  live  ?    What  gain  acemea 
FVom  good-for-nothing,  wicked  life  I  lead  ? 
In  flne,  let  Zeua*  brave  coaaort  dance  and  aing, 
Stamp  foot,  the  Olumpian  Zeua'  own  aandu* 

trick! 
What  ahe  km  willed,  that  brii«a  her  will  to 


The  foremost  roan  of  Hellaa  pedeatalled. 
Up,  over,  and   down   whirling  1    Who  wou]| 

To  anon  a  goddeaa?  —  that,  be^rnidging  Zena 
Becauaa  he  loved  a  woman,  rmna  me  — 
Lover  of  Hellaa,  faaltleaa  of  the  wrong ! 

TV*.  Thiaatrife  iafromnootherofthegodi 
Than  Zena'  wife ;  rightly  apprehend,  aa  well* 
Why,  to  no  death  ~  thou  nieditatast  now  — 
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I  would  pefsuade  thee,  but  to  bear  thy  woes  I 
Nooef  none  of  mortals  boasts  a  fate  unmixed, 
Nor  gods  —  if  i>oets*  teaching  be  not  false. 
Have  not  they  joined  in  wecUock  against  law 
With  one  another  ?  not,  for  sake  of  rule, 
Branded   their  sires   in  bondage?    Yet  they 

house. 
All  the  same,  in  Olumpos,  carry  heads 
High  there,  notorious  sinners  Uiough  they  be  ! 
What  wilt  thou  say,  then,  if  thou,  mortal-bom, 
Bearest  outrageously  fate  gods  endure  ? 
Leave  Theb^,  now,  pay  obedience  to  the  law, 
And  follow  me  to  Pallas'  citadel  I 
There,  when  thy  hands  are  purified  from  st»n. 
House  will  I  give  thee,  and  goods  shared  alike. 
What  gifts  I  hold  too  from  Uie  citizens 
For  saving  twice  seven  children,  when  I  slew 
The  Knoeiaa  bull,  these  also  give  I  thee. 
And  everywhere  about  the  laind  are  plots 
Apportioned  me :  these,  named  by  thine  own 

name. 
Shall  be  henceforward   styled  by  all  men  — 

tlune. 
Thy  life-long;  but  at   death,  when   Haides- 

bound. 
All  Athens  snail  uphold  the  honored  one 
With  sacrifices,  and  huge  marble  heaps : 
For  that  *s  a  fair  crown  oar  Hellenes  grant 
Their   people — glory,   should   they  help  the 

brave  I 
And  I  repav  thee  back  this  grace  for  thine 
That  saved  me,  now   that   thou  art   lorn   of 

friends  — 
Since,  when  the  gods  give  honor,  friends  may 

flit: 
Fois  a  god's  help  suffices,  if  he  please. 
Her,  Ah  me,  these  words  are  foreign  to  my 

woes! 
I  neither  fancy  gods  love  lawless  beds. 
Nor,  tiiat  with  chains  they  bind  each  other^s 

hands. 
Have  I  judged  worthy  faith,  at  any  time  ; 
Nor  shall  I  be  persuaded  —  one  is  bom 
His   fellows'    master!   since    God   stands   in 

need  — 
If  he  is  really  Ood  —  of  naught  at  all. 
These  are  the  poets' pitiful  conceits  I 
But    this   it   was   I   pondered,  though  woe- 
whelmed  — 
"  Take  heed  lest  thou  be  tAzed  with  cowardice 
Somehow  in  leaving  thus  the  light  of  day  I  " 
For  whoso  cannot  make  a  stand  against 
These  same  misfortunes,  neither  could  with- 
stand 
A  mere  man's  dart,  oppose  death,  strength  to 

strength. 
Therefore  unto  thy  city  I  will  go 
And  have  the  grace  of  thy  ten  thousand  gifts. 
There  I    I  have  tasted  of  ten  thousand  toils 
As  truly  —  never  waived  a  single  one, 
Nor  let  these  ninnings  drop  from  out  my  e^es  I 
Nor  ever  thought  it  would  liave  come  to  this  — 
That  I  from  out  my  eyes  do  drop  tears  I    Well  I 
At  present,  as  it  seems,  one  bows  to  fate. 
So  be  it  t    Old  man,  thou  seest  my  exile  — 
Seest,  too,  me  —  my  children's  murderer  1 
These  give  thou  to  the  tomb,  and  deck  the  dead, 
Doing  them  honor  with  thy  tears — sinoe  me 


Law   does  not  sanction  1    Propping    on    her 

breast. 
And  ^ving  them  into  their  mother's  anns, 
—  Remstitute  the  sad  community 
Which  I,  unhappy,  brought  to  notbineness  — 
Not  by  my  will  f    And,  when  earth  hides  the 

dead. 
Live  in  this  city !  — sad,  but,  all  the  same. 
Force  thy  soul  to  bear  woe  along  with  me  1 
O  children,  who  begat  and  gave  you  birth  — 
Your  father  —  has  destroyed  you  1  naught  yoo 

gain 
By  those  fur  deeds  of  mine  I  laid  you  up. 
As  b^  main-force  I  labored  glory  out 
To  give  you,  —  that  fine  gift  of  fatherhood  I 
And  thee,  too,  O  my  poor  one,  I  destroyed. 
Not  rendering  like   for   like,   as   when   thou 

kept'st 
My  mamage-bed  inviolate,  — those  long 
Household-seclusions  draining  to  the  dre;gs 
Inside  mv  house  I    O  me,  my  wife,  my  boys  — 
And  —  O  myself,  how,  miserably  moved. 
Am  I  disyoked  now  from  both  boys  and  wife ! 
Oh,  bitter  those  delights  of  kisses  now  — 
And  bitter  these  my  weapons'  fellowship ! 
For  I  am  doubtful  whether  shall  I  keep 
Or  cast  away  these  arrows  which  will  clang 
Ever  such  words  out,  as  they  knock  my  side  — 
"Us  —  thou  didst   murder  wife  and  children 

with  I 
Us  —  child  -  destroyets  —  still    thou    keepest 

thine  ! " 
Ha,  shall  I  bear  them  in  my  arms,  then  ?    What 
Sav  for  excuse  ?    Yet,  naked  of  mv  darts 
Wherewith  I  did  my  bravest,  Hellas  through, 
Throwin|^  myself  beneath  foot  to  my  foes, 
Shall  I  die  basely  ?    No  I  relinquishment 
Of  these  must  never  be,  —  companions  once. 
We  sorrowfully  must  observe  tne  pact  I 
In  just  one  thing^^oo-operate  with  me 
Thy  sad  frieuf^^  Theseus  1    Go  along  with  him 
To  Argos,  and  ^n  «H>ncert  get  arran^d 
The  price  my  due  for  bringing  there  the  Hound ! 
O  land  of  Kadmos,  Thebui  people  aU, 
Shear  off  your  locks,  lament  one  wide  lament. 
Go  to  my  children's  grave  and,  in  one  strain. 
Lament  the  whole  of  us  —  my  dead  and  me  — 
Since  all  together  are  foredone  and  lost, 
Smitten  b:ir  Herd's  single  stroke  of  fate ! 

Thes.  Rise    up   now    from  thy  dead  ones  I 

Tears  enough, 
Poor  friend  I 
Her,  I  cannot :  for  my  limbs  are  fixed. 

Thes.  Ay :  even  these  strong  men  fate  over- 
throws ! 
Her,  Woe ! 
Here  might  I  grow  a  stone,  nor   mind   woes 

more  I 
Thea,  Cease  I    Give   thy    hand   to  friendly 

helpmate  now  I 
Her,  Nay,  but  I  wipe  off   blood  upon  thy 

robes  1 
Thes.  Squeexe  out  and  spare  no  drop  t    I  take 

itaJll 
Her,  Of  sons  bereaved,  I  have  thee  like  my 

son  I 
TTies,  Give  to  my  neck  thy  hand !  't  is  I  wiO 

lead. 
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Her,  Yoke  -  fellows   friendly  —  one    heart- 
broken, thouirh  I 

0  father  1  such  a  man  we  need  for  friend  ! 
Amph,  Certes.  the  land  that  bred  him  boasts 

good  sons  I 
Uer.  Turn  me  round,  Theseus  —  to  behold  my 

boys  I 
The».  What?  will  the  having  such  a  love- 
charm  soothe  ? 
Her,  I  want  it ;  and  to  press  my  father's 

breast. 
Amph,  See  here,  O  son  I  for,  what  I  love 

thou  seek'st  t 
Thei.    ^>tranKe!    Of    thy    labors    no   more 

memarv  ? 
Her,  All  those  were  less  than  these,  those 

illslboret 
Thes,  Who  sees  thee  grow  a  woman,  —  will 

not  praise  I 
Her.  I  live  low  to  thee?    Not  so   onoe,    I 

think  I 
Thes.  Too  low  by  far  I    '"  Famed  Herakles  '* 

—  where  *8  he  ? 
Her.  Down  amid  evils,  of  what  kind  wast 

thouf 
Thes,  As  far  as  coorage  —  least  of  all  man- 
kind! 
Her.  How  say'st,  then,  /  in  evils  shrink  to 

nanght  ? 
Thes.  Forward  I 

Htr.  Farewell,  old  father  I 

A  mpk.  Thou  too,  son  I 

Hi^.  Bury  the  boys  as  I  enjoined ! 
Amph.  And  sw  — 

Who  will  be  found  to  bury  now,  my  child  ? 
Her.  Myself  I 

Amph.  When,  ooming  ? 

Her,  When  thy  task  is  done. 

Amph.  How? 
Her.  I   will  have  thee   carried  forth  from 

Thebes 
To  Athens.     But  bear  in  the  children,  earth 
Is  burdened  by !    Myself,  —  who  with  these 

shames 
Have  oast  ^war  my  honse,  —  a  rained  hulk, 

1  follow  —  trailed  by  Theseus  —  on  my  way  ; 
And  whoso   rather  would    have  wealth  and 

strength 
Than  good  friends,  reasons  foolishly  therein  ! 
CJko.  And  we  depart,  with  sorrow  at  heart, 
Sobs  that  increase  with  tears  that  start ; 
The  greatest  of  all  our  friends  of  yore 
We  have  lost  f orevermore  t 


When   the   long  silenoe  ended,  — "  Onr  best 

friend  — 
Lost,  our  best  friend  !  "  he  muttered  musingly. 
Then,  *'  Laohares  the  sculptor  *'  (half  alood) 
*' Sinned  he  or  sinned  he  not?    'Outmgeoos 

sin!* 
Shuddered    our    elders,    *  Pallas    should    be 

clothed : 
He  carved  k«r  naked.*    '  But  more  beantiful  1  * 
Anawen  this  generation :    *'  Wisdom  formed 
For  love  not  fear  I  *     And  there  the  statue 


Entraps  the  eye  ssrerer  art  repels. 


Moreover,  Pallas  wields  the  thunderbolt. 
Yet  has  not  struck  the  artist  all  this  while. 
Pheidiaa  and  Aischulos  ?    Euripides 
And  Lachares  ?    But  youth  will  have  its  way  I 
The  ripe  man  ought  to  be  as  old  as  young  — 
As  yuung  as  old.     1  too  have  youth  at  need. 
Much  may  be  aud  for  stripping  wtbdom  bare  I 

**  And  who 's  *  our  best  friend '  ?    You  play 

kottabos ; 
Here  's  the  last  mode  of   playing.     Take  a 

sphere 
With  orifices  at  due  interval. 
Through  topmost  one  of  which,  a  throw  adroit 
Sends  wine  from  cup,  clean  passage,  from  out- 
side 
To  where,  in  hollow  midst,  a  manikin 
Suspeiuied  ever  bobs  with  head  erect 
Right  underneath  whatever  hole  *s  a-top 
When  vou  set  orb  a-roUing  :  plumb,  he  gets 
Ever  tnis  benediction  of  the  splash. 
An  otherof  ashioned  orb  presents  him  fixed : 
Of  all  the  outlets,  he  fronts  only  one. 
And    only    when    that    one  —  and  rare    the 

chance  ~-' 
Comes  uppermost,  does  he  tnm  upward  too : 
He  iraai't  turn  all  sides  with  the  turning  orb. 
Inside  this  sphere  of  life  —  all  objects,  sense 
And  soul  perceive  —  Euripides  hangs  fixed. 
Gets  knowledge  through  the  single  aperture 
Of  High  and  Right :  with  visage  fronting  these 
He  waits  the  wine  thence  ere  he  operate. 
Work  in  the  world  and  write  a  tragedy.  ^ 
When  that  hole  hmpens  to  revolve  to  point. 
In  drops  the  knowledge,  waiting  meets  reward. 
But,  duly  in  rotation.  Low  and  Wrong  — 
When  these  enjoy  the  moment's  altitude, 
His  heeb  are  f  ouid  just  where  his  head  should 

be! 
No  knowledge  that  wav  I    /  am  movable,  — 
To  slightest  shift  of  orb  make  prompt  response. 
Face  Low  and  Wrong  and  Weak  and  all  the  rest, 
And  still  drink  knowledge,  wine-drenched  every 

torn,  — 
Equally  favored  bj  their  opposites. 
Little  and  Bad  exist,  are  natural : 
Then  let  me  know  them,  and  be  twiee  as  great 
As  he  who  only  knows  one  phase  of  life ! 
So  doubly  shaU  I  prove  *  best  friend  of  man,* 
If  I  report  the  whole  truth  —  Vice,  pereeived 
While  ne  shut  eyes  to  .ill  but  Virtue  there. 
Man  *s  mads  of  ooth  :  and  both  mnst  be  of  use 
To  somebody :  if  not  to  him,  to  me. 
While,  as  to  your  imaginary  Third, 
Who,  —  stationed  (by  mechanioa  past  my  gnaas) 
So  aa  to  take  in  every  side  at  once. 
And  not  sueeiwively,  —  may  reooodle 
The  Hish  and  Low  in  tragicomic  verse,  — 
He  shall  be  hailed  superior  to  us  both 
When  bom  —  in  the  Tin-islands  I    Meantime, 

here 
In  bright  Athenai.  1  cootMt  the  claim. 
Call  myself  loatepnaaoa*  *  best  friend,* 
Who  took  my  own  course,  worked  aa  I  descried 
Ordainment,  stuck  to  my  first  faculty  t 


''  For,  listen  I    There  *s  no  failure 
heart. 


the 
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Whate  W  be  man's  mideaTor  in  this  world. 

Like  the  »ah  poet's  irhen  he  —  nowise  fails 

By  poetizing  badly,  —  Zeiu  or  makes 

Or  mars  a  man,  so  —  at  it,  merrily  1 

But  when,  —  made  man,  —  mach  like  myself, 

—  equipt 
For  snch  and  suoh  aohieTement,  —  msh  he  turns 
Out  of  the  straight  path,  bent  on  snatch  of 

feat 
From  —  who 's    the     appointed    fellow    bom 

thereto,  — 
Crows  take  him !  —  in  your  Kassiterides  ? 
Half-doing:  his  work,  leari^  mine  untouched, 
That  were  the  failure!    Here  I  stand,  heart- 

whole^ 
No  Thamuns  ! 

''  Well  thought  of,  Thamuns  I 
Has  zeal,  pray,  for  *'  best  friend '  Euripides 
Allowed  you  to  obeenre  the  honor  done 
His  elder  rival,  in  onr  PoikiU  ? 
You  don't  know  ?    Onoe  and  only  oaoe,  trod 

stage. 
Sang  and  tondied  lyre  in  person,  in  lus  youth. 
Our  Sophokles,  —  youth,  oeauty,  dedicate 
To  Thamuris  who  named  the  traigedy. 
The  Yoioe  of  him  was  weak  ;  face,  limbs  and 

lyre. 
These  were  worth  saving:    Thamuris  stands 

yet 
Perfect  as  painting  helps  in  snch  a  case. 
At  least  yon  know  the  story,  for  *  best  friend ' 
Enriched  his '  Rh-  —     -_     - 


'  fram  the  BHnd  Baid's 

store; 
So  haste  and  see  the  work,  and  lay  to  heart 
What  it  was  struck  me  when  I  eyed  the  piece  1 
Here  stands  a  poet  punished  for  rash  strife 
With  Powers  abore  his  power,  who  see  with 

sight 
Beyond  liis  rision,  sing  acoovdingly 
A  soog,  which  he  must  needs  dture  emulate ! 
Poet,  remain  the  man  nor  ape  the  Muse  I 

**'  But  —  lend  me  the  psalterion  !     Nay,  for 

onoe  — 
Once  let  my  hand  fall  where  the  other's  lay  I 
I  see  it,  just  as  I  were  Sophokles, 
That  sunrise  and  combustion  of  the  east ! " 

And  then  he  sang  —  are  these  unlike  the  words? 

Thamuris    marching,  —  Ijrre    and    song     of 

Thrace— 
(Perpend  the  first,  the  worst  of  woes  that  were, 
Allotted  lyre  and  song,  ye  poet-race  I) 

Thamuris  from  Oiohalia,  feasted  there 
By  kingly  Eurutos  of  late,  now  bound 
For  Dorion  at  the  uprise  broad  and  bare 

Of  Mount  Pangaios  (ore  with  earth  enwound 
Glittered  beneath  hb  footstep)  — marching  gay 
And  glad,  Thessalia  thxongn,  came,  robed  and 
crowned, 

From  triumph  on  to  triumph,  'mid  a  ray 

Of  early  mom,  —  came,  saw  and  knew  the  spot 

Assigned  him  for  his  worst  of  woes,  that  day. 


Balnra  —  happier  while  its  name  was  not  — 
Met  him,  but  nowise  menaced  :  slipt  aside. 
Obsequious  rtrer,  to  pursue  its  lot 

Of  solacing  the  vallev  —  say,  some  wide 
Thick  busT  human  closter,  house  and  hotne. 
Embanked  for  peace,  or  thrift  that  *^^^*  the 
tide. 

Thamuris,  marching,  laughed  *^  Each  flake  of 

foam" 
(As  sparklingly  the  ripple  raced  him  by) 
Mocks    slower   clouds   adrift   in    the    blu** 

dome ! " 

For  Autumn  was  the  season  :  red  the  aky 

Held  mom's  concluaiye  signet  of  the  snn 

To  break  the  mbts  up,  bid  them  blaxe  and  die. 

Mom  had  the  mastery  as,  one  by  one. 

All  pomps  produced  themseWes  along  the  tnu't 

From  eairth's  far  ending  to  near  heaTen  began. 

Was  there  a  raTsged  tree  ?  it  laugked  compact 
With  gold,  a  leaf-ball  crisp,  hign-brandisbed 

now, 
Tempting  to  onset  frost  which  late  attacked. 

Was  there  a  wizened  shrub,  a  starreling  bough. 

A  fleecv  thistle  filched  from  by  the  wind, 

A  weed,  Pan's  trampling  hoof  would  disallow  ? 

Each,  with  a  glorv  and  a  rapture  twined 
About  it,  joined  tne  rush  of  air  and  light 
And  force:  the  world  was  of  one  joyoos  mind. 

Say  not  the  birds  flew  I   they  forebore  tbeir 

right  — 
Swam,  rebelling  onward  in  the  roll  of  thinga. 
Say  not  the  beaats'  mirth  bounded  1  that  wa» 

flight- 


How  could  the  creatures  leep^  no  lift  of  wings  ? 
Such  earth's  commnnitv  of  fiurpose,  wmA 
The  ease  of  earth's  fnlnlled  imagimngs,  — 


So  did  the  near  and  far  appear  to  tooeh 
1'  the   moment's   transport,  —  that  an  inter- 
change 
Of  function,  far  witb  near,  seemed  searee  too 
much; 

And  had  the  rooted  plant  aspved  to  range 
With   the   snake's   license,  while   the   inaect 

yearned 
To   g^ow   fixed   as   the  flower  it   vera    not 

strange- 
No  more  than  if  the  flntterr  tree  top  tnraed 
To  actual  music,  sang  itaeli  aloft ; 
Or  if  the  wind,  impassioned  chantxesi,  earned 


The  right  to  soar  embodied  in  some  soft 
Fine  fomii  all  fit  for  doud-oompaaieDahipi, 
And,  blissful,  once  touch  beauty  chard  so  oft. 

Thamuris,  marching,  let  no  fancy  slm 
Bom  of  the  fiery  txaaspovt ;  lyxeandi 
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Were  his,  lo  niite  with  hand  and  launch  from 
Kp- 

PeerleoB  reeordad,  ainoe  the  liat  grew  lon^ 
Of  poets  (aaith  Homeroe)  free  to  stand 
Peaestalled  'mid  the  Muses'  temple-throng, 

A  statued  serrioe,  laurelled,  lyre  in  hand, 
(Ay,  for  we  see  them)  —  Thamnris  of  Thraoe 
Predoouaating  foremost  of  the  band. 

Therefore  the  mom-rar  that  enriched  his  face, 
If  it  gave  lambent  chill,  took  flame  again 
From  flash  of  pride ;  he  saw,  he  Knew  the 
place. 

What  wind  arriyed  with  all  the  rhythms  from 
pUin, 

Hill,  dale,  and  that  rough  wildwood  inter- 
spersed? 

Compounding  these  to  one  oonsnmmate  strain. 

It  reached  him,  music :  but  his  own  outbuimt 

Of  Tictory  concluded  tne  account. 

And  that  grew  song  which  was  mere  music  erst. 

"  Be  my  Pamaasos,  thou  Pangaian  momt  I 
And  turn  thee,  rirer,  nameless  hitherto  1 
Famed  shalt  thou  Tie  with  famed   Pieria's 
fount! 

Here  I  await  the  end  of  this  ado : 
Which  wiaa— £arth*s  poet  or  the  Hearenly 
Muse."  ... 

But  song  broke  np  in   laaghter.    ^'Tell  the 


Who  may!    JhaTe  not  spumed  the  common 

life, 
Nor  Taunted  mine  a  lyre  to  match  the  Mnae 
Who  sings  for  goda,  not  men  1    Accordingly, 
I  shall  not  deoorate  her  Testibule  — 
Mute  marble,  blind  the  eyes  and  quenched  the 

brain. 
Loose  in  the  hand  a  bright,  a  broken  lyre ! 
—  Not  Thamuria  but  Aristophanes ! 

"  There !    I  hare  smug  content  back  to  myself, 
And  started  subject  for  a  nlay  beside. 
My  next  performance  shall  content  you  both. 
Dbl  * Prelade-Battle '  maul  'beat  friend*  too 

much? 
Hien  *  Main-Vlg^t  *  be  my  next  song,  fairness* 

self! 
Its  subject  —  Contest  for  the  Tragic  Crown. 
Ay,  yon  shall  hear  none  ebe  but  Aischulos 
Lay  down  the  law  of  Tragedy,  and  prore 
*  Best  friend  *  a  stra^-awmy,  ~  no  praise  denied 
His  manifold  deaemngs,  nerer  fear  -~ 
Nor  word  more  of  the  old  fun !    Death  de* 

feudal 
Soand  admonition  haa  Its  due  effect. 
Oh,  you  have  uttered  weiiHi^  wmds,  belieye  I 
Such  aa  shall  bear  abundant  rruii,  next  year, 
la  judgment,  regular,  legitimate. 
Let  Baeehos  self  preside  in  penon !    Ay  — 
For  there  *s  a  bus  abont  those  *  Baoehanali ' 
Rumor  attribntea  to  your  great  and  dead 


For  final  effort :  just  the  prodigy 
Great  dead  men  leaTe,  to  lay  survivors  low  I 
—  Until  we  make  acquaintance  with  our  tete 
And  find,  fate^s  worst  done,  we,  the  same,  sur- 

viTc 
Perohanoe  to  honor  more  the  patron-god, 
Fitlier  inaugurate  a  festal  year. 
Now  that  the  cloud  has  broken,  sky  laughs 

bhie. 
Earth  blossoms  youthfully  1    Athenai  breathes  \ 
K\XMit  a  twenty-six  remn'  wintry  blank 
Struck  from  her  life,  —  war-madness,  one  long 

swoon. 
She  wakes  up :  Arginousai  bids  good  cheer ! 
We  have  disposed  of  Kallikratidas ; 
Once  more  will  Sparta  sue  for  terms,  —  who 

knows? 
Cede  Dekeleia,  as  the  rumor  runs : 
Terms  which  Athenai,  of  right  mind  again. 
Accepts  —  she  can  no  other  T   Peace  declared, 
Hare  my  long  labors  borne  their  fruit  or  no  ? 
Qrinned  coane  buffoonery  eo  oft  in  Tain  ? 
Enough  —  it  simply  saved  you.    SaTcd  ones, 

praise 
Theon»*s  beauty  and  Opora's  breadth  1 
Nor,  when  Peace  realizes  promised  bliss, 
Forjret  the  Bald  Bard,  Envy  I  but  go  burst 
As  the  cup  goes  romnd,  and  tm  cates  abomtd^ 
CoUops  iffnare^  unth  roeui  Mpinke  rare  I 
Confess  my  piping  dancings,  posings  serred 
A  pnrpose :  gutthngs,  guzzBngs,  had  their  use  I 
Say  whether  light  Muse,  Rosy^nnawr-tips, 
Or,  *'  best  friend's  *  HeaTy>hand,  Melpomen^, 
Touched  lyre  to  purpose,  played  Amphion's 

part. 
And  built  Athemu  to  the  skies  once  more  I 
FarewelL.  brare  couple !    Next  year,  welcome 

me!** 


No  doubt,  in  what  he  said  that  night,  sincere  I 

One  story  he  referred  to,  false  or  tact, 

Waa  not  without  adantability. 

They  do  say  —  Lais  ue  Corinthian  onee 

Chancing  to  see  Euripides  (who  paced 

Composing  in  a  garden,  tablet-book 

In  left  hand,  with  appended  stnlos  pvompt)  — 

''AiHwer  me,"  she  began, '' O  Poet,  —  this  1 

What  didst  intend  bT  writing  in  thy  plar, 

Oohana^  thou, fikky  doer  f*    Struck  on  heap, 

Euripides,  at  the  aadacioos  speech  •— 

'*  Well  now,'*  quoth  he,  ''thyself  ait  jnst  the 

one 
I  should  imagine  fit  for  deeds  of  filth ! '' 
She  laogfaingiy  retorted  his  own  line 
''What's  filth,  — unless  who  does  it,  thinks  it 

so?" 

So   might  ho  donbtleaB   think.    *' Farawell," 
said  we. 

And  he  was  gone,  lost  in  the  morniuggry, 
Rose-etreaked  and  gokl  to  eastward.    Did  we 

dream? 
Could  the  poor  twelTe-hoors  hold  thia  atgn- 

ment 
We  render  durable  from  fugitiTe, 
As  duly  at  each  sunset's  droop  of  sai 
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Dela^  uf  oar,  sabmisBiaii  to  sea-might, 
I  still  remember,  ^ou  as  duly  dint 
RemembnuM^,  with  the  punctual  rapid  style, 
Into  —  what  calm  cold  page  I 

Thus  Bonl  escapes 
From   eloquence   made    captiye :    thus   mere 

words 
—  Ah,  would  the  lifeless  body  stay  t    But  no : 
Change  upon  change  tiU,  —  who  may  reccM^nize 
What  did  soul  service,  in  the  dusty  neap  ? 
What  energy  of  Aristophanes 
Inflames  the  wreck  Baiaustion  saves  to  show  ? 
Ashes  be  evidence  how  Are  —  with  smoke  — 
All  night  went  lamping  on  I    But  mom  must 

rise. 
The  poet  —  I  shall  sav  —  burned  up  and,  blank. 
Smouldered   this   ash,    now    white   and   cold 

enough. 

Nay,  Euthukles !  for  best,  though  mine  it  be, 
Comes  yet!    Write  on,  write  ever,  wrong  no 
word  t 

Add,  first,  —  he  gone,  if  jollity  went  too, 
Some  of  the  graver  mood,  which  mixed  and 

marred. 
Departed  likewise.    Si^ht  of  narrow  scope 
Has  this  meek  consolation :  neither  ills 
We  dread,  nor  jo^s  we  dare  anticipate, 
Perform  to  promise.    Each  soul  sows  a  seed  — 
Euripides  and  Aristophanes ; 
Seed  bears  crop,  scarce  within  our  little  lives ; 
But  germinates  —  perhaps  enough  to  judge  — 
Next  year  ? 

Whereas,  next  year  brought  harvest-time ! 
For,  next  year  came,  and  went  not,  but  is  now. 
Still  now,  while  you  and  I  are  bound  for  Rhodes 
Tliat  *s  all  but  reached  I  —  and  harvest  has  it 

brought, 
Dire  as  the  homiddal  dragon-crop  I 
Sophokles  had  dismissal  ere  it  dawned. 
Happ^  as  ever ;  though  men  mournfully 
Plausive,  —  when  onlv  soul  could  triumph  now, 
And  lophon  produced  his  father's  play, — 
Crowned  the  consummate  song  where  Oidipous 
Dared  the  descent  'mid  earthquake^hundering. 
And  hardly  Theseus'  hands  availed  to  guard 
Eyes  from  the  horror,  as  their  grove  disgorged 
Its  dread  ones,  while  each  daughter  sank  to 

ground. 

Then  Aristophanes,  on  heel  of  that. 
Triumphant  also,  followed  with  his  *^  Frogs :  " 
Praduoed    at   next    Lenaia,  —  three   months 

since,  — 
The  promised  Main-Fight,  loyal,  license-free  I 
As  if  the  poet,  primed  with  Thasian  juiccy 
(Himself  swore  —wine  that  conquers  every  kind 
For  long  abiding  in  the  head)  could  fix 
Thenceforward  any  object  in  its  truth,  ^ 
Through  eveballs  bathed  by  mere  Castalian  dew, 
Kor  miss  tne  borrowed  medium,  —  vinous  drop 
That  colors  all  to  the  right  crimson  pitch 
When  mirth  grows  mockery,  censure  takes  the 

tingpe 
Of  malice  I 


All  was  Aristophanes : 
There  blazed  the  glory,  there  shot  black   the 

shame! 
Ay,  Bacchos  did  stand  forth,  the  Tragic  God 
In  person  I  and  when  duly  dragged  through 

mire,  — 
Having  lied,  filched,  played  fool,  proved  coward, 

nune 
The  boys  uieir  dose  of  fit  indecency. 
And  finaUy  got  trounced  to  heart's  content. 
At  his  own  least,  in  his  own  theatre 
ir-  Oh,  never  fear  I    'T  was  consecrated  sport. 
Exact  tradition,  warranted  no  whit 
Offensive  to  instructed  taste,  —  indeed. 
Essential  to  Athenai's  liberty. 
Could    the   poor  stranger  understand  I)   why, 

then  — 
He  was  pronounced  the  rarely-qualified 
To  rate  the  work,  adjust  the  claims  to  worth. 
Of  Aiachulos  (of  whom,  in  other  mood. 
This  same  appreciative  poet  pleased 
To  say,  *'  He  's  all  one  stiff  and  gluey  piece 
Of  back  of  swine's-neck  I  ")  —  and  of  Chatter- 
box 
Who,  **  twisting  words  like  wool,"  usurped  his 

seat 
In   Plonton's  realm:    **the   aroh-rogne,   liar, 

scamp 
That  lives  by  snatchingHip  of  altarorts," 

—  Who  failed  to  Twsogtdi/a  Euripides  ? 

Then  came  a  contest  for  supremacy  — 
Crammed  full  of  genius,  wit  aiid  fun  and  it^aAi, 
No  spice  of  undue  spite  to  spoil  the  dish 
Of  all  sorts,  —  for  the  Mystics  matched  the  Frogs 
In  poetry,  no  Seiren  sang  so  sweet  I  — 
Till,  pressed  into  the  service  (how  dispense 
With  Phape-Elaphion  and  free  f oot-duplay  ?) 
The  Muse  of  dead  Euripides  danced  frank. 
Rattled  her  bits  of  tile,  made  all  too  plain 
How  baby-work  Uke  ''  Herakles  "  had  birth  I 
Last,  Bacchos  —  candidly  disclaiming  braina 
Able  to  follow  finer  argument  — 
Confessed  himself  much  moved  by  three  main 

facts ! 
First,  —  if  von  stick  a  *' Lost  his  flask  of  oil " 
At  pause  of  period,  you  perplex  the  sense,  — 
Were  it  the  Elegy  for  Marathon  I 
Next,  if  you  weigh  two  venes,  "  car  "  —  the 

wonl. 
Will  outweigh    "  dub  "  —  the  word,  in  each 

packed  line  I 
And  —  last,  worst  fact  of  all !  in  rivalry 
The  vounger  poet  dared  to  improvise 
Lauaation  less  distinct  of  —  Triphales  ? 
(Nay,  that  served  when  ourself   abused   the 

youth !) 
Pheidippides  —  (nor  that 's  appropriate  now  I) 
Then,  —  Alkibiades,  our  city's  hope. 
Since  times  change  and  we  Comics  should  change 

tool 
These  three  main  facts,  well  weighed,  drew 

judgment  down. 
Conclusively  assigned  the  wretch  his  fate  — 
**  Fate  due/*  admonished  the  sage  Mystic  choir, 
*^To  sitting,  prate-apace,  with  Sokrates, 
Neglecting  music  and  each  tnurio  aid  1 " 

—  All  wound-up  by  a  wish  *'  We  soon  may  cease 
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From  eertain  griefr,   and  war&tfe,   wont  of 
them ! " 

—  Since,  deaf  to  Comedy ^8  penuitent  voice, 
War  still  raffed,  etill  was  like  to  rage.    In  vain 
Had  SpartA  oned  onee  more,  *'  Bat  fprant  as 

reaoe. 
We  give  yon  Dekelei*  back  I "    Too  ahrewd 
Was  Kleophon  to  let  escape,  foraooth, 
The  enemy  —  at  final  gasp,  besides  I 

So,  Aristoohanes  obtained  the  prize, 

And  so  Atnenai  felt  she  had  a  friend 

Far  better  than  her  ''best  friend,*'  lost  last 

year; 
And  so,  snob  fame  had  '*  Frogs  *'  that,  when 

came  rowid 
This  present  year,  those  Frogs  eroaked  gay  again 
At  the  great  Feast,  Elaphebolion-montn. 
Only  —  there  happened  Aigispotamoi  I 

And,  in  the  midst  of  the  frog^merrimeni, 
Pliimp  oi*  the  sadden,  poanees  stem  King  Stork 
On  the  light-heartad  people  of  the  marsh  I 
Spartan  Losandros  swooped  precipitate. 
Ended  Athenai,  rowed  her  sacred  bay 
With  oars  which  bionght  a  hnndred  triremes 

back 
Captive  I 

And  first  word  of  the  eongaeror 
Was  ''  Down  with  those  Long  Walls,  Peinios* 

pride ! 
Dastroy,  yooxselTes,  your  bulwarks  !     Peace 

ueeas  none ! " 
And  *'  Wa  obey  "  they  shuddered  in  their  dream. 

But,  at  nart  qniek  imposure  of  decree  — 
**  No  longer  democratic  government ! 
Ueneeforth  sneh  oligaichv  as  ourseWes 
Please  to  appoint  you  1  '*  —  then  the  horror> 

stnn^ 
Dreamefs  awake ;  they  started  up  apstare 
At  the  half-helot  captain  and  his  crew 

—  Spartans,  **  men  ased  to  let  their  hair  grow 

kmg. 
To  fast,  be  dirty,  and  just  —  Sokratiie  "  — 
Whose  woid  was  "  Trample  on  Themistokles  I  *' 

So,  as  the  way  is  with  much  misery. 

The  heads  swam,  hands  refused  their  office, 

hearU 
Sunk  as  they  stood  in  stupor.    ''Wreck  the 

Walls? 
Ruin  Peiraioa?  ~  with  our  Pallas  anned 
For  interference  ?  —  Herakles  apprised. 
And  Theseus  hasting?    Lay  the  Long  Walls 

low?" 

Three  da^  they  stood,  stared,  —  stonier  than 
their  walk. 

Whereupon^  sleep  who  ndght,  Losandros  woke : 

Saw  the  prostration  of  his  enemy, 

IHter  and  absolute  beyond  belief. 

Past  hope  of  hatred  even.    I  surmise 

He  also  pn>bahly  saw  fade  in  fume 

Ortain  team,  bred  of  Bakis-prophacy, 

Nor  appreh<mded  any  more  that  gods 


And  heroes,  —  fire,  must  glow  forth,  guard  the 

ground 
Where  prone,  by  sober  day-dawn,  corpse-like  lay 
Powerless  Athenai«  late  predominant 
Lady  of  iieilas,  —  Sparta's  slava^prize  now  I 
Where  should  a  menace  lurk  in  those  slack 

limbs? 
What  was  to  move  his  circumspection  ?    Why 
Demolish  just  Peiraios  ? 

*'Stav!"badehe: 
"  Already  promise-breakers  ?     fnie  to  type, 
Athenians  I  past,  and  present,  and  to  come,  — 
The  fickle  and  the  false  1    No  stone  dislodged. 
No  implement  applied,  3ret  three  da^*  grace 
fbcpire !    Forbearance  is  no  longer-Uved. 
By    breaking    promise,    terms  of    peace   yon 

break  — 
Too  gentlv  f rnnied  for  falsehood,  fickleness  I 
All  must  be  reconsidered  —  yours  the  fault  I  '* 

Wherewith,  he  called  a  council  of  allies. 
Pent-up  resentment  used  its  privilege.  — 
Outbuist  at  ending :  this  the  summed  result. 

*'  Because  we  would  avenge  no  tranaisnt  wrong 
But  an  eternity  of  insolence, 
Aggression,  —  folly,  no  disasters  mend. 
Pride,  no  revetses  teach  humilitjr,  — 
Because  too  plainly  were  all  punishment, 
Such  as  comports  with  less  obdurate  crime, 
Evadable  by  falsehood,  fickleness-— 
Experience  proves  the  true  Athenian  type,  — 
Therefore,  t  is  need  we  dig  deep  down  mto 
The  root  of  evU ;  loo  nor  bole  nor  branch. 
Look  up,  look  rouna  and  see,  on  every  side. 
What  nurtured  the  rank  tree  to  noisome  fruit  I 
We  who  live  hutted  (mo  the^  laugh)  not  housed. 
Build  bams  for  temiMes,  prize  mud-monuments» 
Nor  show  the  sneering  stranger  an^t  but  — 

men,  — 
Spartans  take  insult  of  Athenians  just 
Because  they  boast  Akropolis  to  mount. 
And  Propulaia  to  make  entrv  by. 
Through  a  mad  maie  of  marble  arrogance 
Such  as  yon  see  —  snch  as  let  none  see  more  ! 
Abolish  the  detested  luxury  t 
Leave  not  one  stone  upon  another,  rase 
Athenai  to  the  rock !    Let  hill  and  plain 
B«>come  a  waste,  a  grassy  pasture-ground 
Where  sheep  may  wander,  graainsr  goats  depend 
From  shapeless  crags  once  oolomns  I  so  at  last 
Shall  peace  inhabit  there,  and  peace  enough.** 

Whereon,  a  shout  amiroved  "  Such  peace  b<'- 
stow ! " 

Then  did  a  Man  of  Phokis  rise  —  O  heart ! 
Rise  —  when  no  bolt  of  Zeus  disparted  ttky. 
No  omen-bird  from  Pallas  soared  the  crew. 
Rise  —  when    mere    human   argumsnt    eouhl 

stem 
No  foam-fringe  of  the  passion  surging  fierce. 
Baffle  no  wrath-wave  that  o*er  barrier  broke  — 
Who  was  the  Man  of  Phokis  rose  and  flung 
A  flower  i*  the  way  of  that  fierce  foot's  advance. 
Which  —  stop  for  ?  —  nay,  had  stamped  down 
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Conld  it  be£r«stoyed  SparU  with  the  match — 
*^  Daughter  of  AgamemuoDj  Uite  my  liege, 
£lektra,  palaoed,  once  a  vintant 
To  thy  poor  rustic  dwelling^  now  I  oome  P  " 

Av.  facing  fury  of  revenge,  and  lost 
Of  nate,  and  malice  moaning  to  appease 
Hnn^r  on  prey  preaumptaona,  prostrate  now  — 
Full  m  the  nideous  faces  —  last  resource. 
You  flung  that  choric  flower,  my  Euthukles  ! 

And  see,  as  through  some  pinhole,  should  the 

wind 
Wed^ngly  pierce  but  once,  in  with  a  rush 
Humes  the  whole  wild  weather,  rends  to  ra^ 
The  weak  sail  stretched  against  the  outside 

storm  — 
So  did  the  power  of  that  triumphant  play 
Pour  in«  and  overaweep  the  assembled  foe  I 
Triumphant  play,  wherein  our  poet  first 
Dared  bring  the  grandeur  of  the  Tragic  Two 
Down  to  the  level  of  our  common  life. 
Close  to  the  beating  of  our  common  heart. 
Elektra  ?    'T  was  Athenai,  Sparc's  ice 
Thawed  to,    while    that  sad  portraiture   ap- 
pealed— 
Agamemnonian  lady,  lost  by  fault 
Of  her  own  kindred,  cast  from  house  and  home, 
Despoiled  of  all  the  brave  inheritance. 
Dowered  humbly  as  beflts  a  herdsman 's  mate, 
Partaker  of  his  cottage,  clothed  in  rags, 
Patient  performer  of  the  poorest  chares. 
Yet  mindful,  all  the  while,  of  glory  past 
When  she  walked  darlim^  of  Mnkenai,  dear 
Beyond  Orestes  to  the  lung  of  Men  1 

So,  because  Greeks  are  Greeks,  though  Sparta's 

brood, 
And  hearts  are  hearts,  though  in  Lusandros* 

breast, 
And  pcNBtry  is  power,  and  Euthukles 
Had  faith  thermn  to,  full-face,  fling  the  same  — 
Sudden,  the  ice-thaw  !    The  assembled  foe, 
Heaving  and  swaying  with  strange  friendliness. 
Cried,  ^Reverence  £lekt»l**  —cried,  ''Ab- 
stain 
Like  that  chaste  Herdsman,  nor  dare  violate 
The  sanctity  of  such  revetse !    Let  stand 
Athenai I " 

Mindful  of  that  story's  dose, 
Perbhanee,  and  how,  —  when  he,  the  Herds- 
man chaste. 
Needs  apprehend  no  break  of  tranquil  sleep,  — 
All  in  due  time,  a  stranger,  dark,  disgnisea, 
Knocks   at  the  door :  with  searching  glance, 

notes  keen. 
Knows  quick,  through  mean  attire  and  disre- 
spect. 
The  ravaged  princess !   Ay,  right  on,  the  dutch 
Of  guiding  retribution  has  in  chaige 
The  author  of  the  outrage  !    While  one  hand, 
£lektra*8,  pulls  the  door  behind,  made  fast 
(>n  fate,  —  the  other  strains,  prepared  to  push 
The  victim-queen,  should  she  make  frightened 

pause 
Befot«  that  serpentining  blood  which  steals 
Out  of  the  darkness  where,  a  pace  beyond. 


Above  the  slain  Aigirthos,  bides  his  blow 
Dreadful  Orestes  I 

Klntaimnestnu  wise 
This  time,  forebore ;  Elektra  held  ner  own  ; 
Saved  was  Athenai  through  Euripides, 
Through  Euthukles,  through  —  mors  than  ever 

—  me, 
Balaustion,  me,  who,  Wild-pomegTanate4ow«r« 
Felt  my  fruit  triumph,  and  fade  proudly  so  ! 

But  next  day,  as  ungracious  minds  are  wont. 
The  Spartan,  late  surprised  into  a  grace. 
Grew  sudden  sober  at  the  enormitv. 
And  grudged,  by  daybreak,  mtonight's  eaay 

Splenetically  must  repay  its  cost 

By  due  increase  of  rigor,  doglike  snatdi 

At  aught  still  left  dew  to  concede  like  man. 

Rough  sea,  at  flow  of  tide,  may  lip,  perchance. 

Smoothly  the  land-line  reached  as  for  repose  — 

Lie  indolent  in  all  nnqnestioned  sway  ; 

But  ebbing,  when  needs  must,  all  thwart  and 

loth. 
Sea  claws  at  sand  reUnquished  strupglingly. 
So,  harsh  Lusandros  —  pinioned  to  inflict 
The  lesser  penalty  alone  —  spoke  hardi. 
As  minded  to  emoitter  scathe  by  scorn. 
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Athenai'sself  be  saved  then,  thank  the  Lyre ! 
If  Tragedy  withdraws  her  presence  —  quick. 
If  Comedy  replace  her,  —  what  more  just  ? 
Let  Comedy  do  service,  frisk  away. 
Dance  off  stage  these  indomitable  stones. 
Long  Walls,  Peiraian  bulwarks!     Hew  and 

heave. 
Pick  at,  pound  into  dust  each  dear  defence  1 
Not  to  the  Kommoe  —  MdeUu 
With  breast  bethumped,  as  Tragic  lyre  prefers. 
But  Comedy  shall  sound  the  flnte^  and  crow 
At  kordaz-end  —  the  hearty  slappiug^dance ! 
Collect  those  flute-girls  —  trash  who  flatt^rod 

ear 
With  whistlings,  and  fed  eye  with  caper-cuts. 
While  we  Lakonians  supped  black  broth  or 

crunched 
Searurchin,  concha  and  all,  nnprieked  —  coarse 

brutes! 
Command   they   lead   off   step,   time   steady 

stroke 
To  spade  and  pickaxe,  till  demolished  lie 
Athenai's  pride  in  powder !  ^* 

Done  that  day  — 
That  sixteenth  famed  day  of  Munuchion-month ! 
The  day  when  Hellas  fought  at  Salamis, 
The  veiv  day  Euripides  was  bom. 
Those   flute-girls  —  Phaps-Elaphion    at    their 

head  — 
Did  blow  their  best,  did  dance  their  worst,  the 

while 
Sparta  pulled  down  the  walls,  wrecked  wide 

the  works. 
Laid  low  each  merest  molehill  of  defence. 
And  so  the  Power,  Athenai,  passed  away  I 

We  would  not  see  its  passing  I    Ere  I  knew 
The  issue  of  their  counsels,  —  crouching  low 
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And  ahvonded  hj  mj  pepbt^  —  I  oonoeired, 
Dwpito  tlM  ■hot  ^M,  tha  stopped  mub,  —  by 

eount 
Ooly  of  heart-beats,  telling  the  slow  tuDe,  — 
Athenai's  doom  was  signed  and  signified 
In    that    asMinbly,  —  ay,    but    knew    there 

watehed 
One  who  w«Nild  dare  and  do,  nor  bate  at  all 
The   stranger's  Hoensed    duty,  —  9peak    the 

word 
Allowed  the  Blan  £rom  Phokist     Naught  re- 


Bnt  urge  denartnre,  flee  the  nghts  and  sounds, 
Hideous  ezmttngs,  wailings  worth  euntempt. 
And  presied  to  other  earth,  new  heaven,  by  sea 
That  somehow  ever  prompts  to  'scape  despair. 

Help  roie  to  heart's  wish  ;   at  the  harbor«de, 

The  old  gray  mariner  did  reverenee 

To  who  had  saved  lus  ship,  still  weather-tight 

As  when  with  prow  gar-garianded  she  praised 

The  hospitable  port  ana  pushed  to  sea. 

'*  Conroy  Balanstion  baek  to  Rhodes*  for  sake 

Of  her  sind  her  Euripides !  '*  laughed  he. 

Rhodes,  —•  shall  it  not  be  there^  my  Euthukles, 
Till  this  brief  trouble  of  a  lifetime  end. 
That  icAitude  —  two  make  so  populous  I  — 
For  food  finds  memories  of  the  past  suffice, 
Maybe,  antioipationi,  —  hope  so  swells,  — 
Of  Mme  great  future  we,  familiar  onoe 
With  who  so  taught,  should  hail  and  entertiun  ? 
He  lies  now  in  the  little  Talley,  laughed 
And    moaned    about    by    those    mysterious 

streams. 
Boiling  and  freesing,  like  the  lore  and  hate 
Which  helned  or   harmed  him   throngh    his 

earthly  course. 


They  mix  in  Arethousa  by  his  graven 
The  warm  spring,  trayeller,  dip  t 


into. 


dip  thine  arms 

Brighten  thy  brow  with  I     Life  detests  bisck 
eold! 

I  sent  the  tablets,  the  psalterioo,  so 
Rewarded  Sicily ;  the  tyrant  there 
Bestowed  them  worthily  in  Fhoibos'  shrine. 
A  gold-graved  writing  tells  —  "  I  also  loved 
The  poet.  Free  Athenai  cheaply  prised  — 
Dionusios,  —  Arohelaoe-nke  1 " 


And  see  if  youn^  Philemon,  — sura  soa  day 
To  do  good  service  and  be  loved  himself,  -^ 
If  he  too  have  not  made  a  votive  verse  1 
^*  Grant,  in  good  sooth,  oar  great  dead,  all  the 

same. 
Retain  their  sense,  as  certain  wise  men  say, 
I M  hang  ntyself  —  to  see  Euripides !  '* 
Hands  Mf.  Philemon  I  nowise  naag  ^vself. 
But  pen  the  prime  plays,  labor  the  right  life. 
And  die  at  good  old  age  as  grand  men  use,  — 
Keeping  thee,  with  that  great  thought,  warm 

the  while,  ^- 
That  he  does  live,  Philemon !     Ay,  most  sure  1 
**"  He  lives  ! "  hark,  —  waves  say,  winds  m^ 

out  the  same, 
And  yonder  dares  the  eitied  ridge  of  Rhodes 
Its  headlong  plunge  from  sky  to  sea,  disparts 
North  bay  from  south,  —  each  guarded  calm, 

that  guest 
Mav  enter  gladly,  blow  what  wind  there  wDI,  — 
Boued  round  with  breakers,  to  no  other  017 ! 
All  in  one  chores,  —  what  the  mastei^wora 
They  take  npf  —  hark  t     **  There  are  no  gods, 

no  gods! 
I  Qlory  to  God  —  who  saves  Euripides  f 
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H  Aoi^or  M  T^rT  ^A^  r^A«c 

.  .  «  d«|ft«  #^tyK«r«4  ««icotc. 

I  slew  the  Hydra,  and  from  labor  pauM 
To  labor  ~  tribes  of  labors  I    Till ,  at  last, 
Attempliiig  one  more  labor,  in  a  trice, 
Alack,  with  ills  I  crammd  tie  tdt/U*. 


TiDB  poem,  written  in  Sootland  in  1871, 
shortly  after  the  downfall  of  Napoleon  III., 
was  published  in  December  of  the  same  year. 
The  suggestion  of  the  emperor  is  transparent, 
and  Browning  writing  in  January,  1872,  to  Miss 
Isa  Blagden,  says  off  it :  **  I  am  dad  von  have 


got  my  little  book,  and  seen  for  younelf 
whether  I  make  the  best  or  the  worst  of  the 
case.  I  think,  in  the  main,  he  meant  to  do 
what  I  81^,  and,  but  for  weakness  —  grown 
more  apparent  in  his  last  years  than  formeriy 
—  would  have  done  what  I  say  he  did  not.    I 
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thought  bfldly  of  him  at  th«  beg:i]i]iuig  of  his 
eareer,  etpomr  cause:  better  afterward,  on  the 
strength  of  the  promises  he  made,  and  gave 
indications  of  intending  to  redeem.  I  think 
him  very  weak  in  the  hut  miserable  year.  At 
his  worst  I  prefer  him  to  Thieis^s  best.  I  am 
told  my  little  thing  is  snooeeding  —  sold  1400 
in  the  first  five  days,  and  before  any  notice 
appeared.**  And  again,  to  the  same  corre- 
spondent :  **  I  am  glad  you  like  what  the  editor 
of  the  Edinburgh  calls  my  enlogium  on  the 
second  empire  ^-  which  it  is  not,  any  more  than 


what  another  wiseacre  affirms  it  to  be,  *s 
scandalous  attack  on  the  old  eoostant  friead  gf 
England  *  —  it  is  jnst  what  I  imagine  the  mas 
might,  if  he  pleased,  say  for  himself.'*  Mrk 
Biowning*s  well-known  enthusiasm  for  Napo- 
leon III.  as  insianced  in  her  poeiiiB  nBqae8> 
tionably  gaTe  distinotness  to  Browniqg'a  ows 
reflections.  The  motto  is  from  the  Htrcultt 
Furens  of  Euripides,  yy.  1276-12W,  and  the 
translation  is  presumably  by  Browning.  Tlicre 
is  a  palace  Hohen-Schwangao,  built  hf  thp 
Bayarian  mad  king  Lndwig. 


Tou  have  seen  better  days,  dear?    So  hare 

And  wcnse  too,  for  they  brought  no  such  bad- 
mouth 

As  yours  to  lisp  **  Tou  wish  you  knew  me  1 " 
Well, 

Wise  men,  *tis  said,  hare  sometimes  wished 
the  same. 

And  wished  and  had  their  trouble  for  their 
pains. 

Suppose  my  CEdipus  should  lurk  at  last 

Unaer  a  pork-pie  hat  and  crinoline. 

And,  latish,  pounce  on  Sphinx  in  Leicester 
S9uare? 


Or  likeher,  what  if  Sphinx  in  wim  old 

I  pe    ' 

opei 
Jealous  that  the  good  trick  which  served  the 


Qrown  sick  of  snappmg  foolish  people 'sheads. 
And  jealous  for  her  rioale's  proper  rede,  — 


turn 


Have  justice  rendered  it,  nor  class  one  day 
With   friend   Home's  stilts   and    tongs    and 

medium-waro,  — 
What  if  the  once  redoubted  Sphinx,  I  say, 
(Because  night  draws  on,  and  the  sands  in- 


a-1 


And  desert-whispera  grow  a  prophecy,) 
Tell  all  to  Corintn  of  ner  own  accord. 
Bright  Corinth,  not  dull   Thebes,  for 

Who  ^'n^  ^j  ^j,  «.d  Kk«  mi  »o^. 
And  thinks  a  man  of  sixty  at  the  prime  r 
Good  1    It  shall  be  1    Reyealment  of  myself ! 
But  listen,  for  we  must  co-operate  ^ 
I  don't  drmk  tea :  permit  me  the  cigar  I 

First,   how   to  make    the   matter  plain,   of 

course  — 
What  was  the  law  by  which  I  lived.     Let 's 


Ay,  we  must  take  one  instant  of  my  life 
Spent  sitting  by  your  side  in  this  neat  room : 
Watch  well  the  way  I  use  it,  and  don't  laugh  I 
Hero 's  paper  on  the  table,  pen  and  ink : 
Give  me  the  soiled  bit  —  not  the  pretty  rose  I 
See  I  having  sat  an  hour,  I  'm  rested  now, 
Therof oro  want  work :  end  spv  no  better  work 
For  eye  and  hand  and  mind  Uiat  guides  than 

both, 
During  this  instant,  than  to  draw  my  pen 
From  blot  One  —  thus  —  up,  up  to  blot  Two  — 

thus  — 
Whioh  I  at  last  naoh,  thus,  and  hero  ^  my  line 


Five  inches  long  and  tolerably  straight : 
Better  to  draw  than  leave  undrawn,  I  tbiak, 
fitter  to  do  than  let  alone,  I  hold. 
Though  better,  fitter,  by  but  one  degree. 
Therof  oro  it  was  that,  nther  than  sit  atill 
Simplv,  my  right-hand  drew  it  while  my  left 
Pulled  smooth  and  pinched  the  moostaeha  to  a 
point. 


Now  I  permit  your  plump  lips  to  unpn 
*''  So  far,  one  possibly  may  understand 
Without  rooourse  to  witchcraft  1  "     l^iia,  my 

dear. 
Thus  folks  begin  with  Euclid,  — finish,  how? 
Trving  to  sqnaro  the  circle  1  —  at  any  rate. 
Solving  abstruser  problems  than  this  fint, 
"How  find  the  nearest  way  'twixt  point  sad 

point." 
Deal  but  with  moral  mathematics  so  — 
Master  one  merest  mementos  work  of  mine, 
Even  this  practising  with  pen  uad  ink,  — 
Demonstrate  why  i  rather  plied  the  qniU 
Than  left  the  space  a  blank,  —  you  gain  a  faet, 
And  God  knows  what  a  fact  *s  worth  I    So  pro- 
ceed 
By  inf eronce  from  just  this  moral  fact 
—  I  don't  say,  to  that  plaguy  quadrature, 
"  What  the  whole  man  meant,  whom  yon  wish 

you  knew," 
Bot^  what  meant  certain  things  he  did  of  old. 
Which   puxzled   Europe,  —  why,   you  'U   find 

them  plain. 
This  way,  not  otherwise :  I  guarantee, 
Understand  one,  you  oomprohend  the  rest. 
Rays  from  all  round  converge  to  any  point  : 
Study^  the  point  then  ero  you  track  the  ravs ! 
The  sixe  o'  the  cirole  's  nothing ;  subdivide 
Earth,  and  earth's  smallest  grain  of  mustard- 

You  count  as  many  parts,  small  matching  large. 
If  yon  can  use  the  mind's  eye :  otherwise. 
Material  optics,  being  gross  at  best. 
Prefer  the  large  and  leave  our  mind  thesmall^ 
And  pray  how  manv  folk  have  minda  ean  see  f 
Certainly  you  —  ana  somebody  in  Tliraee 
Whoee  name  escapes  me  at  the  moment.    Too  — 
Lend  me  your  raind  then  I    Analyse  with  me 
This  instance  of  the  line  'twixt  blot  and  Uot 
I  rather  chose  to  draw  than  leave  a  blank. 
Things    else  being   equal.    Ton   aro    taught 

thereby 
Hint 't  is  my  natoro,  when  I  am  at 
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Rather  than  idle  out  my  life  too  lunt;:, 
To  want  to  do  a  thing  —  to  put  a  thought, 
Whether  a  great  thought  or  a  little  one, 
Into  an  aet,  as  nearly  as  may  be. 
Make  what  ts  absolutely  new  —  I  ean^t, 
Mar  what  ts  made  already  well  enough  — 
I  won't :  but  turn  to  best  account  the  thing 
That  *8  half-made  —  that  I  can.  Two  blots,  yon 

saw 
I  knew  how  to  extend  into  a  line 
Symmetric  on  the  sheet  they  blurred  before  — 
Such  little  act  sufficed,  this  time,  such  thought. 

Now,  we  'U  extend  ravs,  widen  out  the  verge. 
Describe  a  larger  circle  ;  leave  this  first 
Clod  of  an  instance  we  bagau  with,  rise 
To  the  complete  world  many  clods  effect. 
Only  continue  patient  while  I  throw, 
l>elver-like,  spadeful  after  spadeful  up. 
Just  as  truths  come,  the  subsoil  of  me,  mould 
Whence  spring  my  moods :  your  object,  —  just 

to  find. 
Alike  from  handlift  and  from  barrow-load. 
What  salts  and  silts  may  constitute  the  earth  — 
If  it  be  proper  stuff  to  blow  man  glass. 
Or  bake  him  pottery,  bear  him  oaks  or  wheat — 
What  *s  bom  of  me,  in  brief  ;  which  found, 

all  "a  known. 
If  it  were  genius  did  the  digging-job, 
Logic  would  speedily  sift  its  product  smooth 
And  leave  the  crude  truths  bare  for  poetry  ; 
But  I  'm  no  poet,  and  am  stiff  i'  the  oaok. 
What  one  spread  fails  to  bring,  another  may. 
In  goes  the  shovel  and  out  comes  sooop  — as 

here  I 

I  live  to  pleaae  myself.    I  reeogmie 

Power  passing  mine,  immeasurable,  God  — 

Above  me,  whom  he  madd,  as  heaven  beyond 

Earth  —  to  use  figures  which  assist  our  sense. 

I  know  that  he  is  there  as  I  am  here, 

By  the  same  proof,^  which  seems  no  proof  at  all. 

It  so  exceeds  familiar  forms  of  proot . 

Why  **  there,**  not  *'  here  **  ?    Beeanse,  when 

I  say  **  there '» 
I  treat  the  feeling  with  disthioter  shape 
That  space  exists  between  us :  I,  —  not  he,  — 
Live,  tmnk,  do  human  work  here  —  no  machine, 
His  will  moves,  but  a  being  by  myself, 
His,  and  not  he  who  made  me  for  a  work, 
Watches  my  working,  judges  its  effeet. 
But  does  not  interpose.    He  did  so  onoe. 
And  probably  will  agidn  some  time  —  not  now, 
Life  Deitti^  the  minute  of  mankind,  not  Ood*s, 
In  a  certain  sense,  like  time  before  and  time 
After  man's  earthlv  life«  so  far  as  man 
Needs  apprehend  the  matter.    Am  I  clear  ? 
Suppose  I  bid  a  courier  take  to-ni^ht  — 
(.  .  .  Onoe  for  all,  let  me  talk  as  if  I  smoked 
Yet  in  the  Residenx,  a  personage : 
I  must  still  represent  the  thing  I  was, 
C}alvanicallv  make  dead  muscle  play. 
Or  how  shall  I  Ulnstrate  muscle *s  use  ?) 
I  oould  then,  last  July,  bid  courier  take 
Message  for  me,  post-haste,  a  thonaand  miles. 
I  bid  him,  since  I  have  the  right  to  bid. 
And,  my  part  done  so  far,  his  part  begins ; 
He  starts  with  doe  equipment,  wiU  and  power, 


Means  he  majr  use,  misuse,  not  use  at  all, 
At  his  discretion,  at  his  peril  too. 
I  leave  him  to  himself :  but,  journey  done, 
I  count  the  minutes,  call  for  the  result 
Ip  <}uickness  and  the  courier  quality. 
Weigh  its  worth,  and  then  punish  or  reward 
According  to  proved  service  ;  nut  bef  uru. 
Meantime,  he  sleeps  through  noontide,  rides  till 

dawn. 
Sticks  to  the  straight  road,  tries  the  crooked 

path, 
Measures  and  managra  resource,  trusts,  doubts 
Advisers  by  the  wayside,  does  his  best 
At  his  discretion,  lign  or  launches  forth, 
(He  knows  and  I  know)  at  his  peril  too. 
You  see  ?    Exactly  thus  men  stand  to  God : 
I  with  my  courier,  God  with  me.    Just  so 
I  have  his  bidding  to  perform  ;  but  mind 
And  body,  all  of  me,  though  inade  and  meant 
For  that  sole  service,  must  consult,  concert 
With  my  own  self  and  nobodv  beside. 
How  to  effect  the  same :  God  helps  not  else. 
'T  is  I  who,  with  my  stock  of  craft  and  strength, 
Choose  the  directer  cut  aeroas  the  hedge. 
Or  keep  the  foot-track  that  respects  a  crop. 
Lie  down  and  rest,  rise  up  and  run,  —  live  spare, 
Feed  free,  —  all  that 's  my  business  :  but,  ar- 
rive. 
Deliver  message,  bring  the  answer  back. 
And  make  my  bow,  I  must:  then  God  will 

speak, 
Pnuae  me  or  haply  blame  as  service  proves. 
To  other  men,  to  each  and  o^eiT  one. 
Another  law  t  what  likelier  ?    God,  perohanoe, 
Grants  each  new  man,  bv  some  as  new  a  mode. 
Intercommunication  with  himself. 
Wreaking  on  finiteness  infinitude ; 
By  such  a  series  of  effects,  gives  each 
Last  his  own  imprint  :  old  yet  ever  new 
The  prooeas  :  *t  is  the  way  of  Deity. 
How  it  succeeds,  he  knows :  I  only  know 
That  varied  modes  of  ereatureship  aboond. 
Implying  just  aa  varied  intercourse 
For  each  with  the  creator  of  them  all. 
Each  has  his  own  mind  and  no  other's  mode. 
What  mode  may  yours  be  ?  I  shall  sympathixe  1 
No  doubt,  you,  good  young  lady  that  yon  are. 
Despite  a  natural  naughtiness  or  two. 
Turn  eyes  np  like  a  Pradier  Magdalen 
And  see  an  outspread  providential  hand 
Above    the    owl's-wing  aigrette — guard  and 

guide  — 
Visibly  o'er  yonr  path,  about  ^onr  bed. 
Through  all  yonr  practiaings  with  London-town . 
It  points,  you  go  ;  it  stays  fixed,  and  yon  stop ; 
You  quicken  its  procedure  by  a  word 
Spoken,  a  thongnt  in  silence,  prayer  and  praise. 
Well,  I  believe  that  such  a  hand  may  stoop. 
And  sneh  appeals  to  it  may  stave  off  harm, 
Pfteify  the  grim  guardian  of  this  Square, 
And  stand  von  in  good  stead  on  if  nartar^y : 
Quite  poasible  in  yonr  case ;  not  in  mine. 
"Ah,  but  I  choose  to  make  the  differsnoe, 
Find  the  emancipation  f  "    No.  I  hope ! 
If  I  deceive  myself,  take  noon  for  night. 
Please  to  become  determinedly  blind 
To  the  true  ordinance  of  human  Ufa, 
Through  mere  presiimption  —  that  ia  my  affair. 
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And  tmljr  a  grave  one ;  bat  as  grave  I  think 
Your  affair,  voun,  the  specially  obaerved,  — 
Each  favored  jperson  that  perceives  his  path 
Pointed  him,  inch  by  inch,  and  looks  above 
For  guidance,  through  the  mazes  of  this  vorld, 
In  what  we  call  its  meanest  life-career 
—  Not  how  to  manage  Europe  properly, 
But  how  keep  open  shop,  and  yet  pay  rent, 
Rear  household,  and  make  both  ends  meet,  the 

same. 
I  sav,  such  man  is  no  less  tasked  than  I 
To  anly  take  the  path  appointed  him 
By  whatsoever  sign  he  recognize. 
Our  insincerity  on  both  our  heads ! 
No  matter  what  the  object  of  a  life. 
Small  work  or  laige,  —  the  making  thrive  a 

shop. 
Or  seeing  that  an  empire  take  no  harm,  — 
'Diere  are  known  fruits  to  judge  obedience  by. 
You  've  read  a  ton^s  weight,  now,  of  news- 
paper— 
Lives  of  me,  gabble  about  the  kind  of  prince  — 
Yoa  know  my  work  i*  the  rough ;  I  ask  you, 

then. 
Do  I  appear  subordinated  less 
To  hana-impulsion,  one  prime  push  for  all. 
Than  little  fives  of  men,  the  multitude 
That  cried  out,  every  quarter  of  an  hour. 
For  fresh  instmotions,  did  or  did  not  work, 
And  praised  in  the  odd  minutes  ? 

Eh,  my  dear  ? 
Such  is  the  reason  why  I  acquiesced 
In  doing  what  seemed  best  for  me  to  do, 
So  as  to  please  myaelf  on  the  great  scale, 
Having  regard  to  immortality 
No  less  than  life  —  did  that  which  head  and 

heart 
Prescribed  my  hand,  in  measure  with  its  means 
Of  doing —  used  my  special  stock  of  power  — 
Not  from  the  aforesaid  head  and  heart  alone. 
But  eveiy  sort  of  helpful  circumstance. 
Some  problematic  and  some  nondescript : 
All  regulated  by  the  single  care 
I'  the  last  resort  —  that  Imade  thoroughly  serve 
The  when  and  how,  toiled  where  was  need,  ia- 

posed 
As  resolutely  at  the  proper  point. 
Braved  sorrow,  eourted  joy,  to  iust  one  end : 
Namely,  that  just  the  creature  I  was  bound 
To  be,  I  should  become,  nor  thwart  at  all 
God^s  purpose  in  creation.    I  conceive 
No  other  antv  possible  to  man,  — 
Highest  mind,  lowest  mind,  —  no  other  law 
By  which  to  judge  life  failure  or  success : 
What  folk  call  being  saved  or  oast  away. 


Such  was  my  rule  of  life;  I  worked  my  best. 
Subject  to  nitimate  indgment,  God^s  not  man's. 
Well  then,  this  settled,  —  take  your  tea,  I  beg. 
And  meditate  the  fact,  *twixt  sip  and  sip,  — 
This  settled  ^-  why  I  pleased  myself,  you  saw, 
By  turning  blot  and  blot  into  a  line, 
0^  the  liUle  scale,  — we  ^11  try  now  (as  your 

tongoe 
Tries  the  eoneluding  sngar^drop)  what 's  meant 
To  please  me  most  o'  uie  great  scale*    Why, 

just  now. 


With  nothing  else  to  do  within  my  reach. 

Did  I  prefer  makintr  two  blots  one  line 

To  making  yet  anouier  separate 

Third  blot,  and  leaving  those  I  found  unlinked  ? 

It  meant,  I  like  to  use  the  thing  I  find. 

Rather  than  strive  at  nnf  ound  novelty  : 

I  make  the  best  of  the  old,  nor  try  for  n«w. 

Such  will  to  act,  such  choice  of  action's  way. 

Constitute  —  when  at  work  on  the  great  scale. 

Driven  to  their  fsrthest  natural  conaequenee 

By  all  the  help  from  all  the  means  —  my  own 

Particular  faculty  of  serving  Ood, 

Instinot  for  putting  power  to  exercise 

Upon  some  vnah  and  want  o'  the  time,  I  prove 

Passible  to  mankind  as  best  I  may. 

This     constitutes    my    mission,  —  grant    th*> 

phrase, — 
Namely,  to  rule  men  —  men  within  my  reach. 
To  order,  inBuence  and  dinpose  them  so 
As  render  solid  and  stability 
Mankind  in  particles,  the  light  and  loose. 
For  their  good  and  my  pleasure  in  the  act. 
Such  good  aooompUsbed  proves  twioe  good  to 

me — 
Good  for  its  own  sake,  as  the  just  and  rig^ht. 
And,  in  the  effecting  also,  good  again 
To  me  its  agent,  tasked  as  suits  my  taste. 

Is  this  much  essy  to  be  underitood 

At  first  glance  ?  Now  begin  the  steady  gaae ! 


My  rank  —  (if  I  must  tell  yon  simpU  truth  — 
Telling  were  else  not  worth  the  whiff  o'  the 

weed 
I  lose  for  the  tale's  sake)  —  dear,  my  nank  i* 

the  world 
Is  hard  to  know  and  name  precisely :  eir 
I  may,  but  scarcely  overestimate 
My  style  and  title.    Do  I  class  with  men 
Most  useful  to  their  feUows  ?  Poanbly,  — 
Therefore,  in  some  sort,  best ;    hot,  greatest 

mind 
And  rarest  nature  ?  Evidently  no. 
A  conservator,  call  me,  if  yon  please. 
Not  a  creator  nor  destroyer:  one 
Who  keeps  the  world  sale.    I  prr>fasB  to  trace 
The  broken  circle  of  sooielqr. 
Dim  actual  order,  I  oan  reaescribe 
Not  only  where  some  segment  silver^me 
Stays  clear,  but  where  the  bre^»  of  black 

^  commence 
Baffling  yon  all  who  want  the  eye  to  probe  — 
As  I  make  out  yon  problematic  thin 
White  panne  of  your  thumh-nail  outside  there. 
Above  the  plaster-monaroh  on  his  steed  — 
See  an  inch,  name  an  ell,  and  mopbesr 
O'  the  rest  that  onght  to  fwlow,  tne  round 

moon  ^ 
Now  hidine  in  the  night  of  things:  that  round, 
I  labor  to  demonstrate  moon  eaongk 
For  the  month's  purpose,  —  that  soowty. 
Render  efBdeat  for  the  age's  need : 
Preserving  yon  in  either  case  the  old. 
Nor  aiming  at  a  new  and  greater  thing, 
A  sun  for  moon,  a  future  to  be  made 
By  first  abolishing  the  present  law : 
No  such  proud  task  for  me  by  any  means ! 
Histoiy  snows  yon  men  whose  roaster^tonch 
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Not  flo  iinieh  modifiM  »  maltM  himw: 
Minds  Uuit  traoBmato  nor  iieod  restore  at  all. 
A  breath  of  God  made  maniteet  in  fleah 
Subjeeta  the  world  to  ohaoige,  from  time  to 

time, 
Alteis  the  irhole  conditions  of  onr  race 
AbrupUy,  not  by  nnpereeived  degrees 
Nor  play  of  elements  already  there, 
But  anite  new  leaven,  leavening  the  lump. 
And  uker,  so,  the  nataral  prooeas.    8ee  1 
Wliere  winter  feigned  for  ages —by  a  tnm 
I'  the  tame,  some  8tar«hange,  (ask  geolopsts.) 
The  ioe-traots  split,  clash,  splinter  and  disperM, 
And  Uiere  *s  an  end  of  immobility. 
Silence,  and  all  that  tinted  pa^^eaat,  base 
To  pinnacle,  one  flush  from  fairy'>land 
Dead-asleep  and  deserted  somewhere,  —  see  1  — 
As  a  fresh  sun,  wave,  spring  and  joy  ontbnrst. 
(>T  else  the  earth  it  is.  time  starts  from  tranoe, 
Her  mountains  tremble  into  fire,  her  plains 
Heave  blinded  by  confusion :  what  resalt  ? 
Xew  teeming  growth,  snrorises  of  strange  life 
Impossible  before,  a  world  broke  np 
And  re-made,  order  gained  by  law  destioyed. 
Not  otherwise,  in  our  society 
Follow  like  portents,  all  as  absolute 
Regenerations :  they  have  birth  at  rare 
IJnoertain  nnexpected  intervals 
O*  the  world,  by  mimstry  impassible 
Before  and  after  fulness  of  the  days : 
Some  derrish  desert«peotre,  swordsman,  ssint, 
Lawgiver,  lyrist,  —  oh,  we  know  the  aames  I 
Quite  other  these  than  I.    Onr  time  requires 
No  such  strange  potentate,  —  who  else  would 

dawn,  — 
No  freah  force  till  the  old  have  spent  itself. 
Such  seems  the  natutml  eeonomy. 
To  ahoot  a  beam  into  the  dark,  assista : 
To  make  tlwt  beam  do  fnller  service,  spread 
And  utilise  such  bounty  to  the  hei^t. 
That  aadsts  also,  ~aad  that  work  ia  mine. 
I  recognise,  contemplate,  and  approve 
The  general  compact  of  society. 
Not  stmpl^  as  I  see  effected  good. 
But  good  I*  the  germ,  each  chance  that  'a  possi- 

Ue 
I*  the  plan  traced  so  far :  all  raanlts,  in  short, 
For  better  or  worse  of  the  operation  due 
To  these  exceptional  natures,  unlike  mine. 
Who,  helping,  thwarting,  eonscions,  unaware, 
Did  somenow  manage  to  so  far  describe 
This  diagram  left  ready  to  my  hand, 
Watting  my  turn  of  trial.    I  see  snecess. 
See  fainm,  see  what  makes  or  mats  throagh^ 

out. 
How  shall  I  else  but  help  complete  this  pku 
Of  which  I  know  the  purpose  and  approve. 
By  Wttinpt  stay  thers&n  what  seems  to  stand. 
And  adding  good  thereto  of  easier  reach 
T<Mlay  than  yestsfday  ? 

So  nraefa,  no  mors  I 
Whereon,  "  No  more  than  that  ?  '*  -~  inquire 


Half  of  my  critles :  "  nothing  new  at  all? 
The  old  plan  saTsd,  instead  of  a  sponged  slate 
And  ff«sh-drawnflg«re?  '*  -  whiK^'  So  maoh 
as  that?'* 


Object  their  f eUows  of  the  other  fiuth : 

*^  Leave  uneffaced  the  crasy  labyrinth 

Of  alterati<Hi  and  amendment,  Imes 

Which  every  dabster  felt  in  duty  hoond 

To  signalise  his  power  of  pen  and  ink 

B  V  adding  to  a  plan  once  plain  enouiph  ? 

Why  keep  each  fool^s  beqneathment,  scratch 

andblnr 
Which  oversorawl  and  nndeiaoore  the  piece — 
Nay,   strengthen   them    by  touches  of  yonr 

own?" 

Well,  that  ^s  my  mission,  so  I  serve  the  world, 
FWure  as  man  o*  the  moment,  —  in  defanU 
Ofsomebody  inspired  to  strike  sneh  i^aage 
Into  society  —  from  round  to  square. 
The  ellipais  to  the  rhomboid,  how  von  please. 
As  suits  the  size  and  shuie  o'  the  world  he 

finds. 
But  this  I  can,  — and  nobodv  my  peer,  — 
Do  the  best  with  the  least  ehaaga  possible : 
Carry  the  incompleteness  on,  a  stage. 
Make  what  was  crooked  straight,  s^d  rough- 
ness smooth. 
And  weakness  strong :  wherein  if  I  succeed. 
It  will  not  prove  the  wont  aehievement,  sure, 
In  the  eyes  at  least  of  one  man,  one  I  look 
Nowise  to  eatch  in  cride  oonspany : 
To  wit,  the  man  inspired,  the  genins*  self 
Destined  to  come  and  change  things  thmtnighly. 
He,  at  least,  finds  his  business  simplified, 
Distinguishsa  the  done  from  undone,  reads 
Plainly  what  meant  and  did   not   mean  this 

time 
We  live  in,  and  I  work  on.  and  transmit 
To  such  successor :  he  will  operate 


On 


not  mers  ^tmI^  and 


good  hard  snhstaaoe, 

shine. 

Let  all  my  critics,  bom  to  idleness 
And  impotency,  get  their  good,  and  have 
Their  hooting  at  the  ^ftrmt:  I  am  deaf — 
Who  find  great  good  m  this  soeietv, 
Greatgain,  the  purchase  of  great  labor.  Touch 
The  work  I  may  and  must,  but — reverent 
In  every  fall  o^  the  finger-tip,  no  doubt. 
Perhaps  I  find  all  good  thero 's  warrant  for 
r  the  world  as  yet:  nay,  to  the  sad  el 
Since  evil  never  means  part  company 
With   mankind,  only  shift   smU  sad 

shape. 
I  find  advance  i'  the  main,  and  notaUv 
The  Present  an  improvement  on  the  net. 
And  promise   for  the    Future  —  which 

wove 
Onl^  the  Present  with  its  rough  made  smooth. 
Its  indistinctness  emphasiasd ;  I  hope 
No  better,  nothing  newer  for  mankind. 
But  something  eqaablv  smoothed  everywheie. 
Good,  reconciled  with  hardly-qnitc^  as  good, 

^■»a^^^Fv^^^^^^^«4    ^^a    Mb  ^^^^^w^b   ^^^v^^v^b    Bi^^^^^wS  ^^^^^^4^aa   ^B^^^^waBaaaaa    ^^^^^^s^wvv 

^^Andthat'saU?"    Ay,  and  quite  ene^h  lor 

me  I 
We  have  toiled  so  long  to  gain  what  gain  I  find 
r  the  Piesent,  -  hit  us  keep  it  1    WeshaUtcU 
So  long  before  we  gain  —  if  gnin  God  grant  -** 
A  Future  with  one  touch  of  difference 
r  the  heaH  of  things,  and  not  thssr  outnde 

faoe, — 
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Let  118  not  risk  the  whiff  of  my  cigar 

For  Fourier,  Comte,  ajid  all  that  ends  in  smoke  I 

This  I  see  olearest  probably  of  men 

With  power  to  act  and  iniluenoe,  now  idive : 

Juster  than  they  to  the  true  state  of  things ; 

In  oonsequenee,  more  tolerant  that,  side 

By  side,  shall  co-exist  and  thrive  alike 

In  the  age,  the  various  sorts  of  happiness 

Moral,  mark  !  —  not  material  —  moods  o*  the 

mind 
Suited  to  man  and  man  his  opposite  : 
Say,    minor   modes  of  movement  —  hence   to 

there. 
Or  thence  to  here,  or  simply  round  about  — 
So  long  as  each  toe  spares  its  neighbor's  kibe. 
Nor  spoils  the  major  mardi  and  main  advance. 
The  love  of  peace,  care  for  the  family. 
Contentment  with  what 's  bad  but  might  be 

wotse  — 
Good  movements  these!  and  good,  too,  dis- 
content. 
So  long  as  that  spurs  good,  which  might  be 

best. 
Into  becoming  better,  anyhow : 
Good  —  pride  of  country,  putting  hearth  and 

home 
I'  the  background,  out  of  undue  prominence : 
Qood  —  yearning  after  change,  strife,  victory. 
And    triumph.    Each    shall    have   its    orbit 

marked. 
But  no  more,  —  none  impede  the  other's  path 
In   this   wide   world,  —  though  eadi  and  all 

alike. 
Save  for  me,  fain  would  spread  itself  through 

space 
And  leave  its  fellow  not  an  inch  of  way. 
I  rule  and  regulate  the  course,  excite. 
Restrain:  because  the  whole  raacdiine  should 

march 
Impelled  by  those  diversely-moving  parts, 
Each  blind  to  aught  beside  its  little  bent. 
Out  of  the  turnings  round  and  round  inside. 
Comes  that  str^htforward  worid-advance,  I 

want. 
And  none  of  them  supposes  God  wants  too 
And  gets  through  just  their  hindrance  and  my 

help. 
I  think  that  to  have  held  the  balance  straight 
For   twenty   years,  say,   weighing  claim  and 

claim 
And  giving  each  its  due,  no  less  no  more. 
This  was  good  service  to  humanity. 
Right  usage  of  my  power  in  head  and  heart. 
And  reasonable  piety  beside. 
Keep  those  three  points  in  mind  while  judging 

me! 
Yoa  stand,  periiaps,  for  some  one  man,  not 

men, — 
Represent  this  €»r  the  other  interest. 
Nor  mind  the  general  welfare,  —so,  impugn 
My  practice  and  dispute  my  value :  why  ? 
You  man  of  faith,  I  did  not  tread  the  world 
Into  a  paste,  and  thereof  make  a  smooth 
l^nifaurm  mound  whereon  to  plant  your  flag. 
The  lily-white,  above  the  blood  and  brains  I 
Nor  yet  (tid  I,  you  man  of  faithlessness, 
So  roll  things  to  the  level  which  you  love. 


That  you  could  stand  at  ease  there  and  sorvey 
The  universal  Nothing  undisgraced 
By  pert  obtrusion  of  some  ola  chuxch-^ire 
I'  tne  distance  1    Neither  friend  woula  I  con- 
tent. 
Nor,  as  the  world  were  simply  meant  for  him. 
Thrust  out  his  fellow  and  mend  Gvd's  mistake. 
Why,  you  two  fools,  —  my  dear  friends  aU  the 

same. — 
Is  it  some  change  o'  the  world  and  nothing  eW 
Contents  you  ?    Should  whatever  was,  not  be  t' 
How  thanklessly  you  view  things  1    There 's 

the  root 
Of  the  evil,  source  of  the  entire  mistake : 
You  see  no  worth  i*  the  world,  nature  and  life. 
Unless  we  change  what  is  to  what  may  be. 
Which  means,  —  may  be,  i'  the  brain  of  one  of 

you  I 
*'  Reject  what  is  ?  ''  -  all  capabiUUes  —  ^ 
Nay,    you   may   style   them  chances   if   yon 

choose*- 
All  chances,  then,  of  happiness  that  lie 
Open  to  anybod]r  that  is  bom. 
Tumbles  into  this  life  and  out  again,  — 
All  that  may  happen,  good  and  evil  too, 
I*  the  siMice  between,  to  each  adventorer 
Upon  this  'sixty.  Anno  Domini: 
A  life  to  live  —  and  such  a  life  1  a  world 
To   learn,    one's    lifetime    in, —  and    aach  a 

world  I 
How  did  the  foolish  ever  paaa  for  wiae 
By  calling  life  a  burden,  man  a  fly 
Or  worm  or  what 's  most  insignificant  ? 
'* O  littleness  of  man  !  "  deplores  the  bard ; 
And  then,  for  fear  the  Powers  shoold  puniith 

him, 
**  O  grandeur  of  the  visible  univene 
Our  numan  littleness  coutraats  withal ! 

0  sun,  O  moon,  je  mountains  and  thou 
Thou  emblem  of  immensity,  thou  this. 
That  and  the  other,  —  what  impertinei 
In  man  to  eat  and  drink  and  walk  about 
And  have  his  little  notions  of  his  own. 

The  while  some  wave  sheds  foam  upon  the 

shore  I  " 
First  of  all,  't  b  a  lie  some  three-times  thick  : 
The  bard,  —  this  sort  of  speech  being  poelnr,  ^ 
The  bard  puts  mankind  well  outside  kimaelf 
And  then  begins  instructing  them :  **  This  way 

1  and  my  fnend  the  sea  oonceiTe  of  yoa  I 
What  would  you  give  to  think  sneh  tJhooghts 

as  ours 
Of  you  and  the  sea  together  7  "    Down  they  go 
On  the  humbled  knees  of  them :  at  oaee  they 

draw 
Distinction,  recognise  no  male  of  thmn 
In  one,  deapite  his  mock  humility. 
So  plain  a  matc^  for  what  be  olays  with.   Next, 
The  turn  of  the  great  oceaa-playfeUow, 
When  the  bard,  leaving  Bond  Street  y^rj  far 
From  ear-shot,  cares  not  to  ventriloaniae. 
But  tells  the  sea  its  home-truths :      Tov^  mv 

match? 
You,  all  this  terror  and  immensity 
And  what  not  ?    Shall  I  tell  yon  what  yoa  aie  7 
Just  fit  to  hitch  into  a  staasa,  so 
Wake  up  and  set  in  motion  who 's  asleep 
O'  the  other  side  of  you  in  England,  else 
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Unaware,  as  folk  paoe  tiieir  Bond  Street  now, 
Somebody  here  despises  them  so  much  1 
Between  as,  —  they  are  the  ultimate !  to  them 
And  their  perception  go  these  lordly  thouir^ts : 
Since   what   were   ooean  —  mane   and  tul,  to 

boot  — 
Mused  I  not  here,  how  make  thoughts  think* 

able? 
Start  forth  my  stanxa  and  astound  the  world  I 
Bxu'k,  biUows,  to  your  inBie:nifioanoe  I 
Deep,  you  are  done  with  1 

Learn,  my  ffifted  friend. 
There  are  two  thinn  i*  the  world,  still  wiser 

folk 
Accept  —  intelligenoe  and  sympathy. 
You  pant  about  unutterable  power 
r  the  ocean,  all  you  feel  but  cannot  speak  ? 
\Miy,  that  *s  the  plainest  speech  about  it  all. 
You  did  not  feel  what  was  not  to  be  felt. 
Well,  then,  all  else   but  what  man   feels  is 

naught  — 
The  wash  o*  the  liquor  that  overbrims  the  cup 
(Called  man,  and  runs  to  waste  adown  his  siae, 
Perhaps  to  feed  a  cataract,  —  who  oares  ? 
1  ^11  tell  you :  all  the  more  I  know  mankind, 
The  more  I  thank  God,  like  mv  grandmother, 
For  making  me  a  little  lower  tmui 
The  angels,  hooor-olothed  and  ^lory-erowned  : 
This  is  the  honor,  —  that  no  thing  I  know, 
Fe«l  or  conceive,  but  I  can  make  my  own 
S>raehow,  by  use  of  hand  or  head  or  heart : 
This  is  the  glory,  —  that  in  all  oonceived, 
Or  felt  or  known,  I  recognize  a  mind 
Not  mine  but  like  mine,  —  for  the  double  joy,  — 
Making  all  things  for  me  and  me  for  Him. 
There  9  folly  for  you  at  this  time  of  day  ! 
S<>  think  it  1  and  e^joy  your  ignorance 
(K  what  —  no  matter  for  the  worthy's  name  ^- 
Wisdom  set  working  in  a  noble  heart. 
When  he,  who  was  earth^s  best  geometer 
ipto  that  time  of  day,  consigned  his  life 
\N  ith  its  results  into  one  matchless  book. 
The  triumph  of  the  human  mind  so  far, 
All  in  geometry  man  yet  could  do : 
And  then  wrote  on  the  dedication-page 
In  place  of  name  the  universe  applauos, 
'*  Hut,  God,  what  a  geometer  art  Thou  I  *' 
I  Huppoae  HeaTen  is,  tlirough  Eternity, 
The  equalizing,  ever  and  anon. 
In  momentary  rapture,  great  with  small, 
[  hnniscienoe  with  int«>]ligency,  God 
With  man,  —  Uie  thunder-glow  from  pole  to 

pole 
AbollAiiing.  a  bfissf  a1  morafrnt-space, 
(yreat  cloua  alike  and  small  cloud,  in  one  fire  — 
Afl  sure  to  ebb  as  sure  again  to  flow 
When  the  new  receptivity  deserves 
The  new  completion.    Tnere  *s  the  Heaven  for 

me. 
And  I  say.  therefore,  to  live  out  one's  life 
V  the  world  here,  with  the  chance,  — whether 

by  pain 
(>r  pleasure  be  the  process,  long  or  short 
The  time,  august  or  mean  the  oireumstance 
rc»  human  eye,  —  of  learning  how  set  foot 
1  Vcidedly  cm  some  one  path  to  Heaven, 
Touch  segment  in  the  eircle  whence  all  lives 


Lead  to  the  centre  equally,  red  lines 

Or  black  lines,  so   they  but  produce    them* 

selves  — 
This,  I  do  say,  —  and  here  m  v  sermon  ends,  — 
This  makes  it  worth  our  while  to  tenderly 
Handle  a  state  of  things  which  mend  we  might. 
Mar  we  may,  but  which  meanwhile  helps  solar. 
Therefore  my  end  is  —  save  society ! 

*'  And  that 's  all  ?  "  twangs  the  never-failing 

taunt 
O'  the  foe  —  "  No  novelty,  creativeness, 
Mark  of  the  master  that  renews  the  age  ? '' 
''  Nay,  all  that  ?  "  rather  will  demur  my  judge 
I  look  to  hear  some  day,  nor  friend  nor  foe  — 
*^  Did  you  attain,  then,  to  perceive  that  God 
Knew    what   he   undertook    when  he   made 

things?'* 
Ay :  that  my  task  was  to  co-operate 
Rather  than  play  the  rival,  chop  and  change 
The  order  whence  comes  all  the  good  we  know. 
With    this, —  good's  last    expression   to   our 


That  there 's  a  further  eood  conceivable 
Beyond  the  utmost  eartn  can  realize : 
And,  therefore,  that  to  change  the  agency. 
The  evil  whereoy  good  is  brought  about  — 
Try  to  make  good  do  t^ood  as  evil  does  — 
Were  just  as  if  a  chemist,  wanting  white, 
Apd  knowing  black  inmdients  bred  the  dye. 
Insisted  these  too  should  be  white  forsooth ! 
Correct  the  evU,  mitigate  your  best. 
Blend  mild  with  hanh,  and  soften  black  to 

If  gray  may  follow  with  no  detriment 

To  the  eventual  perfect  purity  1 

But  as  for  hazaroing  the  main  result 

By  ho]>ing  to  anticipate  one  half 

In  the  intermediate  process,  —  no,  my  friends ! 

This  bad  worlds  I  experience  and  approve  ; 

Your   good    world,  —  with   no  pity,  courage, 

hope. 
Fear,  sorrow,  joy,  —  devotedness,  in  short. 
Which  I  account  the  ultimate  of  man. 
Of  which  there's  not  one  day  nor  hour  but 

brings. 
In  flower  or  fruit,  some  sample  of  snccees, 
Out  of  this  same  society  I  save  — 
None  of  it  for  me  !    That  I  might  have  none, 
I  rapped  your  tampering  knuckles  twenty  years. 
Such  was  the  task  imposed  me,  such  my  end. 

Now  for  the  means  tliereto.    Ah,  confidence  — 

Keep  we  together  or  part  company  ? 

This  is  the  critical  minut« !    *'  Sucii  my  end  ?  '* 

Certainly  ;  how  could  it  be  otherwise  ? 

Can  there  be  question  which  was  the   right 

task- 
To  save  or  to  destroy  society  ? 
Why,  even  prove  that,  by  some  miracle. 
Destruction  were  the  proper  work  to  choose. 
And  that  a  torch  b(*st  remedies  what 's  wrong 
I'   the   temple,   whence   the   long   procession 

wonaa 
Of  powers  and  beauties,  earth's  achievements 

aU, 
The  human  strength  that  strove  and  orer* 

threw,— 
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The  human  We  that,  weak  itMlf ,  orowned 

strength^  — 
The    instinct    crying,    **God    is    whenoe    I 

came  I "  — 
The  reason  laying  down  the  hiw,  *^  And  sach 
His  will  i*  the  world  must  be  I  *^  —  the  leap  and 

shoot 
Of  genius,  |*  For  I  hold  his  rery  thoaghts, 
The  meaning  of  the  mind  of  him ! "  —  nay, 

^  more^  ^ 
The  ingenuities,  each  active  foree 
That  turning  in  a  eircle  on  itself 
Looks  neither  up  nor  dc»wn  hut  keeps  the  spot, 
Mere  creatnre4ike  and,  for  religion,  worka. 
Works  only  and  works  eyer,  makes  and  shapes 
And  ehanges,  still  wrings  more  of  good  from 

less, 
StOl  stamps  some  had  out,  where  was  worst 

before. 
So  leaves  the  handiwork,  the  aet  and  deed. 
Were  it  but  house  and  land  and  wealth,  to  show 
Here  was  acreatnre  perfect  in  the  kind  — 
Whether  as  bee,  beaver,  or  behemoth, 
What  *6  the  iraportanee  ?  he  has  done  his  work 
For  work*s  sake,  worked  well,  earned  a  crea- 
ture's praise; — 
I  say,  oonoede  that  same  f ane^  whenoe  deploys 
A^  after  age,  all  this  humamty, 
Diverse  hut  ever  dear,  oat  of  the  dark 
Behind  the  altar  into  the  broad  day 
By   the   portal  —  enter,    and,   conoede   there 

mocks 
Each  lover  of  free  motion  and  much  space 
A   perplexed    length  of   apse   and   aisle   and 

nave,  ^- 
PiUnred  roof  and  carved  sereeu,  and  what  care 

I?- 
Which   irk   the  movement  and   impede   the 

march, -— 
Nay,  possibly,  bring  flat  upon  his  nose 
At  some  odd  breakneck  angle,  by  some  freak 
Of  old-world  artistry,  that  personage 
Who,  ooold  he  but  have  kept  his  skirts  from 

grief 
And  catching  at  the  hooks  and  crooks  about. 
Had  steppea  out  on  the  daylight  of  our  time 
Plainly  the  man  of  the  i^,  —  still,  still,  I  bar 
Excessive  conflagration  in  the  case. 
*' Shake  the  flame  freely !  "  shoot  the  multi- 
tude: 
The  architeet  approves  I  stuck  mjr  torch 
Inside  a  good  stout  lantern,  hung  its  light 
Above  the  hooks  and  crooks,  and  ended  so. 
To  save  society  was  well :  the  means 
Whereby  to  save  it,  —  there  begins  the  donbt 
Permitted  you,  imneratave  on  me ; 
Were   mine  tlie   nest   means?    Did   I  work 

aright 
With  powers  appointed  me  ?  —  since  powers  de- 
nied 
Coneern  me  nothing. 

WeD,  my  work  reviewed 
Fairly,  leaves  more  hope  tluui  diseoangement. 
First,  there  ^s  the  deea  done :  what  I  found,  I 

leave  ^'~ 
What  tottered,  I  kept  sUble:  if  itstand 
One  month,  without  sustainment,  still  thank  me 


The  f^Btjr  years*  sostainer !    Now,  observe. 

Sustaining  is  no  brilliant  sell-diqJaj 

Like  knockine  down  or  even  wetidaB  np : 

Much  bustle  these  neeessitate :  ana  soli 

To  vulgar  eye,  the  mightier  of  the  myth 

Is  Hercules,  who  substitutes  his  own 

For  Atlas*  shoulder  and  sui^orts  the  globe 

A  whole  day,  —  not  the  passive  and  obscure 

Atlas  who  bore,  ere  Hereules  was  bora. 

And  is  to  go  on  bearing  that  same  load 

When  Hercules  turns  ash  on  CEta's  top. 

'T  is  the  transition-stage^  the  tu^  and  strain. 

That  strike  men :  stanomg  stall  is  stnpid-like. 

My  pressure  was  too  constant  on  the  whole 

For  any  partes  eruption  into  space 

'Mid  sparkles,  eraekling,  ana  maeh  praaw  U 

me. 
I  saw  that,  in  the  ordinary  Ufa, 
Many  of  the  little  make  a  mass  ol  men 
Important  beyond  neatness  here  and  there ; 
As  oertaanly  as,  in  life  exceptioaal. 
When  old  things  terminate  and  new  oommeni^. 
A  solitary  great  man 's  worth  the  world. 
God  takes  the  business  into  his  own  handa 
At  such  time :  who  creates  the  novel  flower 
Contrives  to  guard  and  give  it  breathinip-x^MMn  : 
I  merely  tend  the  cornfield,  case  for  crop. 
And  weed  no  acre  thin  to  let  emerge 
What  prodigv  may  stifle  there  perehanee, 
—  No,  thougn  my  eye  have  noted  where  be 

lurks. 
Oh  those  mute  myriads  thatspoke  load  to  m/e  — 
The   eyes  that  cmved  to  see  the  light,  tb^ 

mouths 
That  som^t  the  daily  bread  and  nothing  more. 
The  hands  that  suppUcated  exercise. 
Men  that  had  wives,  and  women  that  had  babes. 
And  all  these  making  suit  to  only  live  I 
Was  I  to  turn  aude  from  husbandry. 
Leave  hope  of  harvest  for  the  corn,  my  care. 
To  play  at  horticulture,  rear  some  roae 
Or  poppv  into  perfect  leaf  and  bloom 
When,    mid  the  furrows,  up  was  p1east<l  u 

sprout 
Some  man,  cause,  system,  special  interest 
I  ought  to  study,  stopthe  world  meanwhile  ? 
**  But  I  am  Ldberty,  Philanthropy, 
Enlightenment,  or  Patriotism,  the  power 
Whereby  you  are  to  stand  or  tall  I  '^  cries  each  : 
*^  Mine  and  mine  only  be  the  flaff  you  fl*ant  !  " 
And,  when  I  venture  to  object,     Jfeantuue, 
What  of  yon  myriads  with  no  flsg  at  all  — 
My  crop  which,  who  flaunts  flag  must  tread 

across?'' 
**  Now,  this  it  is  to  have  a  puny  mind !  ** 
Admire    my    mental     prodigies :     "  down  — 

down  — 
Ever  at  home  o*  the  level  and  the  low, 
Hiere   bides  he   brooding  I     Could   he   look 

above, 
With  less  of  the  owl  and  more  of  the  eagle  eve. 
He  M  see  there  *8  no  way  helps  the  fittia  eanW 
Like  the  attainment  of  the  great.    Dare  firvt 
The  chief  eDmrise ;  diqjiel  yon  cloud  between 
The  sun  ana  us;  nor  fear  that,  thoogh  our 

heads 
Find  eariier  wannfch  and  comfort  from 
What  lies  about  our  feet,  the  moltitade 
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WUl  fail  ci  beiMfMslion  pntaitlsr. 
(  ome  now,  let  eaoh  ai  as  swhifo  ory  traoe 
To  speoud  inteiciU,  make  eominon  oaon 
AgwiMt  tho  adrmnty — or  pefehanoe 
^lere  duUaid  to  hk  own  plam  inteiwtl 
Which  of  n*  viU  yon  ehooae? — anee  needa 

mint  be 
Some  one  o'  the  warring  cenaee  yea  inolina 
To  hold,  i*  the  mnin,  hee  ri^rht  and  ihonld  pre- 

Tail: 
Why  not  adopt  and  give  it  preTalenoe  T 
Chooee  striet  Faith  or  lax  IiiorednHty^-— 
King,  Cmte,  and  Coltas  —  or  the  Rights  ol 

Han, 
Soverekfnty  off  each  Prondhon  o*er  himself, 
And  aUthat  follows  in  jvst  ooaseqnenoe  I 
Go  free  the  stranger  from  a  foreign  yoke ; 
()r  stay,  oonoentiate  energy  at  home ; 
Snooeea  t  —  when  he  deserves,  the  stranger  wilL 
Comply  with  the  Oreat  Natioo's  impnlse,  print 
By  f  oroe  off  arms,  —  since  reason  pleads  in  vain, 
And,  *mid  the  sweet  compnlsion,  ptty  weeps,  — 
Hohenstiel-Sehwaa^n  on  the  nnivenw  [ 
Snub  the  Great  Nation,  enre  the  impulsive  iteh 
With  smartest  fiOlip  on  a  restless  nose 
Was  ever  launehed  by  thumb  and  finger  1    Bid 
HohenstaeRSohwangan  first  repeal  the  tax 
Chi  pig-tails  and  poouttam,  and  then  mind 
Abstroser  mattem  for  next  century  I 
lit  your  choice  made  ?    Why  then,  act  up  to 

I^eave  the  ilkgioal  tonoh  now  here  now  there 

V  the  wav  of  work,  the  tsntstiiany  help 

First  to  this,  then  th»  other  opposite : 

The  blowing  hot  and  oold,  iham  poliey. 

Sure  ague  of  the  mind  and  nothing  more. 

Disease  of  the  perception  or  the  wdl. 

That  fain  would  hide  in  a  fine  name !    Tour 

choice. 
Speak  it  out  and  oondenm  yonmif  thereby  1 " 

Well,  Leicester  Square  is  not  the  Residens : 
Instead  of  shmgfiniM?  shoulder,  turning  friend 
The  deaf  ear,  with  a  wink  to  the  police  ~ 
I  '11  answer  — by  a  question,  wisdom's  mode. 
Hmw  manpr  years,  o*^  the  aversge,  do  men 
Live  in  this  world?   Some  score,  si^oompntisti. 
Quintuple  me  that  term  and  give  mankind 
The  likely  hundred,  and  with  all  my  heart 
I  *11  take  yoor  task  upon  me,  work  your  way, 
Tcmoentrate  energv  on  some  one  canse : 
Sinc«,  counseller,  I  also  have  my  caoM, 
My  flag,  my  faith  in  its  effect,  my  hope 
In  its  eventual  triumph  for  the  good 
(>*  the  worid.    And  once  npon  a  time,  when  I 
Was  like  all  you,  mere  voice  and  nothing  more, 
Mjrself  took  wings,  soared  sunward,  and  thence 

"'  Look  wure  I  live  i'  the  loft,  come  up  to  me, 
(r  foundlings,    nor    grovel    longer  1    gain    this 

height. 
And  prove  yon  breathe  here  better  than  below  t 
Whv,  what  emancipation  far  and  wide 
Will  foUow  in  a  trice  1    The^  too  can  soar, 
Each  tenant  of  the  earth's  cireumferenee 
i  'huming  to  elevate  hnmsnihr. 
They  also  mast  attain  snch  altitude. 
Live  in  the  luminous  eirele  that  sarronnda 


The  phuMi,  noi  the  leaden  orb  itself. 

Prem  out,  each  point,  from  anrfaceto  yon  verge 

Which  one  has  gained  and  guaranteed  your 

realm!" 
Ay.  still  my  fragments  wander,  musio^franght, 
Signs  of  tne  soul,  mine  once,  mine  now,  and 


Forever  I    Crumbled  arch,  crushed  aquednot. 

Alive  with  tremors  in  the  shaggy  growth 

Of  wild'wood,  crovice-sown,  that  tnnnqihs  there 

Imparting  exidtation  to  the  hills  1 

Sweep  d  the  swathe  when  only  the  winds  walk 

And  waft  my  words  above  the  graaav  aea 

Under  the    Minding   blue  that    baaks    o'er 

Rome,  — 
Hear  ye  not  still  —  "  Be  Ital^  again  "  ? 
And  ye,  what  strikes  the  panic  to  your  heart  f 
Decrepit  council-ehamben,  —  when  some  lamp 
Drives  the  unbroken  black  three  paces  off 
From  where  the  graybeards  huddle  in  debate, 
Dim  cowls  and  capes,  and  midmost  glimmers 


Like  tarnished  gold,  and  what   they  say  is 

doubt. 
And  what  they  think  is  fear,  and  what  suspends 
The  breath  in  them  is  not  the  plsster-pateh 
Time  diseuRaaes  from  the  painJNid  wall 
Whero  Rafael  monlderingl^  bids  adieu. 
Nor  tick  of  the  insect  tarmng  taaestry 
Which  a  queen's  finger  traced  off  old,  to  dust ; 
But  some  word,  reeonant,  redoubtable. 
Of  who  once  felt  upon  hii  head  a  hand 
Whereof  the  head  now  apprehends  his  foot. 
**  Light  in  Rome,  Law  in  Rome,  and  Liberty 
O'  the  soul  in  Rome  —  the  free  Church,  the 

free  State! 
Stamp  out  the  nature  that 's  beat  typified 
Bv  its  embodiment  in  Peter ^s  Dome, 
The  8oorpioB4>ody  with  the  greedy  pair 
Of  otttatrotehed  nippem,  either  colonnade 
Agape  for  the  advance  of  heada  and  hearts  I  " 
There  's  one  cause  for  yon  I  one  and  only  one. 
For  I  sm  vocal  through  the  nmvene, 
I'  the  workshop,  manufactory,  exchange 
And  mariKCt-pface,  seaport  and  enstom4iouse 
O'  the  frontier :  listen  if  the  echoes  die  — 
*'  Unfettered  commerce  1    Power  to  speak  and 

hear. 
And  print  and  read  I    The  universal  vote  I 
Its  righte  for  labor !  "    This,  with  much  beside, 
I  spoke  when  I  waa  voice  and  nothing  more. 
But  altogether  such  an  ime  aa  yon 
My  oenacra.    "' Voice,  and  nothing 

deed!" 
Re-echoes  round  me  :    **  that 's  the 

thero'a 
Involved  the  ruin  of  yon  soon  or  late  I 
Voioe,  —  when  ite  promise  beat  the  empty  air : 
And  nothing  more,  —  when  solid  earth  s  your 

And  we  ^siderate  peifonnance,  deed 

For  word,  the  realising  all  you  dreamed 

In  the  old  davs :  now,  for  aeed,  we  find  at  door 

O*  the  conncil-ehamber  posted,  mute  aa  mouae, 

Hohenstiel-Schwangau,  aentry  and  safeguard 


re,  in- 


O'  the  gravbearda  all  ap«hnckle.  cowl  to  cape. 
Who  chaUenge  Judaa,  —  that  s  endearment's 
style,  — 
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To  stop  iliuir  niouthit  or  let  escape  griniace, 

While  tliey  keep  curaint;  Italy  aiid  him. 

The  powiiF  to  speakf  hear,  print  and  read  is 


ours? 


Ay,  we  learn  where  and  how,  when  clapped 

inside 
A  convict-transport  bound  for  cool  Cayenne  I 
The  nniTeraal  vote  we  have :  itaum, 
We  also  have  where  votes  drop,  findrered-o'er 
By  the  nniveraal  Prefect.    iSay,  Trade  *8  free 
And  Toil  turned  master  out  o'  the  slave  it  was : 
What  tiien  ?    These  feed  man's  stomach,  bnt 

his  soul 
Craves  finer  fare,  nor  lives  bv  bread  alone. 
As  somebody   says    somewhere.      Hence  yon 

stand 
Proved  and  recorded  either  false  or  weak. 
Faulty  in  promise  or  performance  :  which  ?^' 
Neither,  Ihope.    Once  pedestaUed  on  earth. 
To  act  not  speak,  I  found  earth  was  not  air. 
I  saw  that  multitude  of  mine,  and  not 
The  nakedness  and  nullity  of  air 
Fit  only  for  a  voice  to  float  in  free. 
Such  eyes  I  saw  that  craved  the  light  alone, 
Snch  mouths  that  wanted  bread  and  nothing 

else. 
Such  hancu  that  supplicated  handiwork. 
Men  with  the  wives,  and  women  with  the  babes, 
Yet  all  tiiese  pleading  inst  to  Uve,  not  cQe  I 
Did  I  believe  one  whit  less  in  belief. 
Take  truth  for  falsehood,  wish   tiie  voice  re> 

voked 
That  told  the  truth  to  heaven  for  earth  to  hear  ? 
No,  this  should  be,  and  shall ;  bat  when  and 

how? 
At  what  expense  to  these  who  average 
Your  twentv  yean  of  life,  my  computists  ? 
*'  Not  breaa  alone/'  bnt  bread  before  all  else 
For  these :  the  bodily  want  serve  first,  said  I ; 
If  earth-spaoe  and  the  lifetime  help  not  here, 
Where  is  the  rood  of  body  having  been  ? 
But,  helping  body,  if  we  somewhat  balk 
The  soul  of  finer  fare,  such  food  's  to  find 
Elsewhere  and  afterward  —  all  indicates. 
Even  this  selfsame  fact  that  soul  can  starve 
Yet  body  still  exist  its  twentv  years  : 
While,  stint  tlie  body,  there  's  an  end  at  once 
O^  the  revel  in  the  fancy  that  Rome  's  free. 
And  superstition  's  fett«red,  and  one  prints 
W^hateW  one  pleases,  and  who  pleases  reads 
The  same,  ana  speaks  out  and  is  spoken  to. 
And  divers  hundred  thonsand  foob  may  vote 
A  vote  nntampered  with  by  one  wise  man, 
And  so  elect  Barabbas  deputy 
In  lieu  of  his  concurrent.    1  who  trace 
The  purpose  written  on  the  face  of  things. 
For  my  behoof  and  guidance  —  (whoso  needs 
No  snch  anstainrnf  nt,  sees  beneath  my  signs, 
Provee,  what  I  take  for  writing,  penmanahip, 
Scribble  and  flourish  with  no  sense  for  me 
O'  the  sort  I  solemnly  go  spelling  ont,  — 
Let  him  1  there  's  certain  work  of  mine  to  show 
Alongnde  his  work  :  which  gives  warranty 
Of  shrewder  vision  in  the  workman  —  judge  !) 
I  who  trace  Providence  without  a  break 
V  the  plan  of  things,  drop  plumb  on  this  plain 

print 
Of  an  mtention  with  a  view  to  good. 


That  man  is  made  in  sjrmpathy  with  nian 

At  outset  of  existence,  so  to  speak  ; 

But  in  dissociation,  more  and  more, 

Man  from  his  fellow,  as  their  lives  advance 

In  culture  ;  still  humanity,  that 's  bom 

A  maas,  keeps  flyinap  off,  fining  away 

Ever  into  a  multituae  of  points, 

And  ends  in  isolation,  each  from  each  : 

Peerless  above  i'  the  sky,  the  pinnacle,  — 

Absolute  contact,  fusion,  all  below 

At  the  base  of  being.    How  comes  this  about  ? 

This  8tamj>  of  Ood  oharacterixing  man 

And  nothing  else  but  man  in  tlie  nniveiae  — 

That,  while  he  feek  with  man  (to  oae  man'4 

speech) 
I'  the  httle  things  of  life,  its  fleshly  wants 
Of  food  and  rest  and  health  and  happineea. 
Its  simplest  spirit-motions,  loves  ana  hatea, 
Hopes,  fears,  soul-eravingson  the  ignoblestscal^, 
O'  the  fellow  -  creature,  —  owns    the  bond  at 

base,  — 
He  tends  to  freedom  and  divergencjr 
In  the  upward  progress,  plays  the  pinnacle 
When    life 's    at    greatest   (grant    again    tbr 

phrase! 
Because  there  *s  neither  preat  nor  small  in  lif«»). 
**  Consult  thou  for  thy  kmd  that  have  tiM  wc^ 
To  see,  the  months  to  eat,  the  hands  to  woni. 
Men   with   the  wives,  and  women  with   the 

babes  r' 
Prompts  Nature.    **  Care  thou  for  thyself  akicM* 
I^  the  conduct  of  the  mind  God  made  thee  with ! 
Think,  as  if  man- had  never  thought  befoiv  ! 
Act,  as  if  all  creation  hung  attent 
On  the  acting  of  such  faculty  as  thine. 
To  take  prime  pattern  from  thy  masterpiece  !  '* 
Nature  prompts  also :  neitJier  law  obejred 
To  the  uttermost  by  any  heart  and  som 
We  know  or  have  in  record :  both  of  them 
Acknowledged*  blindly  by  whatever  man 
We  ever  knew  or  heard  of  in  this  world. 
**Will  you  have  why  and  wherefore,  aad  th^ 

fact 
Made  plain  as  pikestAff  ?  *'  modem  Science  askx. 
**  That  mass  man  sprung  from  was  a  jelly^lnmp 
Once  on  a  time ;  he  kept  an  after-course 
Throngh  fish  and  insect,  reptile,  bird  and  beaut. 
Till  he  attained  to  be  an  ape  at  last 
Or  last  but  one.    And  if  this  doctrine  shock 
In  aug^t  the  natural  pride  "...  Friend,  ban- 
ish fear. 
The  natural  humility  replies. 
Do  you  suppose,  even  I,  poor  potentate, 
Honenstiel  -  Schwangau,  who  onee   ruled  the 

roast, — 
I  was  bom  able  at  all  points  to  ply 
My  tools  ?  or  did  I  have  to  learn  my  tnde. 
Practise  as  exile  ere  perform  as  prince  ? 
The  world  knows  something  of  my  ups  and 

downs : 
But  grant  me  time,  give  me  the  managemeut 
And  manufacture  of  a  model  roe. 
Me  fifty-fold,  a  prince  without  a  flaw,  — 
Why,  there  ^s  no  social  grade,  the  sordideet. 
M^  embryo  potentate  should  blink  and  *scape. 
King,  all  the  better  he  was  cobbler  onee. 
He  should  know,  sitting  on  the  throne,  how 

tastes 
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Life  to  who  twe«p0  the  doorway.    Bat  Hfe  *8 

hard, 
Occamon  rare  ;  yon  cut  probAtion  short, 
A  iid,  bein«r  hal^instmcted,  on  the  stJi^ 
You  shufiie  throdgh  your  part  as  beet  von  can, 
And  bleai  your  stars,  as  I  do.     God  takes  time. 
I  like  the  thoug^ht  he  should  have  lodg«d  me 

once 
r  the  hole,  the  cave,  the  hut,  the  tenement, 
Th«*  mansion  and  Uie  palace  :  made  me  learn 
The  feel  o'  the  first,  before  I  found  myself 
Ixiftier  i*  the  last,  not  more  emancipate ; 
From  first  to  last  of  lodging;,  1  was  I, 
And  not  at  all  the  place  that  harbored  me. 
1  >u  I  refuse  to  follow  farther  jet 
r  the  backwardness,  repine  it  tree  and  flower. 
Mountain  or  streamlet  were  my  dwelling-place 
B«fore  I  gained  enlaigement,  grew  mollusc  ? 
An  well  aooonnt  that  way  for  many  a  thrill 
l>f  kinship,  I  confess  to,  with  the  powers 
Tailed  Nature:  animate,  inanimate, 
In  parts  or  in  the  whole,  there  *s  something  there 
Man-like  that  somehow  meets  the  man  in  me. 
My  pulse  goes  altogether  with  the  heart 
0*  the  Persian,  that  old  Xerxes,  when  he  stayed 
His  march  to  conquest  of  the  world,  a  day 
r  the  desert,  for  the  sake  of  one  superb 
Plane-tree  which  qneened  it  there  in  solitude : 
(tiving  her  neck  its  necklace,  and  each  arm 
Its  armlet,  suiting  soft  waist,  sno^T  side. 
With  cincture  and  apparel.    Tea,  I  lodged 
In  thuae  successiTe  tenements ;  perchance 
TiiHte  yet  the  straitnesa  of  them  while  I  stretch 
Limb  and  enjov  new  liberty  the  more. 
And  some  alMaes  are  lost  or  ruinous ; 
Some,  patohed-up  and  pieoed-out,  and  so  tnma- 

tormed 
Tliey  still  accommodate  the  traTeller 
iliii  day  of  lifetime.    Oh,  jrou  count  the  links, 
I  )HScry  no  bar  of  the  unbroken  man  ? 
Vt*A,  —  and  who  welds  a  lump  of  ore,  suppose 
I  le  likes  to  make  a  chain  ana  not  a  bar. 
And  reach  by  link  on  link,  link  small,  link  huge, 
I  >ut  to  Uie  due  length  —  why,  there  *8  Iohto- 

^  thought  still 
:  )iitKide  o*  the  series,  forging  at  one  end. 
While  at  the  other  tnere^s  —  no  matter  what 
The  kind  of  critical  intelligence 
Believing  that  last  link  had  last  but  one 
Kitr  parent,  and  no  link  was,  first  ol  all. 
Kitted  to  aoTiI,  hammered  into  shape. 
Klne,  I  accept  the  doctrine,  and  deauoe 
lliis  duty,  that  I  recognize  mankind, 
[n  all  its  height  ana  depth  and  length  and 

breadth. 
Mankind  i*  the  main  have  little  wants,  not  large : 
L  being  of  will  and  power  to  help,  i*  the  main. 
Mankind,  most  help  the  least  wants  first.    My 

friend, 
rhat  is,  my  foe,  without  such  power  and  will. 
May  plausibly  concentrate  all  he  wields. 
And  do  his  best  at  helping  some  large  want, 
Kxeeptionally  noble  cause,  that  V  seen 
'>tib<irdinate  enoogh  from  where  I  stand. 
Ah  he  helpa,  I  helped  once,  when  like  himself, 
r  liable  to  help  better,  work  more  wide  ; 
And  so  would  work  with  heart  and  hand  to^y, 
Did  only  ooroputiats  oonfeas  a  fault. 


And  multiply  tiM  single  score  by  five. 
Five  only,  give  man*s  life  its  hundred  years. 
Change  life,  in  me  shall  follow  change  to  match  t 
Time  were  then,  to  work  here,  tiiere,  every- 
where. 
By  turns  and  try  experiment  at  ease ! 
Full  time  to  mend  aa  well  as  mar :  why  wait 
The  slow  and  sober  uprise  all  around 
O*  the  building  ?    Let  us  run  up,  right  to  roof, 
8ome  sudden  marvel,  piece  of  p(<rfectuess. 
And  testify  what  we  intend  the  wholv  I 
Is  the  world  losing  patience  ?  **  Wait  I  **  say  we : 
**  There  *b  time  :  no  generation  needs  to  die 
Unsolaced ;  you  *ve  a  century  in  store  I  " 
fiut|  no :  I  sadly  let  the  voices  wing 
Their  way  i*  the  upper  vacancy,  nor  test 
Truth  on  this  solid  as  I  promised  once. 
Well,  and  what  is  there  to  be  sad  about  ? 
The  world  *s  the  world,  life 's  life,  and  nothing 

else. 
*T  is  part  of  life,  a  property  to  prise. 
That  those  o*  the  higher  sort  engaged  i'  the 

world. 
Should  fancy  they  can  chanse  its  ill  to  good. 
Wrong  to  right,  ugliness  to  beautv :  find 
Enough  success  in  fancy  tnmiiig  tact. 
To  keep  the  sanguine  kind  in  countenance 
And  justify  the  hope  that  buaies  them : 
Failure  enough,  —  to  who  can  follow  ehanae 
Beyond  their  vision,  see  new  good  prove  ill 
I*  the  coiise<^uenoe.  see  blacks  and  whites  of  life 
Shift  square  radeea,  but  leave  the  eheekered  face 
Unchanged  i*  the  main,  — failure  enough  for 

such. 
To  bid  ambition  keep  the  whole  from  ohange, 
As  their  best  service.    I  hope  nanght  beside. 
No,  my  brave  thinken,  whom  1  recognise. 
Gladly,  myself  the  first,  aa,  in  a  sense. 
All  that  our  world  ^s  worth,  flower  and  fruit  of 

man  I 
Snch  minds  myself  award  supremaey 
Over  the  common  insignifioanoe. 
When  only  Mind  *s  in  question,  ~  Body  bows 
To  quite  another  government,  yon  know. 
Be  Kant  crowned  king  o*  the  castle  in  tko  air ! 
Hans  Slouch  —  his  own,  and  children's  months 

to  feed 
r  the  hovel  on  the  ground' —  wants  meat,  nor 

chews 
"  The  Critique  of  Pure  Reason  *'  in  ezehan^. 
But,  now,  — suppose  I  could  allow  your  claims 
And  quite  change  life  to  pleaae  you,  —  would  it 

please? 
Would  life  comport  with  change  and  stall  be  life  ? 
Ask,  now,  a  doctor  for  a  remedy : 
Thera  's  hia  prescription.    Bid  hira  point  yon  out 
Which  of  the  five  or  six  ingredients  saves 
The  sick  man.    *'8noh  the  eifieaoity  f 
Then  why  not  dare  and  do  things  in  one  dose 
Simple  and  pure,  all  virtue,  no  alloy 
Of  the  idle  drop  and  powder?  "    What 's  his 

word? 
The  effieaoity,  neat,  were  neutralised: 
It  wants  dispersing  and  retarding,  —  nay, 
Is  put  upon  Its  mettle,  plays  its  part 
Precisely  through  such  hindrance  evei^where. 
Finds  some  mysterions  gfve  and  take  i^the  case, 
Some  gain  by  opposition,  he  foregoes 
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Should  he  unfetter  the  medicaaeBt. 

frw  with  this  thought  of  youn  that  Um  would 

work 
Free  in  the  world :  it  wants  just  what  it  finds  — 
The  ignoranoef  stupidity,  the  hate. 
Envy  and  ntalioe  and  nneharitableness 
That  har  your  panage,  break  the  flow  of  you 
Down  from  those  hf^tpy  heights  where  many  a 

dond 
Combined  to  giye  you  birth  and  bid  yon  be 
The  royalest  ol  riyers :  on  you  glide 
SiWerly  till  yon  reach  the  summit^edge. 
Then  oyer,  on  to  aU  that  iguoranoe. 
Stupidity,  hate,  enyy,  bluffs  and  blocks, 
Posted  to  fret  you  into  foam  and  noise. 
What  of  it  ?    Up  yon  mount  in  minute  mist. 
And  bridoe  the  <uiasm  that  crushed  your  qui- 

^  etnoA, 
A  sfnrit-rainbow,  earthbom  jewelry 
Ontsparkliitt^the  insipid  firmament 
Blue  above  Tend  ana  its  <wange-txees. 
Do  not  mistake  me  I  Yon.  too,  nave  your  rights ! 
Hans  must  not  bum  Kant^s  house  above  his  nead 
Because  he  cannot  understand  Kuit's  book : 
And  still  less  must  Hans'  nastor  bum  Kant's  self 
Because  Kant  undentanos  some  books  too  well. 
But,  justice  seen  to  on  this  little  point. 
Answer  me,  is  it  manly,  is  it  sage 
To  titop  and  struKprlo  with  arrangements  here 
It  took  so  many  hves,  so  much  m  toil, 
To  tinker  up  into  efficiency  ? 
Gan*t  you  oontriye  to  operate  at  once,  — 
Since  time  is  short  and  art  is  long,  —to  show 
Tour  quality  i'  the  world,  whatever  you  boast, 
Without  this  fractions  call  on  folks  to  crush 
The  worid  together  just  to  set  you  free, 
Admire  the  capers  yon  will  cut  perchanoe. 
Nor  mind  the  mischief  to  your  neighbors  ? 


14 


Age! 


Age  and  ezperienoe  brin^  diMouragement/' 
Tou  taunt  me  :  I  maintain  the  opposite. 
Am  I  disoouraged  who  -  perceiving  health. 
Strength,  beauty,  as  they  tempt  the  eye  of  soul, 
Are  unoombinable  with  flesh  and  blood  — 
Resolve  to  let  my  body  live  its  best. 
And  leave  my  soul  what  better  yet  may  be 
Or  not  be,  in  this  life  or  i^terwvd  ? 
—  In  either  fortune,  wiser  than  who  waits 
Till  magic  art  proenre  a  miracle. 
In  virtue  of  my  very  confidence 
Mankind  ought  to  ontgrow  its  babyhood ; 
I  prescribe  rocking,  deprecate  rough  hands, 
While  thus  the  cradle  nolds  it  past  mistake. 
Indeed,  my  task  'sthe  harder —  equable 
Snstainment  everywhere,  all  strain,  no  push  — 
Whereby  friends  credit  me  with  indolence, 
Apathy,  hentation.    ""  Stand  stock-still 
IfaUe  to  naove  briskly  ?    '  All  a-straia ' - 
So  must  we  oompUment  your  paasiveness  ? 
Sound  aslaep,  rraier  1  " 

Just  the  judgment  passed 
Upon  a  statue,  lucklean  like  myself, 
I  saw  at  Rome  once  1     'T  was  some  artistes 

whim 
To  cover  aa  the  aoe— ones  close 
V  the  group,  and  leave  yon  only 


With  neither  sons  nor  sarpirts  to  denote 
The  purpose  of  his  gesture.    Then  a  crowd 
Was  oalkd  to  try  the  question,  criticise 
Wherefore  such  energy  of  legs  and 


Against  some  obstacle  we  cannot  see.'* 

All  the  rest  made  their  minds  up.    "'Tioa 

yawn 
Of  sheer  fatigue  subsiding  to  repose : 
The  statue 's  *  Somnolenoy '  cl^  enough !  *' 

There,  my  arch  stranger-friend,  my  andienc*- 

both 
And  arbitress,  you  have  one  half  your  wish. 
At  least :  you  know  the  thing  I  tried  to  do ! 
All,  so  far,  to  my  praise  and  ^lory — all 
Told  as  befits  the  self -apologist,  — 
Who  ever  promises  a  candid  sweep 
And  clearance  of  those  errors  miscalled  crim*>4 
None  knows  more,  none  laments  so  much  as  h<r. 
And  ever  rises  from  confession,  proved 
A  god  whose  fault  was  —  trying  to  be  man. 
J  oat  so,  fair  judge,  —  if  I  read  smile  aright  — 
1  condescend  to  figure  in  your  eyes 
As  biggest  heart  and  best  of  £arope*s  friends. 
And  hence  my  failure.    God  will  estimate 
SucoesB  one  day ;  and,  in  the  mean  time  —  you ! 

I  daresay  there  *s  some  fancy  of  the  soil 

Frolicking  round  this  final  puff  I  send 

To  die  up  yonder  in  the  ceiung-rose,  — 

Some  consolation-stakes,  we  lasers  win  ! 

A  pljMiue  of  the  return  to  "  I  —  I  —  I 

Did  this,  meant  that,  hoped,  feared  the  otl^r 

thing  I " 
Autobiomphy,  adieu  I    The  rest 
Shall  make  amends,  be  iinre  blame,  histoiy 
And  falsehood  :  not  the  ineffective  truth. 
But  Thiers-and-Victor^Hngo  exercise. 
Hear  what  I  never  was,  but  might  haye  bcvn 
I^  the  better  world  where  goes  tohacco-smoke  '. 
Here  lie  the  dozen  volumes  of  my  life: 
(Did  I  say  "lie"?  the   pregnant  wosd   viill 

serve.) 
Cut  on  to  the  concluding  chapter,  thoo^  I 
Because  the  little  hours  begin  to  strike. 
Hurry  Thiexs-IIugo  to  the  labor^s  end  I 

Something  like    this  the    unwritten    chnpt^? 
reada. 

Exempli^  the  sitaation  thus ! 
Hohenstiel-Schwangan,  being,  no  dispnte. 
Absolute  mistress,  chose  the  Assemu^,  tint. 
To  serve  her :  chose  this  man,  its  Preaiaent 
Afterward,  to  serve  also,^ —  speciallv 
To  see  that  folk  did  service  one  ana  alL 
And  now  the  proper  term  of  yean  was  out. 
When  the  HeadnMrvant  must  vacate  hisplat^ 
And  nothing  lay  so  patent  to  the  world 
As  that  histellow-servants  one  and  all 
Were — mildly  to  make  mention  —  knsres  t<T 

fools. 
Each  of  them  with  his  promise  floorished  full 
r  the  face  of  you  by  word  and  impidMioe, 
Or  filtered  slyly  out  by  nod  and  wuk 
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And  nudge  upon  your  tiympafhetie  rib — 
'I1mt  not  one  miniite  more  did  knave  or  lool 
Mean  to  keep  faith  and  servo  •«  he  had  sworn 
Ilohenstittl'^hwangaa,  onoe  har  Head  awsy. 
Wliy   should   snch  swear    except  to  get  the 

ohance, 
When  time  should  nnen  and  confusion  bloom, 
( H  putting  Hohenstieler»iSohwaagauflse 
To  the  tme  use  of  human  property  — 
Restoring  souls  and  bodies,  this  to  Pope, 
And  that  to  King,  that  other  to  hts  planned 
t'erfeotton  of  a  Dfiare-and-share-alike, 
That  other  still,  to  Kmpire  absolute 
In  shape  of  the  Head  seirant^s  verr  self 
Transformed  to  Master  whole  and  sole?  each 

scheme 
Disonssible,  concede  one  ciicnmstance  ^ 
That  each  schemers  parent  were,  beside  him- 
self. 
Hohenstiel-Schwangan,  not  her  serTing^man 
Sworn  to  do  senrice  in  the  way  she  chose 
Rather  than  his  wav :  way  superiatiTe, 
( >nlT,  —  by  some  infatuation,  —  his 
And  his  and  his  and  every  one's  but  hen 
Who  stack  to  iust  the  Assembly  and  the  Head. 
I  make  no  doubt  the  Head,  too,  had  his  dream 
( >f  doing  sadden  duty  swift  and  sure 
On  aU  mat  heap  of  untrustworthiness— 
i  *atching  each  vaunter  of  the  villany 
He  meant  to  perpetrate  when  time  was  ripe, 
Once  the  Head'eervant  fairly  out  of  doors,  — 
And,  casing  here  a  knave  and  there  a  fooL 
( *ry,  **  Sustrees  of  your  servants,  these  ana  me, 
Huhenst«el-6>ohwangaii !  I,  their  trosty  Head, 
I*oanoe  on  a  prptty  scheme  concocting  here 
That 's  stopped,  extinguished  by  my  vigilance. 
Your  property  is  sale  again:  but  markl 
Siife  in  these  hands,  not  yonis,  who    lavish 

trust 
Too    lighUj,     Leave  my  hands  their  charge 

awhile  I 
I  know  your  business  better  than  youiaelf : 
Ji«t  me  alone  about  it  I    Some  fine  day, 
(hioe  we  are  rid  of  the  embamssmen^. 
Yon  shall  look    up   and    see    your   longings 

erownedl^* 
Such  fancy  might  have  tempted  him  be  false. 
But  this  roan  chose  truth  and  was  wiser  eo. 
He  recogmzed  that  for  great  miads  i'  the  world 
'Fhere  is  no  trial  like  the  appropriate  one 
Of  leaving  Uttle  minds  their  liberty 
( H  littleness  to  blander  on  through  life, 
Now  aiming  at  right  ends  by  foolish  meeaa. 
Now,  ai  afasard  achievement  throi«fa  the  aid 
(>f  good  and  wise  endeavor  —  to  acquiesce 
In  folly's  life-long  privilege,  thoiigh  with  power 
To  do  the  little  minds  the  good  they  need, 
iKvpite  theaeelvas,  by  jnst  abolishiBg 
Their  richt  to  play  the  part  and  fill  the  pUoe 
I'  the  scnane  w  "^iwr  He  aohemed  who  tuadiB 

alike 
Great  minda  and  Uttle  minds,  saw  use  for  each, 
(^onld  the  orb  sweep  those  puny  particles 
It  jnst  half-Ughta  at  distance,  hardlv  leads 
I^  the  leesh  — sweep  out  each  speck  of  them 

Tbmr  aotiase  in  with  their  days  and  mghts 
And  whirlings  round  and  dancings  off,  loaiooth. 


And  aU  that  fmitlsai  individnal  life 
One  cennot  lend  a  beam  to  but  they  spoil  — 
Sweep  them  into  itself  and  so,  one  star. 
Preponderate  henceforth  i'  the  heritage 
Of  heaven  1    No  I  in  less  senatorial  phrase. 
The  man  endured  to  help,  not  save  outright 
The  multitude  by  snhstitnting  him 


For  them,  his  knowledge,  will  and  way,  for 

God^s: 
Nor  change  the  world,  each  «a  it  is,  and  was 
And  will  oe,  for  some  other,  suiting  all 
Except  the  parpose  of  the  maker.    No! 
He  saw  that  weakness,  wickedness  will  be. 
And  therefore  should  be :  that  the  perfect  man. 
Am  we  aoooant  perfection  —  at  moot  pare 
O^  the  special  gold,  whatever  the  form  it  take* 
Head-work  or  heartrwork«  fined  and   tluice* 

refined 
I'  the  crucible  of  life,  whereto  the  powers 
Of  the  refiner,  one  and  all,  are  flung 
To  feed  the  flame,  he  saw  that  e'ea  the  block. 
Such  perfect  maa  holds  out  feriamphaat,  breaks 
Into  some  poisonous  ore,  gold's  opposite. 
At  the  veiy  purest,  so  ownpensating 
Man^s  Adversary  —  what  it  we  believe  ? 
For  eariier  stem  exclusion  of  his  stuff. 
See  the  sa^,  with  the  hanger  £or  the  truth. 
And  see  his  system  thet  *s  all  1>iie,  exeept 
The  one  weak  place  that  *s  stanohionad  by  a 

lie  I 
The  moralist,  who  walks  with  head  erset 
I*  the  crystal  clarity  of  air  so  loag. 
Until  a  stumble,  and  the  man  *s  cme  mire  1 
Philanthropv  undoes  the  social  knot 
With  axe-edge,  makea  love  room  'twiat  head 

andtrnnk: 
Esligioa —  bat,  enoogh,  the  thin^  *s  too  clear  I 
Well,  if  these  sparks  break  out  i'  the  greenest 


Our  topmost  of  performaaeai  /oars  and  mine. 

What  will  be  doas  i*  the  dry  insptitade 

Of  ordiBary  maakind*  bark  and  Inle, 

All  seems  ashamed  of  but  their  mother«arth  ? 

Therefore  thvoofrhout  Head*a  tana  of  aervitode 

He  did  the  appointed  aerviee,  and  forsbore 

EztianeoaB  action  that  were  duty  else. 

Done  by  some  other  servant,  idle  now 

Or  miacnievooa ;  no  matter,  eaek  hia  own  — 

Own  task,  and,  in  the  end,  own  praiaeor  blame ! 

He  safferad  tnam  stmt,  prate,  and  hmg  their 

best, 
Squabble  at  odds  on  every  point  aave  one. 
And  there  ahake  hands, — agree  to  trifle  time. 
Obstruct  advance  with,  each,  his  cricket-cry, 
'' Wait  tiU  tha  Head  he  off  tlM  sheuklem  hate  I 
Then  ooaoes  my  Kia^,  my  Pope,  my  Autocrat, 
My  Socialist  Bepuhhe  to  ner  own  — 
To-wit,  that  property  of  only  me, 
Hohenstiel'Schwangaa  who  oonceita  hefaelf 
Free,  forsooth,  and  expects  I  keep  her  so  1  '* 
—  Na^,  aufferad  wheut  peroeiviag  with  diamay 
Head's  silence  paid  no  tribute  to  their  noise, 
Th^  torned  on  him.    '"  Dumb  omaace  in  that 

mouth, 
Malice  in  that  onstridokwty  I 
He  cannot  bat  intend  some  stroke  of  state 
Shall  signaliM  his  passage  into  peace 
Out  of  m  orpakiBg,  —  loader  tianaforence 
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O'  the  Huhenstielere-Schwanf^iieBe  to  king, 
Pope,  autocrat,  or  socialist  republic !    That  'b 
Exact  the  cause  his  lips  unlocked  would  crv  I 
Therefore  be  stirring :  brave,  beard,  bully  him  ! 
Dock,  by  the  million,  of  its  friendly  joints, 
The  electoral  bodv  short  at  once  1  who  did, 
May  do  again,  and  undo  us  beside  : 
Wrest  from  his  hands  the  swora  for  self-de- 
fence. 
The  right  to  parry  any  thnwt  in  play 
We  perad venture  please  to  meditate !  " 
Ana  so  forth ;  creak,  creak,  creak :  and  ne*er 

a  line 
His  locked  mouth  oped  the  wider,  till  at  last 
O^  the  long  degraded  and  insulting  day, 
Sudden  the  clock  told  it  was  judgment-time. 
Then  he  addressed  himself  to  speak  indeed 
To  the  fools,  not  knaves :  they  saw  him  walk 

straight  down 
Each  step  of  the  eminence,  as  he  first  engaged, 
And  stand  at  last  o'  the  level,  —  all  he  swore. 
*'  People,  and  not  the  people^s  varletry, 
This  is  the  task  you  set  myself  and  these ! 
Thus  I  performed  my  part  of  it,  and  thus 
They  thwarted  me  throughout,  here,  here  and 

here: 
Study  each  instance  I  yours  the  loss,  not  mine. 
What  they  intend  now  is  demonstrable 
As  plainly  :  here  *s  such  man,  and  here  's  snefa 

mode 
Of  making  you  some  other  than  the  thing 
Ton,  wisely  or  unwisely,  choose  to  be. 
And  only  set  him  up  to  keep  you  so. 
Do  you    approve  tins?     lours    the  loss,  not 

mine. 
Do  yon  condemn  it  ?    There  ^s  a  remedy. 
Take  me  — who  know  your  mind,  and  mean 

your  good. 
With  clearer  brain  and  stouter  arm  than  they, 
Or  you,  or  hai^y  anybody  else  — 
And  make  me  master  for  the  moment !  Choose 
What  time,  what  power  you  tmst  me  with :  I 

too 
Will  choose  as  frankly  ere  I  trust  myself 
With  time  and  power :  they  must  be  adequate 
To  the  end  and  aim,  since  mine  the  loss,  with 

yours. 
If   means  be  wanting;  once  their  worth  ap- 
proved, 
Onmt  them,  and  I  shall  forthwith  operate «~ 
Ponder  it  well !  —  to  the  extremest  stretch 
O*  the  Dower  yon  tmst  me  :  if  with  nnsnocess, 
Qod  Willi  it,  and  there  *s  nobody  to  blame." 

Whereon  the  people  answered  with  a  shout, 
**  The  tnufty  one  !  no  tricksters  any  more ! " 
How  could  they  other  ?    He  was  in  his  place. 

What  followed  ?    Just  what  he  foresaw,  what 

proved 
rhe  soundness  of  both  judgments,  -~  his,  o*  the 

knaves 
And  fools,  each  trickster  with  his  dope,  —  and 

theirs. 
The  people's,  in  what  head  and  arm  oonld  help. 
There  was  uprising,  masks  dropped,  flags  un- 

furied. 
Weapons  outfloorished  in  the  wind,  my  faith ! 


Heavilv  did  he  let  his  fist  fall  plumb 

On  eacn  perturber  of  the  public  peace. 

No  matter  whose  the  wagging  head  it  broke  — 

From  bald-pate  craft  and  greed  and  irapndeDCf 

Of  night-hawk  at  first  chance  to  prowl  and  pre^ 

For  ^lory  and  a  little  gain  beside. 

Passing  for  eagle  in  the  dusk  of  the  age,  — 

To  flond  head-top,  foamy  patriotism 

And  tribunitial  daring,  breast  laid  bare 

Through  confidence  in  rectitude,  with  hand 

On  private  pistol  in  the  pocket :  these 

Ana  all  the  dupes  of  these,  who  lent  themaelrc^ 

As  dust  and  feather  do,  to  help  offence 

O*  the  wind  that  wliirls  them  at  yon,  then  sal>- 

sides 
In  safety  somewhere,  leaving  filth  afloat. 
Annoyance   you   may  brush    from    eyea    and 

beard,  — 
These  he  stopped  :  bade  the  wind^s  qMte  howl 

or  whine 
Its  worst  outside  the  building,  wind  eonceives 
Meant  to  be  pulled  together  and  become 
Its  natural  playground  so.    What  f ooltshness 
Of  dust  or  feather  proved  imnortnnate 
And  fell  *twixt  thumb  and  finger,  fomid  them 

gripe 
To  detriment  of  bulk  and  bnoyancpr. 
Then  followed  silence  and  submission.    Next. 
The  inevitable  comment  came  on  work 
And  work^s  cost :  he  was  ceMured  as  pnrfuae 
Of  human  life  and  libertv  :  too  swift 
And  thorough  hu  procedure,  who  had 
At  the  outset,  lost  the  opportunity 
Through  timid  scruples  as  to  ris^t  and 
*' There  ^s  no  such  certain  mark  of   a  small 

mind  *' 
(So  did  Sagacity  ezpUdn  the  fault) 
*"  As  when  it  needs  must  square  away  and  sink 
To  its  own  small  dimensions,  private  scale 
Of  right  and  wrong,  —  humanity  i*  the  large. 
The  right  and  wrong  of  the  universe,  forsiMith  ! 
This  man    addressed   himself   to   guard   and 

guide 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau.    When    the   case   de- 
mands 
He  frustrate  villany  in  the  egg,  unhatched. 
With  easy  stamp  and  minimum  of  pang 
£*en  to  the  punished  reptile,  *  There  *s  m;  oath 
Restrains   my  foot,*    objects   our   guide   and 

guard, 
*  I  must  leave  guardianship  and  guidanee  now  : 
Rather  than  stretch  one  handbreadth  of  the 

law, 
I  am  bound  to  see  it  break  from  end  to  end. 
First  show  me  death  i'  the  bod;^^  politic : 
Then   prescribe   pill   and   potion,  what   may 

please 
Hohenstiel-Schwangan !  all  is  for  her  sake: 
*T  was  she  ordained  my  servioe  should  be  so. 
What  if  the  event  demonstrate  her  vnwvie. 
If  she  unwill  the  thing  she  willed  before  f 
I  hold  to  the  letter  and  ober  the  bond 
And  leave  her  to  perdition  loyally.* 
Alienee  followed   thrioe  the  expenditure  tie 

blame 
Of  human  life  and  liberty :  for  want 
O*  the   by-blow,  eame   deliberate   bvtelierV 

workr* 
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'  Kla4> where  go  oany  jwu  oomplaiatl ''  bade 

he. 
'  L«a«t,  Imfs^stt  there 's  one  Iaw  for  all  the 

niindi, 
1  ere  or  above :  be  true  at  any  price  ! 
r  is  just  o'  the  great  acale,  taat  snoh  happy 

stroke 
)f  falsehood  would  be  lound  a  failure.    Truth 
*till  atanda  unahaken  at  her  baae  by  me, 
ifigos  iMitaniount  i^  the  world,  fur  the  large 

Kuud 
y  the  long  late  generations,  —  I  and  you 
''on^ttten like  this  buried  fooUahneee  1 
iot  mo  the  good  I  rooted  in  ita  grave/' 

liifl  i»  why  he  refused  to  break  hia  oath, 
Isthtfr   appealed   to   the  people,  gained  the 

IM>wer 
fu  act  AS  he  thought  best,  then  need  it,  onoe 
''or  all,  no  matter  what  the  oonsequenoe 
?u  knaves  and  fools.    As  thus  began  his  sway, 
«t.  throa»;h  ita  twenty  years,  one  rule  of  right 
•uffioed  him  :  govern  for  the  many  first, 
'he  poor  mean  multitude,  all  months  and  eyes : 
iid  the  few,  better  favored  in  the  brain, 
i^  patient,  nor  presume  on  privilege, 
lelp  him  or  else  be  quiet,  —  never  crave 
hat  he  help  them,  —increase,  foisooth,  the 

Tawnin];  so  terribly  Hwixt  mind  and  mind 

'  the  worid  here,  which  his  purpose  was  to 

bluck 
Lt  bottom,  were  it  by  an  inch,  and  bridge, 
f  by  a  filiiatent,  no  more,  at  top. 
^lualize  things  a  little  1    And  uie  way 
le  took  to  work  that  purpose  out,  was  plain 
jioiigh  to  intelleet  and  honesty 
Liid  —  supentition,  style  it  if  you  please, 

0  long  as  you  allow  there^  was  no  liack 
r  the  quality  imperative  in  man  — 
U*verence.     i  on  see  deeper  ?  thus  saw  he, 
iud  by  the  light  he  saw,  must  walk :  how  else 
V  M  he  to  dollis  part  ?  a  man^s,  with  might 

1  ml  main,  nnd  not  a  faintest  touch  of  fear, 
ure  he  was  in  the  hand  of  God  who  comes 
If  fore  and  after,  with  a  work  to  do 

k'hich  no  roan  helps  nor  hinders.     Thus  the 
man. — 

0  timid  wnen  the  business  wm  to  touch 
lie  uncertain  order  of  humanity, 
iipenl«  for  a  probleraatio  cure 

t  kfrievance  on  the  surface,  any  good 
the  deep  of  things,  dim  yet  diMoemible,  — 
hiA  Harae  num,  so  irresolute  before, 
how  him  a  true  ezcrraoenoe  to  cut  sheer, 
cle\  il's  graft  on  God*s  foandation-stook, 
hen  —  no  complaint  of  indecision  more  I 
le  firenched  out  the  whole  canker,  root  and 

branch, 
><>:if  to  who  cried  that  earth  would  tumble  in 
t  tt4  four  eomers  if  he  touched  a  twig^. 
/it netM  that  lie  of  lies,  areh-infamy, 
Then  the  Republic,  with  her  life  involved 

1  just  this  law  —  "  Elach  people  rules  itself 
in  own  way,  not  as  any  stranger  please  "  — 
umed«  and  for  first  proof  she  was  living,  bade 
l4»henfliiel-iSchwangau  fasten  on  the  throat 

f  t  he  first  neighbor  that  claimed  benefit 


O'  the  law  heraelf  esteblished  :  ''  Hoheusttel 
For  Hohenstaelen  I     Rome,  by  parity 
Of  reasoning,  for  Romans  ?    That 's  a  jest 
Wants  proper  treatment,  —  lancet  -  puncture 

suts 
The  proud  flesh:    Rome  ape  Hohenstiel  for- 
sooth !  >' 
And  so  the  siege  and  slani^ter  and  success 
Whereof  we  nothii^  doubt  that  Hohenstiel 
Will  have  to  pay  the  price,  in  God's  rood  time. 
Which  does  not  always  fall  on  iMturdiay 
When  the  world  looks  for  wages.    Anvhow, 
He  found  this  infamy  triumphant.     Well : 
ty  suggCBted,  make  this  speech  I 
ke  work  was  none  of  mine :  suppose  wrong 
wait. 

Stand  over  for  redressing  ?  Mine  for  me. 
My  predecessors*  work  on  their  own  head  I 
Meantime,  there  's  plain  advantage,  ^ould  we 

leave 
Things  as  we  find  them.    Keep  Rome  mana- 
cled 
Hand  and  foot :  no  fear  of  nnmlineas  I 
Her  foes  consent  to  even  seem  our  friends 
So  long,  no  longer.    Then,  there 's  glory  got 
Bv  boloness  and  bravado  to  the  worid  : 
The  disconcerted  world  must  grin  and  bear 
The  old  sanoy  writing,  — '  Grant  thereat  who 

mav, 
So  shall  things  be,  for  such  my  pleasure  is  — 
Hohenstiel-Schwangaii's.'    How  that  reads  in 

Rome, 
I'  the  capitol  where  Brennns  broke  his  pate. 
And  lends  a  flourish  to  our  journalists  f** 
Only,  it  was  nor  read  nor  flouxished  of, 
Since,  not  a  moment  did  such  i^loiy  stay 
Exdaion  of  the  canker  1    Out  it  came. 
Root  and  branch,  with  much  roaring,  and  some 

blood. 
And  plentiful  abuse  of  him  from  friend 
And  foe.    Who  cared  ?    Not  Nature,  who  as- 
suaged 
The  pain  and  set  the  patient  on  his  legs 
Promptly :  the  better  1  had  it  been  the  worse, 
*T  is  Nature  yon  must  try  conclusions  with. 
Not  he,  since  nursing  canker  kills  the  rick 
For  certain,  while  to  cut  may  cure,  at  least. 
**  Ah«y  groaned  a  second  time  Sagacity, 
**  Again  the  little  mind,  precipitate. 
Rash,  rude,  when  even  in  the  right,  as  here  1 
The  great  mind  knows  the  power  of  gentleness, 
Onlv  tries  force  because  pennasion  fails. 
Had  this  man,  by  prelnmve  tnimpet-blast, 
Sgnified,  *  Truth  and  Justice  mean  to  oome. 
Nay,  fast  approach  your  threshold !     £re  they 

knock. 
See  that  the  house  be  set  in  order,  swept 
And    nrmshed,    windows    shut,    and    doors 

thrown  wide ! 
The  free  State  comes  to  visit  the  free  Church : 
Receive  her !  or  .  .  .  or  .  .  .  never  mind  what 

else!* 
Thus  moral  suaswn  heralding  brute  force. 
How  had  he  seen  the  old  abuses  die. 
And  new  life  kindle  here,  there,  everywhere. 
Roused  simply  by  that  mild  yet  potent  speU  — 
Bevond  or  beat  of  drum  or  stroke  of  sword  — 
Publie  opinion  I" 
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''  How,  indeed  ?  *'  he  asked, 
**  When  all  to  aee,  after  some  twenty  yoant 
Were  yuor  own  fooI-£aoe  waiting  for  the  siflrht. 
Faced  by  as  wide  a  gnu  Iram  ear  to  ear 
O*  the  knaves  who,  while  the  fools  were  wait- 

iag^  worked  — 
Broke  yet  another  generation's  heart  — 
Twenty  years'  rasptte  helping  1     Teach  your 

nniae 
*  Compliance  with,  before  yon  snck,  the  teat  I  * 
Find  what  that  means,  and  meanwhile  hold 

your  tongue !  '* 

Whereof  the  war  eame  which  he  knew  must 
be. 

Now,  this  had  proved  the  dry-rot  of  the  race 
He  ruled  o'er,  that,  i'  the  old  day,  when  was 


Thev  fought  for  their  own  liberty  and  life, 
Weil  did  they  fight,  none  better :  whence,  such 

loye 
Of  fighting  somehow  still  for  %hting's  sake 
Against  no  matter  whose  the  liberty 
And  life,  so  lou^  as  selfHsonceit  should  crow 
And  clap  the  wing,  while  justice  sheathed  her 

claw, — 
That  what  had  been  the  glorv  of  the  worid 
When  thereby  came  the  world's  good,  grew  its 

plague 
Now  that  the  champion-armor,  donned  to  dare 
The  dragon  once,  was  clattered  up  and  down 
Highway  and  by-path  of  the  world  at  peace. 
Merely  to  mask  maraoding,  or  for  sake 
O'  the  shine  and  rattle  that  apprised  the  fields 
Hohenstiel-Schwangaa  was  a  ni^ter  yet. 
And  would  be,  till  the  weary  worid  suppressed 
Her  peeoant  humors  out  of  fashion  now. 
Accordingly  the  world  spoke  plain  at  last. 
Promised  to  punish  who  next  played  with  fire. 

So,  at  his  advent,  such  discomfiture 
Taking  its  true  shape  of  beneficence, 
Hohenstid-8chwangan,  half-sad  and  part-wise, 
Sat :  if  with  wistful  eye  reverting  olt 
To  each  pet  weapon,  rusty  on  its  peg. 
Yet,  witn  a  sigh  of  satisfaotian  too 
That.  peaeefuiDess  become  the  law,  herself 
Got  tne  due  share  of  godsends  in  its  train. 
Cried  shame  and  took  advantage  quietly. 
Still,  so  the  dry-rot  had  been  nursed  into 
Blood,  bones  and  marrow,  that,  from  worst  to 

best. 
All,  —  clearest  brains  and  soundest  hearts  save 

here, — 
All  had  this  lie  acceptable  for  law 
Plain  as  the  sun  at  noonday  —  *'  War  is  best, 
Peace  is  worst ;  peaoe  we  only  tolerate 
As  needful  preparation  for  new  war : 
War  may  be  tar  whatever  end  we  will  — 
Peace  only  as  the  proper  help  thereto. 
Such  is  the  law  of  right  and  wrong  for  us 
Hohenstiel-isichwaugau :  for  the  other  worid, 
As  naturally,  quite  another  law. 
Are  we  content  ?    The  world  is  satisfied. 
Discontent?     Then  the  world  must  give  us 

Wave 
To  strike  right,  left,  and  exercise  our  ann 


Toiind  of  late  thvoui^  ovemmeh     . 
Ana  show  its  strengtn  is  still  superlative 
At  somebody's  expense  in  life  or  Hmb : 
Which  done,  —  let  peace  succeed  aoid  last  a 

vear! " 
Such  aevil's-doctrine  so  was  judged  God's  bw. 
We  say,  when  this  man  steoped  upon  tlie  stage, 
Hiat  it  had  seemed  a  venial  uudt  at 
Had  he  once  moie  obeyed  SagacHy. 
"  You  come  i'  the  happy  interval  of 
The  favorable  weariness  from  war : 
Prolong  it  I  artfully,  as  if  intent 
On  enoing  peaoe  as  soon  as  possible. 
Quietly  so  mcrease  the  sweets  of  eaae 
And  safety,  so  employ  the  multitude. 
Put  hod  and  trowel  so  in  idle  hands. 
So  stuff  and  stop  up  wagging  jaws  with  brrad. 
That  selfishness  shall  surreptitiously 
Do  wisdom's  offiee,  whisper  in  the  ear 
Of  Hohenstiel-Schwangaa,  there's  a  pleacant 

feel 
In  being  gently  forced  down,  pinioned  fast 
To  the  easy  ani^«hair  by  the  pleading  anna 
O'  the  world  beseeching  her  to  there  abide 
Content  with  all  the  harm  done  hitherto. 
And  let  henelf  be  petted  in  return. 
Free  to  re^wage,  in  speech  and  prose  awl  vt-ra^. 
The  old  uniust  wars,  nay  —  in  verse  and  pnm» 
And  speecn,  —  to  vaunt  new  victoriea,   cih«n 

prove 
A  plague  o'  the  future,  — so  thai  words  sniBe^ 
For  present  comfort,  and  no  deeds  denote 
That  —  tired  of  illimitaUe  Hue  on  Hne 
Of  boulevard-building,  tired  o'  the  theati^ 
With  the  tuneful  thousand   in  their  thmoc^ 

above. 
For  g;lorT  of  the  male  intelUi^eDee, 
AndyNakedness  in  her  due  niche  below. 
For  illustration  of  the  female  use  — 
That  she,  'twixt  yawn  and  sigh, 

slip 
Out  of  the  arm-«hair,  wants  fresh  Uood  ag»in 
From  over  the  boundary,  to  coIoshio 
The  aheeuv  sameness,  keep  the  wond 
Hohenstiel-Sehwangau's  arm  needs  ex* 
Despite  the  petting  of  the  univene  t 
Come,  you  're  a  city-bnikler:  what's  the  war 
Wisdom  takes  when  time  needs  that  she  entti^ 
Some  fieree  tribe,  castled  on  the  Bkoentain-peak. 
Into  the  quiet  and  amenity 
O'  the  meadow-land  below  f    By  ervniKg  *  Vkme 
With  fight  now,  down  with  f orteess  ^  ?    Rathrr 

—  *Daie 
On,  dare  ever,  not  a  stone  displaced  I  * 
Cries  Wisdom  :  *'  Cradle  of  our  aneestois. 
Be  bulwark,  give  our  children  safety  still ! 
Who  of  our  children  please  may  stoop  and  tatut 
O'  the  valley-fatness,  unalnid,  —  for  why  Ir 
At  first  alann  they  have  thy  mother-riba 
To  run  upon  for  lefuge;  foes  foiget 
Scarcely  that  Terror  on  her  vantage-ooigB, 
Conchant  supreme  among  the  poweim  o 
Watches—  prepared  to  pounce —  the 

wide  I 
Meanwhile  the  encouraged  valley  holds  its 
F^rom  the  first  hut's  adveatnrs  in  deaeant. 
Half  home,  half  hiding-place,  —  to 


to 
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Refitting  the  MRirad  metRwolk  : 

Smr  means  offenee  to  the  fort  whidi  eape  the 

crag. 
All  nndimuuitled  of  a  totvet-stone. 
And  bean  the  banner^pole  that  ereaks  at  times 
HnibarraMed  by  the  old  embkisMmme&t, 
When  festal  days  are  to  oonunemorate : 
( Hberwise  left  vntonanted^  ao  donbt. 
Since,  never  fear,  our  myriads  from  ImIow 
Woald  nuh,  if  needs  were,  man  the  walls  again, 
Renew  the  ez|»loitB  of  the  earlier  time 
At  rooment*s  notiee  1    Bot  till  notioe  sound. 
Inhabit  we  in  ease  and  opnlenoe  1 ' 
And  so,  till  one  day  thus  a  notioe  sounds. 
Nut  trumpeted,  but  in  a  whiqiei^tn>*^ 
Fitf  ulW  playing:  through  mute  eity  streets 
At  midnight  weary  el  day^s  feast  and  game  -;- 
'  Friends,  your  famed  fort  *b  a  ruin  past  repair  ! 
ItH  ntte  is  —  to  pcoohum  it  had  a  use 
( )b8oIete  long  since.    Climb  and  study  there 
I  low  to  paint  barbican  and  battlement 
r  the  scenes  of  our  new  theatre  I    We  fight 
Now  —  by  fori>iddinr  neii^borB  to  sell  steel 
( >r  bay  wine,  not  by  olowmg  out  their  brains  I 
Moreoyer,  while  we  let  time  sap  the  strength 
( >'  the  walls  omnipotent  in  menace  once, 
Neiffhbors  would  seem  to  hare  prepared  sur- 
prise— 
Kun  up  defences  in  a  mushroom-growth. 
For  all  the  world  like  what  we  boasted :  brief  — 
ilolienstiel-iwhwangaa's  poUey  is  peace  I '  " 

Ay,  so  Sagacitv  adTised  him  filoh 

F«*>lly  from  fools ;  handsomely  sufastititte 

Die  dagger  o'  lath,  while  gay  they  sang  and 

daneed. 
For  that  long  dangerous  sword  they  liked  to 

feel, 
Kven  at  feast4ame,  clink  and  make  friends 

start. 
No!  he  said:  "Hear  the  truth,  and  bear  the 

truth. 
And  bring  the  truth  to  bear  on  all  you  are 
And  do,  assured  that  only  good  comes  thence 
Whate'er  the  shape  good  take  !    While  I  have 

rule, 
I  ^iderBtand  I  —  war  for  war^s  sake,  war  forsake 
( y  the  good  war  gets  you  as  war^s  sole  exouse, 
Ih  damnable  and  damned  shall  be.    You  want 
<  f  lory  ?    Why  so  do  I,  and  so  does  God. 
Where  is  it  found,  —  in  this  paraded 
( )ne  particle  of  ^lory  ?    Once  yon  warred 
For  liberty  against  the  world,  and  won : 
iMiere  was  ^e  fr^ory.  Now,  yon  fsin  woold  war 
li**c'aiMe  the  neighbor  prospers  ovennnch,  — 
I  Woanse  thars  Ims  been  silence  half -an-hour, 
f  iike  Heaven  on  earth,  without  a  oaatton<ahot 
AnnounciiM[  Hohenstielere-Schwangauese 
Arv  minded  to  disturb  die  jabilee,  ^ 
I>«^cauae  the  loud  tradition  e«dx>es  faint. 
And  who  knows  but  posterity  may  doubt 
I  f  the  great  deeds  were  ever  done  at  aU, 
Much  was  beKeve,  were  soch  to  do  again, 
s«>  the  event  would  follow  :  therefore,  prove 
rtie  old  power,  at  the  expense  of  somebody  I 
( )h.  Glory.  —  gilded  bubble,  bard  and  sage 
S<i  nickname  ^^htly,  —  would  thy  dance  endure 
Dne  moment,  would  thy  vaunting  make  believe 


Only  one  eye  thy  bail  was  solid  mid, 
Hadst  thou  less  breath  to  bnoy  tnj-raoaney 
Than  a  whole  multitude  expends  m  praise. 
Less  range  for  roaming  than  from  head  to  head 
Of  a  whole  people  ?    Flit,  falL  fly  again, 
Only,  fix  never  where  the  resolute  hand 
May  prick  thee,  prove  the  glasey  lie  thou  art! 
Give  me  real  intellect  to  resson  with, 
No  multitude,  no  entity  that  apes 
One  wise  man,  bein^  but  a  million  f  00b ! 
How  and  whenoe  wishest  gloiy,  thioa  wise  one  ? 
WouUst  get  itt  —  dklst  thyself  guide  Provi- 
dence, ~ 
By  stinting  of  his  due  each  nsighbor  round 
In  strength  and  knowledge  and  dexterity 
^>o  as  to  nave  thy  littlsueas  grow  laige 
By  all  those  somethings  ones,  timed  nothings 

now. 
As  duldren  make  a  molehill  moantainona 
By  scooping  out  a  trench  around  their  pile. 
And  savmg  so  the  mudwork  from  approach  ? 
Quite  otherwise  the  cheery  game  otufe. 
True  yet  mimetic  waifiwe,  wheroby  man 
Does  his  best  with  hia  utmost,  snd  so  ends 
The  victor  most  el  all  in  iair  defeat. 
Who  thinks,  — would  he  have  no  one  think  be- 
side? 
Who  knows,  who  does,  — save  his  mnst  learning 

die 
And  action  cease  ?    Why,  so  onr  siant  provea 
No  better  than  a  dwaif ,  once  rivalry 
Prostrate  aroond  him.   Lei  the  whole  race  stand 
For  him  to  try  eondusions  iairiy  with  1 
Show  me  the  great  man  would  engage  hia  peer 
Rather  by  grinning  ^  Cheat,  thy  gold  is  brsas !  * 
Than  grantuig  *  Perfect  piece  of  purest  ore  1 
Still,  is  it  len  good  mintage,  this  of  mine  ?  * 
Well,  and  theee  right  and  sound  rosalta  of  aonl 
I'  the  strong  and  healthy  one  vise  roan,  —  shall 

such 
Be  vainly  sought  for,  soomfnlly  rononnced 
r  the  multitude  that  make  the  entity  — 
The  people  ? — to  what  puxpcse,  if  no  less. 
In  power  and  narity  of  soul,  below 
The  reach  of  the  unit  than,  by  multiplied 
Might  of  the  body,  vulgarised  the  men. 
Above,  in  thick  and  threefold  famtishness  ? 
See  I  you  accept  such  one  wise  man,  myself : 
Wiser  or  less  wise,  still  I  operate 
From  my  own  stock  of  wisdom,  nor  exact 
Of  other  sort  of  natures  you  admire. 
That  whoeo  rhjrmes  a  sonnet  pays  a  tax. 
Who  paints  a  landscape  diiM  orush  at  his  cost, 
Who  scores  a  septett  tme  ror  struts  and  wind 
Mulcted  must  be  — elss  how  dionld  I  impose 
Properly,  attitudinise  aright. 
Did  such  conflicting  claima  as  these  divert 
Holieiistiel'8ohwaiigau  from  observing  me  ? 
Thereforo,  what  I  find  faeile,  you  be  euro. 
With  effort  or  without  it,  you  shall  daro  — 
Tou,  I  aspiro  to  make  my  better  self 
And  truly  the  Great  Nation.    No  more  war 
For  warVsake.  then  I  and,  — seeing,  wiekedness 


Springs  out  of  foUy,  —  no  roon  foolish  dread 
O^  the  neighbor  waxing  too  inordinate 
A  rival,  through  his  gain  of  wealth  and  ease  I 
What  ?  —  keep  me  patient.  Powers  I  —  the  peo- 
ple hero, 
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Earth  presses  to  her  heart,  nor  owns  a  pride 

Above  her  pride  i'  the  rave  all  ilauie  and  air 

And  aspiration  to  the  boundless  Great, 

The  intiununensarably  Beautilnl  — 

Whose   very  falterinj^s  groundward  oome    of 

flight 
Urged  by  a  pinion  all  too  passionate 
For  heaven  and  what  it  holds  of  gloom  and 

glow: 
Bravest  of  thinkers,  bravest  of  the  brave 
Doers,  exalt  in  ^>cience,  rapturous 
In  Art,  the  —  niore  than  all  —  magnetic  race 
To  fascinate  their  fellows,  mould  mankind 
Hohenstiel-^hwangau-^ashiou,  —  these,  what  ? 

—  these 
Will  have  to  abdicate  their  primacy 
should  such  a  nation  sell  them  steel  untaxed, 
And  such  another  take  itself,  on  hire 
For  the  natural  sennight,  somebody  for  \t3itd 
Unpatronixed  by  me  whose  back  was  turned  ? 
Or  such  another  yet  would  fain  build  bridge, 
Lay  rail,  drive  tunnel,  busy  its  poor  self 
With    its   appropriate    fancy :     so   there 's  — 

flash  — 
Hohenstiel-vi^chwangan  up  in  arms  at  once  1 
Genius  has  somewhat  of  the  infantine : 
But  of  the  childish,  not  a  touch  nor  taint 
Except  through  self-will,  which,  being  foolish- 
ness. 
Is  certain,  soon  or  late,  of  punishment. 
Which  Providence  avert  1  •—  and  that  it  may 
Avert  what  both  of  us  would  so  deserve. 
No  foolish  dread  o^  the  neighbor,  I  enjoin  I 
By  consequence,  no  wicked  war  with  nim, 
WhUe  I  rule  1 

^*  Does  that  mean  — no  war  at  all 
When  just  the  wickedness  I  here  proscribe 
Comes,  haply,  from  the  neighbor?    Does  my 

speech 
Precede  the  praying  that  you  beat  the  sword 
To  ploughshare,  pud  the  spear  to  pruning^hook. 
Ana  sit  down  henceforth  under  your  own  vine 
And  flg^tree  through  the  sleepy  summer  month. 
Letting  what  hurly-burly  please  explode 
On  the  other  side  the  mountain-frontier?    No, 
Beloved  !    I  foresee  and  I  announce 
Necessity  of  warfare  in  one  case, 
For  one  cause :  one  way,  I  bid  broach  the  blood 
O'  the  world.     For  truth  and  right,  and  only 

right 
And  truth,  —  right,  truth,  on  the  absolute  scale 

of  God, 
No  pettiness  of  man^s  admeasurement,  — 
In  such  case  only,  and  for  such  one  cause. 
Fight  your  hearts  out,  whatever  fate  betide 
Hands  energetic  to  the  uttermost  I 
Lie  not !  Endure  no  lie  which  needs  your  heart 
And  hand  to  push  it  out  of  mankind^  path  — 
No  lie  that  lets  the  natural  forces  work 
Too  long  ere  lay  it  plain  and  pulverized  — 
Seeing  man^s  life  lasts  onlv  twenty  years ! 
And  such  a  lie,  before  both  man  and  God, 
Proving,  at  this  time  present,  Aiuitria*s  rnle 
O^er  Italy,  —  for  Austria's  sake  the  first, 
Italy*8  next,  and  our  sake  last  of  all. 
Gome  with  me  and  deliver  Italy  ! 
3mlte  hip  and  thigh  until  the  oppressor  lea\  e 


Free  from  the  Adriatic  to  the  Alps 

The  oppressed  one  I     We  were  tney  who  Uiil 

ner  low 
In  the  old  bad  dav  when  Villany  braved  Troth 
And  Right,  and  laughed  '  Ueaoeforward.  God 

deposed, 
Satan  we  set  to  role  forevermore 
I*  the  world ! '  —  whereof  to  stop  tbo  omw^ 

quence. 
And  for  atonemmt  of  false  glory  there 
Gaped  at  and  gabbled  over  by  the  world, 
I  purpose  to  get  God  enthroned  again 
Fur  what  the  world  will  gird  at  as  sheer  shamr 
r  the  cost  of  blood  saci  treasure.     *  All  for 

naught  — 
Not  even,  say,  some  patch  of  nrovinoe,  spHoe 
O*  the  frontier  ?  —  some  sniur  nonorarinm-fee 
Shut  into  glove  and  pocketed  apace  ?  * 
(Questions  Sagacity)  ^  in  deference 
To  the  natural  susceptibility 
Of  folks  at  home,  unwittin|c  of  that  pitch 
Yon  soar  to,  and  misdoubting  if  Truth,  Right 
And  the  other  such  angnstaeescfl  repay 
Expenditnre  in  coin  o'  the  realm,  —  hot  prompt 
To  recognize  the  cession  of  Savov 
And  Nice  as  marketable  value  I '    No, 
^)affa<c>ty«  go  preach  to  Mettemidi, 
And,  sermon  ended,  stay  where  he  resides ! 
Hohenstiel-Schwangau,  yon  and  I  most  march 
The  other  road  I  war  for  the  hate  of  war. 
Not  love,  this  once  I "    So  Italy 


What  else  noteworthy  and  commendable 

I^  the  man's  career  ?  —  that  he  was  rasohite 

No  treindation,  much  less  treachery 

On  his  part,  should  imperil  from  its  poise 

The  ball  o'  the  world,  heaved  up  at  such  expend 

Of  pains  so  far,  and  ready  to  rebound. 

Let  but  a  finger  nuUadroitlv  fall. 

Under  pretence  of  making  fast  and  mm 

The  inch  gained  bv  late  volubility. 

And  run  itself  back  to  the  ancient  rest 

At  foot  o'  the  mountain.    Thus  he  ruled,  ga^*- 

proof 
The  world  had  gained  a  point,  progresave  so. 
By  choice,  this  time,  as  will  and  power  coa- 

curred, 
O'  the  fittest  man  to  rule  ;  not  cfaanoe  of  Inrth. 
Or  such-like  dice-throw.    Oft  Sapicity 
Was  at  his  ear :  **  Confirm  this  clear  advann*. 
Support  this  wise  procedure  I    Yon,  deet 
O'  tne  people,  mean  to  pustify  their  choice 
And  out-king  all  the  kingly  imbeciles ; 
But  that 's  just  half  the  enterprise:  remains 
You  find  them  a  successor  like  vonrself , 
In  head  and  heart  and  eye  and  oaiid  and  aim. 
Or  all   done 's   nndone ;  and   whom   hope   !•' 

mould 
So  like  you  as  the  pupil  Nature  sends. 
The   son  and  heir^s  completeness  whieh  vou 

lack? 
Lack  it  no  longer !    Wed  the  pick  o'  the  world. 
Where'er  you  think  yon  find  it.    Should  ahe  br 
A    queen,  —  tell  Honenstielers-Seh  wagaiuair . 
*  So  do  the  old  enthroned  decrepitndea 
Acknowledge^  in  the  rotten  heaurts  of  them. 
Their   knell  is  knolled,  they  hasten  to  lusk* 

peace 
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With  thtt  new  urd«r,  reoognize  in  nw 

Your  riifht  to  constitute  what  kiutc  you  will, 

rriu£«  thoTttfuru  vtown  in  hand  and  bride  on 

arm, 
To  both  of  na:  we  triumph,  I  suitpoae  I ' 
U  it  the  other  sort  of  rank  ?  —  briyht  eye, 
^Soft  smile,  and  to  forth,  all  her  aueenly  boaet  ? 
Undaanted  the  exordium  —  *  I,  the  man 
C  the  people,  with  the  people  mate  myself : 
iSo  stand,  so  tall.    Kin^,  keep  your  crowns  and 

brides  1 
Our  progeny  (if  Providence  acrree) 
^^halI  live  to  tread  the  baubles  underfoot 
And  bid  the  soaraorows  consort  with  their  kin. 
For  son,  as  for  his  sire,  be  the  free  wife 
In  the  free  sUte  1 '  *' 

That  is,  Sagaeity 
Would  prop  up  one  more  lie,  the  must  of  all 
PemioiouB  fancy  that  the  son  and  heir 
Receives  the  genius  from  the  sire,  himself 
Transmits  as  surely,  —  ask  experienoe  else  1 
Which  answers,  — never  was  so  plain  a  truth 
As  that  God  drops  his  seed  of  heavenly  flame 
Just    where    he   wills   on  earth  :    sometimes 

where  man 
Se^ms  to  tempt  --  snoh  the  aeenraulated  store 
Of  faoulties  —one  imark  to  fire  the  heap ; 
S»metimes  where,  nrebaU*like,  it  falls  upon 
The  naked  unpreparMnesa  of  rook. 
Bums,  ^  beaconing   the  nations  through  their 

night. 
Faculties,  fuel  for  the  flame  ?    All  helps 
Come,  ought  to  oome,  or  come  not,  OTQaaed  by 

chance. 
From  culture  and  transmission.    What  ^s  jrour 

want 
I*  the  son  and  heir  ?    Sympathy,  aptitude, 
TeaehableaesB,  the  fuel  for  the  flame  ? 
You  *U    have   them  for  your  pains :  but  the 

flaroe^s  self, 
The  novel  thought  of  God  shall  light  the  world  ? 
No,  poet,  though  your  offspring  rhyme  and 

ehime 
I*  the  cradle,  —  painter,  no,  for  all  your  pet 
Draws  his  fint  eye,  beats  Salvatore^s  boy,  — 
And  thrice  no,  statesman,  should  your  progery 
Tie  bib  and  tucker  with  no  tape  but  red. 
And  make  a  f  oolscap*kite  of  protocols  1 
Critic  and  copyist  and  boreaucrat 
To   hearths  content  I    The  seed  o'  the  apple- 


Bruigs  forth  another  tree  which  bears  a  crab : 
*T  is  the  great  gardener  grafts  the  excellence 
On  wildings  whero  he  wiD. 

*^  How  plain  I  view, 
'twixt    me    ana 


Aerosa  those  misty    yean 

Rome"- 
(Such  the  man^s  answer  to  Sagacity) 
*'  llie  little  wajraide  temple,  halfway  down 
T<»  a  mild  river  that  makes  oxen  white 
Bliraonlously,  un-roouse-oolors  skin, 
( >r  so  the  Roman  country  people  dream  I 
1  vifw  that  sweet  small  shrub-embedded  shrine 
i  hi  the  declivity,  was  sacred  once 
To  a  transmuting  Oenins  of  the  land, 
Could  touch  and  turn  itsdunwat  natures  bright. 


—  Sinoe  Italy  nuHUB  the  Land  of  the  Ox,  we 

know. 
Well,  how  was  it  the  due  succession  fell 
From  priest  to  priest  who  ministered  i'  the  cool 
Calm  mne  o*  tm  Clitumnian  god  ?    The  sire 
Brought  forth  a  son  and  sacerdotal  sprout, 
Endowed  instinctively  with  good  and  grace 
To  suit  the  gliding  gentleness  below  — 
Did  he?    IVadition  tells  another  tale. 
Each  priest  obtained  his  predecessor's  staff, 
Robe,  fillet  and  insignia,  blamelessly. 
By  sprin^ng  out  of  ambush,  soon  or  late. 
And  slapng  him  :  the  initiative  rite 
Simply  waa  murder,  save  that  murder  took, 
V  the  case,  another  and  religious  name. 
So  it  was  once,  is  now,  shall  ever  be 
With  genius  and  its  priesthood  in  this  world : 
The  new  power  slays  the  old  —  but  handsomely. 
There  he  lies,  not  diminished  by  an  inch 
Of  stature  that  he  graced  the  lutar  with. 
Though  somebody  of  other  bulk  and  build 
Cries,  *  What  a  goodly  personage  lies  here 
Reddenii^  the  water  where  the  bulrush  roots  1 
May  I  conduct  the  service  in  his  plaoe. 
Decently  and  in  order,  as  did  he. 
And,  as  he  did  not,  keep  a  wanr  watch 
When  meditating  'neath  yon  willow  shade ! ' 
FiLd  out  your  bMt  man,  sure  the  son  of  him 
Will  prove  beet  man  again,  and,  better  still 
Somehow  than  best,  the  grandson-prodigy  I 
You  think  the  world  woud  last  another  day 
Did  we  so  make  us  masten  of  the  trick 
Whereby  the  works  go,  we  oould  pre-arrange 
Their  play  and  reach  perfection  when  we  please? 
Depend  on  it,  the  change  and  the  surprise 
Are  part  o'  the  plan:  *t  is  we  wish  steadiness ; 
Nature  prefers  a  motion  by  unrest. 
Advancement  throogh  this  force  which  jostles 

that. 
And  so,  since  much  xemauis  i*  the  world  to 


Here 's  the    world   still,   affordu*   God  the 

sight." 
Thus  did  the  man  refute  Sagacity, 
Ever  at  this  <^  whisper  in  his  ear : 
**  Here  are  you  picked  out,  by  a  miracle. 
And  placed  oonspicuonsly  enough,  folks  say 
And  you  believe,  by  Providenoe  ontright 
Taking  a  new  way  —  nor  without  snceeas  -^ 
To  put  the  world  upon  its  mettle :  good ! 
But  Fortune  alternates  with  Providence; 
Reaouroe  is  soon  exhausted.    Never  eouat 
On  such  a  hi4>py  hit  occurring  twice  I 
Try  the  old  method  next  time  I " 

"  Old  enough,** 
(At  whisper  in  his  ear,  the  laugh  outbroke,) 
**  And  mode  the  most  discredited  of  all, 
Bv  just  the  men  and  women  who  make  boast 
Tney  are   kings  and  queens  thsrebyl    Mere 

self-defence 
Should  teach  them,  00  one  chapter  of  the  law 
Must  be  no  sort  of  trifling  —  chastity : 
They  stand  or  fall,  as  their  progenitors 
Were   ehaate   or   unchaste.      liow,    run   eye 

around 
My  erowned  aoqnsintiiiie,  give  each  life  its 

h»k 
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Thus  watch  one  who,  in  the  world, 
Both  hves  and  likes  life's  way, 

Nor  wishes  the  wings  unfurled 
lliat  sleep  in  the  worm,  they  say  ? 

But  sometimes  when  the  weather 
Is  hlue^  and  warm  waves  tempt 

To  free  one's  self  of  tether, 
And  try  a  life  exempt 

From  worldly  noise  and  dust. 
In  the  sphere  which  overhrims 

With  passion  and  thought,  —  why,  just 
Unaole  to  fly,  one  swims ! 

By  passion  and  thought  upborne. 
One  smiles  to  one's  self  —  **  They  fare 

Scarce  better,  they  need  not  soom 
Our  sea,  who  live  in  the  air  ! " 

Emancipate  throu^rh  passion 
And  thought,^  with  sea  for  sky. 

We  substitute,  in  a  fashion, 
For  heaven  —  poetry : 

Which  sea,  to  all  intent. 
Gives  fleiBh  such  noonnlisport 

As  a  finer  element 
Affords  the  spirit-sort. 

Whatever  they  are,  we  seem : 
Imagine  the  thing  they  know ; 

All  deeds  they  do,  we  dream  ; 
Can  heaven  be  else  but  so  ? 

And  meantime,  yonder  streak 

Meets  the  horizon's  verge ; 
That  is  the  land,  to  seek 

If  we  tire  or  dread  the  suige : 

Land  the  solid  and  safe  — 
To  welcome  again  (confess !) 

When,  high  and  dry,  we  chafe 
The  body,  and  don  the  dress. 

Does  she  look,  pity,  wonder 

At  one  who  mimics  flight. 
Swims  —  heaven  above,  sea  under, 

Tet  always  earth  in  sight  ? 
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0  TRIP  and  skip,  Elvire!    Link  arm  in  arm 

with  me ! 
Like  husband  and  like  wife,  together  let  us  see 
The  tumbling-troop  arrayed,  the  strollers  on 

their  stage. 
Drawn  np  and  under  arms,  and  ready  to  engage. 

II 

Now,  who  supposed  the  night  would  play  us 

such  a  prank  ? 
—  That  what  was  raw  and  brown,  rough  pole 

and  shaven  plank. 
Mere  bit  of  hoarding,  half  by  trestle  propped, 

half  tub. 


Would  flaunt  it  forth  as  brisk  as  butterfly  fraiD 

grub? 
This  comes  of  sun  and  air,  of  Autumn  afternoon. 
And  Pomic  and  Saint  Gille,  whose  feast  afford* 

the  boon  — 
This  scaffold  turned  parterre,  this  flower-bed  m 

full  blow, 
Bateleurs,  baladines!    We  shall  not  miss  i}» 

show ! 
They  pace  and  promenade ;  they  presently  viQ 

dance : 
What  good  were  else  i'  the  drum  and  fife  ?    0 

l^easant  land  of  France  I 

III 

Who  saw  them  make  their  entry  ?    At  wink 

of  eve,  be  sure  1 
They  love  to  steal  a  inarch,  nor  lightly  risk  th** 

lure. 
They  keep  their  treasure  hid,  nor  atale  (impro- 
vident) 
Before  the  time  is  ripe,  each  wonder  of  thvir 

tent  — 
Ton  six-legged  sheep,  to  wit,  and  he  who  beat* 

a  gong. 
Lifts  cap  and   waves  salute,  eichilmistes   th** 

throng  — 
Their  a|>e  of  many  years  and  much  adventnTv. 

grim 
And  gray  with  pitying  fools  who  find  a  jok«'  ir 

him. 
Or,  best,  the  human  beauty,  Bfimi,  Toinett^. 

Fifine, 
Trioot  fines  down  if  fat,  padding  plnmpi  op  if 

lean. 
Ere,  shedding  petticoat,  modesty,  and  such  t4>v<^ 
They  bounce  forth,  squalid  girls  traiiafonD<-tJ 

to  gamesome  boys. 

IV 

No,  no,  thrice,  Pomic,  no  I     Perpend    thr 

authentic  tale ! 
'T  was  not  for  every  Oawain  to  gaae  npon  th*> 

Grail! 
But  whoso  went  his  rounds,  when  flew  bat 

flitted  midge. 
Might  hear  ^  across    the  dusk,  —  where  both 

roads  join  the  bridge, 
Hard  by  the  little  port,  —  creak  a  alow  oamvafi. 
A    chimneyed  house    on    wheels;    so    shyU- 

sheathed,  began 
To  broaden  out  the  bud  which,  busting  on- 
aware. 
Now  takes  away  our  breath,  qneen-tnlip  of  tke 

Fair! 


Tet  morning  promised  mnoh:    for,  pitched 

and  slung  and  reared 
On  terrace  'neath  the  tower,  'twixt  tree  and 

tree  appeared 
An  aiiT  structure ;  how  the  pennon  from  it* 

aome. 
Frenetic  to  be  free,  makes  one  red  stretch  fur 

home  I 
The  home  far  and  away,  the  dkfanee  wh*-*^ 

lives  joy, 
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The  oare.  at    once  and  eTer,  of   world  and 

world's  annoy ; 
Ssuioe,  what  lolla  fall  in  front,  a  fnrlong  from 

the  booth. 
But  ooean-idleneas,  sky-blue    and    miilpond- 

tanootb? 

VI 

Frenetic  to  be  free  I    And,  do  yon  know, 

thero  beatB 
Something  within  my  breast,  as  sensitive?  — 

ropeats 
The  f  eTer  of  the  flag  ?    My  heart  makes  just 

the  same 
PoBsionate  strotch,  fires  op  for  lawlessness,  lays 

claim 
To  share  the  life  they  lead :  loeeLi,  who  hare 

and  nse 
The  hour  what  way  they  will,  —  applaud  them 

or  abuse 
Society,  whereof  myself  am  at  the  beck. 
Whose  call  obey,  and  stoop  to  burden  stiifest 

neck  I 

Vll 

Why  is  it  that  whenever  a  faithful  few  oon»> 

bine 
To  cast  allegianee  off,  play  truant,  nor  ropine. 
Agree  to  bear  the  worst,  forego  the  beet  in 

stora 
For  us  who.  left  behind,  do  duty  as  of  yore,  — 
Why  is  it  that,  disgraced,  they  seem  to  relish 

life  the  more  ? 

—  Seem  as  they  said,    *' We   know  a  secret 

passing  praise 
Or  blame  of  such  as  yoa  I    Remain  I  we  go  onr 

ways 
With    something    yon    oVrlooked,    forgot  or 

chose  to  sweep 
Clean  out  of  door :  our  pearl  picked  from  your 

rubbish-heap. 
Yoa  oare  not  for  your  loss,  we  calculate  our 

gain. 
AU  *s  riffht.    Aro  you  content  ?    Why,  so  let 

things  remain  I 
To  the  wood  then,  to  the  wild :  free  life,  full 

liberty  I  *' 
And  when  thev  rendezyoua  beneath   the  in- 
clement sky, 
House  by^  the  hedge,  reduced  to  brute^xmi- 

panionship, 

—  Misguided  ones  who  gave  society  the  slip. 
And  find  too  late  how  boon  a  parent  they  de- 
spiiied. 

What  ministration  spumed,  how  sweet  and 
civilized  — 

Then,  left  alone  at  last  with  self-sought  wreteh- 
edness, 

No  interloper  else !  —  why  is  it,  can  we  guess  ?  -* 

At  somebody^s  eipense,  goes  up  so  fnuk  a 
Uugh? 

As  though  they  held  the  com,  and  left  us  only 
chaff 

From  gamen  orammed  and  closed.  And  we 
indeed  are  dcTer 

If  we  get  grain  as  good,  by  threshing  straw  for- 
ever! 


Vlll 


Still,  truants  as  they  aro  and  purpose  yet  to 

be. 
That  nowise  needs  forbid   they  Tenturo  —  aa 

you  see  — 
To  cross  confine,  approach  the  once  familiar 

roof 
0*the  kindly  race  theb  flight  estranged :  stand 

half  aloof. 
Sidle  half  up,  press  near,  and  proffer  wares  for 

sale 
—  In  their  frfiraae,  —  make  in  onn,  white  levy 

of  black  mail. 
They,  of  the  wild,  raqoiro  some  touch  of  us  the 

tame, 
Sinee  clothing,  meat  and  drink,  mean  money 

all  the  same. 


IX 

If  hunger,  proverbs  say,  allnrea  the  wolf 
from  wood^ 

Much  mora  the  bird  must  daro  a  dash  at  some- 
thing good  : 

Must  snatch  up,  bear  away  in  beak,  the  trifle- 


treasnro 
To  wood  and  wild,  and  then  —  oh,  how  enjoy  at 

leisure  I 
Was  never  tree-built  nest,  yoa   climbed  and 

took,  of  bird, 
(Raro  city-visitant,  talked  of,  scarce  seen  or 

heard,) 
But,  when  yon  would  dianect  the  stmctnro, 

piece  by  piece. 
Yon  found,  enwreathed   amid    the    eonntry- 

product  —  fleece 
And  feather,  thistle-fluffs  and  bearded  windle- 

straws  — 
Some  shrod  of    foroign    silk,  unravelling   of 

gaaxe. 
Bit,  maybe,  of  brocade,  mid  fur  and  blow-bell- 

down : 
Filched  plainly  from  mankind,  dear  tribute 

paid  by  town. 
Which  proved  how  oft  the  bird  had  plucked  up 

heart  of  graee. 
Swooped  down  at  waif  and  stray,  made  fur- 
tively our  place 
Pay  tax  and  toll,  then  borne  the  booty  to  en- 
rich 
Her  paradise  i*  the  waste  ;  the  how  and  why  of 

which, 
That  is  the  secret,  thero   the    mystery  that 

stings! 


For,  what  they  traffic  in,  consistB  of  just  the 

things 
We,  —  prond  ones  who  so  seom  dwellers  with* 

out  the  nale, 
Batelenrs,    baladines,  white  leviers  of  blaek 

mail,  — 
I  say,  they  sell  what  we  most  pique  us  that  we 

keep! 
How  comes  it,  aD  we  hold  ao  dear  they  eoant 

soohe^f 


1 
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XI 

What  priee  aliould  you  impow,  for  iiMtanoe,  on 

repnte, 
Good  fame,  your  own  good  iaine  and  f aniilj*« 

to  boot? 
btay  start  of  quiok  moostaehe,  arrest  the  sagry 

rise 
Of  eyebrow  I    All  I  asked  is  aaswered  by  sur- 
prise. 
Now  tell  me :  an  yon  worth  the  oost  of  aoigar  ? 
Go  boldly,  enter  booth,  disburse  the  coin  at  bar 
Of  doorway  where  prendas  the  master  of  the 

troop. 
And  forthwith  yon  sorrey  his  Gkaeea   in   a 

KTonp, 
Live  Pioture,  p&otaresqne  no  donbt  and  close 

to  life: 
His  sisters,  right  and  left ;  the  Grace  in  front, 

his  wife. 
Next,  who  is  this  performs  the  feat  of  the  Tra- 

peaeP 
Lo,  she  is  launched,  look  —  fie,  the  fairy!  — 

how  she  flees 
O'er  all  those  heads  thrust  back, — mouths, 

eyes,  one  gi^  and  stare,  — 
No  scrap  of  skirt  mipedes  free  passage  through 

the  air, 
Till,  plumb  on  the  other  side,  she  lights  and 

laughs  afsain. 
That  fairy-form,  whereof  each  muscle,  nay, 

each  vein 
The  curious  may  inspect,  —  his  daughter  that 

he  sells 
Each  rustic  for  five  sous.    Desiderate  aught 

else 
O*  the  vendor  ?    As  you  leave  his  show,  why, 

joke  the  man  I 
"  You  cheat :  your  six-legged  sheep,  I  recollect, 

began 
Both  life  and  trade,  last  year,  trimmed  prop- 

eriy  and  dipt. 
As  the  Twin-headed  Babe,  and  Human  Nonde- 
script I " 
What  does  he  care  ?    You  paid  his  price,  may 

pass  vonr  jest. 
So  values  he  repute,  good  fame,  and  all  the 


1 


XII 


But  tr^  another  tack  ;    say  :   **'  I  indulge  ca- 

pnoe. 
Who  am  Don  and  Duke,  and  Knight,  be«de,  o^ 

the  Golden  Fleeee, 
And,  never  mind  how    rich.     Abandon  this 

career  1 
Have  hearth  and  home,  nor  let  your  woman- 
kind appear 
Without  ss  multiplied  a  coating  as  protects 
An  onion  from  the  eye  !  Beeome,  inail  respects. 
God-fearing  householder,  subsiitent  by  orain- 

skill. 
Hand-labor ;    win  your  bread  whatever  way 

yon  will. 
So  it  be  honestly,  —  and,  while  I  have  a  purse, 
Meamshall  not  laok!"— his  thanks  will  be 

the  roundest  curse 
That  ever  rolled  from  lip. 


XIII 

Now,  what  is  it?  — 

The  question  —  heartens  so  this  looel  that  he 
spurns 

All  we  so  prise  ?  I  want,  put  down  in  black 
and  white, 

What  compensating  joy,  unknown  and  infin- 
ite, 

Turns  lawlessness  to  law,  makes  deatitntion  — 
wealth. 

Vice  — virtue,  and  disease  of  soul  and  body  -- 
health? 

XIV 

Ah,  the  slow  shake  of  head,  the  melaneholy 

smile. 
The  si^h  almost  a  sob !    What  *s  wrong,  wa« 

right  erewhile? 
Why  are  we  two  at  once  sneh   ooean-width 

apart? 
Pale  fingers  press  my  arm,  and  sad  eyes  probe 

my  heart. 
Why  is  the  wife  in  trouble  ? 

XV 


ds  way,  this  way,  Fifine ! 

Here 's  she,  shall  make  my  thoughts  be  snrpr 
what  they  mean  I 

First  let  me  read  the  signs,  portray  you  past 
mistake 

The  gypsv*s  foreign  self,  no  swartli  onr  snn 
could  bake. 

Yet  where  *8  a  woolly  trace  degrades  the  wiry 
hair? 

And  note  the  Greek-nymph  nose,  and  — oh,  my 
Hebrew  pair 

Of  eye  and  eye  —  overarched  by  velvet  of  the 
mole  — 

That  swim  as  in  a  sea,  that  dip  and  fiae  and 
loD, 

Spilling  the  light  around !  While  either  ear  is 
out 

Thin  as  a  dusk-leaved  rose  carved  from  a 
ooeoanut. 

And  then,  her  neck !  now,  grant  yon  had  the 
power  to  deck. 

Just  as  your  fancy  pleased,  the  bistre-length  of 
neck. 

Could  lay,  to  shine  against  its  shade,  a  moon- 
like  row 

Of  pearls,  eaoh  round  and  white  aa  hnbUe 
Cupids  blow 

Big  out  of  mother^s  milk,  — what  pearl-moon 
would  surpass 

That  string  of  mock-turquoise,  those  nlman- 
dines  of  rlass. 

Where  pirlhood  terminates  ?  for  with  breasts"- 
birth  commence 

The  boy,  and  page-costume,  till  pink  and  im- 
pudence 

End  admirably  all :  complete  the  creature 
trips 

Our  wav  now,  brings  sunshine  upon  her  span- 
gled hips. 

As  here  she  fronts  us  full,  with  pone  half- 
frank,  half-fierce ! 
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Woidi  uiiwl  fat  THB,  Ehrire!  You  waste 
your  qnart  and  tievM, 

liuga  ai  a  phantom  haia,  trj  lanoe  in  fairy- 
land. 

For  OM,  I  own  daf  eat,  ask  bat  to  aademtand 

The  acknowledged  ▼iotory  of  whom  I  eall  my 
qnaen, 

SezleM  and  bloodless  sprite :  though  nischiey- 
onaand  Bseaa, 

Yet  free  and  flower-like  too,  with  loneliness 
Art  law, 

And  self-suatainment  made  morality. 

XVII 

A  flaw 
l>o  you  aceonnt  i*  the  lily,  of    lands   whieh 

traveilers  know. 
That,  jnst  as  golden  gloom  snpenedes  Northern 


I*  the  ohalioe,  so,  about  eaeh  pistil,  spice  is 

^  packed,  — 
Deliriously -drugged   scent,    in   lieu    of   odor 

laeked, 
With  us,  by  bee  and  moth,  their  banquet  to  en- 


At  mom  and  eve,  whan  dew,  the  ehilly  snste- 


Needs  mixture  of  some  chaste  and  temperate 

[terfnme? 
I  ask,  is  she  in  fault  who  guards  such  golden 


5 loom, 
4 


Sock  dear  and  damning  scent,  by  who  cares 

what  devices. 
And  takes  the  idle  life  of  insects  she  entices 
\Vhen,  drowned  to  heart's  desire,  they  satiate 

the  inside 
O*  the  lily,  mark  her  wealth  and  manifest  her 

pride  f 

XVIII 

But.  wiser,  we  keep  off,  nor  tempt  the  acrid 

juice; 
IMscreet  we  peer  and  praise,  put  rich  things  to 

right  use. 
No  flavorons  venomed  bell,  —  the  rose  it  is,  I 

wot. 
Only  the  rose,  we  pluck  and  place,  nnwmnged 

ajot. 
No  worse  for  homage  done  by  every  devotee, 
I*  the  proper  loyal  throne,  on  breast  where  ruse 

should  be. 
Or  if  the  sampler  sweets  we  have  to  choose 

among, 
Woold  taste  between  our  teeth,  and  give  its  toy 

the  tongue, — 

0  gorgeous  poison-plague,  on  thee  no  hearts  are 

sett 
^Ve  ^ther  daisy  meek,  or  maiden  violet : 

1  thmk  it  is  Elvire  we  love,  and  not  FSflne. 

XIX 

**  How  does  she  make  my  thoughts  be  sure  of 
what  thay  mean  f  ** 
Judge  and  be  just !    Suppose,  an  age  and  time 


C  the  kind,  mtk  Louis  ttked  to  see  defile  be- 
tween 
Him  and  the  yawning  grave,  its  paMage  served 

to  screen. 
With  eye  as  gray  as  lead,  with  cheek  as  brown 

asbronae. 
Here  where  we  staad,  shall  sit  and  suffer  Louis 

Ome: 
The  while  from  yonder  tent  parade  forth,  not 

—  oh,  no  — 
Balelenrs,   baladines!   bat  ranga  themeelvee 

a-row 
Those  wall-sanr  women-worthies  whereof  loud 

fame  stillfinds 
Some  echo  linger  faint,  less  in  our  hearts  than 

minds. 

XX 

See,  Helen !  nashed  in  front  o*  the  world*h 

worst  nignt  and  storm. 
By  Lady  Venus*  hand  on  shoulder :  the  sweet 

form 
Shrhikingly  prominent,  though  mighty,  like  a 

moou 
Outbreaking  from  a  dond,  to  put  harsh  things 

in  tune. 
And  magically  bring  mankind  to  acquiesce 
In  its  own  ravage, — call  no  curse  upon,  but 

bless 
(Beldame,  a  moment  sinoe)  the   outbreaking 

beauty,  now. 
That  caats  o*er  all  the  Mood  a  candor  from  her 

brow. 
See,  (^leopatra !  bared,  the  entire  and  sinuous 

wealth 
O'  the  shining  shape ;  each  orb  of  indolent  ripe 

health, 
(Captured,  just  where  it  finds  a  fellow-orb  as  fine 
I*Uie  body :  traced  about  by  jewels  which  out- 
line, 
Pire-f rame,  and  keep  distinct,  perfections  —  lest 

they  melt 
To  soft  smooth  unity  ere  half  their  hold  be 

felt: 
Yet,  o*er  ihat  white  and  wonder,  a  soul's  pre- 
dominance 
r  the  head  so  high  and  hangfat— except  one 

thievuh  glance. 
From  back  of  oblong  eye,  intent  to  count  tlie 

slsin. 
Hush,  --<^,  I  know,  Elvire  I    Be  patient,  more 

remain! 
What  sa^  yon  to  Saint?  .  .  .  Pish!   Whatevei 

Saint  you  please, 
Cold-pinnaoled  aloft  o'  the  spire,  prays  cahn  the 


I 


Renew  for  our  behoof  one  pageant  more,  the  last 


FVom  Pomie  Church,  and  oft  at  midnight 
(peasants  say) 

Goes  walking  out  to  save  from  shipwreck: 
well  she  may ! 

For  think  how  many  a  year  has  she  been  con- 
versant 

With  naught  but  winds  and  rains,  sharp  cour- 
tesy and  scant 

O*  the  wintry  snow  that  coats  the  pent-honee  of 
her  shrine. 

Covers  each  knee.  cHmba  near,  but  sparss  the 
smile  benign 
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Which  seems  to  sasr,  *'  I  looked  lor  soaroe  so 

much  from  earth  ! " 
She  follows,  one  louif  thin  pure  finger  in  the 

girth 
O'  the  girdle  —  whence  the  folds  of  garment, 

eye  and  eye. 
Besprent    with   flenrs-de-lyB,  flow   down   and 

multiply 
Around  her  feet,  —  and  one,  pressed  hushingly 

to  lip : 
As  if,  while  thns  we  made  her  march,  some 

foundering  ship 
Might  niiw  her  from  her  poet,  nearer  to  God 

halfway 
In  heaven,  and  she  inquired,  **  Who  that  treads 

earth  can  pray  ? 
I  douht  if  even  she,  the  unashamed  I  though, 

sure, 
She  must  have  stripped  herself  only  to  olothe 

the  poor." 

XXI 

This  timevenough  *8  a  feast,  not  one  more 
form,  EHfire  I 
Provided  you  allow  that,  hringing  np  the  rear 
O*  the  bevy  I  am  loth  to  —  by  one  oiid  —  cup- 

tail« 
First  note  may  lead  to  last,  an  octave  crown  the 

scale. 
And    this    feminity   be    followed  —  do    not 

flout  I  — 
By  —  who  concludes  the  masque  with  curtsey, 

smile  and  pout, 
Snbmissive-mntmous  ?    No  other  than  Fifine 
Points  toe,  imposes  haunch,  and  pleads  with 

tambourine  1 

XXII 

*'  Well,  what  *8  the  meaning  here,  what  does 
the  manqne  intend. 

Which,  unabridged,  we  saw  file  past  us,  with 
no  end 

Of  fair  ones,  till  Fifine  came,  closed  the  cata- 
logue r 


»» 


XXIII 

Task  fancy  yet  again  I  Suppose  you  cast  this 
clog 

Of  flesh  away  (that  weeps,  upbraids,  with- 
stands  my  ami) 

And  pass  to  join  your  peers*  paragon  charm  with 
charm. 

As  I  shall  show  you  may,  —  prove  best  of 
beauty  there  I 

Toanelf  confront  yourself  I  This,  help  me  to 
declare 

That  ]ronder-vou,  who  stand  beside  these,  brar- 
ing  each 

And  blinking  none,  beat  her  who  lured  to  Troy- 
town  beach 

The  purple  prows  of  Greece,  —  nay,  beat  Fi- 
fine ;  whone  face, 

Mark  how  I  will  inflame,  when  seigneur-like  I 
place 

V  the  tambourine,  to  spot  the  strained  and 
piteous  blank 

Of  pleading  parchment,  see,  no  less  than  a 
whole  franc  1 


XXIV 

Ah,  do  yon  mark  the  brown  o*  the  ohrad, 

made  bright  with  fire 
Throufirh  and  through  ?  as,  old  wiles  sncct^- 

mg  to  desire, 
Quality  (yon  and   I)  once  more  coiupassioo- 

ate 
A  hapless  infant,  doomed  (fie  on  soeh  partial 

fatel) 
To  sink  the  inborn  shame,  waive  privilege  of 


And  posture  as  you  see,  support  the  Bods  and 

becks 
Of  clowns  that  have  their  stare,  nor  always  psT 

its  price ; 
An  infant  bom  perchance  as  sensitiva  and  nice 
As  any^  soul  of  you,  proud  dames,  mhoDi  d<*«- 

tiny 
Keeps  nncontaminate  from  stigma  of  the  str 
She  wallows  in  I    You  draw  back  akirta  froui 

filth  like  her 
Who,  possibly,  braves  soom,  if,  aoomed,  she 

minister 
To  a^e,  want,  and  disease  of  parents  one  or 

both; 
Nay,  perad venture,  stoops  to  deeradataon,  U>th 
That  some  just-budding  sister,  uie  dew  yet  us 

the  rose. 
Should  have  to  share  in  turn  the  ignoble  trsd», 

—  who  knows  ? 

XXV 

Ay,  who  indeed  1    Myself  know  nothing,  hot 

dare  guess 
That   off   she    trips   in  haste    to    hand    the 

bootv  .  .  .  ves, 
^Twixt  fula  and  fold  of  tent,  there  looms  hf>. 

dim-dificemed. 
The  ogre,  lord  of  aU  those  laviwh  lirahe  ha\«- 

eamed! 
—  Brute-beaat-face,  —  ravage,  scar,  scowl  a»d 

malignancy,  — 
O*  the  Strong  Man,  whom  (no  doubt,  her  hui^ 

band)  by  and  hj 
Yon  shall  behold  do  feats :  lift  up  nor  quail  be- 
neath 
A  quintal  in  each  hand,  a  cart-wheel  *twixt  his 

teeth. 
Oh,  she  prefers  sheer  strength  to  ineffective 

grace. 
Breeding  and  culture!  seeks  the  rssowtial   in 

the  case! 
To  him  has  flown  my  franc ;  and  weleofni*.  it 

that  squint 
O*  the  diabouo  eye  so  soften  through  absinthe. 
That  for  once,  tambourine,  tunic  and  tric«>t 

'scape 
Their  custoroanr  curse  "  Not  half  the  gain  «•* 

the  ape !  '^ 
Ay,  they  go  in  together ! 

XXVI 

Yet  still  h«r  phantom  etar* 
Opposite,  where  you  stand:  as  steady  ^nvati 

our  gaze,  — 
The  live  £lvire*s  and  mine, — thimgfa  fancy- 
stuff  and  mere 
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lUurion ;  to  be  judged  —  dieamrfiguNs  —  with- 
out f«»r 

Or  faTor,  those  the  falw,  by  you  and  me  the 
tme. 

XXVII 

**  What  puts  it  in  my  head  to  make  yonnelf 

judge  yon  ?  " 
Well,  It  may  be,  the  name  of  Helen  brought  to 

mind 
A  certain  myth  I  mused  in  yean  long  left  be- 
hind: 
Uow  she  that  fled  from  Greece  with  Paris  whom 

she  loved. 
And  oame  to  Troy,  and  there  found  shelter,  and 

so  proved 
Such  cause  of  the  world's  woe,  —  how  she,  old 

stories  call 
This  creature,  Helen's  self,  never  saw  Troy  at 

all. 
Jove  had  his  fancy-fit,  must  needs  take  empty 

air, 
Faaliion  her  likeness  forth,  and  set  the  phan- 
tom there 
I*  the  midst  for  sport,  to  try  oonelnsions  with 

the  blind 
And  blundering  race,  the  game  create  for  Gods, 

mankind: 
Experiment  on  these,  —  establish  who  would 

yearn 
To  give  np  life  for  her,  who,  other-minded, 

spurn 
The  best  her  eyes  could  smile,  —  make  half  the 

world  sublirae. 
And  half  absurd,  for  just  a  phantom  all  the 

time! 
Meanwhile  tme  Helen's  self  sat,  safe  and  far 

away, 
B^  a  great  rivei^de,  beneath  a  purer  day, 
^V  ith  solitude  around,  traaqnillitj-  within ; 
Waa  able  to  lean  forth,  look,  listen,  throng^ 

the  din 
And  stir ;  could  estimate  the  worthlesmesa  or 

worth 
Of   Helen  who  inspired  saoh  passion  to  the 

tsarth, 
A  phantom  aU  the  time  I    That  put  it  in  my 


To  make  yourself  judge  you  — the  phantom- 
wife  instead 
O*  the  tearful  tme  Elvire  I 

XXVIII 

I  thank  the  smile  at  last 
Which  thins  away  the   tear  I    Our  sky  was 


And  something   f»*ll ;  but  day  dears   np :   if 

there  chanced  rain. 
The  landscape  glistens  more.    I  have  not  vexed 

in  vain 
Klvire :  because  she  knows,  now  she  has  stood 

the  test, 
How,  this  and  this  being  good,  herself  may  still 

behest 
O'  tba  beaoty  in  nview ;  heeaoae  the  flesh  that 


In  me,  for  things  eztene,  was  all  mistake,  she 

^  finds, — 
Or  will  find,  when  I  prove  that  bodies  show  me 

minds, 
That,  through   the  outward  sign,  the  inward 

graoe  allures. 
And  sparks  from  heaven  transpierce  earth's 

coaisest  covertures. 
All  by  demonstrating  the  value  of  Fifine  I 

XXIX 

Partake  my  confidence  !    No  creature 's  made 

so  mean 
But  that,  some  way,  it  boasts,  could  we  investi' 

gate, 
Its  supreme  worth:   fulfils,  by   ordinanoe  of 

fate, 
Its  momentarv  task,  gets  glory  all  its  own, 
Tastes  triumph  in  the  world,  pre-eminent,  alone. 
Where  is  the  single  grain  of  sand,  *mid  millions 

heaped 
Confusedly  on  the  beach,  but,  did  we  know,  has 

leaped 
Or  will  leap,  would  we  wait,  i'  the  century, 

some  once. 
To    the   very    throne    of    things? — earth's 

brightest  for  the  nonce. 
When  sunshine   shall   impinge   cm   just  that 

grain's  facette 
Which  fronts  him  fullest,  first,  returns  his  ray 

with  jet 
Of  promptest  praise,  thanks  God  best  in  crear 

tion's  name ! 
As  firm  is  my  belief,  quick  sense  pereeives  the 


Self-rindicatii^  flash  illustrate  every  man 
And  woman  of  onr  mass,  and  prove,  thronghont 

the  plan. 
No  detail  but,  in  place  allotted  it. 


And  perfect. 


prraM 


XXX 


l^ndnlv  my  regard,  she  thought,  the  taste,  she 
blamed 


Witness  her,  kept  waitii«  all  thk  time  t 
What  happy  angle  makes  Fifine  reverberate 
Sunshine,  least  sandrgrain,  she,  of  shadiest  so* 

oial  state? 
No  adamantine   diield,  polished    like    Hdea 

there. 
Fit  to  absoro  the  son,  regorge  him  till  the  glare, 
Dasinff  the  universe,  draw  Trojr-ward   those 

hlind  beaks 
Of  eqnaMded  ships  rowed  by  the  well-greaved 

Greeks  1 
No  Asian  mirror,  like  yon  Ptdemaie  witch 
AUe  to  fix  sun  fast  mod  tame  sun  down,  en- 

rieh. 
Not  hum  the  world  with  beams  thus  flatter' 

ingly  rolled 
About  her,  head  to  foot,  turned  slavish  snakes 

of  gold  I 
And  oh,  no  tintedjMUie  of  oriel  sanctity, 
IXms  oor  Fifine  afford,  such  as  permits  supply 
Of  Instious  heaven,  revealed,  far  more  than 

mandane  sight 
Coald  maater,  to  thy  cell,  pore  Saint  t  where, 

else  too  bright. 
So  suitB  thy  sense  the  orb,  that,  what  outside 
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Pales,  throosrh    thy   loeenged   blue,  to  meek 

benefic  moon ! 
Wliat  then  ?  does  that  prevent  each  dunghill, 

we  mar  pass 
Daily,  from  boastinff  too  its  hit  of  lookincr-glaaB, 
Its  enerd  which,  snn-Bmit,  ahines,  ahoota  arrowy 

fire  beyond 
That  satin-muffled  mope,  your  sulky  diamond  ? 

XXXI 

And  now,  the  mingled  ray  she  shoots,  I  de- 

oompoee. 
Her  antecedents,  take  for  execrable  I    Gloze 
No  whit  on  your  premisB :  let  be,  there  was  no 

worst 
Of  degradation  spared  Fifine  :  ordained  from 

fint 
To  last,  in  body  and  soul,  for  one  life-long 

debanoh. 
The  Pariah  of  the  NotK  the  Suropean  Nantoh ! 
This,  far  from  seek  to  hide,  she  puts  in  evidence 
Calmly,  dJaplays  the  brand,  bids  pry  without 

offence 
Tour   finger   on    the   place.    You   comment^ 

*'  Fancy  us 
So  operated  on,  maltreated,  nungled  thus ! 
Such  torture  in  our  ease,  had  we  sanrived  an 

hour? 
Some  other  sort  of  flesh  and  blood  must  be, 

with  power 
Appropriate   to   the  vile,  unsensiliTe,  tough- 
thonged. 
In  lieu  of  our  fine  nenrel    Be  sure,  ahe  was 

not  wronged 
Too  much :  you  must  not  think  she  winced  at 

priok  as  we  !  *^ 
Gome,  eome,  that  ^s  what  yon  say,  or  would, 

were  thoughts  but  free. 

XXXII 

Well  then,  thus  mnoh  confessed,  what  won- 
der if  there  steal 
Uaehallenged  to  my  heart  the  Cone  of  one 

She  niMes,  and  inadee  stamp  the  sole  daim 

she  asserts? 
So  ahaolntely  sood  is  truth,  tmth  never  baits 
The  teller,  wnose  wont  crime  gets  somehow 

grace,  avowed. 
To  me,  thatailent  pose  and  ptayer  praolaimod 

aloud  : 
**  Know  all  ol  me  outside,  the  rest  be  amptiBem 
For  such  as  you  I    I  call  attention  to  my  dress. 
Ck>iffiire,  ontlandish  featntea,  lithe  memocable 

limbs. 


Piquant  entreaty,  all  that  eye-glance  ovemkinis. 
Doea  thia  give  pleasoie  ?     Then, 
pleasure,  put 


repay  the 


Its  price  i'  the  tambourine!     I>o    ywi 
further  ?    Tot  I 

I  *m   just   my    instrument,  —  somid   hoUow : 
mere  smooth  skin 

Stretched   o*er  gilt   ^amework,  I ;  mh-dub, 
naught  elm  within  — 

Always,  for  such  as  yoa  I  —  if  I  have  am  else- 
where, — 

If  oertain  bells,  now  mute,  can  jingle,  need  yoa 
care? 


Be  it  enough,  there  's  troth  i*  tlm  plwadi^. 

which  comports 
With  no  word  nx»ken  oat  in  eottagea  or  oonrU, 
Since  all  I  plead  is,  *  Pay  for  just  the  sight  yui. 

■MA 

And  give  no  credit  to  another  charm  in  me  !  * 
Do  I  say,  like  your  Love  ?    *  To  praaae  my  fac** 

is  well, 
But,  who  would  know  my  worth,  must  sean^i 

my  heart  to  tell ! ' 
Do  I  say,  Uke  your  Wife?    'Had  I  pwMd  is 

review 
The  produce  of  the  globe,  my  man  of  men  wei« 

—  you  I ' 
Do  I  say,  like  your  Helen  ?    *  Yield  ymixwlf 

up,  obey 
Implieiuy,  nor  pause  to  question,  to  survey 
Even  the  worsnipfull   prostrate    yoo   at    n;} 

shrine  I 
Shall    you    dare   controvert  what    the  worU 

counts  divine  ? 
Array  your  private  taste,  own  liking  ol  tht* 


Own  longing  of  the  soul,  against  the  tmimdeniY 
Of  history,  the  blare  and  baUyii^of  vwiae? 
As  if  man  ever  yet  mw  reason  to  disbmae 
The  amount  of  what  sense  liked,  sool  longf>d 

for,  —  given,  devised 
As  love,  forsooth,  —  until  the  priee  was  rwcur- 

nized 
As  aaoderate  enough  by  divan  fsUow-meii ! 
Then,  with  his  warrant  safe  that  tkoae  would 

love  too^  then. 
Sure  that  particular  gain  iranlies  m  pahBe  Iohk. 
And  that  no  smile  he  buys  oat  provea  a  ala»h 


The  fiioe,  a  stab  into  the  side  of  somebody  — 
Sure  that,  along  with  lovers  main-pnrdmse,  h' 

will  buy 
Up  the  whole  stock  of  earth's  uiwharital>ieoe« 
Envy  ukd  hatred,  —  then,  decidm  he  to  profcM^ 
His  estimate  of  one,  by  love  discenwd,  tlioot:«i 

dim 
To  all    the  world    beside :   since  vrliat  *s  th- 

world  to  him  ? ' 
Do  I  say,  like  your  Queen  of  Egypt  f     *"  W)i» 

foreaoes 
My  cup  of  witchcraft  —  fault  be  on  tba  fui>l  ' 

fie  knows 
Nothing  of  how  I  pack  my  wine-pnssa,  ton  it* 

winch 
Three-times-three.^  all  the  time  to  song  and 

dance,  nor  flinch 
From  charming  on  and  on,  till  at  the  last  I 

squeese 
Out  the  exhaustive  drop  that  leavaa  behit*id 

mere  lew 
And  dregs,  vapidity,  thought 

fore  1 


ot 


Sup  of  my  sorcery,  old  pleasures  pleai 
Be  great,  be  gooa,  love,  Isam,  hava 

hand 
Or  heart  or  head.— what  boolaf    Yo« 

understand 
What  blim  mi^tbe  in  file:  yonate  the  gra^rv 

but  knew 
Never  the  taste  of  wins,  saeh  vlBft»*«   ■•  f 

brew!' 
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Do  I  Mgr«  lika  joor  Sunt  ?    *  An  fl»|miiit«Bt 

touch 
Bidas  io  ike  birth  off  things :  no  iifft0r*time  om 

muek 
EnhsDoe  that  fine,  that  faint,  fugitnr«  first  of 

aUI 
What  color  paints  the  cup  o'  the  May*roBe,  like 

the  small 
Suspicion  of  a  Unsh  which  doubtfully  begins  ? 
What  sound  outwarbles  brook,  while,  at  the 

iouree,  it  wins 
That  moss  and  stone  dispart,  allow  its  bub- 

blings  breathe  ? 
Wlutt  taste  excels  the  fruit,  just  whevs  sharp 

flaTOCB  sheathe 
Their  sting,  and  ^3t  encroach  the  honesr  that 

allays? 
And  so  with  a^*d  and  sense  ;  when  sanctity 

betrays 
First  fear  lest  eartli  below  seem  real  as  hearen 

above, 
And  holy  worship,  late,  change  soon  to  sinful 

love  — 
Where  is  the  plenitnde  el  paamni  which  en- 
dures 
(4mipaiison  with  that,  I  ask  of  amateuis? ' 
])o  I  nay,  like  Ellvire  "... 

XXXIII 

<  Yonr  hnsband  holds  yon  fast. 

Will  have  you  listen,  learn  your  ebanoter  at 
last!) 

"  Do  I  say  ?  —  like  her  mixed  uniest  and  dia- 
oontont« 

HeproAohfnlness  and  scorn,  with  that  submis- 
sion blent 

So  strangely,  in  the  face,  by  sad  smiles  and  gay 


Qniesocnoa  whloh  attacks,  roballioQ  whioh 

dears, — 
S!»y  ?    *  Aa  yoo  hnved  mm  onoa,  oonld  you  but 

love  me  now  I 
Yean  probably  have  graved  their  passago  on 

my  brow. 
Lips  turn  mors  mely  red,  eyes  sparkle  less 

thanetst; 
Such   tributo  body  pays   to  time;   bnt,  un- 

amerced, 
The    soul    retains,  nay,  boasts   old    treasure 

maltiplied. 
Thongh  dew*prime  flae, — mature  at  noonday, 

love  dened 
Chance,  the  wind,  diaag«,  the  rain:  love  stren- 
uous all  the  more 
Pov  storm,  strack  deeper  root  and  choicer  ffnrit- 

age  bore. 
Despite  the  rocking  world ;  yet  truth  stmck 

root  in  vain  : 
While  tenderness  bears  fmit,  yon  pmise,  not 

taste  again. 
Wliy?   l^ey  are  yottfs,  wkiek  once  were  hardly 

yours,  miffkt  go 
To  grace  another *b  ground  :   and  then  —  the 

hopes  we  know, 
The  fears  we  keep  in  mind  I  —  when,  oon  toai^ 

bitnta. 
Year  part  waa  to  bow  neck,  bid  fall  decree  off 

fate. 


Then,  O  the  knotty  point — white-ni|:ht's  work 

to  revolve  — 
What  meant  that  smile,  that  sigh?   Not  Solon's 

self  could  solve  t 
Then,  O  the  deep  snnnise  what  one  word  might 

express. 
And  if  what  seemed  her  '*No  **  may  not  have 

meant  her '*  Yes !  *' 
Then,  such  annoy,  for  cause  — calm  welcome, 

such  acqnist 
Of  rapture  if,  refused  her  arm,  hand  touched 

her  wrist ! 
Now,  what  *8  a  smile  to  you  ?    Poor  candle 

that  tiffhts  up 
The  decent  nousehold  gloom  which  sends  you 

out  to  sap. 
A  tear  ?  worse !  warns  that  health  requires  you 

keep  aloof 
From  nuptial  chamber,  since  rain  penetrates 

thereof ! 
Soul,  body  got  and  gained,  inalienably  safe 
Your  own,  become  despised ;  more  worth  has 

any  waif 
Or  stray  from  neii^bor^s  pale  :  pouch  that,  — 

*t  is  pleasure,  pride, 


Novelty,  property,  aiid  laroenv  beside  ! 
Preposterous  thought !  to  ffara  no  value  fixed  in 

things. 
To  covetiul  yon  see,  hear,  dream  of,  till  fata 

bnngs 
About  that,  what  yon  want,  you  gain  ;  then 

follows  change. 
QiTS  yon  the  sun  to  keep,  forthwith  must  fsncy 

range  : 
A  goodly   lamp,  no  doubt, — yet  might    yon 

catch  her  hair 
And  cantnre,  as  she  frisks,  the  fen-fire  dancing 

tnere  ! 
What  do  I  say?  at  least  a  meteor's  half  in 

heaven ; 
Provided  filth  bnt  shine,  my  hnaband  hankers 

even 
Aftar  putridity  that 's  phosphomcent,  cribs 
The  rustic's  tallow-rush,  makes  spoil  of  urchins' 

squibs, 
In  short,  prefen  to  me  — chaste,  temperate. 


What  npnttets  men  and  blue,  this  fiagig  called 

XXXIV 

So  aU  ^onr  sex  mistake !    Strangn  that  so 

nlainafMt 
Should  raise  such  dire  debate!    Few  fismilies 

wereraeked 
By  torture  self-supplied,  did  Nature  grant  but 

thia— 
That  women  comprehend  mental  analysis ! 

XXXV 

Elvire,  do  yoo  recall  when,  years  ago,  our 

home 
The  intimation   reaehad,  a  certain  pride  of 

Rome, 
Authenticated  pieee,  in  the  third,  hat  and  best 
llanner  —  whatever,  f 00b  and  connoisseurs  con- 


No  particle  disturbed  by  rude  rsstorer^s  touch. 
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The   palaced    picture-poarl,    ao    long   eluding 

dutch 
Of  creditor,  at  hist,  the  Raiael  might  —  oonld 

we 
But  come  to  terms  —  change  lord,  pass  from 

the  Prince  to  me  ? 
I  think  you  recollect  my  fever  of  a  year : 
How  the  Prince  would,  and  how  he  would  not ; 

now,  —  too  dear 
That  promise  was,  he  made  his  grandsire  so 

long  since, 
liather  to  boast  **  I  own  a  Rafael  **  than  **  am 

Prince  I  *' 
And  now,  the  fancy  soothed — if  really  sell  he 

must 
His  birthright  for  a  meas  of  pottage  —  such  a 

thrust 
r  the  vitals  of  the  Prince  were  mollified  by 

balm. 
Could  he  prevail  upon  his  stomach  to   bear 

qualm. 
And  bequeath  Liberty  (because  a  purchaser 
Was  ready  with  the  sum  —  a  trifle  I)  yes,  trans- 
fer 
His  heart  at  all  events  to  that  land  where,  at 

least, 
Free  institutions  reign  1     And  so,  its  price  in- 
creased 
Fivefold  (Americans  are  such  importnnates  1), 
Soon  must  his   Rafael  start  for  the    United 

States. 
Oh,  alternating  bursts  of  hope  now,  then  despair  I 
At  last,  the  bwgain  *s  struck,  I  ^m  all  but  beg^ 

gared,  there 
The  luif ael  faces  me,  in  fine,  no  dream  at  all, 
My  housemate,  evermore  to  glorify  mv  wall. 
A  week  must  pass,  before  heart-palpitatioDS 

sink. 
In  gloating  o'er  my  gain,  so  late  I  edged  the 

brink 
Of  doom ;  a  fortnight  motet  I  spend  in  Pam- 

dise  : 
**  Was  outline  e*er  so  true,  could  ocJoring  entice 
So  calm,  did  harmony  and  quiet  so  avail  ? 
How  right,  how  resolute,  the  action  teUs  the 

tale  I " 
A  month,  I  bid  my  friends  congratulate  their 

best : 
*'You  happy  Don  P'  (to  me):    "The  block- 
head !  '*  (to  the  rest) : 
"  No  doubt  he  thinks  his  daub  original,  poor 

dupe !  '* 
Then  I  resume  my  life  :  one  chamber  must  not 

coop 
Man*s  life  in,  though  it  boast  a  marvel  like  my 

prize. 
Next   year,  I   saunter   past    with   unaverted 

eyes. 
Nay,  loU  and  turn  my  back :  perchance  to  over- 
look 
With  relish,  leaf  by  leaf,  Dora's  last  pietnie- 

book. 

XXXVI 

InMcine  that  a  voice  reproached  me  from  its 
frame : 
*'  Here  do  I  hang,  and  may  I    Tour  Rafael,  just 
thesame« 


'Tis  only  you  that  ekange;   no 

yore  I 

No  purposed  suicide  distracts  you  any  more  !  *' 
Prompt  would  my  answer  nu»et  suen  {rivoloos 

attack : 
**  You  misappropriate  sensations.     Wbat  men 

hick. 
And  labor  to  obtain,  is  hoped  and  feared  about 
After  a  fashion  ;  what  they  once  obtain,  makes 

doubt. 
Expectancy  *s  old  fret  and  fume,  henoeforward 

void. 
But  do  they  think  to  hold  snob  havings  un- 
alloyed 
By  novel  hopes  and  fears,  of  faahkm  just  at 

new. 
To  correspond  i*  the  scale  ?    Nowise,  I  promiM 

you  I 
Mine  you  are,  therefore  mine  will  be,  aa  fit  to 

cheer 
My  soul  and  glad  my  sense  to-day  aa  tlua-day- 

year. 
So,  an^  sketch  or  scrap,  pochade,  caricature. 
Made  m  a  moment,  meant  a  monaent  to  endnre. 


I  snap  at,  seize,  enjoy,  then  tire  of,  throw  aaid«*. 
Find  yon  in  your  old  place.     But  if  a 

cried 
'  Fire  in  the  gallery  I  *  —  methinka,  were  I 

gaged 
In   DoH,  elbow-deep,   pietnre-booka    millioD- 


pejfed 
e  four 


To  the  tour  winds  would  pack,  sped  by  the 

heartiest  curse 
Was  ever  launched  from  lip,  to  sti«w  the  iini* 

verse. 
Would  not  I  brave  the  best  o*  the  burning. 

bear  away 
Either  my  perfect  piece  in  safety,  or  else  stay 
And  share  its  fate,  be  made  its  martyr,  nor  rs* 

pine  ? 
Inextncably   wed,    soeh    ashes    mixed    with 

mmer 

XXXVfl 

For  which  I  get  the  eye,  the  hand,  the  heart, 

the  whole 
O*  the  wondrous  wife  again  I 

XXXVIII 

But  no,  nlay  out  your  r$l» 
I*  the  pageant !      'T  is  not  nt  yonr  plumtoin 

leave  the  stage : 
I  want  you,  there,  to  make  yon,  here,  eonfiaBS 

you  wage 
Snooeesf ul  warfare,  pique  those  proud  ansa,  and 

advance 
Claim  to  .  .  .  equality?     nay    but 

nance 
In  physique  oW  them  all,  where  Helen 

the  scene 

Cloeed  by  its  tiniest  of  taiHips,  pert  Fifine. 
How  ravishingly  pure  yon  stand  in  pale  con- 
straint I 
My  new-created  shape,  without  or  toaeh  t»r 

taint. 
Inviolate  of  life  and  worldliness  and  sin  — 
Fettered,    I   hold  m^  flower,  her  own  cop\ 

weight  would  win 
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From  oif  the  tail  dight  stalk  a^top  of  wldch 

she  tiinis 
And    trembles,    makes    appeal   to    one   who 

ronsrhly  earns 
Her  thaiuu  instead  of  blame,  (did  lily  only 

know,) 
Bt  thtti  oonstraininff  lengrth  of  lily,  lettin;^  snow 
Of  eap*erown,  that's  her  faoe,  look  from  its 

guardian  stake, 
Saperb  on  all  that  crawls  beneath,  and  mntely 

make 
Defiance,  with  the  mouth's  white  movement  of 

disdain. 
To  all  that  stoops,  retires,  and  hovers  round 

atfainl 
How  wmdin8:1y  the  limbs  delay  to  lead  up, 

reseh 
Wliere,  crowned,  the  head  waits  oaim :  as  if 

reluctant,  each. 
That  eye  should  traverse  quick  such   lengths 

of  loTelinesi, 
From  feet,  which  just  are  found  embedded  in 

the  dress 
Deep  swathed  about  with  folds  and  flowings 

▼irgimU, 
Up  to  the  pleated  breasts,  rebellions  'neath 

their  pall, 
As  if  the  vesture's  snow  were  moulding  sleep 

not  death. 
Must  melt  and  so  release  ;    whereat,  from  the 

fine  sheath. 
The  flower-cnp-crown  starts  free,  the  faoe  is 

nneoncealed. 
And  what  shall  ii<»w  divert  me,  once  the  sweet 

face  revealed. 
From  all  I  loved  so  long,  so  lingeringly  left  ? 

XXXIX 

Because  indeed  your  face  fits  into  just  the 
cleft 

O'  the  heart  of  me,  Elvire,  makes  right  and 
whole  once  more 

All  that  was  half  itself  without  you !  As  be- 
fore. 

My  truant  finds  its  place  I  Doubtlessly  sea- 
shells  v(*am. 

If  plunder*^  by  sad  chance :  would  pray  their 
pearls  return, 

I^t  negligently  slip  away  into  the  wave ! 

Never  may  eyes  aesbt,  those  eyes  so  gray  and 
grave. 

From  their  slow  sure  supply  of  the  effluent  soul 
within ! 

And,  would  you  humor  me  ?  I  dare  to  ask, 
unpin 

The  web  of  that  brown  hair  I  O'erwash  o'  the 
sudden,  but^ 

As  promptly,  too,  disclose,  on  either  side,  the  jut 

Of  alabaster  brow  !    So  part  rich  rillets  dyed 

Deep  by  the  woodland  leaf,  when  down  they 
pour,  each  side 

O'  the  rock-top,  pushed  by  Spring  I 

XL 

'*  And  wher«  i»  the  worid  is  all 
This  wonder,  yon  detail  so  trippingrly,  espied  ? 
My  mirror  would  reflect  a  tall,  thin,  pale,  deep- 
eyed 


Penonage,  pretty  once,  it  may  be,  donbtl< 

stUl 
Loving,  — a  oertain  grace  yet  lingers,  if  yon 

will,  — 
But  all  this  wonder,  where  ?  " 

XLI 

Why,  where  bnt  in  the  aense 
And   soul    of   me.  Art's   judge?    Art  is  my 

evidence 
That  something  was,  ii,  might  be  ;  bat  no  mort* 

thing  itself. 
Than  flame  is  fuel.     Once  the  verse-book  laid 

on  shelf, 
The  picture  turned   to  wall,  the  mnsie  fled 

from  ear,  — 
Each  beauty,  bom  of  each,  grows  clearer  and 

more  clear. 
Mine  henceforth,  ever  mine  I 

XLI  I 

But  if  I  woold  retrace 
Effect,  in  Art,  to  cause,  —  corroborate,  erase 
What 's  right  or  wrong  i'  the  lines,  test  fancy  in 

my  brain 
By  fact  which  gave  it  birth  ?     I  re-pemae  in 

vain 
The  verse,  I  fail  to  find  that  vision  of  delight 

V  the  Baxzi's  lost-profile,  ejr^-edge  ao  ezqn^ 

site. 
And,  music:    what?   that   burst   of  pillared 

cloud  by  day 
And  pillared  fire  by  night,  was  product,  must 

we  say. 
Of  modulatmg  just,  by  enharmonic  change,  — 
The  augmented  sixth  resolved,  — from  out  the 

straighter  range 
Of   D   sharp   minor  —  leap   of  dirimpriaoned 

thrall  — 
Into  thy  light  and  Hfe,  D  major  natnral? 

XLIII 

Elvire,  will  you  partake  in  what  I  shall  impart  ? 

I  seem  to  understand  the  way  heart  chooses 
heart 

By  help  of  the  ontride  form,  —  a  reason  for  oar 
wild 

Diversitv  in  choice,  —  why  each  grows  recon- 
ciled 

To  what  is  absent,  what  superfluons  in  the  mask 

Of  flesh  that  *b  meant  to  yield,  —  did  nature  ply 
her  task 

As  artist  nhould,  —  precise  the  features  of  the 
soul,  ^ 

Which,  if  in  any  case  they  found  expreNsiou, 
whole 

V  the  traita,  would  give  a  type,  undoubtedly 

display 

A  novel,  tme.  distinct  perfection  in  its  way. 

Never  shall  I  believe  any  two  nonls  were  made 

Similar;  granting,  then,  each  soul  of  every 
grade 

Was  meant  to  be  itself,  prore  in  itaelf  com- 
plete, 

And,  m^  completion,  good,  —  nay,  best  o'  the 
kind,  —  as  meet 

Needs  must  it  be  that  show  on  the  oataide  cor- 
respond 
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With  inward  snbstanee,  —  flesh,  the  dren  which 

soul  has  donned, 
£zaotly  reproduoe,  —  were  only  jiutioe  done 
Inside  anci  outside  too,  —  types  perfeot  every 

one. 
How  hiwpens  it  that  here  we  meet  a  mystery 
Insoluhfe  to  man.  a  pla^y  puzzle  ?    Why 
£aoh  soul  is  eitaer  made  imperfect,  and  de- 
serves 
As  rude  a  face  to  match ;  or  else  a  bungler 

swerves, 
And  nature,  on  a  soul  worth  rendering  aright. 
Works  ill,  or  proves  perverse,  or,  in  her  own 
despite, 

—  Hera  too  much,  there  too  little,  — bids  each 

face,  more  or  less, 
Retire  from  beauty,  make  approach  to  u^linen  ? 
And  yet  succeeds  the  same :  since,  what  is  want- 
ing to  success. 
If  somehow  every  face,  no  matter  how  deform. 
Evidence,  to  some  one  of  hearts  on  earth,  that, 

warm 
Beneath  the  veriest  ash,  there  hides  a  spark  of 

soul 
Which,  quickened  by  lovers  breath,  may  yet 

pervade  the  whole 
O*  the  gray,  and,  free  again,  be  fire  ?  —  of 

worth  the  same. 
However  produced,  for,  great  or  little,  flame  is 

flame. 
A  mystery,  whereof  solntion  is  to  seek. 

XLIV 

I  find  it  in  the  fact  that  each  soul,  just  as  weak 

Its  own  way  as  its  fellow,  —  departure  from  de- 
sign 

As  flagrant  in  the  flesh,  —  goes  striving  to  com- 
bine 

With  what  shall  right  the  wrong,  the  under  or 
above 

The  standard :  supplement  unloveliness  by  love. 

—  Ask  Plato  else  !    And  this  corroborates  the 

sage, 
That  Art,  —  which  I  may  style  the  love  of  lov- 

ing^rage 
Of  knowmg,  seeing,  feeling  the  absolute  truth 

of  things 
For  truth ^s  sake,  whole  and  sole,  not  any  good, 

truth  brings 
The  knower,  seer,  feeler,  beside,  —  instinctive 

Art 
Must  fumble  for  the  whole,  once  fixing  on  a  part 
However  poor,  surpass  the  fragment,  and  aspire 
To  reconstruct  thereby  the  ultimate  entire. 
Art,  working  with  a  will,  discards  the  super- 
flux. 
Contributes  to  defect,  toils  on  till,  —.fiat  lux^  — 
There  's  the  restored,  the  prime,  the  individual 

type! 

XLV 

Look,  for  example  now  I  This  piece  of  broken 

pipe 
(Some  shipman's  solace  erst)  shall  aet  as  erayon ; 

and 
What  tablet  better  serves  my  purpose  than  the 

sand? 


—Smooth  slab  whareon  I  draw,  no  matter  with 

what  skill, 
A  ftuse.  and  yet  another,  and  yet  another  stUL 
There  lie  my  three  prime  types  of  beauty  I 


XLVI 


Lao^  your  best! 
''Exaggeration and  absurdity?"    Gonfened! 
Yet,  what  may  that  face  mean,  no  matter  for 

its  nose, 
A  yard  long,  or  its  chin,  a  foot  short  ? 


^LVII 


"  Yon  SI 


lottsimpose. 

Horror  ?  ''     Exactly  !     What 's  the  odds  if, 

more  or  leas 
By  yard  or  foot,  the  features  do  manage  to  ex- 


Such  meaning  in  the  main  ?    Were  I  of  G^ 

rCme^s  f(xroe. 
Nor  feeble  as  you  see,  quick  should  my  crayon 

course 
OW  outline,  curb,  excite,  till,  —  so  completion 

speeds 
With  U^rdme  well  at  work,  —  ofaaerve    how 

brow  recedes. 
Head  shudders  back  on  spine,  as  if  one  haled 

the  hair. 
Would  have  the  full-face  front  what  pin-point 

eye  ^8  sharp  stare 
Announces  ;  mouth  agape  to  drink  the  flowing 

fate. 
While  chin  protrudes  to  meet  the  bnist  o*  the 

wave:  elate 
Almost,  spurred  on  to  brave  necessity,  expend 
All  life  left,  in  one  flash,  as  fire  does  at  its  end. 
Retrenchment  and  addition  effect  a  masterpiece. 
Not  change  i'  the  motive  :  here  diminish,  there 

increase  — 
And  who  wants  Horror,  has  it. 

XLVIII 

Who  wants  some  other  show 
Of  soul,  may  seek  elsewhere  —  this  second  of 

the  row? 
What  does  it  give  for  germ,  monadic  mere  in- 
tent 
Of  mind  in  face,  fabit  first  of  meaniogs  ever 

meant  ? 
Why,  posribly,  a  grin,  that,  strengthened,  grows 

a  laugh ; 
That,  softened,  leaves  a  smile ;  that,  tempered, 

bids  yon  quaff 
At  such  a  magic  cup  as  English  Reynolds  onoe 
Compounded  :  for  the  witch  pulls  out  of  yon 

response 
Like  Garriek^s  to  Thalia,  however  due  may  be 
Your  homage  claimed  by  that  stiff-stoled  Mel- 
pomene I 

XLIX 

And  just  this  one  face  more!  Pardon  the 
bold  pretence ! 

May  there  not  hirk  some  hint,  struggle  toward 
evidence 

In  that  compressed  month,  those  strained  nos- 
trils, steadfast  ejres 


FIFINE  AT  THE  FAIR 


713 


(H  atter  pawion,  abiolato  Mll-Morifioe, 
Whioh  —  oould  I  but  subdue  the  wild  groteeqoe, 

refine 
That  bulge  of  brow,  make  blunt  that  noee^s 

aqmUna, 
And  let,  although  compreeeed,  a  pohit  of  pulp 


I*  the  month  —  would  give  at  last  the  portrait 
of  Elvira  ? 


Well,  and  if  so  suooeed  hand-piaotaoe  on  awry 
Preposterous  ari-mistake«  shall  sonl-profleieney 
Despair,  —  when  ezerdsed  on  natore,  whioh  at 

wont 
Always  impUes  snooess,  -  howoTer  eroesed  and 

ennt 
By  failure,  —  such  as  art  would  emulate  in  vain  ? 
hhaU  any  soul  despair  of  setthug  free  asjain 
Trait  after  trait,  until  the  type  as  wboUy  start 
Forth,  visible  to  senses  as  that  minutest  part, 
( ^Vhate*er  the  chance,)  whioh  first  anesting  eye, 

warned  soul 
Thatt  under  wrong  enough  and  ravsge,  lay  the 

whole 
O*  the  loveltnesi  it  '*  loved  '*  —  I  take  the  ao- 

eeptsd  phrase  ? 

LI 

So  I  account  for  tastes :  eaoh  chooses,  none 

gaioBMrs 
The  fancy  of  his  fellow,  a  paradiie  for  him, 
A  hell  for  all  beeide.    You  eaa  but  erown  the 

brim 
O'  the  cup ;  if  it  be  full,  what  matters  leas  ov 

more? 
Let  eaoh,  i*  the  world,  amend  his  love,  as  I,  o' 

the  shore, 
Hy  sketch,  and  the  result  as  nndispnted  be  I 
Their  handiwork  to  them,  and  my  Elvire  to  me : 
—  Result  more  beautiful   than  beauty  *s  self, 

when  lo, 
What  WM  my  Rafael  tons  my  Miohelagnolo  I 

LII 

For,  we  two  boast,  beside  our  pearl,  a  dia- 


And  then,  who  daras  dispute  the  gradual  birth 
its  due 


I*  the  palace-gallery,  the  occridor  beyond. 
Upheaves  italuf  a  marble,  a  magnitude 

shaped 
Aa  snow  might  be.  One  hand— the  Maatar's  — 

smoothed  and  scraped 
T1iatmMS,hehaamieredonaBd  hewed  at,  till 

he  hurled 

lifaoutoCdeathtaadlefiaehalle^ce:  for  the 

world. 
Death  atill. — amoa  who  shall  dare,  close  to  the 

image,  say 
If  this  be  purposed  Art,  or  mere  mimatio  play 
Of  Natare  f  —  wont  to  deal  with  crag  or  cloiid« 

asstuif 
To  laahion  novel  forma,  like  forms  we  know, 

enough 
For  reoogmtion,  but  enough  unlike  the  same. 
To  leave  no  hope  ourselves  may  pvofit  by  ner 


Of  bieathiiir  file,  or  breathless  iiuuw.w«,. 
Where  out  sne  stands,  and  yet  stops  short,  half 

bold,  half  shy, 
Hesitates  on  the  threshold    of    things,  since 

partly  blent 
With  stuff  she  needs  must  quit,  her  native  ele- 


Danth  therefore  to  the  worM.  Step  back  apace 

or  two ! 


r  the  mind  o*  the  Maater,  — what*a  the  crea« 

ture,  dear-divine 
Tet  earthly-awful  too.  so  manly-feminine, 
Pretenda  this  white  advanee  ?    What  startling 

brain-escape 
Of  Michelagnolo  takes  elemental  shape? 
I  think  he  meant  the  daughter  of  the  old  man 

o'  the  sea. 
Emerging  from  her  wave,  goddess  fidothe^  — 
She  who.  in  elvish  sport,  spite  with  benevolence 
llized  Mab-wise  np,  must  needs  instruct  the 

Hero  whence 
Salvation  dawna  o'er  that  mad  miaery  of  his 

isle. 
Tes,  she  imparts  to  him,  by  what  a  pmakaome 

wile 
He  mav  surprise  her  sire,  aaleep  beneath  a  rock. 
When  he  has  told  their  tale,  amid  his  webfoot 

floek 
Of    sea-beasts,  ''fine  fat    seals    with    bitter 

breath  I  *'  laughs  she 
At  whom  she  likes  to  save,  no  less :  Eidothe^, 
Whom  vou  shall  never  face  evolved,  in  earth,  in 

air. 
In  wave ;  but,  manifest  i*  the  soul's  domain, 

whr,  tiiere 
She  ravismngly  moves  to  meet  you,  all  through 

aid 
O'  the  soul !    Bid  shine  what  should,  dismiss 

into  the  shade 
What  should  not  be,  —  and  there  triumphs  the 

paramount 
Emprise  o'  the  Master  I    But,  attempt  to  make 

account 
Of  whatthe  sense,  without  soul's  help  perceives? 

I  bought 
That  work  —  (despite  pUun  proof,  whoee  hand 

it  was  had  wrought 
V  the  rough :  I  think  we  trace  the  tool  of  triple 

tooth. 
Here,  there,  and  everywhere)  —  bou^  dearly 

that  uncouth 
Unwieldy  bulk,  for  just  ten  doUaia  — ''  Bulk, 

would  fetch  ~*> 
Converted    into    lime  — some    five    pank  I  " 

grinned  a  wrateh. 
Who,  bound  on  business,  pailsed  to  hear  the 

And  would  have*  pitied  me  *'  but  for  the  fun  o' 
the  thing! '^ 

uii 

Shall  such    a  wretch   be— yon?     Must  — 

while  I  show  Elvirs 
Shaming  all  other  forma,  aaen  aa  I  aae  her  here 
I*  the  aonl,  —  thisother-you  perversely  look  auir 

side, 
And  ask  me.  ''  Where  i'  the  world  is  charm  t^ 

be  descried 
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I*  the  tall  thin  peraonagv,  with  paled  eye,  pen- 
sive face. 

Any  amount  of  love,  and  some  ramainH  of 
grace?" 

See  yourself  in  my  soul  I 

LIV 

And  what  a  world  for  each 

Must  somehow  he  i^  the  soul,  —  accept  that 
mode  of  speech,  — 

Whether  an  aura  gird  the  soul,  wherein  it 
seems 

To  float  and  move,  a  helt  of  all  the  glints  and 
gleams 

It  struck  from  out  that  world,  its  weaklier  fel- 
lows found 

So  dead  and  cold ;  or  whether  these  not  so 
much  surround, 

As  pass  into  the  soul  itself,  add  wcnih  to  worth. 

As  wine  enriches  blood,  and  straightway  send  it 
forth. 

Conquering  and  to  conquer,  through  all  eter- 
nity. 

That 's  battle  widiont  end. 

LV 

I  search  but  cannot  see 
What  purpoee  serves  the  soul  that  strives,  or 

world  it  tries 
Conclusions  with,  unless  the  fruit  of  victories 
Stay,  one  and  all,  stored  up  and  guaranteed  its 

own 
Forever,  by  some  mode  whereby  shall  be  made 

known 
The  gain  of  every  life.    Death  reads  the  title 

clear  — 
What  each  soul  for  itself  conquered  from  out 

things  here : 
Since,  in  the   seeing   soul,  all   worth   lies,    I 

assert, — 
And  naught  i*  the  world,  which,  save  for  soul 

that  sees,  inert 
Was,  is,  and  would  be  ever,  —  stuff  for  trans- 
muting, —  null 
And  void.untiI  man's  breath  evoke  the  beau- 
tiful — 
But,  touched  aright,  prompt  yields  each  particle 

its  tongue 
Of  elemental  flame,  —  no  matter  whence  flame 

sprung 
From  gums  and  spice,  or  else  from  straw  and 

rottenness. 
So  long  as  soul  has  power  to  make  them  bum, 

exnresB 
What  lights  and  warms  henceforth,  leaves  only 

a&  behind, 
However  the  chance :  if  soul  be  privileged  to 

find 
Food  so  soon  that,  by  first  snatch  of  eye,  suck 

of  breath. 
It  can  absorb  pure  life:  or,  rather,  meeting 

death 
r  the  shape  of  ugliness,  bv  fortunate  recoil 
So  put  on  its  resource,  it  find  therein  a  foil 
For  a  new  birth  of  life,  the  challenged  sonrs 

response 
To   ugliness  and    death,  —  creation    for    the 

nonce. 


LVI 

I  gather  heart  through  just  such  oonquests 

of-  the  soul. 
Through  evocation  out  of  that  which,  on    the 

whole, 
Was  rough,  ungainly,  partial  accomplishnaent, 

at  best. 
And  —  what,  at  worst,  save  failure  to  spit  at 

and  detest  ?  — 
—  Through  transference  of  all,  achieved  in  vis- 
ible things. 
To   where,  secured  from  wrong,  rest  sonl^s 

imaginings-^ 
Through  ^dor  to  bring  help  just  where  oom- 

pletion  halts, 
Do  justice  to  the  purpoee,  ignore  the  slips  and 

faults  — 
And,  last,  through  waging  with  deformity  a 

fight 
Which  wrings  thence,  at  the  end,  precise  its 

opposite. 
I  praise  the  loyalty  o*  the  scholar,  —  stung  by 

taunt 
Of  fools,  "'  Does  this  evince  thy  Master  men  so 

vaunt  ? 
Did  he   then    perpetrate   the   plain   abortion 

here?"- 
Who  cries,  ""  His  work  am  1 1  full  fraught  by 

him,  I  clear 
His  fame  from  each  result  of   accident   and 

time, 
Myself  restore  his  work  to  its  fresh  morning- 
prime. 
Not  daring  touch  the  mass  of  marble,  fools 

deride. 
But  putting  my  idea  in  plaster  by  its  side, 
His,  since  mine:  I,  he  made,  vindicate  who 

made  me  I 

LVII 

For  you  must  know,  I  too  achieved  ESdothe^, 
In  silence  and  by  night  —  dared  justify  the 

unes 
Plain  to  mv  soul,  although,  to  sense,  that  triple- 
tineas 
Achievement  halt  halfway,  break   down,  or 

leave  a  blank. 
If  she  stood  forth  at  last,  the  Master  was  to 

thank  I 
Tet  may  there  not  have  smiled  approval  in  his 

eyes  — 
That  one  at  least  was  left  who,  bom  to  reeog^ 

nize 
Perfection  in  the  piece  imperfect,  worked,  that 

night, 
In  silence,  such  his  faith,  until  the  apposite 
Design  was  out  of  him,  truth  palpable  once 

m<ire? 
And   then  —  for   at   one  blow,  its  fragments 

strewed  the  floor  — 
ReoaUed  the  same  to  live  within  his  soul  as 

heretofore. 

LVHI 

And,  even  as  I  hold  and  have  Eidothe^, 
I  say,  I  cannot  think  that  gain,  —  which  would 
not  be 
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Exeepi  a  speeial  loiil  had  gained  it,  —  that 

SQoh  ^in 
Can  erer  be  estranged,  do  aaglit  bat  appertain 
Immortally,  by  right  finn,  indefeasible. 
To   who  performed  the  feat,  througn  (Jod's 

grace  and  roan*8  will  I 
Gain,  never  shared  by  those  who  praetieed  with 

earth's  stnff. 
And  spoiled  whatever  they  touehed,  learing  its 

ronghness  rough, 
Its   blaaknesB    bare,  and,  when  the  nglinesi 

opposed. 
Either  Htniok  work  or  laughed  "  He  doted  or 

hedoied!" 

LIX 

While,  oh,  how  all  the  more  will  love  become 

intense 
Hereafter,  when  **  to  lore  *'  means  yeaning  to 

dispense. 
Each  sooJ,  its  own  amoont  of  gain  through  its 

own  mode 
Of  practising  with  life,  upon  some  sonl  which 

owed 
Its  treasure,  all  diverse  and  yet  in  wortli  the 


LX 


To  new  work  and  changed  way  I    Things  fni^ 

nish  yon  rose^flame. 
Which  bom  ap  red,  green,  bine,  nay,  yellow 

more  than  needs, 
For  ma,  I  nowise  dovbt ;  why  doobt  a  time 

snooeeds 
When  each  one  may  impart,  and  each  receive) 

both  share 
The  chemio  ssoret,  leani,  -^  wheie  I  lit  force, 

why  there 
Yon  drew  forth  lambent  pity,  —  where  I  f ovad 

only  food 
For  self-indnlgtsnoe,  yon  still  blew  a  spark  at 

brood 
1'  the  grayest   ember,  stopped   not  till  self- 
sacrifice  irobned 
HeaTea's  faee  with  flame?    What  joy,  when 

each  may  supplement 
The   other,  changing  each,  as  changed,  till, 

wholly  blent. 
Our  old  things  shall  be  new,  and,  what  we  both 

ignite, 
Fose,  lose  the  varicolor  in  achromatic  white  I 
Exemplifying  law,  apparent  even  now 
In  the  eternal  progress,  ^  lovers  law,  which  I 

avow 
And  thus  would  formulate  :  each  soul  liveSf 

kmgs  and  works 
For  itself,  by  itself,  because  a  lodestar  Inrks, 
An  other  than  itaekf ,  —  in  whatsoever  the  niche 
Of  mistieBt  heaven  it  hide,  whoe'er  the  01am- 

daldioh 
May  grasp  the  OvlHver:  or  it,  or  he,  or  ska-* 
TktomtKiM  e  broieio$  eper  hdbramem^  — 
<  For  fan's  vhe^  where  the  phrase  has  f asteaad, 

leave  it  fixed  I 
So  soft  it  says,  —  '*  God,  man,  or  both  together 

mixed ! »') 
TUb,  gnamed  at  threngfa  the  flesh,  by  parti 

which  prove  the  whole, 
ThiaeoMslitatas  the  sool  disceraible  by  soal 
•^  Elvire,  by  me  1 


44 


And  then  **  —  (pray  yon,  permit  remain 
This  hand  upon  my  arm  I  —  your  cheek  dried, 

if  you  deign. 
Choosing  my  shoulder)—  **  then  !*'  — (Stand 

up  for,  boldly  state 
The   objection   in   its   length   and  breadth !) 

*'  Von  abdicate. 
With  boast  yet  oa  your  lip,  soal*s  empire,  aad 

accept 
The  role  of  sense ;  the  Man,  from  monarch's 

throne  has  stopt  — 
Leapt,  rather,  at  one  bonnd,  to  bsse,  and  there 

lies.  Brute. 
Ton  talk  of  soul,  —  how  soul,  in  search  of  soul 

to  suit, 
Must  needs  review  the  sex,  the  army,  rank  and 

file 
Of  womankind,  report  no   face  nor  form  so 

vile 
fiat  that  a  certain  worth,  by  certain  signs,  may 

thence 
Evolve  itself  and  stand  confessed  —  to  soul  — 

by  sense. 
Sense  ?    Oh,  the  loyal  bee  endeavon  for  the 

hive  ! 
Disinterested  honta  the  flower-field  throngk, 

alive 
Not  one  mean  momeBt,  no,  — suppose  on  flower 

he  light,  — 
To  his  peculiar  drop,  petal'-dew  perquirite, 
Bfatterof-course  snatched   snack:   unless   he 

taste,  how  try  ? 
This,  li^ht  on  Umgno-tip  laid,  allows  him  pack 

his  thigh. 
Transport  ailhe  counts  prize,  proviskm  for  the 

comb, 
Food  for  the  fntnre  day,  —  a  banquet,  bnt  at 

home  I 
Sool  ?    Ere  sroa  taaeh  Fifine's,  soma  flesh  may 

be  to  pass  1 
That  bomb«d  brow,  that  eye,  a  kmdlug«ehrya> 

opras. 
Beneath  its  stiff  hlaek  ksh,  iaqnisitive  how 

speeds 
Bash  fnaelioDary  limb,  how  play  of  foot  sno- 

ceecls. 
And  how  yon  let  escape  or  dnly  sympathise 
With  gastro-knemian  grace,  —  tma,  your  soul 


And  trifles  time  with  these,  bnt,  fesr  not,  will 

arrive 
At  esBcnne  in  the  core,  bring  honey  heme  to 

hive. 
BiatiMtock   and  heart«taff  both  —  to  strike 

objectors  dumb  — 
Since  onur  sool  afforda  the  sool  fit  pabnlam  1 
Be   frank  for  charity  1    Who  is   it  yoa   de- 

ceiva — 
Yoofself  or  me  or  God,  with  aU  this  make 

believe?" 

LXI 


And  frank  I  will  rsspond  as  warn  tntemgala. 
Ah,  Music,  wonldst  thon  help  I    Words  stmg^ 

gle  with  the  weight 
So  feebly  of  the  False,  thiok  deassnt  between 


7i6 


FIFINE  AT  THE  FAIR 


Our  sonl,  tbe  True,  and  Truth !  which,  but 

that  intervene 
Falae  shows  of  things,  were  rtaohed  as  easily 

by  thougrht 
Reducible     to    wordt   as    now    by  yearnings 

wrought 
Up  with  thy  fine  free  force,  O  Hnsio,  that 

oanetthiid, 
EUectrically  win  a  pass^^e  through  the  tid 
Of   earthly   sepulchre,  our   words  may  posh 

against, 
Hardly   transpierce   as  thou!    Not  dissipate, 

thou  deign^st, 
So  mnoh  as  tricksilv  elude  what  words  attempt 
To  heave  away,  i'  the  mass,  and  let  the  soul, 

exempt 
From^  all  that  vapory  obetruction,  view,  instead 
Of  glimmer  underneath,  a  glory^  ovetliead. 
Not  feebly,  like  our  phrase,  agMOst  the  barrier 

Kp 
In  suspirative  swell  the  authentic  notes  I  know. 
By  help  whereof ,  I  would  our  souk  were  found 

without 
The  pttle,  above  the  dense  and  dim  which  breeds 

the  doubt ! 
Bat  Music,  dumb  for  you,  withdraws  her  help 

from  me; 
And,  since  to  weary  words  recourse  again  rovat 

be. 
At  least  permit  they  rest  their  burden  here  and 

there. 
Music-tike :  cover  space  1    My  answer,  —  need 

yon  care 
If  it  exceed  the  bounds,  reply  to  qaesdoning 
Yon  newr  meant  should  pilagQe  f    Onoe  uurly 

on  the  wing. 
Let  ma  flaip  far  and  wide ! 

LXII 

For  this  is  just  the  droe. 
The  plsoe,  tiie  mood  in  you  and  me,  when  all 

things  chime. 
Clash  fortn  file's  common  ehovd,  whence,  list 

how  there  ascend 
Harmonies  far  and  faint,  till  oar  peroeptioa 

end, — 
Reverberated  notes  whence  we  ooDBtract  the 

scale 
Embnuang  what  we  know  and  feel  and  an ! 

How  fail 
To  find  or,  better,  lose  your  qoeation,  in  this 

<|Uiclc 
Reply  which  nature  yields,  ample  and  osftholic  ? 
For,  am  in  arm,  we  too  have  reached,  nay, 

paased,  you  see, 
Hie  viUa^precinct ;  son  sets  mild  on  Saints- 
Mane — 
We  oaly  oatdi  the  s|nre,  and  yet  I  seem  to 

know 
What's  hid  i'  the  turn  o'  the  hill:  how  all  the 

graves  must  glow 
Soberly,  as  each  warms  its  little  iron  croaB, 
Flourished    about  with   gold,  and  graced  (if 

private  loss 
Be  fresh)  with  stiff  rope-wreath  of  yellow  oisp 

bead-Mooms 
Which  tempt  down  birds  to  pay  their  supper, 

'mid  the  tomba. 


the  des4 


With  prattle  good  as  song, 

awhile, 
If  eonched  they  hear  beneath  tha  matted 

mile! 


LXII  I 

Bid   them  sood-by  before  last  friend  has 

sung  ana!  supped ! 
Because  we  pick  onr  path  and  need  oor  ayea,-— 

abrupt 
Descent  enough,  —  hat  here  'a  the  heaeh,  snd 

there 's  the  bay,  ^ 

And,  opposite,  the  steeak  of  Ue  Noiiwuontier. 
Thither  the  waters  tend  ;  they  freshen  aa  they 

haste. 
At  feel  o'  the  night-wind,  though,  by  cliff  and 

diff  embraced. 
This  breadth  of  blue  retains  its  self-posMasioQ 

stiU: 
As  3rou  ana  I  intend  to  do,  who  take  onr  fiill 
Of  sights  and  iwuads  —  soft  aonad,  the  oeantlcsi 

hum  and  skip 
Of  hsMota  wa  distnrb,  and  Omt  good  iaUow- 

ship 
Of  rabbits  ov  footfaU  sends  hiidd]ii««  aaeh  te 

hide 
He  best  knows  how  and  wheti 

whirred  past,  win^  wide? 
That  was  an  owl,  their  ycnng 

apprehend ! 
Though  yon  nsfase  to  speak,  yoni 

my  friend, 
I  feel  against  miyantti — thongb 

forbids 
A  look  into  yvar  eyes,  yefe,  on  nqr 

lids 
That  ope  and  shut,  soft  aend  a  silknntbiill  tlw 

same. 
WeU,  ont  cl  aU  and  eadi  thoM  nothnvs,  eonias 

—  what  came 
Often  cnoogh  before,  thesonni^hmg  that  would 

aim 
Onea  nune  at  the  old  mark :  the  impnlna  to  at 

bst 
Snoceed  wbon  hitharto  waa  fMlnre  in  the  past. 
And  yet  again  easay  the  adventnre.    Cleartier 


No  bird  to  its  couched  corpse,  "  Into  the  truth 

of  thinoi — 
Out  of  their  falseneas  liae,  and  inaoh  tboo,  and 


I" 

LXIV 

''  That  rise  into  the  trae  ont  of  tlM  fake  — 

ezphnaP'* 
Bfa^  an  example  serve?  Inysnderbnylfanfthed. 
This  annnv  roonimr :  swam  my  best,  than  ' 

half  swathed 
With  chiU,and  half  with  wannth,  i'  tbn 

nePs  midinoBt  dotp : 
Ton  know  how  one — not  treada,  fant  ■•wnla  in 

water  ?    fLeen 
Body  and  Umba  below*  hold  bend  fanok,  uplift 

chin, 
And,  for  tha  rest,  leave  care  I    H 

mouth,  should  win 
Their  freedom,  —  aasellent  t     If 

brook  the  surge. 
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No  matter  though  they  aiuk,  let  bat  the  nose 

emerge. 
So«  jUI  of  me  in  brine  lay  loaking :  did  I  care 
One  Jot  ?    I  kept  alive  by  man^s  due  beeath  of 


I*    tlie  nostrili,  hi^h  and  dry.    At  times,  o'er 

these  would  run 
The  ripple,  even  wash  the  wavelet,  —  morning's 

sun 
Teznpted  advance,  no  doubt :  and  always  flash 

of  froth, 
Fult^atbreak,  babbling  by«  would  find  me  no* 

thing  loth 
To  riae  ana  look  around ;  then  all  was  ovenwept 
With  dark  and  death  at  once.    But  trust  the 

old  adept  I 
Back  went  again  the  head,  a  merest  motion 

made, 
Fin-faahion,  either  hand,  and  nostril  soon  con- 
veyed 
Ai»uranoe  light  and  life  were  still  in  reach  as 

ost: 
Always  the  last  and  —  wait  and  watch  —  some- 
times the  Erst. 
Try  to  ascend  breast-high?  wave  arms  wide 

free  of  tether  ? 
Be  in  the  air  and  leave  the  water  altogether  ? 
LTnder  went  all  again,  till  I  resigned  myself 
To  only  breathe  the  air,  that 's  footed  by  an 

elf. 
And  only  swim  the  water,  that 's  native  to  a  fish. 
But  there  is  no  denying  that,  ere  I  curbed  my 

wish. 
And  schooled  my  restive  arms,  salt  entered 

month  and  eyes 
Often  enough  —  sun,  sky,  and  ur  so  tantalize  I 
Still,  the  adept  swims,  this  accorded,  that  de- 
nied ; 
Can  always  breathe,  sometimes  see  and  be  sat- 
isfied! 

LXV 

I  liken  to  this  play  o*  the  body  —  fruitless 

strife 
To  slip  the  sea  and   hold  the  heaven  —  my 

spirit's  life 
Twist  false,  whence  it  would  break,  and  true, 

where  it  would  bide. 
I  move  in,  vet  resist,  am  upborne  every  side 
By  what  I  beat  against,  an  element  too  gross 
To  live  in,  did  not  soul  duly  obtain  her  dose 
Of  life-breath,  and  inhale  from  truth's  pure 

plenitude 
Above  her,  snatch  and  gain  enough  to  just  illude 
With  hope  that  some  brave  bound  may  baffle 

evermore 
'Ihe  obstnieting  medium,  make   who  swam 

henceforward  soar : 
—  Oain  scarcely  snatched  when,  foiled  by  the 

very  effort,  souse, 
Underneath   ducks   the   soul,  her   truthward 

yeaminfirn  dowse 
Deeper  in  falsehood  I  ay,  bat  fitted  less  and  less 
To  bear  in  nose  and  month  old  briny  bitterness 
PMved  alien  more  and  more :  since  each  experi- 
ence provra 
Air— the  esssntial  good,  aoi  sea,  wherein  who 


Most  thence,  in  the  act,. escape,  apart  from  will 

or  wish. 
Move  a  mere  hand  to  take  water-weed,  jelly-fish. 
Upward  you  tend  I    And  yet  our  bnwnesB  with 

the  sea 
Is  not  with  air,  but  just  o'  the  water,  waterjr: 
We  must  endure  the  false,  no  particle  of  which 
Do  we  acquaint  us  with,  but  up  we  mount  a  pitch 
Above  it,  find  our  head  reach  truth,  while  hands 

explore 
The  false  below :  so  much  while  here  we  bsthe, 

—  no  more  I 

LXVI 

Now,  there  is  one  prime  point  (hear  and  be 

edified!) 
One  truth  more  true  for  me  than  any  truth 

beside  — 
To-wit,  that  I  am  I,  who  have  the  powes  Ao 

swim. 
The  skill  to  understand  the  law  whereby  each 

limb 
Bfay  bear  to  keep  immersed,  since,  in  letnitt, 

made  sure 
That    iti   mere   movement   lifts  hesd  dsAo 

through  coverture. 
By  practice  with  the  fsJse,  I  reach  the  tme? 

Why,  thence 
It  follows*  that  the  more  I  gain  self-confideaee, 
G^et  proof  I  know  the  trick,  can  float,  sink ,  rise, 

at  will. 
The  better  I  submit  to  what  I  have  the  skill 
To  conquer  in  my  turn,  even  now,  and  by  and  by 
Leave  wholly  for  the  land,  and  there  laugh, 

shake  me  dry 
To  last  drop,  saturate  with  noonday  —  no  need 

more 
Of  wet  and  fret,  plagued  once:  on  Pomic's 

nlacid  shore. 
Abundant  air  to  breathe,  sufficient  sun  to  feel ! 
Meantime  I  buoy  myself :  no  whit  my  senses  reel 
When  over  me  there  breaks  a  billow  ;  nor,  elate 
Too  much  by  some  brief  taste,  1  quaff  intem- 
perate 
The  air,  o'ertop  breast-high  the  wave-environ- 

mi^nt. 
Full  well  I  know  the  thing  I  grasp,  as  if  intent 
To  hold,  —  my  wandering  wave,  —  will  not  be 

grasped  at  all : 
The  solid-seeraing  grasped,  the  handful  great 

or  small 
Must  go  to  nothing,  glide  throui^  fingers  fast 

enough  : 
But  none  the  less,  to  treat  liquidity  as  stuff —j 
Though  failure — certainly  succeeds  beyond  its 

aim. 
Sends  head  above,  pest  thing  that  hands  miss, 

or  the  same. 

ZXVII 

So  with  this  wash  o'  the  world,  wherein  life- 
long we  drift ; 

We  push  and  peddle  through  the  foam  by  mak- 
ing shift 

To  breathe  above  at  whiles  when,  after  deepest 
dnck 

Down  underneath  the  show,  we  put  forth  hand 
and  pluck 
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At  whal  BMini  somehow  Uk«  reality  —  •  sooL 
I  catch  at  this  and  that,  to  capture  and  con* 

troL 
Pneume  I  hold  a  prize,  discover  that  my  pains 
Are  ran  to  naai^ht :  my  hands  are  halked,  my 

head  regains 
The  snrfaoe  where  I  bireathe  and  look  ahont,  a 

space. 
The  son!  that  helped  ma  moniit?    Swallowed 

up  in  the  race 
O'  the  tide,  eome  who  knows  whenoe,  gone 

gayly  who  knows  where  I 
1  thought  the  prize  was  mine ;  I  flattered  my- 
self there. 
It  Sd  its  duty,  though :  I  feh  it;  it  felt  me ; 
Or,  where  I  look  am>ut  and  breathe,  I  should 

not  be. 
The  main  point  is — the  false  fluidity  waa  bound 
Acknowledge  that  it  frothed  o*er  snbstanoe, 

nowise  found 
Hiiid«   but    firm  and    true.     BCan,   ontcaat, 

"howls,"— at  rods?  — 
If  ^^seot  in  playful  spray  a-ahiYering  to  hla 

Childiweat  childe,  man  makes  thereby  no  bad 

ezchanflre 
Stoy  with  the 'flat-fish,  tfaonl     We  like  the 

upper  ransfe 
Where  the  *^  gods  "  live,  perchance  the  dsnnons 

also  dwell : 
Where  operatee  a  Power,  which  every  throb  and 

swell 
Of  human  heart  invitee  that  human  soul  ap- 

proaeh, 
*^  Sent "  near  and  nearer  still,  however  '^  spray '' 

encroach 
On  "  shivering  "  flesh  below,  to  altitudeSv  which 

gained. 
Evil  proves  good,  wrong  right,  obeenrity  ex- 
plained. 
And  *^ howling**  ohildishneas.     Whose   howl 

have  we  to  thank. 
If  all  the  dogs  *gatt  bark  and  puppies  whine,  till 

sank 
Each  yelper^s  tail  'twiact  legs  ?  for  Huntsman 

Conimon-senae 
Came  to  the  rescue,  bade  prompt  thwack  of 

thong  dispense 
Quiet  i'  the  kennel ;  taught  that  ooean  might 

be  blue. 
And  rolliiq^  and  much  more,  and  yet  the  soul 

have*  too. 
Its  touch  of  6od*s  own  flame,  which  he  may  so 

expand, 
**  Who  meaAurM  the  waters  i'  the  hollow  of  his 

hand," 
That  ocean's  self  shall  dry,  turn  dewdrop  in 

reap<*ct 
Of  all-trinmphant  fire,  matter  with  intellect 
Onoe  fairly  matched  ;  bade  him  who  egged  on 

hounds  to  bay, 
Oo  curse,  i*  the  poultry  yard,  his  kind:  **  there 

let  him  lay  " 
The  swan's  one  addled  egg:   which  yet  shall 

put  to  use. 
Rub  breast-bone  warm  against,  so  nuiny  a  sterile 


LXVIIX 

No,  I  want  aky  not  tea,  prefsr  tka  Incka  to 

ahrimpB, 
And  never  dive  so  deep  but  that  I  gat  n  glimp» 
O'  the  bine  above,'a  Vtoath  of  tlia  air  ajroond. 

Elvira, 
I  seiae  --  by  oatahii«  at  the  mahad  bnryl  heie. 
The  tawny  hair  ths^  just  haa  tricklad  off,  — 

FSfine! 
Did  not  we  two  trip  forth  to  just  enjoy  the  aeene^ 
The  tnmblittg-tioop  armyad,  the  stroUerB  oc 

their  stage. 
Drawn  up  and  under  arma,  and  toaity  to  en- 

Dabble,  and  there  an  end,  with  foam  nad  frutl 

o*er  f aee. 
Till  suddenly  Fifine  suggested  change  of  plate " 
Now  we  taste  ather,  scorn  tlie  wave,  nad  inter- 
change apace 
No  ordinary  thoughts,  but  aneh  aa  aTideaea 
The  cultivated  mind  in  both.    On  whnt  pivtcny 
Are  you  and  I  tosneerat  who  lent  hd^  to  haad. 
And  gave  the  lucky  lift? 

LXIX 

Still  sour?  InBderataaa: 
One  ugly  eireimutance  discredits  my  fair  plan  - 
That  Woman  does  the  work :   I  wniTo  the  h«ip 

of  Man. 
**Why  ehonld  experiment  be  tried  with  oel;^ 

waves. 
When   solid   spars   float   round?    Still   sotor 

Thalassia  saves 
Too  pertinaciooslpr,  as  though  no  Triton,  bloff 
As  e^er  blew  brme  from  conch,  ware  free  to 

help  enough ! 
Surely,  to  recognize  a  man,   hia  maiea  serre 

beet ! 

Why  is  there  not  the  same  or  greater  int^reat 
In  the  strong  spouse  as  in  the  pretty  partner. 

pray, 
Were  recognition  past  your  objeot,  na  yott  say. 
Amid  this  element  o*  the  false  ?  '* 

LXX 

We  eoma  to  tenia. 
I  need  to  be  proved  true ;  and  nothing  ao  eue- 

firms 
One*s  faith  in  the  prime  point  that  one  'a  alirv, 

not  dead. 
In  all  Descents  to  Hell  wheieof  I  erer  read. 
As  when  a  phantom   there,  mala    aaemy  or 

TFietid, 
Or  merely  stranger-ahade,  ia  straok,  ia  foroid 

suspend 
Hispassage:  '' Ton  that  breathe, 

the  ghosts?'' 
Hare,  why  must  it  ba  atiV  %  wc 

costs? 

LXX» 

Beeanae,  one  woman  *a  wofih,  in  that 

such  hairy  hosta 
Of  the  other  aex  and  aorti    Man?    ^nJ  yN 

have  the  power 
To  make  them  v«nn«  mla  ■ 

life's  little  uour. 
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Accordinir  to  the  phnue ;  whftt  follows  ?    Men, 

yoa  make, 
By  nmiig  them,  your  own  :  each  man  for  hie 

own  sake 
Accepts  you  as  his  groide,  avails  him  of  what 

worth 
He  apprehends  in  yon  to  sablimate  his  earth 
With   fire:   content,   if  so   you   convoy   him 

through  night. 
That  yon  shall  play  the  sun,  and  he,  the  satel- 

Ute, 
Pilfer  your  light  and  heat  and  virtue,  starry 

pelf. 
While,  caught  up  by  your  ooune,  he  tuns  upon 

nimself. 
Women  rush  into  you,  and  there  renuua  ab- 
sorbed. 
Beside,  't  is  only  men  completely  formed,  full- 

orbed. 
Are  fit  to  follow  track,  keep  pace,  illustrate  so 
The  Ictfider :  anr  sort  of  woman  may  bestow 
Her  atom  cm  tiie  star,  or  clod  she  counts  for 

such, — 
Kaeh  little  making  less  bigger  by  just  thai 

much. 
Women  grow  yon,  while  men  depend  on  yon  at 

best. 
And  what  dependence  I    Bring  and  put  him  to 

the  test. 
Your  specimen  diseiple,  a  haadbreadth  sepa- 
rate 
From  you,  he  almost  seemed  to  touch  before  I 

Abate 
Complacency  you  will,  I  judge,  at  what  *8  di- 

Some  flabbinees  you  fixed,  some  vacancy  out- 
bulged. 

Some — much  —  nay,  all,  perhaps,  the  outward 
man  *s  your  work  : 

But,  insMe  man  ? — find  him,  whersTer  he  may 
lurk. 

And  where 's  a  touch  of  yon  in  his  true  self? 

LXXII 

Iwish 

8oroe  wind  woold  waft  this  way  a  ghMsy  bab- 
ble-fish 

O*  the  kind  the  sea  inflates,  and  show  yon,  oaae 
detached 

F^om  wave  .  .  .  orno,  the  event  is  better  told 
than  watched : 

Still  nay  the  thii«  float  free,  globose  and  opal- 
ine 

AH  over,  save  where  just  the  amethjrsta  com- 
bine 

To  blue  their  best,  rim-round  the  sei^ower 
with  a  tinge 

Earth's  violet  never  knew  1  Well,  'neath  that 
sem-tipped  fringe. 

Ahead  hvks— of  a  kind  —  that  aets  as  stom- 
ach too : 

Then  eomea  the  emptinesi  which  oot  the  water 
blew 

So  big  and  belly-like,  but,  dry  cl  water  drained. 

Withers  away  niae-tsttths.  Ah,  bnt  a  tenth 
remained  I 

That  was  the  ereatnre's  self :  no  more  aJdn  to 


Poor  rudimental  head  and  stomach,  yon  agrees 
Hian  sea  *s  akin  to  sun  who  yonder  dips  his 
edge. 

LXXIII 

But  take  the  rill  which  ends  a  race  o*er  yon- 
der ledge 

O'  the  fissured  eliff ,  to  find  its  fate  in  smoke 
below! 

Disengage  that,  and  ask  —what  news  of  life, 
you  know 

It  led,  that  long  lone  way,  through  pasture, 
plain  and  waste  f 

AH 's  gone  to  give  the  sea  I  no  touch  of  earthy 
no  taste 

Of  air,  reaerved  to  tell  how  rushes  used  to 
bring 

The  butterfly  and  bee,  and  fisher-bird  that 's 
king 

O*  the  purple  kind,  about  the  snow-soft  silver- 
sweet 

Infant  of  mist  and  dew;  only  these  atoms  fleet. 

Embittered  evermore,  to  make  the  sea  one 
drop 

More  big  therehy->if  thooght  keep  ooont 
where  sense  must  stop. 

LXXIV 

The  full-blown  ingrate,  mere  recipient  of  the 
brine. 

That  takes  all  and  gives  naught,  m  BCan;  the 
feminine 

Billet  that,  taking  all  and  gini«  naught  in 
turn. 

Goes  headlong  to  her  death  i*  the  sea,  without 
concern 

For  the  old  inland  life,  snow-soft  and  silver- 
dear. 

That 's  woman  —  typified  from  Fifine  to  Elvire. 


LXXV 

Then,  how  diverse  the  modes  preseribed  to 

who  would  deal 
With  either  kind  of  ereatnre  I    *T  m  Man,  yon 

seek  to  seal 
Tour  very  own?    Resolve,  for  first  step,  to 

disoud 
Nine^nths  of  what  you  are  !    To  make,  yon 

must  be  marred, — 
To  raise  your  race,  must  stoop,  —  to  teaeh  them 

anght,  mnstleam 
Ignorance,  meet  halfway  what  most  yon  hope 

to  spurn 
I*  the  sequel.    Change  yourself,  diadmalate  the 

thonght 
And  vulgarise  the  word,  and  see  the  deed  be 

brought 
To  look  like  nothing  done  with  any  snoh  intent 
As  teach  men —  though  perehanne  it  teach,  by 

accident! 
So  may  yon  master  omu:  sasnted,  that  if  yon 

show 
One  point  of  mastery,  depavtare  from  the  low 
And  level, — head  or  heart-revolt  at  long  dis- 


Immnrement,  stifling  soul  in  medioerities,  — 
If  inadvertently  a  gesture,  much  more,  word 
Reveal  the  hunter  no  eomipnien  for  the  herd. 
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Uisi  chance  of  capture  *b  gone.    SncoesB  means, 

they  may  annff, 
Exunine,  and  report,  —  a  brother,  sure  enougph, 
Disportfl  him  in  brute-gniae ;  for  skin  is  truly 

skin, 
Horns,  hoofs,  are  hoofs  and  horns,  and  all,  out- 
side and  in. 
Is  rentable  beast,  whoni  fellow-beasts  resigned 
May  follow,  made  a  prize  in  honest  pride,  be* 

hind 
Que  of  themselves  and  not  creation's  upstart 

lord! 
Well,  there  *s  your  prize  i*  the  pound  —  much 

joy  may  it  afford 
My  Indian  I    Make  survey  and  tell  me,  —  was  it 

worth 
Yon  acted  part  so  well,  went  all-fours  upon 

earth 
The  live-long  day,  brayed,  belled,  and  all  to 

bring  to  pass 
That  stags  should  deign  eat  hay  when  winter 

stints  them  graaa  ? 

LXXVl 

So  much  for  men,  and  how  disguise  may  make 
them  mind 

Their  master.  But  you  have  to  deal  with 
womankind  ? 

Abandon  stratagem  for  strategy !    Cast  quite 

The  vile  dis^ruise  away,  try  truth  dean-opposite 

8nch  creep-and-crawl,  stand  forth  all  man  and, 
might  it  chance. 

Somewhat  of  angel  too  I  —  whatever  inheritance. 

Actual  on  earth,  in  heaven  prospective,  be  your 
boast. 

Lay  claim  to  I  Your  best  self  revealed  at  utter- 
most, -*- 

That 's  the  wise  way  o'  the  strong !  And  e*en 
should  falsehood  tempt 

The  weaker  sort  to  swerve,  —  at  least  the  lie 's 
exempt 

From  slur,  that  *s  loathlier  still,  of  aiming  to 
debase 

Rather  than  elevate  its  object.    Mimic  grace. 

Not  make  deformity  your  mask  I  Be  sick  by 
steahh. 

Nor  traffic  with  disease  —  malingering  in 
health! 

No  more  of :  **  Countrymen,  I  boast  me  one 
like  you  — 

My  lot,  the  common  strength,  the  common 
weakness  too ! 

I  think  the  thoughts  you  think ;  and  if  I  have 
the  knack 

Of  fitting  thoughts  to  words,  you  peradventure 
lack. 

Envy  me  not  the  chance,  yourselves  more  for- 
tunate! 

Many  the  loaded  ship  self-sunk  through  tieaa- 
ure  freight. 

Many  the  pregnant  brain  brought  never  child 
to  birth. 

Many  the  great  heart  broke  beneath  its  girdle- 
girth  ! 


Be  mine  the  privilege  to  supplement  defect, 
e  dnxah 
telleet 


_e  to  supi 
Give  dumbness  voice,  and  let  the  laboring  in- 

Find  utterance  in  word,  or  possibly  in  deed  ! 


What  though  I  seem  to  go  before  f  His  you  thai 
lead  I 

I  follow  what  I  see  so  plain  —  the  geueral  mini 

Projected  pillar-wise,  iiame  kinaled  by  th- 
kind, 

Which  dwarfs  the  unit  —  me  —  to  itf»ig«;f; 
cancel 

Halt  you,  I  stop  forthwith,  — proceed,  I  too  ad- 
vance I 

LXXVII 

Ay,  that's  the  way  to  take  with  men  ym 

wish  to  lead, 
Instruct  and  benefit.    Small  proapeoi  yon  suc- 
ceed 
With  women  so !    Be  all  that's  great  and  gooH 

and  wise, 
August,  sublime  —  swell   out   your  frog   th* 

right  ox-size  — 
He 's  buoyed  like  a  balloon,  to  soar,  not  bunt. 

you  '11  see  I 
The  more  you  jprove  yourself,  lees  fear  th*> 

prize  will  nee 
The  captor.    Here  you  start  after  no  pompou 

stag 
Who  condescends  be  snared,  with  toss  of  hof*. 

and  brag 
Of  bray,  and  ramp  of  hoof ;  you  have  not  x** 

subdue 
The  foe  through  lettiqg  him  imagine  he  aaair* 

you  I 
'T  is  rather  with  .  .  . 

LXXVIII 

Ah,  thanks!  quick  —  where  the  dipning  di^k 
Shows  red  against  the  rise  and  fall  o  the  fin ! 

there  frisk 
In  shoal  the  —  porpoises  ?    Dolphina,  they  shall 

and  must 
Cut  through  the  freshening  clear  —  dolphins. 

my  instance  just ! 
'T  is  fable,  therefore  truth :  who  has  to  do  with 

these. 
Needs  never  practice  trick  of  going  hands  ami 

knees 
As  beasts  require.    Art  fain  iht  fish  to  oapti- 

vate? 
Gadier  thy  graatneas  round,  Arion  I    Staad  is 

state. 
As  when  the  banqueting  thrilled 

like  a  roee 
Throo^honl  its  hundred  leaves  at  thai  i 

it  knows 
Of  music  in  the  bird  —  while  Corintk  grew  oot* 

breast 
A-throb  for   song  and   thee;   nay,  Periandi^ 

Dressed 
The  MethymnaBan  hand,  and  felt  a  king  indeed, 

and  guessed 
How  Phcebus'  self  might  give  that  great  asontb 

of  the  ^ods 
Such  a  maniifioence  of  song  I    The  pillar  w»Ak 
Rocks  root,  and  trembles  door,  gigaatio,  poia 

and  jamb,  ^ 
As  harp  and  voice  read  air  —  the  ahatteriv 

dithyramb  I 
So  stand  thou,  and  assnme  the  robe  that  tii^H^ 

yet 
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With  triumph;  strihtt  the  harp,  whose  erery 

golden  fret 
Still  smouldexs  with  the  flame,  was  late  at 

fingers'  end  — 
80,  stanmng  on  the  heiieh  o'  the  ship,  let  voioe 

eznend 
Thy  som,  sing*  nnaUoyed  hy  meaner  mode, 

thine  own. 
The  Orthian  lay ;  then  leap  from  miisio*s  lofty 

throne 
Into  the   lowest  suge,  make  fearlessly  thy 

laonehl 
MThaterer  storm  may  threat,  some  dolphin  wfll 

he  stanch  1 
Whatever  roughness  rage,  some  exquisite  sea- 
thing 
Will  sorely  rise  to  save,  will  hear  —  palpitsr 

ting- 
One  prond  humility  of  lore  beneath  its  load  — 
8tem  tadsb  Part  wave,  till  both  roil  on«  thy 

Jewell  d  road 
Of  triimipht  and  the  grim  o'  the  gulf  grow 

wonder-white 
r  the  phosphoresoent  wake ;  and  still  the  ez- 

4|iusite 
Sea-thing  stems  on,  saves  still,  palpitatingly 

thus, 
I^anda  safe  at  length  its  load  of  love  at  Tanams, 
Trae  woman  ereatuie  I 


LXXIX 

Bfan  f    Ah.  would  ^ou  prove  what  power 
Itlarks  man,  —  what  f rut  his  tree  may  yield, 

beyond  the  sour 
And  stinted  crab,  he  calls  love-^ppla,  which 

remains 
After  you  toil  and  moil  yoor  atmost,  —  all,  love 

gains 
By  InvMhing  manure?  —  try  quite  the  other 

plan! 
And,  to  obtain  the  strong  true  product  of  a 


Set  him  to  hate  a  little  I     Leave  cherishing  his 

root. 
And  rather  prune  his  branch,  nip  off  the  petti- 
est shoot 
Superfluous  on  his  bough!      1   promise,  you 

shall  learn 
By  what  grace  came  the  goat,  of  all  beasts  else, 

to  eam^ 
Snoh  favor  with  the  god  o'  the  grape :  't  was 

only  he 
Who,  browsing  on  its  tops,  first  stuug  fertility 
Into  the  stootrs  heart,  stayed  much  growth  of 

tendril-twine. 
Some  faintish  flower,  perhaps,  but  gained  the 

indignant  wine. 
Wrath  of  the  red  pram  I     Catch  the  puniest  of 

the  kind  — 
Man-animalcule,  starved  bodv,  stunted  mind. 
And,  as  you  nip  the  blotch  ^twizt  thumb  and 

finger-nail. 
Admire  now  heaven  above  and  earth  below 

avail 
No  jot  «o  soothe  the  mite,  sore  at  God's  prime 

offence 
In  making  mites  at  all,  — oeaz  from  its  impo- 

tenoe 


One  virile  drop  of  thought,  or  word,  or  deed,  by 

strain 
To  propagate  for  onee  —  which  nature  rendered 

vain. 
Who  lets  nnt  failure  stay,  yet  cares  mot  to  re- 

o<»d 
Mistake  that  seems  to  east  opprobrium  on  the 

Lord! 
Such  were  the  gain  from  love's  best  puns! 

But  let  the  elf 
Be  touched  with  hate,  because  some  real  man 

bears  himself 
Manlike  in  body  and  sool,  and,  since  he  lives, 

must  thwart 
And  innij  and  set  a-fin  this  counterpart 
O'  the   pismire  that's  surprised  to  efferves- 
cence, if. 
By  chance,  black  bottle  come  in  oontact  with 

chalk  cliff. 
Acid  with  alkali !     Then  thiioe  the  bulk,  out 

blows 
Our  insect,  does  its  kind,  and  cnekoo-spitB  some 


1 
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No  —  't  is  ungainly  work,  the  ruling  men,  at 

best! 
The   graceful   instinct's   right:    'tis  women 

stand  confessed 
Auxiliiuy,  the  gain  that  never  goes  away. 
Takes  nothing  and  gives  all :   Elvire,  FLfine, 

*t  is  they 
Convince,  —  if  little,  mnoh,  no  matter  1  —  one 

degree 
The  more,  at  least,  convince  unreasonable  me 
That  I  am,  anyhow,  a  truth,  though  all  ebe  seem 
And  be  not:    if  I  dream,  at  least  I  know  I 

dream. 
The  faLsitv,  beside,  is  fleeting:  I  can  stand 
Still,  and  let  truth  come  back,  —  your  steady- 
ing touch  of  hand 
Assists  me  to  remain  self-centred,  fixed  amid 
All  on  the  move.     Believe  in  me,  at  onoe  yon 

bid 
Myself  believe  that,  since  one  soul  has  diMn- 

8BR«d 
Mine  from  the  shows  of  things,  so  much  is  fact : 

I  waged 
No  foolish  warfare,  then,  with  shades,  myself  a 

shade. 
Here  in  the  world  —  may  hope  my  pains  will  be 

repaid! 
How  false  things  are,  I  judge :    how  change- 
able, I  learn : 
When,  where,  and  how  it  is  I  shall  see  truth 

return. 
That  I  expect  to  know,  becnnse  Fifina  knows 

me!  — 
How  much  more,  if  Elvire  I 

LXXXX 

'*  And  why  net,  only  she? 
Since  there  ean  be  for  eaeh,  one  Best,  no  more, 

such  Best, 
For  body  and  mind  of  him,  abolishes  the  rest 
O'  the  simply  Oood  and  Better.     Ton  please 

select  Elvire 
To  give  you  this  belief  in  truth,  dispel  the  fear 
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Younelf  are,  after  all,  as  false  as  what  snr- 

roiinda  ; 
And   why  not   be   content?    When   we   two 

watched  the  roirndfl 
The  boatman  made,  'twixt  shoal  and  sandbank, 

yesterday. 
As,  at  dead  slaisk  of  tide,  he  ehose  to  push  his 

way, 
With  oar  and  pole,  across  the  creek,  and  reach 

the  isle 
After  a  world  of  pains  — my  word  provoked 

your  smile, 
Yet  none  the  less  deserved  reply :   *  'T  were 

wiser  wait 
The  turn  o'  the  tide,  and  find  eonveyanoe  for 

his  freight — 
How    easUy  —  within    the    ship    to    purpose 

moored, 
Mansged   by  sails,  not  oars  I    But  no,  —  the 

man  's  allured 
B^  liking  for  the  new  and  hard  in  his  exploit  I 
Fust   some  shall  serve  I     He  makes  —  coura- 
geous and  adroit  — 
The  merest  willow-leaf  of  boat  do  duty,  bear 
His  merchandise  across :    once  over,  needs  he 

care 
If  folk  arrive  by  ship,  six  houn  hence,  fresh 

And  gay  ? ' 
No:   he  scorns  oonmionplaoe,  affects  the  un- 
usual way; 
And  good  Elvire  is  moored,  with  not  a  breath 

to  flap 


Hie  yards  of  her,  no  lift  of  ripple  to  overlap  ^ 
Keel,  much  less,  prow.     Wnat   care?   since 

here 's  a  cockle-shell, 
Fifine,  that 's  taut  and  crank,  and  carries  just 

as  well 
Such  seamanship  as  youis !  *' 

LXXXII 

Alack,  our  life  is  lent, 
From  first  to  last,  the  whole,  for  this  experi- 
ment 
Of  proving  what  I  say  —  that  we  ourselves  are 

true! 
I  would  there  were  one  voyage,  and  then  no 

more  to  do 
But  tread  the  firm-land,  tempt  the  uncertain 
no  more 


I  would  we  miffht  dispense  with  change  of 

shore  for  snore 
To  evidence  our  skill,  demonstrate  —  in   no 

dream 
It  was,  we  tided  o'er  the  trouble  of  the  stream. 
I  would  the  steady  voyage,  and  not  the  fitful 

trip,— • 
Elvira,  mod  not  Fifine, — mig^t  test  our  sea- 
manship. 
But   why   expend   one's   brsath  to  tell  yoa, 

change  of  boat 
Means  change  of  tactics  too?     Come  see  the 

same  afloat 
To^norrow,  all  the  change,  new  stowage  fbte 

and  aft 
O*  the  cargo;    then,  to  cross  requires  new 

sailor-cnft  I 
To-da^,  one  step  from  stem  to  bow  keeps  boat 

mtrim: 


To-morrow,  some  big  stons  —  or  woe  to  boat 

and  nim  I  — 


Must  ballast  both.    That  man  stands  for  Mil 

paramount 
Throughout  the  adventure:   ay,  howe*er  yoa 

make  aocount| 
'Tie  mind  that  navigates, — skips  over,  twisu 

between 
The  bales  i'  the  boat,— now  gives  impottaac^ 

to  the  mean. 
And  now  abates  the  pride  of  Hfe,  aoeepts  aii 

fact. 
Discards  all  fiction,  —  steers  Fifiee,  and  csies,  i' 

the  act. 


Wouldst  tell  no  end 


•d  yetsc 
of  lies : 


^^Thou  art  so  bad,  and  yet  so delieate m brown 
dst  tell 
frown  I 


I  talk  to  smile 


or 


Wouldst  rob  me:   do  men  blame  »  aqoiirel 

lithe  and  sly. 
For  pilfering  the  nut  she  adds  to  hoeid  ?    Nor 

I." 
Elvire  is  true,  as  truth,  honsstrV  self,  alaek ! 
The  worse  !   too  safe  the  ship,  the  tranaport 

there  and  back 
Too  certain!   one  may  loll   and   loaage  and 

leave  the  helm. 
Let  wind  and  tide  do  work :   no  fear  that 

waves  overwhelm 
The  steady-going  bark,  as  aine  to  fsel   her 

wav 
Blindfda  across,  reach  land,  next  year  aa  yes- 
terday I 
How  can  I  but  suspect,  the  true  feat  were  to 

slip 
Down  side,  transfer  myself  to  ooeUe-ehell  frDm 

ship. 
And  try   if,  trusting  to  sea-tnusklesnes,  I 

class 
With  those  aroond  whose  breast  grsmr  oak  sad 

triple  brass : 
Who  dreaded  no  degree  of  death,  but,  witk  drr 

Surveyed  the  tuigid  main  and  its  moostron- 

ties  — 
And  rendered  futile  so,  the  prudent  PowerV 

decree 
Of  separate  earth  and  dissssooiatini^  aea ; 
Since,  how  is  it  observed,  if  impiooa  vessfU 

Acron,  and  tempt  a  thing  they  slionld   not 

touch — the  deep? 
(See  Horace  to  the  boat,  wherein,  for  Athene 

bound. 
When  Virgil  must  embark— Jove  keep  his: 

safe  and  sound  I  — 
The  poet  bade  his  friend  start  on  the  watn? 

road. 
Much  reassured  by  this  so  comfortable  ode.) 

LXXXIII 

llien.  never  grudge  my  poor  nfine  ker  com- 
pliment I 

The  rakish  craft  oould  dip  her  moorings  in  tW 
tent. 

And,  hoisting  every  stitoh  of  spangled  eanv4». 
steer 

Thfoogh  diven  roeks  and  shoals,  —  in  fine,  de- 
posit here 
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Your  VirgU  of  •  tpooM,  in  AUjm:  ym,  thrid 
The  mob  of  men,  select  the  Bpeoial  virtoe  hid 
In  him,  foiwioth.  Mid  B»y  -*  or  miJiec,  mil*  so 

sweet, 
*'Of  «U  themniatod«,  yon  —  I  pf«f er  to  oheai  I 
Are  you  for  Athens  bound  ?    I  can  perform  the 

trip, 
Shove  little  pinnace  off,    while  yon  anperior 

•hip, 
The  El?ire,  refits  in  port!  **    So,  off  we  push 

from  beaoh 
(>f  Pomic  town,  and  lo,  ere  eye  can  wink,  we 

reach 
The  Long  Walls,  and  I  prove  that  Athens  is  no 

dream. 
For  there  the  temples  rise!   they  are,  they 

nowise  seem  I 
Earth  is  not  all  one  lie,  this  truth  attests  me 

tmel 
Thanks  therefore  to  Fifiue !    Elvire,  X 'm  back 

with  you  I 
Share  in  the  memories!    Embark  I  trust  we 

shall 
Together  some  fine  day,  and  so,  for  good  and 

Bid  Pomic  Town  adieu,  --  then,  just  the  strait 

to  cross. 
And  we  reaoh  harbor,  sale,  in  loatephaaos  I 

LXXXIV 

How  quickly  night  comes !     Lo,  already  ^t  is 
thelana 
Turns  sea^Uke;  overorept  by  gray,  the  plains 

Assume  sifniificance ;    while   oeean  dwindles, 

shrinks 
Into  a  pettier  bound:    its  plash  and  plaint, 

methinks. 
Six  cte|is  away,  how  both  retire,  as  if  their 

part 
Were  played,  another  force  were  free  to  prove 

her  art, 
Protagonist  in  turn  I    Are  you  unterrified  ? 
All  false|  aU  fleeting  too !  And  nowhere  things 

abide. 
And  everywhere  we  atrain  that  things  should 

stay,  —  the  one 
Truth,  tmtt  ourselves  are  true ! 

LXXXV 

A  word,  andl  have  done. 
Is  it  not  just  our  hate  of  falsehood,  fleeting- 


Aad  ths  mere  part,  things  play,  that  ooostitutes 

express 
The  inmost  eharm  of  this  Fifine  and  all  her 

tribe? 
Aetois  1    We  also  aot,  but  only  they  inscribe 
Their  style  and  title  so.  and  preface,  only  thev. 
Performance  with  **  A  lie  is  all  we  do  or  say." 
'Whersin   but  there  can    be  the  attraction, 

Fdaehood*s  bribe. 
That  wins  so  sorshr  o  er  to  FIfiae   and   her 

tribe 
The  liking,  nay  the  lore  ol  who  hate  Falsehood 

meet. 
Except  thai  these  ■loae  of  mankind  make  tbsiv 

boast 


''  Franklv,  we  simulate  I  '*  To  feign,  means  — 

to  nave  grace 
And  so  get  grantnde  I    Tliia  ruler  of  the  race. 
Crowned,  sceptred,  stoled  to  suit,  -*  *t  is  not 

that  you  detect 
The  cobbler  in  the  king,  bat  that  he  makea 

effect 
By  seeming  the  reverse  of  what  you  know  to 

be 
The  man,  the  mind,  whole  form,  fashion,  and 

qualitv. 
fa' 


his  false  for  true,  one  minute,  —there 's 

an  end 
Of  the  admiration  I    Truth,  we  grieve  at   or 

rejoice ; 
*T  is  only  falsehood,  plain  in  gesture,  kwk  and 

voice. 
That  brings   the  praise   desired,  since  profit 

comes  thereby. 
The  histrionio  truth  is  in  the  natural  lie. 
Becanse  the  man  who  wept  the  teats  was,  all 

the  time, 
Happy  eoongh ;  becaoae  tfia  other  man,  Mrime 
With  guilt  was,  at  the  least,  as  white  as  I  and 

you; 
Because  the  timid  type  of  bashful  maidhood, 

who 
Starts  at  her  own  pure  shade,  already  numbers 


Bom  babee  and,  in  a  month,  will  turn  their 

odd  to  even ; 
Because  the  saucy  prince  would  piove,  could 

you  unfurl 
Some  yards  of  wrap,  a  meek  and  meritorious 

Precisely  as  you  see  succeas  attained  by  each 
0*  the  mimee,do  yon  appcove,  not  fooUsUy 


impeach 


The  fake 


peacn 
shood 


I 
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That*s  the  first  o'    the  tenths  found  :  all 

things,  slow 
Or  quick  i^  the  passage,  eome  at  last  to  that, 

vou  know  I 
Each  has  a  false  outaUle,  whereby  a  truth  is 

forced 
To  issue  from  wtthin :   trath,  falaehood,  are 

divorced 
Bv  the  excepted  eye,  at  the  rare  aeaaon,  for 
Tne  hapoy  moment.    Life  means  —  learning  to 

abnor 
The  false,  and  love  the  trae,  trath  treasured 

■natch  by  enateh. 
Waifs  counted  at  their  worth.    And  whan  with 

straya  they  match 
I*  the  perdcolored  world, — when,  under  foul, 

shines  fair. 
And  trath,  displayed  i*  the  point,  flashes  forth 

everywhere 
I^  the  circle,  manifest  to  soul,  thongh  hid  from 

And  no  obstracUon  nuire  affeets  thia  confi- 
dence,— 

When  faith  is  ripe  for  sight, —  why, 
ably,  then 

Cones  the  gnat eleari^^p.    Waitthi 
years  and  ten  1 
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Thersfoie  I   prize   stage -pUty,  the   honest 

eheating^  thenoe 
The  iiupnlae  pncked,  when  fife  and  drum  bade 

Fanr  eominence. 
To  bid  yon  trip  and  skip,  link  arm  in  arm  with 

me. 
Like  husband  and  like  wife^and  so  together 


The  tnmblix^troop  arrayed,  the  stvollers  on 

their  stage 
Drawn  up  and  under  arms,  and  ready  to  en- 

And    if    I    started    thenoe    upon    abetmaer 

themes  ... 
Well,  't  was  a  dream,  pricked  too ! 

LXXXVIII 

A  poet  nerer  dreams  : 
We  prose-folk  always  do :  we  miss  the  proper 

duct 
For  thou^ts  on  things  unseen,  whieh  stagnate 

and  obstruct 
The  system,  therefore ;  mind,  sound  in  a  body 


Keeps  thoughts  apart  from  facts,  and  to  one 

flowing  vein 
Confines  its  sense  of  that  which  is  not,  but 

might  be, 
And  leaves  the  rest  alone.    What  ghosts  do 

poets  see? 
What  demons  fear  ?  what  man  or  thing  misap- 
prehend? 
Unchecked,  the  channel  *s  flush,  the  fancy  ^s 

free  to  spend 
Its  special  self  aright    in  manner,  time  and 

place. 
Never  believe  that  who  create  the  busy  race 
O^  the  brain,  bring  poetry  to  birth,  such  act 

performed, 
Feel  trouble  them,  the  same,  such  residue  as 

wanned 
My  prosy  blood,  this  mom,  —  intrusive  fancies, 

meant 
For  outbreak  and  escape    by  quite    another 

vent ! 
Whenoe  foUows  that,  asleep,  my  dreamings  oft 

exceed 
The  bound.    But  you  shall  hear. 

LXXXIX 

I  smoked.    The  webs  o'  the  weed, 
^^th  many  a  break  i^  the  mesh,  were  floating 

tore-form 
Cupola-¥ri8e    above:   chased    thither    by   soft 

warm 
Inflow  of  air  without;    since  I — of   mind   to 

muse,  to  cleneh 
The  gain  of  soul  and  body,  got  by  their  noon- 
day drench 
In  sun  and  sea  —  had  flung  both  frames  o^  the 

window  wide. 
To  soak  my  body  still  and  let  soul  soar  beside. 
In  came  tlie  country  sounds  and  sights  and 

smells  —  that  fine 
Sharp  needle  in  the  note  from  our  f ennenting 

winel 


.  s 

and 


In  came  a  dragon-fly  with  whir  And  stir,  thea 

out, 
Off  and  away :  in  came,  —  kept  coming,  ratht-r. 

—  pout 
Snooeeding  snule,  and  take-away  atiU  elose  gs 

give,— 
One  loose  long  creeper-branch,  tremblini^ly  ses- 

sitive 
To  risks,  which  blooms  and  leaves,  —  each  leaf 

tongue-broad,  each  bloom 
MidfingexHleep,  —  must  run  by  ptyiaK  in  th»> 

room 
Of  one  who  loves  and  grasps  and  qMiila  and 

speculates. 
All  so  far  plain  enough  to  sight  aad  sense 

but,  weights. 
Measures  and  numbers,  —  ah,  oonld  one  appl; 

such  test 
To  other  visitants  that  came  at  no  request 
Of  who  kept  open  house.  —  to  fancies  niaiufol<i 
From  this  four-comerecl  world,  the  memoritfl 

new  and  old, 
Tlie  antenatal  prime  experience  —  what  know 

I?- 
The  initiatory  love  preparing  us  to  die  — 
buch  were  a  crowd  to  count,  a  sight  to 

prize 
To  turn  to  profit,  were  bat  fleshly 

eyes 
Able  to  cope  with  those  o*  the  spirit  I 

xc 

Tnersioie,  ~~^i 
Thought  hankers  after  speech,  wluls  mo  mptetk 

mav  evinoe 
Feeling  lixe  music,  —  mine,  o'erbnrdened  witk 

eaehgift 
From  every  visitant,  at  last  resolved  to  sihift 
Its  burden  to  the  back  of  some  mnsiciaa  dead 
And  gone,  who  feeling  once  what  I  feel  now. 

instead 
Of  words,  sought  sounds,  and  saved  foswrer,  ia 

the  same. 
Truth  that  escapes  prose,  —  nay,  pnts  poetry  tb 

shame. 
I  read  the  note,  I  strike  the  key,  I  bid  rvcert/ 
The  instrument,  —  thanks  greet  the  Tssitabrt- 

word! 
And  not  in  vain  I  urge :  *'  O  dead  and  gonr 

away, . 
Assist  who  struggles  yet,  thy  strength  beeotw 

my  stay. 
Thy  record  serve  as  well  to  register  —  I  felt 
And  knew  thus  much  of  tmth  I     With  mr. 

must  knowledge  melt 
Into  snrmise  and  doubt  and  disbelief,  unlcns 
Thy  music  reassure  —  I  eave  no  idle  gne^ 
But  gained  a  certitude,  i  pret  may  haraly  ke<>p  * 
What  care  ?  since  round  m  piled  m  momunentA 

heap 
Of  mnsic  that  conserves  the  assnrSBee,  tfaoe  a.- 

well 
Wast  certain  of  the  same !  thom,  master  of  th-- 

spell, 
Mad*8t  moonbeams  marUe,  ^Kdst  rtcarii  whaf 

other  men 
Feel  only  to  forgetl**  M^Kowniit  helped 

then? 
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What  master's  work  firrt  oame  r«spoiiriTe  to 

my  caUl, 
FooimI  my  eyo,  fixed  my  choice  ? 

xci 

Whpr,  Schumami^B  "  CamiTal "  ! 
My  choice  chimed  m,  yon  see,  exactly  with  the 

soundfl 
And  eighta  of  yestereTC,  when,  going  on  my 

rounds, 
Where  hoth  roads  join  the  bridge,  I  heard 

across  the  dosk 
Creak  a  slow  caravan,  and  saw  arrive  the  husk 
O'  thespice-nnt,  which  peeled  off  this  morning, 

and  displayed, 
*Twixt  tree  and  tree,  a  tent  whence  the  red 

pennon  made 
Ifei  viTid  reach  for  home  and  ocean-idleness  — 
And  where,  my  heart  surmised,  at  that  same 

moment;  —yes,  — 
Tugging  her  tricot  on  —  yet  tenderly,  lest  stitch 
Announce  the  crack  of  doom,  reveal  disaster 

which 
Our  Pomic*s  modest  stock  of  meroeries  in  vahi 
Were  ransacked  to  retrieve,  —  there,  cautiously 

a-stmin, 
(My  heart  surmised)  must  crouch  in  that  tenths 

comer,  curved 
Like  Spring-month *s  russet  moon,  some  girl  by 

fate  reserved 
To  give  me  once  again  the  electric  snap  and 

spark 
Which  prove,  when  fii^^  finds  out  finger  in 

tha  dark 
O'  the  world,  there  *8  fire  and  life  and  truth 

there,  link  but  hands 
And  paas  the  secret  on.    Lo,  link  by  link,  ex- 
pands 
The  cirDle,  lengthens  out  the  chain,  till  une 

embrace 
Of  hii^  with  low  is  found  unitii^  the  whole 

race. 
Not  simplv  yon  and  me  and  our  Pifine,  but  all 
The  wona:  the  Fair  expands  into  the  Cami- 

val. 
And  Carnival  again  to  .  .  .  ah,  but  that 's  my 

dream  1 

XCII 

I  somehow  played  the  piece:  remarked  on 

each  old  theme 
I*  the  new  dress  :  saw  how  food  o^  the  soul,  the 

stuff  that  s  made 
To  furnish  man  with  thought  and  feeling,  is 

purveyed 
Snhatantially  the  same  from  age  to  age,  with 

change 
Of  the  outside  only  for    successive  f casters. 

Range 
The  iMmquet-room  o^  the  world,  from  the  dim 

farther  head 
O*  the  table,  to  its  foot,  for  you  and-  me  be- 
spread. 
This  roerrr  mom,  we  find  sufficient  fare,  I  trow. 
But,  novel?  Nsrape  away  the  sauce ;  and  taste, 

below. 
The  verity  o*  the  viand,  —you  shall  perociva 

there  went 


To  board-head  just  the  dish  which  other  condi- 
ment 
Makes  palatable  now :  guests  came,  sat  down, 

feU-to, 
Rose  up,  wiped    mouth,  went    way, — lived, 

died,  ^  and  never  knew 
That  generations  yet  should,  seeking  sustenance, 
Sdll  find  the  selfsame  fare,  with  somewhat  to 

enhance 
Its  flavor,  in  the  kind  of  cooking.  As  with  hates 
And  loves  and  fears  and  hopes,  so  with  what 

emulates 
The  same,  expresses  hates,  loves,  fears,  and 

hopes  in  Art : 
The  forms,  the  themes  —  no  one  without  its 

counterpart 
Ages  ago ;  no  one  but,  mumbled  the  due  time 
I'  the  mouth  of  the  eater,  needs  be  cooked 

again  in  rhprme. 
Dished  up  anew  m  paint,  sauce^smothered  fresh 

in  souud. 
To  suit  the  wisdom-tooth,  just  cut,  of  the  age, 

that  *s  found 
With  gums  obtuse  to  goat  and  smack  which 

relished  so 
The  meat  o*  the  meal  folk  made  some  fifty 

yean  ago. 
But  don't  suppose  the  new  was  able  to  effaee 
The  old  witnout   a  struggle,  a  pang  1     The 

oommonplaoe 
Still  clung  about  his  heart,  long  after  all  the  rest 
O'  the  natural  man,  at  eye  and  ear,  was  caught, 

confessed 
The  charm  of  change,  although  wry  Hp  and 

wriukled  nose 
Owned  ancient  virtue  more  conducive  to  repose 
Than  modem  nothings  roused  to  somethings  by 

some  shred 
Of  pungency,  perchance  garlic  in  amber's  stead. 
And  so  on,  tUf  one  day,  another  ^ge,  by  due 
Rotation,  pries,  sniffs,  smacks,  discovers  old  is 

new, 
And  sauce,  our  sires  pronounced  insipid,  proves 

again 
Sole  piquant,  may  resume  its  titillating  reign  — 
With  music,  most  of  all  the  arts,  since  change  is 

there 
The  law,  and  not  the  lapse :  the  precions  means 

the  rare. 
And  not  the  abeolute  in  all  good  save  surprise. 
So  I  remarked  upon  our  Schumann's  victories 
Over  the  oommonplaoe,  how  faded  phrase  grew 

fine. 
And  palled  perfection  —  piqued,  up-startled  by 

that  brine. 
His  pickle  —  bit    the  month   and  burnt    the 

tongue  aright. 
Beyond  toe  merely  good  no  longer  exouisito  : 
Then  took  things  as  1  found,  and  thanked  with- 
out demur 
The  pretty  piece—' played  through  thatnore- 

ment,  you  prefer 
Where  danee  and  shidHo  past,— he  seolding 

while  she  pouts. 
She  cantiag  while  he  cahns,  —  in  tiiooe  eternal 

bouts 
Of  age,  the  dog —  with  youth,  the  eat  —  by 
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Tied  teaaingly  enougrk  —  Coliimbtiie,  Paatalooo : 
She,  toe-tip6  and  gUuxato,  —  legato,  ahakes  his 

PoU 
And  snambles  in  pomiit,  the  senior.    Fi  la 

foUel 
Lie  to  him !  get  his  gold  and  pay  its  price  I 

begin 
Yonr  trade  betimes,  nor  wait  till  you  'ye  wed 

Harlequin 
And  need,  at  the  week's  Mid«  to  play  the  da- 

taoiis  wife. 
And  swear  vou  still  love  slaps  and  leaptngs 

more  uian  life  I 
Pretty  1  I  say. 

xciit 

And  so,  I  somehow-noliow  plajred 
The  whole  o'  the  i>retty  pieee  ;  and  then  .  .  . 

whatever  weighed 
My  eyes  down,  furled  the  filma  about  my  wits  ? 

supixMe, 
Tlie  morainff-bath, ->  the  sweet  monotony  of 

those 
Three  keys,  flat,  flat  and  flat,  never  a  sharp  at 

all.  — 
Or  else  the  brain's  fatigue^  loroed  even  here  to 

faU 
Into  the  same  old  track,  and  reoognise  the 

shift 
From  old  to  new,  and  back  to  old  again,  and,  ~ 

swift 
Or  slow,  no  matter,  —  still  the  certainty  of 

change, 
Conviotion  we  shall  find  the  false,  where'er  we 

range, 
In  art  no  less  than  nature:  or  what  if  wrist  were 

numb, 
And   over-tense  the   muscle,  abductor  of  the 

thumb. 
Taxed  by  those  tenths'  and  twelftha'  nnoofi- 

seionable  stretch  ? 
Howe'er  it  came  to  pass,  I  soon  was  far  to 

fetch— 
Qone  off  in  company  with  Music  I 

xciv 

Whither  bound 
Sioept  forVenioe?    She   it  was,  by  instinct 

found 
Camiral-conntry    proper,  who  far  below  the 

perch 
Where    I    was   pinnacled,   showed,  opposite, 

Mark's  Church, 
And,  underneath,  Mark's  Square,  with  thoae 

two  lines  of  street, 
Procuratid-tndem^  «*ach  leading  to  my  feet  — 
l^noe  from  above  I  gased,  howevw  I  got  there. 

xcv 

And  what  I  gazed  upon  was  a  prodigious  Fair. 
OoBconrse  Immense  of  men  and  women,  crowned 

cyr  caNqu"^. 
Tutauied  or  t^ar'd,  wnaAed,  plumed,  haitfeed 

or  wieeM.  bnt  masked  — 
Alwmfn  masked.  — oaly,  how  ?    No  face  shape, 

beast  nr  bird. 
Hay,  flah  and  reptile  aveD,  but  some  one  had 

preferred. 


From  out  its  frontispieoe,  feathered  or  sealed 

or  curled. 
To  make  the  viaard  whence  himeelf  ihouU 

view  the  world. 
And  where  the  world  believed    himaelf 

manifest. 
Yet  when  yon  came  to  look,  miaotd  vp 

the  rest 

More  funnily  b^  far,  were  masks  to  imitate 
Humanity's  mishap:  the  wrinkled  faatiw,  bakl 

Date, 
And  rheumy  eyes  of  Age,  peak'd   dun  and 

IMUohment  chap. 
Were  signs  c«f  dav-wovk  done,  and  wage  tiins 

near.  —  misnap 
Merely ;  but.  Age  reduced  to  sinsple  greed  and 

guile. 
Worn  apathetio  else  as  aomc  smooth  alab,  e»- 

A  deai^nt  man-at-arms  i*  the  paveBBcnt,  till 

foot's  tread 
Effaced  the  sculpture,  left  the  stcBC  yctt  saw 

instead,  — 
Was  not  that  terrible  beyood  the  more  ua- 

conth? 
Well,  and  perhaps  the  next  revolliiig  yon  was 

Tott^ 
Stark  ignorance  and  crude  conceit,  hall  snmk^ 

half  stare 
On  that  frank  fool-face,  gay  beneath  its  head 

of  hair 
Which  covers  nothing. 

xcvi 


Theae,  you  are  to  fuidentamt 
Were  the  mere  hard  and  ahaip  dietinrtioo>> 

On  each  hand, 
I  soon  became  aware,  flocked  the  infimtode 
Of  paasions,  loves  and  hates,  man  pampers  till 

his  mood 
Becomes  himself,  the  whole  sole  faoa  we  name 

him  by, 
Nor  want  denotement  else,  if  age  or    yoodi 

supply 
The  rest  of  him :  old,  yonug,  —  clasisd   crea- 
ture :  in  the  main 
A   love,  a   hate,  a  hope,  a  fear,   each    aool 

astrain 
Some  one  way  through  the  flesh  — Uie  face,  sa 

evidence 
O'  the  soul  at  work  inside  ;  and,  bH  tlie  nocav 

intense. 
So  much  the  more  grotesque. 


tt 


XCVIl 

Why  should  each  aoid  be  tiMk«d 


Some  one  way,  by  one  love  or  else 

I  asked. 
When  it  occurred  to  me,  from  all  thaae  sii^ 

beneath 
There  race  not  any  sound  :  a  crowd,  jt/t  dsmb 

aa  death! 

XCVTIl 

Soon  i  knew  why.    (Pnpoie  a  riddle,  and 
't  is  solved 
Forthwith  ^ in   dream!)    They  tpeke; 
since  on  me  devolved 
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To  see,  and  nndentond  lyy  iigkt,  -*  the  vulgar 

SMeoh 
Might  M  dispensed  with.    "  He  who  eannot 

see,  must  reach 
As  heat  he  may  the  truth  of  men  by  help  ol 

words 
They  please  to  speak,  must  fare  at  will  of  who 

sfffHrda 
The  banquet/'  — so  I  thought.     "Who  sees 

not,  hears  and  so 
Gets  to  helieTe;   myself    it  is   that,   seeing, 

know. 
And,  knowing,  can  dispense  with   roioe  and 

▼anity 
(>f  speech.    What  hinders  then,  that,  drawing 

closer,  I 
Put  priTilese  to  use,  see  and  know  better  still 
These  sianJocra.  taste  the  profit  of  my  skUl, 
I>owa  in  the  midst  ?  ' 


n 


XCIX 


And  plumb  I  pitched  into  the  scinare  — 
A  groundling  like  the  rest.    What  think  you 

happened  there  ? 
Precise  the  ooatrary  of  what  one  wonld  expect  I 
For,  —  whereas,  so  much  more  monstiosities 

deflect 
From  nature  and  the  type,  as  you  the  more 

approach 
Their  precinct,  —  here,  I  found  brutality  en- 

croach 
Less  on  the  human,  lie  the  Ughtlier  as  I  looked 
The  nearlier  on  these  faces  that  seemed  but 

now  so  crooked 
And  clawed  away  from  God*s  prime  patpoaa. 

They  diverged 
A  little  from  the  type,  but  scfnehow  rather  ugad 
Tu  |»tir  than  diip:ust :  the  pronunent,  before. 
Now  dwindled  mto  mere  distinctness,  nothing 


Stilly  at  first  sight,  stood  forth  undoubtedly  the 

faet 
.Some  donation  was:   in    no  one  case  thara 

lacked 
The  certain  sign  and  mark,  say  hint,  say,  trick 

of  lip 
Or  twist  Of  aoae,  that  proved  a  fault  in  work* 

manship. 
Change  in  the  prime  design,  some  hesitaacy 

here 
And  there,  which  cheeked  the  man  and  let 

the  beast  appear ; 
But  that  was  ail. 


All ;  yt^  enough  to  bid  each  tongue 
Lie  in  abeyance  soil.    They  talked,  themselTCS 


Of    thamseiTes,    to    themselves:    I   saw    the 

montha  at  play. 
The  gesture  that  enforced,  the  eye  that  strove 

to  say 
The  sMne  thing  as  the  voiee,  and  seldom  gained 

its  point 
—  That  thia  was  so,  I  saw ;  but  all  seemed  out 

of  joint 
I*  the  vocal  medium  *twizt  the  world  and  me. 

Igained 


Knowledge  by  notice,  not  by  giTiag  aar,— 

attained 
To  truth  by  what  men  seemed,  not  said:  to  me 

one  glance 
Was  worth  whole  histories  of  noiqr  utterance, 
—  At  least,  to  me  in  dream. 

CI 

And  presently  I  found 
That,  just  as  ugliness  had  withered,  so  unwound 
Itself,  and  perished,  off,  repugnance  to  what 

wrong 
Might  linger  yet  i*  the  make  of  man.    My  wiU 

wasstrooff 
r  the  matter ;  I  could  pick  and  chooae,  project 

my  weight : 
(Remember  how  we  saw  the  boatman  trim  his 

frei^tl) 
Determine  to  obeerve,  or  manage  to  escHWt 
Or  make  diver^oey  assume  another  ahape 
By  shift  of  pomt  of  sight  in  me  the  obaerver: 

thus 
Corrected,  added  to,  subtracted  from,  —  dia- 

cuss 
Each  variant  quality,  and  bmte-beast  touch 

was  turned 
Into  mankind's  safeguard  !     Force,  guile,  were 

arms  which  earned 
My  praise,  not  blame  at  all :  fbrwe  must  lean 

to  live. 
Case-hardened    at  all    pointa,  not    bare  and 

sensitive. 
But  plated   for   defence,  asy,  furnished   for 

attack. 
With  spikes  at  the  due  place,  that  neither  front 

nor  baek 
May  suffer  in  that  squeexe  with  nature,  we  find 

-life. 
Are  we  not  here  to  learn  the  good  of  peace 

through  strife. 
Of  love  through  hate,  and  reach  knowledge  by 

ignorance  ? 
Why,  uiose  are  helpe  thereto,  which  late  we 

e^ed  askance, 
And  mcknamed  unaware  t    Just  so,  a  sword 

we  call 
Superfiuons,  and  erv  out  against,  at  festival : 
Wear  it  in  time  of  war,  ita  oliak  and  daltar 


grate 
O*  the  ear  to  purpose  then  I 

CII 

I  found,  one  roust  abate 
One^s  scorn  of  the  soul's  casing,  distinct  from 

the  soul's  self  — 
Which  is  the  centr»drop :  whaiaas  the  pride  in 

pelf. 
The  lust  to  seem  the  thing  it  oanaot  be,  the 

greed 
For  praiae,  and  all  the  rset  aeea  outsida, — 

theec  indeed 
Are  the  hard  polished  odd  crystal  enrirooment 
Of  those  strains  orbs  unearthed  i'  the  Draid 

temple,  meant 
For  divination  (so  the  learned  please  to  think) 
Wherein  vou  may  admire  one  dewdrop  roll  and 

wink. 
All  unaffected  by  —  quite  alien  to — what  sealed 


' 
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And  aaved  it  laag  ago :  though  bow  it  got  oonr 

eealed 
I  shall  not  give  a  gaeas,  nor  how,  hy  power 

occult, 
The  flotid  snnaoe^hield  was  outcome  and  result 
Of  simple  dew  at  work  to  sare  itself  amid 
The  nnwatery  force  around;  protected  thus, 

dew  slid 
Safe  through  all  opposites,  impatient  to  ahsorb 
Its  spot  of  life,  ana  last  foroTer  in  the  orb 
We,  now,  from  hand  to  hand  pass  with  impunity. 

cm 

And  the    delight  wherewith    I  watch  this 

crowd  must  be 
Akin  to  that  which  crowns  the  obenust  when  he 

winds 
Thread  up  and  up,  till  clue  be  fairly  clutched, 

—  unbinds 
The  oomfMsite,  ties  fast  the  simiile  to  its  mate. 
And,  tracing  each  effect  back  to  its  cause,  elate, 
( /onstructs  in  fancy,  from  the  fewest  primitives. 
The  complex  and  complete,  all  diTerselife,  that 

lives 
Not  only  in  beast,  bird,  fish,  reptile,  insect,  but 
The  very  plants  and  earths  and  ores.    Just  so 

I  glut 
My  hunger  both  to  be  and  know  the  thing  I  am. 
By  contrast  with  the  thing  I  am  not  ;   so, 

tlirongh  sham 
And  outside,  I  arrire  at  inmost  real,  probe 
And  proTe  how  the  nude  form  ootained  the 

checkered  robe. 

CIV 

—  Experience,  I  am  glad  to  master  soon  or 
late. 

Here,  there,  and  everywhere  i*  the  world,  with- 
out debate  1 

Only,  in  Venice  why  ?  What  reason  for  Mark^s 
(Square 

Rather  than  Timbuctoo  f 

cv 

And  I  became  aware. 
Scarcely  the  word  escaped  my  lips,  diat  swift 

ensued 
In  silence  and  br  stealth,  and  yet  with  certitude, 
A  formidable  change  of  the  amphitheatre 
Which  held  the  Carnival ;  although  the  human 

stir 
Continued  just  the  same  amid  that  shift  of 

scene. 

cvi 

For  as  on  edifice  of  cloud  i*  the  gray  and 

green 
Of  erening, — built  about  some  glory  of  the 

west. 
To  barricade  the  sun's  departure.  —  manifest, 
lie  plays,  pre-eminently  gold,  gilds  vapor,  crag 
^^      and  crest 
Which  bend  in  rapt  suspense  abore  the  act  and 

deed 
They  duster  round  and  keep  their  very  own, 

nor  heed 
The  world  at  watch ;  while  we,  breathlessly  at 

the  base 


O'  the  castellated  bulk,  note  momsBtly  tht 

mace 
Of  night  fall  here,  fall  there,  bring  ehanga  witk 

every  blow. 
Alike  to  sharpened  shaft  and  broadened  portico 
I*  the  structure :  heights  and  deptha,  beneath 

the  leaden  stress, 
Crumble  and  melt  and  mix  toeether,  eoalcsce. 
Re-form,  but  sadder  still,  subaued  yet  mora  and 

more 
By  every  fresh  defeat,  till  wearied  eyes  need 

pore 
No  longer  on  the  dull  imporerished  deeadmes 
Of  all  that  pomp  of  pile  in  towering  eridenoe 
So  lately  :  — 

evil 

Even  thus  nor  otherwise,  mnanemrd 
That  if   I  fixed  my  gaze  awhile  on  what  I 

dreamed 
Was    Venice*    Square,   Bfark^s    Chnreh,    the 

scheme  was  straight  unschemed, 
A  subtle  something  kmd  its  way  witiiin  the 

heart 
Of  each  and  every  house  I  watched,  with  conn- 

terpart 
Of  tremor  through  the  front  and  outward  fsce. 

until 
Mutation  was  at  end  ;  impassive  and  atoek-still 
Stood  now  the  ancient  house,  grown  —  new,  is 

scarce  the  phrase. 
Since  older,  in  a  sense,  —  altered  to  .  .  •  what 

i'  the  ways. 
Ourselves  are  wont  to  see,  ooeroed  by  city,  town. 
Or  village,  anywhere  i'  the  world,  paoe  up  or 

down 
Europe  I    In  all  the  roaae,  no  singla  taiwmant 
I  saw,  but  I  conld  claim  afignaintaiioa  with. 

CVIII 

Theraweat 

Conviction  to  my  soul,  that  what  I  took  of  late 

For  Venice  was  the  world ;  its  Carnival  —  the 
state 

Of  mankind,  masquerade  in  lile-long  irtmna- 
nence 

For  all  time,  and  no  one  partienlar  fnasti  dsy 
Whence 

*Twas  easy  to  infer  what  meant  my  lata  dis- 
gust 

At  the  brute-pageant,  each  grotssqua  of  grsad 
and  lust 

And  idle  hate,  and  love  as  impotent  lor  good  — 

When  from  my  pride  of  place  I  passed  the  in- 
terlude 

In  critical  review  ;  and  what,  the  wonder  that 
ensued 

When,  from  such  pinnacled   pre  eminanof,   I 
found 

Somehow  the  proper  goal  for  wisdom  waa  th«^ 
ground 

And  not  the  sky,  —  so,  slid  sagacionsly  betimea 

Down  heaven's  balnstcirrope,  to  rsaeh  the  mob 
of  mimes 

And  mummers ;  whereby  oame  diseovaij  therp 
was  just 

Enough  and  not  too  mneh  of  hate,  love,  gveed 
and  lust. 
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Could  one  disoeminffly  bat  hold  the  heUnoe, 
shift 

The  weight  from  aoale  to  scale,  do  justioe  to  the 
dnft 

Of  n»tare«  and  explain  the  gloriee  by  the 
■hamee 

Mixed  op  in  man,  one  stuff  miscalled  by  differ- 
ent names 

Aooordinff  to  what  stage  V  the  proeeas  torned 
his  roogh. 

Even  as  I  gaaed,  to  smooth — only  get  dose 
enongh I 

—  What  was  all  this  except  the  lesson  of  a  life  ? 

cix 

And  —  oonseqnent  npon  the  learning  how  from 
strife 

Grew  peace  — from  eril,  good  —  eame  know- 
ledge that,  to  get 

Acqnaintanoe  with  the  way  o'  the  world,  we 
must  nor  fret 

Nor  f nme,  on  altitades  of  self-sufficiency, 

But  bid  a  frank  farewell  to  what  —  we  think  — 
shonld  be, 

And,  with  as  good  a  grace,  welcome  what  is  — 
we  find. 

ex 

It  —  for  the  hour,  observe  I   Since  something 

to  my  mind 
Suggested  soon  the  fancy,  nay,  certitnde  that 

change, 
NeTer  suspending  touch,  continued  to  derange 
What  aronitecture,  we,  walled  up  within  the 

cirque 
O'  the  world,  consider  fixed  as  fate,  not  faiiy^ 

work. 
For  those  were  temples,  sure,  which  tremblingly 

grew  blank 
From  bright,  then  broke  afnsh  in  trimaph,  — 

ah,  but  sank 
As  soon,  for  liqnid  change  through  artery  and 

▼ein 
O*  the  Tery  marble  woond  its  way  I  And  first  a 

stain 
Wonld  startle  and  offend  amid  the  glory ;  next, 
Spot  swift  succeeded  spot,  but  found  me  less 

perplexed 
By  portents ;  then,  as  *t  were,  a  sleepiness  soft 

stole 
Over  the  stately  fane,  and  shadow  sucked  the 

whole 
Facade  into  itself,  made  uniformly  earth 
What  was  a  piece  of  heaven  ;  till,  lo,  a 

birth  J 
And  the  reil  broke  away  because  of  something 

new 
Inside,  that  pushed  to  gain  an  outlet,  paused  in 

view 
At  htft,  and  proved  a  growth  of  stone  or  brick 

or  wood 
Which,  aben  to  the  aim  o*  the  Builder,  aomeo 

how  stood 
The  test,  could  satisfy,  if  not  the  early  race 
For  whom  he  built,  at  least  our  present  popu- 
lace. 
Who  mvist  not  bear  the  blame  for  what,  bUmed, 

proves  mishaip 


Of  the  Artist :  his  work  gone,  another  fiUs  the 

Serves  tne  prime  purpose   so.     Undoubtedly 

there  spreads 
Building  around,  above,  which  makes  men  lift 

their  heads 
To  look  at,  or  look  through,  or  look — for  aught 

Icare  — 
Over :  if  only  up,  it  is,  not  down,  they  stare. 
^'Commeroing  with  the  skies,'^  and  not  the 

pavement  in  the  Squaro. 

CXI 

But  aro  they  only  temples  that  subdivide,  col- 
lapse. 
And  tower  again,  tnumformed  ?    Academiea, 

perhaps! 
Domes  where  dwells  Learning,  seats  of  Science, 

bower  and  hall 
Which  house  Philosophy  —  do  these,  too,  rise 

and  fan. 
Based    though   foundations   be   on   steadfast 

mother  esith. 
With  no  chimeric  clum  to  snpermnndaae  birth. 
No  boast  that,  dropped  from  dond,  they  dia 

not  grow  from  ground  ? 
Why,  these  fare  worst  of  all  I  those  vanish  and 

are  found 
Nowhen.  by  who  tasks  eye  some  twice  within 

his  term 
Of  threescore  yean  and  ten,  lor  tidings  what 

each  germ 
Has  burgeoned  out  into,  whereof  the  promise 

stunned 
ffis  ear  with  such  aodahn, — praise-payment  to 

refund 
The  praisers,  nerer  doubt,  some  twice  before 

they  die 
Whose  days  are  long  i*  the  land. 

cxii 

Alack,  PhUosophY  I 

Despite  the  chop  and  change,  diminished  or  in- 
creased, 

Patched-np  and  plasteredVer,  Religion  stands 
at  least 

r  the  temple^ype.  But  thon  ?  Hero  gape  I, 
all  agog 

These  thirty  years,  to  learn  how  tadpole  turns 
to  frog; 

And  thrice  at  least  have  gaxed  with  mild  aston- 
ishment. 

As,  skyward  up  and  up,  some  fire-new  fabric 
sent 

Its  challenge  to  mankind,  that,  clustered  under- 
neath 

To  hear  the  word,  they  straifl^t  beliere,  ay,  in 
the  teeth 

O*  the  Past,  clap  bands,  and  hail  triumphant 
Truth  *s  oatbreak  — 

Tadpole-frog-theory  pro|iounded  past  mistake ! 

In  vain  I    A  something  ails  the  edifice,  it  bends. 

It  bows,  it  buries  .  .  .  Haste !  cry  *'  Heads 
below  "  to  friendfl  — 

But  have  no  fear  they  find,  when  smother  shall 
subside. 

Some  substitntion  perk  with  unabated  pride 

I'  the  predecessor's  place  ! 
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No, — the  one  Toioe  which  failed 
Nerer,    the    preachment^s   ooign   of    yantage 

nothing  ailed,  — 
That  had  the  luck  to  lodge  i'  the  house  not 

made  with  hands  I 
And  all  it  preached  waa  this :   "  Truth  hnilds 

upon  the  sands. 
Though  stationed  on  a  rock :  and  so  her  work 

decays. 
And  so  she  hnilds  afresh,  with  like   result. 

Nauffht  stays 
Bnt  inst  tne  fact  that  Tmth  not  only  is,  hnt 

fain 
Wonld  have  men  know  ahe  needs  must  be,  by 

each  so  |>lain 
Attempt  to  Tisibly  inhabit  where  thegr  dwell." 
Her  works  are  work,  while  she  is  she ;  that 

work  does  well 
Which  lasts  mankind  their  lifetime  through, 

and  lets  believe 
One  generation^  more,  that,  thoog^  sand  mn 

through  Steve, 
Yet  earth  now  reached  is  rook,  and  what  we 

modems  find 
EraeCed  here  m  Truth,  who,  'stahlished  to  her 

mind 
I*  the  fulness  of  the  days,  wiU  never  ehange  in 

show 
More  than  in  tubstanee  etst:    men  thon^^t 

they  knew ;  we  know  I 

cxiv 

Do  yon,  my  ^eneratioii?  Well,  let  the  bloeks 

prove  mist 
I*  the  main  endosnre,  —  ehweh  and  eoUege,  if 

thev  lilt. 
Be  sometning  for  a  time,  and  eversrthing  anon. 
And  anything  awhile,  as  fit  is  off  or  on, 
Till  they  grow  nothing,  soon  to  reappear  no 

less 
As  something,  —  shape  reshaped,  till   out  of 

shapeleasness 
Come  shape  again  aa  sure  I  no  doubt,  or  round 

or  sqnare 
Or  polvgon  its  front,  some  building  will  be 

there. 
Do  duty  in  that  nook  o'  the  wall  o'  the  woild 

where  once 
Tlie  Architect  saw  fit  nrMiady  to  enseonee 
College  or  church,  and  bid  such  bulwark  guard 

the  line 
O*  the  barrier  round  about,  humanity's  confine. 

cxv 

Leave  watching  change  at  woric  i*  die  greater 
scale,  on  these 
Hie  main  supports,  and  turn  to  their  intewtioes 
Filled  up  by  fabrics  too,  less  oostly  and  less 


Yetef  importaaoa,  yet  essentisl  to  the  Fair 
Tli^y  help  to  eiienmscribe,  instruet,  and  rsgn- 

latel 
See,  where  each  booth-front  boasts,  in  letters 

small  or  great. 
Its  speeiality,  ptoelains  its  pavilage  to  stop 
A  breaeh,  beside  the  bostl 


cxvi 

Here  ffistory  keeps  ahop, 
Tells  how  past  deeds  were  done,  ao  and  not 

otherwise: 
"  Bian  I    hold  truth  evermore  I  forgvt  the  early 

liee !  '* 
There  sits  Morality,  demure  behind  her  atall, 
Dealing  out  life  and  death:    **  Thia  b  tha  thii« 

tocall 
Bight,  and  this  other,  wrong ;  thus  think,  Uias 

do,  thus  say. 
Thus  joy,  thus  suffer  I  —  not  t»daj  as  yester- 
day- 
Yesterday's  doctrine  dead,  this  only  shall  en- 
dure 1 
Obey  its  voice  and  live  1 "  —  enjoina  IIm  dame 

demure. 
While  Art  gives  flag  to  brseie,  bids  dram  beat, 

trumpet  blow. 
Inviting  eye  and  ear  to  yonder  raiaa-show. 
Up  goes  the  canvas,  hauled  to  height  ol  pale. 

I  think,  ^^ 

We  know  the  wav  —  long  lost,  lata  Isained  — 

to  paint  I    A  wink 
Of  eye,  and  lo,  the  poee  t   the  atatna  on  its 

plinth! 
How  oould  we  modems  miss  the  heart  o*  the 

labyrinth 
Perversely  all  these  years,  permit  the  Cheek 

Bsofnilo 
His  secret  till  to-day?     And  hem  *a  another 

fend 
Now  happily  composed;    inqMot  this  qnaitet- 

soore ! 
Got  long  past  melody,  no  word  haa  Mnaia  nsore 
To  say  to  mortal  man !    But  m  the  bard  to  be 
Behindhand?    Hen  *s  his  book,  and  now  pai^ 

haps  you  see 
At  length  what  poetry  ean  do ! 

czvu 

Why,  that  *b  atability 
Itaelf ,  that  change  on  ohaaga  va  aunonfnlly 


Creep  o'er  the  prouder  pilea  I     Wa  aequii 

inlaw 
When  the  fine  gold  grew  dim  i'  the  tenple, 

when  the  brass 
Which   pillared  that  so   brave  abodn  wWre 

Knowledge  waa. 
Bowed  and  resigned  the  trust;   bat,  banr  all 

this  caprice. 
Harlequinade  where  swift  to  birth  aneceeds 

decease 
Of  hue  at  every  torn  o'  the  tinael  flag  winch 

flamee 
While  Art  holds  boodi  in  Fidr?    Sndi 

chased  by  shames 
Like  these,  distiaet  b«yond  the 

august 
Pkoeednre  to  decay,  avanishMant  in 
Of  thoae  marmoraal   domee,  — abova 

tude, 
Wa  need  to  hope  I 


4« 


CXVItl 

So,  all  is  change,  hi  fine,*' 
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TIm  piMMhaiMt  to  a  pMW.     Wfa«a  — *'  AU  ii 

punnaiieiioe ! " 
iUtmiMd  «  Toioe.     WitMa?   wiihoat?     No 

nwitcir  wlMBoe 
Tho    explanation   came:    for,   nadentaiid,    I 

oiiffht 
To  amply  uj— ''  I  »w,"  eaoh  thing  I  My  "  I 

^>illoe   ever,  as,  nnroUed,  the  strange   loene- 

pHstare  grew 
Before  me,  sight  flashed  fint,  though  mental 

eommenttoo 
Wonld  follow  in  a  trioe,  oome  hobbliagly  to 

hah. 

CZIX 

So,  what  did  I  see  next  but,  —  mneh  as  when 

the  vaolt 
I*  the  west.  —  wherein  we  wateh  the  vapory, 

maniiald 
Tfansfl^nraUon,  —  tired  tuns  blase  to  Uaok, 

—  behold, 
Peak   reeoneiled  to  base,  dark  ending  fend 

wi^  bright. 
The  moltiform  subsides,  beoomes  the  definite. 
CuMlrssting  tile  and  strife,  whers  battle  they  V 

the  blank 
Severity  of  peaoe  in  death,  for  which  we  thank 
One  wmd  that  comes  to  qnell  the  eonoonrse, 

drive  at  last 
Things  to  ashape  which  suits  the  dose  of  things. 


Pslpably  o'er  vexed  earth  heaven's  mantle  of 


cxx 


Just  so.  in  Venioe'  Square,  that  things  were  at 

thecloee 
Was  signalled  to  my  sense ;   lor  I  perceived 


O'  the  change  all  round  about.    As  if  some  im- 
pulse pressed 
Esch  gently  into  esch,  what  was  disttaotness. 

Grew   vsgue,   and,  line  from  line  no  longer 


No  matter  what  its  style,  edifice  .  .  ,  shall  I 

say 
Died  into  edifice  ?    I  find  no  simpler  way 
Of  iaying  how,  without  or  dasL  or  shock  or 


Of  vioUnoe,  I  found  unity  in  the  place 
Of  tample,  tower, —  nay,  hall  aiid  house  and 
hut,  —  one  blank 
rity  of  peaoe  in  death;   to  which  they 


Resigned  enough,   till  ...  ah,   conieoture,  I 

beseech. 
What  spesal  Uank  did  th«y  agree  to,  all  and 

each? 
What  common  shape  was  thst  whersia  th«y 

mutely  merged 
Liksa  and  dislikes  of  form,  so  plain  before  f 

cxxi 

I  uiged 
Your  stsp  this  way,  prslsfsd  our  path  of  en- 


ri* 


1  o  whesa  we  stand  at  last>  in  order  that  your 

eyes 
Ifigkt  see  the  very  thing,  and  save  my  toagae 

deecribe 
Hie  Dniid  moonment  which  fronts  you.  Could 

I  bribe 
Nature  to  come  in  aid,  illustrste  what  I  mean. 
What  wants  there  she  should  lend  to  solemnize 

the  scene? 

CXXIl 

How  does  it  strike  you,  this  oonstmction 
gaunt  and  grav — 

Sole  object,  these  piled  stones,  that  gleam  un- 
^froond-away 

By  twilight's  hungry  jaw,  whioh  champs  fine 
aU  beside 

I'  the  Bolitarv  waste  we  grope  throai^  ?  Ob, 
noguiae 

Need  we  to  grope  our  way  and  reach  the  mon- 
soons door 

Of  granite  1  Take  my  word,  the  deeper  you  ex- 
plore 

That  cavemed  pssssge,  filled  with  fsacies  to 
the  brim. 

The  lees  will  you  approve  the  advoatare  I  such 
agrtm 

Bar«iiiister  soon  blocks  abrupt  your  path,  and 


AU  with  a  cold  dread  shape,  —  shape  whereon 

Learmag  spsnds 
Labor,  and  leaves  the  text  obscursr  lor  the 

gloss, 
While  Ignorance  reads  right  —  reooiliag  from 

thaiCiossI 
Whence   came  the   mass   and   mass,  strange 

quality  ef  stone 
Unqnarried   anywhere   i'  the   region   round? 

Unknown  1 
Just  as  unknown,  how  such  enormity  could  be 
Convegred  by  land,  or  elee  trsnspotiod  over  sea, 
And  laid  in  order,  so,  precisely  each  on  each. 
As  you  and  I  would  build  a  grotto  where  the 

beach 
Sheds  shell— to  last  an  hour:   this  buildii« 

lasts  from  age 
To  Bga  tks  same.    But  why? 

CXXIl  I 

Ask  Leandng  I    I  engage 
Yon  get  a  prosy  wherefore,  shall  help  you  to 

advance 
In  knowledge  just  aa  much  ss  helps  you  Igno- 


Smpmidng,  in  the  mouth  of  peasaat-lad  or  lam, 
**  I  heard  my  father  sav  he  understood  it  was 
A  building,  people  bnik  ss  soon  as  eardi  was 

made 
Afanost^bseause  thsy  might  forget  (th«y  were 

Earth  did  not  make  itMlf ,  but  eama  of  Some- 
body. 

Th^y  kboted  that  their  work  «dglil  hMt,  a^ 
show  thereby 

Ha  otaya,  while  we  aad  eardi,  and  aO  things 
come  and  go. 

GoHM  whence?  Go  whUher.?  That,  wksft 
come  and  gone,  we  know 
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Perhaps,,  bat  not  while  earth  and  all  thingB 

needonr  best 
Attention :  we  must  wait  and  die  to  know  the 

rest. 
Ask,  if  that 's  tine,  what  nse  in  settinsr  up  the 

nUe? 
To  make  one  fear  and  hope :  remind  us,  all  the 

while 
We  come  and  go,  outside  there  's  Somebody 

that  stays ; 
A  ciroumstance  which  ought  to  make  us  mind 

our  ways, 
Because,  —  whatever  end  we  answer  by  this 

life,— 
Next  time,  best  chance  must  be  for  who,  with 

toil  and  strife, 
Manages  now  to  live  most  like  what  he  was 

meant 
Become :  since  who  succeeds  so  far,  *t  is  eyi- 

dent. 
Stands  foremost  on  the  file  ;  who  fails,  has  less 

to  hope 
From  new  promotion.    That 's  the  rule  —  with 

eren  a  rope 
Of  mushrooms,  like  this  rope  I  dangle  I  those 

that  grew 
Greatest  and  roundest,  all  in  life  they  had  to 

do, 
Gain  a  reward,  a  grace  they  never  dreamed,  I 

think ; 
Since,  outside  white  as  milk  and  innde  black  as 

ink. 
They  go  to  the  (}reat  House  to  make  a  dainty 

dish 
For  £>on  and  Donna ;  while  this  basket-load,  I 

wish 
Well  off  my  arm,  it  breaks,  —  no  starveling  of 

the  heap 
But  had  his  snare  of  dew,  his  proper  length  of 

sleep 
I'  the  sunshine :  yet,  of  all,  the  outcome  is — 

this  queer 
Cribbed  quantity  of  dwarfs  which  burden  bas- 
ket here 
Tin  I  reach  home ;  't  is  there  that,  having  run 

their  ri^, 
They  end  their  earthly  race,  are  flung  as  food 

for  pigs. 
Any  more  use  I  see  ?    Well,  you  must  know, 

there  lies 
Something,  the  Cur^  says,  that  points  to  myste- 
ries 
Above  our  grasp :  a  huge  stone  pillar,  once  up- 
right, 
Now  laid  at  length,  half-lost  —  discreetly  shon- 

ntng  sight 
I*  the  busn  and  brier,  because  of  stories  in  the 

air  — 
Hints  what  it  signified,  and  why  was  stationed 

there. 
Once  on  a  time.    In  vain  the  Curtf  tasked  his 

lungs  — 
Showed,  in  a  preaohmeat,  how,  at  bottom  of  the 

rungs 
OV  the  ladder,  Jacob  taw,  where  heavenly  an- 
gels stept 
Up  and  down,  lay  a  stone  which  served  him, 

while  he  slept, 


For  pillow ;  when  he  woke,  he  set  the  aame  ap> 

right 
As  pillar,  and  a-top  poured  oil :  things  requisite 
To  instruct  posterity,  there  monats  froan  floor 

to  roof, 
A  staircase,  earth  to  heaven ;  and  also  pat  ia 
_,      proof. 
When  we  have  scaled  the  sky,  we  well  nmj  let 

alone 
What  raiaed  us  from  the  ground,  and  —  paiying 

to  the  stone 
Proifer  respect,  of  course  —  take  staff  and  go 

our  way, 
Leavii^  the  Pagan  night  for  ChristiaB  btvak  of 

day. 

*  For,*  preached  he,  *  what  they  dreamed,  these 

Pagans,  wide-awake 
We  Christians  may  behold.    How  strains,  then. 

were  mistake 
Did  anybody  style  the  stone,  —  becaose  of  drop 
Remaining  there  from  oil  which  Jacob  pound 

artop,  — 
Itself  the  Gate  of  Heaven,  itself  the  eiML  and  not 
The  means  thereto  I  *    Thus  preached  tke  Cnr^, 

and  no  jot 
The  more  persuaded  people  bnt  that,  what  oaee 

a  thing 
Meant  and  nad  rijght  to  mean,  it  still  nraat 

mean.    So  cling 
Folk    somehow   to   the   prims    anthsritativ^ 

spefwh, 
And  so  distrust  report,  it  seems  as  thsy  oould 

reach 
Far  better  the  arch-word,  whereon  thsir  late 

depends. 
Through  rude  charactery,  than  all  the  graee  it 

lends, 
That  lettering  of  your  scribes!  who  floniish 

pen  apace 
And  ornament  the  text,  they  say  —  we  say. 

efface. 
Hence,  when  the  earth  began  Hs  life  afrvah  in 

May, 
And  fruit-trees  bloomed,  and  waves  would  wan- 
ton, and  the  bay 
Ruffle  its  wealth  of  weed,  and  stranger-lMrdU 

arrive. 
And   beasts   take   each  a   mate,  —  folk,  too. 

found  sensitive, 
Surmised   the  old  gray  stone  upright   there, 

throi^h  such  tracts 
Of  solitariness  and  silence,  kept  the  facts 
Entrusted  it,  could  deal  out  doctrine,  did  it 

please : 
No  fresh  and  frothy  draught,  but  liquor  on  the 

lees, 
Strong,  savage,  and  smeere :  first  bleedings  from 

a  vine 
Whereof  the  product  now  do  Curte  so  refine 
To  insipidity,  that,  when  hea^  sinks,  we  strive 
And  strike  from  tne  old  stone  the  old  resUaia- 

tive. 

*  Which  is  ? '  — why,  go  and  ask  our  grandames 

how  they  used 
To  dance  around  it,  till  the  Cur^  disabnssd 
Their  ignorance,  and  bade  the  parish  in  a  band 
Lay  flat  the  obtrusive  thing  that  onmbared  »> 

the  land! 
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Aud  tbeie,  •ootrdioirly*  <&  buih  and  brier  it  — 

'bides 
Its  time  to  rise  again  t  *  (ao  somebody  derides, 
'rhat  *8  pert  frum  Paris,)  *  since,  yon  spin,  you 

keep  ereot 
Yonder,  and  pray  beneath,  is  nothinff,  I  snspett, 
Bnt  just  the  symbol^s  self ,  expressed  in  slate 

for  rock, 
Art's   smooth  for  Natare*s  rouflrh,  new  chip 

from  the  old  block  ! ' 
There,  sir,  my  say  is  said !    Thanks,  and  Saint 

Gille  increase 
The  wealth  bestowed  so  well!* '  —  wherewith 

he  pockets  pieoe, 
DofFs  cap,  and    takes   the  road.    I  leave  in 

Learninir's  elutoh 
More  money  for  his  book,  but  scarcely  gain  as 

much. 

CXXIV 


To  this  it  was,  this  same  primeyal  monument, 

ly  dream,  1  saw  oi 

ing  blpnt 


That,  in  my  dream,  I  saw  boildiing  with  build- 


Fall  :  each  on  each  they  fast  and  founderingly 
went 

Confusion-ward ;  bnt  thence  again  snbsided  fast. 

Became  the  mound  you  see.  Magnificently 
massed 

Indeed,  those  mammoth-stones,  piled  by  the 
Pkotoplast 

Temple-wise  in  my  dream!  beyond  eompare 
with  fanes 

Which,  solid-looking  late,  had  left  no  least  re- 
mains 

I'  the  bald  and  blank,  now  sole  usurper  of  the 
plains 

Of  heaven,  diversified  and  beautiful  before. 

And  yet  simplicity  appeared  to  speak  no  more 

Nor  less  to  me  than  spoke  the  compound.  At 
the  core. 

One  and  no  other  word,  as  in  the  emst  of  late, 

Whiipered,  which,  audible  through  the  transi- 
tion-state. 

Was  no  loud  ntteranoe  in  even  the  ultimate 

IHqMsure.  For  as  some  imperial  chord  sob- 
sists. 

Steadily  vnderlieB  the  accidental  mists 

Of  music  springing  thence,  that  run  their  masy 


And  reach  atlens:th  *Uod,  nun,  or  both  to- 
gether mixed,' 
Transparent  through  the  flesh,  by  parta  which 

prove  a  whole. 
By  hints  which  make  the  soul  discernible  by 

soul  — 
Let  only  soul  look  up,  not  down,  not  hate  but 

love, 
As  truth  successively  takes  shi^>e,  one  grade 

above 
Its  last  presentment,  tempts  as  it  were  troth 

indeed 
Revealed  this  time ;  so  tempts,  till  we  attain  to 

read 
The  signs  aright,  and  learn,  by  failure,  troth  is 

forced 
To  manifest  itself  throogh  falsehood ;  whence 

divorced 
By  the  excepted  eye,  at  the  rare  season,  for 


Around,  and  sink,  absorbed,  back  to  the  triad 


So,  out  of  that  one  word,  each  variant  rose  and 

feU 
And  left  the  same  "  All  *s  change,  but  perma- 
nence as  well." 
—  Grave  note  whence  —  list  aloft  1  —  harmonics 

sound,  that  mean : 
'*  Truth  inside,  and  outside,  truth  also ;  and 

between 
Kaeh,  falsehood   that  is  oliange,  as  troth  is 

permanence. 
The  individual  soul  works  through  the  shows 

of  senae 
(Which,  ever  proving  false,  still  promise  to  be 

tme) 
Pp  to  an  outer  soul  as  individual  too ; 
And,  through  the  fleeting,  livos  to  die  into  the 

fixed. 


The  happy  moment,  truth  instructs  us  to  abhor 
The    false,   and   prize   the    tme,   obtainable 

thereby. 
Then  do  we  understand  the  value  of  a  lie ;  ^ 
Ita  purpose  served,  its  truth  once  safe  deposited, 
Eacn  lie,  superfluous  now,  leaves,  in  the  singer's 

stead. 
The  indubitable  song ;  the  htstorie  personage 
Put  by,  leaves  prominent  the  impulse  of  his  age  ; 
Truth  sets  aside  speech,  act,  time,  place,  in- 
deed, but  brings 
Nakedly  forward  now  the  prineiplo  of  tJiinga 
Highest  and  least." 

cxxv 

Wherewith  change  ends.  What  change  to 
dread 

When,  disengaged  at  last  from  every  veil,  in- 
stead 

Of  type  remains  the  troth  ?  once  —  falsehood : 
but  anon 

Tkfomton  e  hroUion  eper  kticrammuHL 

Something  as  true  as  soul  is  true,  tnongh  veils 
between 

Prove  false  and  fleet  away.    As  I  mean,  did  he 


The  poet  wheao  bird-phrase  sits,  singing  in  my 

ear 
A  mystery  not  onHke?    What  throogh  the 

dark  and  drear 
Brought   comfort   to   the   Titan?    Emeiging 

from  the  lymph, 
**  God,  man,  or  mixture  "  proved  only  to  be  a 

nyniph : 
"From  whom  the  clink  on  dink  of  metal'' 

(money,  judged 
Abundant  in  ray  pnrse)  "  struck  "  (bnmped  at, 

UU  it  bn«iged> 
**  The  modest V,  tier  souFs  habitual  resident " 
(Where  lato  the  sisterhood  were  lively  in  their 

tent) 
"As  out  of  wii«M  car"  <that  earavan  on 

wheels) 
"Impnlsivelv  she  mshed,  no  slippeis  to  her 

And  "  Pear  not,  frienda  we  flock !  "  soft  smiled 


the  sea-Fifine  — 
imitive  of  the  veila  (if  he 
mean) 


what  I 


734 


FIFINE  AT  THE  FAIR 


Tlie  poet's  'litMi  kanied  to  lift,  en  ''  Tluee- 

formed  Fate, 
Mairai  Trimorplui^"  stood  mmaskad  ths  Uhi- 

luate. 

CXXVI 

Enougfa  o'  the  dream !    Ton  see  how  poetey 

turns  prose. 
Announeiiig  wonder-work,  I  dwiadle  at  the 

close 
Down  to  mere  commonplaoe  old  iaots  which 

everybody  knows. 
So    dreanuiMT    disappointa  I    The    fresh    and 

strange  at  first, 
Soon  wears  to  trite  and  tame,  nor  wanants  the 

outburst 
Of  heart  with  which  we  hail  those  heights,  at 

▼ery  brink 
Of  heaven,  whereto  one  least  of  lifts  would  lead, 

we  think, 
Bot  wherefram   qniok   deoline  oondnets   onr 

stop,  we  find. 
To  homely  earth,  old  facts  familiar  left  behind. 
Did   not   this  monument,  for  instanffe,  long 

a^ 
Say  all  it  had  to  say,  show  all  it  had  to  show, 
Nor  promise  to  do  onty  more  in  dream  ? 

CXXVII 

Awaking  so. 
What  if  wa,  homeward-bowid,  all  pease  and 

some  fatigue, 
Tmdge,  soberly  complete  our  tramp  of  near  a 

league, 
LastHttle  mile  which  makeathe  dresit  iost, 

Elvire? 
We  end  where  we  began :  that  eonseqnenes  is 

clear. 
All  peaoe  and  some  fattigoe,  whererer  we  were 

nursed 
To  life,  we  bosom  us  on  death,  find  kst  k  fimt 
And  thenoeforth  final  too. 

CXXVIII 

''Why  final?    Why  the  more 
Worth   ersdenoe  now  than  when  sneh  truth 

proved  false  before  ?  *' 
Because  a  novel  point  impresses  now  :  each  lie 
Redounded  to  the  praise  of  man,  was  vietoi^ 
Man's  nature  had  both  right  to  get,  and  might 

to  gain, 
And  by  no  means  implied  submission  to  tiie 

reign 
Of  other  qnito  as  real  a  nature,  that  saw  fit 
To  have  its  way  with  man,  not  man  his  way 

with  it. 
This  time,  acknowledgment  and  aequiescence 

quell 
Their  oootrary  in  man  ;  promotion  proTSS  as 

well 
Detet :  and  Truth,   onlike   the   False   with 

Truth's  outside, 
Neitlier  plumes  up  his  wiU  nor  puffs  him  out 

with  pride. 
I  fancy,  there  must  lurk  some  eogeney  i'  the 

claim, 
Man,  such  shnteusent  made,  anhmlts  to,  all  the 


Soul  finds  na  triumph,  han«  ta  TBgistnr  like 

Sense 
With  whom  *tis  ask  and  hnTO,— the  want, 

theoTidenes 
That  the  thing  wanted,  soon  or  lato^  will  be 

supplied. 
This  indeed^  nlumea  up  will ; 

out  with  pride. 
When,  rwidiug  reoords  right,  man's 

still  attest 
Promofeion  eoines  to  Senss  beeauae  Sanaa  Hkaa 

it  best ; 
For  bodies  sprouted  ky,  throngha  dasJi a  ta  run ; 
While  handSf  when  fam  to  fileh,  gat  imgnis  one 

by  one. 
And   nature,    that 's  omaslf,  aeosoamndative 

brings 
To  bear  that^  tired  of  legs  which  walk,  we  now 

bud  wings 
Since  of  a  mind  to  fiy.    Sueh  saror  in  the  nose 
Of  Sense  would  stimulate  Soul  sweetly,  I  sup- 

^ose^ 
Soul  with  ito  proper  itch  of  instinet,  pvaaipting 

clear 


To  recognise  soul's  self  soul's  only  ua 
Alike  from  fint  to  last.    But  if  tune's 

fight's 
Or  rather  dark's  approach, 

the  righto 
Of  rule  away,  and  bid  the  soul  subadssive 
sou 


Another  sou  than  it  pla^  master  ei 

In  great  and  small,  —  this  time,  I  faney, 


There 's  something  in  the  fact  thai 

dosion  suite 
Nowise  the  pride  of  man,  nor  yet  i 

attributes 
Conspieuous  in  the  lord  of  nature.    Ha 
And  not  demands — not  first  likes  fasth  and 

then  believes. 

CXXIX 

And  as  with  the  last  essenoe,  so  with  ito  first 

faint  type. 
Inconstancy  means  raw,  't  is  fstth  ahasa  naanas 

ripe 
I'  the  soul  which  runs  ite  round :  na  nsattor  how 

it  range 
From  Helen  to  Fifine,  Elvire  bids  knrk  the 


To  permanence.    Here,  too,  lore  anda  where 

lova  began. 
Such  ending  looks  like  law,  beeauae  the  natnnl 


Inclines  the  other  way,  feels 

bound. 
Poor  pabulum  for  pride  when  the  fint  lova  is 

found 
Last  also  t  and,  so  far  from  realiringfnin. 
Each  step  aside  ]ust  provua  difasganey  in  vaisL 
The  wanderer  brings  home  no  prafift  ftram  his 

Beyona  the  sad  surmise  that  I  iiw|hi^^ 

were  best 
Could   life   begin  anew.    Bh  problem 

aright 
Waa— ''Atun  the  givett  point  evolve  Aim 

finite!" 
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Not —  *\Sp«id  tlqrMll  In  spaoei  endcftfonnff  to 

iomt 
Togetner,  mad  to  make  infinite,   point  and 

point : 
Fix  into  one  Elyire  a  Fair-fnl  of  Fifinea!  " 
Piflna,  the  foam-fiake,  alie :  ElTixe,  tlie  aea> 

aelf,  meana 
Capacity  at  need  to  shower  how  manj  aneh ! 
And  yet  we  left  her  eahn  orofundity,  to  olnteh 
Foain-flntter,  hell  on  bell,  that,  bnrttinsr  at  a 

tonoh, 
Bliatered  na  for  onr  paina.    But  wiae,  we  want 

no  more 
O*  the  fickle  element.    Enough  of  foam  and 

roarl 
Jjand-lcwkcd,  we  Uto  and  die  henceforth:  for 

here  *8  the  yilla  door. 

cxxx 

How  pallidly  pron  pause   o*   the  threaholdl 

Hardly  nifcht. 
Which  drapes  too,  ought  to  make  real  fleah 

and  blood  so  white ! 
Touch  me,  and  so  appear  alive  to  all  intents ! 
Will   the   saint  vanish   from  the  sinner  that 

repents? 
Suppoae  you  are  a  ghost  I    A  memory,  a  hope, 
A  tear,  a  conseienoe !    Quick  !    Give  back  the 

hand  I  grope 
I'  the  dusk  for  I 

cxxxi 

^  That  ia  well.    Our  double  horoaoope 
I  cast,  while  you  concur.    Discard  that  simile 
O*  the  fickle  element  I    Elvire  is  land  not  sea  — 
The  eolid   land,   the  safe.    All   theee   wovd- 

bubUes  came 
O*  the  sea,  and  bite  Eke  salt.    The  unlucky 

bath  *s  to  blame. 
This  hand  of  yours  on  heart  of  mine,  no  mora 

the  bay 
I  beat,  nor  bask  beneath  the  blue  !    In  Pomic, 

•ay. 
The  Mayor  shall  catalogue  me  duly  domiciled, 
("ontributable,  irood-companion  of  the  guild 
And  mystery  of  marriage.    I  stickle  for  the 

town. 
And  not  this  tower  apart ;  because,  though, 

halfway  down, 
Its  mnllions  wink  o*erwebbed   with   bloomy 

greennees,  yet 
Who  mounts  to  itaitcasa  top  may  tempt  the 


And  sudden  there's  the  sea  1  No  memotiea  to 
arouse. 

No  fanciea  to  delude  I    Our  honeet  dvie  house 

Of  the  earth  be  earthy  too !  —  or  graced  per- 
chance with  aheU 

Slade  prise  of  long  ago,  picked  haply  where 

Menaeeda  Httla  oooe  —  or  asau  siid*branch  that 

yet 
Dampens  and  aoftena,  notes  a  frsak  of  wind,  a 

fret 
Of  wave :  though,  why  on  earth  should  sea- 

onange  meml  er  mar 

The  eahn  eonlomplative  hooseholdeiu  that  we 


So  ahall  the  seasons  fleet,  while  our  two  selves 

abide: 
E*en  pait  astonishment  how  sunrise  and  springs 

tide 
Could  tempt  one  forth  to  swim ;  the  more  if 

time  appoints 
Tliat  swimming  grow  a  task  for  one's  rheu- 

matio  joints. 
Such  honest  dvic  house,  behold,  I  constitute 
Onr  villa  1    Be  but  fleah  and  blood,  and  smile 

to  boot  I 
Enter  for  good  and  aU !    then  fate  bolt  fast 

the  door, 
Shvt  you  and   me   inside,   never  to  wander 

more! 

CXXXII 

Only,  —  you  do  not  use  to  apprehend  attack  I 
No  doubt,  the  way  I  march,  one  idle  arm, 

thrown  slack 
Behind  me,  leaves  the  open  hand  defencdeas  at 

the  back. 
Should  an  impertinent  on  tiptoe  steal,  and  stuff 
—  Whatever  can  it  be  ?    A  letter  sure  enough. 
Pushed  betwixt  palm  and  glove  1    That  largess 

of  a  franc  r 
Perhape  ineonsciously,  —  to  better  help  the 

0*  the  nest,  her  tambouiine,  and,  laying  ^g, 

peranade 
A  family  to  follow,  the  nest-egg  that  I  laid 
May  have  contained  —  but  just  to  foil  suspicious 

folk  — 
Between  two   silver  whites  a  yellow  double 

yolk! 
Oh,  tmeaten  no  farewell!  five  minutes  shall 

suiBoe 
To  dear  the  matter  up.    I  go,  and  in  a  trice 
Return  ;  five  minutea  past,  expect  me  t    If  in 

vain— 
Why,  dip  from  fleah  and  bloodi  and  play  the 

ghost  again ! 


EPILOGUE 


TUB  HOUSEHOLDBa 

Savage  I  was  dttin^r  m  my  house,  late,  lone : 

Draary,  weary  with  the  long  day*s  work: 
Head  of  me,  heart  of  me,  stupid  as  a  stone: 
Tcngua>tied  now,  now  bUiqiheming  like  a 
Turk; 
When,  in  a  moment,  just  a  knock,  call,  «iy. 
Half  a  paog  and  all  a  rapture,  there  agdm 
were  we!  — 
''  What,  and  is  it  really  you  again?  **  quoth  I : 
"  I  asain,  what  else  did  you  expect  P"  quoth 
she. 


**  Never  mind,  hia  away  from  this  dd  house  — 
Every  crumbling  briok  embrowned  with  dn 
Mid  shame  • 

Quick,  in  its  ecfueis  ere  eertain  sbapea  arouse ! 
Let  them — every  devil  of  the  mg^t*— lay 


Make  and  mend,  or  rap  and  rend,  for  me  t 
Good4»y! 
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Gtjd  be  their  gUBrd  from  distnrbaooe  at  their 

srlee, 
Till,  omsh,  oumes  down  the  oarcaM  in  a  heap  1 " 

quoui  I : 
"  Nay,  but   there  *s  a  decency  raqniied !  " 

quoth  8he. 

^*  Ah,  but  if  jon  knew  how  time  has  dragged, 
days,  nif^hts  I 
All  the  neighbor-talk  with  man  and  maid  — 
such  men  I 
All  the   fuBB   and   trouble   of   streetraounds, 
window-sighta  : 
All  the  worrr  of  flapping  door  and  echoing 
roof ;  and  then. 
All  the  fancies  .  .  .  Who  were  they  had  leaye, 
dared  try 
Darker  arts  that  almost  struck  despair  in 
me? 


If  you  knew  but  how  I  dwelt  down  here !  *' 
quoth  I : 
And  was  I  so  better  off  op  there  T  "  quoth 
8he. 


4t 


it 


Help  and  get  it  over !    Reunited  to  hie  wife 
(How  draw  up  the  paper  lets   the  parish- 
people  know  ?) 
Lie$  M,  or  JV.,  departed  from  tkie  life. 
Day  the  this  or  thai^  month  and  year  the  so  am! 
«o. 
What  i*  the   way  of  final  flourish?    Pnae. 
Terse?    Try  I 
Affliction  tore  long  time  he  bore,  or,  what  is  it 
to  be? 
Till  God  did  vHeaae  to  grant  him  eaee.    Doead!" 
quoth  1 : 
"I  end  with  — LoTC  is  all,  and  Death  is 
naught ! "  quoth  She. 


RED  COITON  NIGHT-CAP  COUNTRY 


OR 


TURF  AND  TOWERS 


TO  MISS  THACKERAY 


This  poem,  dated  January  23, 1873,  was  pub- 
lished in  the  early  summer  of  the  same  year. 
Browning  had  been  staying  with  his  sister  at 
St.  Aubin,  in  Normandy,  and  there  met  Miss 
Thackeray,  who  was  to  tell  a  tale  of  the  White 
Cotton  Night-cap  Country,  but  a  tragedy  then 
just  coming  to  a  culmination  in  the  courts  sup- 
plied Browning  with  the  more  suggestive  tiUe 
which  he  adopted.    Mr.  Cooke  records :  — 

**  In  the  poem  as  written  the  names  of  the 
acton  and  places  were  correctly  given,  but 
when  the  poem  was  being  revised  in  proof- 
sheets  they  were  changed  from  prudential 
reasons,  because  the  last  act  in  the  tragedy 
occurred  only  a  brief  period  prior  to  the  writing 
of  the  poem. 


And  so,  here  happily  we  meet,  fair  friend  ! 
Af^in  once  more,  as  if  the  yean  rolled  back 
And  this   our   meeting-place  were   just   that 

Rome 
Out  in  the  champaign,  say,  o^cMioted 
By  yerdnre,  ravage,  and  gay  winds  that  war 
A^inst  strong  sunshine  settled  to  his  sleep ; 
Or  on  the  Paris  Boulevard,  might  it  prove. 
You  and  I  came  together  saunteringiy, 


u 


Browning  submitted  the  proof-ahaeta  off  the 
poem  to  his  friend  Lord  Coleridge,  then  tb« 
English  Attomey-Gleneral,  afterwarda  Chief 
Justice,  who  thought  that  a  case  of  libel  might 
lie  for  what  was  said,  however  improbable  sueh 
action  might  be.  He  accordingly  ohangod  the 
names  to  fictitious  ones.  It  was  the  year  follow- 
ing this,  and  the  publication  of  the  poem,  that 
the  appeal  against  the  judgment  in  favor  of  the 
will  of  Mellerio  was  dismissed,  and  the  case 
finally  set  at  rest  in  harmony  with  the  ooacia- 
sion  reached  by  the  poet." 

In  the  second  edition  of  her  Hand'Boek  Mia. 
Orr  gives  the  correct  names,  as  furnished  to  h«r 
by  Browning  himself.  These  namea  will  be 
found  in  the  notes  at  the  end  of  this  volume. 

Bound  for  some  shop-front  in  the  Plaee  Vett> 

ddme  — 
Goldsmithy  and  Golconda  mine,  that  makes 
*'The    Firm-Mininda*'    biased    aboat     the 

world  — 
Or,  what  if  it  were  London,  where  iny  toe 
Trespassed    upon    your    flounce  ?        **  Small 

biaroe,**  you  smile. 
Seeing  the  Staircase  Party  in  the  Sqnaiw 
Was  Small   and   Early,  and   you    bioke 

rib. 
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Even  as  «•  met  where  we  have  met  so  olt. 
Now  meet  we  on  this  unpretendiiiff  beaeh 
Below  the  little  yiilace:  Uttle.ayl 
But  pleasant,  may  mjr  gftatitnae  subjoin  ? 
Mees,  bitheiio  un-Murrayed  tnthii^pJaoe, 
Best  loved  of  aeaooast-nookf  nl  Normandy  ! 
That,  just   behind   you,  is   mine   own 

house: 
With  right  of  pathway  through  the  field  in 

front. 
No  prejudice  to  all  itM  }n;i>wth  unsheaved 
Of  emanild  lusem  burdtiiiic  into  blue. 
Be  sure  I  keep  the  path  that  hugs  the  wall, 
Of  mornings,  as  I  pad  from  duor  to  gate  1 
Yon     vellow  —  wnat    if    not    wild  •  mustard 

nower  ?  — 
Of  that,  my  naked  sole  makes  lawful  prise, 
Bruising  the  acrid  aromatios  out. 
Till,  what  they  preface,  good  salt  savors  sting 
From,  first,  the  sifted  sands,  then  sands  in  slab, 
Smooth   aave   for   inpy    wreath^work   of   the 

woim: 
(Granite  and  mussel-shell  are  ground  slike 
To  glittering  paste,  —  the  live  wonn  troubles 

yetJ 
Then,  dry  and  moist,  the  varech  limit-line, 
Burnt  einder-black,  with  brown  unorumpled 

swathe 
Of  berried  toftnesi,  sea-swoln  thrice  its  sixe ; 
And,  lo,  the  wave  protrudes  a  lip  at  last. 
And  flecks  my  foot  with  froth,  nor  tempts  in 


Such  is  Saint-Rambert.«  wilder  very  nweh 
Than    Jmeus,   that   famed    Joyous-Oard  of 

voun. 
Some  five 


farther  down ;  much  homelier 
too  — 
Riffht  for  me,  —  right  for  you  the  fine  and  fair  t 
Only,  I  could  endure  « transfer  —  wrought 
By  ani|el8  famed  still,  throi^fh  our  country- 
side. 
For  wMghta  they  ffelohed  and  earried  in  old 

time 
When  nothii^  like  the  need  was —transfer, 

just 
Of  Joyeuz  ehureh,  exehanged  for  yonder  prig, 
Oar   bnuid-new  stone  eream-colored   master- 
piece* 

Well  —  and  yea  know,  and  not  since  tliis  one 


The  quiet  leaside  country  ?    So  do  I : 

Who  like  it,  in  a  manner,  jnst  because 

Nothing  is  prominently  likable 

To  vulptf  eye  without  a  sotil  behind. 

Which,  breaking snrfaop.  brings  before  the  ball 

Of  sii^ht,  a  beauty  buried  everywhere. 

If  we  have  souls,  know  how  to  see  and  use. 

One  plsoe  performs,  like  any  other  place. 

The  proper  service  every  place  on  earth 

Was  framed  to  furnish  maa  with :   serves  alike 

To  give  him  note  that,  through  the  place  he 


A  plapa  is  signified  he  never  saw. 
But,  if  he  lack  not  soul,  may  learn  to  know. 
Karth*s  ugliest  walled  and  ceiled  imprisonroent 
May  suffer,  through  its  single  rent  in  roof. 


Admittance  of  a  cataract  of  light 
Beyond    attainment   through   earth's 

panes 
Pinhofed  athwart  their  windowed  filigree 
By  twinklings  sobered  from  the  sun  outside. 
Doubtless  Um  High  Street  of  our  village  here 
Imposes  hardly  as  Rome^s  Cono  could  : 
And  our  projected  race  for  saiHng^boats 
Next  Sunday,  when  we  celebrate  our  Saint, 
Falls  verj  short  of  that  attractiveness. 
That  artistry  in  festive  spectacle, 
Paris  ensures  you  when  sne  welcomes  back 
(When  shall  it  be?)  the  Assembly  from  Ver- 
sailles; 
While  the  best  fashion  and  intelligence 
Collected  at  the  counter  of  our  Majror 
(Dry-goods  he  deals  in,  grocery  beside) 
What  time  the  post-bag  brings  the  news  from 

Viro,- 
I   fear   me  much,  it  ecaroe   would   hold  its 


That  circle,  that  assorted  sense  and  wit. 
With  Five-o'clock  Tea  in  a  house  we  know. 

Still,  *t  is  the  check  that  gives  the  leap  its  lift. 

The  nullity  of  cultivated  souls. 

Even  advantaged  by  their  news  from  Vire, 

Only  conduces  to  enforce  the  truth 

That,  thirty  peoas  off,  this  natural  blue 

Broods  o*er  a  bag  of  secrots,  all  unbroached. 

Beneath  the  bosom  of  the  plaoid  deep. 

Since  first  the  Post  Director  sealed  tnem  safe ; 

And  formidable  I  perceive  this  fact  — 

Little  Saint-Rambert  touches  the  great  sea. 

From  London,  Paris,  Rome,  whero  men  art 

men. 
Not  mice,  and  mice  not  Mayors  presumably, 
Thoaght  scarce  may  leap  so  fast,  alight  io  far. 
But  this  is  a  protenoe,  you  understand. 
Disparagement  in  play,  to  pany  thrust 
Of  posriUe  objector :  nullitv 
And  ugliness,  the  taunt  be  nia,  not  mine 
Nor  yours,  —  I  think  we  know  the  worid  too 

weUl 
Did  you  walk  hither,  jog  it  by  the  plaiu^ 
Or  jaunt  it  by  the  highway,  braving  bruise 
From  springieai  and  uncushioned  vehicle  f 
Much,  was  there  not,  in  place  and  neople  both. 
To  lend  an  eye  to  ?  sad  what  eye  Hkc  yours  — 
The  learned  eye  is  still  the  loving  one  f 
Our  land ;  its  ouietude,  productiveness. 
Is  length  and  breadth  of  grain-crop,  meadow- 

CTOund, 
Its  orchards  in  the  pasture,  farms  arfield. 
And  hamlets  on  the  road-edge,    naught  yea 

misMd 
Of  one  and  all  the  sweet  rasdcitMB  I 
From  stalwart  stridor  by  the  wagon-side, 
Brightening  the  acre  with  his  pnrple  blouse. 
To  thoee  dark-featured  oomelv  women-folk. 
Healthy  and  tall,  at  work,  ana  work  indeed. 
On  every  cottage  doorrtep,  plying  brisk 
Bobbins  that  bob  von  ladies  out  such  lace  I 
Oh,  you  observed  I  and  how  that  nimble  play 
Of  finger  formed  the  sole  exception,  bobbed 
The  one  disturbance  to  the  peace  of  things. 
Where  nobody  esteems  it  worth  his  while, 
If  time  upon  the  clock-face  goes  aaleept 
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To  give  the  rusted  luuidB  a  helpful  pinh. 
NulMidy  lifts  OD  energetic  thumb 
And  index  to  remove  aome  dead  and  gone 
Notice  which,  posted  on  the  bam,  repeats 
For  truth  what  two  years^  passage  made  a  lie. 
>till  is  for  sale,  next  Jnnev  that  same  clil^ 

teau 
With  all  its  immobilities,  —  were  sold 
Duly  next  June  behind  the  last  but  last ; 
Ana,  woe 's  me,  still  placards  the  £mperor 
His  confidence  in  war  he  means  to  wage, 
God  aiding  and  the  rural  populace. 
No :  rain  and  wind  must  rub  the  rags  away 
And  let  the  lazy  land  untroubled  snore. 

Ah,  in  good  truth  ?  and  did  the  drowslhead 
iSo  suit,  so  soothe  the  learned  loving  eye, 
That  yon  were  minded  to  confer  a  crown, 
(Does  not  the  poppy  boast  such?) — eidl  the 

land 
By  one  slow  hither-thither  stretchinflTi  feet 
Subsiding^intc^slumber  sort  of  name, 
tSsmnbolic  of  the  place  and  people  too, 
''  White  Cotton  Night-cap  Country  t  **     Excel- 
lent! 
For  they  do,  all,  dear  women  yoonr  and  old. 
Upon  the  heads  of  them  bear  notably 
Tnis  badge  of  soul  and  body  in  repose  ; 
Nor  its  fine  thimble  fits  the  aooni-top, 
Keeps  woolly  ward  aboTe  that  oral  brown. 
Its  placid  feature,  more  than  mulHer  makes 
A  safeguard,  droumyents  intelligenee 
In  —  what    shall    evermore    be  named    and 

famed, 
If  happy  nomenclature  aught  avail, 
''  WhiU  Cotton  Night-capCountry,'' 


Dolhsar- 
Oh,  better,  very  best  of  all  the  news  -* 
Yon  mean  to  catch  and  cage  the  wingM  word, 
And  make  it  breed  and  multiply  at  home 
Till  Norman  idleese  stock  our  England  too  ? 
Normandy  diown  minute  yet  magnified 
In  one  of  those  small  books,  the  truly  great, 
We  never  know  enough,  yet  know  so  well  P 
How  I  foresee  the  cursive  diamond-dints,  — 
Composite  nen  that  plays  the  pencil  too,  •^ 
As,  touch  the  page  and  up  the  glamonr  goes, 
And  filmily  o^er  grain^rop,  meadow*«round, 
0*er  orchaird  in  the  pasture,  farm  arfield. 
And  hamlet  on  the  road-edge,  floats  and  forms 
And  falls,  at  lazy  laat  of  all,  the  Cap 
That  crowns  the  country  !  we,  awake  outside, 
Farther  than  ever  from  the  imminence 
Of  what  cool  comfort,  what  cloee  eovertiire 
Yoor  magic,  deftly  weaving,  shall  snnound 
The  nnconsoions  captive  with.     Be  theirs  to 

drowse 
Traounelled,  and  ours  to  watch  the  tiammel- 

Onis  be  it,  as  we  eon  the  book  of  books. 
To  wonder  how  is  winking  possible  1 

All  hail,  "White  Cotton  Nightcap  Country," 

then! 
And  yet,  as  on  the  beach  yon  promiw  book,  — 
On  beaeh,  mere  rasor-eoge  'twixt  earth  and 


I  stand  at  such  a  distance  from  tks  woM 
That 't  is  the  whole  world  which  obtaina  regard. 
Rather  than  any  part,  thou^  part  preanmed 
A  perfect  little  province  in  itself. 
When  wavf are  made  aoqnaintaaoe  first  tliere* 

with. 
So  standing,  therefore,  on  this  edge  of  things. 
What  if  the  backward  elance  I  gave,  letmn 
Loaded  with  other  spoiu  of  vagrancy 
Than  I  dispatched  it  for,  till  I  propose 
The  question  —  puzzled  by  the  sudden  stove 
Officious  fancy  plvmps  beneath  my  nose^ 
''  Which  sort  of  Night-cap.have  yon  glorifiad  f  " 

Yon  would  be  graoions  to  my  ignoraaea : 

What  other  Night-cap  than  the  normal  one?'" 

Old  honest  guardian  of  man*s  head  and  hair 

In  its  elastic  yet  oontinnons,  soft. 

No  less  persisting,  ciroumambieut  grtpe,— 

Night's  notice,  kfe  is  respited  from  day  I 

Its  form  and  fashion  vary,  suiting  so 

Each  seasonable  want  of  youth  and 

In  infancy,  the  rosy  naked  ball 

Of  brain,  and  that  faint  golden  fluff  it 

Are  smothered  from  disaster,  —  nnraea  know 

By  what  foam-fabric;   hot  when  yoath 


The  sterling  value  of  the 

Discards  adornment,  cap  is  cap  hencefoHk 

Unfeathered  fay  the  fntue  row  on  row. 

Manhood  strains  hard  a  sturdy  stocking  si  iff 

O^er  well-deserving  head  and  ears :  tiia 

Is  tassel-tipt,  commendably  takes  pride, 

Annonneing  workday  done  and 

And  liberty  obtainea  to  sleep,  nay. 

Unwise,  he  peradventnre  shall  essay 

The  sweeti  of  independency  for  once  — 

Waive  its  advantage  on  his  wedding-oiglit : 

Fool,  only  to  resume  it,  idght  the  next. 

And  never  part  eom^anioMhip  again. 

binoe,   with  advaoeing  yean,  night's    solaee 

soon 
Intrudes  upon  the  daybreak  daMoas  Ble 
Persuades  it  to  appear  the  thing  it  is 
Half -sleep;   and  so,  encroaahiiig  nore    and 

more, 
It  lingers  long  past  ths  abstemloaa  meal 
Of  morning,  and,  as  prompt  to  serve, , 
The  supper«ummons,  gruel  gn>wn  a  fi 
Finally,  when  the  laat  sleep  nnds  the  eye 
So  tired  it  caancyt  even  shut  itself. 
Does  not  a  kind  domestic  hand  unite 
Friend  to  friend,  lid  from  lid  to  part 
Consigned  alike  to  that  receptacle 
So  bleak  without,  so  warm  and  white  withia  ? 

"Night-caps,  night's   comfort  off  the  kvmaa 


Their  usage  ma/  be  growing  dbsoleta, 

StUl,  in  the  main,  the  Institiition  stays. 

And  though  younelf  may  possibly  have  lived. 

And  probably  will  die,  nacugnifiea  — 

The  NeyeiHBight-oi4>ped  —  more   expeiisttcsd 

folk 
Laugh  you  back  aasw«r~  What  shoold  Night- 
cap be 
Save  Night-cap  pure  and  simple  f     Sorts  of 
such? 
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Take  ooll«i  for  tlie  wdiwm,  cask  mi  ^jm 
This  aide  W  oomf  ort,  limlwwoal,  or  tkt  ~ 
That  aida  to  iitUy  aamWie  aoatliMiS, 
Amd  all  hatwaea  proTaa  Nighi^Bap 
Add 
Fiddla  1  *'  and  I  ocmfeM  tha  mr^pamiBai. 


»• 


«« 


Only,  yoor  ignoranmi  hara  afua 
Procaada  as  tardily  to  reooirnize 
DiatinotionB:  aak  him  what  a  fiddla 
And  *'  Jttst  a  fiddle  "  seems  the  apt  renly. 
Yet,  ia  not  there*  while  wa  two  paaa  the  baaeh, 
Thia  hlaned  momaat,  at  your  ICeaaingtoa^ 
A  flp<>oial  Kiddle-v'^how  and  rare  arrar 
Of  all  the  sorts  were  ever  aat  to  ehaak, 
established  on  olavkde,  tawa  bow-hand*wisa, 
Or  touohadlnta-fashJon  and  forsfii^er-plaakad  ? 
I  doabt  not  there  be  duly  eataloKiied 
AchieTaments  all  and  some  of  Italy, 
Gnamariaa,  Stradnariiia,  —  old  and  aaw, 
Aa^ustly  rode,  refined  to  fimokinfr* 
This  mammoth  with  his  belly  fnll  of  blaia. 
That  mouae  of  mosio  —  inohrlong  silvery  whaaaa. 
And  hare  a  specimen  haa  effloreaoad 
Into  the  scroll-head*  there  subaidaa  anprama. 
And  with  the  tailpieoa  satisfias  mankind. 
Why  shonld  I  speak  of  wooda^  (laaaa,  staina 

and  streaks, 
Tha  topas  vamiah  or  tha  mlqr  gum  f 
We  preferably  pauaa  where  tiokatn  taaah, 
**  Ove^  this  sample  would  Corelli  croon, 
Grievina,  by  minors,  like  the  cnahat-dova, 
Most  doicet  Giea,  dreamiest  Saraband/* 
"  From  this  did  Plsganini  oomb  tha  fiaraa 
Electric  sparks,  or  to  tenuity 
Poll  forth  the  inmost  wailing  of  the  wire  *-* 
No  eat^nt  could  swoon  out  so  much  of  soul  1  *' 

Three  hundred  yiolin-varietiea 

Exposed  to  public  view  I    And  dare  I  doubt 

Some  future  enterprise  shall  frive  the  world 

Quite  as  remarkable  a  Night-cap^how  ? 

Mathinks.  we,  arm-in-arm,  that  featal  day. 

Pace  the  long  range  of  relies  shrined  aright, 

Framad,  glaMd,  each  cushioned  curiosity. 

And  so  bep;in  to  smile  and  to  inspect : 

**  Pope's  sickly  head-auatainmant,  damped  with 

dews 
Wrung  from  the  all-unfair  fickt :  such  a  frame  *- 
Thougn  doctor  and  the    aavil   helped    their 

hwt  — 
Fought  such  a  world  that,  waiving  doator^a 

help. 
Had  the  mean  devil  at  its  service  too ! 
Voltaire's  imperial  velvet !  Hogarth  evad 
Tha  thumb-niul  record  of  some  alley^phla. 
Then  chucklii^y  clapped  yonder  oosiness 
On  pate,  and  painfad  with  true  fleah  and  Mood  I 
Poor  hectic  Cowper'a  soothing  saianat-atripa  I  *' 
And  so  wa  profit  by  the  catalogue. 
Somehow  ant  smile  subsiding  more  and  iiiors« 
Till  we  dacUna  into  .  .  .  but  no  I  shut  eyas 
And  hairy  past  the  shame  uneoflned  here. 
The  hsnpnsn'a  toilat  I  If  we  needs  must  ttanch. 
For  aoi*naa'  aake  which  eravaa  i 

still. 
On  the  sad  eonfina.  not  tha  diatiict's  self. 
The  obJMi  that  shall  cloaa  laviaw  nay  ha 


WeD,  it  is  Fteneh,  and  hare  aia  wa  fai  Franca : 

It  is  historic,  and  wa  live  to  leani. 

And  try  to  learn  by  reading  atoij-books. 

It  ia  an  incident  of  'Ninety-two, 

And,  twelre  montha  ainoe,  tha  Commnne  had 

the  sway.  

Therefore  rasolva  that,  after  all  tka  Whitaa 
Presented  you,  a  solitary  Red 
Shall  pain  us  both,  a  minute  and  no  morel 
Do  not  you  see  poor  Louis  pushed  to  front 
Of  palace-window,  in  persuasion's  name, 
A  speotada  above  the  howling  mob 
Who  taatad,  aa  it  ware,  with  tiger-amack. 
The  outstari,  the  fiat  snnrt  of  hlood  on  brow. 
The  Phrygian  ssrmbol,  the  new  crown  of  thons. 
The  Gap  af  FMadom  ?    Sea  tha  feeble  mirth 
At  odds  with  that  half-purpose  to  be  strong 
And  meralv  patient  under  miaerir  t 
And  note  the  fjaaulation,  ground  so  hard 
Between  hia  teeth,  timt  «Mdy  Qod  could  hear. 
As  the  lean  pale  proud  inaignificanoe 
With  tha  aharp-feiatared  Kvei^wwrried  staia 
Out  of  tha  two  pay  pointa  that  did  him  stead. 
And  paasad  their  eape-owner  to  tha  front 


Batter  than  his  mob^lbowed  undetaiBs,  — 
The  Coiaican  lientanaat  commented, 
**  Had  I  but  one  good  lugimant  of  my  own. 
How  BOon  ahould  vollaya  to  the  due  amount 
Lay  atUf  npao  tkastaaet-flaga  this  canaille  t 
As  for  the  droll  there,  he  that  plays  tha  king. 
And  scrswa  out  oarila  with  a  Red  night^M>  on. 
He 's  done  for  1  aoaaabody  must  take  has  piMe.'* 
White  Cotton  NightHsan  Conntey :  axeelJettt  I 
Why  not  Red  Cotton  Kighi-eap  Goontey  too  ? 

*' Why  not  say  Bwaaaata  black  and  blackbirda 

white, 
Becaoae  the  IiMlaiiesa  aziit  f  "  yon  ask. 
"  Enouf^  that  white,  not  red,  predominatsa. 
Is  normal,  typical,  in  cleric  phrase 
Quod  sfHiW,  temper^  el  ubique.**    Here, 
Applying  snah  a  name  to  aoch  a  land^ 
EapeciaUy  you  find  inopportune. 
Impertinent,  my  serupla  whether  white 
Or  red  dfloerihea  tha  local  color  beat. 
"  Let  be.*'  fyon  say,)  *'  the  universe  at  laiga 
Supplied  ns  with  exceptions  to  the  rule. 
So  manifold,  they  borp  no  passing  by,  — 
Little  Saine-Rsmbert  has  oiinsei  led  at  leaat 
The  pare  tradition  :  white  from  head  to  he^ 
Where  ia  a  hint  of  the  unsraeiona  hue  ? 
See,  we  have  travessed  with  hop,  step,  and 

jump. 
From  heel  to  head,  the  mai»«trset  in  a  trice. 
Measured  the  garment  (help  mv  metaphor  I) 
Not  merely  criticised  the  cap,  lofaooth  ; 
And  were  yon  pricked  by  that  aollectingHtoh, 
That  pmrimwy  for  writing  o'er  your  reds, 
*  Rare,  rarer.  rarMt,  not  inrs  bi^  naione,'  — 
The  shelf.  Saint-Rambert.  of  your  capinet, 
UnlabelM,  -  yii«iaal,  no  Rahab^thiaad 
For  blushing  token  of  the  spv's  sncaaas,  — 
Would  ta«*nt  with  vacancy,  I  nndertaka  1 
What,  yoador  i^  your  best  amdogy. 
Pretance  at  ma«t  appraarh  to  naugntinaBB, 
ImniiieainaHt  of  the  r»*ddv  im  the  blank  ? 
Thia  ia  the  criminal  Samt-Ramherteae 
Whosmniglsdip  tobnoao,  half-**ponnd  1 
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Th«  Octroi  found  it  out  and  fined  the  wratoh« 
This  other  is  the  culprit  who  dispatched 
A  hare,  he  thought  a  hedgehog,  (clods  ohstruet,) 
Unfurnished  with  Permission  for  the  Chase  1 
As  to  the  womankind  —  renounce  from  those 
The  hope  of  getting^  a  companion-tinKe, 
First  faiDt  tiraoh  promising  romantio  fault  I  *' 

Enough :  there  stands  Bed  Cotton  Nighfr-oap 

shelf  — 
A  cavem^s  ostentatious  vacancy  -- 
My  oontribulaon  to  the  show ;  while  jronrs  — 
Whites  heap  your  row  of  peKS  from  every  hedge 
Outside,  and  house  inside  SsLit-Rambert  here  — 
We  soon  have  come  to  end  of.    bee,  the  church 
With  its  white  steeple  gives    your  challenge 

point. 
Perks  as  it  were  the  nightH»p  of  the  town, 
Starehedly  warrants  all  beneath  is  matched 
By  aU  ahove,  one  snowy  innocence  1 

You  put  me  on  my  mettle.    British  maid 
And  British  man,  suppose  we  have  it  out  ^ 
Here  in  the  fields,  decule  the  question  so  ? 
Then,  British  fashion,  shake  hands  hard  again, 
Go  home  t«wether,  friends  the  more  confirmed 
That  one  ot  na  —  asMiredly  m^lf  — 
Looks  puffj  about  eye,  and  pink  at  nose  ? 
Which     pink  **  reminds  me  that  the  axdnons- 

We  both  acknowledge  in  the  enterprise. 

Claims,  counts  apon  a  large  and  liberal 

Acceptance  of  as  good  as  victory 

In  whatsoever  just  escapes  defeat. 

Yon  must  be  generous,  strain  point,  and  call 

Victory,  any  Uie  least  flush  of  pink 

Made  priie  of,  labelled  scarlet  for  the  nonce  — 

Faintest  pretension  to  be  wrong  and  red 

And  iNctnresque,  that  varies  by  a  splotch 

The  righteous  flat  of  insipidity. 

Quick  to  the  quest,  then  <—  forward,  the  firm 

foot  I 
Onward,  the  onarry-«vertaking  eve  t 
For,  what  is  this,  by  way  of  march-tune,  makes 
The  rousioaleBt  buzzing  at  my  ear 
Bv  reassurance  of  that  promise  old, 
Though  tint  at  tearltt  tkef/  thail  be  at  wool  f 
Wlienoe  --  what  fantastic  hope  do  I  deduce  P 
I  am  no  Uebig :  when  the  dyer  dyes 
A  texture,  can  the  red  dye  prime  the  white  ? 
And  if  we  washed  well,  wrung  the  texture  hard. 
Would  we  arrive,  here,  ther**  and  everywhere, 
At  a  fierce  ground  beneath  the  surface  meek  ? 

I  take  the  first  chanee.  mb  to  threads  what  rag 
Shall  flutter  snowily  in  sight.    For  see  I 
Already  these  few  yards  upon  the  rise. 
Our  back  to    brave  ^iaint^Rambert,  how  we 

reach 
The  open,  at  a  down  steps  or  strides  I 
Turn  mnnd  and  look  about,  a  breathinr*while  I 
There  lie.  cmtaiMrad  at  eauidistance,  thorycs 
And  villairt^  snd  towns  along  th*  coast, 
Distinipiidiabla.  each  and  all  alike, 
Bv  white  ppmiNtent  Night-cap,  spire  on  sfnre. 
Tnke  the  left :  yonder  town  m  —  what  say  yon 
lil9»j''Lamdn^''t    Aj^thei 


(Reversing  fable,  as  truth  can  and  wiU) 

Which  gave  our  mountain  of  a  LoodoB  birth ! 

This  u  the  Conqueror's  country,  bear  in  mind. 

And  Lcndrss-distriet  blooms  with  Lioodosi-pride. 

Turn  round  ;  La  Roche,  to  right,  wh«re  oysten 
thrive: 

Monlien  —  the  lighthouse  is  a  telegimph  ; 

This,  full  in  front,  8aint-Ramberi ;  than  suc- 
ceeds 

Villeneuve,  and  Pons  the  Young  with  Pons  the 
Old, 

And  -*  ere  &ith  points  to  Joyeuz,  out  of  sight, 

A  little  neax«r  —  oh.  La  Ravissante ! 

There  now  is  something  like  a  Night-cap  spire. 

Donned  by  no  ordinary  Notre-l>Rme  ! 

For,  one  of  the  three  safety-fpiards  of  France, 

You  front  now.  lady  1    Nothing  intercepts 

The  privilege,  by  crow*fli^t,  two  miles  far. 

She  and  her  sisters  Lourdes  and  La  Salette 

Are  at  this  moment  hailed  the  cynoaure 

Of  poor  dear  France,  such  waves  have  buffeted 

Since  she  eschewed  infallibility 

And  chose  to  steer  by  the  vague  nomnaasbmr 

This  same  midsummer  month,  a  week  ago. 

Was  not  the  memorable  da^  observed 

For  reinstatement  of  the  misused  Three 

In  old  supremacry  f orevermore  ? 

Did  not  the  faithful  flock  in  pi^rimage 

By  railway,  diligence,  and  steamer  —  nay. 

On  foot  with  stuf  and  scrip,  to  see  the  sights 

Assured   them?    And  I  say  beat   aii^t  wss 

here: 
And  nothing  jnatified  the  rival  Two 
In  their  pretension  to  equality  ; 
Our  folk  laid  out  their  ticket -money  best. 
And  witelieat,  if  they  walked,  wore  shoe  awmy ; 
Not  who  went  farther  only  to  fare  wone. 
For,  what  was  seen  at  Lourdes  and  La  Salatte 
Elxoept  a  couple  of  the  common  cures 
Such  aa  all  three  can  boast  of,  any  day  ? 
While  here  it  was,  here  and  by  no  means  there, 
Tliat  the  Pope's  self  sent  two  great  real  gold 

crowns 
As  thick  with  jewelry  as  thick  could  stick. 
His  iiresent  to  the  Virrin  and  her  Babe  — 
Provided    for  —  who  Knows    not  ?  —  hj  that 

fund. 
Count  Alessandro  Sforza's  \m^^ 
Which  goes  to  crown  some  Virgm  eveiy  year. 
But  this  year,  poor  Pope  was  in  |>risonHionae, 
And  money  had  to  go  tor  something  else  ; 
And  therefore,   though  their  present  aa 

the  Pope's, 
The  faithful  of  our  province  raised  the  sum 
Preached  and   prayed   out  of  — noi  ' 

alone. 
Gentle  and  simple  paid  in  kind,  not « 
The  most  part:  the  great  lady  gave  her  breoeh. 
The jpeasant^ri.  her  hairpin  ;    t  was  the  rowgh 
Bluff  farmer  mainly  who«  —  admonished  w«ll 
By  wife  to  care  lest  his  new  eolewort-crop 
Stray  snrrowf  nlly  sparse  like  last  year's  seed,  — 
Lf^gved  frnra  relnctant  poneh  the  fifty-frane. 
And  had  the  Cinq's  hope  that  rain  would 
And  so,  the  sum  in  evidence  at  length. 
Next  step  was  to  obtain  the  dnnative 
By  the  spoptaneons  bouity  of  the  Pope  ^ 
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No  easy  matter,  nnoe  hit  Holuie« 
Had  tumad  a  deaf  aar,  lon^  and  long  a^o, 
To  miieh  entraatjr  on  our  fiiahop's  part, 
Commendabl^  we  boast.    **  But  no,"  qooth  he, 
'*  Imaice  and  image  needa  most  take  their  torn : 
Here  atand  a  doien  as  importunate." 
Well,  we  were  patient ;  but  theoup  ran  o'er 
When  —  who  was  it  pressed  in  and  took  the 

prize 
Bat  our  own  oflhet,  aet  for  off  indeed 
To  grow  by  help  of  onr  especial  name, 
She  of  the  Kavisaante  —  in  Martinique  I 
*' What! "  cried   our  patience  at  the  boiling 

point, 
**  The  danffhter   crowned,  the  mother's  head 

goes  bare? 
Bishop  of  Raimbanz  I"  -» that  'a  our  diocese  — 
*'  Thon  hast «  summons  to  repair  to  Rome, 
Be  efficacious  at  the  Council  there  : 
Now  is  the  time  or  never  1    Right  our  wrong  1 
Hie  thee  away,  thou  valued  Murillon, 
And  have  the  promise,  thon    who  haat   the 

vote  I  " 
So  aaid,  so  done,  so  followed  in  due  course 
(To  cut  the  story  short)  this  festival. 
This  famous  Twenty-second,  seven  days  since. 

Oh,  but  yon  heard  at  Ju^nx  !    Pilgrimage, 
Concourse,  procession  with,  to  head  the  host, 
(^ardinad  Mirecourt,  quenching  lesser  lights : 
The  leafy  street>length  through,  decked  end  to 

end 
With  Augnst-strippage,  and  adorned  with  flags, 
That  would  have  waved  right  well  but  that  it 

rained 
Just  this  picked  dav,  by  some  perversity. 
And  so  were  placed,  on  Mother  and  on  Babe, 
The  pair  of  crowns:  the  Mother's,  yon  must 

seel 
Miranda,  the  great  Paris  goldsmith,  made 
The  marvel,  ^  he  's  a  neighbor  :    that 's    his 

park 
Before  you,  tree-topped  wall  we  walk  toward* 
His  shflo  it  was  turned  out  the  masterpiece. 
Probably  at  his  own  expenditure ; 
Anyhow,  his  was  the  munificence 
Contributed  the  central  and  supreme 
Splendor  that  crowns  the  crown   itwlf.  The 

Stone. 
Not  even  Paris,  ransacked,  could  supply 
That  gem :  he  had  to  forage  in  New  York, 
This  jeweller,  and  couatry^gentleman, 
And  most  undoubted  devotee  beside  ! 
Worthily  wived,  too :  since  his  wife  it  was 
Bestowed    ''with  friendly   hand "  — befitting 

phrase  I 
The  Uoe  which  trims  the  corooation-robe  — 
Stiff  wear  —  a  mint  of  wealth  on  the  brocade. 
I)o  Ko  and  see  what  I  saw  yesterday  I 
Ana,  for  that  matter,  see  m  fancy  still. 
Since  .  .  • 

There  now !    Even  for  unthankful  me. 
Who  stuck  to  my  devotions  at  high-tide 
Thai  festal  monung,  never  had  a  mind 
To  trudge  the  little  leagne  and  join  the  crowd  — 
Even  lor  me  is  miracle  vonchsafed  I  ^ 
How  poiatleas  proves  the  aneer  at  miracles  I 


As  if,  cwnuariwise  to  all  we  want 

And  reasonably  look  to  find,  thay  graced 

Merely  those   graced-before,   grace   helps   no 

whit. 
Unless,  made  whole,  they  need  physician  still. 
I  —  sceptical  in  evm  inch  of  me  — 
Did  I  deserve  that,  from  the  liquid  name 
*'  Miranda,"  —faceted  as  loveluy 
As   his  own  gift,  the  gem,  — a  shaft  should 

shine. 
Bear  roe  along,  another  Abaris, 
Nor  let  me  light  till,  hi,  the  Red  is  reached. 
And  yonder  lies  in  luminosity  I 

Look,  lady  t  where  I  bade  you  rlanee  but  now  I 
Next  habitation,  though  two  mues  away,  — 
No  tenement  for  man  or  beast  between,  — 
That,  park  and  domicile,  is  country-seat 
Of  this  same  good  Miranda  1    I  accept 
The  augury.    Or  there,  or  nowhere  else. 
Will  I  establish  that  a  Ni|f htn^ap  gleams 
Of  visionanr  Red,  not  White  for  once  I 
*"  Heaven,"  saith  tha  sage,  *'  is  with  us,  hen 

inside 
Each  roan  :  '*    *'  Hell  also,"  simpleness  sub- 
joins, 
By  Wliite  and  Red  describing  human  flesh. 

And  yet  as  we  continue,  quicken  pace. 

Approach  the  object  which  determines  me 

Victorious  or  defeated,  more  forlorn 

My  chance  seems,  —  that  is  oertiunty  at  least. 

Halt  midway,  reconnoitre  1    Either  side 

The  path  we  traverse  (turn  and  see)  stretch 

fieUs 
Without  a  hedge :  one  level,  scallop-striped 
With  bands  of  heet  and  turnip  and  lnzem« 
Limited  only  by  each  color's  end« 
Shelves  down  —  we  stand  upon  an  eminence  — 
To  where  the  earth-shell  scallops  out  the  sea» 
A  sweep  of  semicircle  ;  and  at  edge  — 
Just  aa  the  milk-white  incrustations  stud 
At  intervals  some  shell-extremity. 
So  do  the  litUe  growths  attract  us  here. 
Towns  with  each  name  I  told  yon :  say,  they 

touch 
The  sea,  and  the  sea  them,  and  all  is  said. 
So  sleeps  and  sets  to  slumber  that  broad  blue  I 
The  people  are  as  peaceful  as  the  plaoe. 
This,  that  I  call ''  the  path  "  is  road,  highway ; 
But  has  there  psssed  us  by  a  market-cart, 
Man,  woman,  child,  or  don:  to  wag  a  tail  ? 
True,  1  saw  weeders  stooping  in  a  field; 
But   -  formidably  white  the  Cap's  extent ! 


Round  again !    Come,  appeanmce  proroiase ! 
The  boundary,  the  park-wall,  ancient  brick. 
Upholds  a  second  wall  of  tree-heads  high 
V\  hich  overleaa  its  top,  a  solid  green. 
That  surely  ought  to  shut  in  mysteries  I 
A  jeweller  —  no  unsuggestive  craft  1 
Trade  that  admits  of  much  romance,  indeed. 
For,  whom  but  goldsmiths  nsed  old  mooarcha 

pledge 
Regaha  to,  or  seek  a  ransom  from. 
Or  pray  to  furnish  dowry,  at  a  pinch. 
According  to  authentic  story-books? 
Why,  such  have  revolutioniMd  this  land 
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With  duunond-neoUaee-deAling  1  not  to  speak 
Of  fmuilies  torned  upnde-down,  beeaoM 
Tile  eay  wives  went  and  pawned  olandestiiiely 
Jewels,  and  figured,  till  lonnd  oat,  with  paste, 
Or  else  redeemed  them  —  how,  is  horrible  I 
Then  there  are  those  enormons  criminals 
That  lore  their  ware  and  cannot  lose  their  lore, 
And  morder  you  to  get  your  purchase  back. 
Otben  go  courting  lifter  snch  a  stone, 
Make  it  their  mistress,  marry  for  their  wife. 
And  find  out,  some  day,  it  was  false  the  while, 
As  ever  wife  or  mistreas,  man  too  fond 
Has  named  his  Pilgrim,  Hermit,  Ace  of  Hearts. 

Beside  —  what  style  of  edifice  begins 

To  grow  in  sight  at  last  and  top  Uie  scene  ? 

That  n^y  foot,  with  the  range  of  Incames, 

four 
I  count,  and  that  erection  in  the  midst — 
(^lock-house,  or  chapel-spire,  or  what,  aboTe  ? 
Conyentual,  that,  beyond  manorial,  sure ! 
And  reason  eood ;  for  Clairrauz,  such  its  name, 
Was  built  of  old  to  be  a  Priory, 
Dependence  on  that  Abbey-for-the-Males 
Our  Conqueror  founded  in  world-famous  Caen, 
And  where  his  body  sought  the  sepulture. 
It  was  not  to  retain :  you  know  the  tale. 
Such  Priory  was  Clairvauz,  prosperous 
Hundreds  of  years ;  but  nothing  lasts  below. 
And  when  the  Red  Cap  pushed  the  Crown  aside, 
The  Priory  became,  like  all  its  peers, 
A  National  Domain  :  which,  bought  and  sold 
And  resold,  needs  must  change,  with  ownership. 
Both  outside  show  and  inside  use ;  at  length 
The  messuage,  threenand-twenty  vears  ago, 
Became  the  {purchase  of  rewarded  worth 
Irapenonate  in  Father—  I  must  stoop 
To  French  phrase  for  precision's  sake,  I  fear  — 
Father  Miranda,  eoldsmith  of  renown : 
By  birth  a  Madrifene,  bv  domicile 
And  sojourning  accepted  French  at  last. 
His  energy  it  was  which,  trade  transferred 
To  Paris,  throve  ss  with  a  golden  thumb. 
Established  in  the  Place  VendSme.    He  bought 
Not  building  otUv,  but  belongings  far 
And  wide,  at  Gonthier  there,  Monlieu,  Ville- 

neuve, 
A  plentiful  estate :  which,  twelve  years  since. 
Passed,  at  the  good  man's  natural  demise. 
To  Son  and  Heir  Miranda  —  Clairvaux  here, 
The  Paris  shop,  the  mansion  —  not  to  say 
Palatial  residence  on  Quai  Rousseau, 
With  money^  movables,  a  mine  of  wealth  — 
And  young  Ltence  Bliranda  got  it  all. 

Ah,  bat  —  whose  might  the  transformation  be  ? 
Were   you   prepared  for  this,  now?    As  we 

talked; 
We  walked,  we  entered  the  half-privacy. 
The  partly-guarded  precinct:  paned  beside 
The  little  paled-off  wlet,  trees  and  turf. 
Then  found  us  in  the  main  ash-avenue 
Under  the  blessing  of  its  branchage-foof : 
Till,  on  emergence,  what  affronts  our  gaxe  ? 
Priory — Conqueror —  Abbey-for-tho-Males — 
Hey,  presto,  pass,  who  conjured  all  away  ? 
Look  through  the  railwork  of  the  gate :  a  park 
—  Yes,  bat  A  VAitglaiae^  as  they  oompliment  1 


Gbass  like  green  velret,  gravel-walkB  Hka  gold. 
Bosses  of  shmbs,  embosomings  of  flowon. 
Lead  yon  — throogh  sprinkled  trasa  of   tiny 


Disporting,  within  rsaeh  of  oovertors. 
By  some  habitoal  aoqoiessent  oak 
Or  elm,  that  thinks,  and  lets  tha 

laugh  — 

Lead,  lift  at  last  your  soul  that  walks  tha  air, 
Up  to  the  house-nont,  or  its  back  perfaafa  — 
Whether  facade  or  no,  one  coquetry 
Of  colored  brick  and  carved  atonal    Stoeeo? 

Well, 
The  daintiness  is  cheery,  that  I  know. 
And  all  the  sportive  floral  feamework  fits 
The  lightsome  purpose  of  the  arehiteet. 
Those  lucames  which  I  called  eonvaatnal,  late. 
Those  are  the  outlets  in  the  maasard-roo£ ; 
And,  underneath,  what  long  light  elapinno 
Of  windows  here  suggests  how  bimva  nande 
Lurk  eyeballed  gems  they  pla7  tha  ayelids  to ! 
Festive  arrangements  look  torongh  anah,  be 

sure! 
And  now  the  tower  antop,  I  took  for  olobk^s 
Or  bell's  abode,  turns  out  a  onaint  devica. 
Pillared  and  temnle-treated  Belvedera  — 
Pavilion  safe  within  its  railed-about 
Sublimity  of  area  ~  whanoe  what  atraleh. 
Of  sea   and   land,   throngjioat   the 

change. 
Must  greet  the  solitaiy !    Or  sapposa, 
—  If  what  the  husband  likes,  the 

too, — 
The  happy  pair  of  students  doistared 
Alone  in  April  kiss  when  Spring  arrivt .  _ 
Or  no,  he  mounts  there  bv  nimaelf  to  meet 
Winds,  welcome  wafts  of  saaaroeli,  ^nt  whitr 

bird 
That  flaps  thus  far  to  taste  the  land  again. 
And  all  the  promise  of  the  youthful  year ; 
Then  he  desoends,  unbosoms  straiglit  hia  store 
Of  blessings  in  the  bud,  and  both  embraoe. 
Husband  and  wife,  since  earth  is  Paradise, 
And  man  at  peace  with  Qod.    Yoa  see  it  all  ? 


likes 


I 


Let  us  complete  our  survey,  go  rig^t  roond 
The  place :  for  here,  it  may  be,  we  aurpriaa 
The  Priory,  —  these  solid  walls,  big  bans. 
Gray  orchard-grounds,  huge  foor^qoara  stotes 

for  stock. 
Betoken  where  the  Church  was  busr  onee. 
Soon  must  we  oome  n^on  the  Chapelts  aelf . 
No  doubt  next  turn  will  treat  oa  to  .  .  •  Aba, 
Again  our  expectation  proves  at  ^aolt  1 
Still  the  bright  graceful  modem  —  not  to  any 
Modish  adornment,  meets  us :  Pare  Analais, 
Tree-sprinkle,  shrub-embossment  aa  before. 
S<»e,  the  sun  splits  on  yonder  banble  world 
Of  silvered  glass  concentring,  every  sida. 
All  the  adjacent  wonder,  made  miante 
And  touched  grotesque  by  ball-convaxaty  1 
Just  so,  a  sense  that  something  is  amisa. 
Something  is  out  of  sorts  in  the  diaplaj. 
Affects  us,  paat  denial,  evenrwhera. 
The  right  erection  for  tha  Fielda,  tha  Wood, 
(Fielda  —  but  ElyMe»,  wood  —  but  de  Boui^gm 
Is  peradventare  wrong  for  wood  and  fiaUta 
When  Vire,  not  Paria,  pbya  tha  CafiiteL 
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So  maj  a  good  maa  hare  defideat  taste ; 

Since  8oa  and  Heir  Miranda,  he  it  waa 

Who,  nz  yeara  now  elapeed,  achieved  the  work 

And  tnily  made  a  wildemeM  to  smile. 

Here  did  their  domeatieit^  reside, 

A  happy  husband  and  as  nappy  wife. 

Till  .  .  .  how  oan  I  in  oonsoienoe  longer  keep 

My  little  secret  that  the  man  is  dead 

I,  for  artistio  porpose,  talk  about 

As  if  he  HTed  still  ?    No,  these  two  yean  now 

Has  he  been  dead.    Yon  ooght  to  sympathise, 

Not  mock  the  sturdy  effort  to  redeem 

My  pledge,  and  wring  yon  out  some  tragedy 

From  even  sneh  a  perfect  commonplace ! 

Suppose  I  boast  the  death  of  sneh  desert 

My  tn^gic  bit  of  Red  ?    Who  contravenes 

Anertion  Uiat  a  tragedy  exists 

In  any  stoppa^  of  benevolenoe, 

ITtility,  devotion  above  all  ? 

Benevolent  ?    There  never  was  his  like  : 

For  poverty,  he  had  an  open  hand 

...  Or   stop  —  I    nse  the  wrong   expression 

here  — 
An  open  pnrse,  then,  ever  at  appeal; 
So  that  the  nnrefleeting  rather  taxed 
Profusion  than  penurionsness  in  alms. 
One,  in  hia  day  and  generation,  deemed 
Of  nse  totheeommnmty?    I  trust, 
('lairvaojc  thus  renovated,  regalisea, 
Paris  ezpoonded  thus  to  Normandy, 
Answers  that  question.    Was  the  man  devout  ? 
Aftor  a  Hfe  —  one  mere  munificence 
To  Church  and  all  things  churchly,  men  or 

mice, — 
Dying,  his  last  beqneathment  gave  land,  goods, 
Cash,  everr  stick  and  stirer,  to  the  Churon, 
And  notably  to  that  church  vonder,  that 
Beloved  of  nis  soul,  fja  Ravissaate  — 
Wherefrom,  the  latest  of  his  gifts,  the  Stone 
Gratefully  bore  me  as  on  anow-flaah 
To  Clairvanz,  as  I  told  yon. 

"Ay,  to  find 
Your  Red  desiderated  article, 
Wliere  every  scratch  and  scrape  provokes  my 

White 
To  all  the  more  superb  a  prominence  I 
Why,  *t  is  the  story  served  ap  fresh  agun  — 
How  it  befell  the  restive  prophet  old 
Who  came  and  tried  to  curse  but  blessed  the 

hmd. 
Come,  your  last  chance  !  he  diainherited 
( 'hildren :  he  made  his  widow  monm  too  much 
By  this  endowment  of  the  other  Bride  — 
Nor  understood  that  gold  and  jewelry 
Adorn  her  in  a  figure,  not  a  fact. 
You  make  that  White  I  want,  so  very  white, 
'T  is  I  say  now  —  some  trace  of  Red  should  be 
Somewfaars  in  this  Miranda-sanctitnde  1  *' 

Not  here,  at  all  events,  sweet  moekinr  friend  I 
For  he  waa  childless;  and  what  heirs  he  had 
Were  an  uncertain  sort  of  Consinry 
Scarce  f>laiming  kindred  so  as  to  withhold 
rhe  donor's  porposs  thou^  fantastical : 
Heirs,  for  that  matter,  wanting  no  increase 
Df  wcHslth,  since  rich  already  as  himself ; 
Heirs  that  had  taken  tronUs  off  his  hands. 


Bought  that  productive  goldsmith^bosiness  he. 
With  abnegation  wise  as  rare,  renounced 
Precisely  at  a  time  of  life  when  youth, 
Ni^h  on  departure,  bids  mid-age  discard 
Lifers  other  loves  and  likings  iu  a  pack. 
To  keep,  in  lucre,  comfort  worth  them  all. 
This  Couainry  are  they  who  boast  the  shop 
Of  '*  flrm-Miranda,  London  and  New  York.'' 
Cousins  are  an  unconscionable  kind  ;^ 
But  theee  —  pretension  surely  on  their  part 
To  share  inheritance  were  too  absurd  I 

"  Renuuna  then,  he  dealt  wrongly  by  his  wife, 
Despoiied  her  somehow  by  such  testament  ?  ** 
Farther  than  ever  from  the  mark,  fair  friend ! 
The  man*s  love  for  his  wife  ezceeded  bounds 
Rather  than  failed  the  limit.    'T  was  to  live 
Hers  and  hen  only,  to  aboliih  earth 
Outside — sinoe  Paria  holds  the  pick  of  earth  — 
He  turned  his  back,  shut  eyes,  stopped  ears,  to 

all 
Delicious  Paria  tem^  her  childieo  with. 
And  fled  away  to  this  far  solitude — 
She  peopling  solitode  sui&cienUy  I 
She,  partner  in  each  heavenward  flight  snblime. 
Was,  with  each  oondesoemnon  to  the  ground, 
JDnlv  assocrinte  also :  hand  in  hand. 
...  Or  side  by  side,  I  say  by  preference  — 
On  every  good  work  sidlingly  they  went. 
Hers  was  the  instigation  —  none  bnt  she 
Willed  that,  if  death  should  summon  first  her 

lord. 
Though  she,  sad  reUoti  must  drag  residue 
Of  days  encumbered  by  this  load  of  wealth  ~ 
(Submitted  to  with  something  of  a  grace 
So  long  as  her  surviving  vigilance 
Might  worthilv  administer,  convert 
Wealth  t»  Qoa's  glory  and  the  good  of  man. 
Give,  as  in  life,  so  now  in  death,  effect 
To  cheriahed  purpose)  —  yet  soe  begged  and 

prayed 
That,  when  no  lonirer  she  could  supervise 
The  House,  it  should  beoome  a  Hospital : 
For  the  support  whereof,  lands,  goods,  and 

cash 
Alike  will  go,  in  happy  Euardianship, 
To  yonder  church.  La  Raviasante :  who  debt 
To  God  and  man  undoubtedly  will  pay. 

**Not  of  the  world,  your  heroine  !  " 

Do  yon  know 
I  saw  her  yesterday  —  set  eyes  upon 
The  veritable  persoosffe,  no  dream  ? 
I  in  the  morning  strolled  this  way,  as  oft. 
And  stood  at  entry  of  the  avenue. 
When,  out  from  thiat  first  garden-gate,  we  gased 
Upon  and  throuiiffa,  a  small  procession  swept  — 
Miulame  Miranda  with  attradante  five. 
First,  of  henelf :  she  woro  a  soft  and  white 
Engaging  dreas,  with  velvet  stripes  and  squares 
Severely  black,  yet  scarce  discouraging : 
Fresh  Awis-mannf aetnre  I    ( Vire*B  wonhi  do  ? 
I  donbt  it,  bnt  confess  my  inorance.) 
Her  figure  ?  somewhat  smaU  and  darlinp4ike. 
Her  face  ?  well,  singularly  colorless. 
For  first  thing:  which  soarea  suite  a  blonde, 
yon  know. 
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Pretty  you  would  not  oall  her :  thoufrh  perhaps 

Attaining  to  the  encU  of  prettinea, 

And  aomewhat  more,  suppose  enough  of  soul. 

Then  she  is  forty  fnll :  yon  cannot  jud^ 

What  heanty  was  her  portion  at  eighteen. 

The  age  she  married  at.    *So,  colorless 

I  stick  to,  and  if  featureless  I  add, 

Your  notion  grows  completer  :  for,  although 

I  noticed  that  her  nose  was  aouiline, 

The  whole  effect  amounts  with  me  to  —  hlank  ! 

I  never  saw  what  I  could  less  describe. 

The  eyes,  for  instance,  unforgettable 

Which  ought  to  be,  are  out  of  mind  as  sight. 

Yet  is  there  not  conceivably  a  face, 

A  set  of  wax-like  features,  blank  at  first. 

Which,  as  you  bendingly  grow  warm  above. 

Begins  to  take  impreflsment  from  your  breath? 

Which,  as  vour  will  itself  were  plastic  here 

Nor  needed  exercise  of  handicraft. 

From  formless  moulds  itself  to  correspond 

With  all  you  think  and  feel  and  are  —  in  fine 

Orows  a  new  revelation  of  yourself. 

Who  know  now  for  the  first  time  what  you 

want? 
Here  has  been  something  that  could  wait  awhile, 
Learn  your  requirement,  nor  take  shape  before, 
But,  b^  adopting  it,  make  paloable 
Your  right  to  an  importance  ot  your  own, 
Companions  somehow  were  so  slow  to  see ! 
—  Far  delioater  solace  to  conceit 
Than  should  some  absolute  and  final  face, 
Fit  representative  of  soul  inside. 
Summon  you  to  surrender  —  in  no  way 
Your  breath's  impressment,  nor,  in  stranger's 

guise. 
Yourself  —  or  why  of  force  to  challenge  vou  ? 
Why  should  your  soul's  reflection  rule  your 

soul? 
("  You  "  means  not  you,  nor  me,  nor  any  one 
Framed,  for  a  reason  I  shall  keep  suppressed. 
To  rather  want  a  master  than  a  slave : 
The  slavish  still  aspires  to  dominat«  I) 
So,  all  I  sav  is,  that  the  face,  to  me^ 
One  blur  ot  blank,  might  flash  significance 
To  who  had  seen  his  soul  reflected  there 
Gk  that  symmetric  silvery  phantom-like 
Figure,  with  other  five  processional. 
The   first,  a   black-drrased   matron  —  maybe, 

maid  — 
Mature,  and  dragonish  of  aspect,  — marched ; 
Then  four  came  tripping  in  a  io^rous  flock, 
Two  gixmt  goats  and  two  prodigious  sheep 
Pure  as  the  arctic  fox  th<it  suits  the  snow. 
Tripped,  trotted,  turned  the  march  to  merri' 

ment. 
But  ambled  at  their  mistress'  heel  —  for  why  f 
A  rod  of  guidance  marked  the  Chfttelaine, 
And  ever  and  anon  would  sceptre^  wave, 
And  silky  subject  leave  meandering. 
Nay,  one  great  naked  sheep-face  stopped  to  ask 
Who  was  the  stranger,  snuffed  inquisitive 
My  hand  that  made  acquaintance  with  its  nose. 
Examined  why  the  hand  —  of  man  at  least  — 
Patted  so  lightly,  warmly,  so  like  life  I 
Are  they  snch  silly  natures  after  all  ? 
And  Uius  accompanied,  the  paled-off  space, 
Inleted  shrubs  and  verdure,  gained  the  group ; 


Till,  as  I  gave  a  furtive  glance,  and  saw 

Her  back^iair  was  a  block  of  solid  gold, 

The   gate  shut  out  my  hanuless  qnestion^ 

Hair 
So  youn^  and  ycUow,  crowning  sanctity. 
And  claiming  solitude  .  .  •  can  hair  be  false  ? 

"  Shut  in  the  hair  and  with  it  your  laat  hope. 
Yellow  might  on  inspection  pass  for  Red  1  — 
Red,  Red,  where  is  the  tinge  of  promised  Red 
In  this  old  tale  of  town  and  country  life. 
This  rise  and  progress  of  a  family  ? 
first  comes  the  bustling  man  of  enterprise. 
The  fortune-founding  father,  rightly  roogk, 
As  who  must  grub  and  grab,  play  pioneer. 
Then,  with  a  light  and  aiiy  step,  succeeds 
The  son,  surveys  the  fabric  of  his  sire. 
And  enters  home,  unsmirched  from  to|i  to  toe. 
Polish  and  education  qualify 
Their  fortunate  possessor  to  confine 
His  occupancv  to  the  first-floor  suite 
Rather  tnan  keep  exploring  needlessly 
Where  dwelt  his  sire  content  with  ceUanige: 
Industry  bustles  underneath,  no  doobt. 
And  supervisors  should  not  nt  too  dose. 
Next,  rooms  built,  there 's  the  furniture  to  bay. 
And  what  adornment  like  a  worthy  wife  ? 
In  comes  she  like  some  foreign  camnet. 
Purchased  indeed,  but  purifying  quick 
What  space  receives  it  from  all  trafiie-taint. 
She  tells  of  other  habits,  palace-life  ; 
Royalty  may  have  pried  into  those  depths 
Of  sandal-wooded  drawer,  and  set 


That  pygmy  portal  pranked  with  lazuli. 

More  fit  oy  far  the  ignoble  we  replace 

Bv  objects  suited  to  such  visitant. 

Than  that  we  desecrate  her  dignity 

By  neighborhood  of  vulgar  table,  diair. 

Which  haply  helped  old  age  to  smoke  and  dote. 

The  end  is,  an  exchange  of  city  stir 

And  too  intrusive  burgess-fellowship. 

For  rural  isolated  elegance. 

Careless  simplicity,  how  preferable  I 

There  one  may  fairly  throw  behind  one's  back 

The  used-up  worn-out  Past,  we  want  away. 

And  make  a  fresh  beginning  of  stale  life. 

*  In  just  the  place'  —  does  any  one  object  ? — 
^  Where  aboriginal  gentility 

Will  scout  the  upstart,  twit  him  with  earfa 

trick 
Of  townish  trade-mark  that  stamps  word  and 

deed. 
And  most  of  all  resent  that  here  town-dtoss 
He  daubs  with  money-color  to  deceive  I ' 
Rashly  objected  I    Is  there  not  the  Church 
To  intercede  and  bring  benefic  tmoa 
At  outset  V   She  it  is  snail  equalise 
The  laborers  i'  the  vineyard,  last  as  first. 
Pay  court  to  her,  she  stops  impertinence. 

*  Duke,  once  your  sires  crusaded  it,  we  know  . 
Our  friend  the  newcomer  observes,  no  less« 
Your  chapel,  rich  with  their  erablaaonty. 
Wants   roofing  —  might    he    but    sap^y    the 

means  1 
Marauise,  you  gave  the  honor  of  your  name. 
Titular  patronage,  abundant  will 
To  what  should  be  an  Orphan  Institute: 
Gave  everything  but  funds,  in  brief ;  nad  the*t. 
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Onr  friend,  the  laidy  newly  resident, 
Propoaea  to  oontribate,  by  your  leave  ! ' 
Bruthen  and  neten  lie  they  in  thy  lap, 
Thuu  none-ezoludins:,  all-ooUeotint;  Cnuroh ! 
Sure,  one  has  half  a  foot  i^  the  hierarchy 
Of  birth,  when  *"  Nay,  my  dear,*  laagha  out  the 

Duke, 
*  I  'm  the   crown*8   cnahionHiarrier,    but   the 

orown  — 
Who  gave  its  central  gloryn  I  or  you  ?  * 
When  Marqoiae  jokea,  '  My  qaest,  forsooth  ? 

Each  doit 
I  scrape  together  groes  for  Peter^penoe 
To  purvey  bread  and  water  in  his  bonds 
Fur  Peter^sself  imprisoned  —  Lord,  how  long? 
Yours,  yours  alone  the  bounty,  dear  my  dame. 
You  plumped  the  purae,  whicn,  poured  into  the 

plate. 
Made  the  Arohbiahop  open  brows  so  broad  I 
And  if  you  really  mean  to  nve  that  leng^th 
Of  lovely  lace  to  edge  the  robe  I  *  •  .  •  Ah, 

friends. 
Gem  better  serves  so  than  by^  calling  crowd. 
Round   shop-front    to    admire   the   millionV 

worth! 
Lace  gets  more  homage  than  from  lorgnette- 
stare. 
And  comment  coarse  to  match,  (should  one 

display 
One*s  robe  a  trifle  o*er  the  baignoire-edge,) 
'  Well  may  she  line  her  slippers  with  the  like, 
If  minded  so  I  their  shop  it  was  prodoced 
That  wonderful  pcurure^  the  other  day,  ^ 
Wh(>reof  the  Baron  said,  it  beg^rared  him.* 
And  so  the  ^ired  Mirandas  bmlt  their  house, 
Kiijoyed  their  fortune,  sighed  for  family, 
F*uund  friends  would  serve  their  purpose  quite 

as  well. 
And  come,  at  need,  from  Paris  —  anyhow. 
With  evident  alacrity,  from  Vire  — 
Kndeavor  at  the  chase,  at  least  succeed 
In  smoking,  eating,  drinking,  laughing,  and 
Preferring  country,  oh  so  much  to  town  ! 
Fhus   lived   the  husband;    though   his   wife 

would  sigh 
[n  oonfidenoe,  when  Conntesaes  were  kind, 
(/ut  off  from  Paris  and  society  I  * 
^Yhite,  White,  I  once  more  round  yon  in  the 

eanl 
rhongh  yoa  have  marked  it,  in  a  corner,  yours 
lenceforth,  —  Red  -  lettered    *  Failure,*    very 

riain, 
acknowledge,  on  the  snowy  hem 
>f  orflinary  Night^cap  1    Come,  enough  ! 
V^'e  have  gone  round  its  cotton  vastitude, 
^r  half-round,  for  the  end  *s  consistent  sttU, 
L  rul-de-aac  with  stoppage  at  the  sea. 
fere  we  return  upon  our  steps.    One  look 
lay  bid  good-morning  —  properly  good-night  — 
'o  oiTio  bliaa,  Miranda  and  his  mate ! 
.re  we  to  rise  and  go?  ** 

No,  sit  and  stay  I 
ow    oomes   my  moment,  with  the  thrilling 

throw 
f  cnrtain  from  each  aide  a  shrouded  case. 
»«>n*t  the  rinei  shriek  an  ominons  *'  Ha  1  ha  1 
o  yoa  take  Human  Nature  upon  trust  **  ? 


List  but  with  like  trust  to  an  incident 
Which  speedily  shall  make  quite  Red  enough 
Bum  out  of  yonder  spotless  napexy  I 
»Sit  on  the  little  mound  here,  wnence  yon  seize 
The  whole  of  the  gay  front  sun-satisfied. 
One  langh  of  color  and  embelliahment  I 
Because  it  was  there,  — past  those  laurustines. 
On   that  smooth  gravel-sweep  'twixt  flowers 

and  sward,  — 
There  tragic  death  befell ;  and  not  one  grace 
Outspread  before  you  but  is  roistered 
In  that  ainistrous  coil  these  last  two  years 
Were  occupied  in  winding  smooUi  again. 

"  True  ?  '*    Well,  at  least  it  was  concluded  so. 
Sworn  to  be  truth,  allowed  by  Law  as  such, 
(With  my  concurrence,  if  it  matter  here,) 
A  month  ago :  at  Vire  they  tried  the  ease. 


II 


Monaievr   L^nce   Miranda,   then,  .  .  . 

stay! 
Permit  me  a  preliminary  word. 
And,  after,  all  shall  go  so  straight  to  end  I 


bnt 


Have  yon,  the  travelled  lady,  found  youtelf 
Inside  a  ruin,  fane  or  bath  or  cirque. 
Renowned   in   story,    dear   through   youthful 

dream? 
If  not,  —  imagination  serves  ••  well. 
Try  fancy-land,  go  back  a  thousand  years. 
Or  forward,  half  the  number,  and  eonfront 
ISome  work  of  art  gnawn  hollow  by  Timers 

tooth,  — 
Hellenic  temole,  Roman  theatre, 
Gothic  catheoral,  Qallio  Tuileries, 
But  mined,  one  and  whichsoever  yoa  like. 
Obstructions  choke  what  still  remains  intact. 
Yet  proffer  change  that  *s  pictareaane  in  ton ; 
Since  little  life  begins  where  great  life  ends. 
And  vegetation  soon  amalgamates. 
Smooths  novel  shape  from  out  the  shapeless  old. 
Till  broken  column,  battered  oomiee-olook. 
The  centre  with  a  bulk  half  weeds  and  flowers. 
Half  relics  yon  devoutly  recognise. 
l>evoutly  recognising,  —  hark,  a  voice 
Not  to  be  disregarded  I    *'  Man  worked  here 
Once  on  a  time  ;  here  needs  again  to  work  ; 
Rniiis  obstruct,  which  roan  must  remedy/* 
Would  vou  demur  '*  Let  Time  fulfil  his  task. 
And,  tiU  the  scythe-eweep  find  no  obstacle. 
Let  man  be  patient  **  ? 

The  reply  were  prompt : 
**  Olisteningly  beneath  the  May-night  motm. 
Herbage  and  floral  coverture  bedeck 
Yon  splintered  mass  amidst  the  solitude : 
Wolves  occupy  the  background,  or  some  snake 
Glides  by  at  distance  :  picfnresqne  enongh  I 
Therefore,  preserve  it*.*    Nay,  poor  dnylight 

in,— 
The  mound  proves  swarming  with  humanity. 
There  never  was  a  thorough  solitude. 
Now  you  look  nearer :  mortal  busy  life 
fust  of  all  brought  the  orumblings  down  mi 

P»te, 
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Which  trip  man's  foot  BtiU,  plair^e  his  pMsage 

muoh. 
And  prove  —  what  seems  to  yon  so  picturesque 
To  hmi  is  .  .  .  but  experiment  younelf 
On  how  condnoiye  to  a  happy  home 
Will  be  the  cironmstanoe,  your  bed  for  base 
Boasts  tessellated  payement,  —  equally 
Affected  by  the  scorpion  for  his  nest,  — 
^Vhile  what  o'er-roofs  bed  is  an  architraTe, 
Marble,  and  not  unlikely  to  crush  man 
To  mummy,  should  its  venerable  prop, 
Some  figtree^tump,  play  traitor  underneath. 
Be  wise  I    Decide  !    For  conservation's  sake, 
Clear  the  arena  forthwith  !  lest  the  tread 
Of  too-much-tried  impatience  trample  out 
Solid  and  unsubstantial  to  one  blank 
Mud-mizture,  picturesque  to  nobody,  — ^ 
And,  task  done,  quarrel  with  the  parts  intact 
Whence  came  the  filtered  fine   aust,  whence 

the  crash 
Bides  but  its  time  to  follow.^  Quick  conclude 
Removal,  time  effects  so  tardily, 
()f  what  IS  plain  obstruction ;  rubbish  cleared. 
Let  partial-ruin  stand  while  ruin  may,  ^ 
And  serve  world's  use,  since  use  is  manifold. 
Repair  wreck,  stanchion  wall  to  heart's  content, 
But  never  think  of  renovation  pure 
And  simple,  which  involves  creation  too: 
Transform  and  welcome !    Yon  tall  tower  may 

help 
(Thon^  Duilt  to  be  a  belfrv  and  nans^t  else) 
Some  Father  Seoohi^  to  tick  Venus  oif 
In  transit :  never  bnne  there  bell  again. 
To  damage  him  aloft,  nniin  us  belowj 
'When  new  vibrations  bury  both  in  bnck  I  " 

Monsieur^  L^noe  Miranda,  furnishing 
The  application  at  his  cost,  poor  soul  1 
Was  ustanced  how,  —  because  the  world  lay 

strewn 
With  ravage  of  opinions  in  his  path. 
And  neither  he,  nor  any  friendly  wit, 
Knew  and  could  teach  him  wnich  was  firm, 

which  frail. 
In  his  adventure  to  walk  straight  through  life 
The  partial-ruin,  —  in  such  enterprise. 
He  straggled  into  rubbish,  struggled  on, 
And  stumbled  out  asrain  observably. 
'*  Yon   buttress  still   can  back  me   up,"  he 

judged: 
And  at  a  touch  down  came  both  he  and  it. 
**  A  certain  statue.  I  was  warned  aminst. 
Now,  by  good  fortune,  lies  well  underfoot. 
And  cannot  temot  to  folly  any  more : " 
So,  lifting  eye,  aloft  since  safety  lay. 
What  did  he  light  on  ?  the  Idalian  shape. 
The  undeposed,  erectly  Victrix  still  I 
**  These  steeps  ascend  the  labyrinthine  stair 
Whence,  darkling  and  on  alMours,  out  I  stand 
Exalt  and  safe,  and  bid  low  earth  adieu  — 
For    so    instructs    *  Advice    to    who   would 

oUmb :  •  *' 
And  all  at  once  the  climbing  landed  him 
—  Where,  is  my  story. 

Take  its  moral  first. 
Do  yon  advise  a  climber  ?  Have  respect  ^ 
To  the  poor  head,  with  more  or  less  of  brains 


To  snill,  should  brealuge  follow  your  advlee ! 
Heaa-break  to  him  wUibe  heart-break  to  you 
For  having  preached  "  Disturb  no  ruina  bm ! 
Are  not  they  crumbling  of  their  own  aceord  f 
Meantime,  let  poets,  painters  keep  a  prise  I 
Beside,  a  sage  pedestrian  picks  his  wav." 
A  sage  pedestrian  —  such  as  you  and  1 1 
What  if  there  trip,  in  merry  carelessBeas, 
And  come  to  grief,  a  weak  and  foolish  child  ? 
Be  cautious  how  you  counsel  dimbing,  then ! 

Are  yon  adventurous  and  climb  yourself? 
Plant  the  foot  warily,  accept  a  staff. 
Stamp  only  where  you  probe  the  standing-t>otnt. 
Move  forward,  well  assured  that  move  yon  may : 
Where  ^ou  mistrust  advance,  stop  short,  than 

stick ! 
This  makes  advancing  slow  and  difficult  ? 
Hear  what  comes  of  the  endeavor  of  brisk  youth 
To  foot  it  fast  and  easy  !    Keep  this  same 
Notion  of  outside  mound  and  inside  math. 
Towers  yet  intact  round  turfy  rottenness, 
Svmbolic  partial-rava^,  —  keep  in  mind  I 
Here  fortune  placed  hia  feet  who  first  of  all 
Found  no  incumbrance,  till  head   found  .  .  . 

But  hear ! 

This  son  and  heir  then  of  the  jeweller. 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda,  at  his  birth. 
Mixed  the  Castilian  paauonate  blind  blood 
With  answerable  gush,  his  mother's  nft. 
Of  spirit,  French  and  critical  and  cold. 
Such  mixture  makes  a  battle  in  the  bnun. 
Ending  as  faith  or  doubt  gets  uppermost ; 
Then  will  has  way  a  moment,  but  no  more : 
So  nicely  balanced  are  the  adverse  strengths. 
That  victory  entails  reverse  next  time. 
The  tactics  of  the  two  are  different 
And  equalize  the  odds :  for  blood  eoroea  first. 
Surrounding  life  with  undisputed  faith. 
But  presenuy  a  new  antagonist. 
By  scaroe-suaoected  passage  in  the  dark. 
Steals  spirit}  nngen  at  each  crevice  fomid 
Athwart  faith's  stronghold,  fnmts  the  m 

ishedman: 

*'Such  pains  to  keep  me  far,  yet  here  stand  I. 
Your  doubt  inside  the  futh-defence  of  you !  ** 

With  faith  it  was  friends  bulwarked  him  about 
From  infancy  to  boyhood ;  so,  by  yooth. 
He  stood  impenetrably  circuited. 
Heaven-high  and  low  as  hell:  what  lacked  br 

thus. 
Guarded  against  aggression,  storm  or  sap  ? 
What   foe   would   dare   approach?     HiBt4>hc 

Doubt? 
Ay,  were  there  some  half-knowledge  to  attack ! 
Batter  doubt's  best,  sheer  t^rnoranoe  will  best. 
Acumen  metaphysic  ?  —  dnUs  its  way 
Through  what,  I  wonder  t    A  thick  feather 

bed 
Of  thoughtlessness,  no  operating  tool  — 
FVamed  to  transpierce  die  flint-stone  —  f  umbki 

at. 
With  chance  of  finding  an  impediment ! 
This  Ravissante,  now :  when  ne  saw  the  cJiurrii 
For  the  first  time,  and  to  his  dying-dav. 
His  firm  belief  was  that  the  name  f  eU  nt 
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From  the  DeliY«iiag  VniriB,  midwd  and  known; 

As  if  there  wanted  reooras  to  atteet 

The  appellation  waa  a  pleasantry, 

A  pioua  rendering'  of  Kare  Viuante, 

The  proper  name  whieh  erst  cor  provinoa  bore. 

He  woald  have  told  yon  that  fijaint  Aldabert 

Founded  tha  ohnreh,  (Heaven  early  favored 

Franee,) 
Aboat  the  second  century  from  Christ ; 
Though  the  true  man  waa  Bishop  of  Kidmbanz, 
Eleventh  in  snoeearion,  Eldobert, 
Who  flourished  after  some  six  hundred  years. 
He  it  waa  brought  the  image  **  from  afar.*' 
( Made  out  of  stone  the  place  produces  still,) 
'*  Infantme  Art  divinafy  artless,"  (Ait 
In  Uie  decrepitttde  of  Deeadenee,) 
And  set  it  np  arworking  miracles 
Until  the  Nordmien's  fury  laid  it  low. 
Not  long,  however :  an  egreaious  sheep, 
Zealous  with  scratching  hoof  and  rootiiuir  horn, 
Unearthed  the  image  in  good  BiaiUeville^  time, 
C'onnt  of  the  country.    "  If  the  tale  be  false. 
Why  standa  it  carved  above  the  portal  plain  ?  '* 
Monsienr  L^onee  Miranda  used  to  aak. 
To  Londrea  went  the  prize  in  solemn  ponp. 
But,  liking  old  abode  and  loathing  new. 
Was  borne  —  this  time,  by  angela  •-  back  again. 
And,  reinangunited,  nniade 
Succeeded  miiaele,  a  lengthy  Bat, 
Undl  indeed  the  oulmiaation  came  — 
Archbishop  Chanmont  prayed  a  prayer  and 


A  vow  -*  gained  prayer  and  paid  vow  prop- 

eriy  — 
For  the  conversion  of  Prinae  Vertgnlant. 
Theae  facts,  anoked  in  along  with  OM>ther's> 

milk, 
Monrieur  L^once  Miranda  wonld  dispute 
As  soon  aa  that  his  hands  were  flesh  and  bone^ 
Milk-nonrbhed  two-and*twenty  years  before. 
So  fortified  by  blind  Caatilian  blood, 
What  say  yon  to  the  ehances  of  French  cold 
Critieai  spbit,  should  Voltaire  besiege 
*'  Alp,  Apeanine,  and  fortifled  redoubt  "  ? 
Ay,  wonld  such  spirit  pleaae  to  play  faith's 

game 
Faith's  way,  attack  where  faith  defends  so 

weUl 
But  then  it  shifts,  tries  other  strategv. 
Coldness  grows  warmth,  the  critical  becomes 
Unqneataoning  acceptance.    **  Share  and  share 
Alike  in  facts,  to  truth  add  other  truth  ! 
Why  with  old  troth  needs  new  truth  diaagree  T  '* 

Thna  doubt  was  found   invading  faiths  this 

time, 
By  help  of  not  the  spirit  but  the  flcah : 
Pat  Rabehds  ohirckled,  where  faith  lav  in  wait 
For  lean  Voltatres  grimace ~ Preaoa,  either 

foe. 
Aocordittfly,  while  round  abont  our  friend 
Ran  faith  without  a  break  which  leaned  eye 
Conld  find  at  two-and'^wenty  years  of  a^. 
The  twenty-two-years-old  frank  footstep  soon 
Asanred  itself  there  spread  a  staadinreiMMM 
Flowerr  and  earofbrtnble,  nowise  roek 
Nor  pebble^paveBsent  rsoghed  fee  ahampion'a 


VHio  scorns  disoomlort,  pacing  at  his  poet. 
Tall,  long^limbed,  shoulder  right  and  shoulder 

left. 
And  'twist  aenmUt  such  a  latitude. 
Black  heaps  of  hair  on  head,  and  blacker  bush 
O'er>rioting  chin,  cheek  and  throat  and  chest,  -— 
His  brown  merioional  temperament^ 
Told  him  —  or  rather  pricked  into  hia  sense 
Plainer  than  language  —  *'  Pleasant  station  here ! 
Youth,  strength,  and  lustihood  can  sleep  on  turf 
Yet  paioe  the  stony  platform  afterward : 
FInt  signal  of  a  foe  and  np  the^  start  I 
Siunt  £ldobert,  at  all  such  vanity. 
Nay  —  sinfulneas,  had  shaken  head  austere. 
Had  he?    But  did  Prince  Vertgalantr    And 

yet, 

After  how  long  a  slumber,  of  what  aort, 
Was  it,  he  stretched  ootogenary  joints. 
And,  nigh  on  Day-of-Judgment  trumpet-blast. 
Jumped  up  ana  manned  wall,  brisk  as  any 
beef'» 

Nor  Rabelais  nor  Voltaire,  but  Sgaaarelle, 
You  comprehend,  was  pisshing   through   the 

chink  I 
That  stager  in  the  saint's  correct  eostnme, 
Who  ever  has  his  speech  in  readiness 
For  thick-head  luveniUty  at  fault : 
**  Qo  pace  von  platform  and  play  aentinel ! 
You  won't?     The  worse  1   hot  still  a  worse 

might  hap. 
Stay  then,  provided  that  yen  keep  in  sight 
The  battlement,  one  bold  leap  lands  you  by  I 
Resolve  not  desperately  *  Wall  or  tuif , 
Choose  this,  choose  that,  but  no  alternative  ! ' 
No  I     Eartn  left  once  were  left  for  good  and 

aU: 
*With  Heaven  yon  may  accommodate  your- 
self.'" 

Saint  Eldobert  —  I  much  approve  his  mode  ; 
With  sinner  Vertgalant  1  syrapathiee  ; 
Bnt  histrionic  Sganarelle,  who  prompts 
While  pnUing  back,  refnaes  yet  concedea,  — 
WheUier  he  oreach  in  chair,  or  print  in  book. 
Or  whiaper  doe  snstainment  to  weak  flesh. 
Counting  his  sham  beads  threaded  on  a  lie  ~ 
Surely,  one  should  bid  peek  that  moontebank  1 
Surely,  he  must  have  momentary  fits 
Of  sslf-eaflicient  sfeage-f oriretf nlness, 
Encapings  of  the  actor-lassitude 
When  he  allows  the  grace  to  show  the  grin| 
Whieh  ought  to  let  even  tbiokheads  recognise 
(Through  all  the  busy  and  bent  fie  part, — 
Bridge-bnilding,  or  roek«>riving,  or  p>oed  dean   , 
TrajD»port  of  ehnroh  and  congrsffataon  both 
From  this  to  that  place  with  no  harm  at  all,) 
The  Devil,  that  old  stam,  at  hia  trick 
Of  general  utility,  who  leads 
Downward,  perhapa,  bnt  fiddka  all  the  way  I 


Therefore,  no  aoooer  doea  onr  candidate 
For  saintship  spotlessly  emerge  sonKeleansed 
From  First  Oommunien  tomeuBt  guard  at  post, 
Paiia  uiuof « top  to  toe,  than  np  there  start 
The   Mrh    of    the    Boulevard  —  yon  know 

With  iseond  "  So,  •  fltrMtnn  fiasd  aa  fate, 
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Faith's  tower  joins  on  to  tower,  no  ring  more 

round. 
Full  fifty  Tears  at  distance,  too,  from  youth  I 
Once  reach  that  precinct  and  there  nigrht  your 

best, 
As  looking  back  you  wonder  what  has  come 
Of  daisy-di4»pled  turf  vou  danced  acrosH ! 
Few    nowers  that    played  with   youth  shall 

pester  age. 
However  age  esteem  the  courtesy ; 
And  Eldobert  was  something  past  his  prime, 
Stocked  Caen  with  churches  ere  he  tned  hand 

here. 
Saint  -Sauveur,  Notre  -  Dame,    Saint  -  Pierre, 

Sunt^ean 
Attest  his  handiwork  commenced  betimes. 
He  probably  would  preach  that  turf  is  mud. 
Suppose  it  mud,  through  mud  one  picks  a  way, 
And  when,  clay-clogged,  the  straggler  steps  to 

stone. 
He  uncakes  shoe.  arriTcs  in  manlier  guise 
Than  carried  pick-arback  by  Eldobert 
Big^baby-faahion,  lest  his  l^fithexs  leak  I 
All  that  parade  about  Prince  VertgiUant 
Amounts  to  —  your  Csstilian  helps  enough  — 
Inveni  avem  qua  perierat. 
But  ask  the  pretty  yotive  statue-thing 
What  the  lost  sheep*s  meantime  amusements 


Till  the  Archbishop  found  him !    That  stays 

blank: 
They  washed  the  fleece  well  and  forgot  the 


Make  haste,  since    time  flies,  to   determine, 
though  1" 

Thus  opportunely  took  up  parable,  — 
Admomshing  Mirsnda  just  emerged 
Pure  from  The  Ravissante  and  Paris-proof,  — 
inint  Sganarelle:  then  slipped  aside,  changed 

mask. 
And  made  re-entry  as  a  gentleman 
Bom  of  the  Boulevard,  with  another  speech, 
I  spare  yon. 

So,  the  3rear  or  two  rerolved, 
And  ever  the  young  man  was  dutiful 
To  altar  and  to  hearth :  had  confidence 
In  the  whole  Ravissantish  history. 
Voltaire?    Who  ought  to  know  so  much  of 

him,  — 
Old  seioUst,  whom  only  boys  think  sage,  — 
As  one  whose  father's  house  upon  the  Quaa 
Neighbored  the  very  bouse  where  that  Voltaire 
Died  mad  and  raving,  not  without  a  burst 
Of  fiquibs  and  crackers  too  significant  ? 
Father  and  mother  hailed  their  best  of  sons, 
"^pe  of  obedience,  domesticity. 
Never  such  an  example  inside  doors ! 
Outside,  as  well  not  keep  too  close  a  watch  ; 
Youth  must  be  left  to  some  discretion  there. 
And  what  discretion  proved,  I  find  deposed  ^ 
At  Vire,  confirmed  by  bis  own  words :  to  wit. 
How,  with  the  spriteliness  of  twenty-five, 
Five  —  and  not  twenty,  for  he  gave  their  names 
With  laudable  precision  ~  were  the  few 
Apiiointed  by  him  unto  mistress-ship ; 
Mrhile  msritorioualy  the  whole  long  w«ek 


A  votary  of  commerce  only,  week 

Ended,  ''  at  shut  of  shop  on  Saturday, 

Do  I,  as  is  mv  wont,  get  drunk,*'  he 

In  airy  recora  to  a  confidant. 

""  Bragging  and  lies  1  "  replies  the  apologist : 

"  And  dol  lose  by  that  ?  ^'  laojghed  bomebody. 

At  the  Court-edge  artiptocj  *mid  the  <nr«»wd. 

In  his  own  clothes,  a-listemng  to  men's  Law. 

Thus  while,  prospectively  a  combataoi, 

The  volunteer  bent  brows,  denohed  jaws,  and 

fierce 
Whistled    the   march-tune  ''Warrkir   to  the 

waUl'* 
Something  like  flowery  langhtets  roond  his  feet 
Tangled  him  of  a  sudden  with  '*  Sleep  first  I  ** 
Andf airly  flat  upon  the  turf  sprawled  he. 
And  let  strange  creatures  make  his  month  thfeir 

home. 

Anyhow,  't  is  the  nature  of  the  soul 

To  seek  a  show  of  durability. 

Nor,  changing,  plainly  be  the  slave  of  cbange. 

Outside  the  turf,  the  towers :  but,  roaml  the 

turf, 
A  tent  may  rise,  a  temporanr  shrond. 
Mock-faith  to  suit  a  mmiio  awer 
Tent  which,  while  screening  joUity 
From  the  eztenal  circuit  —  evermore 
A  menace  to  who  lags  when  he  should  mandft  — 
Yet  stands  a-tremble,  ready  to  coUapae 
At  touch  of  foot :  turf  is  acknowledged  graaa. 
And  grass,  though  pillowy,  held  eontamptible 
Compared  with  solid  rock,  the  rarapired  ridge. 
To  truth  a  pretty  homage  thus  we  pay 
By  testifying  —  what  we  dally  with. 
Falsehood,  (which,  never    fear  we    take    for 

truth  !) 
We  may  enjoy,  bat  then — how  we  despise  I 


Accordingly,  on  wei^ty  business  boand, 
Monmeur  L^nce  Miranda  stooped  to  play. 
But,  with  experience,  soon  reduced  the  gai 
To  principles,  and  thenceforth  pliiyed  by  rule 
Rule,  disiiif  ying  sport  as  sport,  proclaimed 
No  less  that  sport  was  sporty  ana  nothing  more. 
He  understood  the  wortn  of  womankind,  — 
To  furnish  nmn  —  provisionally  — sport : 
Sport    transitive — sneh    earth's   am 

are  : 
But}  seeing  that  amusements  pall  by 
Variety  therein  is  requisite. 
And  since  the  serious  work  of  life  were  wronged 
Should  we  bestow  importance  on  our  play. 
It  follows,  in  such  womaokind-pursnit, 
(/heating  is  lawful  chase.    We  nave  to  spend 
An  hoar  —  thev  want  a  lifetime  thrown  away : 
We  seek  to  tickle  sense  —  they  ssk  for  soul. 
As  if  soul  had  no  higher  ends  to  serve  I 
A  stag-hunt  ^ves  the  royal  creature  law : 
Bat-fowling  is  all  fair  with  birds  at  roost. 
The  lantern  and  the  daMet  suit  the  hedipe. 
Which  must  explain  why,  bent  on  Bonlavard 

gnme. 
Monsieur  Ltenoe  Miranda  decently 
Was  prudent  in  his  pleasnre  —  paned 
Off  on  the  f rsgile  fatr  aboat  has  path 
As  the  gay  devil  rich  in  mere  good  looks* 
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Vuuth,  hop0  —  what  matter  thonnrh  the  pnne 

bermd? 
'*  If  I  were  only  yoanff  Mimnda,  now, 
ItMtead  of  a  poor  clerkly  druc^e  at  desk 
A.U  day,  poor  artist  vainly  bruuiui?  brush 
( >n  nalette,  poor  musician  seraDinfr  Kut 
VVitn  horsehair  teased  that  no  nannonies  come  I 
Then  would  I  love  with  liberality, 
Then  would  I  pay !  —  who  now  shall  be  repaid, 
Kenaid  alike  for  present  pain  and  past. 
If  Mademoiselle  permit  the  oontre-danse. 
Sine  *  Gay  in  niret  youth  at  twenty  lives,^ 
Ana  afterward  accept  a  lemonade  1 '' 

Such  sweet  faoilidea  of  interoonrse 
Afford  the  Winter^arden  and  Mabille  I 
'*  Oh,  I  unite  "  —  runs  on  the  confidence. 
Poor  fellow,  that  was  read  in  open  Court, 
-  **  Amusement  with  discretion :  never  fear 
My  escapades  cost  more  than  market-|nice ! 
No  durably-attached  Mirandardnpe, 
Sucked  diy  of  substance  by  two  olinguur  lips, 
['romisingr  marriage,  and  performinic  it ! 
rrust  me,  I  know  the  world,  and  know  myself. 
And   know  where  duty  takes  me  —  in  good 
time  I*' 

Ilius  fortified  and  realistic,  then. 
At  all  points  thus  aninst  illusion  armed, 
(le  wisely  did  New  jfear  inaugurate 
I {y  playing  truant  to  Uie  favored  Are : 
And  sat  inrtaUed  at  '*  The  Varieties,"  — 
Playhouse  aopropiiatelv  named,  —  to  note 
Prying  amia  the  turf  that 's  flowery  there) 
VVhat  primrose,  firstling  of  the  year,  might  push 
The  snows  aside  to  deck  lus  buttonhole  — 
[^onoticed  by  that  outline  sad,  severe, 
.Though  fifi^  good  long  yean  removed  from 

youth,; 
rhat  tower  and  tower,  —  onr  image  bear  m 

mind! 

No  sooner  was  he  seated  than,  behold, 
[  >iit  burst  a  polyanthus  1    He  wss  'ware 
[>f  a  young  woman  niched  in  neighboriiood  ; 
And  ere  one  moment  flitted,  fast  was  he 
Kound  CMitive  to  the  beauty  evermore. 
For  life,  tor  death,  for  heaven,  for  hell,  her  own. 
Philosophy,  bewail  thy  fate  I    Adieu, 
Vouth  reallstio  and  illusion-proof  I 
Monsieur  L^onoe  Miranda,  —  hero  late 
Who  **  understood  the  worth  of  womankind." 
'  *  Who  found  therein —provisionally  —sport,"  — 
Felt,  in  the  flittin{f  of  a  moment,  fool 
VVas  he,  and  folly  all  that  seemed  so  wise. 
And  the  best  proof  of  wisdom*s  birth  would  be 
rhat  he  made  all  endeavor,  body,  soul, 
Hy  :%ny  means,  at  any  sacrifice 
)f  bibor,  wealth,  repute,  and  (~  well,  the  time 
Fur  choosing  between  heaven  so  earth,  and 

heaven 
In  heaven,  waa  not  at  hand  immediately  — ) 
Made  all  endeavor,  without  loss  incurred 
>f  one  least  minute,  to  obtain  her  love. 
'  Sport  transitive  ?  "    "  Variety  required  ?  " 
*  In  lovintf  were  a  lifetime  thrown  away  ?  " 
[low  ^ingnlatty  may  yonag  rofrn  mistake  I 
rhe  faidt  must  be  lepairea  with  energy. 


Monsieur  L^onoe  Miranda  ate  her  up 

With  eye-devouring ;  when  the  unconscious  fair 

Passed  from  the  close-packed  hall,  he  pi'essed 

behind; 
She  mounted  vehicle,  he  did  the  same. 
Coach  storied,  and  eab  fast  followed,  at  one 

door  — 
Good  house  in  unexceptionable  street. 
Out  stepped  the  lady,  —  never  think,  alone  I 
A  mother  was  not  wanting  to  the  maid. 
Or,  maybe,  wife,  or  widow,  might  one  say  ? 
Out  stepped  and  properlv  down  flung  himself 
Monsieur  L^noe  Miranaa  at  her  feet  — 
And  never  left  them  after,  so  to  speak. 
For  twenty  y<MU*i  till  his  last  hour  of  life. 
When  he  released  them,  as  precipitate. 
Love  proffered  and  acoeptea  then  and  there  I 
Such  potency  in  word  and  look  has  truth. 

Truth  I  say,  truth  I  mean :  this  love  was  true. 
And  the  rest  hi4>pened  by  due  consequence. 
By  which  we  are  to  learn  that  there  ejdsts 
A  f alsish  false,  for  truth  ^s  inside  the  same, 
And  truth  that  *8  only  half  true,  fabish  truth. 
The  better  for  both  parties  I  folks  nmv  taunt 
That  half  your  rock-built  wall  is  rubbl»4ieap : 
Answer  them,  half  their  flowery  turf  is  stones  I 
Our  friend  had  hitherto  been  decking  coat 
If  not  with  stones,  with  weeds  that  stones  befit. 
With  dandelions  —  **  primrose-buds,"  smirked 

he; 
This  proved  a  pol^ranthus  on  his  breast. 
Prize-lawful  or  pnxe4awleas,  flower  the  same. 
So  with  his  other  instance  of  mistake : 
Wss  Chriatiaiiity  the  Ravissante? 

And  what  a  flower  of  flowers  he  ehaneed  on 

now! 
To  primrose,  poWanthna  I  prefer 
As  lUustratioa,  from  the  fancy*fact 
That  out  of  simple  came  the  corapofnte 
By  culture :  that  the  florist  bedded  thick 
His  primrose-root  in  ruddle,  bullock ^s  blood. 
Ochre  and  devils^-dung,  for  aiwht  I  know, 
Until  the  pale  and^  pure  grew  fiery-fine, 
Kuby  and  topas,  rightly  named  anew. 
This  lady  was  no  product  of  the  plain  ; 
Social  manure  had  raised  a  rarity. 
Clara  de  Millefleurs  (note  the  hapny  name) 
Biased  in  the  full-blown  glorv  of  ner  Spring. 
Peerlessly  perfect,  form  and  face  :  for  ooth  — 
**  Imagine  what,  at  seventeen,  may  have  proved 
Miai  Pages,  the  actress:    Pages   herself,  my 

dearl" 
Noble  she  was,  the  name  denote  :  and  rich  ? 
*'  The  apartment  in  this  Coliseum  Street, 
Furnished,  my  dear,  with  such  an  elegance, 
Testifies  wealth,  my  dear,  sufBcieutly ! 
What  quality,  what  style  and  title,  eh  ? 
Well  now,  waive  nonsense,  yon  and  I  are  bovs 
No  longer :  somewhere  must  a  screw  be  slack  I 
I>on*t  fancy.  Duchesses  deeoend  at  door 
From     carriage  -  step    to    stranger    prostrate 

stretched. 
And  bid  him  take  heart,  and  deHvear  mind, 
March  in  and  make  himself  at  ease  forthwith,  — 
However  broad  his  chest  and  black  his  beard, 
Aad  oomaly  his  baloiigingB,  —  all  through  k>ve 
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Protested  in  a  world  of  ways  save  one  -*^ 
Hinting  at  marriage  1  "  —  marriage  whioh  yet 

means 
Only  the  obvious  method,  easiest  help 
To  satisfaction  of  love*s  first  demand, 
That  love  endure  eternally  :  **  my  dear, 
Somewhere  or  other  must  a  screw  be  slack  I  ** 

Truth  is  tlie  proper  policy :  from  truth  — 
Whatever  the  force  wherewith  you  fling  your 

speech,  — 
Be  sure  that  speech  will  lift  you,  by  rebound, 
Somewhere  above  the  lowness  of  a  lie  ! 
Monsieur  L^onoe  Miranda  heard  too  true 
A  tale  —  perhaps  I  may  subjoin,  too  trite  I 
As  the  meek  martyr  takes  ner  statued  stand 
Above  our  pity,  claims  our  worahip  just 
Because  of  what  she  puts  in  evidence, 
Signal  of  suffering,  badge  of  torture  borne 
In  days  gone  by,  shame  then,  but  glory  now, 
Barb,  in  the  breast,  turned  aureole  for  the  front  I 
So,  half  timidity,  composure  half, 
Clara  de  MiUefleurs  told  her  martyrdom. 

Of  poor  though  noble  parentage,  deprived 

Too  early  of  a  father^s  guardianship. 

What  wonder  if  the  prodigality 

Of  nature  in  the  girl,  whose  mental  gifts 

Matched  her  external  dowry,  form  and  face  — 

If  these  suggested  a  too  prompt  resource 

To  the  resourceleas  mother?    *\Try  the  Stage, 

And  so  escape  starvation  !    Prejudice 

Defames  Mimetic  Art :  be  yours  to  prove 

That  gold  and  dross  may  meet  and  never  mix, 

Purity  plunge  in  pitch  yet  soil  no  i^nme  I " 

All  was  prepared  in  London  —  (yon  conceive 
Tlie  natural  shrinking  from  publicity 
In  Paris,  where  the  name  excites  remark)  — 
London  was  ready  for  the  grand  d^bnt ; 
When  some  perverse  ill-fortune,  incident 
To  art  mimetic,  some  malicious  thrust 
Of  Jealousy  who  sidles  'twixt  the  scenes, 
Or  pops  up  sudden  from  the  prompter's  hole,  — 
Soraenow  the  brilliant  bubble  burst  in  suds. 
Want  followed :  in  a  foreign  land,  the  pair  1 
Oh,  hurry  over  the  catastrophe  -- 
Mother  too  sorely  tempted,  daughter  tried 
Scarcely  so  ranch  as  circumvented,  sav  ! 
Caged  unsuspecting  artless  innocence ! 

Monsienr  L4onoe  Miranda  tell  the  rest !  — 

The  rather  that  he  told  it  in  a  style 

To  puzzle  Court  Guide  students,  much  more 

me. 
**  Brief,  she  became  the  favorite  of  Lord  N., 
An  aged  but  illustrious  Duke,  thereby 
Breaking  the  heart  of  his  competitor. 
The  Prince  of  O.    Behold  her  palaoed  straight 
la  splendor,  clothed  in  diamonas,*'  (phrase  how 

fitt) 
*'  Oiving  tone  to  the  Citv  by  the  Thames  I 
Lord  N.,  the  aiced  bnt  iUnstrions  Duke, 
Was  even  on  the  point  of  wedding  her  — 
Giving  his  name  to  har  "  (why  not  to  ns  ?) 
**  Bnt  that  her  better  angel  int«rpoeed. 
6b«  fled  from  sneh  a  fate  to  Paris  back. 
A  lortaight  nan :  oonouTa  Lord  N.'s  despair  t 


Dnke  as  he  is,  there 's  no  invading  FVaaoe. 
He  must  restrict  pursuit  to  postal  plagua 
Of  writing  letters  daily,  duly  read 
As  darlittgly  she  hands  them  to  myself. 
The  privileged  supplantar,  who  therewith 
Li^ht  a  cig»r  and  see  abundant  bine  "  — 
(Either  of  neaven  or  else  Havanarsmoke,) 
''  Think !  she,  who  helped  herself  to 

Ute, 

In  passion  of  disinterestedness 
Now  —  will  accept  no  tribute  of  my  law 
Beyond  a  paltry  ring,  three  Lonis'-wocik  I 
Little  she  knows  I  have  the  ramma^ng 
Of  old  Papa^s  shop  in  the  Place  VeudSme  I "' 
So  wrote  entranoedl^  to  confidant. 
Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda.    Surely  now. 
If  Heaven,  that  see  all,  anderstands  no  leas. 
It  finds  temptation  paitlonable  here. 
It  mitigates  the  promised  punishment. 
It  recognizes  that  to  tarry  mat 
An  April  hour  amid  such  oainty  turf 
Means  no  rebellion  against  task  imposad 
Of  journey  to  the  distant  waU  one  aay  ? 
Monsieur  L^noe  Miranda  puts  the  case  I 
Love,  he  is  purposed  to  renonnce,  abjure ; 
But  meanwhile,  is  the  case  a  common  one  ? 
Is  it  the  vulgar  sin,  none  hates  as  he  ? 
Which  question,  put  directly  to  **  his  dear  ** 
(His  brother  -^  1  will  tell  you  in  a  trice). 
Was  doubtless  meant,  by  due  meandering. 
To  reach,  to  fall  not  anobserved  before 
The  auditory  cavern  'neath  the  cope 
Of  Her,  the  placable,  the  Ravissante. 
But   here's    the  drawback,  that    the    imap* 

smiles. 
Smiles  on,  smiles  ever,  says  to  supplicant 
*'  Ay,  ay,  ay  "  —  like  some  kindly  weathercoek 
Which,   stuck    fast    at    Set    Fair,  Favour 

Breeze, 
Still  warrants  yon  from  rain,  though  Anst^r* 

lead 
Bring  down    the  sky   above    your   cloakU?^ 

mirth. 
Had  he  proposed  this  question  to,  nor  **  dear  " 
Nor  Ravissante,  but  prompt  to  the  Police, 
The  Commissary  of  his  Quarter,  now  — 
There  had  been  shaggr  eyebrows  elevate 
With  twinkling  apprenension  in  each  wh 
Beneath,  and  when  the  sudden  shut  of  moath 
Relaxed,  —  lip  pressing  lip,    lest   out   shonU 

plump 
The  pride  of  knowledge  in  too  frank  a  flow,  - 
Then,  fact  on  fact    forthooming,  dose  w«re 

dealt 
Of  truth  remedial,  in  sniRoieney 
To  save  a  chicken  threatened  with  tha  pip. 
Head-staggers  and  a  tumble  from  its  pmn. 

Alack,  it  was  the  lady's  self  that  mada 
The  revelation,  alter  certain  days 
—  Nor  Sfj  unwisely  I    As  the  hsad 
Prepares  a  novice  to  reoaiva  his  drvg. 
Adroitly  hides  the  soil  with  sudden 
Of  carpet  er%  he  seats  his  enstomer : 
Then  snows  him  how  to  smoke 
With  Paradise ;  and  only  whan,  at  poff 
Of  pipe,  the  Honri  dances  round  m  hnum 
Of  dreaoMr,  doea  he  judge  no  Bead  ia  mam 
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For  ciroomspeoticm  and  yBimtiliouiniMi ; 
He  may  x«tame  the  semoeaUe  aetap 
That  made  tha  votary  unawara  of  mnok. 
J  tut  thua  the  lady,  when  her  brewage  —  lore  — 
Wan  well  a-fome  about  the  norioe-braixi, 
Saw  she  miffht  boldljK  plnok  from  imdemeatk 
iler  loTer  the  preliminary  lie. 

( lara  de  MillefleurB,  of  the  noble  race, 
Waa  Looie  &>teiner,  child  to  Dominique 
And  Magdalen  Commercy ;  bom  at  Sterek, 
About  the  bottom  of  the  Social  Couch. 
The  father  havinfr  come  and  gone  again,  ^ 
The  mother  and  the  daughter  found  their  way 
To  Paris,  and  profeaeed  mode-merohandiae, 
Were  millinera,  we  fingUsh  roughlier  aay  ; 
And  aoon  a  fellow-lodger  in  the  houae. 
Monsieur  Ulyoae  MuhliiAuaen,  young  aiid  smart, 
Tailor  by  trade,  perceived  his    honse-mata'a 

youth. 
Smartness,  and  beauty  over  and  above. 
Cuurtship  was  brief,  and   marriage  followed 

quick. 
And  quioklier  —  impeeunioaity. 
llie  young  pair  quitted  Paris  to  reside 
At  London :  which  repaid  the  compliment 
But  sourvily,  since  not  a  whit  the  more 
Trade  prospered  by  the  Thamea  than  by  the 

seme. 
Falling  all  other,  as  a  last  resource, 
**  He  would  have  trafficked  in  his  wife,"  —  she 

said. 
If  for  that  canae  they  quarrelled,  't  was,  I  fear, 
leather  from  reclamation  of  her  righta 
To  wifely  indenendenoe,  than  as  wronged 
( Hherwiae  by  ue  course  of  life  proposed : 
Since,  on  escape  to  Paris  back  agmn, 
F*ram  horror  and  the  husband,  —  ill-ezohanged 
For  safe  maternal  home  recovered  thna,  — 
I  find  her  domiciied  and  dominant 
In  that  wDartment,  Coliseum  Street, 
Where  all  the  splencUd  inagio  met  sod  maaed 
Monsieur  Lfenoe  Miranda*s  venturous  ejB, 
I  hily,  the  same  was  fumiahed  at  tha  cost 
Of  some  one  notable  in  days  long  afaice, 
( 'arlino  Centofanti :  he  it  was, 
Found  entertaining  unawarsa  —  if  not 
\n  angel,  yat  a  youth  in  search  of  one. 

Wliy  thia  revealment  after  retieenoe  ? 

Wlierefore,  beginning  *"  Milleilenrs,"  end  at  all 

"^teiner,  Muhlhauaen,  and  the  ugly  rest  ? 

liecauae  the  nnaodal  purse-controlling  wight, 

[  'jirlino  Centofanti,  niade  aware 

By  misadventure  that  his  bounty,  crumbs 

From  table,  oomforted  a  visitant. 

Took  churliah  leave,  and  left,  too,  debts  to 

pay. 
[.<iaded  with  debta,  the  lady  needs  must  bring 
[  ler  soul  to  bear  assistance  from  a  friend 
litmide  that  paltry  ring,  tkree  Louis*- worth ; 
\  ltd  therefm  might  the  little  cinramstanoe 
riiat  Monsieur  Leonoe  had  the  rummaging 
>f  old  Papa*s  shop  in  the  Place  Vend6me, 
'aas,  perhaps,  not  so  unobservably. 

**rail  ahadow  of  a  woman  in  the  flesh, 
These  very  eyes  of  mine  saw  yeatevday, 


Would  I  re-tell  this  storv  of  your  woes. 
Would  I  have  heart  to  do  you  detriment 
By  pinning  all  thia  shame  and  sorrow  plain 
To  that  poor  chignon,  —  stajring  with  me  still, 
Though  form  and  face  have  well-nigh  faded 

now, — 
But  that  men  read  it,  rough  in  brutal  print. 
As  two  years  since  some  functionary's  voice 
Rattled  all  this  —  and  more  by  very  much  — 
Into  the  ear  of  vulgar  Court  and  crowd  ? 
Whence,  by  reverMration,  rumblings  ^w 
To  what  had  proved  a  week-long  roar  m  France 
Had  not  the  oreadful  cannonry  drowned  all. 
Was,  now,  the  answer  of  your  advocate 
More  than  just  this?    ''The  shame  fell  long 

The  sorrow  keeps  increasing :  God  forbid 
We  judge  man  by  the  faults  of  youth  in  age  1 " 
Permit  me  the  expression  of  a  hope 
Your  ^onth  proceeded  like  your  avenue. 
Stepping  by  bush,  and  tree,  and  taller  tree, 
UntU,  columnar,  at  the  house  they  end. 
So  might  your  creeping  youth  columnar  rise 
And  reach,  by  year  and  year,  symmetrical. 
To  where  all  shade  stops  short,  shade's  service 

done. 
Bushes  on  either  aide,  and  boosha  above. 
Darken,  deform    the    path   eue    sun    would 

streak ; 
And,  ooniersd  halfway  somewhere,  I  suspect 
Stagnation  and  a  horse^nd :  huny  paat ! 
For  here 's  the  house,  toe  happy  half-and-lialf 
Existence  —  such  as  stands  for  nappiness 
True  and  entire,  howe*er  the  agneamiah  talk  !^ 
Twenty  yeara  long,  yon  may  liave  loved  this 


He  must  have  loved  jpou ;  that  *s  a  pleasant  life, 

Whatever  was  your  ri^t  to  lead  the  aame. 

The  white  donicBtio  pigeon  pairs  aeenie, 

Nay,  doea  mere  duty  by  bestowing  egg 

In  authoriaed  oompartment,  warm  and  aafe. 

Boarding  about,  and  gilded  qnre  above. 

Hoisted  on  pole,  to  do^'  and  cata*  despair  1 

But  I  have  spied  a  veriest  trap  of  twiga 

On  tree-top,  every  straw  a  thievery. 

Where  the  wild  dove  —  despite    the  fowler's 


The  sportsman's   shot,  the  urohin's  stone  — 

crooned  gay. 
And  solely  save  her  heart  to  what  she  batched. 
Nor  minded  a  malignant  world  below. 
/  throw  first  stone  forsooth  ?  'T  is  mere  aasanlt 
Of  playful  sugarplum  againat  your  cheek. 
Which,  if  it  makes  cheek    tingle,  wipes  off 

rouge! 
You,  my  worst  woman?     Ab,  that  touehea 

pnde. 
Puts  on  his  mettle  the  exhibitor 
Of  Nisht-capa,  if   yon  taunt  him  ''This,  no 

doubt,  — 
Now  we  have  got  to  Female-garniture, — 
Crowns  your  collection.  Reddest  of  the  row  I  *' 
O  unimaginative  ignorance 
Of  what  dye*a  depth  keeps  best  apart  from 

worst 
In  womankind !  —  how  heaven^s  own  pure  may 

seem 
To  blnsh  anrorally  beaide  auch  blanched 
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Diviuenew  as  the  women-wreaths  named  White : 
^VhUe  hell,  eruptiye  and  f nlifpinous, 
Sickens  to  very  nallor  as  I  point 
Her  place  to  a  Red  clout  called  woman  too  t 
Hail,  heads  that  ever  had  such  glory  once 
Touch  you  a  moment,  like  6od*s  cloven  tongues 
Of  fire  I  your  lambent  aureoles  lost  may  leave 
You  marked  yet,  dear  beyond  true  diadems ! 
And  hold,  each  foot,  nor  spurn,  to  man^s  dis- 
grace. 
What  other  twist  of  fetid  rag  may  fall  I 
Let  slink  into  the  sewer  the  cupping-cloth  ! 


Lucie,  much  solaced,  I  re-finger  you, 

The  medium  article ;  if  ruddy-marked 

With    iron-mould,    your    cambric, — clean  at 

least 
From  pouK>n-«peck  of  rot  and  purulence  I 
Lucie  Muhlhauaeu  said  —  '*  SSuoh  thing  am  I : 
Love  me,  or  love  me  not !  '*    Miranda  said. 
^*  I  do  love,  more  than  ever,  most  for  this. 
The  revelation  of  the  very  truth 
Proved  the  concluding  necessary  shake 
Which  bids  the  tu-dy  mixture  crystallize 
Or  else  stay  ever  liquid  :  shoot  up  shaft. 
Durably  diamond,  or  evaporate  — 
iSlugg^  solution  through  a  minute's  slip. 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  took  his  soul 
In  both  his  hands,  as  if  it  were  a  vase. 
To  see  what  came  of  the  convulsion  Uiere, 
And  found,  amid  subsidence,  love  new-born 
»So  sparklingly  resplendent,  old  was  new. 
*^  W  natever  be  my  lady's  present,  past, 
Or  future,  this  is  certam  of  ray  soul, 
1  love  her !  in  despite  of  all  I  know. 
Defiance  of  the  much  I  have  to  fear, 
I  venture  happiness  on  what  I  hope. 
And  loTe  her  from  this  day  f orevermore  ! 
No  prejudice  to  old  profound  req>ect 
For  certwn  Powers  I    I  trust  they  bear  in  mind 
A  moat  peculiar  case,  and  straighten  out 
^\llat  's  crooked  there,  before  we  dose  accounts. 
Renonnoe  the  world  for  them — some  day  I 

will: 
Meantime,  to  me  let  her  become  the  world  ! " 

Thus,  mutely  might  our  friend  soliloquize 
Over  the  tradesmen's  bills,  his  Clara's  gift  — 
In  the  apartment.  Coliseum  tStreet, 
Carlino  Centofanti's  legacy. 
Provided  rent  and  taxes  were  discharged  — 
In  faoe^  of  8teiner  now,  De  Milleflenrs  once. 
The  tailor's  wife  mod  runaway  confessed. 

On  such  a  lady  if  election  light, 

(According  to  a  social  prejudice,) 

If  henceforth  ^  all  the  world  "  she  constitute 

For  any  lover,  —  needs  must  he  renounce 

Our  world  in  ordinary,  walked  about 

By  couples  loving  as  its  laws  prescribe,  — 

Renunciation  sometimes  difficult. 

But,  in  this  instance,  time  and  place  and  thing 

Combined  to  simplify  experiment, 

And  make  Miranda,  in  tne  onirent  phrase. 

Master  the  situation  passably. 

For  first  facility,  his  brother  died  — 

Who  was,  1  should  have  told  you,  confidant, 


Adviser,  referee,  and  substitnte. 
All  from  a  distance :  but  I  knew  how  soon 
This  yoimger  brother,  lost  in  Portugal, 
Had  to  depart  and  leave  our  friend  at  lanse. 
Cut  off  abruptly  from  companionship 
With  brother*soul  of  bulk  about  as  oigr, 
(Obvious  recipient — b^  inteUigenoe 
And  sympathy^  poor  httle  pair  of  souls  — 
Of  much  affection  and  some  foolishneas,) 
Monsieur  L4once  Miranda,  meant  to  lean 
By  nature,  needs  must  shift  Uie  leaning^placv 
To  his  love's  bosom  from  his  brother's  neck. 
Or  fall  flat  unrelieved  of  freight  sublime. 

Next  died  the  lord  of  the  Aladdin's  cave. 
Master  o*  the  mint,  and  keener  of  the  keys 
Of  chests  chokefull  with  gold  and  silver  cluuigvd 
By  Art-  to  forms  where  wealth  forgot  itself. 
And  caskets  where  reposed  each  pullet>«g|? 
Of  diamond,  slipping  name  from  fifty  aiantJi. 
In  short,  the  father  of  the  family 
Took  his  departure  also  from  our  soane, 
I^eaving  a  fat  succession  to  his  heir 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda,  —  **  fortunate. 
If  ever  man  was,  in  a  father's  death," 
(8o  commented  the  world,  —  not  he,  too  kind. 
Could  that  be,  rather  than  scarce  kind  enomgh^ 
Indisputably  fortunate  so  far. 
That  little  of  incumbrance  in  his  PAth, 
Which  money  kicks  aside,  would  lia  there  loi^. 

And  finally,  a  rough  but  wholesome  shock. 

An  accident  which  comes  to  kill  or  cure, 

A  jerk  which  mends  a  dislocated  joint  I 

Such  happy  chance,  at  cost  of  twinge,  nodoolrt. 

Into  the  socket  back  again  put  truth. 

And  stopped  the  limb  from  longer  dragginr 

lie. 
For  love  suggested,  **  Better  shamble  on. 
And  bear  your  lameness  with  what  grace  \«mi 

may!" 
And  but  for  this  rude  wholeaome  aiscideiit. 
Continuance  of  disguise  and  subterfuge. 
Retention  of  first  falsehood  as  to  name 
And  nature  in  the  lady,  might  have  proved 
Too  necessary  for  abandonment. 
Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda  probaUy 
Had  else  been  loath  to  cast  the  maak  aside. 
S)  politic,  so  self'preservative. 
Therefore  so  pardonable  —  though  so  wrong  ! 
For   see   the    bugbear    in    the    baekgromiii ' 

Breathe 
But  ugly  name,  and  wind  is  svre  to  waft 
The  husband  news  of  the  wife's  wfacreaboat : 
From  where  he  lies  perdue  in  Londm  town. 
Forth  steps  the  neeoy  tailor  on  the  stage. 
Deity-like  from  dusk  machine  of  fog. 
And  claims  his  consort,  or  his  consort's  worth 
In  rubies  which  her  price  is  far  above. 
Hard  to  propitiate,  harder  to  opnoae,  — 
Who  but  the  man's  sdlf  came  to  nanisli  fear. 
A  pleasant  apparition,  such  aa  shoeka 
A  moment,  teila  a  tale,  then  goea  for  good ! 


Monsienr  Ulyase  Mnhlhanaen  ptoved 
Nor  more  than  '*  Oustave,"  loosing  oppasii«> 
Monsienr  L^onoe  Miranda's  diamo 
And  mby-auBe,  and  larkiag  little 


OR  TURF  AND  TOWERS 


753 


Save  that  its  enome  would  keep  Um  entire  safe, 

Never  retam  hk  Clan  to  his  anna. 

For  why  ?    He  was  beoome  the  man  in  Togne, 

The  indispenaable  to  who  went  clothed 

Nor  earecl  eaeonnter  Paris  fashion^s  blame,  — 

Such  miimele  oould  London  absence  work. 

EiolUng  in  riches  —  so  translate  ''  the  rogfa»  '*  — 

Rather  his  object  was  to  keep  off  claw 

Should  griffin  scent  the  gold,  should  wife  lay 

claim 
To  lawful  portion  at  a  future  day. 
Than  tempt  his  partner  from  her  priTate  spoils. 
Best  forage  each  for  each,  nor  coupled  hunt ! 

Punnantly,  one  morning,  —  knock  at  door 
With  knuckle,  dry  authoritative  oou|rh. 
And  easy  stamp  of  foot,  broke  starthngly 
On  household  slumber,  Coliseum  btreet: 
**  Admittance    in  the  name  of    Law  I**      In 

marched 
The  Commissaiy  and  subordinate. 
One  giaace  sufficed  them.    ''  A  marital  pair : 
We  certify,  and  bid  good  morning,  sir  I 
Madame,  a  thonaand  pardona  1  '*    Whereupon 
Monsienr  Ulyase  Muhlhansen,  otherwise 
Called  **Oustave  *^  for  conveniency  of  trade, 
D<ipasiny  in  due  form  complaint  of  wrong, 
Made  his  demand  of  remedy  —  divoroe 
From  bed.  board,  share  of  name,  and  part  in 

goods. 
Monsienr  L^noe  Miranda  owned  his  fault. 
Protested  his  pure  ifpiorance,  from  first 
To  last,  of  rights  infringed  in  *'  Gustave's  " 


Submitted  him  to  jndnnent.    Law  decreed 
**  Body  and  goods  be  henceforth  separate  I " 
And  Unereupon  each  party  took  its  way. 
This  right,  this  left,  rejoicing,  to  abide 
Estranged  yet  amicable,  opposites 
In  life  as  in  respective  dwelling-place. 
Still  does  one  read  on  his  establishment 
Huge-lettered  *'  Qustave," — goldout^littering 
"  Miranda,  goldsmith/'  inst  aoroas  the  street — 
"  A  first-rate  hand  at  riding-habits  **  — say 
The  instructed -**' special    cut    of    chamber- 
robes.*' 

Thus  by  a  rude  in  seeming^ —  rightlier  judged 

Beneficent  surprise,  publicity 

Stopped  further  fear  and  trembling,  and  what 

tale 
Cowardice  thinks  a  covert :  one  bold  splash 
Into  die  mid'shame,  and  the  shiver  ends, 
llHNigh  cramp  and  drowning  may  begin  per- 
haps. 

To  cite  just  one  more  point  which  crowned 

snooess: 
Madame,  Miranda's  mother,  most  of  all 
An  obstacle  to  his  projected  life 
III  license,  as  a  daughter  of  the  Churoh, 
I  hiteotts,  exemplary,  serero  by  right  — 
Moreover  one  most  thoroughly  beloved 
Without  a  rival  till  the  other  sort 
Pmseaaed  her  aon, — fiist  storm  of  anger  spent. 
She  seemed,  thoia^  gmmblingly  and  grudg- 

ingly« 
To  let  be  what  needs  mast  be,  aeqnieace. 


**  With  heaven  —  accommodation  poasible  1 " 

Saint  bganarelle  had  preached  with  such  effect. 

She  saw  now  mitigating  ciroumstance. 

*'  The  erring  one  was  most  unfortunate. 

No  question :  but  worse  Magdalene  npent. 

Wero  Clara  free,  did  only  Law  allow. 

What  fitter  choice   in   marriage  oould  have 

made 
Uonce  or  anybody?"  'T  is  alleged 
And  evidenced,  I  find,  by  advocate, 
*'  Never  did  the  consider  such  a  tie 
As  baleful,  springe  to  snap  whatever  the  cost." 
And  when  the  couple  wera  in  safety  once 
At  Clairvaux,  motherly,  considerate. 
She  shrank  not  from  advice.     "  Since  safe  yon 

he. 
Safely  abide  I  for  winter,  I  know  well. 
Is  troublesome  in  a  cold  country-house. 
I  recommend  the  south  room  that  we  styled. 
Your  sire  and  I,  the  wintei^hamber.** 

Chance 
Or  purpose,  —  who  can  read  the  mystery  ?  — 
Combined,  I  say,  to  bid  ^^  Intrench  yourself, 
Monsieur  L^oooe  Miranda,  on  this  turf. 
About  this  flower,  so  firmly  that,  aa  tent 
Rises  on  every  side  aroandf  yon  both. 
The  question  shall  become,  —  Which  arrogates 
Stability,  this  tent  or  those  far  towers? 
May  not  the  temporary  strncture  suit 
llie  stable  circuit,  co-exiBt  in  peace  ?  — 
Always  until  the  proper  time,  no  fear  1 
*  Lay  flat  your  tent !    ia  easier  said  than  done.** 

So,  with  the  best  of  auspices,  betook 
Themselves  L^nce  Mirisoda  and  his  bride  — 
Proviaionary  —  to  their  Churvanx  boose. 
Never  to  leave  it  —  till  the  proper  time. 

I  told  yon  what  was  Clairvanx-Priory 
Ere  the  improper  time  :  an  old  demesne 
With     memories,  —  relic      half,     and      ruin 

whole,  — 
The  very  place,  then,  to  repair  the  wits 
Worn  out  with  Paris-traffic,  when  its  lord, 
Miranda^s  father,  took  his  month  of  ease 
Purchased  by  industry.    What  oontnwt  here ! 
Kepoae,  end  solitude,  and  healthy  wajn  I 
That  ticking  at  the  back  of  head,  he  took 
For  motion  of  an  inmate,  stopped  at  once. 
Proved  nothing  but  the  pavement^s  rattle  left 
Behind  at  Pans :  here  was  holiday  I 
Welcome  the  quunt  succeeding  to  the  spruce. 
The  large  and  Inmbersome   and  —  mi^t  he 

breathe 
In  whisper  to  his  own  ear  —  dignified 
And  gentry-f  aahioned  old-style  hannts  of  sleep  1 
Palatial  gloomy  chambers  for  parade. 
And  passage-lengths  of  lost  significance, 
Never  constructed  as  receptacle, 
At  hM  odd  hours,  for  him  their  actual  lord 
Bv  dint  of  diamond'<lealing,  goldsmithry. 
Tnerefore    Miranda^s    father    chopped    and 

changed 
Nor  roof -tile  nor  yet  fioor-brick,  undismayed 
By  rains  a-top  or  rats  at  bottom  there. 
Such  contrast  is  so  piquant  for  a  month  1 
Bnt  now  arrived  qmte  other  occupants 


754 


RED   COTTON   NIGHT-CAP  COUNTRY 


Whose  erj  was  **  Pemumenoy,  —  life  and  death 
Here,  hers,  not  elsewhere,  efaange  is  all  we 

^  dnadi*' 
Their  dweUing^plaoe  must  be  adapted,  then. 
To  inmates,  no  mere  truants  from  the  town. 
No  temporary  sojourners,  forsooth, 
At  Clatiraux  :  cnange  it  into  Paradise ! 

Fair  friend,  —  who  listen  and  let  talk,  alas  I  — 
You  would,  in  even  such  a  state  of  thiiun. 
Pronounce, — or  am   I  wrong?  —  for   mdding 

stay 
The  old-world  tnoonvenienoe,  fresh  as  found. 
All  folk  of  indiTidnality 
Prefer  to  be  reminded,  now  and  then, 
Thoi^h  at  the  cost  of  yulgar  cosiness, 
That  the  shell-outside  only  harbors  man 
The  vital  and  progressive,  meant  to  build, 
When  build  he  may,  with  quite  a  difference. 
Some  time,  in  that  far  land  we  dream  about. 
Where  every  man  is  his  own  architect. 
But  then  the  couple  here  in  question,  each 
At  one  in  project  for  a  happv  life. 
Were  by  no  acceptation  of  the  word 
So  individual  that  they  must  aspire 
To  architecture  all-afipropriate. 
And,  therefore,  in  tins  world  impossible : 
They  needed  house  to  suit  the  circnmstanoe, 
Proprietors,  not  tenants  for  a  term. 
Deroite  a  certain  marking,  here  and  there, 
Of  fleecy  black  or  white  distingniBhment, 
These  vulgar  sheep  wore  the  flock's  uniform. 
Titeif  love  the  country,  they  renounce  the  town  ? 
They  ga,ve  a  kick,  as  our  Italians  say. 
To  Paris  ere  it  turned  and  kicked  themselves  I 
Acquaintances  mieht  prove  too  hard  to  seek, 
Or  the  reverse  of  hara  to  find,  perchance. 
Since  Monsieur  Qustave's  i^>parition  there. 
And  let  me  call  remark  upon  the  list 
Of  notabilities  invoked,  in  Court 
At  Vire,  to  witness,  by  their  phrases  culled 
From  correspondence,  what  was  the  esteem 
Of  those  we  pay  respect  to,  for  **  the  pur 
Whereof  thev  knew  the  inner  life/'  H  is  said. 
Three,  and  three  only,  answered  the  M»peal. 
First  Monsieur  Vaillant,  music-publisher, 
'*  Begs  Madame  wifl  accept  civilities.*' 
Next  Alexandre  Dumas, —  sire,  not  son,  — 
*'  Sends  compliments  to  Madame  and  to  yon." 
And   last  — but   now   prepare   for  England's 

voice  I 
I  will  not  mar  nor  make  —  here  's  word  for 

word  — 
**  A  rieh  proprietor  of  Paris,  he 
To  whom  belonged  that  beauteous  Bagatelte 
Close  to  the  wood  of  Boulogne,  Hertford  hight. 
Assures  of  homages  and  compliments 
Affectionate  "  —  not  now  Miranda  but 
''  Madame  Muhlhansen."  (Was  this  friend,  the 

Duke 
Redoubtable  in  rivalry  before  ?) 
Such  was  the  evidence  when  evidence 
Was  wanted,  then  if  ever,  to  the  worth 
Whereat  acquaintances  in  Paris  prized 
Monsienr  Lwmoe  Miranda's  household  charm. 
No  wonder,  then,  his  impulse  was  to  live, 
In  Norman  solitude,  the  raris  life : 
Surround  himself  with  Art  transported  thenee, 


And  nature  like  those  famed  Elsrsian  Fields : 
Then,  warm  np  the  right  color  out  €i  botlL, 
By  Boulevard  friendships  tempted   to   oome 

taste 
How  Paris  lived  again  in  little  there. 

Monsienr  L^nce  Miranda  practised  Art. 
Do  let  a  man  for  once  live  as  man  likes  I 
PoUtics?      Spend    your    life,   to    apare    the 

world's : 
Improve  each  unit  by  some  particle 
Of  joj  the  more,  deteriorate  the  orb 
Entire,  your  own :  poor  profit,  dismal  loan ! 
Write  books,  paint  pictures,  or  make  music  — 

since 
Your  nature  leans  to  such  lif  e-exeroiae  I 
Ay,  but  such  exercise  begins  too  soon. 
Concludes  too  late,  demands  life  whole  ami 

sole. 
Artistry  being  battle  with  the  age 
It  lives  in !    Half   life,  —  silence,   while  ytn 

learn 
What  has  been  done :  the  other  half,  —  afttenipt 
At  speech,  amid  wond's  wail  of  woDdennent  — 
**  Here's  something  done  was  never  done  bi^ 

fore  I " 
To  be  the  very  breath  that  moves  the  an 
Means  not  to  have  breath  drive  ToalMibbl^ 

Uke 
Before    it  —  but   yourself   to   blow :     that  % 

strain; 
Strain's  worry  through  the  lifetine,  till  tbrre  « 

peace; 
We  know  where  peace  expects  the  artart-aool. 

Monsienr  Ltonce  Miranda  knew  aa  modi. 
Therefore  in  Art  he  nowise  oared  to  be 
Creative  ;  but  creation,  that  had  birth 
In  storminesB  long  vears  before  waa  bem 
Monsieur  L^onoe  Miranda,  —  Art,  enjoyed 
Like  fleshly  objects  of  the  chase  that  tempt 
In  cookery,  not  in  capture —  these  might  mst 
The  dilettante,  furnish  tavem^are 
Open  to  all  with  purses  open  too. 
To  sit  free  and  take  tribute  seignenr-Kke  — 
Now,  not  too  lavish  of  acknowledgment, 
Now,  self-indulfpently  profuse  of  pay. 
Alwasrs  Art's  seigneur,  not  Art's 
Whate'er  the  style  and  title  and  d( 
That  is  the  quiet  life  and  easy  d« 
Monsieur  L^noe  Miranda  would  approre 
Wholly  —  provided  (back  I  go  agau 
To  the  first  simile)  that  while  gtesses  efink. 
And  viands  steam,  and  banqueting  laaghs  high 
All  that 's  outside  the  temporary  tent. 
The  dim  grim  outline  of  the  eironit-wail. 
Forgets  to  menace  "  Soon  or  late  will  drop 
Pavilion,  soon  or  late  yon  needs  must  march. 
And  laggards  will  be  scary  they  were  slack  ! 
Always  —  unless  excuse  soond  plaaaible  1  ** 

Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  knew  at  mndi : 

Whence  his  determination  just  to  paint 

So  creditably  as  might  help  the  eye 

To  comprehend  how  painter's  eye  grew  dim 

Ere  it  produced  L'Ingegno's  pieoe  oi  work  — 

So  to  become  musician  that  his  ear 

Should  judge,  by  its  own  tinkling  and  tnrmoiL 
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toU, 


^Vho  made  the  Solemn  Bfass  miglit  well  die 
deaf- 

So  cnltiTate  a  literanr  knaok 
That,  bv  experience  now  it  wiles  the  time, 
He  mi^t  imagine  how  a  poet,  rapt 
In  rhyming  wholly,  Rrew  eo  poor  at  hiet 
Br  careleoenoee  abcnit  hie  bankerVbook, 
That  the  Sieur  Boileau  (to  provoke  onr  smile) 
Beean  abruptly,  —  when  he  paid  devoir 
To XoaiB  QnatorM  aa  he  dined  in  state,  — 
''  8ire.  send  a  drop  of  broth  to  Pierre  Comeille 
Now  ayinff  and  in  want  of  sustenance !  *' 
—  I  say,  these  half-honr  playinss  at  lifers 
IHver»fied  by  billiards,  riding,  sport  - 
With  now  and  then  a  visitor  —  Dnmas, 
Hertford  —  to  check  no  asptration*s  fligfht  — 
While  Clara,  like  a  diamond  in  the  dark, 
Should  extract  shining  from  what  else  were 

shade. 
And  multiply  chance  rays  a  million-fold,  — 
How  could  he  doubt  that  all  offence  outside,  — 
Wrong  to  the  towers,  which,  pillowed  on  the 

turf, 
He  thus  shut  eyes  to,  —  were  as  good  aa  gone  ? 

So,  down  went  Clairvanx-Priory  to  dust. 
And  up  there  roee,  in  lien,  yon  structure  gay 
Above    the  Norman  ghosts:   and  where    the 

stretch 
f  >f  barren  cotmtry  girdled  house  about, 
Behold  the  Park,  the  English  preference ! 
Thns  made  undoubtedly  a  desert  smile 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda. 

Ay,  but  she  ? 
One  should  not   so  merge  soul   in  soul,  you 

think? 
And  I  think :  only,  let  us  wait,  nor  want 
Two  thini^  at  once  —  her  turn  will  come  in 

time. 
A  cork-float  danced  upon  the  tide,  we  saw. 
This  morning,  blinding-bright  with  briny  dews : 
There  was  no  dtsengwcing  soaked  from  sound, 
Eiirth'iiroduct  from  the  sisterHsleraent. 
But  when  we  turn,  the  tide  will  turn,  I  think. 
And  bare  on  beach  will  lie  exposed  the  buoy  : 
A  very  proper  time  to  try,  with  foot 
And  even  finger,  which  was  buoying  wave. 
Which  merely  buoyant  substance,  —  power  to 

Uft, 
And  power  to  be  sent  skyward  passively. 
Meanwhile,  no  separation  of  the  pair  t 


III 

And  so  sU|>t  pleasantly  away  five  yearn 
Of  Paradiaiao  dream ;  tall,  aa  there  flit 
Premonitory  symptoms,  pr&eks  of  pain, 
Bteanse  the  dreamer  haa  to  start  awake 
And  find  disease  dwelt  active  all  the  while 
In  head  or  stomaeh   through    hia  mght-long 

sleep,— 
So  happened  here  diatnrhaiiee  to  eontent. 

Monaiear  L4oQoe  Miranda's  last  el  cares, 
Ere  he  eompoeed  himself,  had  been  to  make 
Proviaioa  that*  while  sleeping  safe  he  lay. 


Somebody  else  should,  dragon-like,  let  fall 
Never  a  ud,  coiled  round  the  apple-stem, 
But  watch  the  precious  fruiti^pe.    Somebody 
Kept  shop,  in  short,  played  Paris  substitute. 
Himself,  shrewd,  well-trained,  earlv-exercised. 
Could  take  in,  at  an  eye-glanoe,  lack  or  loss  — 
Know  oommeroe  throve,  though  lazily  uplift 
On  elbow  mereljr  :  leave  his  bed  forsooth  ? 
iSttoh  active  service  was  the  substitute's. 

But  one  October  morning,  at  first  drop 
Of  appled  gold,  first  summons  to  be  grave 
Because  rough  Autumn's  play  turns  earnest 

now. 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  was  required 
In  Paris  to  take  counsel,  face  to  face. 
With  Madame-mother :  and  be  rated,  too. 
Roundly  at  certain  items  of  expense 
Whereat  the  government  provisional. 
The  Paris  substitute  and  shopkeeper. 
Shook  head,  and  talked  of  funds  inaaequate : 
Oh,  in  the  long  run,  —  not  if  remedy 
Occurred  betimee  I  Else, — tap  the  generous  bole 
Too  near  the  quick,  —  it  withers  to  the  root  — 
Leafy,  prolific,  golden  apple-tree, 
^'  Miranda,"  stiudy  in  the  Place, Venddme ! 

'*  What  is  this  reckless  Ufe  you  lead  ?  "  began 
Her  greeting  she  whom  most  he  feared  and 

loved, 
Madame  Miranda.    **  Luxury,  extravagance 
Sardanapalns'  self  might  emulate,  — 
Did  your  good  father^  money  fro  for  this  ? 
Where  are  the  fruits  of  education,  where 
The  morals  which  at  first  distinguished  yon. 
The  faith  which  promised  to  adorn  your  age  ? 
And  why  such  wastefulness  outbreaking  now, 
When  heretofore  you  loved  economy  ? 
Explain  this  polluig-down  and  bnilding-up 
Poor  Clatrvanx,  which  yonr  father  bou^t  be 


Clairvaux  he  found  it.  and  so  left  to  yon. 

Not  a  gilt-gingerbreaa  big  baby-house ! 

True,  we  could  somehow  shake  head  and  shnt 

eye 
To  what  was  past  {prevention  on  onr  part  — 
This  reprehensible  illicit  bond  : 
We,  in  a  manner,  winking,  watched  consort 
Our  modest  well-conducted  pious  son 
With  Delilah :  we  thought  the  smoking  flax 
Would  smoulder  soon  away  and  end  in  snuff  I 
Is  spark  to  strengthen,  prove  consuming  fire  ? 
No  lawful  f amilv  calls  Clairvaux  *  home  '  — 
Why  plav  that  fool  of  Scripture  whom  the  voice 
Admonisned  ^Whoae  to-night  shall  be  those 

^  things 
Provided  for  thy  morning  jollity?  * 
To  take  one  specimen  of  pure  caprice 
Out  of  the  heap  conspicuous  in  the  plan,  — 
Pnale  of  change,  I  eidl  it,  —  titled  big 
'  Clairvaux  Restored : '    what  means  this  Bel 

vedere? 
This  Tower,  stock  like  a  foor»-eap  on  the 

roof — 
Do  yon  intend  to  soar  to  heaven  from  thenee  ? 
Tower,  truly  I    Better  had  yon  planted  tnrf  — 
More  fitl^  would  you  dig  yourself  a  hole 
Beneath  it  for  die  final  journey's  help  I 
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0  we  poor  parents  —  could  we  prophesy  I  ** 
L^nce  was  found  affectionate  enough 

To  man,  to  woman,  child,  bird,  beast,  alike ; 
But  all  affection,  all  one  hre  of  heart 
Flamiuj;   toward   Madame-mother.     Had   she 

posed 
The  Question  plainly  at  the  outset  **  Choose  I 
Cut  clean  in  half  your  all-the-world  of  love, 
The  mother  and  the  mistress :  then  resolve. 
Take  me  or  take  her,  throw  away  the  one  !  ^'  — 
He  might  have  made  the  choice  and  marred 

my  tale. 
But,  much  I  apprehend,  the  problem  put 
Was,  *'  Keep  buth  halves,  yet  do  no  aetriment 
To  either !    Prize  each  opposite  in  turn  I  " 
Hence,  while  he  prized  at  worth  the  Clairvanz- 

life 
With  all  its  tolerated  naughtiness, 
He,  visiting  in  fancy  Quai  Rousseau, 
iSaw,  cornered  in  the  cosiest  nook  of  all. 
That  range  of  rooms  through  number  Thirty* 

three. 
The  lady-mother  bent  o^er  her  B^iique 
While  Monsieur  Cnr4  This,  and  bister  That,  — 
Superior  of  no  matter  what  good  House  — 
Did  duty  for  Duke  Hertford  and  Dumas, 
Nay  —  at  his  mother's  age  —  for  Clara^s  self. 
At  Quai  Rousseau,  things  comfortable  thus, 
Why  should  poor  Clairvaux  prove  so  trouble- 
some? 
She  played  at  cards,  he  built  a  Belvedere. 
But  nere  *s  the  difference  :  she  had  reached  the 

Towers 
And  there  took  pastime  :  he  was  still  on  Turf  — 
Though    fully    minded    that,    when   once    he 

marched. 
No  sportive  fancy  should  distract  him  more. 

In  brief,  the  man  was  angry  with  himself. 
With  her,  with  all  the  world  and  much  beside : 
And  so  the  unseemly  words  were  interchanged 
Which  crystallize  what  else  evaporates. 
And  make  mere  misty  petulance  grow  hard 
And  sharp  inside  each  softness,  heart  and  souL 
Monsieur  L^noe  Miranda  flung  at  last 
Out  of   doors,   fever-flushed:    and  there  the 

Seine 
Rolled  at  his  feet,  obsequious  remedy 
For  fever,  in  a  cold  autumnal  flow. 
**  Qo  and  be  rid  of  memory  in  a  bath  I  *' 
Cnif tilv  whispered  Who  besets  the  ear 
On  such  occasions. 

Done  as  soon  as  dreamed. 
Back  shiveiB  poor  L^once  to  bed  —  where  else  f 
And  there  he  lies  a  month  ^twixt  life  and  death, 
Raving.  ^  '*  Remorse  of  conscience  I  **    friends 

opine. 
^*  Sirs,  it  may  partly  prove  so,"  represents 
Beaumont  —  (the  family  physician,  he 
Whom  last  yearns  Commune  murdered,  do  yoa 

mind?) 
Beaumont  reports,  *^  There  is  some  active  cause, 
More  than  mere  pungency  of  quarrel  past,  -^ 
(^ause  that  keeps  adding  other  food  to  fire. 

1  hear  the  woras  Mid  know  the  signs,  I  say  I 
Dear  Madame,  you  have  read  the  Book  of 

Saints, 


How  Antony  waa  tempted  ?    As  lor  me. 
Poor  heathen,  *t  is  by  pictures  I  am  taught. 
I  say  then,  I  see  standmg  here,  —  between 
Me  and  my  patient,  and  that  crooitix 
You  very  properly  would  interpose  — 
A  certain  woman-«hape,  one  white  apiieal, 
*  Will  you  leave  me,  tnen,  me,  me,  me  for  her  ? ' 
Since  oold  Seine  oould  not  qvench  this  flaoM-, 

since  flare 
Of  fever  does  not  redden  it  away,  — 
Be  rational,  indulgent,  mute  —  shoold  dianee 
Come  to  the  rescue  —  Providence,  I  mean  — 
The  while  I  blister  and  phlebotomixe ! 


yi 


Well,  somehow  rescued  bsr  whatever  power. 
At  month's  end,  back  again  oonveyea  **■■"— »>f 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda,  worn  to  rass. 
Nay,  tinder :  stuff  irreparably  spoiled. 
Though  kindly  hand  should  stitch  and  pfttf  b  it* 

best. 
CLarvanx  in  Autumn  is  reatoratiYe. 
A  friend  stitched  on,  patched  OTer.     All  tb^- 

same, 
Clairvauz  looked  grayer  than  a  manth  a(o. 
Unglossed  was  shrubbery,  ungloriiied 
Elacn  copse,  so  wealthy  onoe ;  the  gardeB-ploift, 
The  orchard-walks,  flowed  dearth  and  drcari- 


The  sea  lay  out  at  distance  crammed  by  eload 
Into  a  leaden  wedge ;  and  sorrowful 
Sulked  field  and  pasture  with  pernstent  rain. 
Nobody  came  so  tar  from  Paris  now : 
Friends  did  their  duty  by  an  invalid 
Whose  convalescence  claimed  entire 
Only  a  single  ministrant  was  staneh 
At  quiet  reparation  of  the  stuff  — 
Monsieur  Litonce  Miranda,  worn  to  ran: 
But  die  was  Clara  and  the  world  beside. 

Another  month,  the  year  packed  up  hia  plagn*- 
And  sullenly  departed,  peddlel^^ke, 
As  apprehensive  old-world  ware  might  siiow 
To  diaadvanti^  when  the  neweomer. 
Merchant  of  novelties,  younf  ^^ix^eiglit. 
With  brand-new  baigMns.  wnistied  oW  the  IrA 
Things  brightened  some wnat  o'er  the  Clmatiu.c« 

hearth, 
As  Clara  plied  assiduously  her  task. 

**  Words  are  but  words  and  wind.    Why  let  thr 

wind 
Sing  in  your  ear,  bite,  sounding,  to  yoar  brain  " 
Old  folk  and  young  folk,  still  at  odds,  of  eoforsir ' 
Age  quarrels  because  Spring  puts  fotih  m  leaf 
Wtiile  Winter  has  a  mind  that  bonghastay ' 
Or  rather  —  worse  than  quarrel  —  age  d4 
Propriety  in  preaching  life  to  death. 
*  Enjov  nor  youth,  nor  Clairvanx,  nor  , 
Dear  Madame^jrou  enjoy  yonr  age,  't  is  tboofrht ' 
Your  number  Thirty-three  on  Qnai  Ronwean 
Cost  fifty  times  the  price  of  Churvanz,  tipp^ 
Even  with  our  prodigioas  Belvedere ; 
Ton  entertain  the  (^ur^,  —  we,  Dnmae : 
We  play  charades,  while  yoa  prefer  B^aqoe : 
Do  lead  your  own  life  and  let  oars  alooe  ! 
Cross  Old  Tear  shall  have  done  his  wotat,  my 

friend! 
Here  oomes  gay  New  Year  with  a  gift,  no  donbc '. 
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Look  up  anil  let  in  li^ht  that  longa  to  shine  — 
One  fliMh  of  Ucht,  and  where  will  darkneaa 

hide? 
Your  cold  makes  me  too  eold,  lore  I    Keep  me 

warm!  ^' 

Whereat  L^onoe  Miranda  raised  his  head 
From  his  two  white  thin  hands,  and  f oreed  a 

■mile. 
And  spoke :  **  1  do  look  np,  and  see  yonr  liffht 
Above  me  I  Let  New  Year  oontribate  wanntn  -^ 
I  shall  refose  no  fuel  that  may  blase.*' 
Nor  did  he.    Three  davs  after,  just  a  spark 
From  Paris,  answered  by  a  snap  at  Caen 
Or  whither  reached  the  telegraphic  wire  : 
'*  Quickly  to  Paris !    On  arrival,  learn 
Why  you  are  wanted !  **    Curt  and  oritioal  I 

Off  starts  L^nce,  one  fear  from  head  to  foot ; 
('aen,  Rouen,  Paris j  as  the  railway  helps ; 
Then  come  the  Qaai  and  Number  Thirty^three. 
'What  is  the  matter,  oonciemfe?"  —  a  gri- 

maoe ! 
Ele  mounts  the  stmroase,  makes  for  the  main 

seat 
>f  dreadful  mystery  which  draws  him  there  — 
[inrsts  in  upon  a  beidroom  known  too  well  — 
riiere  lies  all  left  now  of  the  mother  onoe. 
lapeis  define  the  stretch  of  rigid  white, 
^or  want  there  g:hastly  yelvets  of  the  icrave. 
\.  blackness  sits  on  either  side  at  watch, 
listers,  good  souls  but  frig^htf  ul  all^  the  same, 
>ilent :  a  priest  is  spokesman  for  his  corpse. 
*  l>ead,  throngh    L^noe    Miranda  I    stricken 

down 
Vithout  a  minute's  warning,  yesterday  ! 
Vhat  did  die  say  to  you,  and  yon  to  her, 
Two  months  ajro  ?    This  is  the  oonsequenoe  ! 
[lie  doctors  have  their  name  for  the  disease  ; 
f   you,  and  God  say  —  heart-break,    nothing 

more ! " 
lonsienr  L^once  Miranda,  like  a  stone 
*«*ll  at  the  bed  foot  and  found  respite  so, 
Vhile  the  priest  went  to  tell  the  company. 
V*'hat  follows  you  are  free  to  disbelieve.  ^ 
t  maj  be  true  or  false  that  this  good  priest 
lad      taken     his     instmotiotts,  —  who    shall 

blame?  — 
'rf>ni  quite  another  quarter  than,  perchance, 
loiuiieur  L^once  Miranda  might  suppose 
V'ould  offer  solace  in  such  pressing  need, 
ill  he  remembered  of  lus  kith  and  kin 
V'AA^  they  were  worthily  his  substitutes 
rt  commerce,  did  their  work  and  drew  their 

pay. 
lilt  they  remembered,  in  addition,  this  ~ 
'hey  f*«irly  might  exp'^ct  inheritance, 
,H  nearest  kin,  oall»fa  Family  bv  law 
ml  g«>8pel  both.     Now,  since  Miranda*s  li£s 
howed  nothiuK  like  abatement  of  distaste 
or  conjugality,  but  preference 
I  >nt  in  lied  and  confirmed  of  that  smooth  <diain 
Thich  slips  and   leaves  no  knot  behind,  no 

heir  - 
r««aniptaoa  was,  the  roan,  become  mature, 
/ould  at  a  calculable  day  discard 
lis  old  and  outworn  .  .  .  what  we  bloah  to 

name. 


And  make  society  the  just  amends  : 

iScarce    by  a   new   atuushment  —  lleayen  fat" 

bid! 
Still  less  by  lawful  marriage :  that 's  reserved 
For  Uioae  who  make  a  proper  choice  at  first  — 
Not  try  both  oourses  and  would  grasp  in  age 
The  very  treasure,  vonth  preferred  to  spurn  1 
No  I  putting  decently  such  thou^t  aside. 
The  penitent  must  rather  give  his  powers 
To  such  a  reparation  of  the  past 
As,  edifying  Kindred,  makes  them  rich. 
Now,  how  would  it  enrich  prospectively 
The  Cousins,  if  he  lavished  sncn  expense 
On  Clairvaux  ?  —  pretty  as  a  toy,  but  then 
As  toy.  so  much  productive  and  no  more ! 
If  all  the  outcome  of  the  goldsmith's  shop 
Went   to  gild  Clairvaux,  where  remam   the 

funds 
For  Cousinry  to  spread  out  lap  and  take  ? 
This  must  be  thought  of  and  provided  for. 
I  give  it  you  a  mere  conjectui«,  mind  1 
To  help  explain  the  wholesome  unannounced 
Intelligence,  the  shock  that  startled  guilt. 
The  scenic  show,    much   yellow,  black    and 

white 
By  taper-shine,  die  nuns  —  portentous 
And,  more  than    all,  the   priest's 

ment  — 
"  No  flattery  of  self  1    You  murdered  her ! 
The  gray  line,  silent  now,  reivove  by  mine. 
You  wastea  all  your  living,  rioted 
In  harlotry  —  she  warned  and  I  repeat  I 
No  warning  had  she,  for  she  needed  none : 
If  this  should  be  the  last  yourself  receive  ?  " 
Done  for  the  best,  no  doubt,  though  dnmsily,  — 
Such,  and  so  startling,  the  reception  here. 
You  hardly  wonder  u  down  fell  at  once 
The  tawdry  tent,  pictorial,  musical. 
Poetical,  besprent  with  hearts  and  darts ; 
Its  cobweb>work,  betinselled  stitchery. 
Lay  dust  about  our  sleeper  on  the  turf  ^ 
And    showed  the   outer  towers   distmot  and 

dread. 

Senseless  he  fell,  and  long  he  lay,  and  much 
Seemed  salntare  in  his  punishment 
To  planners  ana  performers  of  the  piece. 
When  pain  ends,  pardon  prompt  may  operate. 
There  was  a  good  attendance  close  at  hand. 
Waiting  the  issue  in  the  great  saloon. 
Cousins  with  consolation  and  advice. 

All  thinn  thns  happily  performed  to  point, 
No  wonder  at  success  commensurate. 
Once  swooning  stopped,  once  anguish  subse- 
quent 
Raved  out,  —  a  sudden  resolution  chilled 
His  blood  and  changed  his  swimming  eyes  to 

stone. 
As  the  poor  fellow  raised  himself  upright. 
Collected  strength,  looked,  once  for  all,  hia 

look. 
Then,  turning,  put  ofiicioos  help  aside 
And  pasud  from  out  the  chamoer.    *'  For  a^ 

fairs  1" 
So  he  announced  himself  to  the  saloon : 
*'  We  owe  a  duty  to  the  livin|r  too  !  "  -- 
Monsieur  L^oaoe  Miranda  tried  to  smile. 
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How  did  the  baarta  of  Oouafaiiy  rejoice 
At  their  stray  sheep  rBtundnp  thus  to  fold. 
As,  -with  a  dignity,  precision,  sense, 
All  niBitspected  in  the  man  before. 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  made  minute 
Detail  of  his  intended  soheme  of  life 
Thenceforward  and  foreyer.     *^  Vanity 
Was  ended  :  its  redemption  must  b^u  — ^ 
And,  certain,  would  continue  ;  but  smoe  life 
Was  awfully  uncertain  —  witness  here  I  — 
Behooved  him  lose  no  moment  but  dischatfie 
Immediate  burden  of  the  world's  affairs 
<)n  backs  that  kindly  volunteered  to  crouch. 
(Cousins,  with  easier  conscience,  blamelessly 
Mi^ht  carry  on  the  ^Idsmith's  trade,  in  brief, 
Uninterfered  with  by  its  lord  who  late 
Was  used  to  supervise  and  take  due  tithe. 
A  stipend  now  Kufficed  his  natural  need : 
Themac4ves  should  fix  what  sum  allows  man 

live. 
But  half  a  doaen  words  concisely  plain 
Might,  first  of  all,  make  sure  thai,  on  demise, 
Monsieur  L^unce  Miranda's  property 
Passed  by  bequi  athment,  every  particle. 
To  the  right  heirs,  the  cousins  ot  his  heart. 
As  for  that  woman  —  they  would  understand  I 
This  was  a  step  must  take  her  by  surprise  I 
It  were  too  cruel  did  he  snatch  away 
Decent  subsistence.    She  was  young,  and  fair, 
And  .  .  .  and  attractive  1    Means  must  be  sup- 

plitHi 
To  save  her  from  herself,  and  from  tlie  world. 
And  .  .  .  from  anxieties  might  haunt  him  else 
When  he  were  fain  have  other  thoughts  in 

mind." 

It  was  a  flight  to  melt  a  stone,  that  thaw 

Of  rigid  disapproval  into  dew 

<>f  sympathy,  as  each  extended  palm 

Of  cousm  hasted  to  enclose  those  five 

Cold  fingHrs,  tendered  so  mistrustfully, 

Despairingly  of  condonation  now  I 

You  would  have  thought,  —  at  every  fervent 

shake. 
In  reaasnranoe  of  those  timid  tips.  — 
The  penitent  had  squeezed,  considerate, 
By  way  of  fee  into  physiciaa's  hand 
For  physicking  his  soul,  some  diamond  knob. 

And  now  let  pass  a  week.    Once  more  behold 
The  same  assemblage  in  the  same  saloon. 
Waiting  the  entry  of  protagonist 
Monsieur  L^ince  Miranda.    *^  Just  a  week 
Since  the  death-day,  —  was  ever   man  trans* 

fonued 
Like  this   man?"  questioned   oouain  of   his 

mate. 

Last  seal  to  th<)  repentance  had  been  set 
Three  days  before,  at  Seeanx  in  neighbodbood 
Of  Paris  whero  they  laid  with  f  unenl  pomp 
Mother  by  father.    Let  me  spare  the  rest : 
How  the  poor  fellow,  ia  his  misery. 
Buried  hot  faoe  and  bosom,  where  neaped  snow 
Offered  assistance,  at  the  grave's  black  edge. 
And  there  lav,  till  uprootM  by  main  fnroe 
From  wh  ru  he  praved  to  grow  and  ne'er  again 
Walk  eaftk  nnworanly  •■  neietolora. 


It  u  not  with  impunity  priests  teach 

The   doctrine   he   was   dosed  with  ftom   bi« 

youth  — 
''  Pain  to  the  body —  profit  to  the  aonl ; 
Corporeal  pleasure  —  so  much  woe  to  pay 
When  disembodied  spirit  gives  account." 

However,  woe  had  done  its  worst,  tJiis  time. 

Three  days  allow  subsidence  of  much  grief. 

Already,  regular  and  equable, 

Forward  went  purpose  to  effect.    At  onco 

The  testament  was  written,  signed  and  scaImI. 

Dispofler  of  the  commerce  — that  took  time. 

Ana  would  not  suffer  by  a  week'a  delav  ; 

But  the  immediate,  Ae  imperioua  aeea. 

The  call  demanding  of  the  Consinry 

Co-operation,  what  oonvened  them  tlioB, 

Was  —  how  and  when  should  deputation  manh 

To  Coliseum  Street,  the  old  abode 

Of     wickedness,     and     there    aoqnaiat  —  oh, 

shame! 
Her,  its  old  inmate,  who  had  followed  up 
And  lay  in  wait  in  the  old  haunt  for  prey  — 
That  they  had  resoaed,  they  poosesaed  L^oorr. 
Whose  loathing  at  recapture  eoualled  theirs  — 
Upbraid  that  smaer  with  her  siaf  ulneas. 
Impart  the  fellow^nner's  firm  reaolre 
Never  to  set  epres  on  her  face  again : 
Then,  after  stipulations  strict  but  joat. 
Hand  her  the  nrst  instalment  —  moderate 
Enough,  no  question  —  of  her  salary : 
Admonish  for  the  future,  and  ao  end.  — 
All  which  good  purposes,  decided  cm 
Sufficiently,  were  waiting  full  effect 
When  presently  the  culprit  should 


Somehow  appearance  was  delayed  too  Unsg ; 

Chatting  ana  chirping  sunk  incoaaeioiaaly 

To  silence,  nay,  uneamnesa,  at  length 

Alarm,  till  —  anything  for  oeititade  I  — 

A  peeper  was  commissioned  to  explore. 

At  keyhole,  what  the  laggard'a  task    migK 

be  — 
What  caused  so  palpable  a  diaraqicet ! 


Back  came  the  tiptoe  oousaa  from  his  quest. 
**  Monsieur  L^onee  was  busy,"  he  believed. 
**  Contemplating  —  those  love-letters,  perhaps 
He  always  carried,  as  if  preoiooa  stoacB., 
About  with  him.    He  read,  one  affen*  o«e. 
Some  sort  of  letten.    But  his  back  waa  tarard 
The  empty  coffer  open  at  his  aide. 
He  leant  on  elbow  by  the  maatelpieee 
Before  the  hearth-fire ;  big  aad  hlaiiny  too." 


"  Better  he  thorelled  them  all  in  at 
And   burned   the   rubbish  I  *' 


9UIP, 
Wanning  his  own  hands  at  the  fire  the  whale, 
I  told  you,  flaow  had  fallea  oataide,  I  thlak. 

When  saddenly  a  cry,  a  heat  of  eriea. 
Soreama,  hubbub  uid  ooafnsMMi   thrilled  th» 

room. 
All   by   a   connncti  impalM   rai^Md    theaee. 

reached 
The  late  death-ehamber,  tneked  wtthttaannfi 

■till. 
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^kiillii,  crowbones,  and  such  muni  broidery. 
Madanie  Muhlhaiueu  might  have  played  the 

witoh, 
I  >ropped  down  the  ehimney  and  apfiaUed  L4* 

once 
liy  some  proposal,  **  Partanff  toueh  of  hand  !  " 
It'  nhe  but  tooohed  his  foolish  hand,  you  know  I 

'^omethinff  had  hap]pened  quite  oontnuiwise. 
Moiwieur  L^noe  Miranda,  one  by  (me, 
Had  read  the  letten  and  the  lore  they  held. 
And,  that  task  finished,  had  required  his  soul 
To  answer  frankly  what  the  prospeot  seemed 
( >f  his  own  loTe^s  departure  ~pledfred  to  part  I 
rhen,  answer  beiiur  unmistakable, 
(le  had  replaced  the  letters  quietly, 
>hiit  coffer,  and  so,  graspine  either  side 
iiy  its  oouTenient  handle,  plunged  the  whole  — * 
Lt'tters  and  coffer  and  both  hands  to  boot  — 
Into  the  buminur  ipAte  and  held  them  there. 
"  Bum,  burn,  wia  purify  my  past  t  *'  said  he, 
I'almly,  as  if  be  felt  no  pain  at  all. 

[ii  vain  they  pulled  him  from  the  tortnre*place  : 
The   strong   man,  wttli   the   soul   of   tenfold 

strength. 
Broke  from    their   clutch :    and   there 

smiled  he. 
Die  miserable  hands  re-bathed  in  fire  — 
I  \>iiMtant  to  that  ejaculation,  '"'  Bum, 
Barn,  purify  1 "    And  when^  oombtning  fbcoe, 
Fhey  fairly  dragged  the  victim  out  of  reaeh 
'•  >f  further  harm,  he  had  no  hands  to  hurt  — 
Vwo  horrible  remains  of  right  and  left, 
"  Uliereof  the  bones,  ohalanges  formerly, 
I'arbonized,    were    still    crackling   with    the 

flame,'' 
Niid  Beaumont.    And  he  fought  them  all  the 

while : 
*  \VhT  am  I  hindered  when  1  would  be  pure  ? 
Why  leave  the  sacrifice  still  incomplete  r 
'>hf  holds  me,  I  must   have   more   haada   to 

bom ! " 
riiey  were  the  stronger,  though,  and  bound 

him  fast. 

B«>auinont  was  in  attendance  presently. 
-  \y\iHt  did  I  tell  you?    Preachment  to  the 

deaf  I 
[  wish  he  had  been  deafer  when  they  preached, 
FhuHe  priests!    But  wait  till  next   Republic 

comes  I " 

Am  for  L^nce,  a  single  sentiment 

iNMMMsed  his  soul  and  oocupied  his  tongue  — 

A  iHoltite  satisfaction  at  the  deed. 

\i'V(*r  he  varied.  *t  is  observable. 

Nor  in  the  stage  of  agonies  (which  proved 

A  bnent    without   leave,  —  Mcience   seemed    to 

think  >, 
Viir  yet  in  those  three  months^  febrieity 
VVIiich  followed.  —  never  did  he  vary  tale  — * 
Kftniiining  happy  beyond  utterance. 
■'  Ineffable  beatitude  '*  ~ I  quote 
The  words,  I  cannot  give  the  smile  —  **  such 

bliss 
A  )>olifihed  pain !    Pain  might  or  might  not  be : 
Hf  felt  in  heaven,  where  fl«ah  decista  to  fret. 


Purified  now  and  henceforth,  all  the  past 
Reduced  to  ashes  with  the  flesh  defiled  I 
Why  all  those  anxious  faees  round  his  bed  ? 
What  was  to  pity  in  their  patient,  pray. 
When   doctor   came  and  went,  and   Cousins 

watched? 
—  Kindness,  but  in  pure  waste  I "  he  said  and 

smiled. 
And  if  a  trouble  would  at  times  disturb 
The  ambrosial  mood,  it  came  from  other  source 
Than  the  corporeal  transitonr  pang. 
"  If  sacrifice  oe  incomplete !  ^'  criM  he — 
**  If  ashes  have  not  sunk  reduced  to  dust. 
To  nullity  I    If  atoms  coalesce 
Till  something  grow,  grow,  get  to  be  a  shape 
I  hate,  I  hoped  to  bum  away  from  me  ! 
She  is  my  body,  she  and  I  are  one. 
Yet,  all  uie  same,  there,  thero  at  bedfoot  stands 
The  woman  wound  about  my  flesh  and  blood. 
There,  the  arms  open,  the  more  wonderful. 
The  whiter  for  the  burning  .  .  .  Vanish  thou  ! 
A  vaunt,  fiend's  self  found  in  the  form  I  wore  I " 

''  WherMU:,  *  said  Beaumont,  ''  sinee  his  handa 

were  |[one, 
The  patient  in  a  frenzy  kicked  and  kieked 
To  keep  off  some  imagined  visitant. 
So  will  it  prove  as  long  as  priests  may  ptenoh 
Spiritual  terrors !  "  groaned  the  evidence 
Of  Beaumont  that  his  patient  was  stark  mad  -* 
Produced  in  tbne  and  place  :  of  which  anon. 
**  Mad,  or  wbv  thus  insensible  to  pain  f 
Body  and  soul  are  one  thiivr,  with  two  names 
For  more  or  less  elaborated  stuff." 

Such  is  the  new  Reliaio  Medici, 

Thou^  antiquated  xaith  held  otherwise, 

Explamed  that  body  is  not  soul,  but  just 

Soul's  servant :  that,  if  soul  be  satisfied, 

Possess  already  joy  or  pain  enough. 

It  uses  to  ignoro,  as  master  may. 

What  ineiease,  jo^  or  pain»  its  servant  brings  — - 

Superflnotw  contribution :  soul,  once  served. 

Has  naught  to  do  with  body's  service  move. 

Each,  speculated  on  exelusively. 

As  if  its  office  were  the  only  one. 

Body  or  soul,  either  shows  servioe  paid 

In  joy  and  pain,  that  *s  blind  and  ooJHrtless  — 

A  servant's  toiling  for  no  master's  good  — 

()r  else  shows  good  received  and  put  to  use. 

As  if  within  soul's  self  grew  joy  and  pain. 

Nor  needed  body  for  a  ministrant. 

I  note  these  old  nnscienrifie  ways : 

Poor  Beaumont  cannot :    for   the    Commune 

ruled 
Next  vear,  and  era  they  shot  his  priests,  shot 

him. 

Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda  raved  himself 

To  rest ;  lay  three  long  months  in  bliss  or  bale. 

Inactive,  anyhow :  more  need  that  heirs. 

His  natimU  proteoton,  should  assume 

The  management,  bestir  their  eoosinship. 

And  carry  out  that  purpoee  of  roform 

Such  tragic  work  now  made  imperative. 

A  deputation,  with  austerity. 

Nay,  sternness,  boro  her  sentence  to  the  fiend 

Aforesaid,  —  she  at  watch  for  turn  of  wheel 
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And  fortune's  favor,  Street — yoa  know  the 

name. 
A    certain    rou^lmeae    seemed     appropriate : 

"You  — 
Steiner,  Muhlhausen,  whataoe^er  your  name, 
Cause  whole  and  sole  of  this  catastrophe !  *'  — 
And  so  forth,  introduced  the  embassage. 

"  Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda  was  divorced 
Once  and  forever  from  his  —  nely  word. 
Himself  had  gone  for  crood  to  Portu^  : 
They  came  empowered  to  act  and  stipulate. 
Hold  !  no  discussion !  Terms  were  settled  now  : 
So  much  of  present  and  prospective  pay. 
But  also  —  good  engagement  in  plain  terms 
She  never  seek  renewal  of  the  past  I  ** 

This  little  harmless  tale  produced  effect. 
Madame  M'lhlhansen  owned  her  sentence  just. 
Its  execution  gentle.     "  Stem  their  phrase, 
These  kinsfolk  with  a  right  she  recognized  — 
But  kind  its  import  probably,  which  now 
Her  agitation,  her  bewilderment. 
Rendered  too  hard  to  understand,  perhaps. 
Let  them  accord  the  natural  delay, 
And  she  would  ponder  and  decide.    Meantime, 
So  far  was  she  from  wish  to  follow  friend 
Who  fled  her,  that  she  would  not  budge  from 

place  — 
Now  that  her  friend  was  fled  to  Portugal,  — 
Never  2    She  leave  this  Coliseum  Stieet  ? 
No,  not  a  footstep  I  '^  she  assured  them. 

So- 
They  saw  they  might  have  left  that  tale  untold 
When,  after  some  weeks  more  were  gone  to 

waste. 
Recovery  seemed  incontestable. 
And  the  poor  mutilated  figure,  once 
The  gay  and  glancing  fortunate  young  spark, 
Miranda,  humble  ana  obedient  took 
The  doctor's  counsel,  issued  sad  and  slow 
From  precincts  of  the  sick-room,  tottered  down, 
And  out,  and  into  carriage  for  fresh  air. 
And  so  drove  straight  to  Coliseum  Street, 
And  tottered  upstaira,  knocked,  and  in  a  trice 
Was  clasped  in  the    embrace  of    whom  yon 

know  — 
With  much  asseveration,  I  omit. 
Of  constancv  henceforth  till  life  should  end. 
When  all  this  happened,  —  ''  What  reward,'' 

cried  she, 
"  For  judging  her  Miranda  by  herself  I 
For  never  having  entertained  a  thought 
Of  breaking  promise,  leaving  home  forsooth. 
To  follow  who  was  fled  to  Portugal  I 
As  if  she  thought  they  spoke  a  word  of  trtith  ! 
She  knew  what  love  was,  knew  that  he  loved 

her; 
The  Cooainry  knew  nothing  of  the  kind.** 

I  will  not  scandalize  von  and  recount 
How  matters  made  the  morning  pass  away. 
Not  one  reproach,  not  one  acknowledgment, 
One  explanation :  all  was  understood  I 
Matt4>r8  at  end,  the  home^uneasiness 
Cniisins  were  feeling  at  this  jaunt  prolonged 
Was  ended  also  by  the  entry  of  — 


Not  simply  him  whose  exit  had  been  made 

By  mild  command  of  doctor  **  Out  with  yon  I 

I  warrant  we  receive  another  man  I  " 

But  —  would  that  I  could  say,  the  married  pair ! 

And,  quite  another  man  assuredly, 

Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  took  on  him 

Forthwith  to  bid  the  trio,  priest  and  inuia. 

Constant  in  their  attendance  all  this  while. 

Take  his  thanks  and  their  own  departure  ton ; 

Politely  but  emphatically.    Next, 

The  Cousins  were    dismissed:    **No  proti^t. 

pray  ! 
Whatever  I  engaged  to  do  ts  done. 
Or  shall  be  —  I  but  follow  your  advice : 
Love  I  abiure  :  the  lady,  you  heboid. 
Is  ohangea  as  I  myself ;  her  sex  is  changv^  : 
Thb  is  my  Brother  —  He  will  tend  me  bow. 
Be  all  my  world  henceforth  as  brother  diouki. 
Gentlemen,  of  a  kinsliip  I  revere. 
Your  interest  in  trade  is  laudable  ; 
I  purpose  to  indul^  it:  manage  mine. 
My  goldsmith-business  in  the  Flace  \end6ta^. 
Wholly  —  through  purchase  at  the  price  »A 

judgod 
B^  experts  I  shall  have  nasi  stance  from. 
If,  in  conformity  with  sage  advice, 
I  leave  a  buinr  world  of  interests 
I  own  myself  unfit  for  —  yours  the  care 
That  any  wcn'ld  of  other  aims,  wherein 
I  hope  to  dwell,  be  easy  of  aooese 
Through  ministration  of  the  moneya  dne. 
As  we  determine,  with  all  proper  speed. 
Since  I  leave  Paris  to  re^r  my  health. 
Say  faro  well  to  our  Cousins,  Brother  mine !  " 

And,  all  submisaveness,  as  brother  niift^t, 
The  lady  curtsied  gracefully,  and  dropt 
More  than  mere  curtsey,  a  concluding  phiaw 
So  silver-soft,  yet  penetrative  too. 
That  none  of  it  escaped  the  favored  eaie  : 
**  Had  I  but  credited  one  syllable, 
I  should  to-day  be  lyin^  stretched  on  straw. 
The  produce  of  your  miserable  rente  I 
Whereas,  I  hold  him  —  do  yon  oorapfebend  T  ** 
CouMU  regarded  cousin,  turned  up  eye. 
And  took  departure,  as  our  Tuscans  laugh. 
Each  with  his  added   palm-breadth    of  lone 

nose, — 
Cortuled  but  imperoeptiblv,  next  week. 
When  transfer  was  accomplished,  and  the  trad- 
In  Paris  did  indeed  become  their  own. 
But  bought  by  them  and  sold  by  him  on  temt- 
*Twixt  man  and  man,  —  might  serve   *ti»tiT 

wolf  and  wolf. 
Substitute  "  bit  and  clawed*'  for  **  signed  ai^i 

sealed*'  — 
Our  ordinary  business-terms,  in  abort. 
Another  week,  and  i^lairvaox  broke  in  bloom 
At  end  of  April,  to  receive  again 
Monsieur  Ij4f>nce  Miranda,  gentleman, 
Elx-jeweller  and  goldsmith  :  never  more  ~ 
According  to  the  purpose  he  pmfaaaad  — 
To  quit  this  paradise,  his  property. 
This  Clara,  his  companion  :  so  it  proved. 

The  Cousins,  each  with  elongated  noae. 
Discussed  their  bargain,  reconciled  them  mm*' 
To  hard  necessity,  disboraed  the 
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And  haitMied  to  subjoin,  wherorer  tjrpe 
PnjclaimMl ''  UmadtL  '*  to  the  pnblio,  *'  CaUed 
Now  Firm-BIinuida."    There,  a  colony, 
Thej  flourish  underneath  the  name  that  still 
Maintains  the  old  repute,  1  understand. 
T\\ej  bnilt  their  Clairvaox,  dream-Chttean,  in 

Spain, 
Perhaps — but    Place    VendOme     is    waking 

worth: 
f)h,  they  lost  little  1  — only,  man  and  man 
Hardly  conclude  transactions  off  the  kind 
\fl  cousin  should  with  coosin,  —  consina  think. 
h^or  the  rest,  all  was  honorably  done, 
v>,  ere  buds  break  to  blossom,  let  us  breathe  f 
Vever  suppcse  there  was  one  particle 
)f  r«cmaescenoe —  wound,  halff-healed  beffore, 
Nft  freshly  running  —  sin,  repressed  as  such, 
Vttw  loosened  as  Moessitv  of  liffe  t 
[ii  all  this  reTocation  and  resolye, 
Kar  be  sin^s  self-indulgence  ffrom  your  thought ! 
The  man  had  simply  made  discoTcry, 
Wy  process  I  respect  iff  not  admire, 
That  what  was,  was :  —  that  turff,  his  ffeei  had 

touched, 
?VU  solid  just  as  much  as  yonder  towers 
1«*  Haw  with  eyes,  but  did  not  stand  upon, 
Viid  could  not,  if  he  would,  reach  in  a  leap, 
'euple  had  told  him  flowery  turff  was  false 
To  riiotstep,  tired  the  traveller  soon,  beside : 
That  was  untrue.    They  told  him ''One  fair 

stride 
^lants  on  saffe  platfform,  and  secures  man  rest.'* 
That  was  untrue.    8ome  varied  the  advice : 
'  Neither    was  solid,   towers   no  more  than 

turff:" 
KHible  assertion,  thereffore  twice  as  ffalse. 
*  I    like   these  amateurs  "  — our  ffriend  had 

laughed, 
onld  he  turn  what  he  ffelt  to  what  he  thought, 
iiid.  that  ajcain,  to  what  he  put  in  words : 
1  like  their  prettr  trial,  proof  off  paste 
>r  precious  stone,  ny  delicate  approach 
H  eye  askance,  fine  feel  off  finger^p, 
}r  toach  off  tonene  inquisitive  fur  cold. 
tri<>d  my  jeweli  in  a  crucible : 
'iert'e  6re  has  ffelt  them,  licked  them,  lefft 

them  sound. 
>on't  tell  me  that  mr  earthly  love  is  sham, 
ly  h«*aven]y  ffear  a  clever  counterfeit  I 
iiich  may  oppose  each,  jret  be  true  alike  I  " 

'<»  build  up,  independent  off  the  towers, 
.  durable  pavilion  o*er  the  turff, 
I  ;i(l  iHsued  in  disaster.    '*  What  remained 
x(*«*pt.  by  tunnel,  or  rise  gallerv, 
0  k*M*p  communication  *twizt  tne  two, 
nit**  tne  opposites,  both  near  and  ffar, 
mi  never  t^  eomplete  abandonment 
f  on**  or  other  ?  "  so  he  thought,  not  said, 
iifi  to  such  engineering  feat,!  say, 
•iiiHienr  L^oaoe  Miranda  saw  the  means 
rtM'iHely  in  this  revocation  prompt 
f  jiiHt  those  benefits  off  worldly  wealth 
i>nfferred  upon  his  Cousinry  —  all  but  1 

lii^  (^lairvanz  —  yon  would  know,  were  you 
at  top 
v«tnd«*r  crowning  grace,  its  Belvedere  — 


Is  situate  in  one  ang^e-niche  off  three. 

At  equidistance  ffrom  Saint^Rambert  —  there 

Behind  you,  and  The  Ravissante,  beside  ^ 

There :  steeple,  steeple,  and  this  Clairvauz-top 

rA  sort  off  steeple)  constitute  a  trine, 

With  not  a  tenement  to  break  each  side. 

Two  milee  or  so  in  leogth,  iff  eye  can  judge. 

Now  this  is  native  land  of  miracle. 
Oh,  wh^,  why,  why,  ffrom  all  recorded  time. 
Was  miracle  not  wrought  once,  only  once, 
To  help  whoever  wanted  help  indeed  ? 
If  cm  tne  day  when  Spring's  green  giriishneas 
Qrew  nubile,  and  she  trembled  into  BCay, 
And  our  Biinnda  climbed  to  clasp  the  Spring 
A'tiptoe  o'er  the  sea,  those  wafts  off  warmth. 
Those  cloudlets  scudding  under  the  bare  blue, 
And  all  that  new  sun,  that  fresh  hope  about 
His  air^  place  of  observation,  —  ffriend. 
Feel  with  me  that  iff  just  then,  just  ffor  once. 
Some  angel,  — such  as  the  authentic  pen 
Yonder  records  a  daily  visitant 
Off  ploughman  Claude,  rheumatic  in  the  joints. 
And  spinster  Jeanne,  with  megrim  troubled 

sore, — 
If  such  an  angel,  with  naught  else  to  do, 
Had  taken  station  on  the  pinnacle 
And  simply  said,   '*  L^onoe,   look  straight  b«»- 

fforel 
Neither  to  ri^ht  hand  nor  to  left :  ffor  why  f 
Being  a  stupid  sou  I,  you  want  a  guide 
To  turn  the  goodness  in  you  to  account 
And  make  stnpidity  nnbmit  itMtlff. 
Qo  to  Saint-Rambert !    Straightway  get  such 

guide  t 
There  stands  a  man  off  men.    You,  jeweller, 
Must  needs  have  heard  how  once  the  biggest 

block 
Off  diamond  now  in  Europe  lay  exposed 
'Mid  specimens  off  stone  and  earth  and  ore. 
On    hnckster's    stall,  —  Navona    names    the 

Square, 
And  Rome  the  city  ffor  the  incident,  — 
Labelled  '  quarts-crystal,  price  one  halfpenny.* 
Haste  and  secure  that  ha'p'worth,  on   your 

Uffel 
That  man  will  read  you  rightly  head  to  foot, 
Mark  the  brown  face  of  yon,  the  bushy  beard. 
The  breadth  'twizt  shonlaerblades,  and  through 

each  black 
Castilian  orbit,  see  into  your  soul. 
Talk  to  him  for  five  minutes  —  nonsense,  sense. 
No  matter  what  —  describe  your  horse,  your 

hoand,  — 
Give  your  opinion  off  the  policy 
Of  Monsieur  Rouher,  —  will  he  succor  Rome  ? 
Your  estimate  off  what  mav  outcome  be 
From  (JEcomenical  Assemhlage  there  I 
After  which  samples  off  intelligenop. 
Rapidly  run  through  those  events  you  call 
Your  past  liffe,  tell  what  once  you  tried  to  do. 
What  you  intend  on  doing  this  nest  May ! 
There  ne  stands,  reads  an  English  newspaper. 
Stock-still,  and  now,  again  noon  the  move. 
Paces  the  beach  to  taste  the  Spring,  like  yon, 
Since  both  are  human  beings  in  God's  eye. 
He  will  have  understood  you,  I  engage. 
Endeavor,  ffor  your  part,  to  understand 
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He  knows  more,  and  loTes  better,  than  the 

world 
That  never  heard  his  name,  and  never  may. 
He  will  have  reoo«iized«  ere  breath  be  spent 
And  speech  at  end,  how  much  that 's  gmnl  in 

man. 
And  ^neroua,  and  self-devoting,  makes 
Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  worth  his  help ; 
While  Bounding  to  the  bottom  ignorance 
Historical  and  philosophical 
And  moral  and  religious,  all  one  couch 
Of  crassitude,  a  portent  of  its  kind. 
Then,  just  as  he  would  nit  jingly  teach 
Tour  body  to  repair  maltreatment,  give 
Advice  that  you  should  make  thoiie  stumps  to 

stir 
With  artificial  hands  of  caontchonc, 
}m>  would  he  soon  supply  your  crippled  soul 
With  crutches,  from  nis  own  inteliigenoe. 
Able  to  help  you  onward  in  the  jtsth 
Of  rectitude  whereto  your  face  is  set. 
And  counsel  justice  —  to  vonnelf ,  the  first, 
To  your  anociate,  very  like  a  wife 
Or  som««thing  better.  —  to  the  world  at  large. 
Friends,  strangers,  horses,  hounds,  and  Oous- 

inry  — 
All  which  amount  of  justice  will  include 
Jpntioe  to  God.    60  and  consult  his  voice  I  ^' 
•Since  angel  would  not  say  this  simple  truth, 
What  hinders  that  my  heart  relieve  itself, 
Milsand,  who  makest  warm  my  wintry  world. 
And  wise  mv  heaven,  if  there  we  consort  too  ? 
Monsieur  Leonce  Miranda  turned,  alas. 
Or  was  turned,  bv  no  angel,  t*  other  way, 
And  got  him  guidance  of  The  Ravissante. 

Now,  into  the  originals  of  faith. 
Tours,  mine.  Miranda's,  no  inquiry  here  I 
Of  faith,  as  apprehended  by  mankind. 
The  causes,  were  they  caught  and  catalogued. 
Would  too  distract,  too  desperately  foil 
Inquirer.    How  may  analyst  reduce 
Ouantities  to  exact  their  oppoaites, 
Valne  to  xero,  then  bring  zero  back 
To  value  of  supreme  preponderance  ? 
How    substitute    thing  meant  for  thing  ex- 
pressed? 
Detect  the  wire-thread  through  that  fluffy  silk 
Men   call   their   rope,   their  real   compulsive 

power? 
Suppose  effected  such  anatomy. 
And  demonstration  made  of  what  belief 
Has  moved  believer —  were  the  consequence 
Reward  at  all  ?  would  each  man  straight  de- 
duce, 
From  proved  reality  of  cause,  effect 
Conformable  —  beheve  and  unbelieve 
According  to  your  True  thus  disengaged 
From  all  his  heap  of  False  called  reason  first  ? 

No  :  hand  once  used  to  hold  a  soft  thick  twist. 
Cannot  now  grope  its  way  by  wire  alone : 
Childhood  may  catch  the  knack,  scarce  Toutb, 

not  Age! 
That 's  the  reply  rewards  yon.    Just  as  well 
Remonstrate  to  yon  peasant  in  the  blouse 
That,  had  he  justified  the  tme  intent 
Of  Nature  who  composed  him  thus  and  thus, 


Weakly  or  s^tmgly,  here  he  woukl  not  stand 
Struggling  with  uncongenial  earth  aad  sky. 
But  elsewnere  tread  the  surface  of  the  globe. 
Since  one  meridian  suits  the  faulty  Innga, 
Another  bids  the  sluggish  liver  work. 
**  Here  I  was  bom,  for  better  or  for  woise : 
I  did  not  choose  a  climate  for  mysidf ; 
Admit,  my  life  were  healthy,  IckI  elsewliere/' 
(He  answers,)  ""  how  am  I  to  migrate,  pray  ? ' 

Therefore  the  course  to  take  is  —  spare  } 


TOO! 


pains, 

And  trouble  uselessly  with  discontent 
Nor  soul  nor  body,  by  narading  proof 
That  neither  hapl v  had  known  ailmfnit,  plst-rd 
Precisely  where  the  ciroumstanoe  forbade 
Their  lot  should  fall  to  either  of  the  pair. 
But  try  and,  what  ^ou  find  wrong,  resnady. 
Accepting  the  conditions:  never  aak 
*'How  came  you  to  be  bom  here  with  th(«i- 

lungs. 
That  liver?  *'    But  bid  asthma  smoke  a  pip^. 
Stramonium,  just  ss  if  no  Tropios  were. 
And  ply  with  calomel  the  sluggish  dnot. 
Nor  taunt  *'The  bom  Norwegian  breads  »•• 

bUe  I " 
And  as  with  body,  so  proceed  with  aooi : 
Nor  less  discerningly,  where  faith  yon  foan<l. 
However  foolish  ima  fantastia,  grndse 
To  play  the  doctor  and  amend  mistake. 
Because  a  wisdom  were  conceivable 
Whence  faith  had  sprung  robust  above  diaeav* 
Far  beyond  human  help,  that  sooree  of  thines  ; 
Since,  m  the  first  stage,  so  to  speak,  —  firs: 

stare 
Of  apprehension  at  the  inviable,  — 
Begins  divergent  of  mind  from  mind, 
Superior  from  inferior :  leave  this  first ! 
Little  you  change  there  I    What  oomes  afti*!^ 

ward  — 
From  apprehended  thing,  each  inference 
With  practicality  concerning  life. 
This  you  may  test  and  try,  oonfirm  the  right 
Or  contravene  the  wroiur  which  reasons  there. 
The  offspring  of  the  sickly  faith  most  prove 
Sickly  act  also :  stop  a  monster-birth  1 
Wlien  water  ^s  in  the  cup,  and  not  the  dood. 
Then  is  the  proper  time  for  cheraic  test : 
Belief  pemuts  your  skill  to  operate 
Wlien,  drop   by  drop  condensed  from  nwt; 

heaven, 
*T  is  wrung  out,  lies  a  bowl<fnll  in  the  fleeoe. 
How  dew  by  spoonfuls  came,  let  Gideon  say  : 
What  purpose  water  serves,  your  word  or  two 
May  teach  him,  should  he  fancy  it  Hgbts  fire. 

Concerning,  then,  our  vaporous  Ravissante  — 
How  fable  first  precipitated  faith.  — 
Silence  you  get  upon  such  point  fron  me. 
But  when  I  see  come  pasting  to  the  pair 
At  Clairvanx,  for  the  cure  of  Bonl«disBBse, 
This  Father  of  the  Mission,  Pariah-vrieat. 
This  Mother  of  the  Convent,  Nnn  I 
They  practise  in  that  seoond  stags  of 
They  boast  no  fresh  distillery  oxfaith  , 
T  is  dc^ma  in  the  bottle,  bnght  and  oR 
They  bring ;  and  I  pretend  to  phanaaey. 
They  undertake  the  cure  with  all  my  heart ! 


OR  TURF  AND  TOWERS 
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lie  trust*  UiMii,  aad  iSmy  mtnkf 

selves. 

[  ask  no  better.    N«Ter  miiid  the  oMwe« 
FofiA  el  oriffo  of  tke  makdy : 
Apply  the  drug  with  ooumge  1     E[m«  's  our 


Monsieur  L^noe  MiruMbi  asks  off  God, 
May  a  nun,  liTuig  in  ilUeittie, 
iiiitiiiue,  by  oonnivanoe  off  the  Chnroh, 
N't)  matt4ir  what  amends  he  pImmo  to  mnke 
^hurt  off  forthwith  reUnqniahinf  the  ain  ? 
iMiyiiicians,  what  do  yoa  ptopoae  ffor  mu<B  P 


Kather  and  Mother  off  The  Raviasante, 

ieiul  your  own  reoorda,  and  yon  find  preaoribed 

\m  foUuwst  when  a  ooaple  ont  c^  aorta 

Ciither  than   Kiavely  aofferingt  aoofcfat   your 

akiU 
\iid  thereby  rot  their  health  again.    Perpend  I 
[\o  and  a  hiuff  good  oentoriea  ago, 
^iic  de  U  Maiaon  Booge,  a  nobleman 
){  Claiae,  (the  river  gives  this  oomtry  name,) 
Viid,  just  as  noblewoman,  Maade  hia  wiffe, 
luviu);  been  married  many  happy  years 
«peiit  in  Qod^a  honor  and  man's  service  too, 
'uiiceived,  while  yet  in  flower  off  youth  and 

hope, 
The  project  off  departing  each  ffrom  eaeh 
'\ir({ver,  and  dissolving  mairiage-bonds 
That  both  might  enter  a  religions  liffe. 
<t  p«din^,  before  they  oame  to  sueh  resoWe, 
)iviiie  illumination. — ooniae  waa  elear,  •» 
liey  visited  your  oaurch  in  pilgrimage. 
Hi  OhrisCmaa  mom :  eonuoiuueating  straight, 
'hey  heard  three  Mnsaeii  ptoper  for  the  day. 
It  is  inoredible  with  what  effeet ''  — 
^iioth  the  Cistercian  monk  I  copy  ffrom  >-*- 
Lnd,  next  day.  eame,  again  oommnnicants, 
ii;ain  heard  mnasiw  maaiffold,  but  now 
V'ith  added  thanks  to  Christ  for  s|)ecial  grace 
kud  consolation  granted:  in  the  night, 
[ad  been  divorce  from  marriage,  man^eat 
iy  signa  and  tokens,     hki,  they  made  great 

giffls, 
4'ft  raonev  ffor  more  Maases,  and  returned 
(oiueward  rejoicing  —  he,  to  take  the  mlea, 
..4  Brother  Dionysius,  Capnoin ! 
htf «  to  become  fint  poatmant,  then  nun 
coording  to  the.mlea  off  Benedict, 
iHter  ^Scolaatica:  so  ended  they, 
mi  Ao  do  I  —  not  end  nor  yet  oommenee 
ii«*  note  or  comment,     nhat 

done. 
ow.  Father  off  the  Mission,  hare  ^a  yonr  eaac 
ml.  Mother  off  the  Convent,  here  *a  its  cure  I 
'  .^♦'paratioB  waa  peimisBible, 
nil  that  deeiee  off  Christ  *'  What  God  hath 

joined 
et  no  maa  pat  aaoader  **  nullified 
Hcauaa  a  atniple,  ManMileas  in  the  world, 
Hil  the  eooaeit  that,  atUl  move  biamdeasly, 
lit  of  the  world,  by  hreaah  off  maiiiaan  fiia, 
heir  life  waa  like  to  nasa,  —yon  mamea 
f  God,  —  ainae  holy  Fanl  aaya  aaeh  yon  are,  •-« 
**Hitate,  not  one  moment,  to  pronounce 
Ilea  qneakkmad  bar  the  pair  nof 
Kaoh  from  the  oilier  go,  yoa  gnilty  eaaa, 
rfliiiiiaary  to  year  laaat  approaeb 


I 


Nearer  the  Power  that  thoa  eoold  atiain  a 

point 
In  favor  of  a  pair  of  innocents 
Who  thought  their  wedded  handa  not  dean 

enough 
To  toach  and  leave  unsnllied  their  souls'  snow  I 
Are  not  your  hands  found  filthy  by  the  world. 
Mere  human  law  and  custom  f    Not  a  step 
Naarar  till  hands  be  washed  and  purified  I " 


What  the^f  did  say  ia  immaterial,  since 
Certainly  it  waa  nothing  of  the  kind. 
There  waa  no  washing  hands  of  him  (alack, 
Yon  take  me  ?  —  in  the  figurative  sense !) 
But,  somehow,  gloves  were  drawn  oW  dirt  and 

all, 
And  praodoe  with  the  Church  prooored  there- 
by. 
Seeing  that,  —  all  remonstrance  proved  in  vain» 
Persnarivea  tried  and  terrors  put  to  use, 
I  nowise  question,  —  still  the  guilty  pair 
Oidv  embraced  the  eloeelier,  obstinate,  — 
Father  and  Mother  went  from  Clairvaax  back 
Their  weary  way,  with  heavineas  off  heart, 
I  grant  yon,  but  each  palm  well  crossed  with 

coin. 
And  nothing  like  a  smutch  perceptible. 
Monsieur  L^mee  Miranda  might  compound 
For  sin  ?  —  no,  surely  I  but  by  giffts  —  prepare 
His  soul  the  better  for  contrition,  say ! 

Gift  followed  upon  gift,  at  all  events. 
Good  counsel  waa  rejected,  on  one  part : 
Hard  money,  on  the  other  —  may  we  hope 
Was  unreflectingly  consigned  to  pnne  ? 

Two  ^ears  did  this  experiment  engage 
Monsieur  L^onee  Miranda :  how,  by  gifts 
To  God  and  to  God^s  poor,  a  man  might  stay 
In  sin  arid  yet  stave  off  sin*s  punishment. 
No  salve  could  be  conceived  more  nieely  mixed 
For  this  man*s  nature :  generosity,  — 
Susceptibility  to  human  ills. 
Corporeal,  mental,  —  self-derotedness 
Made  up  Miranda  —  whether  strong  or  weak 
Elsewhere,  may  be  inquired  another  time. 
In  mercy  he  waa  strong,  at  all  eventa. 
Enough  1  he  could  not  see  a  beast  in  pain. 
Much  leas  a  man,  without  the  will  to  aid ; 
And  where  the  will  was,  oft  tibe  means  were 

too. 
Since  that  good  bargain  with  the  Cousfairy. 

The  news  flew  fast  about  the  countryside 
That,  with  the  kind  man,  it  waa  aak  and  have ; 
And  aak   and   have   they  did.     To  inatance 

yoa:  — 
A  mob  of  beggon  at  The  Ravissante 
Clung  to  his  skirts  one  day,  and  cried  **  We 

thifotP* 
Forthwith  he  bade  a  caak  of  wine  be  brooehed 
To  aatiafy  all  comers,  tiU,  dead-drunk 
So  satisfied,  they  strewed  the  holy  plaee. 
For  this  waa  ipfown  religioua  and  a  rite  : 
Such  alfpa  of  judgment,  gifts  irregular. 
Showed  but  aa  spillu«s  of  the  golden  grist 
On  etthar  side  the  hopper,  threragh  blind  seal ; 
Steadily  the  main  stieam  went  pourii^  on 
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From  mill  to  month  of  sack  —  held  wide  and 

close 
By  Father  of  the  Mission,  Parish-priest, 
And  Mother  of  the  Convent,  Nun  I  know. 
With  such  effect  that,  in  the  sequel,  proof 
Was  tendered  to  the  Court  at  Vire,  last  month. 
That  in  these  same  two  years,  expenditure 
At  quiet  Clairvaux  rose  to  the  amount 
Of  Forty  Thousand  £ng:li8h  Pounds :  whereof 
A  trifle  went,  no  inappropriate  close 
Of  bounty,  to  supply  the  V  irvin^s  crown 
W^ith  that  stupendous  iewel  from  New  York, 
Now  blaxing  as  befits  tne  btar  of  Sea. 

Such  signs  of  grace,  outward  and  visible, 

I  rather  give  you,  for  your  sake  and  mine, 

Than  put  in  evidence  the  inward  strife, 

Spiritual  effort  to  compound  for  fault 

B  V  payment  of  devotion  —  thank  the  phrase  t 

Tliat  payment  was  as  punctual,  do  not  doubt. 

As  its  far  easier  fellow.    Yesterday 

I  trudged  the  distance  from  The  Kaviasaate 

To  Clairvaux,  with  my  two  feet :  but  our  friend. 

The  more  to  edify  the  oouutry-folk. 

Was  wont  to  make  that  journey  on  both  knees. 

**  Maliciously  perverted  incident  I  " 

Snarled  the  retort,  when  this  was  told  at  Vire : 

**  The  man  paid  mere  devotion  as  he  passed. 

Knelt  decently  at  iust  each  wayside  snrine !  ** 

Alas,  my  lawyer,  I  trudged  yesterdaj^ — 

On  my  two  feet,  and  with  both  eyes  wide  ope,  — 

The  distance,  and  could  find  no  shrine  at  all ! 

According  to  his  lights,  I  praise  the  man. 

Enough  I  incessant  was  devotion,  say^ — ^ 

With  tier,  you  know  of,  prating  at  his  side. 

Still,  there  be  relaxations  of  the  tense : 

Or  life  indenmifies  itself  for  strain. 

Or  finds  its  very  strain  grow  feebleness. 

Monsieur  L4once  Miranda^s  days  were  passed 

Much  as  of  old,  in  simple  work  and  play. 

His  first  endeavor,  on  recovery 

From  that  sad  ineffectual  sacrifice. 

Had  been  to  set  about  repairing  loss : 

Never  admitting,  loss  was  to  repair. 

No  word  at  anv  time  escaped  his  lira 

—  Betrayed  a  lurking  presence,  in  nis  heart. 

Of  sorrow  ;  no  regret  for  mischief  done  — 

Punishment  suffered,  he  would  rather  say. 

Good-tempered  schoolboy-fashion,  he  preferred 

To  laugh  away  his  flogging,  fair  price  pud 

For  pleasure  out  of  bounds  :  if  needs  must  be, 

Get  pleasure  and  get  flogged  a  second  time  ! 

A  sullen  subject  would  have  nursed  the  scars 

And  made  excuse,  for  throwing  grammar  by, 

That  bench  was  grown  uneasy  to  the  seat. 

No :  this  poor  f eUow  cheerfully  got  hands 

Fit  for  his  stumps,  and  what  hands  failed  to  do, 

The  other  members  did  in  their  degree  — 

Unwonted  service.    With  his  mouth  alone 

He  wrote,  nay,  painted  pictures  —  think  of  that ! 

He  nlaved  on  a  piano  pedal-keyed, 

Kickea  out  —  if  it  was  Baches  — good 

thenoe. 
He  rode,  that  ^s  readily  conoetyable.  ^ 
But  then  he  shot  and  never  missed  his  bird, 
W^itli  other  feats  as  dexterous :  I  infer 
He  was  not  ignorant  what  hands  are  worth, 
\Mien  he  resolved  on  mining  his  own. 


muno 


So  the  two  yean  pnsisil  mnimIiov  —  wlio  ahai: 
say 

Foolishly,  —  as  one  estimaties  mankind. 
The  work  they  do,  the  play  they  leave  un- 
done?— 
Two  whole  years  spent  in  that  axperiniMit 
I  told  you  of,  at  Clairvaaz  all  the  time. 
From  April  on  to  Apnl :  why  that  month 
More  than  another,  notable  in  life  ? 
Does  the  awakening  of  the  year  aronae 
Man  to  new  projeets,  nerve  him  for  ft«ak  ff^v 
Of  what  proves,  for  the  most  paK  of  mankiiHl 
Playing  or  working,  novel  folly  too  ? 
At  anv  rate,  I  see  no  slightest  sign 
Of  folly  (let  me  tell  you  in  advanee). 
Nothing  but  wisdom  meets  me 


In  the  procedure  of  the  Twentieth  Dar 
Of  Apnl,  'Sevjuty,  —  folly ^s  year  in  Fr 


It  was  delightful  Spring,  and  out  of  doosm 
Temptation  to  adventure.    Walk  or  ride  ? 
There  was  a  wild  young  hone  to  esereiae* 
And  teach  the  wav  to  go,  and  paee  to  keep  : 
Monsieur  L^onee  Miranda  chose  to  ride. 
So,  while  they  clapped  soft  saddle  stiaiKbt  oe 

back. 
And  bitted  jaw  to  satisfaction,  —  einea 
The  partner  of  his  days  must  star  ai  komr.. 
Teased  by  some  trifling  legacy  of  Mmvh 
To  throat  or  shoulder,  ~  visit  duly  paid 
And  '*  farewell "  given  and  reeeivea  again.  - 
As  chamberHloor  considerately  doaed 
Behind  him,  atill  five  minutes  were  to  spend. 
How  better,  than  by  clearinpri  two  and  two. 
The  staircase  steps  and  oomm^  out  aloft 
Upon  the  platform  yonder  (raise  yoar  evc«  ! 
And  tasting,  hist  as  those  two  vean  before. 
Soring^s  bright  advance  upon  the  tower  »-tj*p 
llie  f eatun  of  the  front,  the  Belvedare  f 

Look  at  it  for  a  moment  while  I  hwiaihe. 


IV 

Ready  to  hear  the  rest  f    How  good  yon  a>v  ! 

Now  for  this  Twentieth  splendid  day  of  Sprii^ 
All  in  a  tale.  — sun,  wind,  sky,  earth  and  apa. 
To  bid  man,  '*  Up,  be  doing !  '*  Moant  th^  stair 
Monsieur  L^noe  Miranda  moonta  ao  brfeik. 
And  look  —  ere  his  elastic  foot  arrive  — 
Your  longest,  far  and  wide,  o*er  fronting  fmr^ 
Yon  white  streak  —  Havre  lighthovae  !     Nani* 

and  name. 
How  the  mind  runs  from  each  to  each  ralav. 
Town  after  town,  till  Paris'  self  ba  tombed. 
Superlatively  big  with  life  and  death 
To  all  the  wori^  that  very  day  peibapa ! 
He  who  stepped  oat  upon  the  platf<inn  beiy». 
Pinnacled  over  the  expaaae,  gave  thoogbt 
Neither  to  Rouher  nor  OUhrier,  Room 
Nor  Bismarek,  Emperor  nor  King,  bat  jvet 
To  steeple,  chanh,  and  ahriae.  The  Ra^ 


He  saw  Her,  whon  mnelf  saw,  but  wb«B 

Was  nsasiiig  into  Fall :  not  robed  aad 

As,  thanks  to  bim,  and  ber  yoa  know  abtmt 
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She  fltands  «l  preieiit ;  but  She  miiled  the  tune. 
Thither  he  tamed  —  to  neTer  turn  away. 

lie  thought  .  .  . 

(SnppoM  I  ihmild  prefer  ''  He  nid  "  ? 
\lung^  with  everjr  met  —  and  speech  is  act  — 
There  sro,  a  mnltitode  impalpabie 
To  ordinary  hamaii  faeulty, 
The  thous^hts  whieh  give  toe  aet  signifioanee. 
iVho  is  a  poet  needs  most  apprehend 
Vlike  boto  sneeeh  and  thoughts  which  prompt 

to  speak, 
^irt  these,  and  thought  withdraws  to  poetry : 
speech  is  reported  in  the  newspaper.) 

ie  said,  then,  probably  no  word  at  all, 

iiit  thought  as  follows  ~  in  a  minute^s  spaoe  — 

hie  partwle  of  ore  beats  out  such  leaf  1 

'  This  Spring-mom  I  am  for^-three  years  old : 

II  prime  of  ufe,  perfection  of  estate 
iodilv,  mental,  nay^  material  too,  — 

'ly  whole  of  woirldly  fortunes  reach  their  height. 

iody  and  soul  alike  on  eminence: 

t  is  not  probable  I  ever  raise 

luul  above  standard  by  increase  of  worth, 

«ior  reasonably  may  expect  to  lift 

iody  beyond  the  present  altitude. 

'  Behold  me.  Lady  called  The  RaTianate  1 
•uch  as  I  am,  I  — gave  myself  to  you 
•o  long  since,  that  1  cannot  say  '  I  give.' 

III  ray  bw'longinffs,  what  is  summed  in  life, 
have  submitted  wholly  — as  man  might, 

it  least,  as  /might,  who  am  weak,  not  strong, — 
V  holly,  then,  to  your  rale  and  governance, 
o  far  as  I  had  strength.    My  weakness  was  — 
felt  a  fascination,  at  eaeh  point 
Lnd  pore  of  me,  a  Power  as  absolute 
laiiuing  that  sonl  should  recognise  her  sway. 
^h,  you  were  no  whit  elearlier  Queen,  I  see. 
'hronghout  the  life  that  rolls  out  ribbon-like 
r*<  fihot-silk  length  behind  me,  than  the  strange 
iystery  —  how  shall  I  denominate 
'lie  unrobed  One  ?    Robed  you  go  and  crowned 

as  well. 
Tamed  by  the  nations :  she  is  hatd  to  name, 
'hough  yon  have  spelt  out  certain  oharaoten 
UMcure  upon  what  fillet  binds  her  brow. 
,uift  of  the  /fesA,  l\ut  oftht  ewe,  life*»  priae, 
^K>  call  her,  and  contemn  the  enchantress ! '  — 

'Crnsh 
*he  despot,  and  recover  liberty  ! ' 
ri*Kl  despot  and  enchantress  at  eaeh  ear. 
\m  were  oonspicuons  and  pre-eminent, 
iiithoritadve  and  imperial,  —  vou 
poke  first,  claimed  homage :  did  I  hesitate  ? 
lorn  for  no  mastery,  but  servitude, 
[tin  cannot  serve  two  masters,  says  the  Book ; 
[aster  should  measure  strength  with  master, 

then, 
•«*fore  on  servant  is  imposed  a  task, 
on  spoke  llrst,  promised  best,  and  threatened 

most; 
lie  other  never  threatened,  promised,  spoke 
.  sinirle  -word,  but,  when  your  part  wai 
if  ted  a  finger,  and  I,  prostrate,  knew 


FUuM  were  about  me,  though  yon  stood  aloof 

Smiling  or  frowning  *  Where  isi  power  Hke  mine 

To  pumsh  or  reward  thee  ?    Rise,  thou  fool  I 

Will  to  be  free,  and,  k>,  I  lift  thee  loose  I ' 

Did  I  not  will,  and  could  I  rise  a  whit  ? 

Lav  I,  at  any  time,  content  to  lie  ? 

*  'lo  lie,  at  all  events,  brings  pleasure  :  make 

Amends  by  undemaaded  naiu ! '  I  said. 

Did  not  you  prompt  me  r    *  Parohase  now  by 

pain 
Pleasure  hereafter  in  the  world  to  come  1 ' 
I  could  not  pluck  my  heart  out,  as  you  bade : 
Unbidden,  I  burned  off  my  hands  at  least. 
My  soul  retained  its  treasure  :  but  my  purse 
Lu^htened  itself  with  much  alacrity. 
Well,  where  is   the  reward?  whi^  prMuised 

fruit 
Of  sacrifice  in  peace,  content  ?  what  sense 
Of  added  strength  to  bear  or  to  forbear  ? 
What  influx  of  new  light  assists  lue  now 
Even  to  guess  yon  recagnuBe  a  gain 
In  what  was  loss  enough  to  mortal  me  ? 
But  she,  the  less  authoritative  voioe, 
Oh,  how  distinct  enunciating,  how 
Plain  dealing  1    Gain  she  gave  was  gain  indeed  I 
That,  yon  deny  :  that,  yon  eonteraptnous  eall 
Acorns,  swine^  food  not  man^s  meat  I    *  6pum 

the  draff  I ' 
Ay,  but  those  life-tree  m>lw  I  prefer. 
Am  I  to  die  of  hunger  tui  they  drop  ? 
Husks  keep  fiesh  from  starvation,  anyhow. 
Qive  those  life-apples  1  —  one,  worth  woods  of 

oak. 
Worth  aooms  by  the  wagon-load,  — one  shoot 
Thronrii  heart  and  brain,  assurance  bright  and 

brief 
That  you,  mT  Ladv,  my  own  Ravissaatej 
Feel,  throogli  my  famine,  served  and  satisfied. 
Own  me,  your  starveliiup,  soldier  of  a  sort ! 
Your  soldier  1  do  I  read  laj^  title  clear 
Even  to  call  myself  your  fnend,  not  foe  ? 
What  is  the  pact  between  us  but  a  tmoe  7 
At  best  I  shall  have  staved  off  enmity. 
Obtained  a  respite,  ransomed  me  from  wrath. 
I  pay,  instalment  by  instalment,  life. 
Earth's    tribute-money,  pleasures  great    and 


Whereof  should  at  the  last  one  penny  piece 
Fall  short,  the  whole  heap  becomes  f orf  ettore. 
You  find  in  me  deficient  soldiership  : 
Want  the  whole  life  or  none.    I  grudge  that 

whole. 
Because  I  am  not  sure  of  recompense : 
Because  I  want  faith.    Whose  the  fault?    I 


If  insufficient  faith  have  done  thus  much, 

Contributed  thus  much  of  sacrifice. 

More  would  move  mountains,  yon  are  wamuil. 

WeU, 
Grant,  you,  the  grace,  I  give  the  gratitude ! 
And  what  were  earier ?    'Ask  and  have'  folk 

eaU 
Miranda's  method :  *  Have,  nor  need  to  ask  1 ' 
So  do  they  formulate  your  quality 
Superlative  beyond  my  human  grace. 
The  Ravissante,  you  ravish  men  away 
From  pony  ashes  and  petty  paina,  aMnaged 
By  man's  own  art  with  saMU  ezpenditofis 
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Racked  with  a  doabt,  "  Will  going  on  bare 

knees 
AU  the  way  to  The  Raviaeante  and  baok, 
hajrinff  my  Ave  Mary  all  the  time, 
Somewhat  exonee  if  1  postpone  my  noaroh  ? 
—  Make  doe  amends  for  that  <me  kias  I  gave 
In  gratitude  to  her  who  held  me  out 
Superior  Frioquot^s  sermon,  hot  from  press, 
A-spread  with  hands  so  sinful  yet  so  smooth  ?  " 

And  now,  sincerely  do  I  pray  she  stand, 
Clara,  with  interposing  sweep  of  robe. 
Between  us  and  this  horror  I    Any  screen 
Turns  white  by  contrast  with  the  tragic  pall ; 
And  her  dubiety  distracts  at  leant. 
As  well  as  snow,  from  such  decided  black. 
With  womanhood,  at  least,  we  have  to  do  : 
Ending  with  Clam — is  the  word  too  kind  ? 

Let  pass  the  shock !  There 's  poignancy  enough 
When  what  one  parted  with,  a  minute  since, 
Alive  and  happv,  is  returned  a  wreck  — 
All  that  was,  aU  that  seemed  about  to  be, 
Razed  out  and  ruined  now  f orevermore. 
Because  a  straw  descended  <m  thb  scale 
Rather  than  that,  made  death  overbalance  life. 
But  think  of  cage-mates  in  captivity. 
Inured  to  day-long,  night4oiig  vigilance 
Each  of  the  other  s  tread  ana  angry  turn 
If  behind  prison  bars  the  jailer  knocked : 
These  whom  society  shut  out,  and  thus 
Penned  in,  to  settle  down  and  regulate 
By  the  strange  law,  the  solitarv  ufe  — 
Wlien  death  divorces  such  a  fellowship. 
Theirs  may  pair  off  with  that  prodigious  woe 
Inut^ued  of  a  ghastl j  brotherhood  — 
One  watcher  left  in  lighthouse  out  at  sea. 
With  leaicues  of  sun  between  the  land  and 

him. 
Alive  with  his  dead  partner  on  the  rock  ; 
One  galley-slave,  wnom  curse  and  blow  com- 
pel 
To  labor  on,  ply  oar  —  beside  his  chain. 
Encumbered  with  a  corpsoHSompanion  now. 
8uch   these:  although,  no   prisoners,  self-en> 

trenched, 
Tliey  kept  the  world  off  from  their  barricade. 

Mt*mory,  gratitude,  was  poignant,  snre. 
Though  pride  broueht  consolation  of  a  kind. 
Twenty  years  long  had  Clara  been  ~  of  whom 
The  rival,  nay,  the  victor,  past  dispute  ? 
What  if  in  turn  The  Ravissaate  at  length 
Proved    victor  —  which  was    doubtful  —  any- 
how. 
Here  lay  the  inconstant  with,  conspicuous  too. 
The  fruit  of  his  good  fortune ! 

*^^  Has  he  gained 
By  leaving  me  ?  '*  she  might  soliloquise  : 
**  All  love  could  do,  I  did  for  him.     I  learned 
By  heart  his  nature,  what  he  loved  and  loathed. 
Leaned  to  with  liking,  turned  from  with  dis- 
taste. 
No  matter  what  his  least  velleity, 
I  w:is  determined  he  should  want  no  wish. 
And  in  oimformity  administered 
To  hiH  rftquirement ;  most  of  joy  I  mixed 


With  least  of  sorrow  in  life's  daily  draught. 
Twenty  yean  long,  life's  proper  aretage. 
And  wnen  he  got  to  quarrel  with  my  eup, 
Would  needs  out-sweeten  honey,  and  diaurd 
That  gall-droD  we  require  lest  nectar  eloy,  — 
I  did  not  call  nim  fool,  and  vex  my  fiteoid, 
But  quietly  allowed  experiment. 
Encouraged  him  to  spice  his  drink,  aad  nam 
Grate  lignum  vitce^  now  bruise  soHBalled  graiin 
Of  Paradise,  and  pour  now.  for  perffmne, 
Distilment  rare,  the  rose  oi  Jericho, 
Holy-thorn,  passion-flower,  and  what  know  I J 
Till  beverage  obtained  the  fancied  smack. 
'T  was  wild-flower-wine  that  neither  helped  ta 

harmed 
Who  sipped  and  held  it  for  restorative  — 
What  harm  ?    But  here  has  he  been  throiHrii 

the  hedge 
Straying  in  search  of  simples,  while  my  back 
Was  turned  a  minute,  and  he  flnds  a  prize. 
Monkshood  and  belladonna !    O  my  ould. 
My  truant  little  boy,  despite  the  beard. 
The  body  two  feet  broad  and  six  feet  long. 
And  what  the  calendar  counts  middle  age 
You  wanted,  did  you,  to  enjoy  a  fli^t  ? 
Why  not  have  taken  into  confidence 
Me,  that  was  mother  to  you  f  —  never  mind 
What  mock  disguise  of  mistress  held  yon  mine ! 
Had  you  come  langhing,  crying,  with  request, 
*  Make  me  fly,  mother  I '   I  had  ran  npstaira 
And  held  you  tight  the  while  I  daaoed  yw. 

high 
In  air  from  tower^top,  singing  *  Off  we  go 
(On   pilgrimage   to  Lonrdes  some   day   next 

month). 
And  swift  we  soar  (to  Rome  with  PeteMeacc* . 
And  low  we  light  (at  Paris  where  we  pick 
Another  iewel  from  our  store  of  stones 
And  send  it  for  a  present  to  the  Pope)  t ' 
^o,  dropt  indeed  yon  were,  but  on  my  ktte««i. 
Rolling  and  crowing,  not  a  whit  the  worse 
For  journey  to  your  Ravissante  and  back. 
Now,  no  more  Clairvaux—  which  I  made  yw 

build. 
And  think  an  insiriration  of  your  own  — 
No  more  flne  house,  trim  garden,  fKretty  park. 
Nothing  I  used  to  busy  you  about. 
And  make   believe  yon  worked  for  my  snr* 

prise! 
What  weariness  to  me  will  work  become 
Now  that  I  need  not  seem  surprised  a^ain  ! 
This  boudoir,  for  example,  with  the  dovea 
(My  stupid  maid  has  damaged,  dustiaff  one) 
Embossed  in  stucco  o*er  the  looking^t^ass 
Beside  the  toilet-table  1  dear  —  dear  me !  ** 

Here  she  looked  up  fn»ro  her  absorbinfr  grief. 
And  round  her.  crow-like  grouped,  the  Con:** 

inry, 
fShe  grew  aware)  sat  witnesses  at  watch. 
For,  two  days  had  elapsed  since  fate  befell 
The  Conner  in  the  mc«dow,  stretched  so  stark. 
They  did  not  cluster  on  the  tree-topa,  close 
Their  sooty  ranks,  eaw  and  oonfabolate 
For  nothing' :  but,  like  calm  deterasined  crows. 
Tliey  came  to  take  possession  of  their  corpse. 
And  who  shall  bUme  them  ?    Had  not  they  the 

right? 
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One  spoke.  ^*  Thej  would  be  gentle,  not  aiu- 
tere. 

They  undentood,  and  were  oompMrioonta. 

Maaanw  Mnhlhanien  lay  too  abjeet  now 

For  angrbt  bat  the  ainoereet  pity ;  atill, 

StDoe  plain  speech  salves  the  wound  it  seems  to 
make. 

They  most  speak  plainly  —  oiranmstanees 
spoke! 

Sin  had  oonoeiTed  and  brought  fotib  death  in- 
deed. 

As  the  oommenoement,  so  the  close  of  things; 

Just  what  might  be  eiqjiected  all  alon^ ! 

Munsienr  L4once  Minuida  lannohed  hii*  yoath 

Into  a  cesspool  of  debanchery, 

A.nd,  if  he  thence  emerged  all  dripping  slime, 

-  \Vhere  was  the  change  exoept  trom  thin  to 

thick. 
One  warm  rich  mnd-bath,  Madame  ?  —  yon,  in 

place 
Of  Paris^djtainage  and  distilment^  yon 
He  noTer  needed  budge  from,  boiled  to  rags  I 
Frae,  some  good  instinct  left  the  natural  man, 
Some  toaehof  that  deep  dy9  wherewith  imbued 
3t  education,  in  his  happier  day, 
rde  hopeful  offqiring  of  high  parentage 
kVas  fleece>mark«d  moral  and  religions  sheep,  ** 
H>me  mddle,  faint  reminder  (we  admit), 
>tuck  to  Miranda,  rubbed  he  ne'er  so  rude 
Vgainst  the  goatly  coarseness :  to  the  last, 
4oral  he  stytod  himself,  reli^ons  too  I 
>Vhich  means  ~  what  ineradicable  good 
f  ou  found,  yon  never  left  till  good^s  self  proved 
'erversion  and  distortion,  nursed  to  growth 
io  monstrous,  that  the  tree^tock,  dead  and 

dry, 
Vere  seemlier  far  than  such  a  heap  grotesque 
>f  fungous  flourishing  excrescence.    Here, 
iap-like  affection,  meant  for  family, 
Itole  off  to  feed  one  sucker  fat  —  yourself ; 
Vhile  braachage,  trained  religiously  aloft 
^>  rear  its  head  in  reverence  to  the  sun, 
STas  puUed  down  earthward,  v^ggtd  and  pick- 
eted, 
ty  topiary  contrivance,  till  the  tree 
tecamo  an  arbor  where,  at  vulgar  ease, 
at  nuperstition  grinning  through  the  loops. 
till,  nature  is  too  strong  or  else  too  weak 
'or  cockney  treatment:  either,  tree  springs 
back 

0  pristine  shape,  or  else  degraded  droops, 

.nd    turns  to  touchwood   at   the   heart.    So 

hare  — 
')dv  and  mind,  at  last  the  man  gave  way. 
I'm  bodv  —  there  it  lies,  what  part  was  left 
nmutilated  I  for,  the  fitrife  commenced 
wo  vears  ago,  when,  both  hands  burnt  to  ash, 

-  A  branch  broke  loose,  by  loss  of  what  choice 

twigs  I 
!i  for  hia  mind  —  behold  our  register 
f  all  its  moods,  from  the  incipient  mad, 
:iv,  mare  erratic,  to  the  stark  insane, 
t>4(>late  idiocy  or  what  is  worse  I 
11  have  we  catalogned  —  eztravaganee 

1  worldly  matters,  luxury  absurd, 
nd  zeal  as  craied  in  its  expenditure 

I  Dons«*iMie  called  devotion.    Don^t  we  know 
We  Cousins,  bound  in  duty  to  our  kin,  — 


MHiat  mummeries  were  practised  by  ^on  two 
At  Clairvaux  ?    Not  a  servant  got  disoharge 
But  came  and  told  his  grievance,  testilied 
To  acts  which  turn  religion  to  a  taree. 
And  as  th^  private  mock,  so  patent  —  see  — 
The  public  scandal !    Ask  the  neighborhood  ^ 
Or  rather,  since  we  asked  them  long  ago. 
Read  what  they  answer,  depositions  down, 
bignad,  sealed  and  sworn  to  1    Brief,  the  man 

was  mad. 
We  are  his  heirs  and  claim  our  heritage. 
Madame  Muhlhausen, — whom  good  taste  for- 
bids 
We  qualify  as  do  these  documents,  — 
Fear  not  lest  justioe  stifle  mercy's  prayer ! 
True,  had  you  lent  a  willing  ear  at  first. 
Had  you  obeyed  our  call  two  years  ago. 
Restrained  a  certain  insolence  of  eye, 
A  volubility  of  tongue,  that  time. 
Your  DTospects  had  been  none  the  worse,  pe^ 

naps. 
StilL  fear  not  but  a  decent  competence 
Shall  smooth  the  way  for  your  aeclining  aga  I 
VHiat  we  propose,  then  **  .  .  . 

Clara  dried  her  eyea, 
Sat  up,  surveyed  tlie  eonsistorjr,  spoke 
After  due  pauae,  with  sometiiing  of  a  smile. 

**  Gentlemen,  kinsfolk  of  my  friend  defunct. 

In  thus  addressing  me  ~  of  all  the  world  I  — - 

You  mueh  misapprehend  what  part  I  play. 

I  claim  no  propeiihf  ]rou  speak  about. 

Yon  might  as  well  sddress  the  park-keepeir« 

Harangue  him  on  some  i>lan  advisable 

For  covering  the  park  with  cottage-plots. 

He  is  the  servant,  no  proprietor. 

His  business  is  to  see  the  sward  kept  trim, 

Untrespaased  over  by  the  indiscreet : 

Beyond  that,  he  refers  you  to  myself  — 

Another  servant  of  another  kind  — 

Who  again  —  ouite  as  Umited  in  aet-* 

Refer  yon,  wita  your  projeeta,  — eaa  I  else  f 

To  who  in  mastery  is  ultimate. 

The  Church.    The  Chureh  is  sole  admimstrant. 

Since  sole  nossessor  of  what  worldly  wealth 

Monsieur  L^once  Miranda  late  posassssd. 

Often  enough  has  he  attempted,  nay. 

Forced  me,  wellnigh,  to  ooenpy  the  post 

Yon  seemingly  suppose  1  fill,  —receive 

As  gift  the  wealth  mtmsted  me  as  grace. 

This  —  for  quite  other  reasons  than  appear 

So  corent  to  your  perspicacity  — 

This  I  refused ;  and,  nrm  as  yon  could  wish. 

Still  was  my  answer,  *  We  two  undemtand 

£ach  one  the  other.    I  am  intimate 

—  Am  how  can  be  mere  fools  and  knaves  —  or. 

Even  ^ur  Cousiiis  ?  -  -  with  ^onr  love  to  roe. 
Devotion  to  the  Chureh.    W  oold  Providence 
Appoint,  and  make  me  certain  of  the  same. 
That  I  surrive  vou  (which  is  little  like. 
Seeing  yon  hardly  overpass  my  age 
And  move  than  matah  me  in  abundant  health) 
In  such  case,  certainly  I  would  aooept 
Your  bounty :  better  I  than  alien  hearts 
Should  execute  your  planned  benevolence 
To  man,  your  proposed  laigeM  to  tha  Ghnreh, 
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But  tliough  I  be  survivar,  —  weakly  frame. 

With  oiilv  woman^s  wit  to  make  amends,  — 

When  I  shall  die,  or  while  I  am  alive, 

Cannot  you  figure  me  an  euy  mark 

For  hyptocritioal  rapacity, 

Kith,  kin  and  generation,  crouching  low, 

Ever  on  the  alert  to  pounce  on  nrev  ? 

Far  be  it  I  should  say  they  pronted 

By  that  fiist  frenzy-nt  themselves  induced, — 

Cold-blooded  scenical  buffoons  at  sport 

With  horror  and  damnation  o^er  a  grave : 

That   were   too   shocking  —  I   absolve   them 

there ! 
Nor  did  thev  seize  the  moment  of  your  swoon 
To  rifle  pocket,  vrrin^  a  paper  thence, 
Their  Couunly  diotatUA,  and  enrich 
Tliereby  each  mother's  son  as  heart  could  wish, 
Had  nobody  supplied  a  codicil. 
But  when  the  pam,  poor  friend !  had  prostrated 
Your  body,  though  your  soul  was  right  once 

more, 
I  fear  they  turned  your  weakness  to  account ! 
\\liy  else  to  me,  who  agonizing  watched. 
Sneak,  cap  in  hand,  now  bribe  me  to  forsake 
My  maimed  L^nce,  now  bully,  cap  on  head, 
The  impudent  pretension  to  assuage 
Such  sorrows  as  demanded  Cousins'  care  ?  — 
For  you  rejected.  haUd^Jled  me^far 
In  foreign  lands  you  laughed  at    me  !  —  they 

judged. 
And,  think  you^  will  the  unkind  one  hesitate 
To  tiy  conclusions  with  my  helnlessneai,  — 
To  pounce  on  and  misuse  your  aerelict. 
Helped  by  advantage  that  bereavement  lends 
Folk,  who,  while  yet  you  lived,  played  tricks 

like  thew  ? 
You  only  have  to  die,  and  they  detect. 
In  all  vou  said  and  did,  insanity ! 
Your  taith  was  fetish^ worship,  ^our  rmxA 
For  Christ's  prime  preoept  which  endows  the 

poor 
And  strips  the  rich,  a  craze  from  first  to  last ! 
They  so  would  limn  your  likeness,  paint  your 

life, 
That  if  it  ended  by  some  accident,  — 
For  instance,  if,  attempting  to  arrange 
The  plants  below  that  dangerous  Belvedere 
I  cannot  warn  yon  from  sufficiently. 
You  lost  your  balance  and  fell  headlong  —  fine 
Occasion,  such,  for  crying  Suicide  ! 
Xon  compos  mentis,  naturally  next. 
Hands  over  Clairvauz  to  a  Consin>tribe 
NMio  nor  like  me  nor  love  The  Ravissante: 
Therefore  be  ruled  by  both  !    Life-interest 
In  Clairvaux,  —  conservation,  guardianship 
(>f  earthly  good  for  heavenly  purpose,  —  give 
Such  and  no  other  proof  of  confidence  ! 
Let  Clara  represent  The  Ravissante  ! ' 
—  To  whom  accordingly,  he  then  and  there 
Bequeathed  each  stick  and  stone,  by  testament 
In  holograph,  mouth  managing  the  quill : 
Go,  see  the  same  in  Loudres,  if  you  doubt !  *' 

Then  smfle  grew  laugh,  as  sudden  up  she  stood 
And  out  she  spoke  :  intemperate  the  speech  ! 

**  And  now,  sirs,  for  your  special  courtesy, 
Your  candle  held  up  to  the  character 


Of  Lnde  Stwiner,  whom  you  qualifv 
As  coming  short  of  perfect  womanhood. 
Yes,  kindly  critics,  truth  for  onoe  yoa  tell ! 
True  is  it  that  through  childhood,  poverty. 
Sloth,  pressure  of  temptation,  I  saecmnbed. 
And,  ere  I  found  what  honor  meant,  lost  mine. 
So  was  the  sheep  lost,  which  the   Shepbrrri 

found 
And  never  lost  again.    My  friend  foand  me ; 
Or  better  say,  the  Shepherd  found  va  both  — 
Since  he,  my  friend,  was  much  in  the  aaaie  idItv 
When   first   we   made   aoquaintaiMe.       £acb 

helped  each,  — 
A  twof ola  extrication  from  the  slongfa  ; 
And,  saving  me,  he  saved  himself.    Sinee  then, 
Unsmirched  we  kept  our  oleanlineas  of  coat. 
It  is  hU  perfect  constamey,  you  call 
My  friend's  main  fault  —  he    never    left   ha 

love  I 
While  as  for  me,  I  dare  your  wont,  impate 
One  breach  of  loving  bond,  theae  twenty  yean. 
To  me  whom  only  cobwebs  bound,  yoa  count ! 
^  He  was  religioiwly  disposed  in  vouth  !  * 
That   may   be,  though   we  dia  not  meet  st 

church. 
Under  my  teacMng  did  he,  Hke  yon  ■w^«»y, 
Become    Voltairian  -*  foob    wno    moeic    hh 

*  Infirm  of  body  t '    I  am  silent  there : 
Even  yourselves  acknowledge  service  done. 
Whatever  motive  your  own  souls  Btmlfy 
As  inspiration.    Love  made  labor  lignt.' 


♦» 


Then  langli  grew  frown,  and  frown  giew  tenf 

ble. 
Do  recollect  what  sort  of  person  shrieked  — 
**Snoh  was  I,  saint  or  sinner,  what  yon  nleaie : 
And  who  is  it  casts  stone  at  me  but  yon  r 
By  your  own  showing,  sirs,  yon  booght  and 

•old, 
Took  what  advanta^  bargain  promised  bag. 
Abundantly  did  busmeas,  and  with  whom  ? 
The  man  whom  you  pronounce  imbecile,  posh 
Ind^antl^  aside  if  he  presume 
To  settle  his  affairs  Hke  other  folk  ! 
How  is  it  yon  have  stepped  into  hia  shoes. 
And  stand  there,  bold  as  braas,  *  Miranda,  late : 
Now,  Firm-Miranda  '  ?    Sane,  he  rigned  awav 
That   little    birthright,    did   he?      Henee  to 

trade ! 
I  know  and  he  knew  who  H  waa  dipped  aad 

ducked. 
Truckled  and  played  the  parasite  in  viun. 
As  now  one,  now  the  other,  here  yon  otingML 
Were  feasted,  took  our  presents,  yon  —  thosp 

drops. 
Just  for  your  wife's  adornment  I   yon  —  that 

spray 
Exactlv  smting,  as  most  diamonds  would. 
Your  oaughter  on  her  marriage!      Ko  word 

then 
Of  somebody  the  wanton  !    Henee,  I  say. 
Subscribers  to  the  *  Si^ole,*  every  snob  — 
For  here  the  post  brings  me  the  *  Univers  * ! 
Home  and  make  money  in  the  Place  Veaddm^ 
Sully  yourselves  no  lonpper  by  my  sight. 
And,  when  next  Schneider  wante  a  new  parwt^ 
Be  caraful  lest  you  stick  there  by  mischance 
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Thftt  sloae  beyond  eompAre  iutrosled  70a 
To  kindle  Hm  with,  wneii^  Miranda's  gift. 
Crowning  the  rwf  orown,  The  RaTiamnte 
Shall  claim   it  I     As  to  Clairvanz  —  talk  to 

Uerl 
She  answers  by  iJie  Chapter  of  Raimbauz  I  '* 
Vituperative,  troly !    All  this  wrath 
H'caitBe  the  raan's  relations  thongfht  him  mad! 
Whereat.  I  hope  yon  see  the  Consinry 
Turn  each  to  other,  blankly  dolorous, 
(%>nsult  a  moment,  more  by  shrntp  and  shmcr 
Than  mure  man^s  ianiciiage,  —  finally  oouchide 
To  leave  the  reprobate  nntronbled  now 
In  her  unholv  triumph,  till  the  Law 
Shall  ri^ht  the  injured  ones  ;  for  ^ntlemen 
r\Uow  the  female  sex,  this  sort  at  least. 
Its  privilej^e.    60,  simply  **  Cockatiioe  I  *'  — 
^Jezebel  t  *'  —  *'  Queen  of  the  Camellias  f  "  — 

cried 
rV)n<dn  to  cousin,  as  yon  hingre  froreak 
>hiit  out  the  party,  and  the  gpate  returned 
To  on.^tody  ot  Clairvauz.    **  Pretty  place  f 
IV'hat  say  yon,  when  it  proree  our  property, 
To  tryint?  a  concurrence  with  La  Roche, 
Vncl  fayiui?  down  a  rival  oyster-bed  ? 
iVhere  the    nark  ends,  the   sea   b^ons,  you 

know,' 
M>  took  they  comfort  till  they  came  to  Vire. 

lint  I  would  linger,  fain  to  snatch  a  look 

Kt  Clara  as  she  stands  in  pride  of  place, 

>omewhat  more  satisf^n?  than  my  fplanoe 

H)  furtive,  so  near  futile,  yesterdar, 

ii*^an«w)  one  must  be  courteous.    Of  the  masks 

That  ti-oure  in  this  little  history, 

^he  only  has  a  claim  to  my  respect, 

Vnd  one-eye<i,  in  her  French  phrase,  rules  the 

blind, 
rliranda  hardly  did  his  best  with  life : 
le  mi^ht  have  opened  eye,  exerted  bnUn, 
Utained  conception  as  to  tig^t  and  law 
n  certain  points  respecting^  intercourse 
>f  man  with  woman  —  love,  one  likes  to  say ; 
Vhich  knowled^  had  dealt  mdely  with  uie 

claim 
^f  Clara  to  play  representative 
ind  from  perdition  rescue  soul,  forsooth  I 
ilso,  the  sense  of  him  should  have  snAoed 
or  buildintr  np  some  better  theory 
*f  how  God  operates  in  heaven  and  eartli, 
'han  would  establidi  Him  participant 
|i  doings  yonder  at  Hie  Ravissante. 
I1H  heart  was  wise  aooordine  to  its  liirhts 
.nd  limits  :  but  the  head  refused  more  sun, 
jid   shnuK   into   its  mew,  and  craved  leas 

space, 
lara,  I  hold  the  happier  specimen,  — 
:  may  be,  throuRh  that  artist-preferenee 
or  work  complete,  inferiorly  proposed, 
o  incompletion,  though  it  aim  arirht. 
[orally,  no  I     Aspire,  break  bounds  !     I  say, 
ndeavor  to  be  good,  and  better  still, 
nd  best  f    Sneoeas  is  naught,  endeavor  *n  all. 
nt  intelleet  adjusts  the  means  to  ends. 
ries  the  low  thing,  and  leaves  it  done,  at 

least; 
o  prejudice  to  high  thiiw,  iatelleet 
roold  do  and  will  do,  only  give  the  means. 


Miraads,  in  ut  piotnre-gBllery. 
Presents  a  Bhuce ;  be  C&ra  —  M^..^., 
Merely  considered  so  by  artist,  mind  1 
For,  break  through  Art  and  rise  to  poetnT, 
Brii4;  Art  to  tremble  nearer,  touch  enough 
The  verge  of  vaatnsas  to  inf  onn  our  soul 
What   orb   makes  tmasit  through  the  dark 

above. 
And  there  *s  the  triumph  I  —  there  the  ineom« 

plete. 
More  than  oompletion,  matdiea  the  immense,— 
Then,  Miohela^olo  against  the  world  t 
With  this  proviso,  let  me  study  her 
Approvingly,  the  finished  little  piece  I 
Bom,  bred,  with  jost  one  instinet,  —  that  of 

growth,— 
Her  ouality  was,  caterpillar-like. 
To  all-unerriiigly  select  a  leal 
And  without  intermission  feed  her  fill. 
Become  the  Painted  Peacock,  or  belike 
The  Brimstone-wing,  when  time  of  year  should 

svit; 
And  't  is  a  sign  (say  entomologists) 
()f  sickness,  when  the  creature  stops  its  meal 
(hie  miniite,  either  to  look  up  at  heaven. 
Or  turn  aside  for  change  of  aliment. 
No  doubt  there  was  a  certain  ugliness 
In  the  beginning,  as  the  grub  grew  worm  : 
She  could  not  find  the  proper  plant  at  onoe. 
But  crawled  and  fumbled  through   a  whole 


Husband  Muhlhamsen  served  for  stuff  not  long; 

Then  came  ooofnsion  of  the  slimy  track 

From    London.    *^  where   she  gave   the  tone 

awhile,*' 
To  Paris :  let  the  stalks  start  np  again. 
Now  she  is  off  them,  all  the  grsener  they ! 
Bui,  settled  on  Biiranda,  how  she  sacked. 
Assimilated  juiees,  took  the  tint. 
Mimicked  the  form  and  texture  of  her  food  I 
Was  he  for  pastime  f    Who  so  frolic -fund 
As  CUra  f    Had  be  a  devotion-fit  ? 
Clara  new  ssrioaa  with  like  qnalm.  be  surs  ! 
In  health  and  strength  he,  —  healthy  too  and 

stroiw, 
She  danesd,  rode,  drove,  took  pistol-praotioef 

fished. 
Nay,  ^*  managed    sea-skiff  with   eonsummato 

skill." 
In  pain  and  weakness,  he,  — she  patient  watched 
And  whiled  the  slow  drip-dropping  hoars  away. 
She  bound  again  the  broken  self  •respect. 
She  picked  ont  the  true  meaning  from  mistake^ 
Praised  effort  in  each  stumble,  laaglied  **  Well* 

climbed  I " 
When  others  groaned  **  None  ever  grovelled 


I 


ff 


her 


'*  Rise,  you  have  gained  experienoe  I " 

word: 

"  Lie  satisfied,  tiie  gronnd  is  just  your  jriaoe  1  ** 
They  thought  appropriate  oomseL    **  Live,  not 

die. 
And  take  my  full  life  fe  eke  ont  year  own  1 
That  shall  repay  me  and  with  interest  I 
Write  !  —  w  yoor  nonth   not  elerer  nt  my 

hnndf 
Pkdnt  I  —  the  tost  BsposHion  warrants  ma, 
Plenty  of  people  most  ply  braah 
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And  as  for  mnsio  —  look,  what  folk  mcknamn 
A  lyre,  tliose  anoients  played  to  ravishment,  — 
Over  the  pendule,  see,  Apollo  grasps 
A  thie»«tringed  gimcraok  which  no  laaxt  oonld 


Snoh  mosio  from  as  jewVharp  makes  to-day  I 
Do  yonr  endeavor  like  a  man,  and  leave 
The  rest  to  ^  fortune  who  assists  the  bold '  — 
Learn,  yoo,  the  Latin  whioh  yon  tang-ht  me 

first. 
Too  clever  creatnre — clever,  yes,  I  say ! 


n 


If  he  smiled  '*  Let  as  love,  love's  wrong  comes 

right. 
Shows  reason  last  of  all  1    Necessity 
Must  meanwhile  serve  for  plea — so,  mind  not 

much 
Old  Fricqnot*s  menace  I  "  —  hack  she  smiled 

''Who  minds?** 
If  he  siffhed  "  Ah,  bat  She  is  strict,  they  say. 
For  all  Her  meroy  at  The  Ravissanto, 
She  scarce  will  be  pot  off  so  t "  —  straight  a  sigh 
Retomed  **  My  Uce  most  go  to  trim  Her  gown  I ' ' 
I  nowise  doabt  she  inwaraly  believed 
Smiling  and  sighinr  had  the  same  effect 
Upon  the  veneratea  ima^e.    What 
She  did  believe  in,  I  as  httle  doubt. 
Was  —  Ciara^s  self  *8  own  bir^right  to  sustain 
Ezistonce,  grow  from  grub  to  butterfly. 
Upon  unlimited  Miranda-leaf  ; 
In  which  prime  article  of  faith  confirmed. 
According  to  capacity,  she  fed 
On  and  on  till  the  leu  was  eaten  up. 
That  April  morning.    Even  then.  I  praise 
Her  forethought  which  prevented  leafless  stalk 
Bestowing  anv  hoarded  succulence 
On  earwig  and  black*beetle  squat  beneath ;  — 
Clairvavi,  that  stalk  whereto  her  hermiUige 
She  taokea  by  golden  throw  of  silk,  so  fine. 
So  anything  but  feeble,  that  her  sleep 
Inside  it.  throoffh  last  winter,  two  vean  long. 
Recked  little  of  the  storm  and  strife  without. 
'*  But  —  loved  him  ?  "     Friend,  I  do  not  praise 

her  love  1 
True  love  works  never  for  the  loved  one  so. 
Nor  spares  skin 'Surface,  smoothening  truth 

away. 
Love  bids  touch  truth,  endure  truth,  and  em- 
brace 
^vth.  though,  embracing  truth,  love  crush 

Itself. 
"  Worship  not  me,  but  God !  *'  the  an^ls  UTge : 
That  is  love's  grandeur  :  still,  in  pettier  love 
The  nice  eye  can  distinguish  grade  and  gi^o* 
Shall  mine  detrrade  the  velvet  green  ana  pace 
Of  caterpillar,  palmer-worm  — or  what  — 
Ball  in  and  out  of  ball,  each  ball  with  brush 
Of  Venus*  eye-fringe  round  the  turquoise  egg 
That  nestles  soft,  —  compare  such  paragon 
With  anv  scarabiBus  of  the  brood 
Which,  bom  to  fly,  keeps  wing  in  wing-case, 

walks 
Persialently  a-tnudling  dung  on  earth  ? 

EfSyptmaf  venerate  such  hierophants. 
Not  1  —  the  couple  yonder.  Father  Priest 
And  BCother  Nun,  who  came  and  went  and 


Beset  this  Clairvaoz,  trundled  money-mnek 
To  midden  and  the  main  heap  oft  enough. 
But  never  bade  unshnt  from  sheath  the  cann. 
Nor  ahowed  that,  who  would  fly,  moat  let  fall 

filth, 
And  warn  **  Tour  jewel,  brother,  is  a  blotch  : 
Sister,  your  lace  trails  ordure  I    Leave  you 


And  ao  best  gift  with  Crown  and  grace  witk 
RobeT^ 

The  superstition  is  extinct,  vou  hope  ? 

It  were,  with  my  good  will  I   Suppose  it  oo, 

Bethink  you  likewise  of  the  latest  use 

Whereto  a  Night-cap  is  convertible. 

And    draw  your  very    thickest,  tlixead   sad 

thrum. 
O'er  such  a  deoomposiiur  face  of  things. 
Once  BO  alive,  it  seemed  immortal  too  1 

This  happened  two  years  since.    The  Connaiy 
Returned  to  Paris,  called  in  help  from  Law, 
And  in  due  form  proceeded  to  oisputo 
Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda's  conipetonee. 
Being  insane,  to  make  a  valid  WilL 

Much  testimimv  volunteered  itself : 

The  issue  hardly  could  be  doubtful —  bat 

For  that  sad  'Seventy  which  must  intervene. 

Provide  poor  France  with  other  work  to  mind 

Than  settling  lawsuits,  even  for  the 

Of  such  a  partpr  as  The  Ravissanto. 

It  only  was  this  Summer  that  the  a 

Could  come  and  be  disposed  of,  two   wceki 

since. 
At  Vire  —  Tribunal  Civil  —  Chamber  First 

Here,  issued  with  all  regularity, 
I  hold  the  indgment  —  just,  inevitable. 
Nowise  to  be  contested  by  what  few 
Can  judge  the   judges;  sum  and 
thus: — 


**  Inasmuch  as  we  find,  the  Cousimy, 
During  that  very  period  when  thev  take 
Monsieur  L^nce  Miranda  for  stark  mad. 
Considered  him  to  be  quite  sane  enough 
For  doing  much  important  business  with  —^ 
Nor  showed  suspicion  of  his  cumpetenoe 
Until,  by  turning  of  the  tables,  loss 
Instead  of  gain  accrued  to  them  thereby,  -» 
Plea  of  incompetence  we  set  aside. 

—  *'  The  rather,  that  the  dispositions,  sought 

To  be  imiingned,  are  natural  and  ri^t. 

Nor  jiv  with  any  reasonable  claim 

Of  kindred,  friendship,  or  acquaintance  here. 

Nobody  is  despoiled,  none  overlooked  ; 

Since  the  testator  leaves  his  property 

To  just  that  person  whoin,  of  aU  the  world. 

He  counted  he  was  must  indebted^  to. 

In  mere  discharge,  then,  of  conspicnona  debt, 

Madame  Muhlliausen  hss  priority. 

Enjoys  the  usufruct  of  Cliurvaux. 

"Next, 

Such  debt  diwhaiged,  such  life  determiiung. 
Such  earthly  interast  provided  for. 
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loDsiefir  L^onoe  Miimndfc  nifty  beqaeath, 
n  abflenoe  of  more  fit  re«imeot.  f  lud 
Lnd  uHufmci  toK«tlier  to  Uie  Cnnrak 
Vhereof  Ue  was  a  ipmnid  devotoa. 

—  Which  dupontion,  being  oouonaat 
V'ith  a  loi^  series  of  such  acts  and  deeds 
(otorious  in  his  lifetime,  needs  must  stand, 
Jnprejudioed  b^  eccentricity 
Towise  amoonUng  to  distemper  :  8inoe« 
n  every  instance  signalized  as  such, 
Vb  recQ^fniae  no  overleaping  bounds, 
[o  straywg  out  of  the  permissible : 
>ttty  to  the  Religion  ot  the^  Laud,  — 
('either  excessive  nor  inordinate. 


The  minor  accusations  are 
liey  prove  mere  freak  and  fancy,  boyish  mood 
n  age  mature  of  simple  kindly  man. 
Izuberant  in  generosides 
*o  all  the  world :  no  fact  confirms  the  fear 
le  meditated  mischief  to  himself 
*hat  morning  when  he  met  the  accident 
^liich  endea  fatally.    The  case  is  dosed.'* 

low  otherwise  ?    So,  when  I  grazed  the  skirts, 
lud  had  the  glimpse  of  who  made,  yesterday,  -^ 
P'oman  and  retinue  of  goats  and  sheep,  — 
lie  sombre  path  one  whiteness,  vision-like, 
ls  out  of  gate,  and  in  at  gate  again, 
'hey  wavered,  ~  she  wss  lad^  there  for  life : 
luo,  after  life  —  I  hope,  a  white  succeas 
^  some  sort,  wheresoever  life  resume 
chool  interrupted  by  vacation  —  death  : 
eeing  that  home  she  ^oes  with  prize  in  hand, 
ionfinued  the  Chfttelauia  of  Clairvanx. 


Such  prise  fades  soon  to  insignifieaace. 


Tme, 


Though  ahe  have  eaten  her  Miranda  up. 

And  spun  a  cradla-oona  through  wiueh  sba 

pricks 
Her  passage,  and  proves  peaoock-butterfly. 
This  Autumn  —  wait  a  little  week  of  oola ! 
Peacock  and  deathVhead-moth  end  much  the 


And  could  she  still  cootinne  spinning,  —  sure. 
Cradle  would  soon  crave  shroud  for  substitute. 
And  oW  this  life  of  hers  distast4^  woald  drop 
Red-ootton-Nighteap-'wiw. 


How  say  you,  friend  f 
Have  I  redeemed  ray  promise  ?    bmile  assent 
Through  the  dark  Winter^loom  between  ua 

both  I 
Already,  months  avo  and  miles  away, 
liust  as  good  as  tuld  you,  in  a  Hash, 
Tne  while  we  paced  the  sands  before  my  house. 
All  this  poor  story  —  truth  and  noUiing  else. 
Accept  that  moment*s  flashing,  amplified. 
Impalpability  reduced  to  speech. 
Conception  proved  by  birth,  —  no  other  change  I 
Can   what   SaintpRambert    flashed   me   in   a 

thought 
Qood  gloomy  London  make  a  poem  of? 
Such  ouffht  to  be  whatever  dares  nreoede. 
Play  ruody  herald-star  to  vour  white  blase 
About  to  bring  us  day.    How  fail  imbibe 
Some  foretaste  of  effulgence  ?    Sun  shall  wax. 
And  star  shall  wane :  what  matter,  so  star  tell 
The  drowsy  world  to  start  awake,  mb  eyes. 
And  stand  all  ready  for  mom^a  joy  arbfaiui  r 


THE  INN  ALBUM 


Thb  story  told  in  this  poem  was  suggested  to 
Irowning,  but  not  followed  in  all  its  detailn,  by 
n  adventure  of  Lord  De  Roe,  a  friend  of  Wei- 
ngton^s  and  mentioned  frequently  by  Ghvvilie 


I 


That  oblong  book's  the  Album;  hand  it 

here! 
Ixactly  I  page  on  page  of  gratitude 
or  breakfast,  diuner,  supper,  and  the  view  I 
praine  these  poets,  they  leave  margin-space ; 
lach  stanza  seems  to  gswier  skirts  around, 
tud  primlv,  trimly,  keep  the  foot^s  confine, 
[odest  ana  roaidlike :  lubber  prose  o'ersprawb 
t.ud  straddling  stops  the  path  from  left  to  right, 
ince  I  want  space  to  do  my  cipher-work, 
^*^hich  poem  spares  a  comer?    What  comes 

first? 
ilail^  calm  acclivity^  8aluhr»0HM  npot  I ' 
>pen  the  window,  we  bum  daylight,  boy  I) 
*r  see  —  succincter  beauty,  brief  and  bold  — 
^  a  ftUow  can  dint  On  rump^takt  and  port 

win€m 


in  his  Afesioirs.  The  ctreurostaaees  of  De  Ro8*a 
villainy  were  much  talked  of  in  London  at  the 
time  of  their  occurrence,  just  before  the  middle 
of  this  century. 

He  needt  not  degpair  0/ dining  well  hen '  — 
'  Here ! '    I  myself  could  find  a  better  rhyme  I 
That  bard  *sa l^rowning ;  he  neglects  the  form : 
But  ah,  the  sense,  ye  gods,  the  weighty  aenae  I 
Still,  I  prefer  this  classic.    Ay,  throw  wide  1 
I  '11  quench  the  bits  of  candle  ^et  unbumt. 
A  minute's  fresh  air,  then  to  cipher-work  I 
Three  little  colurana  hold  the  whole  account: 
Ecart^^  after  which  Blind  Hookey,  then 
Ciitting-the-Pack,  five  hundred  pounds  the  cut. 
'T  is  easy  reckoning ;  I  have  loat,  I  think." 

Two  personages  occupy  this  room 
Shabby-genteel,  that  s  parlor  to  the  inn 
Perched  on  a  view-commanding  eminence ; 
—  Inn  which  may  be  a  veritable  house 
Where  aomebody  once  lived  and  pleased  good 

taste 
Till  tourists  found  his  ccigne  of  vantage  oat. 
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And  fingered  blunt  the  individnAl  mark, 
And  ymgsuivid  things  comfortably  smooth. 
On  a  Bprig-pattem«p«4iered  wall  there  brays 
Complaint  to  sky  fciir  iSdwin^s  dripping  stag ; 
His  couchant  coast-guard  creature  corresponds  ; 
They  face  the  Hugoenot  and  Light  o'  the 

World. 
Grim  o*er  the  mirror  on  the  mantelpiece, 
Varnished  and  coffined,  Salmoferox  glares, 

—  Poisibly  at  the  List  of  Winee  whicn,  framed 
And  glazeid,  hangs  somewhat  prominent  on  peg. 

So  much  describes  the  stuffy  little  room  — 
Vulgar  flat  smooth  respectability  : 
Not  so  the  burst  of  landscape  sui^ng  in, 
Sunrise  and  all,  as  he  who  of  the  pair 
Is,  plain  enough,  the  younger  personage 
Draws  sharp  Uie  shrieking  curtain,  sends  aloft 
The  sash,  soreads  wide  and  fastens  back  to  wall 
Shutter  ana  shutter,  shows  vou  England's  best. 
He  leans  into  a  living  glory-bath 
(>f  air  and  light  where  seems  to  float  and  more 
The  wooded  watered  oounti^,  hill  and  dale 
And  steel-bright   thread  ot   stream,  a-smoke 

with  mist, 
A-markle  with  May  morning,  diamond  drift 
O^  tne  sun-touched  dew.    Except  the  red-roofed 

ritch 
a  dozen  dwellings  that,  crept  close 
For  hillside  shelter,  make  the  village-clump, 
This  inn  is  perched  above  to  dominate  — 
Except  such  sign  of  human  neighborhood, 
'*  And  this  surmised  rather  tlum  sensible  " 
There  *s  nothing  to  disturb  absolute  peace. 
The  reign  of  En^ish  nature  --  which  means  art 
And  civilized  existence.    Wildness*  self 
Is  just  the  cultured  triumph.    Presently 
Deep  solitude,  be  sure,  reveals  a  Place 
That  knows  tne  risrht  way  to  defend  itoelf : 
Silence  hems  ronna  a  burning  spot  of  life. 
Now,  where  a  Place  bums,  must  a  village  brood, 
And  where  a  village    broods,  an  inn  should 

boast — 
Close  and  convenient :  here  you  have  them  both. 
This  inn,  the  Something-arms  —  the  family's  — 
(I>on't  trouble  Guillim  :  heralds  leave  out  half  t) 
Is  dear  to  lovers  of  the  picturesque, 
.\nd  epics  have  been  planned  here  ;  but  who  plan 
Take  lioly  orders  and  find  work  to  do. 
Painters  are  more  productive,  stop  a  week. 
Declare  the  prospect  quite  a  Uorot,  —  ay. 
For  tender  sentiment,—  themfielves  incline 
Rather  to  handsweep  large  and  liberal ; 
Then  go,  but  not  without  snccess  achieved 

—  Haply  some  pencil-drawing,  oak  or  beech, 
Ferns  at  the  base  and  ivies  up  the  bole, 

Chi  this  a  slug,  on  that  a  butterfly. 
Nay,  he  who  hooked  the  salmo  peudent  here, 
Also  exhibited,  this  same  May-month, 
"  Foz^oves :  a  Undy  *'  —  ao  inspires  the  scene. 
The  air,  which  now  the  younger  personage 
Inflates  him  with  till  lungs  o^erfraujgiit  are  fain 
Sigh  forth  a  satisfaction  might  bestir 
Even  those  tufts  of  tree^tops  to  the  South 
r  the  distance  where  the  green  dies  off  to  gray, 
Which,  eaav  of  conjecture,  front  the  Place : 
He  eyes  tnem,  elbows  wide,  each    hand    to 
cheek. 


His  fellow,  the  mvck  older —  either  aay 
A  youngish-old  man^  or  man  oldiah^yoiiag  — 
Sits  at  the  table :  wicks  are  noiaome  deep 
In  wax,  to  detriment  of  plated  ware ; 
Above  —  piled,   atrewn  —  is  store  of  playinc^ 

caros, 
Gounten  and  all  that  'a  vroper  for  a  game. 
He  sets  down,  ruba  out  ngnres  io  the  book. 
Adds  and  subtracts,  puts  back  here,  eanv* 

there. 
Until  the  summed-op  satisfaction  stands 
Apparent,  and  he  panses  o'er  the  work: 
Soothes  what  of  braia  was  busy  under  brow, 
Bv  passage  of  the  hard  palm,  curing'  so 
Wnnkle  and  crowfoot  for  a  second's  spaee ; 
llien  lays  down  book  and  laughs  out.    No  mi^ 

take. 
Such  the  sum-total  —  ask  Colenao  else ! 

Roused  by  which  laugh,  the  other  trnns,  laugh* 

too  — 
The  youth,  the  good  strong  feUow,  n»n|^  p^r^ 

haps. 

**  Well,  what's  the  damage  —  three,  or  four,  or 

five? 
How  many  flgnres  in  a  row  ?  Hand  here ! 
Come  now,  there 's  one  expense  all  yonrs  nnt 

mine  — 
Scribbling  the  people's  Album  over,  leaf 
The  first  and  foremost  too  I    You  think,  pM*- 

hapa. 
They  '11  only  chaive  yon  for  a  bmnd-new  boi»k 
Nor  estimate  the  literary  loss  ? 
Wait  till  the  small  account  cornea  I    *  To  c^ 

nighVt 
Lodging^"*  for  —  *  beds '  they  can't  say,  — '  jx»«r . 

orao; 
If  inner,  ApoUinaria,  —  whtU  they  pleate^ 
Attendance  not  included; '  last  looma  lari 


*  D^cuiement  qfour  AUnim,  late  enricked 
With '  —  let 's  see  what !   Here,  at  the  winduv 

though  I 
Ay,  breathe  the  morning   and  foivire    voci 

luck! 
Fine  enough  country  for  a  fool  like  me 
To  own,  as  next  month  I  suppose  I  shall ! 
Eh  ?    True  fool's-fortnne  I  so  console  yonrs*-If. 
Let's  see,  however  —  baud  the  book,  I  aay  ! 
Well,  you  've  improved  the  classic  by  roauuK<r. 
Queer  reading  I  Verse  with  parenthetic  prua«  — 

*  Hail,  calm  acdivitif,  aal%Ariwu  spct  I  * 
(lliree-two  fives)  '  life  how  prq/itabij^  gpent ' 
(Five-naught,  five-mne  fives)  *  yonder  kumUe  *> ' 
(More  and  more  naughts  and  fives)   '  ta  n.   . 

eonterdi 
And  did  my  feel  inqs  find  the  natureU  eenC 
Infriendahip  and  tnlove,  how  bleat  Mjr  Uif* 
Then  follow  the  dread  figures  —  five  I    *  C  «*> 

tentf 
That 's  appetite  I  Are  von  content  as  he  — 
Simpkin  the  sonneteer  r    Ten  thoumami  pommd* 
Give  point  to  his  effusion  —  by  so  modi 
Leave  me  the  richer  and  the  poorer  yon 
After  onr  night's  play;    wno's  content    th^ 

most. 
If,  you,  or  simpkin?  " 

So  the  poltshed  oNvb. 
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The  elder  man.  reflnement  every  inoh 
'rom  brow  to  boot-end,  qnietly  replies: 

'  Simpkln  'a  no  name  I  know.  I  had  my  whinu" 

'  Ay,  had  yoo  f    And  mieh  things  make  friend* 

ship  thick, 
ntimates,  I  may  boast  we  were :  henoeforth, 
Criends  — shall  it  not  be?  — who  diseard  re- 
serve, 
^se  pUin  words,  pnt  each  dot  upon  eaeh  i, 
;iU  death  ns  twain  do  part  f    The  baiigain  *s 

straek ! 
rtd  fellow,  if  yon  fancy—  (to  begin  — ) 
failed  to  penetmte  your  scheme  last  week, 
^ou  wrong  yonr  poor  disciple.    Oh,  no  airs  I 
because  you  happen  to  be  tvrice  my  ag« 
ind  twenty  times  my  master,  must  perforoe 
to  blink  of  daylight  struggle  through  the  web 
*her»  ^s  no  unwinding  ?  You  entoil  my  legs, 
Lod  welcome,  for  I  like  it :  blind  me,  —  no ! 
L  verv  pretty  piece  of  shuttle-work 
Vas  that  —  your  mere  chance  question  at  the 

club  — 
Do  youao  anywhere  this  Whitsuntide  t 
*m  qjf/or  Paris ^  there* §  the  Opera  —  there '« 
^he  Saion^  there 's  a  ekineheale^  —  betide 
'kaniiUy ;  and,f&r  good  companionship, 
^here  ^s  Suck^nd-sMch  and  SoHmd-eo,    Suppose 
Ve  start  together  f^^    '  No  such  holiday  I  ^ 
told  vou :  *'  Paris  and  the  test  be  hanged  t 


Vhy  plague   me  who  am  pledged  to  homo^e^ 

fighut 
^m  the  engaged  now ;  through  whose  fault  but 

yours? 
^  duty.    As  you  wdl  know,    Don*t  I  drowse 
'he  week  away  down  with  tke  Aunt  and  Niece  t 
^o  Kelp:  it  *s  leisure,  loneliness,  and  love. 
Vishl  could  take  you ;  but  fame  travels  fast,  — 

man  of  much  newsfMper'paragraph, 
'ou  stare  dome^ie  cirdes;  and  beside 
i'ould  not  you  like  your  lot,  that  second  taste 
f  nature  and  approved oft^ grounds! 
nu  might  walk  early  or  lie  late^  so  skirk 
'eek-aay  devotions :  but  stay  Sunday  o*er, 
nd  morning  church  is  obligatory : 
o  mundane  garb  permissible^  or  dread 
he  butler* s  privileged  momtion  !  No  ! 
ark  qJB^to  raris.  nor  wipe  tear  away  !  ' 
'hereon  how  artlessly  the  happy  flash 
L>1  lowed,  by  inspiration  I    \  *TeU  you  what  — 
ft  *s  turn  tieirfiank,  try  things  on  f*  other  side  I 
ins  for  m^  monejy  !  Liberty  *s  the  life  ! 
^e  li  lie  in  hidinq :  there  *fl  the  erow-nest  nook, 
he  tourists  joy  ^  the  Inn  they  rave  about. 


in  that 's  oitf  —  oul  €fsiaht  and  out  of  mind 

nd  out  of  mischi^  to  aUfaur  qfus^ 

unt  ana  niece,  you  and  me.    At  night  arrive  ; 

t  mom,  find  time  for  just  a  Pisgahview 

f  my  friend*  s  hand  ^Promise ;  then  depart. 

nd  while  I*m  whining  onward  by  first  train. 

ound  for  our  own  place  {since  my  Brother  sulks 

nd  says  I  shun  him  like  the  plague)  yoursetf— 

'hyn  you  have  stepped  thenee^  start  from  plat- 

/brm.gay 
espite     the     sleepless   journey, -^  love     lends 

wings,  — 
ug  aunt  and  niece  who,  none  the  wiser,  wait 


The  faithful  advent !    Ehf*    'With   aU   my 

heart. 
Said  I  to  von ;  said  I  to  mine  own  self : 
*  Doss  he  oelieve  Ifail  to  comprehend 
He  wants  just  one  more  final  friendly  snack 
At  friend*  s  exchequer  ere  friend  runs  to  earth. 
Marries,  renounces  yielding  friends  such  sport  f ' 
And  did  I  spoil  sport,  pull  faee  grim,  —  nay, 

grave? 
Your  pupil  does  you  better  credit  I    No  1 
I  parleyed  with  my  pase-book, — rubbed  my 

pair 
At  the  big  balance  in  my  baaker^s  hands,  — 
Folded  a  cheek  eigar-caso-shnpe,  —  just  wants 
Filling  and  signing,  — and  toox  train,  resolved 
To  execute  myself  with  decency 
And  let  ycra  win  —  if  not  Ten  tlionsand  quite. 
Something  ft^  way  of  wind-up-farewell  bunt 
Of  firework-nosegay  I     Where  *s  your  fortune 

fled? 
Or  is  not  fortune  constant  after  aU  ? 
Yon  lose  ten  thousand  pounds :  had  I  lost  half 
Or  half  that,  I  should  bite  my  lips,  I  think. 
You  man  of  marble  I   Stmt  and  stretch  my  best 
On  tiptoe,  I  shall  never  reach  your  height. 
How  does  the  loss  feel !  Just  one  lesaimniore  I  ** 


The  more  refined  man  smiles  a  frown  away. 

**  The  lesson  shsU  be  —  only  boys  Hke  you 
Pnt  such  a  question  at  the  present  stage. 
I  had  a  ball  lodf^  in  my  shoulder  onoe. 
And,  full  five  minutes,  never  guesMd  the  fact ; 
Next  day,  I  felt  decidedly:  and  still. 
At  twelve  years'  distanoe,  when  I  lift  my  arm 
A  twinge  reminds  me  of  the  sni«eon*s  probe. 
Ask  me,  this  day  month,  how  I  feel  my  Inck  t 
And  meantime  please  to  stop  impertinenee. 
For  —  don't  I  know  its  object  ?  AU  this  chaff 
Covers  the  com,  this  prenoe  leads  to  speech. 
This  boy  stands  forth  a  hero.    *  There,  my  lord  ! 
Our  play  was  true  play,  fun  not  earnest  I    I 
Empty  your  purse^  inside  out,  while  my  poke 
Bulges  to  bursting  f    You  can  badly  spare 
A  doit,  confess  now,  Duke  tlkmgh  brother  be  ! 
While  I*m  gold  'daubed  so  thickly,  spangles 

drop 
A  nd  show  wty  father* s  wardumst-apron  :  pskaw  ! 
Enough  !     We  *ve  had  a  palpitating  night ! 
Good    momina !    Breakfast    ana   forget    our 

dreams  J 
My  mouth  *s  shut,  mind  I   I  tell  nor  ssan  nor 

mouse.* 
There,  see!  He  don't  deny  it!  Thanks,  my  boy  t 
Hero  and  weloome  —  onljr,  not  on  me 
Make  trial  of  your  *prentiee-hand  I   Enough  t 
We  've  played,  I  *ve  lost  and  owe  ten  thousand 

pounds. 
Whereof  I  muster,  at  the  moment,  — well. 
What 's  for  the  biU  hers  and  the  back  to  town. 
StiU,  I  've  my  little  eharaeter  to  keen ; 
Yon  may  expect  yonr  money  at  month's  end.'^ 

The  yoopg  num  At  the  window  tvms  round 

quick  — 
A  clumsy  giant  handsome  tisaims ;  grasps 
In  his  lam  red  the  Uttle  lean  white  hand 
Of  the  other,  looks  him  in  the  saUow  faes. 
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**  I  Bftj  now  —  is  it  right  to  so  mistftke 

A  fellow,  force  him  in  mere  self -defence 

To  epoat  like  Mister  Mild  Acclivity 

In  alDnm-Umgnage  ?    You  know  well  enooffh 

Whether  I  like  you  —  like  *8  no  ml  bom-word. 

Anyhow :  point  me  to  one  soul  beside 

In  the  wide  world  I  care  one  straw  about ! 

I  first  set  eyes  on  you  a  year  ago ; 

Since  when  you  We  done  me  good  —  1  *11  stick  to 

it  — 
More  than  I  got  in  the  whole  twenty-five 
That  make  my  life  up,  Oxford  yeaxs  and  all — 
Throw  in  the  three  I  fooled  away  abroad, 
Seeing  myself  and  nobody  more  sage 
Until  I  met  you,  and  Ton  made  me  man 
Such  as  the  sort  is  and  the  fates  allow. 
I  do  think,  since  we  two  kept  company, 
I  'tc  learnt  to  know  a  little  —  all  tnroogh  yon  I 
It 's  nataie  if  I  like  you.    Taunt  away  1 
As  if  I  need  you  teaching  me  my  place  — 
The  snob  1  am,  the  Duke  prour  brother  is, 
When  jnst  the  good  you  did  was  —  teaching  me 
My  own  trade,  now  a  snob  and  millionaire 
May  lead  his  life  and  let  the  Duke's  alone, 
CUp  wtuKs,  free  iackdaw,  on  his  steeple-peroh, 
Burnish  his  black  to  ^old  in  sun  and  air, 
Nor  pick  up  stray  plumes,  striTC  to  match  in 

strut 
Regular  peacocks  who  can't  fly  an  inch 
Over  the  courtyard-paling.    Head  and  heart 
nhat  *s  album-style)  are  older  than  you  know. 
For  all  your  knowledge :  bov,  perhaps  —  ay,  boy 
Had  his  adventure,  just  as  he  were  man  — 
His  ball-experience  m  the  shoulder-blade, 
Hii  bit  of  lif  e-loiig  ache  to  recognize. 
Although  he  bean  it  cheerily  about. 
Because  vou  came  and  clapped  him  on  the  back, 
Adyised  him  '  Wcdk  and  wear  the  aching  <ffl ' 
Whyj  I  was  minded  to  sit  down  for  life 
Just  m  Dalmatia,  build  a  seaside  tower 
High  on  a  rock^  and  so  expend  my  days 
Pursuing  chemutry  or  botany 
Or,  very  like,  astronomy  because 
I  noticed  stars  shone  when  I  passed  the  place  .- 
Letting  my  cash  accumulate  the  while 
In  England  —  to  lay  out  in  lump  at  last 
As  Ruskin  should  direct  me  !    All  or  some 
Of  which  should  L  have  done  or  tried  to  do. 
And  preciously  repented,  one  fine  day, 
Had  you  discovered  Timon,  climbed  his  rock 
And  scaled  bis  tower,  some  ten  years  thence, 

suppose. 
And  coaxed  his  story  from  him  I    Don't  I  see 
The  pair  conversing  I    It 's  a  novel  writ 
Already,  I  *11  be  bound,  ~  our  dialogue  1 
*  What  f '  cried  the  elder  and  yet  ymUhful  man  — 
8o  did  the  eye^ffcah  ^neath  the  lordly  fronts 
And  the  imposing  presence  swell  with  acom^ 
As  the  hawfht  higk--bred  bearing  and  dispose 
Contrastea  with  his  interlocutor 
The  flabby  iow^nm  who^  of  bulk  btfore^ 
Had  steadily  increased^  one  stone  per  week^ 
Since  his  abstention  from  horse-exercise :  — 
'  What? you,  aa rich  as  Holhschiid,  /</},  you  say 
London  the  very  year  you  came  ofage^ 
Because  yourfatker  manttfaetured  goods  — 
Commisston-aget^  hiaht  qf  Manchester  — 
Partly,  and  partly  through  a  baby  cam 


Of  disappoitdmmd  I  'us  pumped  out  at  last  — 
And  here  you  spend  ItfeU  prime  in  gaming  flak 
And  giving  science  one  more  atterotd  f  * 
Brief,  my  dear  fellow,  you  instnioted  no. 
At  Alfred's  and  not  Istria  I  prored  a  snob 
May  turn  a  million  to  account  although 
His  brother  be  no  Duke,  and  see  good  da^ 
Without  the  girl  he  lost  and  some  one  gained. 
The  end  is,  after  one  yearns  tutela^ 
Having,  by  your  help,  touched  society. 
Polo,  Tent-pegging,  Hnrlingham,  the  Kink— 
I  leave  all  taese  deUghts,  by  your  advice. 
And  marry  my  voung  pretty  oooaiii  here 
Whose  place,  whose  oaks  aacestial  you  behoU. 
(Her  father  was  in  partnership  with  mine  — 
Does  not  his  purchaiw  look  a  pedigree  ?) 
My  million  will  be  tails  and  taasela  smart 
To  this  plump-bodied  kite,  this  bouse  and  Isad 
Which,  set  sreoaring,  pnllii  me,  soft  as  sleep. 
Along  life's  pleasant  meadow,  —  aim  left  hw 
To  lock  a  friend's  in,  — whoiM,  but  yoon,  wi 

boy? 
Arm  in  arm  glide  we  over  rough  and  soMioth, 
While  hand,  to  pocket  held,  sav«s  cash  fras 

cards. 
Now,  if  you  don*t  esteem  ten  thonaand  pounds 

&-  Whicn  I  shall  probably  discover  snng 
id  somewhere  in  the  couimn-comer  capped 
With  '  Credit,'  based  on  '  Balance,'  —  whkk  I 


B^  this  time  next  month  I  shall  quite  fofgct 
l\  hether  1  lost  or  won  —  ten  thmisand  pound*. 
Which  at  thu  instant  I  would  give  •  .  .  Irt  i 


For  Galopin  —  nay,  for  that  Gainaboroogh 
Sir  Richard  won't  sell,  and,  if  bought  by 
Would  get  mv  glanoe  and  praise  aonie  tek»  i 

year,  — ) 
Well,  if  vou  don't  esteem  that  prioe 
For  teaching  me  Dalmatia  was  mistake  — 
Why  then,  my  last  illusion-bubble 
My  one  discovered  ph«nix  proves  a  _ 
My  cleverest  of  all  companions  —  uh. 
Was  worth  nor  ten  pence  nor  tea  thooEa:. 

runds  I 
.  »»»  .    Be  younelf  again  !    So  endetk  her» 
The  morning's  lesson  1    Never  «lule  life  LtfU 
Do  1  touch  card  again.    To  breakfast  now  ! 
To  bed  —  I  can't  say,  since  yon  needs  niL^ 

start 
For  station  early — oh,  the  down-train  stilL. 
First  plan  and  best  plan  —  townward  trip  ^ 

hanged ! 
You're  due  at  your  big  brother*s  —  pay  tU* 

debt. 
Then  owe  me  not  a  farthing  !    Order  eggn  — 
And  who  knows  but  there 's  trout  obtainable 

The  fine  man  looks  wellnig^  malignant :  thes  - 

*'  Sir,  please  subdue  your  manner  I    Debts  a;* 

debts: 
I  pay  mine  —  debts  of  this  sort  —  oertainly . 
What  do  I  care  how  yon  regard  voor  gains- 
Want  them  or  want  them  not?    Xlie  tkt^  * 

want 
Is  —  not  to  have  a  story  eireulate 
From  club  to  dab — how,  bent  <m  nUerii^ 
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I'ouiiff  So-uid<«o^  younff  So-aiid*«o  oleuied  me, 
Then  aeC  the  empty  keDnel  fltuh  again, 
[jniored  ddvantafce  and  lorKave  his  friend  — 
ror  why  ?    There  waa  no  wringing  blood  from 

Mtunel 
)h,  don't  be  iavagel    You  would  hold  your 

tongue, 
H'xte  it  in  two,  as  man  may ;  but  thoae  small 
;Iuun  in  the  smoking-room,  when  instance  apt 
iiat^A  to  tongue's  root,  tingles  on  to  tipj 
Vud  the  thinned  company  consists  of  six 
capital  well-known  fellows  one  mur  trust  I 
S^ext  week,  it  *s  in  the  *"  World.'  No,  thank  you 

much. 
'.  owe  ten  thousand  pounds :  I  *11  pay  them  !  " 

**  Now,  - 
rhis    becomes  funny.    YouVe  made  friends 

with  me : 
can't  help  knowing  of  the  ways  and  means  I 
h  stay  I  they  sav  your  brother  doiets  up 
!orre^o's  long  lost  Leda :  if  he  means 
.^o  give  you  that,  and  if  you  give  it  me  "  .  .  . 

'  I  polished  snob  off  to  aristocrat  ? 

^ou  compliment  me  I  father's  apron  still 

ticks  out  from  son's  oonrt-resture  ;  still  silk 

purse 
loughs  finger  with  some  brisUe  sow-ear-bom  I 
Veil,  neither  I  nor  yon  mean  harm  at  heart  1 
(»we  von  and  shall  nay  you :  which  premised, 
V^hy  should  what  follows  sound  like  flattery  ? 
*he  fact  is —  you  do  compliment  too  much 
'our  humble  master,  as  I  own  I  am ; 
uu  owe  me  no  such  thanks  as  you  protest. 
Tie  polisher  needs  precious  stone  no  less 
'han  precious  stone  needs  polisher :  believe 
struck  no  tint  from  out  you  but  I  found 
nug  lying  first  'neath  snruoe  hairbreadth-deep  I 
eftidn,  I  liked  the  exercise :  with  skill 
oes  love  to  show  skill  for  skill's  sake.    You 


*m  old  and  understand  things:  too  absurd 
;  were  yon  pitched  and  tossed  away  your  life, 
s  diamond  were  ^)ootch-pebble  1  ul  the  more, 
hat  I  mjTself  misused  a  stone  of  price. 
4)m  and  bfed  clever—  people  used  to  say 
Itfver  aa  moat  men.  if  not  something  more  — 
<*t  here  I  stand  a  failure,  cut  awrv 
r  left  opaque^  '->  no  brilliant  named,  and  known. 
rhate*er  my  mner  stuff,  my  outside  's  blank  ; 
'm  nobody  —  or  rather,  look  that  same  — 
'ni  —  who  I  am  —  and  know  it ;  but  I  hold 
^'hat  in  my  hand  out  for  the  world  to  see  ? 
'hat  ministry,  what  miaion,  or  what  book 

I  *11  say,  book  even  ?    Not  a  sign  of  these ! 
b««fnui  —  laughing  —  *AU  tkeas  wKen  I  like  ! ' 
i»nd  with  —  well,  you  *ve  hit  it  1  —  '  This  bay*9 

check 
rr  jutt  as  manp  thousandt  at  he*U  ftparr  / ' 
[le  first  —  1  could,  and  would  not ;  your  spare 

cash 
HToald,  and  could  not :  have  no  scniple,  pray, 
lit.  as  I  hoped  to  pocket  yours,  pouch  iiune 
When  you  are  able  I  *' 

"■  Which  is  -  when  to  be  ? 
ve  heard,  great  charaotem  require  a  fall 


Of  fortune  to  show  greatness  by  uprise : 

Tkeu  touch  the  around  to  joUily  rebomtd^ 

Add  to  the  Album  1    Let  a  fellow  share 

Your  secret  of  superiority  I 

I  know,  my  banker  makes  the  money  breed 

Money  ;^  I  eat  and  sleep,  he  simply  takes 

The  aividends  and  cuts  the  coupons  off. 

Sells  out,  buys  in,  keeps  doubling,  tripliue  caah. 

While  I  do  nothing  but  receive  and  spena. 

But  prou,  spontaneous  generator,  baton 

A  wind-egg ;  duck,  and  forth  struts  Capital 

As  Interest  to  me  from  egg  of  gold. 

I  am  grown  curious :  pay  me  by  all  means  I 

How  will  yon  make  the  money  ?  " 

"  Mind  your  own   - 
Not  mv  affair.    Enough :  or  money,  or 
Money  s  worth,  as  the  case  may  be,  expect 
Ere   month's   end,  — keep   but  patient  for  a 

month  I 
Who 's  for  a  stroll  to  station  ?   Ten  *s  the  time ; 
Your  man,  with  my  things,  follow  in  the  trap ; 
At  stoppage  of  the  down-train,  play  the  arrived 
(hi  platform,  and  you  '11  show  the  due  fatigue 
Of  the  night- journey,  —  not  much  sleep,  —  per* 

haps, 
Yonr  thoughts  were  on  before  yon  —  yes,  in- 
deed. 
You  join  them,  being  happily  awake 
With  thought's  sole  object  as  she  smiHng  sits 
At  breakfast-table.    I  shall  dodge  meantime 
In  and  out  station-precinct,  wile  awav 
The  hour  till  up  my  engine  pants  and  smokes. 
No  doubt,  she  goes  to  fetch  you.    Never  fear ! 
She  gets  no  glance  at  me,  who  shame  such 
saints!'^ 

II 

So,  they  ring  bell,  give  orders,  pay,  depart 
Amid  profuse  acknowledgment  from  host 
Who  well  knows  what  may  bring  the  younger 

back. 
They  light  cigar,  deecend  in  twenty  steps 
The  *'oa/m  ace/ivi^v,"  inhale  —  beyond 
Tobacco's  balm  —  uie  better  smoke  of  turf 
And  wood  fire,  —  cottages  at  co(»kery 
r  the  morning,  —  reach  the  main  road  straight- 
ening on 
Twist  wood  and  wood,  two  Uaok  walls  full  of 

night 
Slow  to  disperse,  though  mists  thin  fast  before 
The  advancing  foot,  and  leave  the  flint-duMt 

fine 
Each  speok  with  its  fire-sparkle.     Presently 
The  road's  end  with  the  sky's  beginning  mix 
In  one  magnificence  of  glare,  due  East, 
So   high   the  sun   rides,  —  Biay's   the  merr>' 
month. 

They  slacken  pace :  the  younger  stops  abrupt. 
Discards  cigar,  looks  his  friend  full  in  iaee, 

**  All  right ;  the  station  eomea  in  view  at  end ; 
Five  minutes  from  the  beech-dump,  there  you 

are  I 
I  say :  let 's  halt,  let '«  hormw  yonder  gate 
Of  its  two  magpies,  sit  and  have  a  talk  I 
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Do  let  a  fellow  speak  a  moment  I    More 
I  think  abont  and  leas  1  like  the  thinic  — 
No,  you  most  let  me !    Now,  be  ffood  for  onoe  I 
Ten  thousand  pounds  be  done  for,  dead  and 

damned ! 
We  played  for  love,  not  hate :  yes,  hate !  I  hate 
Thinking;  you  be^  or  borrow  or  reduce 
To  strychnine  some  poor  devil  of  a  lord 
Licked  at  Unltraitea  Loo.    I  had  the  cash 
To  loee  —  you  knew  that !—  lose  and  none  the 

lees 
Whistle  to-morrow :  it  *s  not  every  chap 
Affords  to  take  his  punishment  so  well  I 
Now,  don^t  be  angry  with  a  friend  whose  fault 
Is  that  he  thinks  —  upon  ro^^  soul,  I  do  — 
Your  head  the  best  head  going.    Oh,  one  sees 
Names  in  the  newspaper  —  great  This,  great 

That, 
Gladstone,  Carlyle,  the   Laureate: — much  I 

care! 
Othen  have  their  opinion,  I  keep  mine : 
Which  means—  by  right  you  ought  to  have  the 

things 
I  want  a  head  for.    Here  *s  a  pretty  place. 
My  cousin's  place,  and  presenUy  my  place. 
Not  yours  I    1  *11  tell  you  how  it  strikes  a  man. 
My  cousin  's  fond  of  music  and  of  course 
Plays  the  piano  (it  won't  be  for  long !) 
A  brand-new  bore  she  calls  a  *  semi-grand ' 
Rosewood  and  pearl,  that  blocks  the  drawings 

room, 
And  cost  no  end  of  money.    Twice  a  week 
Down  comes  Herr  Somebody  and  seats  him- 
self. 
Sets   to  work    teaching  —  with   his   teeth   on 

edge  — 
I  Ve  watched  the  rascal.    *  Does  he  play  .first' 

ratef 
I  ask  :     '  /  rather  think  «o,'  answers  she  — 

*  He 's  What  's^is-Name .' '  —  *  Why    give   you 

lessons  then  f  *  — 
'  Tpay  three  guineas  and  the  train  beside.*  — 
^  Tnis  instrument ^  has  he  one  such  at  home  f '  — 

*  He  f    Has  to  practise  on  a  table^top^ 

When  he  can*t  hire  the  proper  thing.  —^  I  see! 

You  *ve  the  piano,  he  the  skill,  ana  God 

The  distribution  q^such  gifts.'*    So  here : 

After  your  teaching,  I  shall  sit  and  strum 

Polkas  on  this  piano  of  a  Place 

Yon  'd  make  resound  with  '  Rule  Britannia  ^  !  '* 

''  Thanks  I 
I  don^t  say  but  this  pretty  cousin's  place, 
Appendaged  with    your   million,    tempts   my 

hand 
As  key-board  I  might  touch  with  some  effect.'^ 

**  Then,    why   not   have   obtained   the   like  ? 

House,  land. 
Money,  are  things  obt^nable,  you  see. 
By  clever  head-work :  ask  ray  father  else ! 
Yon,  who  teach  me,  why  not  have  learned, 

vonrself  ? 
Played   like  Herr  Somebody  with   power  to 

thump 
And  flourish  and  the  rest,  not  bend  demure 
Pointing  out  blunders  —  *  Sharp,  not  naiurcU  ! 
Permit  me — on  the  black  key  use  the  thumb  !  ' 


There 's  some  fatality,  I  'm  sure  I    You  say 


'  Marry  the  cousin,  that 's  your  proper  move  / ' 
And  I  do  use  the  thumb  and  hit  Uie  sharp : 
You  should  have  listened  to  your  own  bead'« 

hint. 
As  I  to  you !    The  puszle  '•  ^ast  my  power. 
How  you  have  managed  —  with  sueh  stoiF,  sncL 

means  — 
Not  to  be  rich  nor  great  nor  happy  man : 
Of  which  three  good  things  wnere  *b  a  sign  a; 

all? 
Just   look  at   Diszyl    Come,  —  what   trippvd 

your  heels  ? 
Listruct  a  goose  that  boasts  wing*  and  ets't 

fly  I 
I  wager  I  have  guessed  it  I  —  never  f  oood 
The  old  solution  of  the  riddle  fail  I 
*  Who  was  the  woman  f  *  I  don't  ask,  bm  - 

*  Where . 
r  the  path  qflife  stood  she  who  tripped  pom  t  *  *' 


'*Go»^ 
Yon  truly  are !    I  own  to  fifty  years. 
Why  don't  I  interpose  and  out  out  —  you  ? 
Compete   with   five  -  and  -  twenty  ?    Age,  k^ 
boy!" 

"  Old  man,  no  nonsense  I  —  even  to  a  boy 
That 's  ripe  at  least  for  ratioiiality 
Rapped  into  him,  as  maybe  mine  was,  oaee ! 
I  've  had  my  small  adventore  It— on  me 
Over  the  knuckles  1  —  likely,  I  fbirg«t 
The  sort  of  fiprnre  youth  cuts  now  and  tlien. 
Competing  with  old  shonlders  bat  yonng  head 
Despite  the  fifty  griaUng  yean  I  ** 


"Aha? 

Then  that  means  —  just  the  ballet  in  the  hUAr 
Which  brought  Dalmatia  on  the  hram,  —  ths- 

too, 
Came  of  a  fatal  ereatnre  ?    Can^t  iitilunil 
Now  for  the  first  time  to  surmise  as  mach ! 
Make  a  clean  breast !    Reeonnt !   a  sen^  • 

safe 
'Twist  you,  me,  and  the  gate-poat  I  '* 

''— CaaHprKriki 

Neither,  to  never  have  •ormiaed  yovr  wish ! 
It 's  no  use, — ease  of  unextmoted  bsdl  — 
Winces  at  fingei^-tonohing.    Let  thinsa  be  ! " 


"Ah,  if  yon  love   your  love 


»» 


I    I    kri 


mine. 
"Ican*thate.'* 


"  I  wonH  teach  yon  ;  and  w^ 
You,  therefore,  what  you  please  to  nak  of 


tt.. 


vou  _ 
As  if  I,  also,  may  not  nave  my  ache  ! 


•» 


"My  sort  of  ache?    No,  nol  and  yet  — pr:^ 

haps! 
All  comes  of  thinking  yon  anperior  still. 
But   live   and   lean  t    I   any !     Tine  s   c- 

Qood  jump! 
You  old,  indeed  I     I  fancy  there  *s  a  cut 
Across  the  wood,  a  gmss-path  :  shall  we  f  t^ 
It's  venturesome,  however !  " 
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«t  u. 


8top,  mj  boy ! 
Don't  think  I  ^m  Btiivv  of  experienoe  I    Life 

rood  we  leaTe.    Should  70a 


-  It  *8  like 

and  I 

(fo  wanderiniir  ftbont  there,  though  the  k««i 
We  went  in  and  came  out  bv  were  oppoiiea 
As  the  two  polee  still,  somehow,  all  the  same 
By  niH:htfau  we  should  probably  have  ohanoed 
[  >n  much  the  same  main  noints  of  interest  — 
B.ith  of  us  measured  girtli  of  mossy  trunk, 
'^tript  ivy  from   its   strangled    prey,  clapped 

hands 
\t  fiquiiTel,  sent  a  firsMme  after  orow, 
^nd  so  forth,  -<  never  mind  what  time  betwixt. 
"Hj  in  our  lives :  allow  I  entered  mine 
Another  way  tnan  yoo  :  't  is  possible 
[  ended  just  by  knock inj;  head  against 
That  plaguy  low-hung  branch  vourself  began 
\iy  getting  bump  from  ;  as  at  last  vou  too 
^liiv  stumble  oVr  that  stump  which  first  of  all 
^ade  me  walk  circumspectly.     Head  and  feet 
Vre  volnerablt*  ooth,  and  I,  foot-sure, 
''orgot  that  dueking  down  saves  brow  from 

bruise. 
.  early  old,  played  yonng  man  four  years  since 
Vnd  failed  confoundedly  :  so^  hate  alike 
'"ailure  and  who  oauaed  failure,  — curse  her 

cant  I" 

'  Oh,  I  see  I    You,  though  somewhat  past  the 

prime, 
Vere  taken  with  a  rosebud  beauty  I    Ah  — 
iut  how  shonld  chits  distin|rnish  ?  8he  admired 
^4>nr  marvel  of  a  mind,  1 11  undertake  t 
iiit  as  to  body  .  .  .  nay,  I  mean  .  .  .  that  is, 
Vhen  years  liave  told  on  face  and  figure  "... 

**  Thanks, 
IiHter  SufficierUlitlnttruct^fl !     Such 
10  doubt  was  bound  to  be  the  oonsequenoe 
\»  suit  rour  self-oomplaoeney :  she  luted 
ly  head  enough,  but  loved  some  heart  beneath 
<ime  head  wiUi  plenty  of  brown  hair  a-top 
Jter  my  young  friend^s  fashion  1    What  be- 
comes 
>f  that  fine  speech  yon  made  a  minute  siaoe 
ibout  the  man  of  middle  age  you  found 
k  formidable  peer  at  twenty-one  ? 
<>  much  for  your  mock>modesty  !  and  y«i 
back  your  nnt  aipiost  this  second  sprout 
>f  obeerration,  insight,  what  you  please, 
ly  middle  age,  iSir,  had  too  raueh  suooess  I 
t  's  odd  :  my  ease  occurred  four  yean  ago^ 
finished  just  while  yon  eoramenced  that  turn 
the  wood  of  life  that  takes  us  to  the  wealth 
f  honeysuckle,  hea|Md  for  who  oaa  reach, 
ow,  I  don't  boast :  it's  bad  style,  and  beside, 
lie  feat  prares  easier  than  it  looks :  I  plucked 
ull  many  a  flower  unnamed  in  that  bouquet 
tl<ietly  of  peonies  and  poppiw,  though  I) 
tmd  nature  stioks  into  my  buttonhole, 
herefore  it  was  with  nose  in  want  of  SBuff 
at  her  thsn  Bss  or  Pridinm,  that  I  chaaesd 
a   what — so  far  from  *rsie6urf  beawhf^  .  .  • 

Well- 
le'edead:  at  least  yon  nererheaid  her  oMBe; 
le  was  no  eourtly  creature,  had  nor  birth 
or  brea^nv  —  mart  Hm  wwiy  hrssding;  b«t 


Oh,  such  a  wonder  of  a  woman  I    Grand 
As  a  Greek  statue  I    8tick  fine  clothes  on  that. 
Style  that  a  Duchess  or  a  Queen,  —  you  know, ' 
Artisu  would  make  an  outcry  :  all  th«>  more. 
That  she  had  just  a  statue's  sleepy  grace 
Which  broods  o'er  its  own  beauty.    Nay,  her 

fault 
(Don^t  lau^h  I)  was  just  perfection :  for  suppose 
(Hily  the  httle  flaw,  and  I  had  peeped 
Inside  it,  learned  what  soul  inside  was  like. 
At  Rome  some  tourist  raised  the  grit  beneath 
A  Venus'  forehead  with  his  whittiing-kuif e  — 
I    wish  —  now  —  I   had   played  that  brutCi 

brought  blood 
To  surface  from  the  depths  I  fancied  chalk  I 
As  it  was,  her  mere  face  surprised  so  much 
That  I  stopped  short  there,  struck  on  heap,  at 

stares 
The  cockney  stranger  at  a  certain  bust 
With  drooped  eyes,  —  she  's  tlie  thing  I  hare  in 

mind,  — 
Down  at  ray  Brother's.   All  suiBcient  prize  — 
^)uch   outside  !    Now,  —  confound   me   f<Hr    a 


png 


f 


Who  cares  ?    I  '11  make  a  clean  breast  once  f  01 

all  I 
Beside,  you  've  heard  the  gossip.    My  life  long 
I  've  been  a  woman-liker,  —  liking  means 
Loviu|?  and  so  on.    There 's  a  lengthy  list 
By  this  time  I  shall  have  to  answer  for  — 
80  say  the   good  folk:  and  they  don't  guess 

half — 
Fur  the  worst  is,  let  once  collecting>itch 
Posseai  yoUj  and,  with  perapieacitv. 
Keeps  growing  such  a  greediness  tliat  theft 
Follows  at  no  long  distance.  —  there 's  the  fact  \ 
I  knew  that  on  my  Leporello-list 
Might  fi^re  this,  that,  and  the  other  name 
Of  feminine  desirability. 
But  if  I  happened  to  desire  inseribe. 
Along  with  these,  the  only  Beautiful  — 
Here  was  the  unique  specmnen  to  snatch 
Or  now  or  neyer.     *  Beautiful '  I  said  — 
*  Beautiful '  say  in  cold  blood.  —  boiling  then 
To  tune  of  *  Haste,  aeeure  whateW  tke  coat 
This  rarity,  die  m  the  act,  be  damned. 
So  pou  complete  coUectum,  crown  yowrlist!  * 
It  seemed   as  though  the  whole  world,  once 

aroused 
By  the  first  notice  of  sueh  wonder's  bhth. 
Would  break  bounds  to  oontest  my  prise  with 


me 


Tke  first  diseoverer,  should  she  but  emerge 
From  that  safe  den  of  darkness  where  she  doied 
Till  I  stole  in,  that  oountnr-paraonage 
When,  ooun try-parson's  daughter,  motheileas, 
Brotherless,  sisterless,  for  eighteen  yean 
She  had  been  ▼egetating  lilT-ltke. 
Her  father  was  my  brother  s  tutor,  got 
The  living  that  way :  him  I  chaaoea  to  see — 
Her  I  saw  ~  her  the  world  wonld  grow  one  eyt 
To  see,  I  felt  no  soft  of  doubt  at  all  I 
*  Secure  her  !  '  cried  the  devil :  *  t^erwmrd 
Arrange  for  the  dispooal  i^tke  prite  I ' 
The  devil's  doing  f  yet  I  seem  to  think  *— 
Now,  when  all's  done,  —think  with  *a  hmd 

repooed ' 
la  Fisiih  phnaa —hope  I  think  I  meant  to  d^ 
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All  reqoiaite  for  such  a  rarity 
Wheu  1  should  be  at  leisure,  ^hare  due  time 
To  learn  requirement.     But  in  evil  day  — 
Bless  me,  at  week^s  end,  long  as  any  year, 
llie  father  must  begin,  *  Young  Homebody, 
Much  recommended  — for  I  break  a  rule  — 
Cornea  here  to  read,  next  Long    Vacation,^ 

'Young!' 
That  did  it.    Had  the  epithet  been  ^  rich,' 
'  NoUe,'  *  ageniua,''  even  *  handsome,'  —  but 
—  '  Young '  I  *' 

**  I  say  —  just  a  word  I    I  want  to  know 
You  are  nut  married  ?  '* 


i» 


I? 


»♦ 


44 


Nor  ever  were  ?  " 


"Never!    Why?" 


*^  Oh,  then  —  never  mind  I    Go  on  I 
1  had  a  reason  for  the  question." 

"  Come,  — 
Yon  coold  not  be  the  young  man  ?  " 


''  No.  indeed  1 
Certainly  —  if  yon  nev  \t  married  her  I 


?» 


'*  That  1  did  not :  and  there 's  the  curse,  you  ^U 

seel 
Najr,  all  of  it  *8  one  ourse,  my  lifers  mistake 
Which    nonri^ed   with   manure   that  *s  war> 

raated 
To  make  the  plant  bear  wisdom,  blew  out  full 
In  folly  beyond  tieldtlower-foolishuess  I 
Tlie  lies  I  used  to  tell  my  womankind  I 
Knowing  they  disbelievM  me  all  the  time 
Though  they  required   my  lies,  their  decent 

due. 
This  woman  — not  so  much  believed,  I  *11  say. 
As  just  anticipated  from  my  mouth : 
Since  being  true,  devoted,  constant  —  she^ 
Found  constancy,  devotion,  truth,  the  plain 
And  easy  commonplace  of  character. 
No  mock-heroics  but  seemed  natural 
To  her  who  underneath  the  face,  I  knew 
Was  fairness'  self,  possessed  a  heart,  I  judged 
Must  correspond  in  folly  just  as  far 
Beyond  the  common,  — ^and  a  mind  to  match,  — 
Not  made  to  puzzle  coninrers  like  me 
Who,  therein,  proved  tae  fool  who  fronts  yon. 

Sir, 
And  begs  leave  to  cut  short  the  ugly  rest  1 
*'  Trust  me!'\  said  :  she  trusted.  *  Marry  me  t ' 
Or  rather,  '  We  are  married:  when,  thf  rite  f  * 
That  brought  on  the  coUector^s  next-day  qualm 
At  counting  acquisition's  cost.    There  lay 
My  inanrel,  there  my  purse  more  light  by  much 
Because  of  its  late  lie-expenditure  : 
Ill-judged   such   moment  to  make   fresh  de- 
mand *' 
To  cage  as  well  as  catch  my  rarity ! 
So,  I  began  explaining.    At  first  word 
Outbroke  the  honor.    *  Then,  my  truths  were 

lies  I  * 
I  tell  you,  such  an  outbreak,  such  new  straago 


AU-nnsuspected  revelation — soul 

As  supernaturally  grand  as  face 

Was  fair  beyond  example  —  that  at  omse 

Either  I  lost  —  or,  if  it  please  you,  found 

My  senses,  —  stammered  somehow  —  "Jest !  o% 


now. 


Earnest  !    Forget  all  else  but  —  heart  has  lovt<i. 
Does  love,  shall  love  you  ever  I  take  the  hand  1' 
Not  she  !  no  marriage  for  superb  diadain. 
Contempt  incarnate ! " 

"  Yes,  it 's  different. 
It 's  only  like  in  being  four  years  siuoe. 
I  see  now  1  " 


4i 


Think  you?" 


Well,  what  did  disdain  do  next 


**  That 's  past  me :  did  not  marry  yon  { — 
That 's  the  main  thing  I  can 


Turned  nun,  or  what  r 


»> 


care  for,  I  auppose. 


it 


Why,  married  in  a  moad 
Some  parson,  some  smug  crop-haixed  smoutb- 

ohinnea  sort 
Of  curate-creature,  I  suspect,  —  dived  down. 
Down,  deeper  still,  and  came  up  somevb*^ 

else  — 
I  don't  know  where  —  I  \e  not  tried  much  tn 

know, — 
In  shortj  she 's  happy :  what  the  dodpoles  r&ll 
*  Countrified '  witu  a  vengeance  I  leaois  the  li£<* 
Respectable  and  all  that  drives  yoo  mad : 
Still  —  where,  I  don't  know,  and  that  *s  U^ 

for  both." 

"  Well,  that  she  did  not  like  yon,  I  ooooeiTe. 
But  why  should    you   hate    her,  I    want   t> 
know  ?  " 

**  My  good  young  friend,  —  beeanae  or  her  a: 

else 
Malidous  Providence  I  have  to  hate. 
For,  what  I  tell  you  proved  the  tiimiii9>potDt 
Of  my  whole  lift*,  and  fortune  toward  anoeen 
Or  failure.    If  I  drown,  I  lay  the  ^nlt 
Much  on  ms^wlf  who  caught  at  reed  not  ropr. 
But  more  on  reed  which,  with  a  packthread  - 

pith. 
Had  buoyed  me  till  the  minute's  eramp  ci>c'f* 

thaw 
And  I  strike  out  afresh  and  so  be  sav«d. 
It  's  easpr  sasring  —  I  had  sunk  befora. 
Disqualified  myself  by  idle  days 
And  busy  nights,  long  since,  from  holding  hxTJ 
On  cable,  even,  had  fate  cast  me  sueli  1 
Yon  boys  don't  know  how  many  timea  vami  fa.. 
Perforce  o'  the  little  to  succeed  i'  the  larnre. 
Husband  their  strength,  let  slip  the  petty  prvt. 
Collect  the  whole  power  for  the  final  ponno  ' 
My  fault  was  the  mistaking  man*s  maia  prinf 
For  intermediate  boy's  diversion ;  clap 
Of  boyish  hands  here  frightened  game  awray 
Which,  once  gone,  goes  forever.    Oh,  at  fint 
I  took  the  anger  easily,  nnr  mtich 
Minded    the   awgwish  —  having    leamad    tk* 

storms 
Subside,. and  teapot-tampest«  ara  akia. 
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Time  would   arraoge  things,  mend  whstoW 

might  be 
Sumewliat  aniisB  ;  precipitation,  eh  ? 
Khasou  and  rhyme  prompt  —  reparation  I    Tiffs 
End  properly  in  marriage  and  a  dance  I 
I  saia  '  We  '11  marry,  tnake  the  past  a  blank  *  — 
And  never  was  sofon  danmable  mistake  ! 
That  interview,  that  laying  bare  my  aool, 
\h  it  was  first,  so  was  it  last  chance  —  one 
And  only.    Did  I  write  ?    Back  letter  came 
Unopened  as  it  went.    Inexorable 
>he  fled,  I  don^t  know  where,  consoled  herself 
With   the  smug  curate  •  creature :    chop  and 

change  I 
^^r^  am  I,  when  she  told  her  shaveUng  all 
[liii  Ma<;dalen*s  adventure,  team  were  shed, 
Koi^iveness  eran^lically  shown, 
iKxise  hair  and  hfted  eye,*  — as  some  one  says. 
And  now,  he  *8  worshipped  for  his  pains,  the 

sneak  1" 

'  Well,  but  your  turning-point  of  life,  —  what  *s 
here 


To  hinder  you  oontfiBting  Finsbnry 
iVith  Orton,  next  election  ?     1  donH 


n 


iet^  I 

-  That  with  her  —  maybe,  for  her  —  I  had  felt 
ee  in  me  melt,  grow  steam,  drire  to  effect 
Vnv  or  all  the  fancies  sluggiah  hete 
*  the  head  that  needs  the  hand  she  would  not 

take 
ind  I  shall  never  lift  now.    Lo,  yonr  wood  — 
tji  turnings  which  I  likened  life  to  1    Well,  — 
'here  she  stands,  ending  everv  avenue, 
ler  visionary  presence  on  each  goal 
might  have  gained  had  we  kept  side  by  side ! 
till  string  nerve  and  strike  foot  ?     Uer  frown 

forbids : 
rhe   steam   congeals   once   more :     I  *m    old 


agam 


f 


lierefore    I   hate    myself  —  but   how    much 


>i>  not  I  hate  who  would  not  undentaad, 
^t  ine  repair  things  -  no,  but  sent  a-sUde 
(y  folly  talteriaglv,  stumblingly 
>4>wn,  down,  and  deeper  down  until  I  drop 
'ptm  —  the  need  of  your  ten  thousand  pounds 
Lod  consequently  loss  of  mine  !    I  lose 
haraeter.  cash,  nay,  common-sense  itself 
Recounting  such  a  lengthy  cock-and-buU 
adventure,  lose  my  temper  in  the  act  *^  •  .  . 

And  lone  beside,  ~*  if  I  may  supplement 
lie  list  of  lusaea,  —  train  and  ten-o'elock  I 
[ark,  pant  and  puff,  there  travels  the  swart 

sign! 
r)  mnob  the  better  I    You  *re  my  captive  now  { 
*m   glad  you  trust  a  fellow:    friends  grow 

thick 
"bis  wav  —  that  *8  twice  said ;    we  were  thick- 

isn,  though, 
ven  last  night,  and,  ere  night  comes  again, 
prophesy  good  luck  to  both  of  ns ! 
or  see  now  1  —  back  to '  6a/mv  cmi Aeaoa  * 


<)r  *  calm  acdimtff  *  or  what 's  the  word  I 
Bestow  you  there  an  hoar,  coiiooei  at  ease 
A  sonnet  for  the  Albom,  while  i  put 
Bold  face   on,  best   foot  forwanl,  make  for 

boose, 
March    in   to   aunt   and  niece,  and   tell   the 

truth  — 
<Even  white-lying  goes  against  my  taste 
After  your  little  story.)    Oh,  the  niece 
Is  rationality  itself !    The  aunt  — 
If  she  *s  amenable  to  reason  too  — 
Why,  you  stopped  short  to  pay  her  dne  respect. 
And  let  the  JDuke  wait  (I  'fi  work  well  the 

Duke). 
If  she  grows  ^raciona,  I  return  for  you ; 
If  thonder  's  m  the  air,  why  —  bear  your  doom. 
Dine  on  rump^teaks  and  port,  and  shake  the 

duat 
Of  aunty  from  ^our  shoes  as  off  yon  go 
By  evening-train,  nor  grve  the  thing  a  thought 
Uuw  you  snail  pay  me  —  that 's  as  sure  aa  fate. 
Old  fellow  I    Off  with  you,  face  left  about  1 
Yonder  *s  the  iMth  I  have  to  pad.    You  see, 
I  'm  in  good  spirits,  God  knows  why !    Perhaps 
Beeanse  the  woman  did  not  marry  yon 
—  Who  look  so  hard  at  me,  —  and  have  the 

right, 
One  must  be  fair  and  own.** 


Under  an  oak. 


The  two  stand  still 


"  Look  here  t  "  resumes  the  youth. 
"  I  never  quite  knew  how  I  came  to  like 
Yon  —  so  much  —  whom  I  ought  not  court  at 

aU: 
Nor  how  yon  had  a  leaning  jnat  to  me 
Who  am  assuredly  not  worth  your  pains. 
For  there  moat  n«»eds  be  nlenty  such  as  yon 
(Somewhere    about,  —  although    I    oan*t   say 

where,— 
Able  and  willing  to  teach  all  ^oa  know; 
While  —  how  can  yon  have  mwsed  a  aoora  like 

me 
With  money  and  no  wit,  precisely  each 
A  pupil  for  your  purpose,  were  it  —  ease 
Fool*s  poke  of  tutor's  Aonoran'Min-fet*  ? 
And  yet,  however  it  came  about,  I  felt 
At  once  my  master  :  you  as  prompt  descried 
Yonr  man,  I  wanaat,  so  was  bargain  struck. 
Now,  these  same  lines  of  liking,  loving,  ran 
Sometimes  so  close  together  they  converge  — 
Life's  great  adventares  —  you  know  what  I 

mean  — 
In  people.    Do  yon  know,  as  you  advanced. 
It  got  to  be  nncommool^  like  faet 
We  two  had  fallen  in  wtth  —  liked  and  loved 
Just  the  same  woman  in  onr  different  ways? 
I  began  life  — poor  groundling  as  I  prove  — 
Willed  and  ambitious  to  fly  high  :  why  not  ? 
There  *s  something  in  '  Don  Qniaote  ^  to  the 

point. 
My   shrewd    old   father   need   to   quote   and 

prsise  — 
^  Am  I  horn  man  f '  asks  Sancho  ;  *  being  sum. 
By  poatibUity  I  may  be  Pope  I  * 
So,  Pope  I  meant  to  make  mvsell,  by  step 
And  step,  whereof  the  first  •hoakl  be  to  find 
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A  perfect  wonum ;  and  I  tell  yon  this  — 

If  what  I  fixed  on,  in  the  order  due 

Of  undertaking,  as  next  step,  had  first 

Of  all  diflpoaed  itself  to  suit  my  tread, 

And  I  had  been,  the  dav  I  came  of  ajge. 

Returned  at  head  of  pou  for  Westminster 

—  Nay,  and  moreover  summoned  by  the  Queen 

At  week's  end,  when  my  maiden-speech  bore 

fruit. 
To  form  and  head  a  Tory  ministry  — 
It  would  not  have  seemed  stranger,  no,  nor 

been 
More  Strang  to  me,  as  now  I  estimate. 
Than  what  did  happen  —  sober  truth,  no  dream. 
I  saw  my  wonder  oi  a  woman,  —  laugh, 
I  'm  past  that  t  —  in  Commemoration-week. 
A  plenty  have  I  seen  since,  fair  and  foul,  — 
With  eyes,  too,  helped  by  your  sagacious  wink  ; 
But  one  to  match  that  marvel  —  no  least  trace. 
Least  touch  of  kinship  and  communitv  I 
The  end  was  —  I  did  somehow  state  the  fact, 
Did,  with  no  matter  what  imperfect  words. 
One  way  or  other  give  to  nndentaad 
That  woman,  soul  and  body  were  her  slave 
Would  she  but  take,  but  try  them  ~  any  test 
Of  will,  and  some  poor  test  of  power  beside  : 
80  did  the  struigs  within  my  brain  grow  tense 
And  ci^pable  of  .  .  .  hang  similituaes  1 
She  answered  kindly  but  beyond  appeal. 
*  No  tort  <if  hope  for  m«,  who  catne  too  late. 
She  was  another^ s.    Love  went  —  mine  to  her^ 
Hers  just  as  loyally  to  some  one  else.^ 
Of  oouTse !    I  might  expect  it  1    Nature's  law  — 
Given  the  peerless  woman,  oertunly 
Somewhere  shall  be  the  peerless  man  to  match ! 
I  acquiesced  at  once,  submitted  me 
In  something  of  a  stupor,  went  my  way. 
I  fancy  there  had  been  some  talk  before 
Of  somebody  —  her  father  or  the  like  — 
To  coach  me  in  the  holidays,  —  that 's  how 
I  came  to  get  the  sight  and  speech  of  her,  — 
But  I  had  sense  enough  to  break  off  shaip, 
Save  both  of  as  the  pain." 


i» 


Quite  right  there  I  *' 


"Eh? 
Quite  wrong,  it  happens  I    Now  comes  worst  of 

all! 
Tea,  I  did  sulk  aloof  and  let  alone 
The  lovers  —  I  disturb  the  angel-raates  ?  " 


'Seraph  pair«d  off  with  eherub  1  " 

"Thank  you!    Whfle 
I  never  plucked  np  courage  to  inquire 
Who  he  was,  even,  —  certain-sure  of  this. 
That  nobody  I  knew  of  had  blue  wings 
And  wore  a  staiHsrown  as  he  needs  must  do,  — 
Some  little  lady, —  plainish,  pock-marked  girl,— 
Finds  out  my  secret  in  my  woeful  face. 
Comes  up  to  me  at  the  Apollo  Ball, 
And  pityingly  poors  her  wine  and  oil 
This  way  int«>  the  wound :  *  Dear  f-f -friend. 
Why  waste  <n]0^eriion  thus  on  —  must  1  satf, 
A  somewhat  worthless  object  f  Who  *«  her  dioice  — 
Irrevocable  eu  deliberate  — 
Out  qfthe  wide  world  t  1  skaU  name  no  names  -^ 


But  there 's  a  person  in  societv. 

Who,  blessed  with  rank  and  talent,  has  gror% 

gray 
In  idleness  and  sin  0/ every  sort 
Except  hypocrisy :  ke '«  thrice  her  age, 
A  byword  far  *  successes  with  the  sex ' 
As  the  French  say  —  und,  as  we  mtgkt  to  say. 
Consummately  a  liar  and  a  rogue. 
Since  —  show  me  where  *s  the  woman  won  witkfMt 
The  help  of  this  one  lie  which  she  believes  — 
That  —  never  mind  how  things  have  cowte  to  pots, 
And  let  who  loves  have  loved  a  thousand  timts  — 
All  the  same  he  now  loves  her  only,  loves 
Htr  ever  !ifby^  won '  you  just  mtan  "  sold,* 
That's  ^ite  another  eomnact.    WeU^  this  scamp. 
Continuing  descent  from  oad  to  worse^ 
Must  leave  his  fine  and  fa^shionable  prey 
(  Who  —fathered,   brothered,    husbanded,  —  an 

hedaed 
About  with  thorny  dangtr)  and  apply 
His  arts  to  this  poor  country  ignorance 
\\  ho  sees  forthwith  in  the  first  rag  q/T  usan 
Her  model  hero  I     Why  continue  waste 
On  such  a  woman  treasures  <^  a  heart 
Would  yet, find  solace,  —  |^*,  mu  f-f-friemd — 
In  some  congenial  —  fiddle-diddlMee  ?  *  *' 

"Pray,  is  the  pleasant  gentleman  described 
Exact  the  portrait  whicn  my  ^f-f-friendM  * 
Hec<^ize  as  so  like  ?    'T  is  evident 
You  half  surmised  the  sweet  original 
Could  be  no  other  than  myself,  just  now ! 
Your  stop  and  start  were  flattering  1  ** 


Caricature 's  allowed  for  in  a  sketch  I 
The  longish  nose  becomes  a  foot  in  lenieth. 
The  swarthy  cheek  gets  copper-colored,  —  st H 
Prominent  beak  and  dark-hned  akin  are  farT« . 
And  ^parson^S  daughter^  —  ^ young  man  toa/ir 

oAfe'  — 
*  Elderly  party '  —  */ottr  years  since  *  —  were  fart? 


To  fasten  on.  a  moment !    Marriase,  though 
That  made  tne  difference,  I  hope/' 

"AHrii^ht: 
I  never  married :  wish  I  had  —  and  then 
Unwish  it :  people  kill  their  wives,  sometime  1! 
I  hate  my  mistress,  but  I  'm  murder-free. 
In  your  case,  where  's  the  grievaaoe  ?     V  >« 

came  last. 
The  earlier  bird  picked  up  the  worm.     Soppom 
You,  in  the  glory  of  yonr  twenty-one^ 
Had  happened  to  precede  myaeu  I  *t  u  odds 
But  this  gigantic  jnvenilitv. 
This  offering  of  a  big  arm  s  bony  hand  — 
I M  rather  shake  than  feel  shake  me,  1  know  — 
Had  moved  my  dsintv  mistress  to  adimire 
An  altogether  new  Ideal  —  deem 
Idolatry  less  due  to  life's  decline 
Productive  of  experience,  powers  mature 
By  dint  of  usage,  the  made  man  —  bo  bov 
That 's  all  to  make  I    I  was  the  eariier  Mid  - 
And  what  I  found,  I  let  fall ;  what  yo« 
Who  is  the  fool  that  blames  yon  for  ?  *^ 


«4 


My«4f- 
For  nothing,  everything !    For  finding^  oot 
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She,  whom  I  wonhipped,  was  a  worshipper 
(11  turn  of  .  .  .  but  why  stir  up  settled  mud  ? 
she  married  him  —  the  fifty^yeara-old  rake  -^ 
How  you  have  teased  the  talk  from  me  !    At 

last 
My  secret  *s  told  you.    I  inquired  no  more, 
Say,  stopped   ears  when   informants   nnshut 

mouth ; 
tliiough  that  she  and  he  lire,  denoe  take  where, 
tf  imed  and  happy,  or  else  miserable  — 
It  '•  '  Cut-the-paok ;  *   she  turned   up  aoe  or 

knave, 
\iid  I  left  Oxford,  Eng^land,  du^  my  hole 
hit  in  Dalmatia,  till  yon  drew  me  thenoe 
liadgel^like,  —  '  Back   to   London  ^   was   the 

word  — 
Do  things^  a  many^  there^  youfafKy  hard, 
!  'U  undertake  are  easy  ! '  —  the  advice. 
[  took  it,  had  my  twelTemoath*s  fling  with 

you  — 
Little  hand  holdini;  laripe  hand  pretty  tii^ht 
<^>^  all  its  delicacy  —  eh,  my  lord  ?) 
/ntil  when,  t*  other  day,  I  got  a  turn 
>(»mehow  and  gave  up  tired :  and  '  Bett ! '  bada 

you. 
Marry  your  anuin,  double  your  ettatt^ 
\nd  take  your  ea$e  by  all  means  !  *    ^k>,  I  loU 
hi  this  the  springy  sofa,  mine  next  month  — 
>r  should  loll,  but  that  yon  must  needs  beat 

rough 
rhe  verr  down  yon  spread  me  out  so  smooth, 
wish  this  confidence  were  still  to  make  1 
Ten  thousand  pounds  ?     Yoa  owe  me  twice  the 

sum 
W  stirring  up  the  black  depths  I     There  *s 

repose 
h*.  at  least,  silence  when  nusfortune  seems 
111  that  one  has  to  bear ;  but  folly  —  yea, 
'oily,  it  all  was !    Fool  to  be  so  meek, 
4*  liumble,  —  such  a  coward  rather  say  I 
*«x>l,  to  adore  the  adorer  of  a  fool  I 
lot  to  have  faced  him,  tried  (a  useful  hint) 
Iv  big  and  bonr,  here,  a^nst  the  bunch 
^  lily-colored  five  with  signet-ring. 
I  (Mi  like,  for  little-finger *s  sole  delence  — 
lufh  as  you  flaunt  the  blason  there  1    I  grind 
ly  teeth,  that  bite  my  venr  heart,  to  think  — 
o  know  I  might  have  made  that  woman  mine 
lit  f  ir  the  foUy  of  the  coward  —  know  -^ 
r  what  *s  the  good  of  my  apprenticeship 
hi.H  twelvemonth  to  a  master  in  the  art  ? 
line  —  had  she  been  mine  —  just  one  moment 

mine 
or  honor,  for  dishonor  ~-  anyhow, 
>  that  my  life,  instead  of  stagnant  .  .  .  Well, 
ou  >e  poked  and  proved  stagnataoa  is  not 

sleep  - 
^ng  yoQ 


I " 


'*  Hang  yoM  for  an  nngrateful  goose  I 
U  this  means  —  I  who  rince  I  knew  von  first 
ave  helped  vou  to  conceit  yourself  thk  cock 
'   the    dunghill  with  all   nena   to  pick  and 

ehooae  — 
aght  to  have  helped  yon  when  shell  first  was 

chipped 
f  chick  toat  wanted  ptompttang  *  Ute  the  gpttr  !  * 
hile  I  was  elsewhere  putting  mine  to  ns4*. 


As  well  might  I  blame  yon  who  kept  aloof, 

•Seeing  you  could  not  guess  I  was  abve. 

Never  advised  me  *  Do  as  1  have  done  — 

Beverence  tuch  a  jewel  as  your  luck 

Has  scratched  up  to  enrich  unworthiness  !  * 

As  your  behavior  was,  should  mine  have  been, 

—  Faults  which  we  both,  too  late,  are  sorry  for ; 

Opjposite  ages,  each  with  its  mistake : 

'  Ij youth  but  would  —  (fage  but  eould^'*  you  know. 

I)ou^t  let  us  quarrel  1    Come,  we  're  —  youup- 

and  old  — 
Neither  so  badly  off.    Go  yoo  your  way. 
Cut  to  the  Cousm !    I  *11  to  Inn,  await 
The  issue  of  diplomacy  with  Annt^ 
And  wait  my  hour  cm  *  codm  acclivity  * 
In  rumination  manifold  —perhaps 
About  ten  thousand  pounds  I  have  to  pay  1 " 


111 

Now,  as  the  elder  lights  the  fresh  cigar 
Conducive  to  resource,  and  saunteringlv 
Betakes  him  to  the  left-hand  backwara  path,  — 
While,  much  sedate,  the  younger  strides  away 
To  right  and  makes  for  —  islanded  in  lawn 
And  edged  with  shrubbery  — the  brilliant  bit 
Of  Barry's  building  that 's  the  Place,  —  a  pair 
Of  women,  at  this  nick  of  time,  one  young. 
One  very  yonns,  are  ushered  with  due  pomp 
Into  the  same  Inn-parlor  —  **  disengaffed 
Entirely  now  !  '*  the  obsequious  landlord  smiles, 
*'  Since  the  late  occupants  ^  whereof  but  one 
Was  Quite  a  stranger "  —  (smile  enforced  by 

*''  Left^  a  full  two  hours  since,  to  catch  the  train. 
Probably  for  the  stranger^s  sake  !  '*    (Bow,  smile. 
And  backing  out  from  door  soft-dosed  behind.) 

Woman  and  girl,  the  two,  alone  inside, 
Beein  their  talk  :  the  girl,  with  sparkling  eyes  — 
^*  Oh,  I  forewent  him  purposely  I  but  you. 
Who  ioined  at  —  journeyed  from  the  Junction 

nere  — 
I  wonder  how  he  failed  your  notice.    Few 
Stop  at  our  station :  fellow-passengers 
Assuredly  you  were  —  I  saw  indec^l 
His  servant,  therefore  he  arrived  all  right. 
I  wanted,  you  know  why,  to  have  yon  safe 
Inside  here  first  of  all,  so  dodged  about 
The  dark  end  of   the  platform ;   that  *s  lus 

way  — 
To  swing  from  station  straight  to  avenue 
And  stride  the  half  a  mile  for  exercise. 
1  fancied  you  might  notice  the  huge  boy. 
He  noon  gets  o'er  the  distance ;  at  the  house 
He  *11  hear  I  went    to  meet    him  and  haye 


He  '11  wait.    No  minute  of  the  bonr 's  too  much 
Meantime  for  our  mvliminary  talk  : 
First  word  of  which  must  be  —  oh,  good  beyond 
Expression  of  all  goodness  —  ycra  to  come  1  " 

The  elder,  the  superb  one.  answers  slow. 

"  There  wm  no  helping  that.    You  called  for 

me. 
Cried,  ratiicr  :  and  my  i>ld  heart  answarei  yoii« 
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Still,  thank  me  I   anoe   the  effort  breaks  a 

vow  — 
At  least,  a  pronuse  to  myself/^ 

''Iknow! 
How  selfish  get  yon  happy  folk  to  be  1 
If  I  should  love  my  husband,  most  I  needs 
>>acrifioe  straiehtwav  all  the  world  to  him, 
As  you  do  ?    Must  I  never  dare  leave  honse 
On  this  dread  Arotio  expedition,  out 
And  in  again,  six  mortal  honn,  though  you. 
You  even,  my  own  friend  forevermore. 
Adjure  me  —  fast  your  friend  till  mde  love 

pushed 
Poor  friendship   from    her  vantage — just  to 

grant 
The  quarter  of  a  whole  day^s  company 
Aud  counsel  ?    This  makes  counsel  so  much 

more 
Xeed  and  necessity.    For  here  *8  my  block 
Of  stumbling :  in  the  face  of  happiness 
So  absolute,  fear  chills  me.    If  such  change 
In  heart  be  but  love's  easy  consequence, 
Do  I  love  ?    If  to  marry  mean  — let  go 
All  I  now  live  for,  should  my  marriage  be  ?  *' 

The  oliier  never  once  has  ceased  to  gaze 
On  the  great  elm-tree  in  the  open,  posed 
Placidly  full  in  front,  smooth  bole,  broad  branch, 
And  leafage,  one  green  plenitude  of  May. 
llie  gathered  thought  runs  into  speech  at  last. 

^*  O  you  exceeding  beauty,  bosomful  ^ 

Of  lights  and  shaaes,  murmurs  and  silences, 

Sun-warmth,  dew-coolness,  —  squirrel,  bee  and 

bird. 
High,  higher,  highest,  till  the  blue  proclaims 
*  I^ve  ecarth^  thart  's  nothing  better  tul  next  step 
Heavenward  / '  —  so,  off  flies  what  has  wings  to 

help!  " 

And    henceforth   they    alternate.     Says    the 
girl  — 

**  That  ^8  saved  then :  marriage  spares  the  early 
taste." 


it 


Four  yean  now,  since  my  eye  took  note  of 
troe!^' 


*^  If  I  had  seen  no  other  tree  but  this 

My  life  long,  while  yourself  came  straight,  you 

said. 
From  tree  which  oventretched  you  and  was 

^ust 
One  fairy  tent  with  pitcher-leaves  that  held 
Wine,  and  a  flowery  wealth  of  suns  and  moons. 
And  magic  fruits  whereon  the  angels  feed  — 
I  looking  out  of  window  on  a  tree 
Like  yonder  —  otherwise    well-known,   much- 

,  Uked, 
Tet  just  an  English  ordinary  elm  — 
What  marv3l  if  you  cured  me  of  conceit 
Mv  elm^s  bird-bee-and-squixrel  tenantry 
WisM  quite  the  proud  possession  I  supposed  ? 
And  there  is  evidence  yon  tell  roe  true. 
The  fairy  marriage-tree  reports  itself 
Good  guardian  of  the  perfect  lace  and  form. 


Fruits   of   four    years'    proteetioBi    Marned 

friend, 
Ton  are  more  beautiful  than  ever  1  " 


44 


Tes 


I  think  that  likely.  I  oould  well  diapause 
With  all  thought  fair  in  feature,  mine  or  no. 
Leave  but  enough  of  face  to  know  me  by  — 
With  all  found  fresh   in  youth   except  sncb 

strength 
As  lets  a  life-long  labor  earn  repose 
Death  sells  at  just  that  price,  they  say;  and 

Possibly,  what  I  care  not  for,  I  keep.*' 

"  How  you  must  know  he  loves  yoo !    Chill. 

before. 
Fear  sinks  to  freezing.    Could  I  saerifioe  — 
Assured  my  lover  simply  loves  my  sool  — 
One  nose-breadth  of  fair  feature  ?    No,  indeeil . 
Your  own  love ''  .  .  . 


Don't  waste  it  1 


n 


*'  The  preliminary  boar  - 


''  But  I  can't  begin  at  one* ' 
The  angel's  self  that  oomes  to  hear  me  ^eak 
Drives  away  all  the  care  abont  the  speech. 
What  an  angelic  mystery  yon  are  — 
Now  —  that  is  certain !  when  I  knew  too  flnt. 
No  break  of  halo  and  no  bud  of  wing  I 
I  thought  I  knew  you,  saw  yon,  nmnd  ai«) 

through. 
Like  a  glass  ball ;  suddenly,  four  yean  me*-. 
You  vanished,  how  and  whither  ?    Myster>  ! 
Wherefore  ?    No  mystery  at  all :  yon  lovea. 
Were  loved  agiin,  and  left  the  wond  of  oonrv 
Who  would  not  ?    Lapped  four  yean  in  fain 

land. 
Out  oomes,  by  no  less  wonderful  a  chanoe. 
The  changeling,  touched  athwart  her  trell^«»^ 

bliss 
Of  blush-rose  bower  by  just  the  old  frien(i'> 

voice 
That 's  now  struck  dumb  at  her  own  polmr? . 
/  talk  of  my  small  fortunes  ?    Tell  me  yours 
Rather  1    The  fool  I  ever  was  —  I  am. 
Yon  see  that :  the  true  friend  you  ever  had. 
You  have,  you  also  recognize.    Perhaps, 
Giving  you  all  tlie  love  of  all  my  hearty 
Nature,  that 's  niggard  in  me,  has  denied 
The  after-birth  of  love  there 's  some  one  dainiA^ 
—  This  huge  boy,  swinging  up  the  a  venae  ; 
And  I  wfuit  counsel :  is  defect  in  me. 
Or  him  who  has  no  right  to  raise  the  lore  ? 
My  cousin  asks  my  hand  :  he  's  yoonr  enouir^. 
Handsome,  —  ray  maid  thinks,  —  manly 's  TotfT* 

the  word  : 
He  asked  my  leave  to  *  drop '  the  elm-tree  thcrr 
Some  morning  before  breakfast.    Gentleness 
Goes  with  the  strength,  of  course.    He  's  hti^.- 

Mt  too, 
Limpidly  truthful.    For  abilitv  — 
All  s  in  the  rough  yet.    His  nrst  taste  of  lif' 
Seems    to   have  somehow   gone  agminst    t^- 

tongne: 
He  travelled,  tried  things  —  came  back,  tr  ' 

still  more  — 
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He  nays  h«  's  mok  of  all.    He  's  fond  of  me 
After  a  certain  careleM-eamoat  way 
I  like :  the  iron  *8  orade,  —  no  Doliahed  lieel 
Sumebody  forged  before  rae.    I  am  rich  — 
That  '•  not  the  reaaoOi  he  'a  far  richer  :  no, 
Nor  IB  it  that  he  thinks  me  pretty t  —  frank 
I  Undoubtedly  on  that  point  f    He  saw  once 
The  pink  of  face-perfection  —  oh,  not  yon  — 
Content  yourself,  my  beauty  1  —  for  she  pioyed 
"v)  thoroughly  a  cheat,  his  charmer  .  .  .  nay, 
{{e  runs  into  extremea.  I  Ul  say  at  once, 
[.•est  you  say  1    Well,  I  understand  he  wants 
vime  one  to  serre,  something  to  do  :  and  both 
tiequisites  so  abound  in  me  and  mine 
That  here  *s  the  obstable  which  stops  consent  — 
The  smoothness  is  too  smooth,  and  I  mistruit 
Die  unseen  cat  beneath  the  counterpane. 
Fherefore  I  thought  —  *  Would  the  out  judge  for 

me. 
W'hoj  judging  for  herseif^  swx^ded  »o  !  * 
><>  I  love  him,  does  he  love  roe,  do  both 
^lixtake  for  knowledge  —  eaav  ignorance  ? 
Vppeal  to  its  proficient  in  each  art  I 
tfot  rough-smooth  through  a  piano-piece, 
ijittied  away  last  week  tul  tutor  came, 
li'anl  me  to  end,  then  erunted  McA,  mein  Gott  I 
^ivifn  Sie  "  easp  "  f    Every  note  it  wrong  ! 
I  /I  thumped  mil  wrist  —  we  Ul  trotthUJingers  now, 
^'hc  FrduUin  will  pUate  roll  up  Rc^f  again 
1  nd  exercite  at  Cxemyfor  one  month  I  ' 
Lro  I  to  roll  up  eousin,  exercise 
It    TroUope's  novels   fur   one  month?    Pro- 
nounce !  ** 

Now,  place  each  in  the  right  position  first, 
ulvi.ner  and  advised  one  !     I  perhaps 
mi  three  —  nay,  four  years  older ;  am,  beside, 
i  wife  :  advantages  —  to  balance  which, 
\m  hare  a  full  fresh  joyous  sense  of  life 
'hat  finds  you  out  lifers  fit  food  everywhere, 
^t<tects  enjoyment  where  I,  slow  and  dull, 
iiiuble  at  fault.    Already,  these  four  yean, 
our  merest  glimpses  at  tne  world  without 
l.ive  shown  yon  more  than  ever  met  my  gaae ; 
11(1  now,  by  joyance  you  inspire  joy,  —  learn 
Thile  yon  profess  to  t»*ach,  and  teiaoh,  although 
v<iwedly  a  learner.    I  am  dazed 
ike  any  owl  by  sunshine  which  jnst  sets 
1m*  sparrow  preenini;  plumage !     Here  *s  to  spy 
-  Vour  oonsin !      You  have  scanned  him  au 

your  life, 
ittle  or  much  ;  I  never  saw  his  face. 
<  »u  haye  determined  on  a  marriage  ~>  used 
**lib«ration  therefore  -- 1  Ul  believe 
(*  otherwise,  with  opportunity 
»r  judgment  so  abounding  !     Here  stand  I  — 
imnioned  to  give  my  sentence,  for  a  whim, 
WIl.  at  first  cloud-fleck  thrown  athwart  your 

bine,) 
i<l};«*    what  is  strangenem*  self  to  me,  ~' say 

•  MW/' 
*  Wed  not !  *   whom  y<m   promise    I   shall 

judge 
'•'HtMitly.  at  propitious  Innch-tinie,  just 
bile  he    carves  chicken  1    Sends  he  leg  for 

winff  ? 
lat  revelation  into  character 
id  ooadnot  must  suffice  nie !    Quite  as  well 


Consult  with  yonder  solitary  crow 
That  eyes  ns  from  yvor  ehn-top  1 " 

'' StiU  the  same : 
Do  yoo  remember,  at  the  library 
We  saw  together  somewhere,  those  two  books 
(somebody  said  were  notice-worthy  f    One 
Lay  wide  on  table,  sprawled  its  painted  ieavee 
For  all  the  world^s  inspecti<m ;  shut  on  shelf 
Reclined    the  other   volume,  closed,  clasped 

looked  — 
Clear  to  be  let  alone.    Which  page  had  we 
Preferred  the  turning  over  of  r    You  were. 
Are,  ever  will  be  the  locked  lady,  hold 
Inside  you  secrets  written,  — soul  absorbed. 
My  ink  upon  vour  blotting-paper.    1  — 
what  trace  ot  you  have  I  to  show  in  turn  ? 
Delicate  secrets !    No  one  juvenile 
Ever  essayed  at  croquet  and  performed 
Superiorly  but  I  confided  you 
The  sort  of  hat  he  wore  and  hair  it  held. 
While  you  ?    One  day  a  calm  note  comes  by 

post — 
*  1  amjutt  married,  you  may  like  to  hear.* 
Most  men  would  hs[te  you,  or  they  ought ;  we 

love 
Whatwefear,  — /do!    'Cold'  I  shall  expect 
My  cousin  calls  yon.     I  —  dislike  not  him. 
But  (if  I  comprehend  what  loving  means) 
Love  yon  immeasurably  more  —  more  — more 
Than  even  he  who,  loving  yon  his  wife, 
Would  turn  up  nose  at  who  impertinent. 
Frivolous,  forward  —  loves  thatr  exoellenoe 
Of  all  the  earth  he  bows  in  womhip  to  I 
And  who 's  this  paragon  of  privilege  ? 
Simply  a  country  piuwn :  his  the  charm 
That  worked  the  miracle  I    Oh,  too  absaid  — 
But  that  you  stand  before  me  as  yon  stand ! 
Such  beanty  does  prove  something,  everything  1 
Beauty  *s  the  prize-fiower  which  cUspenBes  eye 
From  peering  into  what  has  nourished  root  — 
Dew   or  manure:  the   plant   beat  knows    its 

Elace. 
,  from  teaching  youth  and  tending  age 
And  hearing  sermons.  —  haply  writing  tracts,  — 
From  such  strange  lore-besprinkled  compost, 

lo. 
Out  blows  this  triumph  I    Thersfore  love  *8  the 

soU 
Plants  find  or  fail  of.    You,  with  wit  to  find. 
Exercise  wit  on  the  old  friead^s  behalf. 
Keep  me  from  failure  !    Scan  and  semtinize 
This  cousin  !    Surely  he  *s  as  worth  your  pains 
To  study  as  my  elm-tree,  crow  and  all. 
You    still    keep    staring   at.     I   read    your 

thouglits.  ' 

"At  hist?'' 

**  At  first  I    '  Would,  tree,  a-top  of  thee 
I  winged  were,  like  crow  perched  moveless  there. 
And  »o  could  straiahtway  soar,  escape  this  bore. 
Hack  to  my  neat  where  broods  whom  I  love  best  — 
The  parson  o'er  his  varish  —  garish    -  rarish,''  — 
Oh,  1  t*ould  bring  tne  rhyme  in  if  I  tried : 
The  Album  here  inspires  me !    Quite  i^wrt 
Fnmi  lyrical  expression,  have  I  raad 
The  stare  arifj^t,  and  sings  not  sonl  just  so  ?  ^* 
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'*  Or  rather  so  f    '  Cool  oom/ortaUe  elm 
That  men  make  coffins  out  of,  —  none  for  me 
jit  thy  expense,  so  thou  permit  I  alide 
Under  tAyftrni/feet,  and  there  sieep^  sleep. 
Nor  drecui  awaking  though  in  heaven  itstlf!  *  " 

The  younger  looks  with  face  stmck  sudden 

white. 
The  ehler  answers  its  inquiry. 

"Dear. 
Tou  are  a  fcueaser,  not  a  *  clairvoyante. 
I  HI  so  far  open  you  the  locked  atid  shelred 
Volume,  my  aoiu,  that  you  desire  to  see. 
As  let  you  profit  by  the  title-pafi;e  "  — 


''  Paradise  Lost  f 


i» 


**  Inferno  !  —  All  which  comes 
Of  tempting  me  to  break  my  vow.    Stop  here  1 
Friend,  whom  I  love  the  best  in  the  whole 

world. 
Come  at  your  call,  be  sure  that  I  will  do 
All  your  requirement  —  see  and  say  my  mind. 
It  may  be  that  by  sad  apprenticeship 
I  have  a  keener  sense  :  I  11  task  the  same. 
Only  indulge  me,  —  here  let  sight  and  speech 
Happen,  —  this   Inn   b    neutral   ground,   you 

know ! 
I  cannot  visit  the  old  house  and  home, 
Encounter  the  old  sociality 
Abjured  forever.    Peril  quite  enough 
In  even  this  first  —  last,  1  pray  it  prove  — 
Renunciation  of  my  solituae  ! 
Back,  you,  to  house  and  cousin!    Leave  me 

here. 
Who  want  no  entertainment,  carry  still 
My  ocounation  with  me*    While  I  watch 
The  shaaow  inching  round  those  ferny  feet. 
Tell  him  ^A  school-friend  wants  a  word  with 

me  ^ 

Up  at  the  inn:  time,  tide,  and  train  wonH  wait: 
I  must  go  see  her  —  on  and  qf^  again  — 
You  'if  keep    me   company  f '     Ten   minutes^ 

talk. 
With  you  in  presence,  ten  more  itfterward 
Witli  who,  alone,  convoys  me  station^bound. 
And  I  see  clearly  —  and  say  honestlv 
To-morrow :  pen  shall  play  tongue  s  part,  you 

know. 
Go  —  quick  I   for  I  have  made   our  hand4n- 

hand 
Return^  impossible.    So  scared^  yon  look .  — 
If  cousin  aoes  not  greet  you  with  *  What  ghost 
Has  crossed  your  path  t '    I  set  him  down  ob- 


tuse. 


»» 


And  after  one  more  look,  with  face  still  white. 
The  younercr  does  go,  while  the  elder  stands 
Occupied  by  the  elm  at  window  there. 


IV 


Occupied  by  the  elm ;  and,  as  its  shade 
Has  orent  dock-handrwise  till  it  ticks  at  fern 
Five  incnes  further  to  the  South,  -  -  the  door 
Opens  abruptly,  some  one  enters  sharp. 


The  elder  man  retomed  to  wait  the  yooth  : 
Never  observes  the  room's  new  oeeapaat. 
Throws   hat  on   table,  stoops    quick,  elbuv- 

propped 
Over  the  Album  wide  there,  bends  down  brov 
A  cogitative  minute,  whistles  shrill. 
Then,  —  Mrith  a  cheery-hopeless  laugh-Sttid-lasr 
Air  of  defiance  to  fate  visibljr 
Casting   the   toils  about   him  —  nxKitfas   ooci^ 

more 
*  Hail,  calm  acclivity,  salubrious  spot  !  * 
Then  clasp»-to  cover,  sends  book  spinning  off 
T*  other  side  table,  looks  up,  starts  erect 
Full-face  with  her  who  —  roused  from  that  ab- 
struse 
Question  '  Will  next  tick  tip  the  fern  or  mot' - 
Fronts  him  as  fully. 

All  her  languor  breaks. 
Away  withers  at  once  the  weariness 
From  the  black-blooded  brow,  anger  and  hati* 
Convulse.      Speech   follows   slowUer,    bat  st 
kst  — 

'*  Tou  here  !    I  felt,  I  knew  it  would  befall ! 
Knew,  by  some  subtle  nndivinable 
Trick  of  the  trickster,  I  should,  silly-sooth. 
Late  or  soon,  somehow  be  allured  to  leave 
Safe  hiding  and  come  take  of  him  arrears. 
My  torment  due  on  four  vears'  respite  I    Timr 
To  pluck  the  bird*s  healea  breast  of  down  oVr 

wound! 
Have  your  success  I    Be  satisfied  this  sole 
Seeing  you  has  undone  all  heaven  oonld  do 
These  four  years,  puts  me  back  to  you  and 

hell! 
What  will  next  trick  be,  next  sneosss  ?    Nu 

doubt 
When  I  shall  think  to  glide  into  the  grave. 
There  will  you  wait  disguised  as  beckooinr 

Death, 
And  catch  and  capture  me  forevermore  I 
But,  Ood^  though  I  am  notliiw,  be  thou  all ! 
Contest  him  for  me !    Strive,  for  he  is  strong .'  " 

Alreadv  his  surprise  dies  palely  ont 

In  lau^D  of  acquiescing  impotence. 

He  neither  gasps  nor  hisses :  calm  and  plain  - 

"  I  also  felt  and  knew  —  but  otherwise  I 
You  out  of  hand  and  sight  and  care  of  me 
These  four  years,  whom  I  felt,  knew,  all  tl» 

while  .  .  . 
Oh,  it  *s  no  superstition  I    It *s agift 
O'  the  gamester  that   he  snuffs   the  anBc«« 

powers 
Which  help  or  harm  him.    Well  I  knew  whst 

lurked. 
Lay  perdue  paralysing  me.  —  drugged,  dronsird 
And  damnified  my  soul  and  body  both  I 
Down  and  down,  see  where  you  have  draggnl 

me  to. 
Yon   and    your   malice !    I    was,    four   yv«r» 

since, 
—  Well,  a  poor  creature !    I  b<>carae  a  knave 
I  squandered  my  own  pence  '  I  plnrap  mv  p^r^ 
With  other  people*s  pounds.    I  practased  pb« 
Because  I  liked  it :  play  tarns  labor  now 


THE   INN  ALBUM 


7«7 


li«*cause  tbore  *8  pToftt  also  in  the  iiport. 
I  teamed  with  men  of  eqmU  age  ana  oraf  t : 
I  Atejil  here  with  a  boy  as  iriv«^n  as  f^nju 
Whom  I  have  tig^htened  hold  on  slow  and  sure 
This  long  while,  just  to  brinip  about  to-day 
When  the  boy  beats  me  hollow,  buries  me 
In  ruin  who  was  sure  to  beggar  him. 
Oh,  time  indeed  I  should  look  up  and  laugh 
'  Surely  she  ^OMe*  on  me  I  ^    Here  you  stand !  *' 

And  stand  she  does:  while  volubility. 

With  him,  kee|M  on  the  increase,  for  his  tongue 

After  long  looking-up  is  loosed  for  onoe. 

^*  Certain  the  taunt  is  happy  I  '^  he  resumes : 
**  So,  I  it  was  allured  you  —only  I 
—  I,  and  none  other  —  to  this  spectacle  — 
Vour  triumph,  my  despair  —  you  woman-fiend 
That  front  me  I    Well,  I  have  my  wish,  then  I 

See 
The  low  wide  brow  oppressed  by  sweeps  of  hair 
llarker  and  darker  as  they  coil  and  swathe 
The  crowned  corpse-wanness  whence  the  eyea 

bum  black. 
Not  asleep  now  I  not  pin-points  dwarfed  be- 
neath 
Either  great  bridging  eyebrow  —  poor  blank 

beads  — 
Babies,  I  *ve  pleased  to  pity  in  my  time : 
How  they  protrude  and  glow  immense  with  hate! 
The  long  triumphant  nose  attains  —  retains  ^ 
Just  the  perfection  ;  and  there  ^s  scarletrskein 
My  ancient  enemy,  her  lip  and  lip» 
St*u4e-free,  sense-frightiiig  lips    clenched  cold 

and  bold 
Because  of  chin,  that  baaed  reaolve  beneath ! 
Then  the  columnar  neck  completes  the  whole 
(vreek-eculpture-bafliing  body  1    Do  I  see  ? 
( 'an  I  observe  ?    You  wait  next  word  to  come  ? 
Well,  wait  and  want  1  since  no  one  blight  I  bid 
['/oa<«ume  one  least  perfection.    Each  and  all, 
A<«  they  are  rigrhtly  shocking  now  to  me, 
S>  may  they  rail  continue  1    Value  them  ? 
Ay.  as  the  vendor  knows  the  money-worth 
[  >f  his  Qreek  statue,  fools  aspire  to  buy, 
And  he  to  see  the  back  of  I    JLet  us  laugh  1 
Von  have  absolved  me  from  my  sin  at  least  t 
Vou  stand  stout,  strong,  in  the  rude  health  of 

hate. 
Sty  touch  of  the  tame  timid  nullity 
My  cowardice,  forsooth,  has  practised  on  1 
Av,  while  you  seemed  to  hint  some  fine  fifth  act 
n  tragedy  should  freexe  blood,  end  the  farce, 
[  never  doubted  all  was  joke.     I  kept, 
Vlaybe,  an  eye  alert  on  paragraphs, 
SVwsT>aper^iotioe,  —  let  no  inquest  slip, 
Ar'oidont,  disappearance :  sound  and  saie 
Were  you,  my  victim,  not  of  mind  to  die  ! 
v>.  mv  worst  fancy  that  could  spoil  the  smooth 
H  pillow,  and  arrest  descent  of  sleep. 
Was  '  ItUo  tehai  dim  koU  cam  §he  have  dived. 
She  and  her  wrongt,  her  woe  that  ^§  wearing  //esA 
i4  mi  blood  away  f  ^  Whereas,  see,  sorrow  swells  I 
}r,  fattened,  fulsome,  have  you  fed  on  me, 
>ucked  out  my  substance  ?  How  much  gloss,  I 


pray, 
iVerbloomad  those  hair  •swathes  when 
crept  from  you 


ther« 


To  UM»  that  erase,  else  unaccountable. 
Which  urged  me  to  contest  our  county^eat 
With  whom  but  my  own  brother's  nominee  ? 
Did  that  mouth*s  pulp  glow  ruby  from  carmine 
While  I  misused  my  moment,  pushed,  —  one 

word, — 
One  hairVbreadth  more  of  gesture,  —  idiot-like 
Past  passion,  floundered  on  to  the  grotesque. 
And  lost  the  heiress  in  a  grin  ?    At  least, 
You  made  no  such  mistake  !    Yon  tickled  fish, 
Landed  your  prize  the  true  artistic  way  1 
How  did  the  smug  young  curate  rise  to  tune 
Of  *  Friend,  a  fatal  fad  dividee  ug.    Love 
Suits  me  no  longer,    J  have  t^fftred  shame. 
Betrayal  s  past  is  past ;  the  future  —  yours  — 
Shedi  never  be  contaminate  ti  mine  ! 
I  might  have  spared  me  this  confession,  not 
—  OA,  never  by  some  hideousest  qflies. 
Easy,  imoenetraUe  !    No  I  but  say. 
By  just  t^e  quiet  answer  —  **  lam  coW." 
FaUekood  avaunt,  each  shadow  ^tkee,  hence  ! 
Had  happier  fortune  willed  ,  , ,  but  dreams  art 

vain, 
NoWf  leave  me  —  yes,  for  pity*s  sake  I  *    Aha, 
Who  fails  to  see  the  curate  as  his  face 
Reddened  and  whitened,  wanted  handkerchief 
At  wrinkling  brow  and  twinkling  eye,  until 
Out  bunt  the  proper  *  Angel,  t^m  the  fiend 
Has  thought  to  smirch,  —  thy  whiteness,  at  one 

wipe 
Of  holy  cambric,  shall  disgrace  the  swan  t 
Minebethetask\  ,  .andmtforthl   Fool?    not 

hel 
Cunning  in  flavors,  rather  1    What  but  sour 
Suspected  makes  the  sweetness  doubly  sweet. 
Ana  what  stings  love  from  faint  to  flamboyant 
But  the  fear-sprinkle  ?    Even  horror  helps  — 
*  Love*s  flame  in  me  b^  such  recited  wrona 
Drenched,  Quenched,  indeed  f  It  bums  the  fierce' 

Her  thence  !  * 
Why,  I  have  known  men  never  love  their  wives 
Till     somebody  —  myself,     suppose  —  had 

*  drenched 
And  quenched  love,"*  so  the  blockheads  whined: 

as  if 
The  fluid  fire  that  lifts  the  torpid  Hmb 
Were  a  wrong  done  to  palsy.    But  I  thrilled 
No  palsied  person  :  half  my  age,  or  lees. 
The  curate  was,  I  *11  wager :  o*er  young  blood 
Your  beauty  triunii^ed  !  £h,  but  —  was  it  het 
Then,  it  loofl  he,  I  neard  of  1    None  beside  1 
How  frank  you  were  about  the  audacious  boy 
Wlio  fell  upon  you  like  a  thunderbolt  — 
Passion  ana  protestation  I    He  it  was 
Rewrved  in  petto  !    Ay,  and  *  rich  *  beside  — 
^  Rich  *  —  how  supremely  did  disdain  curl  nose  \ 
AU  that  I  heard  was  — '  wedded  to  a  priest ;  * 
Informants  sunk  youth,  riches  and  the  rest. 
And  so  my  lawless  love  disparted  loves. 
That  loves  might  come  together  with  a  rush  ! 
Surely  this  last  achievement  sucked  me  dry : 
Indeed,  that  wav  my  wits  went.  Mistress  queen. 
Be  merciful  and  let  voiir  subject  slink 
Into  dark  safety  !     He  ^s  a  beggar,  see  — 
1X>  not  turn  back  his  ship,  Australia-bound. 
And  bid  her  land  him  rieht  amid  some  crowd 
Of  creditom,  assembled  by  your  curse  I 
I  >on*t  cause  the  very  rope  to  crack  (you  can  1) 
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Whereon  he  spends  his  Uist  (friend's)  sixpence, 

just 
The  moment  when  he  hoped  to  han^  himself  ! 
Be  satisfied  you  best  htm  I  " 

She  replies  — 

"  Beat  him  I    I  do.    To  all  that  yon  eonfeas 

Of  abjeet  failure,  I  extend  belief. 

Vonr  very  face  confirms  it :  God^  is  jnst  I 

Let  my  face  —  fix  your  eyes !  —  in  turn  confirm 

What  i  shall  say.    AU-abject  *8  but  half  truth  ; 

Add  to  all-abject  knave  as  perfect  fool ! 

tSo  is  it  yon  probed  human  nature,  to 

Prognosticated  of  me  ?    Lay  these  words 

To  heart  then,  or  where  Qod  meant  heart  should 

lurkl 
That  moment  when  you  first  revealed  yourself, 
My  simple  impulse  prompted  —  end  forthwith 
The  ruin  of  a  life  unrooted  thus 
To  surely  perish  !  How  should  such  spoiled  tree 
Henceforward  balk  the  wind  of  its  wont  sport, 
Fail  to  go  f allinf?  deeper,  falling  down 
From  sin  to  sin  until  some  deptn  were  reached 
Doomed  to  the  weakest  by  the  wickedest 
Of  weak  and  wicked  human-kind  ?    But  when, 
That  self-display  made  absolute,  —  behold 
A  new  revealment  1  —  round  you  pleased  to  veer, 
Propose  me  what  diould  prompt  annul  the  past. 
Make    me  *  amends    by  marriage  ^  —  in    your 

phrase. 
Incorporate  me  henceforth,  body  and  soul. 
With  soul  and  body  which  mere  brushing  past 
Brought  leprosy  upon  me  —  *'  marry  ^  these  ! 
Why,  then  despair  broke,  reassurance  dawned, 
(^lear-sighted  was  I  that  who  hurled  contempt 
As  I  —  thank  God  !  '-  at  the  contemptible. 
Was  scarce  an  utter  weakling.     Rent  away 
By  treason  from  my  rightful  pride  of  place, 
I  was  not  destined  to  the  shame  below. 
A  cleft  had  caught  me  :  I  might  perish  there, 
Bnt  thence  to  be  dislodged  and  whirled  at  last 
Where  the  black  torrent  sweeps  the  sewage  — 

no! 
*  Bare  breast  be  on  hard  rock^^  laughed  out  my 

soul 
In  gratitude,  *  however  rock^g  orip  map  grind  ! 
The  plain^  roughs  wretched  holtlfast  shall  suffice 
This  wreck  of  me  !  ^    The  wind,  —  I  broke  in 

bloom 
At  panage  of,  —  which  stripped  me  bole  and 

branch. 
Twisted  me  np  and  tossed  me  here,  —  turns 

back. 
And,  playful  ever,  would  replant  the  spoil  ? 
lie  satisfied,  not  one  least  leaf  that  *s  mine 
'^hall  henceforth  help  wind^s  sport  to  exercise ! 
Rather  I  give  such  remnant  to  the  rock 
Which  never  dreamed   a  straw  would  settle 

there. 
Rock  may  not  thank  me,  may  not  feel  my 

breast. 
Even  :  enough  that  /  feel,  hard  and  cold. 
Its  safety  my  salvation.    Safe  and  saved, 
I  lived,  live.    When  the  tempter  shall  persuade 
His  pre^  to    slip  down,  slide    off,  trust  the 

wmd,  — 
^^w  that  I  know  if  God  or  Satan  be 


Prince  of  the  Power  of  the  Air,  —  then,  thn, 

indeed, 
Let  my  life  end  and  degradation  too !  ** 

''Good!''  he  smiles,   ''tme   Lord    Byran!" 

*  Tree  and  rock  : 
Rock^^—  there  *s  advancement  I    He  *8  at  fint 

a  youth. 
Rich,  worthless  therefore;    next  he  grom  a 

priest : 
Youth,  riches  prove  a  notable  resooree. 
When  to  leave  me  for  their  possessor  gluts 
Malice  abundantly  ;  and  now,  last  change. 
The  young  rich  parson  represents  a  rock 
—  Bloodstone,  no  doubt.    He  *s  Evangelical  ? 
Your  Ritualists  prefer  the  Church  for  spou^r ! " 

She  speaks. 

''  I  have  a  story  to  relate. 
There  was  a  parish*priest,  my  father  knew. 
Elderly,  poor :  I  used  to  pity  hiro 
Before  I  learned  what  woes  are  pity-worth. 
Elderly  was  grown  old  now,  scanty 
W^ere  straitenii^  fast  to  poverty,  ' 
The  ailments  which  await  in  such  t 
Limited  every  way,  a  perfect  man 
Within  the  bounds  buut  up  and  up  since  birth 
Breast-high  about  him  till  the  outside  world 
Was  blank  save  overhead  one  blue  bit  of  skv  — 
Faith  :  he  had  faith  in  dogma,  small  or  gmt. 
As  in  tlie  fact  that  if  he  clave  his  skull 
He  'd  find  a  brain  there :  who  proves  such  a  i^n-* 
No  falsehood  bv  experiment  at  price 
Of  soul  and  body  ?    The  one  rule  of  life 
1  )elivered  him  in  childhood  was  ^  Obev  ! 
Labor  ! '    He  had  obeyed  and  labored  —  tam«>. 
True  to  the  mill-track  blinked  on  from  abo^e 
Some  scholanhip  he  may  have  gained  in  rout  I 
Gone  —  dropt  or  flung  behind.    Some  bloMi^>iir- 

flake. 
Spring's  boon,  descends  on  every  vernal  head. 
I  used  to  think  ;  but  January  joins 
December,  as  his  year  had  known  no  May ; 
Trouble  its  snow-deposit,  — cold  and  old  ! 
I  heard  it  was  his  will  to  take  a  wife, 
A  helpmate.    Duty  bade  him  tend  and  teach  — 
How  r  with  experience  null,  nor  sympathv 
Abundant.  —  while     himself    worked    aogii^  • 


Who  would  play  ministrant  to  siol .  ^ 

Womankind,  childhood?     These    demand   a 

wife. 
Supply  the  want,  then!  theirs  the  wife;  f<-r 

him  — 
No  coarsest  sample  of  the  proper  sex 
But  would  have  served  his  pnrpoae  eqoallT 
With  QoA^n  own  angel,  —let  bnt  knowledsr 

match 
Her  coarseness :  xeal  does  only  half  the  work 
I  saw  this  —  knew  the  purblind  hoiieet  dmdj:^ 
Was  wearing  out  his  simple  blamdeas  life. 
And  wanted  help  beneath  a  burden  —  borne 
To  treasure-house  or  dnst-hean,  what  cared  I  * 
Partner  he  needed :  I  propoeed  myself. 
Nor  much  surprised  him  —  duty  was  so  cl«ar ! 
Gratitude  ?    What  for  ?    Gain  of  Pamdi 
Escape,  pi^rhaps,  from  the  dire  penalty 
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I  >t'  whu  hides  talimt  in  a  nupkiti  ?    No  : 

I I  in  ttcraple  was  —  should  I  be  stronir  eiKNUclk 

In  body  ?  sinoe  of  weakneas  in  the  mind, 
WfttrineM  in  the  heart  —  no  fear  of  these  ? 
He  took  me  as  these  Arctiu  Toyaffers 
lake  an  aspirant  to  their  toil  and  pain : 
Tiui  h«  endare  them  ?  —that 's  the  point,  and 
not 
Will  liH  ?    Who  would  not,  rather !     Where- 
upon, 
[  plead  'd  far  more  earnestly  fur  leave 
To  (civd  myii.'lf  away,  than  you  to  gain 
What  you  calltKi  prict^less  till  you  gained  the 

naart 
And  Moul  Mild  body  I  which,  as  beggnrs  serve 
Kxtorted  alms,  yon  straight wajr  spat  upon. 
\<»r  HO  my  husband,  —  fur  I  gained  mv  suit. 
And  hjid  my  value  put  at  once  to  proof. 
Ask  him !    These  tour  years  I  have  died  away 
In  viUiiKe-life.    The  village?   UgUnoM 
At  \wnt  and  filthiuessat  worst,  inside. 
;  hit  Hide,  sterility  —  earth  sown  with  salt 
)r  what  keeps  even  gnu*  from  growing  fresh, 
riio  HfH  ?    1  teaoh  the  poor  and  learn,  myself. 
That  commonplace  to  such  stupidity 
U  ull-recoudite.    Bein^  brutahxed 
riifir  true    need    is    orute  -  language,  cheery 

frmnts 
Vnd  kindly  olnekings,  no  articulate 
Nidiuienm  that's  elsewhere  knowledge.    Tend 

the  sick, 
'ickened  myself  at  pig^perversity, 
\-it-i;mft,  dog^«narltng— maybe,  snapping  "... 


foil 


"  Brief : 
eat  that  root  of  bittemeas  called  Man 
liHw  :  I  prefer  it  cooked,  with  social  sauce  I 
«o.  he  was  not  the  rich  youth  after  all  t 

VttU,  I  mistook.     But  somewhere  needs  must 

* 
ue 

The  eumpensation.    If  not  young  nor  rich  "... 

'  Yun  interrupt  I " 

**  Because  you  *ve  daubed  enough 
{iiifre  fur  background.    Plav  the  artist  now, 
'hmIucm  your  figure  well-relieved  in  front ! 
The  contrast  —  do  not  I  anticipate  ? 
lumnU  neither  rich  m>r  young — what  then? 

*Tisall 
*orgotten,  all  this  ignobility, 
n  the  dear  home,  tne  dariing  word,  the  amile, 
"he  i«4»mething  sweeter  "... 

^*  Yes,  yon  intermpt. 
hav«*  my  purpose  and  proceed.    Who  lives 
^'ith  beasts  assumes    oeast-nature,  look   and 

voice. 
>nd,  mnoh  more,  thooght,  for  beasts  think. 

Selfishness 
■  us  met  aslfiahneSB  in  them,  deserved 
urh  answer  as  it  gained.     My  husband,  bent 
II  Mivimr  hts  own  soul  by  saving  theirs,  — 
hny,  bent  on  being  sav«d  If  saving  soul 
irl tided  bodv*s  getting  bread  and  cheese 
>iiiehow  in  nfaand  somehow  after  death,  — 
oth  parties  ware  alike  in  the  same  boat, 
uo  dangar,  tlMrafon  cmm  aqoaiity. 


Safety  induces  cnltnre :  culture  seeks 

To  institute,  extend  and  multiply 

The  diiference  between  safe  man  and  man. 

Able  to  live  alone  now  ;  progress  means 

What  but  abandonment  of  fellowship  ? 

We  were  in  common  danger,  still  stuck  close. 

No  new  Itooks,  —were  the  old  ones  masterec* 

yet? 
No  pictures  and  no  music  :  these  divert 
—  What  from  ?  the  staving  danger  off  1    Ym 

paint 
The  waterspont  above,  you  set  to  words 
The    roaring   of    the    tempest    round    you  ? 

Thanks  I 
Amusement  ?    Talk  at  end  of  the  tired  day 
Of  the  more  tiresome  morrow  !    I  transcril>ed 
The  page  on   page  of  sermon  -  scrawliugs  — 

stopped 
Intellect's  eye  and  ear  to  sense  and  sound  — 
Vainly :  the  sound  and  sense  would  penetrata 
To  brain  and  plague  there  in  despite  of  me 
Maddened  to  know  more  moral  good  were  done 
Had  we  two  simply  sallied  forth  and  preached 
r  the  'Grfrn^  tney  call  their  grimy,  —1  with 

twang 
C>f  long-disused  guitar,  —  with  cot  and  slash 
Of  much-misvalued  hone  whip  he,  —  to  bid 
The  peaceable  come  dance,  the  peaci^-brf  aker 
Pay  in  his  person  1     Wheresa  —  Heaven  and 

Hell, 
Excite  with  that,  restrain  with  thin  I  —  so  dealt 
His  drugs  my  husband  ;  as  he  dosed  himself, 
Hu  drenched  his  cattle :  and,  for  all  ray  part 
Was  just  to  diib  the  mortar,  never  fear 
But  drugs,   luuid  pestled   at,  have    poisoned 

nose! 
Heaven  he  let  pass,  left  wisely  nadescribed  : 
As  applicable  tlierefore  to  the  sleep 
I  want,  that  knows  no  waking  — as  to  what  *s 
Conceived  of  as  the  proper  prise  to  tempt 
Souls  let«  world-weary  :  there,  no  fault  to  find! 
But  Hell  he  made  explicit.    After  death. 
Life :  nuin  created  new,  ingeniously 
Perfect  for  a  vindictive  purpose  now. 
That  man,  first  fashioned  in  beneficence. 
Was  proved  a  failure ;  intellect  at  length 
Replacing  old  obtnseness,  memory 
Made  mindful  of  delinquent's  bygone  deeds 
Now  that  reniorse  was  vain,  whieti  life-long  lay 
Dormant  when  lesson  might  be  laid  to  heart ; 
New  gift  of  observation  up  and  down 
And  round  man's  self,  new  power  to  apprehend 
Each  ueceHsary  consequence  of  act 
In  man  for  well  or  ill  —  things  obsolete  — 
Just  granted  to  supplant  the  idiocy 
Man*s  only  guide  while  act  was  yet  to  choose. 
With  ill  or  well  momentously  its  fruit ; 
A  faculty  of  immense  suffering 
Conferred  on  mind  and  bod^,  — mind,  erewhila 
Unvisited  by  one  compunctious  dream 
I>nring  sin^s  draaken  slumber,  startled  up, 
Stnng  through  and  through  bv  sin's  significance 
Now  that  the  holy  was  abolisned  ~  just 
As  body  which,  anve,  broke  down  beneath 
Knowledge,  lay  helpless  in  the  path  to  good. 
Failed  to  accomplish  aught  legitimate. 
Achieve  aught  worthy,  —  which  grew  old  m 

yonth. 
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And  at  its  loiHp«s»t  fell  a  cut-down  flower,  — 

Dying,  this  too  revived  by  miraol« 

To  bear  no  end  of  burden  now  that  back 

Supported  torture  to  no  use  at  all. 

Ana  live  imperiahably  potent  —  since 

Life's  potency  was  impotent  to  ward 

Oue  plaf^ne  off  which  made  earth  a  hell  before. 

This  doctrine,   which    one    healthy    view    of 

thin^. 
One  sane  sight  of  the  general  ordinance  — 
Nature  —  and  its  particular  object  —  man,  — 
Which  one  mere  eye-cast  at  the  character 
Of  Who  made  tliese  and  gave  man  sense  to 

boot. 
Had  dissipated  once  and  evermore,  — 
This  doctrine  I  have  dosed  our  flock  withal.  ^ 
Whv  ?    Because  none  believed  it.     They  desire 
iSucn  Heaven  and  dread  such  HeU,  whom  every 

day 
The  alehouse  tempts  from  one,  a  dog-fight  bids 
Defy  the  other  ?    All  the  harm  is  done 
Ourselves  —  done  my  good   hnsbuid   who  in 

youth 
Perhaps  read  Dickens,  done  myself  who  still 
Could  play  both  Bach  and  Brahms.    Such  life 

I  lead - 
Thanks  to  you,  knave  I    You  learn  its  qual- 
ity- 
Thanks  to  me,  fool  I  '* 


But  she  oontinuts. 


He  eyes  her  earnestly. 


**  —  Life  which,  thanks  once  more 
To  you,  arch-knave  as  exquisitest  fool, 
I  aoqnieacingly  —  I  gratefully 
Take  back  again  to  heart  I    and  hence  this 

speech 
Which  yesterday  had  spared  yon.     Four  years 

long 
Life  —  I  began  to  find  intolerable. 
Only  this  moment.    Ere  your  entry  just. 
The  leu»  of  heart  which  answered,  spite  of  me, 
A  f riena's  first  summons,  first  provocative. 
Authoritative,  nay,  oompolsive  eall 
To  quit,  thongh  for  a  sii^le  day,  my  house 
Of  bondage  —  made  return  seem  horrible. 
I  heard  again  a  human  lucid  laugh 
AU  trust,  no  fear  ;  again  saw  earth  pursue 
Its  narrow  busy  way  amid  small  cares, 
Smaller  contentments,  much  weeds,  some  few 

flowers,  — 
Never  suspicious  of  a  thunderbolt 
Avenging  presently  each  dauy^s  death. 
I  recognized  the  beech-tree,  knew  the  thrush 
Repeated  his  old  mnsic-phrasej—  all  right. 
How  wrong  was  I,  then  I      But   your   entry 

broke 
Illnsion,  bade  roe  back  to  bounds  at  once. 
I  honestly  snbmit  my  soul :  which  sprang 
At  luve,  and  losing  love  lies  signed  and  sealed 
*  Failure,'*     No  love  mc»re?    then,  no  beauty 

more 
Which   tends   to    breed    love  !      Purify    my 

powers. 
Effortless  till  some  other  world  procures 
Some  other  chanoe  of  prise  I  or,  if  none-  be;  — 
Nor  second  world  nor  ohanoe,  —  undseecrate 


Die  then  this  afteis;rowth  of  heart,  SDmiiaK^ 
Where  May's  precipitation  left  June  VLiBk  \ 
Better  have  failed  m  the  high  aim,  aa  L» 
Than  vulgarly  in  the  low  aim  succeed 
As,  God  be  thanked,  I  do  not  f    Ugliaeaa 
Had  I  called  beauty,  falsehood  —  tmtb,  and 

you  — 
My  lover!     No  —  this  earth's  nnchan^cfd  fur 

me. 
By   his   enchantment  whom   God    made    the 

Prince 
O'  the  Power  o'  the  Air,  into  a  HeaTen  :    then? 

IS 

Heaven,  since  there  is  Heaven's  mmwlation  - 

earth. 
I  sit  possessed  in  patience ;  prison-rool 
Shall  break  one  day  and  Heaven  beam  ove^ 

head." 

His  smile  is  done  with ;  he  speaks  bitterly. 

**  Take  my  congratulations,  and  nemut 
I  wish  myself  had  proved  as  teaaiaUe  ! 
—  Or,  no !  until  yon  taught  me,  could  I  leara, 
A  lesson  from  experience  ne'er  till  now 
Conceded  ?    Please  you  listen  whila  I  ahow 
How  thoroughly  you  estimate  my  waeth 
And  yours  —  the  mimeasurably  superior  t    I 
Believed  at  least  in  one  thing,  first  to  last,  — 
Your  love  to  me :  I  was  the  vile  and  joa 
The  precious ;  I  abused  yon,  I  betrayad. 
But  doubted  —  never !    Why  else  go  osy  wav 
Judas-like  plodding  to  this  Pottei«*^FieU 
Where  fate  now  finds  me  ?     What  has  dina*  <1 

my  ear 
And  dogged  my  step  ?    The  speetre  with  the 

shnek 
*  Such  the  ira«,  tuck  were  pau^  leAcee  jMnusAsvaf 
Jm  just  I '    And  such  she  was  not,  all  the  wkiW ' 
She  never  owned  a  love  to  outrage,  faith 
To  pay  with  falsehood !    For,  my  neact  kacwt 

this  — 
Love  once  and  yon  love  always.    Wky,  it 's 

down 
Here  in  the  Album :  every  lover  knows 
Love  may  use  hate  but  —  turn  to  kata,  itaelf — 
Turn  even  to  indifferenoe —  no,  indeed  ! 
Well,  I  have  been  spellbound,  aelnded  like 
The  witless  negro  by  the  Obeak-maa 
Who  bids  him  wither :  so,  his  eye  grows  dis. 
His  arm  slack,  arrow  miwes  aim  and  epear 
Goes  wandering  wide,  —  and  all  tbe  woe  b»- 

cause 
He  proved  untrue  to  Fetish,  who,  be  fiada. 
Was  just  a  featlier-phantom !    I  wroaged  lovr, 
Am   ruined,  —  and    there    was    ao 

wrong  I " 


tft' 


4» 


No 


Ah,  dead  lovel    I  iavuke  it: 


love? 

ghost 
To  show  the  murderer  where  tby  bsaii 

life 
At  summons  of  the  stroke  he  donbts  w 
On  pasteboard  and  preteaee!    Mot 

love? 
I  ehanged  for  you  the  very  laws  of  life : 
&Iade  yon  the  staadaid  of  all  Tigbt;  aU  lair. 
No  genius  but  you  eould  have 
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No   Huffttnir  —  whioh   in    gnrndett  —  for  the 

trutlil 
My  hero  —  where  the  heroic  only  hid 
r.>  burst  from  hidingr,  brighten  eiuth  one  day  1 
\iZe  and  decline  were  man^e  maturity  ; 
K«ice,  form  were  nature's  type:    more  fgnee, 

more  strength. 
What    had    they    been    but   joat   snperflnotis 

gaods, 
fwiwleas  diveigenoe  ?     I  have  danced  throogh 

day 
[  >n  tiptoe  at  the  mosie  of  a  word* 
Have  wondered  where  was  darkness  gone  as 

night 
llnrst  oat  in  stars  at  brilliance  of  a  smile  I 
Ix>nely,  1  placed  the  chair  to  help  me  seat 
Vour  fancied  presence  ;  in  companionship, 
1  kept  my  finger  constant  to  your  glove 
Ulued  to  my  breast :  then  —  where  was  all* the 

world? 
I  schemed  —  not  dreamed  —  how  I  might  die 

some  death 
Slitmld  save  your  finger  aching  I     Who  creates 
I  >Hstn>ys,  ho  only :  I  had  laughed  to  scorn 
Whatever  angel  tried  to  shake  my  faith 
And  make  yon  seem  unworthy  :  von  yonrself 
( hily  could  do  that  t   With  a  toncn  *t  was  done. 
'  <iioe  me  aU,  trust  me  wholly  !  *    At  the  word, 
1  did  give,  I  did  tmst  —  and  thereupon 
Hie  touch  did  follow.    Ah,  the  quiet  smile, 
The  masterfnlly-folded  arm  in  anUj 
As  trick  obtainad  its  triumph  one  tmie  more  I 
111  turn,  my  soul  too  triumphs  in  defeat : 
rreason  like  faith  moves  mountains :   love  is 

gone!** 

lie  paces  to  and  fro,  stops,  stands  qnite  dose 
Ana  calls  her  by  her  name.    Then  — 

"God  forgives: 
Forgive  yon,  delegate  of  God,  brought  near 
As  never  priests  could  brinfl^  him  to  this  sool 
That  prays  vou  both  —  forgive  me  I    I  abase  *- 
Know  myself  mad  and  monstrous  utteriy 
In  all  I  <ud  that  moment ;  bnt  as  God 
Liives  me  this  knowledge  —  heart  to  feel  and 

tongue 
To  testify  — so  be  vou  gracious  too  f 
ludge  no  man  by  the  solitarv  work 
[  )f    -  well,  the^  do  say  and  I  can  believe  — 
The  devil  in  him :  his,  the  moment,  — mine 
The  life -your  lifer* 

He  names  her  name  again. 

'  *  Yon  were  just  —  merciful  as  iust,  yon  were 
In  giving  me  no  respite  :  punishment 
Followed   offending.      iSane   and  sound   once 

more. 
The  patient  thanks  decision,  promptitude, 
\\*liich  flung  him  prone  and  fastened  him  from 

hurt, 
ilaplv  to  others,  surely  to  himself. 
I   wake  and  would  not  you  had  spared  one 

pang. 
All  \  well  that  ends  weU  1  *' 

Vet  again  her  name. 


**  Had  yoii  no  fault  ?     Why  must  you  change, 

forsooth. 
Parts,  why  reverse  positions,  spoil  the  play  ? 
Why  did  your  nobleness  look  up  to  me. 
Not  down  on  the  ignoble  thing  confessed  ? 
Was  it  your  part  to  stoop,  or  lift  the  low  ? 
Wherefore  did  God  exalt  you?     Who  would 

teach 
The  brute  man's  tameness  and  intelligenoe 
Must  never  drop  the  dominating  eye : 
Wink  —  and  what  wonder  if  the  inad  fit  break. 
Followed  by  stripes  and  fasting  ?     Sound  ana 


My  life,  chastised  now,  couches  at  your  foot. 
Accept,  redeem  me  I  Do  your  eyes  ask  *  How  t  * 
I  stand  here  penniless,  a  heggar ;  talk 
What  idle  trash  I  may,  this  final  blow 
Of  fortune  fells  me.    1  disburM,  indeed. 
This  bov  his  winnings?    when  each   bubble- 
scheme 
That  danced  athwart  my  brain,  a  minute  sinoe. 
The  worse  the  better,  —  of  repairing  strai^t 
My  misadventure  by  fresh  enterprise. 
Capture  of  other  boys  in  foolishneas 
His  fellows,  —  when  these  fancies  fade  away 
At  first  sight  of  the  lost  so  long,  the  found 
So  late,  the  lady  of  my  life,  before 
Whose  presence  1,  the  lost,  am  also  found 
Incapable  of  one  least  touch  of  mean 
Expedient,  I  who  teemed  with  plot  and  wile  — 
Thai  family  of  snakes  your  eve  bids  flee  I 
Listen  f    Our  troublesomest  dreams  die  off 
In  daylight :  I  awake,  and  dream  is  —  where  ? 
I  rouse  up  from  the  pMt :  one  touch  dispels 
England  and  all  here.    I  secured  long  smoe 
A  certain  refuge,  solitary  home 
To  hide  in,  should  the  head  strike  work  one 

dav, 
The  hand  forget  its  cunning,  or  perhapa 
Society  grow  savage,  —  there  to  end 
My  life's  remainder,  which,  say  what  fools  wilL, 
Is  or  should  be  the  best  of  life,  —  its  fruit. 
All  tends  to,  root  and  stem  and  leaf  and  flower. 
Come  with  me,  love,  loved  once,  loved  only, 

come. 
Blend  loves  there  I    Let  this  parenthetic  doubt 
Of  love,  in  me,  have  been  the  trial  test 
Appointed  to  all  flesh  at  some  one  stage 
Ot  soul*s  achievement,  — when  the  strong  man 

doubts 
His  strength,  the  good  man  whether  goodnea 

be. 
The  artist  in  the  dark  seeks,  fails  to  find 
V'ocation,  and  the  saint  forswears  his  shrine. 
What  if  the  lover  may  elude,  no  more 
Than  these,  probative  dark,  must  search  the 

sky 
Vainly  for  love,  hu  sours  star  ?    But  the  orb 
Breaks  from  eclipee :  I  breathe  again  :  I  love  I 
Tempted,  I  fell ;  but  fallen  —  fallen  lie 
Here  at  your  feet,  see  I   Leave  this  poor  pre- 
tence 
Of  union  with  a  nature  and  ita  needs 
Repugnant  to  your  needs  and  nature  I    Nay, 
False,  beyond  falsity  yon  reprehend 
In  me,  is  such  mock  marriage  with  such  mere 
Man-mask  as  —  whom  yon  witless  wrong,  besidci 
By  tliat  expenditure  of  heart  aad  brain 
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He  reeks  no  more  of  than  would  yonder  tree 
If  watered  with  your  life-blood :  rains  and  dews 
Answer  its  ends  snfficiently,  while  me 
One  drop  saree  —  sends  to  flower  and  fruit  at 

last 
The  lagKard  virtue  in  the  soul  which  else 
Cumbers  the  g^round !    Quicken  me  I    Call  me 

yours  — 
Yours  and  the  world  *s  —  yours  and  the  woxid^s 

and  God's ! 
Yes,  for  you  can,  you  only  I    Think  I    Confirm 
Yuur  instinct !    8ay,  a  minute  since,  I  seemed 
The  castaway  you  count  me,  —  all  the  more 
Apparent  shall  the  an^felic  potency 
Lift  me  from  out  perdition's  deep  of  deeps 
To  light  and  life  and  love  I  —  that 's  love  for 

you  — 
Love  that  already  dares  match  might  with 

yours. 
You  loved  one  worthy,  —  in  your  estimate,  — 
When  time  was;  you  descried  the  unworthy 

taint, 
And  where  was  love  then  ?    No  such  test  could 

e'er 
Try  rov  love  :  but  you  hate  me  and  revile  ; 
Hatred,  revilement  —  had  you  these  to  bear, 
Would  you,  as  I  do,  nor  revile,  nor  hate. 
But  simply  love  on,  love  the  more,  perchance  f 
Abide  by  your  own  proof  1    '  Your  love  wa$ 

love: 
Its  ghost  knows  no  forgetting  I  *    Heart  of  mine. 
Would  that  I  dared  remember  !    Too  unwise 
Were  he  who  lost  a  treasure,  did  himself 
Enlarge  upon  the  sparkling  catalogue 
Of  gems  to  her  his  queen  who  trusted  late 
The  keeper  of  her  caskets  !    Can  it  be 
That  I,  custodian  of  such  relic  still 
As  your  contempt  permits  me  to  retain, 
All  1  dare  hug  to  breast  is  —  ^  How  your  ghve 
Burst  and  displayed  the  long  thin  lily  streak  ! ' 
What  may  have  followed  —  that  is  forfeit  now  ! 
I  hope    Uie  proud   man   has  grown  humble! 

True  — 
One  grace  of  humbleness  absents  itself  — 
Silence !  yet  love  lies  deeper  than  all  words, 
And  not  the  spoken  but  tne  speechless  love 
Waits  answer  ere  I  rise  and  go  my  way." 

Whereupon,  yet  one  other  time  the  name. 

To  end  she  looks  the  large  deliberate  look. 
Even  prolongs  it  somewhat ;  then  the  soul 
Bursts  forth  in  a  clear  laugh  that  lengthens  on. 
On,     till  —  thinned,    softened,    silvered,    one 

might  say 
The  bitter  runnel  hides  itself  in  sand. 
Moistens  the  hard  gray  grimly  comic  speech. 

**  Ay  —  give  the  baffled  angler  even  yet 

His  supreme  triumph  as  he  hales  to  shore 

A   second    time  the   fish  once    'scaped   from 

hook  — 
So  artfully  has  new  bait  hidden  old 
Blood-imbrued  iron  I    Av,  no  barb  's  beneath 
The  gilded  minnow  here  f  You  bid  break  tmst. 
This  time,  with  who  trusts  me,  —  not  simply 

bid 
Me  trust  you,  me  who  ruined  but  myself, 


In  trusting  bat  nmelf  I    Sinee,  thanks  to  you, 
I  know  the  feel  of  sin  and  shame,  —  be  Bare. 
I  shall  obey  von  and  impose  them  both 
On  one  who  nappens  to  oe  ignonuit 
Although  my  husband  —  for  the  luxe  is  love. 
Your  love !    Try  other  tackle,  fisher^riciid ! 
Repentance,  expiation,  hopes  and  fears. 
What  vou  had  been,  may  yet  be,  would  I  but 
Prove  helpmate  to  my  hero  —  one  and  aU 
These  silks  and  worsteds  round  the  hook  aedon- 
Hardly  the    late    torn  throat    and    manglr^ 

tongae. 
Pack  up,  I  pray,  the  whole  assortment  prompt ! 
Who  wonders  at  varietv  of  wile 
In  the  Arch-cheat  ?    Von  are  the  Advetaary  \ 
Your   fate   is   of  your  choosing:  have   yoar 

choice! 
Wander   the   world, — God  has  soiiie  end  u\ 

Ere  he  suppress  you  !    He  waits  :  I  endure. 

But  interpose  no  finger-tio,  fonooth. 

To  stop  your  paassge  to  tne  mt.    fioooph 

That  1  am  stable,  uninvolvea  by  yon 

In  the  rush  downwards :  free  I  gaa 

Your  smiles,  your  tears,  prayers,  c 

alike 
My  crowned  contempt.    You  kneel  ? 

yourself! 
To  earth,  and  would  the  whole  world 

there  I " 


fijcefi ; 
moTt 

1* 

yiiG 


Whereunon  —  "  AU  right !  **  oaieleasly  begins 
Somebody  from  outside,  who  mounts  tne  stair. 
And  sen<u  his  voice  for  herald  of  ap^Mtmek  : 
Half  in  half  out  the  doorway  as  the  door 
Gives  way  to  push. 

'' Old  feUow,  all  *s  no  good : 
The  train  *s  your  portion  I    Lay  the  blame  «« 

me ! 
I  *m  no  diplomatist,  and  Btsmarek's  self 
Had  hardly  braved  the  awful  Aunt  at  Inoaeb 
Of  proposition -so  has  world-repate 
Preceaed  the  illustrious  stranger  I    Ah  !  ^*  — 

Quick  the  voice  changes  to  astonishment. 
Then  horror,  as  the  youth  stops,  sees,  and  knuv  v 

The  man  who  knelt  starts  up  from  kneelim:. 

stands 
Moving  no  musde,  and  confronts  the 


One  great  red  outbreak  buries  —  throat  sn-i 
brow  — 

The  lady^s  prond  pale  queenlinets  of  soom : 

Then  her  great  eyes  that  turned  ao  qniek,  be- 
come 

Intenser :  —  quail  at  guze,  not  they  indeed  ! 


It  is  the  young  man  shatters  silenee  fint. 

"  Well,  my  lord  —  for  indeed  mjr  lord  yon  ar*. 
I  little  guessed  how  rightly  —  this  last  proiif 
Of  lordship-paramount  confounds  too  much 
My  simple  headpiece  I    Let  *s  see  how  wi*  %s»' 
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ach  to  the  other  !  how  we  stood  i'  the  game 

f  life  un  hour  ago,  —  the  magpies,  stile, 

jid  oak-tree  witnessed.    Trutii  ezohanged  for 

troth  — 
[y  lord  oonfessed  his  f onr-years-old  affair  -~ 
[ow  he  seduced  and  then  forsook  the  girl 
iTho  married  somebody  and  left  him  uid. 
[y  pitiful  experience  was  ~  I  loved 
.  girl  whose  gown^s  hein  had  I  dared  to  touch 
[y  finger  would  have  failed  me,  palsy-fixed, 
ht*  left  me,  sad  enough,  to  marry  —  whom  ? 
L  better  man,  —  then  possibly  not  yon  ! 
[ow  does  the  game  stand  ?    Who  is  who  and 

what 
i  what,  o'  the  board  now,  since  an  hour  went 

bv? 
[y  lurd^s  *"  uduced^  forsaken^  sacrificed,^ 
t:irt9  up,  my  lord's  fanuliar  instrument, 
.«iociate  and  accomplice,  mistress-slave  — 
hares  his  adventure,  follows  on  the  sly  I 
'  A3',    and   sinoe    *  bag   and    baggage '    is   a 

phrase  — 
'aggage  lay  hid  in  earpet-bag  belike, 
i'an  but  uiipadlooked  when  occasion  came 
or  holding  council,  since  my  back  was  turned, 
11    how  invent  ton  thousand  pounds  which, 

Tonld  lure  the  winner  to  lose  twenty  more, 
eHide  refunding  these !    Why  else  allow 
he  fool  to  gain  them  ?    So  displays  herself 
lie  lady  whom  my  heart  believed  —  oh,  laugh  f 
obltf  and  pure  :  whom  my  heart  loved  at  once, 
nd  who  at  once  did  speatc  truth  when  she  said 
I  am  not  mine  now  (mt  anotker^s  *  -^  thus 
**ing  that  other's  I    DevilVmarriage,  eh  ? 
My  lit  wfdt  thine  till  lucre  tu  do  part  f  ' 
ut  pity  me  the  snobbish  simpleton, 
ou  twoaristooratic  tiptop  swells 
t  flwindlimp  !    Quits,  I  cry !    Decamp  content 
Tith  skin  I  *m  peeled  of :  do  not  strip  bones 

bare  — 
H  that  yon  could,  I  have  no  doubt  at  all ! 
yuu  two  rare  ones  !    Male  and  female.  Sir  I 
he  male  there  smirked,  this  morning,  *  Come, 

mu  boy  — 
Uit  with  it !     You  *tv  been  eroded  in  lope,  I 

think : 
rerognixe  the  lover^s  hangdog  look  ; 
fitk'f  a  clean  breaet  and  match  my  confidence, 
Mr,  I'U  be  frank,  I  too  have  had  my  fling. 
,  m  pumped  for  my  faults  and  smart  enough  ! 
{'here  now  the   victim   hides  her  head,    God 

knows  /  * 
[tre  l(M>med  her   head,  life-large,  the   devil 

knew  I 
4K>k  out,  Salvini !    Here  *»  your  man,  your  ' 

match  1 


f  and  I  sat  applandiiur,  stall  bv  stall, 

i4t  Monday  —  *  Here  s  Othello  *  was  our  w 


ord. 


Hut  whereas  logoff    Wlu*re?     Why,  there! 

And  now 
he  fellow-artiat,  female  specimen  — 
h.  lady,  you  must  needs  aescribe  yourself  I 
[m  *s  great  in  art,  but  yon  —  how  greater  still      | 
-  If  I  can  rightlv,  out  of  all  1  learned, 
pply  one  bit  of  Latin  that  assures  I 

[  rt  means  just  arCs  concealment ' )  —  tower  your- 
self ! 


For  he  stands  plainly^  visible  henceforth  — 
Liar  and  scamp :  while  you,  in  artistry 
Prove  so  ctMisnmmato  —  or  1  prove  perhaps 
80  absolute  an  ass  —  that  —  either  way  — 
Yon  still  do  seem  to  me  who  worshipped  yon 
And  see  you  toke  the  homage  of  this  man. 
Your  master,  who  played  slave  and  knelt,  no 

doubt. 
Before  a  mistress  in  his  very  craft  .  .  . 
Well,  take  the  fact,  I  nor  believe  my  ejrea. 
Nor  trust  my  understanding !    Still  yon  seem 
Noble  and  pure  as  when  we  had  the  talk 
Under  the  tower,  beneath  die  trees,  that  day. 
And  there  *s  the  key  explains  the  secret :  down 
He  knelt  to  ask  vour  leave  to  rise  a  grade 
I'  the  mystorv  of  humbug:  well  he  may  I 
For  how  you  beat  him !    Half  an  hour  ago, 
I  held  your  master  for  my  best  of  friends ; 
And  now  I  hate  him  I    Four  years  since,  you 

seemed 
My  heart's  one  love :  well,  and  you  so  remain  I 
What's  he  to  you  in  craft?  " 

She  looks  him  through. 

**  My  friend,  *t  is  just  that  friendship  have  its 

turn  — 
IntoiTogato  thus  me  whom  one,  of  foes 
The  worst,  has  questioned  and  is  answered  by. 
Take  you  as  frank  an  answer !  answers  both 
Begin  alike  so  far,  divergent  soon 
World-wide  —  I  own  superiority 
Over  you,  over  him.    As  him  I  searched, 
So  do  you  stand  seen  throngh  and  through  by  me 
Who,   this  time,   prond,   report   your  crystal 

shrines 
A  dewdrop,  plain  as  amber  prbons  round 
A  spider  in  the  hc^w  heart  his  house ! 
Nowise  are  you  that  thing  my  fancy  feared 
When  out  yon  stepped  on  me,  a  minute  since, 
—  This  nian*s  oomederate  f  no,  you  step  not 

thus 
Obsequiously  at  beck  and  call  to  help 
At  need  some  second  scheme,  and  supplement 
Guile  by  force,  use  my  shame  to  pinion  me 
From  struggle  and  escape  1    I  fancied  that ! 
Forgive  me  I    Only  by  strange  chanoe,  —  most 

strange 
In  even  this  strange  world,  —  vou  enter  now. 
Obtain   your  knowledge.     Me  you  have  not 

wronged 
Who  never  wronged  you  —  least  of  all,  my 

friend. 
That  day  beneath  the  College  tower  and  trees, 
Wlien  I  refused  to  say,  —  *  not  friend,  but  lore  !  * 
Had  I  been  found  as  free  as  air  when  first 
We  met,  I  scarcely  could  have  loved  von.    No  -  - 
For  where  was  that  in  you  which  claimed  return 
Of  love  ?    My  eyes  were  all  too  weak  to  probe 
This  other^s  seeming,  but  that  seeming  loved 
The^  soul  in  me,  and  lied  ~  I  know  too  late ! 
While  your  truth  was  truth :  and  I  knew  at  onee 
My  power  was  just  my  beauty  —  bear  the  word  — 
As  I  must  bear,  of  all  my  qualities. 
To  name  the  poorest  one  that  serves  my  soul 
And  simulates  myself !    So  much  in  me 
You  loved,  I  know :  the  something  that  s  b<'' 

neath 
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Ueard  not   ▼uur  call,  —  uncalled,  no  answer 

comes  I 
For,  sinoe  in  every  love,  or  soon  or  late, 
^>oul  must  awake  and  seek  out  soul  fur  soul, 
Yours,  overloukin}?  mine  then,  would,  some  day, 
Take  flight  to  find  some  other ;  so  it  proved  — 
Missiiifir  me,  yon  were  ready  for  this  man. 
I  apprehend  the  whole  relation :  his  — 
The  soul  wherein  you  saw  your  type  of  worth 
At  once,  true  object  of  your  tribute.     Well 
Might  I  refuse  such  hal^heart*B  homage !    Love 
Divining,  had  assured  you  I  no  more 
Stand  his  participant  in  infamy 
Than  you  —  I  need  no  love  to  recognize 
As  simply  dupe  and  nowise  fellow-cheat  I 
Therefore  accept  one  last  friend Vword,  —  your 

friend^s. 
All  men's  friend,  save  a  felon*s.    Ravel  out 
llie  bad  embroilment  howsoever  you  may. 
Distribute  as  it  please  yon  prHise  or  blame 
To  me  —  so  you  out  fling  tnis  mockery  far  — 
Renounce  tliis  rag-and-feather  hero-sham, 
Tliis  poodle  clipt  to  pattern,  lion-like  ! 
Throw  him  his  thousands  back,  and  lay  to  heart 
The  lesson  I  was  sent,  —  if  man  discerned 
Ever  God*s  message,  —  just  to  teach.    I  judge  — 
Tu  far  another  isaue  than  could  dream 
Your  cousin,  — vuuuger,  fairer,  as  befits  — 
Who  summonea  me  to  judgment's  exercise. 
I  find  you,  save  in  folly,  innocent 
And  in  my  verdict  lies  your  fate  ;  at  choice 
Of   mine   your  cousin   takes   or   leaves  you. 

'Taker 
I  bid  her  —  for  yon  tremble  back  to  truth  ! 
She  turns  the  scale,  —  one  touch  of  the  pure 

hand 
Shall  so  press  down,  emprison  past  relapse 
Farther  vibration  'twixt  veracity  — 
That 's  honest  solid  earth  —  and  falsehood,  theft 
And  air,  that  *s  one  illusive  emptiness  I 
That  reptile  capture  you  ?    I  conquered  him : 
You  saw  him  cower  before  me  I    Have  no  fear 
He  shall  offend  von  farther.    Spare  to  spurn  — 
Safe  let  him  slink  henoe  till  some  subtler  £ve 
Than  I,  anticipate  the  snake  —  bruise  head 
Ere  he  bruise  neel  —  or,  warier  than  the  first. 
Some  Adam  purge  earth's  mrden  of  its  pest 
Before  the  slaver  spoil  the  Tree  of  Life  1 

**  Yon  I  Leave  this  youth,  as  he  leaves  yon,  as  I 
Leave  each  I  There  *s  caution  surely  extant  ^et 
Though  conscienoe  in  you  were  too  vain  a  claim. 
Hence  (quickly  1    Keep  the  cash  but  leave  un- 

smled 
The  heart  I  rescue  and  would  lay  to  heal 
Befiide  another's  !    Never  let  her  know 
How  near  came  taint  of  your  companionship  1 '' 

*'  Ah  "  —  draws  a   long   breath   with  a  new 

stranire  look 
Fhe  man  she  interpellates  —  soul  astir 
Under  its  covert,  as,  beneath  the  dust, 
A  coppery  sparkle  all  at  once  denotes 
The  iitd  snake  has  conceived  a  purpose. 

"Ah  — 
Innocence  should  be  crowned  with  ignorance  ? 
Desirable  indeed,  but  difficult ! 


As  if  vourself ,  now,  had  not  glorified^ 

Your  nelpmate  by  imparting  nim  a  hint 

Of  how  a  monster  made  the  victim  bleed 

Ere  crook  and  courage  saved  her  —  hint,  I  say.- 

Not   the  whole  horror,  —  that  were   needli* 

^  risk,  — 
But  just  such  inkling,  fancy  of  the  faet. 
As  should  suffice  to  qualify  henceforth 
The  shepherd,  when  another  lamb  woald  stnT. 
For  warning ' '  Ware  the  wo{f!  '   No  donbt  at  all 
Silence  is  generosity,  —  keeps  wolf 
Uiihunted  by  flook^s  warder  1    Ezoellent, 
Did  —  generous  to  me,  mean  —  just  to  him  ! 
But,  screening  the  deceiver,  lamb  ware  found 
Outraging  the  deoeitless  I    So,  —  he  knows ! 
And    yet,    unharmed    I   breathe  —  perehanc^. 

repent  — 
Thanks  to  the  mercifnlly>politio  I 


ft 


"  Ignoiiince  is  not  innocence  but  sin  — 
Witness  yourself  ignore  what  after-] 


Pursue  the  plague-infected.    Mereitul 
Am  I  ?    Perhaps !  the  more  contempt,  the  W 
Hatred  ;  and  wno  so  worthy  of  contempt 
As  you  that  rest  assured  I  cooled  the  spot 
I  could  not  cure,  by  poisoning,  fonooth. 
Whose  hand  I  pressed  there?    Underatand  for 

once 
That,  sick,  of  all  the  pains  corroding  bm 
lliis  burnt  the  last  and  nowise  least  —  the  net^ 
Of  simulating  soundness.    I  resolved  — 
No  matter  how  the  struggle  tasked  weak  flesh  - 
To  hide  the  truth  away  as  in  a  grave 
From  — most   of   all  —  my   husband:    he   Bar 

knows 
Nor  ever  shall  be  made  to  know  yoor  pnrt« 
My  part,  the  devil's  part,  —  I  tmst,  God*s  part 
In  the  foul  matter.    Saved,  I  yearn  to  save 
And  not  destroy  :  and  what  deatmetion  like 
The  abolishing  of  faith  in  him,  that  *s  faith 
In  me  as  pure  and  true  ?    Acquaint  some  child 
Who  takes  yon  tree  into  his  oonfidenesL 
That,  where  he  sleeps  now,  was  a  miurder  door. 
And  that  the  grass  whicn  grows  so  thick,  b^ 

thinks. 
Only  to  pillow  him  is  product  jnst 
Of  what  lies  festering  beneath !    *T  is  God 
Must  bear  such  secrete  and  disclose  thena*  Man  * 
The  miserable  thing  I  have  become 
Bv  dread  acquaintance  with  my  seeret  —  pom  - 
That  thing  had  he  become  by  leamiiv  mm  -  - 
The  miserable,  whom  his  ignoranoe 
Would  wrongly  call  the  wicked :  ignorance 
Being,  I  hold,  sin  ever,  small  or  groat. 
No,  he  knows  nothing  I  ** 

**  He  and  I  aKke 

Are  bound  to  yon  for  such  discreetness,  thra. 
What  if  our  talk  should  terminate  awhile  ? 
Here  is  a  gentleman  to  satisfy. 
Settle  accounts  with,  pay  ten  thoosand  pound* 
Before  we  part  — aa,  by  his  face,  I  f 


Rt^sults  from  jronr  appearance  on  the  scene. 
Grant  me  a  minute *s  parley  with  my  friend 
Which  scarce  admits  of  a  third  personage  ! 
The  room  from  which  yon  made  yoor  entry  fins 
So  opportunely  — still  untenanted  — 
What  if  you  please  return  there  f    Jnst  a  word 
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To  my  yooDfr  friend  fif*t  —  then,  a  word  to  you, 
And  you  depart  to  fan  away  each  fly 
From  who,   graaa-pillowed,  aleepa  so  sound  at 
home  1  *' 

''  So  the  old  truth  ooraes  hack  I     A  wholeiome 

cbanire,  — 
At  last  the  altered  cto,  the  rightful  tone  I 
But  even  to  the  truth  that  drops  dia^ise 
And  stands  forth  grinning  malice  which  but  now 
Whined  so  oontritolv  —  I  refuse  assent 
Just  as  to  malice.    I,  onee  gone,  come  back  ? 
>fo,  my  lord  I    I  enjoy  the  priTilege 
[  >f  beiiifc  absolutoly  loosed  from  you 
Too  mach  —  the  knowledge  that  your  power  is 

null 
Which  was  omnipotence.    A  word  of  month, 
A  wink  of  eye  would  have  detained  me  once. 
Body  and  soul  your  slave  ;  and  now,  thank 

God, 
Yonr  fawningest  of  prayers,  your  f rightf ulest 
t)f  curses  —  neiUier  woiud  avail  to  turn 
\Iy  footstep  for  a  moment  I " 

**  Prayer,  then,  tries 
So  such  adventure.    Let  us  east  about 
Kor  something  noTel  inexpedient:  take 
I  Vniroand,  —  what  say  you  ?    I  profess  myself 

I  hie  fertile  in  resource.    Commanding,  then, 
[  bid  —  not  only  wait  there,  but  return 

I I  ere,  where  I  want  you  f     Disobey  and  —  good ! 
I  >n  your  own  head  the  peril !  '* 

'/ Come  !*' breaks  in 
rhe  boy  with  his  good  ^owinf^  face.  "  Shut  up  I 
Sone  of  this  sort  of  thmz  while  I  stand  here 

'  Not  to  stand  that  1    So  bullying,  I  beg  1 
[  abio  am  to  leave  you  presently 
And  never  more  set  eyes  upon  vour  face  — 
Vou  won*t  mind  that  much ;  out  —  1  tell  you 

frank  - 
[  do  mind  having  to  remember  this 
Kor  your  last  word  and  deed —  my  friend  who 

werel 
Bully  a  woman  you  have  ruined,  eh  ? 
I K)  you  know,  —  I  give  credit  all  at  onoe 
To  all  those  stories  everybodT  told 
\nd  nobody  but  I  would  disbelieve: 
They  all  seem  likel v  now,  —  nay,  certain,  sure  ! 
[  daresay  you  did  cti'^at  at  cards  that  nigtit 
The  row  was  at  the  Clab :  *  satUer  la  coupe  *  — 
That  was  vour  *cnt,'  for  which  your  friends 

*  out  ^  you  ; 
^Vhile  I,  the  booby.  *  out '    -  acouaintanceship 
IV'ith  who  so  much  as  laughed  when  I  said 

Uuckr 
f  daresay  you  had  bete  against  the  horse 
riiey  diietored  at  the  Derby;  little  doubt, 
That  fellow  with  the  sister  found  you  shirk 
!  I  ii  challenge  and  did  kick  you  like  a  ball, 
I  iHt  as  the  story  went  about !    Enough  : 
I  r  only  serves  to  show  how  well  advised. 
^ladam,  too  were  in  bidding  snch  a  fool^ 
Vs  I,  go  nans.    Ton  see  how  the  mere  sight 
Vnd  sound  of  you  snlBce  to  tumble  down 
'oiivictioB  topsy-turvy :  no,  —  that  *s  false,  — 
ni«*re  's  no  uaknowiiig  what  one  knows ;  and 

yet 


Such  is  my  f oUy  that,  in  gratitude 

Fur  .  .  .  well,  I  *m  stupid ;   but  you  seemed  to 

wish 
I  should  know  gently  what  I  know,  should  slip 
iwftly  from  old  to  new,  not  break  my  neck 
Between  beliefs  of  what  you  were  and  are. 
Well  then,  for  just  the  sake  of  such  a  wish 
To  cut  no  wone  a  figure  than  needs  must 
In  even  eyes  like  mine,  I  M  sacrifice 
Body  and  soul!     But  donU  think  danger  — 

pray  I  — 
Menaces  eitlier  I    He  do  harm  to  us  ? 
Let  me  say  *  us '  this  one  time  I    You  M  allow 
I  lent  perhaps  my  hand  to  rid  your  ear 
Of  some  cur's  prelpiug  —  hand  that 's  fortified. 
Into  the  bargam,  wiw  a  horsewhip?    Oh, 
One  crack  and  you  shaU  see  how  curs  decamp !  — 
My  lord,  you  know  your  losses  and  my  gains. 
Pay  me  my  money  at  the  proper  time  I 
If  cash  be  not  forthcoming  —  well,  vourself 
Have  teught  me,  and  tried  often,  I  11  engage, 
The  proper  course  :  I  post  you  at  the  Club, 
Pillory  the  defaulter.    Crack,  to-day, 
ShaU,  slash,  to-morrow,  sUce  through  flesh  and 

bone  I 
There,  Madam,  you   need   mind    no   cur,    I 

think  I  '* 


**  Ah,  what  a  gain  to  have  an  apt  no  U 
Than  grateful  scholar  1    Nay,  he  brings  to  mind 
My  knowludge  till  he  pute  me  to  the  blush. 
So  long  has  it  lain  rusty !    Post  my  name  I 
That  were  indeed  a  wheal    from  whipcord  I 

Whew  I 
I  wonder  now  if  I  could  rummage  out 

—  Just  to  mateh  weapons  —  some  old  scorpion- 

scourge  I 
Madam,  yoa  hear  my  pupil,  mav  applaud 
His  triumph  o^er  the  master.    I  —  no  more 
Bully,  since  1  ^m  forbidden :  but  entreat  — 
Watt  and  return  —  for  my  sake,  no  I  but  just 
To  save  your  own  defender,  should  he  chance 
Get  thwacked  through  awkward    flourish  of 

his  thong. 
And  what  if  —  since  all  waiting 's  weary  work  — 
I  help  the  time  nass  *twizt  your  exit  now 
And  entry  then  r  for  —  pastime  proper  —  here  *s 
The  very  thing,  the  Album,  verse  and  prose 
To  make  the  langhing  minutes  launch  away ! 
Each  of  us  must  contribute.    1  ^U  begin  — 
'  Hail^  calm  acclivity ^  §alubriou»  •poll  * 
I  *m  confident  I  beat  the  bard,  —  for  why  ? 
My  yonne  friend  owns  me  an  lago^ —  him 
Confessed,  among  the  other  qnarities, 
A  ready  rhymer.    Oh,  he  rhymed  I    Here  goes ! 

—  Something  to  end  with  ^  kor$€whip  !  ^    No* 

that  myme 
Beate     me ;    there  *s      *  cowdip^'*     *  boltMprii^* 

nothing  else  I 
So,  Tennyson   teke  my  benison,  —  verse   for 

bard. 
Prose  suite  the  gambler's  book  best  I    Dared 

and  done  I  ** 

WlMrewith  he  dips  pen,  writes  a  line  or  two, 
Closes  and  clasps  the  cover,  givtse  the  book. 
Bowing  the  while,  to  her  who  hesitates. 
Turns  naif  away,  tarns  round  again,  at  last 
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Takes  it  as  yon  touch  carrion,  then  retires. 
'Vhe  door  shots  fast  the  couple. 


VI 

With  a  change 
Of  his  whole  manner^  opens  out  at  once 
The  Adversary. 

**  Now,  ray  friend,  for  you  ! 
You  who,  protected  late,  aggfressive  {crown. 
Brandish,  it  seems,  a  weapon  I  must  'ware ! 
Plain  speech  in  me  becomes  respectable 
Henceforth  because  courageous ;  plainly,  then  •~ 
(Have  lash  well  loose,  hold  handle  tight  and 

liffht !) 
Throughout  ray  life's  experience,  yon  indulged 
Yourself  and  friend  by  passing  in  review 
80  courteously  but  now,  1  vainly  search 
To  find  one  record  of  a  specimen 
So  perfect  of  the  pure  and  simple  fool 
As  this  you  furnish  me.    Ingratitude 
I  lump  with  folly,  —  all  *s  one  lot,  —  so  —  fool ! 
Did  I  seek  you  or  vou  seek  roe  ?    Seek  ?  sneak 
For  service  to,  and  service  you  would  style  — 
And  did  style  —  godlike,  scarce  an  hour  ago ! 
Fool,  there  again,  yet  not  precisely  there 
First-rate  in  folly :  since  the  hand  you  kissed 
Did  pick  you  from  the  kennel,  did  plant  firm 
Your  footstep  on  the  pathway,  did  persuade 
Your  awkwfud  shamble  to  true  gait  and  pace. 
Fit  for  the  world  3'ou  walk  in.    Once  a-strut 
( )n  that  firm  pavement  which  your  cowardice 
Was  for  renouncing  as  a  pitfaU,  next  ^ 
(^ame  need  to  clear  your  brains  of  their  conceit 
Tliey  deverlv  could  distinguish  who  was  who, 
Whatever  folk  might  tramp  the  thoroughfare. 
Men,  now  —  familiarly  you  read  them  off, 
Kach  phiz  at  first,  night !    Oh,  you  had  an  eye  I 
Who  couched  it?  made  you  disappoint  each 

fox 
Eager  t/)  strip  my  gosling  of  his  fluff 
So  golden  as  he  cackled  "  Goose  trusts  lamb '  ? 
*  J  y,  but  I  Mwd  you  —  wo(f  defeated  fox  — 
Wanting  to  pick  your  bones  myself  f '  then,  wolf 
Has  got  the  worst  of  it  with  goose  for  once. 
I,  penniless,  pay  you  ten  thousand  pounds 
(—  No  gesture,  pray  I    I  pay  ere  I  depart  I) 
And  how  yon  turn  advantage  to  account 
Here  *h  the  example  !    Have  I  proved  so  wroi^ 
In  my  peremptorv  *  debt  must  be  discharged '  t 
Oh,  yon  laughed  lovelily,  were  loth  to  leave 
The  old  friend  out  at  elbows,  pooh,  a  thing 
Not  to  be  thought  of  I    I  must  keep  my  cash, 
And  you  forget  your  generosity  ! 
Ha  ha !  I  took  your  measure  when  I  laughed 
My  laugh  to  that !    First  quarrel  —  nay,  first 

faint 
Pretence  at  taking  umbrage  —  *  Dovm  with  debt^ 
Both  interest  and  principal  !  —  The  Club, 
Exposure  and  expulsion  !  —  stamp  me  out !  ' 
That 's  the  magnanimous  magniiieent 
Renunciation  of  advantage  1    Well, 
Hut  whence  and  why  did  yon  take  umbrage, 

Sir? 
Becanse  your  master,  having  made  you  know 
Somewhat  of  men,  was  minded  to  advance, 


Expound  yon  women^  still  a  mysterr  I 
My  pupil  pottered  with  a  dona  on  brow. 
A  clod  in  breast :  had  loved,  and  vatnly  ]<it<^  : 
Whence  blight  and  blackness,  just  for  all  tb^ 

world 
As  fiyron  used  to  teach  us  boys.    Thongiit  I 
"  Quick  rid  him  oft/iat  rtd)bish  !    Clear  the  r/"B  •. 
A  nd  set  the  heart  a-pulting  !  *  —  heart,  this  tintr 
^T  was  nothing  but  the  head  I  doctOTed  late 
Fur  ignorance  of  Man ;  now  heart  *s  to  daa«. 
Palsied  by  over>palpitation  due 
To  Woraan-worsnip  — so,  to  work  at  oooe 
On  first  avowal  of  the  patient^s  ache  I 
This  morning  you  described  your  malady,  — 
How  you  diwed  love  a  piece  of  virtue  —  lost 
To  reason^  ss  the  upshot  showed :  for  aoom 
Fitlv  repaid  your  stupid  arroganoe  ; 
Ana,  parting,  yon  weut  two  ways,  she  reszmi-«i 
Her  path  —  perfection,  while  forlorn  yon  put-',! 
The  world  tlmt  's  made  for  beasts  lilce  you  sum 

me. 
My  remedy  was  —  tell  the  fool  the  txntli  I 
Your  paragon  of  purity  had  plumped 
Into    these    arms    at   their  first  ontsptead  — 

'fallen 
My  victim^''  she  prefers  to  turn  the  phrase  — 
And,  in  exchange  for  that  frank  oonfideoee. 
Asked  for  my  whole  life  present  and  to  oome  - 
Marriage :  a  thing  unoovenanted  for  I 
Never  so  much  as  put  in  question  I    Life  — 
Implied  by  marriage  —  throw  that  trifile  in 
And  rouna  the  bargain  off,  no  otherwise 
Than  if,  when  we  played  cards,  because  \"%. 

won 
My  money  you  should  also  want  my  head  ! 
That,  I  demurred  to:    we    but   played    V'' 

love '  — 
She  won  my  love ;  had  she  proposed  for  stakt^. 

*  Marriage^^  —  why,  that's  for  whist,  a  wiiw: 

game. 
Whereat  she  raved  at  me,  as  losera  will. 
And  went  her  way.    So  far  the  story  *s  knowiL 
The  remedy  ]s  applied,  no  farther  -^  which 
Here  *s  the  sick  man's  first  Aonorart ssi  for  — 
Postii^  his  medicine-monger  at  the  C^ob ! 
That  being,  Sir,  the  whole  yon  mesa  ny  fee  - 
In  gratitude  for  such  mnnincenoe 
I  ^m  bound  in  common  hcmesty  to  spars 
No  droplet  of  the  draught:  so, — pim^  3i«r 

nose. 
Pull  no  wry  faces  t  —  drain  it  to  the  drofcs  ! 
I  say  *  She  went  qff^  —  *  went  a^,*  you  subjoin. 

*  Since  not  to  wedded  bliss,  as  Tsuppoted^ 
Sure  to  some  convent :  solitude  ana  peace 
Help  her  to  hide  the  shame  from  morttU  vietc. 
With  prayer  and  fastingJ*    No,  my  sapient  Sir 
Far  wiselier,  straightway  she  betook  hnself 
To  a  prize-portent  from  the  donksy'show 

Of  leathern  long'-ean  that  compete  for  palm 
In  clerical  absurdity^ :  since  he. 
Good  ass,  nor  practises  the  shaving^triek« 
The  candle-crotchet,  nonsense  which  rvfKjm 
When  you've  young  ladies  oottgregant,  —  bat 

schools 
The  poor,  —  toils,  moils,  and  grinds  the  mi  1 

nor  means 
To  stop  and  munch  one  thistle  in  this  life 
Till  next  life  smother  him  wiUi 


THE   INN   ALBUM 


797 


The  panon  for  her  piirpoae !    Htm  she  stroked 
Oyer  the  mazzle  ;  into  month  with  bit, 
Aiid  on  to  back  with  laddle,  ~  there  he  stocxl, 
'Fhe  MrTiceable  beast  who  heard,  believed 
And   meekly  bowed   him    to   the   bordeii, — 

borne 
Off  in  a  caoter  to  aeelasioift  —  ay. 
The  lady  *■  loet  I     But  had  a  f  nend  of  mine 
-  While  friend  he  waa  —  imparted  his  sad  case 
To  sympathiiing  counsellor,  full  aoon 
One  dood  at  least  hod  Tanished  from  his  brow. 
*  DonHfear  !  *  had  followed  reaasttrin^ly  — 
'  Thf  lout  will  in  dwe  time  turn  up  again^ 
Probably  juat  when^  weary  of  the  world. 
You  think  of  nothing  Uts  than  tettlino^own 
To  country  life  and  golden  daya^  hrsiae 
A  dtarest  best  and  brightest  virluouseat 
Wife :  who  needs  no  more  hope  to  hold  her  own 
.  \f/ainst  the  naughty^nd-repentant  —  no. 
Than  wcUer-gruel  against  Rotnan  punch  I ' 
And  a»  I  prophesied,  it  proves  I     My  Touth,  — 
JiiHt  at  the  happy  moment  when,  sabaued 
To  spooniness,  ne  finds  that  youth  fleets  fast. 
That  town-life  tires,  that   men  should   drop 

boys'-play. 
That  projperty,  position  hare,  no  doubt, 
Their  exif^ency  with  their  privilege. 
And  if  the  wealthy  wed  with  wealth,  how  dire 
Tho  double  duty  t  —  in,  behold,  there  beams 
( )ur  lon^f-lost  lady,  form  and  face  complete ! 
And  where  *s  my  moralizing  pupil  now. 
Mad  not  his  master  missed  a  train  by  chauoa  ? 
lint,  by  your  side  instead  of  whirled  away. 
How  h.ive  I  spoiled  scene,  stopped  oatiiatruphe, 
Struck  flat  the  sta^:e-e£fect  I  know  by  heart  I 
Nudd.^u  and  stranife  the  meeting      iinproviBed  ? 
HIess  you,  the  la.st  event  she  hoped  or  dreamed  ! 
lint  rude  shjtfp  stroke  will  crush  out  fire  from 

flint  — 
A<Muredly  from  flesh.    ''Tisyouf   'Myself!' 
'  Changed  f     '  Changeieea  !  *      'Then,    what's 

earth  to  met*  'Tome 
What's  heaven  f  'So.  —  thim!'  'Audthine!' 

*  And  likewise  mine  I ' 
Had  laoghed  *  Amen  '  the  devil,  but  for  me 
VVhose  intermeddling  hinders  this  hot  haste, 
And  bids  you,  ere  concluding  contract,  pause  — * 
i*4inder  one  lesson  more,  then  sign  and  seal 
At  leisure  and  at  pleasure,  —  lesson^e  price 
lit'ing,  if  you  have  skill  to  estimate, 
—  Uow  aay  you  ?  —  I  *m  diachaiged  my  debt  in 

full  I 
*iinoe  paid  you  stand,  to  farthing  uttermost, 
[  'nless  I  fare  like  that  black  majesty 
A  friend  of  mine  had  visit  from  last  Spring. 
;  blasting  along  the  Cape-side,  he  *b  becalmed 
:  >fi  an  uncharted  bay,  a  novel  town 
( 'otonehed  at  by  the  trader :  here  *s  a  chance  ! 
>iit  paddles  straight  the  king  in  his  canoe, 
[  %>m«a  over  bulwark,  save  he  means  to  buy 
^hip^s  cargo  —  being  rich  and  having  brought 
A  treaaore  ample  for  the  purptMie.    ^»ee  ! 
P'our   dragons,  stalwart   blackies,   guard   the 


Suggest  how  brave,  ^neath  ooat,  must  kernel 

be! 
At  length  the  peeling  is  accomplished,  plain 
The  casket  opens  out  its  core,  and  lo 
— A  brand'uew  British  silver  sixi>enoe — bid 
That  *B  ample  for  the  Bank,  —  thinks  majesty  1 


(•Vrapped  round  and  round :  ita  hulls,  a  multi- 

tude, — 
Palm-leaf  and  coeoarmat  and  goat  Vhair  doth 
All  duly  hrac*^  abcMit  with  bark  and  board,  — 


words. 
Or  make  von  prove  them  true  as  truth  -  your- 

seu. 
Here,   on   the   instant!    I'll   not   mince  my 

speech, 
Thii^is  at  this  issue.    When  she  enters,  then, 
Make  love  to  her !    No  talk  of  marriage  now  — 
The    point  -  blank    bare    proposal  I    Fick    no 

phrase  — 
Prevent  all  misconception !    Soon  yon  '11  see 
How  different  the  tactics  when  she  deals 
With  an  instructed  man,  no  longer  boy 
Who  bluahes  like  a  booby.    Woman's  wit ! 
Bfan,  since  you  have  instruction,  blush  no  more  I 
Such  jroor  five  minutes^  profit  by  my  pains, 
'T  is  simply  now, —  demand  and  be  possessed ! 
Which  means  —  you  may  poaseas  —  may  strip 

the  tree 
Of  iraxt  desirable  to  make  one  wise  I 
More  1  nor  wish  nor  want :  vour  act 's  your  act. 
My  teaching  is  but  —  Uiere  's  the  fruit  to  pluck 
Or  let  alone  at  pleasure.    Next  advance 
In  knowledge  were  beyond  yon  I    Don't  expect 
I  bid  a  novice  —  pluck,  suck,  send  sky-high 
Such  fruit,  once  taught  that  neither  crab  nor 

sloe 
Falls  readier  prey  to  who  but  robs  a  hedge. 
Than  this  gold  apple  to  my  Hercules. 
Were  you  no  noviee  but  proficient  —  then. 
Then,  truly,  I  might  prompt  you  —  Touch  and 

taste. 
Try  flavor  and  be  tired  as  soon  as  1 1 
Toss  on  the  prise  to  greedy  months  agape, 
Betake  yours,  sobered  as  the  satiate  grow, 
To  wise  man's  solid  meal  of  house  Mid  land, 
Consols  and  cousin  I  but,  my  boy,  my  boy. 
Such  lore 's  above  you ! 

Here 's  the  lady  hack ! 
So,  Madam,  you  have  conned  the  Albunt-page 
And  come  to  thank  its  last  contributor  ? 
How  kind  and  condescending  I    I  retire 
A  moment,  lent  I  spoil  the  interview. 
And  mar  my  own  endeavor  to  make  friends  — 
You  with  mm,  him  with  you,  and  both  with 

me! 
If  I  succeed  —  permit  me  to  inquire 
Five  minutes   nencel    Friends   bid   good-by, 

you  know."  — 
And  out  he  goes. 


VII 


She,  face,  form,  beating,  one 
Superb  composure  — 

'^HehastoMyonaU? 
Yes,  he  has  told  you  «U1.  your  silence  says  — 
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What  f?ive«  him,  as  he  thinks,  the  mastery 
Over  ray  bixly  aud  my  soul  I  —  has  told 
That  iiistance,  even,  of  their  servitude 
He  now  exacts  of  me  ?    A  silent  blush  I 
That  *8  well,  thougrh  better  would  white  igno- 

ranee 
Beseem  your  brow,  nndesecrate  before  — 
Ay,  when  I  left  you !    I  too  learn  at  last 
—^Hideously  learned  as  I  seemed  so  late  — 
What    sin   may    swell    to.      Yes,  —  I  needed 

learn 
That,  when  my  prophet*s  rod  became  the  snake 
I  fled  from,  it  would,  one  day,  swallow  up 

—  Incorporate  wluitever  serpentine 
Falsehood  and  treason  and  unmauliness 
Beslime  earth^s  pavement :  such  the  power  of 

HeU, 
And  so  beginning,  ends  no  otherwise 
Hie  Adversary  I    I  was  ignorant. 
Blameworthy  —  if  you  will ;  but  blame  I  take 
Nowise  upon  me  as  I  ask  myself 

—  You  —  how  can  you,  whose  soul  I  seemed  to 

read 
The   limpid  eyes  through,  have   declined  so 

deep. 
Even  with  him  for  consort  ?    I  revolve 
Much  memory,  pry  into  the  looks  and  words 
Of  that  day*s  walk  beneath  the  College  wall, 
And  nowhere  can  distinguish,  in  what  gleams 
Onlv  pnre  marble  through  my  dusky  past, 
A  dubious  cranny  where  such  poison-^eed 
Might  harbor,  nourish  what  should  yield  to-day 
This  dread  ingredient  for  the  cup  I  drink. 
Do  not  I  recognize  and  honor  txuth 
In  seeming  ?  —  take  your  truth,  and  for  return, 
Give  you  my  truth,  a  no  less  precious  gift  ? 
You  loved  me  :  I  believed  von.     I  replied 

—  How  could  I  other  ?  —  *  2  was  noi  my  own^^ 
No  loi^cer  had  the  eyes  to  see,  the  ears 

To  hear,  the  mind  t4)  judge,  since  heart  and  soul 
Now  were  another's.    My  own  right  in  me, 
For  well  or  ill,  consigned  away  —  my  face 
Fronted  the  honest  path,  deflection  whence 
Had  shamed  nie  in  the  furtive  backward  look 
At    the   late    bargain  —  flt    such    chapman's 

phrase  I  — 
As  though  —  less  hasty  and  more  provident  — 
Waiting  had  brought  advantage.    Not  for  me 
The  ohapman^s  chance  !    Yet  while  thus  much 

was  true, 
I  spared  yon  —  as  I  knew  yon  then  —  one  more 
Concluding  word  which,  truth  no  less,  seemed 

best 
Buried  away  forever.    Take  it  now. 
Its  power  to  piun  is  past !     Four  years  —  that 

day — 
Those  limes  that  make  the  College  avenue  I 
I  would  that  —  friend  and  foe  —  bv  miracle, 
I  had,  that  moment,  seen  into  the  lieart 
Of  either,  as  I  now  am  taught  to  see  ! 
I  do  believe  I  should  have  straight  assumed 
My  pro|)er  function,  and  sustained  a  soul, 

—  Kor  aimed  at  being  just  sustained  myself 
By  acme  man's  soul  —  the  weaker  woman's- 

want  I 
So  had  I  missed  the  momentary  thrill 
Of  finding  me  in  presence  of  a  god. 
But  gained  the  god^s  own  feeling  when  he  givos 


Such  thrill  to  what  turns  life  from  dwth  be* 

fora. 
*  Gods  many  and  LordM  many,^  says  the  Book : 
You  would  have  yielded  up  vonr  soul  to  me 

—  Not  to  the  false  god  who  nas  burned  its  day 
In  his  own  image.    1  had  shed  mv  love 

Like  Spring  dew  on  the  clod  idl  flowery  thence. 

Not  sent  up  a  vrild  vapor  to  the  sun 

That  drinks  and  then  diapersee.    Both  off  na 

Blameworthy,  —  I  first  meet  my  puniahiiieiit  — 

And  not  so  hard  to  bear.    I  breathe  again ! 

Forth  from  those  arms'  enwinding  leprosy 

At  last  I  struggle  —  unoontaminate  : 

Why  must  I  leave  you  pressingto  the  breast 

That  's  all  one  plague-spot  ?    Did  yon  love  me 

once? 
Then    take    love's   last  and  best  retavn !     I 

think. 
Womanliness  means  only  motherhood  ; 
All    love    begins    and    ends    there,  —  roanv 

enough, 
But,  having  run  the  circle,  rests  at  home. 
Whv  is  your  expiation  yet  to  make  ? 
Pull  shame  wiui  your  own  hands  from  your 

own  head 
Now,  —  never  wut  the  slow  enrelopment 
Submitted  to  by  nnelastic  age ! 
One  fierce  throe  frees  the  saplinir:    flake  on 

flake 
Lull  till  they  leave  the  oak  snow-stupefied. 
Your  heart  retains  its  vital  warmth  —  or  why 
That   blushing  reassurance?      Blneh,    yovae 

blood ! 
Break  from  beneath  this  icr  prematnre 
Captivity  of  wickedness  —  I  warn 
Back,  in  Ood's  name !    No  freah  enonMchmcnt 

here! 
This  May  breaks  all  to  bud  —  no  winter  bow  ! 
Friend,  we  are  both  forgiven  !    Sin  no  more  ! 
I  am  past  sin  now,  so  shall  yon  beoome ! 
Meanwhile  I  testify  that,  lying  onee. 
My  foe  lied  ever,  most  lied  last  of  aU. 
He,  waking,  whispered  to  your  sense  asleep 
The  wicked  counsel,  —  and  assent  nught  aeera  . 
But,  roused,  your  healthy  indignation  Inenks 
The  idle  dream-pact.      Yoa  wonld  die  —  not 

dare 
Confirm  your  dream-fesolTe,  —  nay.   find  thr 

wora 
That  fits  the  deed  to  bear  the  lisht  off  day  I 
Say  I  have  justly  judged  yon  I  then  farewell 
To  blushing  —  nay,  it  ends  in  smiles,  not  tear* ' 
Why  tears  now  ?     I  have  justly  judged,  thank 

God  I" 

He  does  blnsh  boy-like,  bat  the  man  apeak<i 
out, 

—  Bfakes  the  due  effort  to  sormount 


**  I  don't  know  what  he  wrote  —  how  ahoiild  1 ' 

Nor 
How   he   could   read   my   purpose,  vhieh.  :: 

seems. 
He  chose  to  somehow  write  —  mistakenly 
Or  else  for  mischiers  sake.     I  aoaree  belierr 
My  purpose  put  before  you  fair  and  plain 
Would  need  annoy  so  mnoh ;    bat  there's  n  ^ 

luck  — 
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From  iint  to  laet  I  blunder.    bUll,  one  more 
Turn  at  the  taripet,  try  to  speak  my  thought ! 
Since  he  could  gueas  my  punwee,  won't  you  read 
Hiirht  what  he  set  down  wrong  ?    He  said  -^ 

let  *s  think  1 
Ay,  so  1  ->  he  did  begin  by  telling  heaps 
( H  tales  about  you.    Now,  you  see  —  suppose 
AiiT  one  told  me  —  my  own  mother  died 
Before  I  knew  her  —  told  me  —  to  his  oost  I  — 
Such  tales  about  my  own  dead  mother :  why, 
You  woald  not  wonder  surely  if  I  knew, 
Hy  nothing  but  my  own  heart's  help,  he  lied, 
\\  ould  you  ?     No  reason  *s  wanted  in  the  case. 
So  with  you !    In  they  burnt  on  me,  his  tales. 
Much  as  when  madhouse-inmates  crowd  around, 
Make  captive  any  visitor  and  scream 
All  sorts  of  stories  of  their  keeper  —  he  *s 
Both  dwarf  and  giant,  vulture,  wolf,  dog,  oat. 
Serpent  and  scorpion,  vet  man  all  the  same  : 
Sane  people  soon  see  tnrough  the  gibberish  I 
[  just  nuide  out,  you  somehow  lived  somewhere 
\  life  of  shame  —  I  can^t  distinguish  more  — 
Married  or  single  —  how,  don't  matter  nmch : 
^hame  which  himself  had  caused  —  that  point 

was  clear, 
rhat  fact  confessed —  that  thing  to  hold  and 

keep, 
^h,  and  he  added  some  absurdity 
-  That  you  were  here  to  make  me  —  ha,  ha, 

hal- 
^till  love  you.  stiD  of  mind  to  die  for  jon, 
la,  ha  —  as  it  that  needed  mightjr  pains ! 
<ow,  foolish  as  .  .  .  but  never  mind  myself ; 

Whtit  I  am,  what  I  am  not,  in  the  eye 
)f  the  world,  is  what  I  never  cared  for  mooh. 
*\hA  then  or  no  fool,  not  one  single  word 
n  the  whole  string  of  lies  did  I  believe, 
{ut    this  —  this    only  *-  if     I     choke,     who 

carea?— - 
believe  somehow  in  your  puritjr 
*erf  ect  as  ever  I    Else  what  use  is  God  ? 
le  iH  God,  and  work  miracles  he  can ! 
lien,  what  shall  I  do?    Quite  as  dear,  my 

course  I 
'hey  've  got  a  thing  they  call  their  Labyrinth 
*  the  garden  yonder :  and  my  cousin  played 
i  prvttv  trick  once,  led  and  lost  me  deep 
twide  tne  briery  maze  of  hedge  round  hedge ; 
.ud  there  might  I  be  staying  now,  stock-still, 
•ut  that  I  laughing  bade  eyes  follow  nose 
.nd  so  straight  pushed  my  path  through  let 

and  stop 
,nd    soon    was   out    in   the    open,    face    all 

scratched, 
ut  well  behind  my  back  the  prison-bars 
I  sorry  plisht  enough,  I  promise  yon  I 
>    here:    I    won  my  way  to  truth  throagh 

lies  - 
lid,  as  I  saw  li^ht,  —  if  her  shame  be  shame 
"11   rescue    and   redeem   her,  —  shame  *b   no 

shame  ? 
hen,  I  '11  avenge,  protect  —  redeem  myself 
he  stttpideat  of  sinners !    Here  I  stand  f 
ear, — let  me  once  dare  call  you  so,  —  you 

said. 
hiiA  ought  yon  to  have  done,  four  years  ago, 
u'h   thinsn  and  such  !    Ay,  dear,  and  what 

ought  I ? 


Ton  were  revealed  to  me  :  where 's  K(ratitude, 

^Vhere  's  memory  even,  where  the  gain  of  yon 

Discernible  in  my  low  after-Ufa 

Of  fancied  consolation  ?  wh^,  no  horse 

Once  fed  on  com,  will,  missing  com,  go  munch 

Mere  thistles  like  a  donkey  I    I  missed  you. 

And  in  your  place  found  —  him,  made  him  my 

love, 
Ay,  did  I,  —  by  this  token,  that  he  taught 
So  much  beast-nature  that  I  meant  .  .  .  God 

knows 
Whether  I  bow  me  to  the  dust  enons^  I  .  .  . 
To  marry  — yes,  my  cousin  here  !    ihope 
That  was  a  masterstroke  1     Take   heart  of 

hers. 
And  give  her  liand  of  mine  with  no  more  heart 
Than  now  yon  see  upon  this  bruw  I  strike  1 
What  atom  of  a  heart  do  I  retain^ 
Not  all  yours  ?    Dear,  vou  know  it  I     Easily 
May  she  accord  me  pardon  when  I  |Jace 
My  brow  beneath  her  f oo^  if  foot  so  deign, 
Since  uttermost  indignity  is  spared  — 
Mere  marriage  and  no  love  f    And  all  this  time 
Not  one  word  to  the  purpose  I    Are  you  free  ? 
Only  wait  I  only  let  me  serve  —  deserve 
Where  you  appoint  and  how  you  see  tfatt  good  ! 
I  have  the  will  —  perhaps  the  power — at  least 
Means  that  have  power  agunst  the  world.    For 

time  — 
Take  my  whole  life  for  your  experiment  I 
If  yon  are  bound  —  in  marriage,  say  —  why, 

still. 
Still,  sure,  there  *s  something  for  a  friend  to  do. 
Outside  ?    A  mere  well-wisher,  understand  I 
I  'U  sit,  m^r  life  long,  at  your  gate,  you  know. 
Swing  it  wide  open  to  let  you  and  him 
Pass  freely,  —  and  you  need  not  look,  much  less 
fling  me  a  *  Thank  uou  —  are  you  tkert^  old 

friendV 
Don't  say  that  even :  I  should  drop  like  shot  I 
So  I  feel  now  at  least :  some  day,  who  knows  ? 
After  no  end  of  weeks  and  montns  and  years 
Yon  might  smile  *  1  believe  you  did  your  oett ! ' 
And  that  shall  make  my  heart  leap -^  leap  such 

leap 
As  lands  the  feet  in  Heaven  to  wait  yon  there  ! 
Ah,  there 's  iust  one  thing  more  !    How  pale 

yon  look  ! 
Why  ?    Are  you  angry  ?    If  there 's,  after  all. 
Worst  come  to  worst  —  if  still  there  somehow 

be 
The  shame  —  I  said  was  no  shame,  —  none,  I 

swear!  — 
In  that  case,  if  my  hand  and  what  it  holds,  —> 
My  name,  —  might  be  your  safeguard  now  -  - 

at  once  — 
Why,  here 's  the  hand  —  yon  have  tha  heart ! 

Of  course  — 
No  cheat,  no  binding  yon,  because  I  *m  boond. 
To  let  me  off  probation  by  one  day« 
Week,  month,  year,  lifetime  I    Prova  as  you 

propose  ! 
Here 's  the  hand  with  the  name  to  take  or  leave ! 
That 's  all  —  and  no  great  piece  of   news,   1 

hopel" 

"  Give  me  the  hand,  then  I "  she  cries  haataly. 
'*qniek,now!    I  hear  his  footstap  I'* 


8oo 
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Hand  in  hand 
The  couple  faoe  him  as  he  enters,  stops 
Short,^  stands  surprised  a  moment,  laug'hs  away 
Surprise,  resumes  the  muoh-ezperienoed  man. 

**  So,  you  aooept  him  ?  ^* 

''Tdl  us  death  do  part!'' 

*'  No  longer  ?  Come,  that 's  riicht  and  rational  I 
I  fancied  there  was  power  iu  common  sense, 
But  did  not  know  it  worked  thus  promptly. 

WeU- 
At  last  each  understands  the  other,  then  ? 
Each  drops  disguise,  then  ?   So.  at  supper-time 
These  masquerading  people  don  their  gear. 
Grand  Turk  his  pompous  turban,  Quakeress 
Her  stiff-starched  bib  and  tucker,  —  niak»-be- 

lieve 
That  only  bothers  when,  ball-business  done. 
Nature  demands  champagne  and  mayonnaise. 
Just  so  has  each  of  us  sage  three  abjured 
His  and  her  moral  pet  particular 
Pretension  to  superiority. 
And,  cheek  by  jowl,  we  nenoeforth  munch  and 

joke! 
Go,  hai^y  pair,  paternally  dismissed 
To  live  and  die  together  —  for  a  month. 
Discretion  can  award  no  more  !     Depart 
From  whatsoe'er  the  calm  sweet  sohtude 
iSeleoted  —  Paris  not  improbably  — 
At  month's  end,  when  the  honeycomb 's  left 


—  You,  daughter,  with  a  pocketful  of  ^old 
Enough  to  find  your  Tillage  boys  and  girls 

In  duffel  cloaks  and  hobnailed  shoes  mmi  May 
To  —  what 's  the  phrase  ?  —  Christmas-come* 

nerer-mas  I 
You,  son  and  heir  of  mine,  shall  reappear 
Ere  Spring-time,  that 's  the  ring-time,  lose  one 

And  —  not  without  regretful  smack  of  lip 

The  while  you  wipe  it  free  of  honey-smear  — 

Marrr  the  cousin,  play  the  magistrate, 

Stand  for  the  county,  prove  perfection's  pink  — 

Master  of  hounds,  gay-coatea  dine  —  nor  die 

Sooner  than  needs  of  gout,  obesity. 

And  sons  at  Christ  Cliurch  !    As  for  me,  —  ah 

me, 
I  abdicate  —  retire  on  my  success. 
Four  years  well  occupied  in  teaching  youtli 

—  My  son  and  daim^hter  the  exempla^ ! 
Time  for  me  to  retire  now,  having  placed 
Proud  on  their  pedestal  the  pair  :  in  turn, 

liCt  them  do  homage  to  their  master  !    You,  — 
Well,  your  flushed  cheek  and  flashing  eye  pro- 

claim 
Sufficiently  ^our  gratitude :  you  paid 
The  honorarium,  the  ten  thousaod  pounds 
To  purpose,  did  you  not  ?    I  told  you  so ! 
Ana  you,  —  but,  bless  me,  why  so  pale  —  so 

fiunt 
At  influx  of  good  fcntnne  ?    Certainlj, 
No  matter  how  or  why  or  whose  the  fault, 
I  save  jronr  life  —  save  it,  nor  less  nor  more ! 
Yon  blindly  were  resolved  to  welcome  death 
In  that  black  boor-and-bumpkin-haunted  hole 
Of  his,  the  prig  with  all  the  preachments  I    You 


Installed  as  nurse  and  matron  to  th« 

And  wenches,  while  there  lay  a  world  oataide 

Like  Paris  (which  again  I  recommend). 

In  company  and  gnidanoe  of  —  fiist,  tms. 

Then  —  all  in  good  time  — some  new  £riend  ai 

fit- 
What  if  I  were  to  say,  some  fresh  myself. 
As  I  once  figured  ?    £aoh  dog  has  his  day. 
And  mine  's  at  sunset  :  what  ahonld  old  dog  do 
But  eye  young  littei-s'  frisky  puppyhood  ? 
Oh,  I  shall  watch  this  beauty  and  this  yonth 
Frisk  it  in  brilliance  I    But  don't  fear  I    Dn- 


oreet, 
I  shall  pretend  to  no  more  reoognixe 
My  quondam  pupils  than  the  doctor  nods 
When  certain  old  acquaintances  may  cross 
His  path  in  Park,  or  sit  down  prim  oende 
His  plate  at  dinner-table :  tip  nor  wink 
Scares  patients  he  has  put,  for  reason  good. 
Under  restriction,  —  maybe,  talked  sometimes 
Of  douche  or  horsewhip  to,  —  for  why  ?  be- 
cause 
The  gentleman  would  crazily  declare 
His  best  friend  was  —  lago  1    Ay,  and  wofse  — 
The  lady,  aU  at  once  grown  lunatic. 
In  suicioal  monomania  vowed. 
To  save  her  soul,  she  needs  must  starve  benMrlf ! 
They  're  cured  now,  both,  and  I  tell  noVidy. 
Why  don't  you  speak?    Nay,  qweehleas,  eaeh 

of  you 
Can    spare  —  without    undasping     pUght«<i 

troth  — 
At  least  one  hand  to  shake !    Lieffe-haiidB  will 

do- 
Yours  first,  my  daughter  I    Ah,  it  grnncds^  it 

gripes 
The  precious  Album  fast  —  and  pmde&tly  ! 
As  well  obliterate  the  record  there 
On  page  the  last :  allow  me  tear  the  leaf  I 
Pray,  now !    And  afterwardj  to  make  nmeiMU. 
What  if  all  three  of  us  contribute  eaek 
A  line  to  that  prelusive  fragment,  —  help 
The  embarrassed  bard  who  broke  ont  to  fareai 

down 
Dumf  oundered  at  such  nnf  oreseen  sooccao  ? 

*  Hail,  calm  acclivity,  saluhriau*  tpat  * 

You  begin — place  aux  damM  f  III   prmitpi 

you  then ! 
'  Here  do  J  take  thejfood  the  godt  aUot ! " 
Next  vou.  Sir!    What,  stUl  sulky?    Sii«.  O 

Muse ! 

*  Here  does  my  lord  in  full  discharge  ki$  tku  !  ' 
Now  for  the  crowning  flonrish  1    mine  shalj 

oe      •  .  . 


*^  Nothing  to  match  your  firrt  effusion. 

What  was,  is,  shall  remain  your  masterpieee ! 

Authorship  has  the  alteration-itch  1 

No,  I  protest  against  erasure.    Rend, 

My  friend !  "    (she  gasps  out).     ''  lUnd  aad 

quickly  read 
*  B^ore  us  death  do  part^''  what  made  yon  ninr 
And    made  me  youn  —  the 

here  I 
Decide  if  he  is  like  to  mend  the  same !  ** 


And  so  the  lady,  white  to  ghastlin< 
Manages  somehow  to  display  the 
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With  left-hand  only,  while  the  riglit  retains 
The  other  hand,  the  yoani;  man^s,  —  dreaming- 

drunk 
He«  with  this  drench  of  stupef Ting  staff. 
Eyes  wide,  month  open,  —  half  the  idiot  s  stare 
And  half  the  prophet's  insight,  —  holdimr  tight, 
All  the  same,  hy  his  one  faot  in  the  world  — 
The  Udy*s  right-hand :  he  but  seems  to  read  — 
I  >o«*H  not,  for  certain  ;  yet,  how  nnderstand 
Unless  he  reads  ? 

So,  understand  he  does. 
For  certwn.    Slowly,  word  by  word,  she  reads 
Aloud  that  license  —  or  that  warrant,  say. 

**  One  againai  two  —  and  two  that  wrgt  their  odds 
To  uttfrmott  —  I  needs  must  try  resource  ! 
Madam^  I  laid  me  prostrate^  bade  you  spurn 
liody  and  soul :  you  spurned  and  safely  spurned 
So  you  had  spared  me  the  super Jlwms  taunt 
*  Prostration  means  no  power  to  stand  erects 
Stand,,  trampling  on  who  trampled  — prostrate 

now  !  * 
So,  mth  my  other  fool-foe :  I  was  fain 
Ijft  the  hoy  touch  me  with  the  buttoned  foil. 
And  him  the  infection  gains,  he  too  must  needs 
Catch  uu  the  butcher^s  cleaver.    Be  it  so  ! 
Sinre  play  turns  earnest,  here  ^s  my  serious  fence. 
Iff  loves  you ;  he  demands  your  love :  both  know 
What  love  means  in  my  language.    Love  him 

then  ! 
rursuant  to  a  pact,  love  pays  my  debt : 
Thert-fore,  deliver  me  from  him,  thereby 
Li  kf  wise  deli  vtring  from  me  yourself! 
Far,  hesitate  —  much  more,  r^use  consent  — 
f  tfll  the  whole  truth  to  your  husband.    Flat 
Vnrds  lie  on  table,  in  our  gamester-phrase  ! 
[  'onsent  ~  you  stop  my  mouth,  the  only  way,^^ 

'  I    did    well,  trusting   instinct :   knew  yonr 

hand 
(ad  never  joined  with  his  in  fellowship 
>vt*r  this  pact  of  infamy.     You  known  -~ 
Vh  he  was  known  through  every  nerve  of  me. 
['h«*refore  I  *  stopped  his  mouth  the  only  way  * 
(ut    my  way  I   none    was  left  for    you,  my 

friend  — 
ni(»  loyal  —  near,  the  loved  one !    No  —  no  — no ! 
Threaten  ?  Chastise  ?    The  coward  would  but 

quail. 
\mqner  who  can,  the  cunning  of  the  make ! 
>tanip  out  his  slimy  8tren|i;th  from  tsal  to  head, 
I  iid  4tiU  you  leare  vibratton  of  the  tongue. 
list  malice  had  redoubled  —  not  on  me 
Vho,  myself,  choose  my  own  refining  fire  — 
Uit  on  poor  unsuspicious  innocence  ; 
ind,  —  victim,  —  to  turn  executioner 
J^«>  —  that  feat  effected,  forky  tongue 
{;i4l   done    indeed  its  office!     Once    snake's 

'mouth  * 
lias  *  open '  —  how  could  mortal  ^stop  1/ '  f  " 

"Sol" 

,  tiger-flaHh  —  yell,  spring,  and  scream:  hal* 

lfx>! 
»t*ath  'a  (Mii  and  on  him,  has  and  holds  him  — 

ughl 


But  ne  trucidet  coram  populo 

Juvenis  semm  I    Right  the  Horatian  rule  I 

There,  see  how  soon  a  quiet  comes  to  pass  \ 


Vlll 


The  youth  is  somehow  by  the  lady's  side. 
His  rightrhand   grasps    her    right-hand 


once 


again 


Both  gaze  on  the  dead  body.    Hers  the  word. 


"  And  that  was  good  but  useless.    Had  I  lired, 
The  danger  was  to  dread :  but,  dving  now  — 
Himself  would  hardly  become  talkative. 
Since  talk  no  more  means  torture.     Fools  — 

what  fools 
These  wicked  men  are!    Had  I   home  four 

years. 
Four  years  of  weeks  and  months  and  days  and 

nights, 
Innred  me  to  the  consciousness  of  life 
Coiled  round  by  his  life,  with  the  tongue  to 

But  that  I  bore  about  me,  for  prompt  nse 

At  urgent  need,  the  thing  that  stops  the  mouth ' 

And  stays  the  venom?    Since  such  need  was 

now 
Or  never,  —  how  should  nse  not  follow  need  ? 
Bear  witness  for  me,  I  withdraw  from  life 
Bv  virtue  of  the  license  —  warrant,  say. 
That  blackens  yet  this  Album  —  white  again. 
Thanks  still  to  my  one  friend  who  tears  the 

page  t 
Now,  let  me  write  the  line  of  supplement. 
As  counselled  by  ray  foe  there :  each  a  line .' '  " 

And  she  does  falteringly  write  to  end. 

**  /  die  now  through  the  villain  who  lies  dead. 
Righteously  slain.    He  would  have  outraged  me. 
So,  my  defender  tdew  him,    God  protect 
The  right !     Where   wrong  lay,  I  bear  witness 

now. 
Let  man  believe  me,  whose  last  breath  is  spent 
In  blessing  my  d^enderfrom  my  soul !  " 

And  so  ends  the  Inn  Album. 


As  she  dies. 
Begins  outside  a  voice  that  sounds  like  sonig:. 
And  is  indeed  half    song   though  meant  for 
speech 

I  Muttered  in  time  to  motion  —  stir  of  heart 
I  That  unsubdnably  must  bubble  forth 
To  match  the  fawn-step  as  it  mounts  the  stair. 

"  All 's  ended  and  all 's  over  I   Verdict  found 
*^Not  guilty  '  —  prisoner  forthwith  set  free, 
*Mid  cheers  the  Court  pretends  to  disregard  I 
Now  Portia,  now  for  Uaniel,  late  severe. 
At  last   appeased,  benignant  I      *  This  young 

man  — 
Hem  — has  the  young  man^s  foibles  bul  no  fault. 
He  's  virgin  sod—  a  friend  must  cultivate. 
1  think  no  plant  called  **love*^  gr^ws  wild  ^ a 

friend 
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May  introduce^  and  name  the  bloom^  the  fruit! ' 
Here  flomebudy  dajres  ware  a  handkerohief  — 
iShe  Ul  want  to  hide  her  face  with  presently ! 
Good-by  then  I    *'  Cigno/edel.  cignofedel, 
Addio  J '   Now,  was  ever  sucn  mistake  — 
Ever  such  foolish  ogly  omen  ?    Pshaw  I 
VVai^uer,  beside !      Amote  solo^  te 
Solo  a  mail  *    That  *s  worth  fifty  sach  ! 
Butf  mum,  the  grave  face  at  the  opened  door  I  *' 

And   so   the   good   gay  girl,  with   eyes  and 
cheeks 


Diamond  and  damask,  —  cheeks  so  white  en- 
while 
Because  of  a  vague  fancy,  idle  fear 
Chased  on  reflection  I  —  pausing,  taps  diaoreet ; 
And  then,  to  give  herself  a  oonntenanoe. 
Before  she  comes  upon  the  pair  insida. 
Loud -;- the    oft-quoted,    long -laughed' over 

line  — 
**  *  Haiiy  calm  acclivity^  galuiriom  Bpoi  I ' 
Open  the  door  I " 

No :  let  the  curtun  fall  I 


PACCHIAROTTO 


AND 


HOW  HE  WORKED  IN  DISTEMPER 


WITH    OTHER    PO£MS 


PROLOGUE 

Oh,  the  old  wall  here !    How  I  could  paas 

Life  in  a  long  midsummer  day, 
Mv  feet  confined  to  a  plot  of  grass. 

My  eyes  from  a  wall  not  once  away ! 

And  lush  and  lithe  do  the  creepers  clothe 
Yon  wall  I  watch,  with  a  wealth  of  green : 

Its  bald  red  bricks  draped,  nothing  loth. 
In  lappets  of  tangle  tiiey  laugh  between. 

Now,  what  is  it  makes  pulsate  the  robe  ? 

Why  tremble  the  sprays  ?     What  life  o'er- 
brims 
The  body,  —  the  house,  no  eye  can  probe,  — 

Divined  as,  beneath  a  robe,  the  limbs  ? 

And  there  again  !    But  my  heart  may  guess 
Who  tripped  behind ;  and  she  sang  perhaps : 

So,  the  old  wall  throbbed,  and  its  lifers  excess 
Died  out  and  away  in  the  leafy  wraps  I 

Wall  upon  wall  are  between  us :  life 
And  song  should  away  from  heart  to  heart  I 

1  —  prison-bird,  with  a  ruddy  strife 
At   breast,  and  a   lip    whence   storm-notes 
start  — 

Hold  on,  hope  hard  in  the  subtle  thing 
That  *s  spirit :    though  cloistered  fast,  soar 
free ; 

Account  as  wood,  brick,  stone,  this  ring 
Of  the  rueful  neighbors,  and  —  forth  to  thee  I 


OF  PACCHIAROTTO,  AND  HOW  HE 
WORKED  IN  DISTEMPER 


Qdkrt:  was  ever  a  quuntor 
Crotohet  than  this  of  the  painter 


Giaoomo  PaochiarottA 

Who  took  ''  Reform  "  for  hia  motto? 

II 

He,  pupil  of  old  Fungaio, 
Is  always  confounded  (heigno !) 
With  Pacchia,  contemporaneous 
No  question,  but  how  extraneous 
In  the  grace  of  soul,  the  power 
Of  hand,  —  undoubted  dower 
Of  Paochia  who  decked  (as  we  know. 
My  Kirkup  I)  San  Bernardino, 
Turning  the  small  dark  Oratory 
To  Siena^s  Art-laboratory, 
As  he  made  its  straitness  roomy 
And  glorified  its  gloonov, 
With  Bazzi  and  Beecafumi. 
(Another  heigho  for  Bazzi : 
How  people  miscall  him  Razzi !) 

Ill 

This  Painter  was  of  opinion  ^ 
Onr  earth  should  be  his  dominion 
Whose  Art  could  correct  to  pattern 
What  Nature  had  slurred  —  the  alatten ! 
And  since,  beneath  the  heavena, 
Things  lay  now  at  sixes  and  aevena. 
Or,  as  he  said,  sopra-sottQ  —^ 
Thought  the  painter  Paochiarotto 
Things  wanted  reforming,  therefore. 
*•  Wanted  it "  —  ay,  but  wherefore? 
When  earth  held  one  so  ready 
As  he  to  stop  forth,  stand  steady 
In  the  middle  of  God^s  creation 
And  prove  to  demonstration 
What  the  dark  is,  what  the  light  is. 
What  the  wrong  is,  what  the  ri||:lit  la. 
What  the  ugljr,  what  the  beaatifol. 
What  the  reatire,  what  the  dutifnl. 
In  Mankind  profuse  around  him  ? 
Man,  devil  as  now  he  found  him^ 
Would  presently  soar  up  aog«l 
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At  the  summoiM  of  such  evanfpel. 
And  owe  —  what  would  MiUi  tiot  owe 
Tu  the  pointer  Pac«hiaruttu  ? 
Ay,  look  to  thy  Uureb,  Giotto  I 

IV 

But  Man,  he  perceived,  was  stubborn, 
Grew  reg^ular  brute,  once  onb  bom ; 
And  it  struck  him  as  expedient  — 
Ere  he  tried  to  nmke  obedient 
The  wolf,  foir,  bear,  and  monkey 
Bv  pipini;  advice  in  one  key,  — 
That  nis  uipe  should  play  a  prelude 
Tu  something;  heaven'tinged  not  hell-hned, 
iS)inethtiHC  not  harsh  but  docile, 
Man-liquid,  not  Man-fossil  — 
Not  fact,  in  short,  but  fancy. 
H  y  a  laudable  necromancy 
He  would  conjure  up  irhosts  — a  oirola 
Deprived  of  tne  means  to  work  iU 
Should  his  music  prove  distasteful 
And  pearls  to  the  swine  go  wsstef ul. 
To  be  rent  of  swine  —  tiukt  wa$  hard ! 
With  fancy  he  ran  no  hazard : 
Fact  might  knock  him  o'er  the  maiard. 


So,  the  painter  Pacchiarotto 
roiistructed  himself  a  grotto 
[n  the  quarter  of  Stalloreggi  — 
As  authors  of  note  alle^o  ye. 
\nd  on  each  of  the  white wsshed  sides  of  it 
Fie  painted  —  (none  far  and  wide  bo  fit 
\fi  ne  tx)  perform  in  frenco)  — 
in  painted  nor  cried  ^ie«co 
nil  he  peopled  its  every  aquare  foot 
fVith  Mm  —  from  the  Beggar  barefoot 
To  the  Noble  in  cap^  and  feather ; 
Vll  sorta  and  conditions  together. 
The  Soldier  in  breastplate  and  helmet 
Itood  frowniiigly  —  hail  fellow  well  met — 
iy  the  Priest  armed  with  bell,  book,  uid 

die. 
«'or  did  he  omit  to  handle 
lie  Fair  Sex.  our  brave  distemperer: 
lot  merely  Kin?,  Clown,  Pope,  Emperor  — 
le  diversified  ton  his  Hades 
tf  all  fomis,  pinched  Labor  and  mud  Esse, 
V'ith  as  mixed  an  assemblage  of  Ladies. 


VI 

Which  work  dune,  dnr,  —  he  rested  him, 
l«*aned  palette,  washed  brush,  divested  him 
f  the  apron  that  suits .^waitfi, 
nd.  bonnet  on  ear  stock  iauntr, 
his  hand  apon  hip  well  piantea, 
hat,  free  to  wave  as  it  wanted, 
[e  addressed  in  a  ehoios  oration 
is  folk  of  each  name  and  naUon, 
aiiirht  its  duty  to  every  station, 
he  rope  was  declared  an  arrant 
II  pastor  at  ones,  I  warrant. 
h«*  Emperor  —  truth  might  tax  him 
''ith  ignorance  of  the  maxim 
Nhenr  sheep  but  nowise  flay  them !  " 
nd  the  Vulgar  that  obey  toem. 
he  Ruled,  well-matched  with  tlM  Raliiv, 


They  failed  not  of  wholesome  schooling 

On  tneir  knavery  and  their  fooling. 

As  for  Aft  —  where  *s  decorum  ?    Pooh-poohed 

it  IS 

By  Poets  that  plague  us  with  lewd  ditties, 
And  Paintem  tJiat  pester  with  nudities  I 

VII 

Now,  your  rater  and  debater 
Is  balked  by  a  mere  soectator 
Who  simply  stares  ana  listens 
Tongue-tied,  while  eye  nor  i^listens 
Nor  Drow  grows  hot  and  twitchy, 
Nor  mouth,  for  a  combat  itchy. 
Quivers  with  some  convincing 
Reply  —  that  sets  him  wincing  ? 
Nay,  rather  —  ^^Ph(  that  fumislies 
Yuur  debater  wita  lust  what  bumishsa 
The  crest  uf  him,  aU  one  trinmph. 
As  yon  aee  him  rise^ear  him  cry  **  Humph  I 
Convinced  am  I  ?    This  confutes  me  ? 
Receive  the  rejoinder  that  suits  me  ! 
Confutation  of  vassal  for  prince  meet  — 
Wherein  all  the  powers  that  oonvince  meet. 
And  mash  my  opponent  to  mincemeat  1  ** 

VIII 

So,  off  from  his  head  flies  the  bonnet, 
His  hip  loses  hand  planted  on  it. 
While  t*  other  haaa,  frequent  in  gesture. 
Slinks  modestly  back  beneath  vesture. 
As  —  hop,  skip  and  Jump,  —  he  *s  along  with 
Those  weak  ones  ne   late   proved  so  strong 

with  I 
Pope,  Emperor,  lo,  he  *s  beside  them, 
Fnendiy  now,  who  late  could  not  abide  them. 
King.  Clown,  Soldier,  Priest,  Noble,  Burgess ; 
And  his  voice,  that  out-roared  Boanerges, 
How  minikin-mildly  it  urges 
In  accents  how  gentled  and  gingered 
Its  word  in  defence  of  the  injnrod  I 
**  Oh,  call  him  not  culprit,  this  Pontiff  I 
Be  hard  on  this  Kaiser  ye  won^t  if 
Te  take  into  con-si-der>ation 
What  dangeis  attend  elevation  I 
The  Priest — who  expects  him  to  deseant 
On  duty  with  more  seal  and  lem  eant  ? 
He  preaches  but  rubbish  he  *s  reared  in. 
The  Soldier,  grown  deaf  (by  the  mere  din 
Of  battle)  to  mercy,  learned  tipplii^ 
And  what  not  of  vice  while  a  stripling. 
The  Lawyer  —  his  lies  are  conventional. 
And  as  for  the  Poor  Sort  -^  why  mention  all 
Obstructions  that  leave  barred  and  bolted 
Acoees  to  the  brains  of  each  dolt-head?  ** 


IX 

He  ended,  yon  wager  ?    Not  half !    A  bet  ? 
Praeedenee  to  malm  in  the  alphabet  1 
StiU,  disposed  of  Man's  ABC,  there's  X 
Y  Z  want  aaristanoe,  -  the  FairSexI 
How  much  may  be  said  in  excuse  of 
Those  vanities  —  males  see  no  use  of  — 
From  silk  shoe  on  heel  to  laced  poll*s-hood  \ 
What  *s  their  frailty  beside  our  own  falsehood  ? 
The  boldest,  most  brasen  of  .  .  .  trumpets. 
How  kind  can  they  be  to  their  dumb  pete  I 
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Of  their  oharms  —  how  are  most  frank,  how  few 

veiia] ! 
While  as  for  those  charges  of  Jnvenal — 
Qwe  nemo  dixisset  in  toto 
Nisi  iadepot)  ore  illoto  — 
Ue  diamiwted  ereiy  charge  with  an  *^  Apagt  I  '* 


Then,  cocking  (in  Scotch  phmse)  his   cap 
a-gee, 
Right  hand  disengaged  from  the  donhlet 
—  Like  landlord,  in  honse  he  had  sublet 
Resuming  of  guardianship  gestion, 
To  call  tenants*  conduct  in  question  ~ 
Hop,  skip,  jump,  to  inside  nom  outside 
C)f  chamoer,  he  lords,  ladies,  louts  eyed 
With  such  transformation  ot  visage 
As  fitted  the  censor  of  this  age. 
No  loiurer  an  advocate  tepid 
iH  frauty,  but  champion  intrepid 
()f  strength,  —  not  of  falsehood  but  verity,  -~ 
Hej  one  after  one,  with  asperity 
Stripped  bare  all  the  cant-clothed  abuses, 
Disposed  of  sophistic  excuses. 
Forced  folly  each  shift  to  abandon. 
And  left  vice  with  no  leg  to  stand  on. 
So  crushing  the  force  he  exerted. 
That  Man  at  his  foot  lay  converted ! 

XI 

True — Man  bred  of  paint-pot  and  mortar ! 
But  why  suppose  folks  of  this  sort  are 
More  likely  to  hear  and  be  tractable 
Than  folks  all  alive  and,  in  fact,  able 
To  testifv  promotly  by  action 
Their  arclor,  ana  make  satisfaction 
For  misdeeds  non  verbis  sedfactis  t 
**  With  folks  all  alive  be  my  practice 
Henceforward  !    O  mortar,  paint-pot  O, 
Farewell  to  ye  !  "  cried  Pacchiarotto, 
"  Let  only  occasion  interpose ! " 


»» 


XII 

It  did  so :  for,  pat  to  the  purpose 
Through  causes  I  need  not  examine. 
There  fell  upon  Siena  a  famine. 
In  vain  did  the  magistrates  busily 
Seek  succor,  fetch  grain  out  of  Sicily, 
Nay,  throw  mill  and  bakehouse  wide  open 
Such  misery  followed  as  no  pen 
Of  mine  shall  depict  ye.    Faint,  fainter 
Waxed  hope  of  relief :  ao,  our  painter. 
Emboldened  by  triumph  of  recency, 
How  could  he  do  other  with  decency 
Than  rush  in  this  strait  to  the  rescue. 
Play  schoolmaster,  point  as  with  fescue 
To  each  and  all  slips  in  Man*s  spellinf^ 
The  law  of  the  land  ?  — slins  now  telling 
With  monstrous  effect  on  the  city, 
Whose  magistrates  moved  him  to  pity 
Ah,  bound  to  read  law  to  the  letter, 
Tliey  minded  their  hornbook  no  better. 

XIII 

I  ought  to  have  told  yini,  at  starting. 
How  certain,  who  Uohed  to  be  carting 


Abuses  away  dean  and  thorough 

From  Siena,  both  province  and  boroogk, 

Had  formed  themselves  into  a  company 

Whose  swallow  could  bolt  in  a  lump  any 

Obstruction  of  scruple,  provoking 

Tlie  nicer  throat  *s  coughing  and  choking: ' 

Fit  Club,  by  as  fit  a  name  dignified 

Of  "  Freed  Ones  "  -  **  Bardotti  "  —  which 

nified 

**  Spare-Horses  **  that  walk  by  the  wagon 
The  team  has  to  drudge  fur  and  drag  on. 
This  notable  Club  Pacchiarotto 
Had  joined  long  since,  paid  scot  and  lot  to. 
As  free  and  accepted     Bardutto." 
The  Bailiwick  watched  with  no  quiet  eye 
The  outn^  thus  done  to  society. 
And  noted  the  advent  especially 
Of  Pacchiarotto  their  froah  ally. 

XIV 

These  Spare-Horses  forthwith  aaaemhled ; 
Neighed  words  whereat  citizens  trembled 
As  oft  as  the  chiefs,  iu  the  Square  by 
The  Duomo,  proposied  a  way  whereby 
The  city  were  cured  of  disaster. 
"  Just  substitute  servant  for  master. 
Make  Poverty  Wealth  and  Wealth  Poverty, 
Unloose  Man  from  overt  uid  covert  tie. 
And  straight  out  of  social  confusion 
True  Order  would  spring !  **    Brave  iUnsiaa  — 
Aims  heavenly  attaued  by  means  earthy ! 


XV 


Off 


to  these  at  full  ^leed  rushed  our  wor- 
thy,- 
Brain  practised  and  tongue  no  less  tutored. 
In  argument's  armor  accoutred,  — 
Sprang  forth,  mounted  rostrum,  and  eaaaved 
rroposals  like  those  to  which  *'  Yea  "  saia 
So  glibly  each  peisonage  painted 
O'  tne  wall-side  wherewith  you  're  acoiuunt«d. 
He  harangued  on  the  faults  of  the  Bailiwick  : 
*^  Red  soon  were  our  State-candle*8  paly  wick. 
If  wealth  would  become  but  interflnooa. 
Fill  voids  up  with  just  the  superfluous  ; 
If  ignorance  gave  way  to  knowledge 
—  Not  pedantry  picked  up  at  college 
From  Doctors,  Pmessors  et  ctxtera  — 
( They  say :  *  Aral  ta  loipa  '—  like  better  a 
Long  Greek  string  of  Icappas^  taus,  iawtbdas. 
Tacked  on  to  the  tail  of  each  damned  aaa)  — 
No  knowledge  we  want  of  this  quality. 
But  knowledge  indeed  ^  practicality 
Through  insight^s  fine  univemality  I 
If  you  shout  '  Bailiff's^  out  on  ye  all!    fW, 
Thou  Chief  (^  our  forces,,  AmaJji^ 
Who  shiefdest  the  rogue  and  the  dotpM  /  * 
If  you  pounce  on  and  poke  oat,  with  what 

pole 
I  leave  ye  to  faney,  our  Siena's 
Beast-litter  of  sloths  and  hjrenas  —  " 
(Whoever  to  scan  this  is  ill  able 
Forgets  the  town*s  name  's  a  dissyllable)  — 
*'  If,  this  donej  ye  did  —  as  ye  miglit  —  place 
For  once  the  ngnt  man  in  the  right  place. 
If  you  lirtened  to  me  *'  .  .  . 
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XVI 

At  which  last  "If" 
rht*re  flew  at  hu  throat  like  a  mastiff 
hie  SparfhUone  —  another  and  another  I 
Mich  outbreak  of  tumult  and  pother, 
(lune-£aoes  a-laughin^  and  fleering, 
I  lorae-voices  a-mookinK  and  jeering, 

I  lone-haods  raised  to  ooUar  the  eaitiff 
A'hotfe  impudenoe  ventared  the  late  **  If  "  — 
Duit,  had  not  fear  lent  Paoohiarotto 

)tf  tramping,  as  fast  as  could  trot  toe, 
\way  from  the  scene  of  discomfiture  — 
liidhe  bUmmI  there  stock-still  in  a  dumb  fit  — 

sure 
Vin  I  he  had  paid  in  his  person 
fill  his  mother  might  fail  to  know  her  son, 
PhoDgh  she  gaied  on  him  nerer  so  wistful, 
n  the  figure  so  tattered  and  tristful. 
'1-ich  mouth  full  of  curses,  each  fist  full 
H  cuffijigs  -^  behold,  Pacehiarotto, 
The  pass  which  thy  project  has  got  to, 
>f  trusting,  nigh  ashes  still  hot  ~  tow  ! 
The  paraphrase  —  which  I  much  need  —  is 
'rom  Horace  ** per  igne*  incedia,^*) 

XVII 

Kicht  and  left  did  he  dash  helter-skelter 

II  a;;:(>iiiz«d  search  of  a  shelter. 

10  purlieu  so  blocked  and  no  alley 
At  blind  as  allowed  him  to  rally 
lit  spirits  and  see  —nothing  hampered 
Ibi  steps  if  he  trudged  Mid  not  scampered 
<p  here  and  down  there  in  a  city 
'Imt  *s  all  ups  and  downs,  more  the  pity 
or  folks  who  would  outrun  the  constxile, 
it  last  he  stopped  short  at  the  one  stable 
.n<l  sure  place  of  refuge  that  *s  offered 
[umanity.    Lately  was  coffered 
corpse  in  its  sepulchre,  situate 
St.  John  s  Obserrance.     **  Habituate 
ys4*lf  to  the  straaigrest  of  bedfellows, 
11(1,  kicked  by  the  Htc,  kiss  the  dead  fellows  !  " 
I  Miserv  counselled  the  craven, 
t  once  he  crept  safely  to  haven 
hrooj^h  a  hole  left  unbricked  in  the  structure. 
y.  Misery,  in  have  you  tucked  your 
Mir  client  and  left  him  conterminous 
'ith  —  pah  1  —  the  thing  fetid  and  verminous  I 
glA<lly  would  spare  you  the  detail, 
ut  iliatocy  writes  what  I  retail.) 

XVIII 

Two  days  did  he  groan  in  his  domicile : 
[  i«mm1  Saints,  set  me  free  and  I  promise  I  *11 
i>j lire  all  ambition  of  preaching 
i.iii^ft*,  whether  to  minds  touched  by  teaching 

riie  smooth  folk  of  fancy,  mere  figments 
t'atod  by  plaster  and  pigments,  - 

tu  minds  that  receive  with  such  rudeness 
HH*i»stun  from  pride,  greed  and  lewdness. 
The  rough  folk  of  fact,  lif<>*s  true  specimens 

mind  — 'kawi  in  po$Me  mc/  enge  mena  * 

it  waa,  is,  and  shall  be  forever 
ivpito  of  my  utronst  endeavor. 
liv«  fo«ifl  I  tbonirht  to  illumine, 
tnee forth  lie  untroubled  your  gloom  in  1 


I 


I  need  my^  own  light,  every  spark,  as 

I  couch  vdth  this  sole  friend  —  a  carcase  I  ** 

XIX 

Two  days  thus  he  maundered  and  rambled  ; 
Then,  starved  back  to  sanitv,  scrambled 
From  out  his  receptacle  loathsome. 
**  A  spectre  !  "  —  declared  upon  oath  some 
Who  saw  him  emerge  and  (appalling 
To  mention)  his  garments  a-crawliup: 
With  plagues  far  beyond  the  Egyptian. 
He  gained,  in  a  state  past  description, 
A  convent  of  months,  the  Obeervancy. 

XX 

Thus  far  is  a  fact :  I  reserve  fancy 

For  Fancy  *s  more  proper  employment : 

And  now  she  waves  wing  with  enjoyment. 

To  tell  ye  how  preached  the  Superior, 

When  somewhat  our  painter's  exterior 

Was  sweetened.     He  needed  (no  mincing 

The  matter)  much  soaking  and  rinaing, 

Nav,  nibbing  with  drugs  odoriferous, 

Till,  rid  of  his  garments  pestiferous. 

And,  robed  by  the  help  of  the  Brotherhood 

In  odds  and  ends,  —  this   gown  and  t*  other 

hood,  — 
His  empty  inside  first  well-gamished,  — 
He  deliverad  a  tale  round,  unvarnished. 
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Ah,  Tenth  !  '*  ran  the  Abbot*s  admonish- 
ment, 
**  Tliine  error  scarce  moves  my  astonishment. 
For  —  why  shall  I  shrink  from  asserting  ?  — 
Myself  have  had  hopes  of  converting 
Tne  foolish  to  wisdom,  till,  sober. 
My  life  found  its  May  grow  October. 
I  talked  and  I  wrete,  but,  one  morning, 
Life's  Autumn  bore  fruit  in  this  warning : 
*  Let  tongue  reat,  and  quiet  thy  quiii  be  ! 
Earth  ia  earth  and  not  heaven^  andne^er  will  be* 
Man's  work  is  to  labor  and  leaven  — 
As  best  he  may  —  earth  here  with  heaven : 
*T  is  work  for  work's  sake  that  he  *s  needing : 
Let  him  work  on  and  on  as  if  speeding 
Work's  end,  but  not  dream  of  succeeding! 
Because  if  success  were  intended. 
Why,  heaven  would  begin  ere  earth  ended. 
A  Spare-Horse  ?    Be  rather  a  thill-horse, 
(>r  —  what  *8    the  plain    truth  —  just  a    mill- 
horse  ! 
earth's    a   mill  where    we  grind   and    wear 

mufflers: 
A  whin  awaits  shirkers  and  shufflers 
^Vho  slacken  their  pace,  sick  of  lugging 
At  what  don't  advance  for  their  tugging. 
Though  round  goes  the  mill,  we  must  still  post 
On  and  on  as  if  moving  the  mill-post. 
So,  grind  away,  mouth-wise  and  pen-wise, 
I>o  all  that  we  can  to  make  men  wise  1 
And  if  men  prefer  to  be  foolish. 
Ourselves  have  proved  horse-like  not  mulish : 
Sent  grist,  a  goM  sackful,  to  hopper. 
And  worked  as  the  Master  thougnt  proper. 
Tongue  I  wag,  pen  1  ply,  who  am  Aobot ; 
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Stick,  thou,  Son,  to  cUub-bmsh  and  dab-pot ! 

But,  soft  I     I  scratch  hard  on  the  Bcab  hot  ? 

Thouffh  cured  of  thy  plague,  there  may  linger 

A  pimple  I  fray  witli  it)U|fh  tinker  ? 

•So  soon  could  my  humily  transmute 

Thy  brass  into  gold  ?   Why.  the  mau  *s  mute  I  ** 
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Av,  Father,  I  ^ni  mute  with  admiring 
How  Nature *s  indulgence  untiring 
Still  bida  us  turn  deaf  ear  to  Heason^s 
Best  rhetoric  —  clutch  at  all  seasons 
And  hold  fast  to  what  ^s  proved  untenable  t 
Thy  maxim  is  —  Man  ^s  not  amenable 
To  argument :  whereof  by  consequence  — 
Thine  arguments  reach  me  :  a  nuu-«eouence  I 
Yet  bluah  not  discouraged,  O  Father  f 
I  stand  unconverted,  the  rather 
That  nowise  I  need  a  conversion. 
No  live  man  ( I  cap  thy  assertion) 
By  argument  ever  could  take  hold 
Of  me.    *T  was  the  dead  thing,  the  clay-cold. 
Which  grinned  *'  Art  thou  so  in  a  hurry 
That  out  of  warm  liaht  thou  mutt  scurry 
And  join  me  down  Here  in  the  dungeon 
Becawte,  above^  one  '«  Jack  and  one  —  John, 
One  'a  swift  in  the  race^  one — a  hohbler. 
One  *s  a  crowned  king  and  one  —  a  capped  cob- 

bier, 
liich  and  poor,  sage  and  fool,  virtuous,  vicious  f 
Why  complain  f    Art  thou  so  unsuspicious 
That  ail  s  for  an  hour  of  essay ina 
Who  ^s, fit  and  who  'a  unfit  for  playing 
His  part  in  the  after-construction 
—  Iieaoen^s  Piece  whereqf  Earth '« the  Induction  f 
Thintfs  rarely  go  smooth  at  Rehearsal, 
Wait  patient  tne  change  universal. 
And  <ict,  and  let  act,  in  existence  '  ^ 
For,  as  thou  art  clapped  hence  or  hissed  hence. 
Thou  hast  thy  promotion  or  otherwise. 
And  why  must  wise  tftou  have  thy  brother  wise 
Because  in  rehearsal  thy  rue  be 
To  shine  by  the  side  qfa  booby  t 
No  volishfna  garnet  to  ruby  ! 
All  s  well  that  ends  well  —  throwfh  ArVs  magic. 
Some  end,  whfthtr  comic  or  tragic. 
The  Artist  has  purposed,  be  certain! 
Erpiained  at  the  fail  of  the  curtain  — 
In  showing  thy  wisdom  at  odds  with 
Tliatfollu:  he  trits  men  and  gods  with 
No  profdemfor  uyak  wits  to  solve  meant. 
Hut  one  worth  such  Author's  evolvement. 
So,  back  nor  disturb  play's  production 
Hy  giving  thy  brathfr  instruction 
To  throw  up  his  fool"  s-part  allotted  ! 
hest  haplj/  thyself  fjrove  besotted 
When  stnpt,for  thy  i^ans,  of  that  costume 
Of  sage,  which  has  bred  the  imposthume 
I  prick  to  relieve  thee  of,  —  Vanity  !  * 
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So.  Father,  behold  me  in  sanity  I 
I  *m  back  to  the  palette  and  mahlVtick: 
And  as  for  Man  —  let  each  and  all  stiek 
To  what  was  prescribed  them  at  starting  I 
C>nee  planted  an  fools  —  no  departing 
From  folly  one  inch,  steeniorum 


In  scecuia  !    Faa«  me  the  jorum. 
And  push  me  the  platter  —  my  stomach 
Retains,  through  its  fasting,  still  aoma  mchf  — 
And  then,  with  your  kind^eiie<fici<«, 
6ood-by ! " 


XXIV 


I  have  told  with  simplicity 
My  tale,  dropped  those  harsh  analytiea. 
And  tried  to  content  you,  my  eritioa, 
Who  greeted  my  eaiW  nnriaiiig  I 
I  knew  you  through  ali  tne  diaguiriiw. 
Droll  dogs,  as  1  jumped  up,  cried  **  Heyday ! 
This  Monday  is  —  what  else  but  May-day  ? 
And  these  in  the  drabs,  blues,  and  ycAlowa, 
Are  surely  the  privileged  fellows. 


Sip,  saltbox  and  bones,  tongs  and  bellows !  ** 
the  window;  "^  Your  pleaaore  f  ** 


(I  threw  up 
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Then  he  who  directed  the  measnre  — 
An  old  friend  —  put  leg  forward  nimbly, 
^'  We  critics  as  sweeps  out  your  chimbly ! 
Much  soot  to  remove  from  your  floe,  air ! 
Who  spares  coal  in  kitchen  an*t  you,  air  I 
And  neighburs  complain  it  ^s  no  joke,  sir, 
—  You  ought  to  consume  your  own  sinoke, 

XXVI 

Ah,    rogues,   but   my   honaemaid    smpecti 
vou  — 
Is  confident  oft  she  detects  yon 
In  bringing  more  filth  into  my  honae 
Than  ever  yon  found  there  I    I  *m  piooa. 
However :  H  was  God  made  yon  dingy 
And  me  —  with  no  need  to  be  stingy 
Of  soap,  when  *t  is  sixpence  the  packet. 
So,  dance  away,  boys,  dust  my  jacket, 
Bang  drum  and  blow  fife  —  ay.  and  rattle 
Your  brushes,  for  that  *s  half  the  battle  { 
DonH  trample  the  fpass,  —  hocns-poens 
With  grime  my  Spring  snowdrop  and  crocna,  ~ 
And,  what  with  your  rattling  and  tinkfii^. 
Who  knows  but  yon  give  me  an  inkling 
How  music  sounds,  thanks  to  the  jangle 
Of  regular  drum  and  triangle  ? 
Whereby,  tap-tap,  chink-chink,  't  is  proven 
I  break  role  as  bad  as  Beethoven. 
^*  That  chord  now  —  a  groan  or  a  grant  Is  \  ? 
Schumann^s  self  was  no  worse  oontrapnatist. 
No  ear  I  or  if  ear,  so  tongh-gristled  — 
He  thought  that  he  sung  while  he  whistled  !  " 
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So,  this  time  I  whistle,  not  siiar  at  alL, 
My  story,  the  largess  I  fi^ng  at  all 
And  every  the  rough  there  whoee  ambade 
l^d  its  bMt  to  amuse  me,  -—  nor  so  bad  ! 
Take  my  thanks,  pick  up  largess,  and  seMinpr 
Off  free,  ere  your  mirth  gets  a  damper  t 
Yon  *ve  Monday,  your  one  day,  jyonr  fan-day. 
While  mine  is  a  year  that  *s  all  Snnday. 


r 


tiroes  —  who     known     h 


ve    seen    you, 
many  ?  — 
Dance  in  here,  strike  np,  play  the 
Make  months  at  the  Tenant,  hoot 


y. 
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ITuu  *11  fiud  him  decamped  next  MayMnonung ; 
Thun  aouttltf  away,  glad  to  ^wape  hence 
Willi  —  ktckd '/  uu,  but  kkugfhter  and  ha^penoe  1 
lliue  's  freehold,  by  i^race  of  the  grand  Lord 
(Vhu  leta  uut  the  ground  here,  —  luy  hwdlord : 
To  him  i  pay  auit-tent  —  devotion ; 
Vor  hence  shall  I  budtfe,  I  Ve  a  notion, 
Vay,  here  shall  my  whistling  and  singing 
^et  all  his  street^s  eohoes  a-ringing 
[^ong  after  the  last  of  your  number 
I  las  ceased  my  front-court  to  encumber 
^Vhile,  treading  down  rose  and  ranunculus, 
k'liu  Tommifmake-Tooni'for'ifour'Uiude  us  1 
Troop,  all  of  you  —  man  or  homuuculus, 
ijuicK  march  t  for  Xanthippe,  my  housemaid, 
[f  once  on  your  pates  she  a  soune  made 
With  what,  pan  or  pot,  bowl  or  skoramiBj 
Kimt  comes  to  her  hand  —  things  were  more 

amiss  I 
I  would  not  for  worlds  be  your  place  in  -^ 
K.*cipifiit  of  slops  from  the  basin  I 
Vau,  Jaok-in-the-Green,  leaf-and-twiggishneBS 
VV%>n*t  save  a  dryr  tliread  on  your  prifnn*t>nen  1 
While  as  for  Quilp-Hop-o*-my-thumb  there, 
Uaujo-liyron    that    twangs   the   strum-stmm 

there  — 
lie  *I1  think  as  the  pickle  he  curses, 
I  *ve  duMsharged  on  his  pate  his  own  verses  1 
'*  Dwarfs  are  sanoy,"  says  Dickens :  so,  saooed 


in 
Vour  own 


,». 
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But.  back  to  mr  Knight  of  the  Pencil, 
I  )jsnita»ed  to  his  fresco  and  stencil ! 
Wiifme  Htory  —  k)egun  with  a  chuckle. 
And     throughout     timed     by    raps    of    the 

knuckle,  — 
Tn  ^mall  enough  purpose  were  studied 
[f  it  ends  with  crown  cracked  <»r  nose  bloodied. 
\»nie,  critics,  —  not  shake  hands,  excuse  me  1 
[iAt  ~  say^  have  yon  grudged  to  amuse  me 
This  once  in  the  forty-aud-ovcr 
f^ong  years  since  you  trampled  my  clover 
\nil  Hcared  from  mv  hou<«e-eaves  each  sparrow 
[  never  once  harmea  by  that  arrow 
>f  Himg,  karterotaton  belo$^ 
Which  Hndar  declares  the  true  melos,) 
[  was  forging  and  fiUng  and  finishing, 
\nd  no  whit  mv  labors  diminishing 
Woau.se,  thouen  high  up  in  a  chamber 
A'here  none  of  your  kidney  mav  clamber 
k*4mr  hullabaloo  would  approach  me  ? 
^Vas    it     *^ grammar**    wherein     yon    would 

**coach**me  — 
f  on,  -   pacing  in  sven  that  naddock 
>f  language  allotted  von  aa  hoe^ 
kVtth  a  clog  at  your  fetlocks,  —  you  —  soomerB 
>f  .ne  f ree  of  aU  its  four  comers  ? 
^Vas    it    **  clearness   of   words   which  convey 

thon^t  "  ? 
\y,  if  words  never  needed  enswatbe  aught 
iut  ignorance,  impodence,  envy 
VimI  malice  —  what  word-swathe  would  then  vie 


1  No,  pl'mm  r    For 

''  WhowoiiM  beMtiriesI 
Ous  thinf  ao  wry  ainsll ? 


—  I*Hmler*t  iMrU. 


With  yours  for  a  clearness  crystalline  *? 
But  had  you  to  put  in  one  small  line 
^jome  thought  big  and  bouncing  —  as  noddle 
Of  goose,  bom  to  cackle  and  waddle 
And  bite  at  manV  heel  as  goose-wont  is. 
Never  felt  plague  its  pun]^  os  frontis  — 
YouM   know,  as   you  hissed,  spat  and  sput- 
tered. 
Clear  cackle  is  easily  uttered  I 

XXIX 

liO,  I  *ve  laughed  out  my  langh  on  this  mirtli* 
day! 
Beside,  at  week*s  end,  dawns  my  birthday. 
That  hebdome^  kieron  emar  — 
(More  things  in  a  day  than  you  deem  are  !) 
—  Tei  gar  Apoiiona  chrusaora 
EgeincUo  Leto,    iyo^  gmy  or  ray 
Betide  me,  six  days  hence,  I  *m  vexed  here 
Bv  no  sweep,  that 's  certain,  till  next  year  I 
**  Vexed  ?     —  roused  from  what  else  were  in- 
sipid ease  ! 
Leave  snoring  abed  to  Pheidippides ! 
We  *11  up  and  work  1  won*t  we,  Euripides  ? 


AT  THE  <"  MERMAID" 


The  figure  that  thou  here  aeest  .  .  .  Tut ! 
Was  it  for  gentle  Shakespeare  put  ? 

B.  JoNSON.    (Ada^d.) 

I  — *'NBXTPoet?"    Ncmyheartiea, 

I  nor  am  nor  fain  would  be  I 
Choose  your  chiefs  and  pick  your  parties, 

Not  one  soul  revolt  to  me  1 
I,  forsooth,  sow  song^sedition  ? 

I,  a  schism  in  verse  provoke  ? 
I,  blown  up  by  bard*s  ambition. 

Burst  —  your  bnbble-king  ?    X on  joke. 

Come,  be  grave !    The  sherris  mantling 

Still  about  each  mouth,  ^layhl^>, 
Breeds  you  insight  —  just  a  scantling  — 

Brings  me  truth  ont  —  just  a  scrap. 
Look  and  tell  me  I    Written,  spoken. 

Here  *s  my  life-long  work  :  and  where 
—  Where  *s  your  warrant  or  my  token 

I  'm  the  dead  king^s  son  and  heir  ? 

Here  *s  my  work :  does  work  discover  — 

What  was  rest  from  work  —  my  life  ? 
Did  I  live  man^s  hater,  lover  ? 

Leave  the  world  at  peace,  at  strife  ? 
Call  earth  ugliness  or  l>eauty  ? 

See  things  there  in  laive  or  small  ? 
Use  to  pay  its  Lord  my  duty  ? 

Use  to  own  a  lord  at  all  ? 

Blank  of  snch  a  record,  tmlvj 

Here  *s  the  work  I  hand,  this  soroU, 
Tours  to  take  or  leave  ;  as  dulv, 

Mine  remains  the  unprofferea  soqL 
So  much,  no  whit  more,  my  debtors  — 

How  should  CMie  like  me  lay  claim 
To  that  largess  elders,  betters 

Sell  yon  cheap  their  souls  for  ~  fame  ? 
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MHiich  of  yoa  did  I  enable 

Once  to  slip  inside  my  breast, 
There  to  catalogue  and  label 

What  I  like  least,  what  love  best, 
Hope  and  fear,  believe  and  doabt  of, 

^)eek  and  shun,  respect  —  deride  ? 
Who  has  ri^ht  to  make  a  rout  of 

Rarities  he  found  inside  ? 

Rarities  or,  as  he  *d  rather, 

Rubbish  such  as  stocks  his  own : 
Need  and  greed  (uh,  strau^;  the  Father 

Fashioned  not  for  him  alone  ! 
Whence  —  the  comfort  set  a-strutting. 

Whence  —  the  outers'  "  Haste,  behold  ! 
Bard^s  breast  open  wiae,  past  shutting, 

•Shows  what  brass  we  took  for  gold!  " 

Friends,  I  doubt  not  he  *d  display  you 
^  Brass  —  mvself  call  one  hale,  — 
Furnish  much  amusemeut  ;  pray  you 

Therefore,  be  content  1  balk 
Hiiu  and  you,  and  bar  niy  portal ! 

Here  *s  my  work  outside  :  opine 
What 's  inside  me  mean  and  mortal  I 

Take  your  pleasure,  leave  me  mine  I 

Which  is  —  not  to  buy  your  laurel 

As  List  king  did,  nothing  loth. 
Tale  adorned  and  pointed  moral 

Gained  him  praise  and  pity  both. 
Out  rushed  sighs  and  groans  by  dozens, 

Forth  by  scores  oaths,  cunses  flew : 
ProvinsT  you  were  cater-cousins. 

Kith  and  kindred,  kingr  and  you  1 

Wliereas  do  I  ne'er  so  little 

(Thanks  to  sherris),  leave  awr 
Bosom's  gate  —  no  jot  nor  tittle 

Grow  we  nearer  tiian  we  are. 
Sinningr,  sorrowing,  despairing, 

Bodv-ruined,  spirit-wrecked,  — 
Should  I  give  my  woes  an  airing,  — 

Where  's  one  pli^^ue  tliat  claims  respect  ? 

Have  yon  found  vour  life  dist^isteful  ? 

My  life  did  and  does  smack  sweet. 
Was  your  youth  of  pleasure  wasteful  ? 

Mine  I  saved  and  nold  complete. 
Do  vour  jo^  with  afre  diminish  ? 

W  hen  mme  fail  me,  I  '11  complain. 
Must  in  death  your  daylight  finish  ? 

My  sun  sets  to  rise  again. 

What,  like  you,  he  proved  —  your  Pilgrim  — 

This  our  world  a  wilderness. 
Earth  still  gray  and  heaven  still  grim, 

Not  a  hand  there  his  might  press. 
Not  a  heart  his  own  niig'ht  throb  to. 

Men  all  rogues  and  women  —  say, 
Dolls  which  bovs'  heads  duck  and  bob  to. 

Grown  folk  drop  or  throw  away  ? 

Mv  experience  being  other. 

How  should  I  contribute  verse 
Worthy  of  yonr  king  and  brother  ? 

Balaam-like  I  bless,  not  curae. 


I  find  earth  not  ij^y  but  rosy. 

Heaven  not  gnm  but  fair  of  hue. 
Do  I  stoop  ?    I  pluck  a  posy. 

Do  I  stand  and  stare  ?    All 's  Uue. 

Doubtless  I  am  pushed  and  shoved  by 

Rogues  and  fools  enough :  the  more 
Good  luck  mine,  I  love,  am  loved  hj 

8ome  few  honest  to  the  core. 
Scan  the  near  high,  soout  the  far  low  ! 

'*  But  the  low  come  close :  *'  what  then  ? 
Simpletons  ?    My  match  is  Marlowe  ; 

2Sci<JiBts  ?    My  mate  is  Ben. 

Womankind  —  *'  the  cat-like  nature. 

False  and  fickle,  vain  and  weak  **  — 
What  of  this  sad  nomenclature 

Suits  my  tongue,  if  I  must  apeak  ? 
Does  the  sex  invite,  repulse  so. 

Tempt,  betray,  by  fits  and  starts  ? 
So  becalm  but  to  convulse  so. 

Decking  heads  and  breaking  hearts  ? 

Well  may  you  blaspheme  at  fortune  I 

I  '*  threw  Venus  "  (Ben,  expound  I> 
Never  did  I  need  importune 

Her,  of  all  the  Olympian  round. 
Blessings  on  my  benefactress  I 

GursinKB  suit  —  for  aught  I  know  — 
Those  who  twitched  her  by  the  back  tresa. 

Tugged  and  thought  to  turn  her — m>  I 

Therefore,  since  no  leg  to  stand  on 

Thus  I  'm  left  with,  —  joy  or  grief 
Be  the  issue,  —  I  abandon 

Hope  or  care  you  name  me  Chief ! 
Chief  and  kii^  and  Lord's  anointed, 

I  ?  —  who  never  onoe  have  wished 
Death  before  the  day  appointed: 

Lived  and  liked,  not  poohed  and  pished ! 

**  Ah,  but  so  I  shall  not  enter. 

Scroll  in  hand,  the  common  heart  — 
Stopped  at  surface  :  since  at  centre 

Song    should   reach   Weli-xhrnerx^    world- 
smart  ! " 
"  Enter  in  the  heart  ?  **    Its  shelly 

Cuirass  guard  mine,  fore  and  aft  ! 
Such  song  *^  enters  in  the  belly 

And  is  cast  out  in  the  dntn^t.'* 

Back  then  to  our  sherria-brewage ! 

'\Kinsahip  "  quotha  ?    I  shall  wait  - 
Waive  the  present  time  :  some  new  age  ... 

But  let  fools  anticipate  ! 
Meanwhilegreet  me  — ''  friend,  good  fellow. 

Gentle  Will,"  my  merry  men ! 
As  for  making  Envy  yellow 

With  "  Next  Poet  '*  —  (Manners,  Ben !; 


HOUSE 

Shall  I  sonnet-sing  you  about  myself  T 
Do  I  live  in  a  house  you  would  like  to 

Is  it  scant  of  gear,  has  it  store  of  pelf  f 
**  Unlock  my  heart  with  a  sonnet-key  f "" 


SHOP 
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Invite  the  world,  as  mv  betters  have  done  ?^ 
**  Take  notice :  this  bnilding  remains  on  view. 

Its  suites  of  reoeption  eyery  one. 
Its  private  apartment  and  beaxoom  too ; 

''  For  a  ticket,  apnly  to  the  Pnblisher." 
No  :  thanking  tne  public,  I  must  decline. 

A  peep  through  my  window,  if  folk  prefer ; 
But,  please  you,  no  foot  over  threshold  of 
mine  I 

I  have  mixed  with  a  crowd  and  heard  free  talk 
In  a  foreign  land  where  an  earthquake  chanced 

And  a  house  stood  gaping,  naught  to  balk 
Man^s  eye  wherever  he  gaied  or  glanced. 

The  whole  of  the  frontage  shaven  sheer. 
The  inside  gaped :  exposed  to  day. 

Right  and  wrong  and  common  and  queer. 
Bare,  as  the  |nlm  of  your  hand,  it  lay. 

The  owner?  Oh,  he  had  been  crushed,  no 
doubt ! 

^^  Odd  tables  and  chairs  for  a  man  of  wealth  ! 
What  a  parcel  of  musty  old  books  about  I 

He  smoked,  —  no  wonder  he  lost  his  health ! 

'^  I  doubt  if  he  bathed  before  he  dressed. 
^  A  brasiar  ?  —  the  pa^an,  he  burned  perfumes ! 
Von  see  it  is  proved,  what  the  oeighbors  guessed : 
His  wife  and  himself  had  separate  rooms.** 

Friends,  the  goodman  of  the  house  at  least 
Kept  lioiiae  to  himself  till  an  earthquake  came : 

^T  is  the  fall  of  its  frontage  permits  you  feast 
On  the  inside  arrangement  yon  praise  or  blame. 

Outffide  should  suffice  for  evidence : 

And  whoso  desires  to  penetrate 
Deeper,  must  dive  by  the  spiritrseuse  — 

No  optics  like  yours,  at  any  rate  I 

**  Hoity-toity !    A  street  to  explore. 
Your  house  the  exception  !  '  With  thU  game  key 

ShcJuspeare  unlocked  his  heart^^  once  more  I  ** 
Did  Shakespeare  ?  If  so,  the  leas  Shakespeare 
he! 


SHOP 

ScL  friend,  your  shop  was  all  your  house ! 
Its  front,  astonishmg  the  street. 

Invited  view  from  man  and  mouse 
To  what  diversity  of  treat 
Behind  its  glass  —  the  single  sheet  I 

What  gimcracks,  genuine  Japanese : 
Gape-jaw  and  goggl^^ye.  the  frog ; 

Dragons,  owls,  monkeys,  beetles,  geese ; 
Some  crush-nosed  human-hearted  dog: 
Queer  names,  too,  such  a  catalogue  I 

I  thought  '*  And  he  who  owns  the  wealth 
Which  blocks  the  window's  vaatitnde, 

—  Ah,  could  I  peep  at  him  by  stealth 
Behind  his  ware,  pass  shop,  intrude 
On  house  itself,  what  scenes  were  viewed  I 


**  If  wide  and  showy  thus  the  shop. 
What  must  the  habitation  prove  ? 

The  true  house  with  no  name  a-top  — 
The  mansion,  distant  one  remove, 
Once  get  him  off  his  traffic-groove ! 

*'  Pictures  he  likes,  or  books  perhaps ; 
And  as  for  buying  most  ana  best, 

Commend  me  to  these  city  chaps  1 
Or  else  he  *s  social,  takes  his  rest 
On  Sundays,  with  a  Lord  for  gnest. 

**Some^uburb*palace,  parked  about 
And  gated  gnindly,  built  last  year : 

The  four-mile  walk  to  keep  off  gout ; 
Or  big  seat  sold  by  bankrupt  peer : 
But  then  he  takes  the  rail,  that 's  dear. 

^*  Or,  stop !    I  wager,  taste  selects 
Some  out-o'-the-way.  some  all^unknown 

Retreat :  the  neighbornood  suspects 
Little  that  he  who  rambles  lone 
Makes  Rothschild  tremble  on  his  throne  I  *' 

Nowise !    Nor  Mayfair  residence 
Fit  to  receive  and  entertain,  — 

Nor  HamfMitead  vilWs  kind  defence 
From  noise  and  crowd,  from  dust  and  drain,  — 
Nor  country-box  was  soul's  domain  I 

Nowise  I    At  back  of  all  that  spread 
Of  merchandise,  woe  *s  me,  I  find 

A  hole  i*  the  wall  where,  heels  by  head. 
The  owner  couched,  his  ware  behind, 
—  In  cupboard  suited  to  his  mind. 

For  why  ?    He  saw  no  use  of  life 
But,  while  he  drove  a  roaring  trade, 

To  chuckle  *^  Customers  are  nfe !  '* 
To  chafe  ^^*  So  much  hard  cash  outhudt 
Yet  zero  in  my  profits  made  ! 

*^  This  novelty  costs  pains,  but  —  takes  ? 
Cumbers  my  counter  t    Stock  no  more  I 

This  article,  no  such  great  shakes, 
Fizzes  like  wildfire  ?    Underscore 
The  cheap  thing  —  thousands  to  Uie  fore  1 '' 

'T  was  lodging  best  to  live  most  nigh 
(Cramp,  comnlike  as  crib  might  be) 

Receipt  of  Custom  ;  ear  and  eye 
Wanted  no  out  world  :  **  Hear  fuid  see 
The  bustle  in  the  shop ! "  quoth  he. 

Myfancv  of  a  merchant-prince 

Was  different.    Through  his  wares  we  groped 
Our  darkling  way  to  —  not  to  mince 

The  matter —  no  black  den  whera  moped 

The  master  if  we  interloped ! 

Shop  was  shop  only :  honsehold>stnff  ? 

What  did  he  want  with  comforts  there  ? 
*^  Walls,  ceiling,  floor,  stay  blank  and  rough. 

So  goods  on  sale  show  rich  and  rare  ! 

*  8m  and  scud  home,^  be  shop*s  affair  !  '* 

What  might  he  deal  in  ?    Gems,  soTipn<K> ! 
Since  somehow  biminess  must  be  doiu* 


8io 


PISGAH-SIGHTS 


At  cost  of  tnnibli*.      aee.  h«  throws 
Yon  choice  of  jewels,  every  one, 
Good,  better,  best,  star,  moon,  and  sun ! 

Which  lies  within  your  power  of  parse  ? 
Tliis  ruby  that  would  tip  aright 

Soloraon^s  sceptre  ?    Oh,  your  nurse 
Wants  simply  coral,  the  delight 
Of  teething  baby,  —  stuff  to  bite  I 

However  yonr  choice  fell,  straight  you  took 
Your  purchase,  prompt  your  mouev  rang 

On  counter,  —  scarce  the  man  forsook  * 
His  study  of  the  "  Times,**  just  swang 
TilUwara  his  hand  that  stopped  the  cumg,  — 

Then  off  made  bu^-er  with  a  prize, 
Then  seller  to  his  *'  Times  ^*  returned  ; 

And  so  did  day  wear,  wear,  till  eyes 
Brightened  apaoe,  for  rest  was  earned  : 
He  looked  door  long  ere  candle  burned. 

And  whither  went  he  ?    Ask  himself ^ 
Not  me  !    To  change  of  scene.  I  thmk. 

Once  sold  the  ware  and  pursed  tne  pelf. 
Chaffer  was  scarce  his  meat  and  drink, 
Nor  all  his  music  —  money-chink. 

Because  a  man  has  shop  to  mind 
In  time  and  place,  since  flesh  must  live, 

Needs  spirit  lack  all  life  behind, 
All  stray  thoughts,  fancies  fugitive. 
All  loves  except  what  trade  can  give  ? 

I  want  to  know  a  butcher  paints, 
A  baker  rhymes  for  his  pursuit. 

Candlestick-maker  much  acquaints 
His  soul  with  song,  or.  hapiy  mute. 
Blows  out  his  brains  upon  the  flute ! 

But  —  shop  each  day  and  all  day  long ! 
Friend,  your  good  anicel  slept,  yonr  star 

Suffered  eclipse,  fate  did  you  wrong ! 
From  where  tnese  sorts  of  treasures  are, 
There  should  our  hearts  be  —  Christ,  how  far ! 


PISGAH-SIGHTS 

When  sanctioning  a  volume  of  Selectiorut  from 
his  poems.  Browning  made  a  third  of  Piitgah' 
Sights  to  consist  of  the  Proem  to  La  Saisiaz. 

I 

Otrr  the  ball  of  it. 

Peering  and  pr^ng. 
How  I  see  all  of  it. 

Life  there,  outlying ! 
Roughness  and  smoiithn 

Shine  and  defilement, 
Grace  and  nncouthness : 

One  reconcilement. 

OrVed  as  appointed. 

Sister  with  brother 
Joins,  ne*er  disjointed 

One  from  the  other. 
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All  *s  lend-and-borrow ; 

Good,  see,  wanta  evil, 
Joy  demandis  sorrow, 

Angel  weds  devil  1 

'  Wliich  things  must  —  icAy  be  ?  ** 

Vain  our  endeavor  J 
So  shall  things  aye  be 

As  they  were  ever. 
Such  things  should  so  be  1  ** 

Sage  our  desistenoe  I 
Rou^h-smooth  let  globe  be. 

Mixed  —  man*B  existenoe ! 

Man  —  wise  and  foolish, 

Lover  and  scomer. 
Docile  and  mulish  — 

Keep  each  his  corner  I 
Honey  yet  gall  of  it  I 

lliere  's  uie  life  lying, 
And  I  see  all  of  it, 

Only,  I  *m  dying  I 

II 

Could  I  but  live  again 

Twice  my  life  over, 
Would  I  once  strive 

Would  not  I  cover 
Quietly  all  of  it — 

Greed  and  ambition  — 
So,  from  the  pall  of  it, 

I^ass  to  fruition  ? 
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*'Soft ! "  I  M  say,  ''Soul mine  I 

Tliree-score  and  ten  yean. 
Let  the  blind  mole  mine 

Digging  out  deniers ! 
Let  the  dazed  hawk  soar. 

Claim  the  snn^s  rights  too  I 
Turf  't  is  thy  walk 's  o'er. 

Foliage  thy  flight 's  to.*' 

Only  a  learner. 

Quick  one  or  slow  one. 
Just  a  discemer, 

I  would  teach  no  one* 
I  am  earth ^s  native : 

No  rearranging  it  I 
I  be  creative. 

Chopping  and  changing  it  P 

March,  men,  my  fellows  I 

Those  who,  above  me, 
(Distance  so  mellows) 

Fancy  you  love  me : 
Those  who,  below  me, 

(Distance  makes  great  ao) 
Vive,  to  forego  me. 

Fancy  yon  hate  so  1 

pTMsing,  reviling. 

Worst  head  ana  best  head. 
Past  me  defiling, 

Nevvr  arrested, 
Wanters,  abounders, 

March,  in  gay  mixture. 
Men,  my  surronnders  t 

I  am  the  fixture. 
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So  shall  I  foar  thee, 

Mijfhtinew  yonder ! 
Mk)ok-4iui  —  more  near  thee, 

What  is  to  wonder  ? 
So  tihall  I  love  thee, 

l>own  in  the  dark,  —  lest 
Glowworm  I  prove  thee. 

Star  that  now  sparkiest  1 


FEARS  AND  SCRUPLES 

In  answer  to  a  letter  ol  inquiry,  addressed  to 
hira  by  Mr.  W.  G.  Kingsland,  Browninte  wrote 
the  following  in  regard  to  the  meaning  of  this 
pttem :  **  I  think  that  the  p<iint  I  wanted  to 
illnstrate  was  this  :  Where  there  is  a  genuine 
loye  of  the  ^  letters  *  and  *  actions '  of  the  invis- 
ible *  friend,*  —  however  these  may  be  disad- 
vantaged by  an  inability  to  meet  the  objections 
to  their  authenticity  or  historical  value  urged 
by  *  experts  *  who  assume  the  privilege  of  learn- 
ing over  ignorance,  —  it  would  indeed  be  a 
wrong  to  the  wisdom  and  goodness  of  the 
'  friend  *  if  he  were  stipposed  capable  of  over- 
looking; the  actual  *  love '  and  only  considering 
the  *  ignorance  *  which,  failing  to  in  any  degree 
affect  ^  lovp/  is  really  the  highest  evidence  that 
*  love  ^  exists.  So  I  /iiean/,  whether  the  result 
be  clear  or  no." 

IIkkr  *s  my  case.    Of  old  I  used  to  love  him, 
This  same  unseen  f rien4l,  before  I  knew : 

Dream  there  was  none  like  him,  none  Above 
him, — 
Wake  to  hope  and  trust  my  dream  was  true. 

l»ved  I  not  his  letters  full  of  beauty? 

Not  his  aotiom  famous  far  and  wide  ? 
Ab<i  mt,  he  would  know  I  vowed  him  duty  ; 

Present,  he  would  find  ma  at  his  side. 

I^>*a5«ant  fancy  t  for  I  had  but  letters, 

( hily  knew  uf  actions  bpr  hearsay : 
H  •  himself  was  busied  with  my  betters ; 

What  of  that  f  My  torn  most  oome  some  day. 

**Some  dav  "  proving  — no  day!    Here*s  the 
puzzle. 
Passed  and  passed  my  turn  is.    Why  oom- 
pUin? 
£le  *s  so  busied !    If  I  could  but  mnsxle 
People*s  foolish  mouths  that  give  me  pain  I 

'  Letten?  '*  (h«ar  them  0  ''  Ton  a  judge  of 
writing? 

Ask  the  experts  I  How  th§y  shake  the  head 
OVr  these  eharaeters,  your  friend's  inditing  ~ 

i^ail  them  forgery  from  A  to  Z  1 

**  Actions  ?  Where  *s  your  certain  proof  **  ith«*y 
bother) 

**  He,  of  all  yon  find  so  great  and  good. 
He,  he  only,  daims  this,  that,  the  other 

Actiim  -  claimed  by  men,  a  multitude  ?  ** 


I  can  simply  wish  I  might  refute  you. 
Wish    my   friend    would,  —  by    a    word,  a 
wink, — 
Bid  me  stop  that  foolish  month, — yon  brute 


I 


on! 


He  keeps  absent,  —  why,  I  cannot  think. 

Never  mind!     Though  foolishness  may  flout 
me, 
One  thing  *s  sure  enough :  *t  is  neither  fraat, 
No,  nor  fire,  shall  freeze  or  bum  from  out  me 
Thanks  fur  truth  —  though  falsehood,  gained 
—  though  lost. 

All  my  days,  I  *11  go  the  softlier.  sadlier, 
For  that  dream  *s  sake  I     How  forget  th% 
thriU 
Through  and  through  me  as  I  thought  *'The 
gladlier 
Lives  my  friend  because  I  love  him  still  I " 

Ah,  but  there  *s  a  menace  some  one  utters  I 
**What  and  if   your  friend  at  home  play 
tricks? 
Peep  at  hide-and-seek  behind  the  shutters? 
ean  your  eyes  should  pierce  through  solid 
bricks? 


'eep 
Me 


"  What  and   if    he,    frowning,    wake    you, 
dreamy  ? 
Lay  on  you  the  blame  that  bricks  —  ornmeal  ? 
Say  *  At  Uati  I  saw  who  did  not  tee  me. 


^ 


oes  tee  now,  and  preaenUy  tkaUftel  *  if 
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Why,  that  makes  your  friend  a  monster !  '* 

say  ^ou: 
*^  Had  his  house  no  window  ?    At  first  nod. 
Would  you  not  have  hailed  him  ?  **    Hush,  I 

pray  you  I 
What  if  this  friend  happened  to  be  —  God  ? 


NATURAL  MAGIC 

KvL  I  ean  say  is  —  I  saw  it  1 

The  room  was  as  bare  as  your  hand. 

I  locked  in  the  swarth  little  lady,  —  I  swear. 

Pram  the  head  to  the  foot  of  her  —  well,  quite 

''  No  NLtch  shaU  cheat  me,"  smd  I,  "  taking 
my  stand 

At  this  bolt  whieh  I  dnw  r *  And  this  bolt- 
I  withdraw  it. 

And  there  laughs  the  lady,  not  bare,  but  em- 
bowered 

With  —  who  knows  what  veidore,  o*erCniited, 
o'erflowered  ? 

Impossible  !    Only  —  I  saw  it  I 

All  I  ean  sing  is  —  I  feel  it  1 

This  life  was  as  blank  as  that  room ; 

I  let  yon  pass  in  here.    Precaution,  indeed  ? 

Walk,  ceiling  and  floor,  —  not  a  ohanee  for  a 

weed  I 
Wide  onens  the  entrance:   where *s cold  now, 

wnere  *s  gloom  ? 
No  May  to  sow  seed  here,  no  Jime  to  rev«>Nl 

it. 


8l2 


MAGICAL   NATURE 


Behold  yon  enshrined  in  these  blooms  of  your 

hTvaging, 
Tliese  fruits  of  your  bearing  —  nay,  birds  of 
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your  winnnsr  I 
A  fairy-tale  I    Only  —  I  feel  it ! 


MAGICAL  NATURE 
Flower  —  I  never  fancied,  jewel — I  profess 

Bright  I  see  and  soft  I  feel  the  outside  of  a 

flower. 
Save    but   glow  inside  and  — jewel,  I   should 

guess  you. 
Dim  to  sight  and  rough  to  touch :  the  glory  is 

the  dower. 

You,  forsooth,  a  flower  ?     Nay,  my  love,  a 
jewel  — 
Jewel  at  no  mercy  of   a  moment  in  your 
prime  I 
Time  may  fray  the  flower-face  :  kind  be  time 
or  cruel. 
Jewel,  from  each  facet,  flash  your  laugh  at 
time  I 

BIFURCATION 

Wr  were  two  lovers  ;  let  me  lie  by  her. 
My  tomb  beside  her  tomb.    On  hers  inscribe  — 
''  I  loved  him ;  but  my  reason  bade  prefer 
Duty  to  love,  reject  the  tempter's  bribe 
Of  rose  and  Uly  when  each  path  diverged. 
And  either  I  must  pace  to  life's  far  end 
As  love  should  lead  me,  or,  as  dut^  urged. 
Plod   the   worn    causeway   arm-m-arm    with 

friend. 
So,  truth  turned  falsehood :    *  How  I  loathe  a 

flower. 
How  prize  the  pavement!^    stUl  caressed  his 

ear  — 
Tlie  deafish  friend's  —  through  life's  day,  hour 

by  hour. 
As  he  laughed  (coughing)  *  Ay^  it  would  ap- 
pear ! ' 
But  deep  within  my  heart  of  hearts  there  hid 
Ever  the  confidence,  amends  for  all. 
That  heaven  repairs  what  wrong  earth's  joux^ 

uey  did. 
When  love  from  life-long  exile  comes  at  call. 
Duty  and  love,  one  broad  way,  were  the  best  — 
Who  doubts  ?    But  one  or  other  was  to  choose, 
I  choRe  the  darkling  half,  and  wait  the  rest 
In  that  new  world  where  light  and  dwkness 

fuse." 

Inscribe  on  mine  -—  "  I  loved  her :  love's  track 

lay 
O'er  sand  and  pebble,  as  all  travellers  know. 
Dntv  led  through  a  smiling  country,  gav 
With  greensward  where  the  rose  and  luy  blow. 
*  Our  roads  are  diverse :  farewell,  lave  I '  said 

she: 
* '  r  i«  duty  I  abide  by :  homely  sward 
And  not  the  rochrough  picturesque  for  me  ! 
Above,  where  both  roads  join,  I  wait  reward. 


Be  you  as  constant  to  the  path  whereon 

I  leave  you  planted  I '    But  man  needs  mos- 

move. 
Keep  moving  —  whither,  when  the  star  is  gon*- 
Whereby  he  steps  secure  nor  strays  f  ram  \^v  .' 
No  stone  but  I  was  tripped  by,  stumbling-block 
But  brought  me  to  oonf asion.    Where  i  feU, 
There  I  lay  flat,  if  moss  disguised  the  rock. 
Thence,  if  flint  pierced,  I  rose  and  cried  '  All  'i 

well! 
Duty  be  mine  to  tread  in  that  high  sphere 
Where  love  from  duty  ne'er  disparts,  I  trusf. 
And  two  halves  make  that  whole,  whiereof—  nV* 

here 
One  wiust  suffice  a  man  —  why,  this  one  mutt  I ' ' 

Inscribe   each  tomb   thus:     then,  some  v^ 

acquaint 
The  simple  — which  holds  sinner,  which  hol«J« 

samtl 


NUMPHOLEPTOS 

The  Browning  Society  became  so  puizlrd 
over  the  interpretation  of  this  poem  thai 
through  Dr.  Fumivall  it  applied  to  the  poet  f«v 
an  explanation  and  he  replied :  *'  la  not  the  kt^ 
to  the  meaning  of  the  poem  in  its  title  wh^^-t 
Toc  [caught  or  rapt  by  a  nymph]  not  yvnu.^ 
paanjj  [a  woman  lover]  ?  An  allegory,  that  is. 
of  an  impossible  ideal  object  of  love,  acoeptni 
conventionally  as  such  by  a  man  who,  all  th- 
while,  cannot  quite  blind  himself  to  the  demtA- 
strable  fact  that  the  posMssor  of  kaowlede^ 
and  purity  obtained  without  the  nntnml  examr 
quences  of  obtaining  them  by  achievement — 
not  inheritance,  —  such  a  being  is  imaginan 
not  real,  a  ujrmph  and  no  woman;  ^wA  oeh 
such  an  one  would  be  ignorant  of  and  sarpriaM 
at  the  results  of  a  lover's  endeavor  to  emuUr*- 
the  qualities  which  the  beloved  is  entitled  t«- 
consider  as  pre-existent  to  earthly  experieno. 
and  independent  of  its  inevitable  reanlta.  1 
had  no  pardoular  wonum  in  my  mind  ;  eertainh 
never  intended  to  personify  wisdom,  philoeoplii . 
or  any  other  abstraction  ;  and  the  orb,  myii^* 
color  out  of  whiteness,  was  altogether  a  fan*.  ^ 
of  my  own.  The  *  seven  spirits  '  are  in  xh* 
Apocalypse,  also  in  Coleridge  and  Byitm, —  « 
common  image 


>i 


Still  yon  stand,  still  you   listen,  still  yt>-^ 

smile ! 
Still  melts  vonr  moonbeam  through  ne,  whi> 

awhile. 
Softening,  sweetening,  till  sweet  and  soft 
Increase  so  round  this  heart  of  mine,  that  oft 
I  eould  believe  your  moonbeam-smile  h^  p»t 
The  pallid  limit,  lies,  transformed  at  last 
To  sunlight  and  salvation  —warms  the  aonl 
It  sweetens,  softens!     Would  yoa   pens  tksi 

goal. 
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(tain  lovers  birth  at  the  liroit^s  ha|ipter  verge, 
Aiid«  where  au  iiideaceuce  lurka,  bat  urge 
The  lieaitating  pallur  un  to  prime 
Of  dawnl— true  blood-etreaked,  sun-wamith, 

action- time, 
Hy  heart-puiae  ripened  to  a  ruddy  glow 
( )f  j^old  aboTe  my  ohiy  —  I  acarce  Bnoold  know 
From  K^ld^H  aeu,  thuB  soffnaed !     For  gold 

means  love. 
What  means  the  sad  slow  silver  smile  above 
My  clay  but  pity,  pardon  ?  —  at  the  best, 
Hilt  iicquieacenoe  that  I  take  my  rest, 
<  \*iitented  to  be  day,  while  in  yonr  heaven 
The  Bun  reserves  love  for  the  ISpirit-8even 
Contpanioning  GKmI^s  throne  they  lamp  before, 
—  Leaves  earth  a  mute  waste  cmly  wandered 

o'er 
\\y  that  pale  soft  sweet  disempassioned  moon 
\\  hich  nniles  me  slow  forgivenem  I    iSaoh,  the 

boon 
1  beg  ?    Nav,  dear,  submit  to  this  ~  just  this 
Supreme  enaeavor  I    As  my  lips  now  kiss 
Voor  feet,  my  arms  oonviuae  yoor  shrouding 

robe. 
My  eyes,  acquainted  with  the  dost,  dare  probe 
Your  eyes  above  for —what,  if  bom,  would 


Mine  with  redundant  bliss,  as  flash  may  find 
The  inert  nerve,  sting  awake  the  palsied  limb, 
Hid  with  life's  ecstasy  sense  overbrim 
.\ud  suck  back  death  in  the  resuiving  jov  — 
l>ove,  the  love  whole  and  sole  without  aUoy  I 

Vainly  I    The  promise  withers !    I  em^y 
Li|is,  arms,  eyes,  pray  the  prajrer  whieh  finds 

the  wofd. 
Make  the  appeal  which  most  be  felt,  not  heard. 
And  none  the  more  is  changed  your  calm  re- 
gard: 
Rather,  its  sweet  and  soft  grow   harsh   and 

hard  — 
K(4rbearanoe,  then  repolsion,  then  disdain. 
Avert  the  rest  I    I  rise,  see  1  —  make,  again 
( >iice  more,  the  old  departore  for  some  track 
Untried,  yet  through  a  world  which  brings  me 

back 
Kver  thus  fruitlessly  to  find  your  feet, 
To  Hx  your  eyes,  to  prav  the  soft  and  sweet 
Whieh  smile  there — take  from  his  new  pilgrim* 

age 
Your  outcast,  once  your  inmate,  and  asmiage 
\yith  love  —  not  placid  pardon  now  —  his  Uiirst 
For  a  mere  drop  from  oat  the  ocean  enit 
He  drank  at  I     Well,  the  quest  shall  be  re- 
newed. 
Koar  nothing  I    Thou|H>  I  Ihiger,  nnemboed 
Wii  h  any  drop,  my  lips  thus  close.     I  go  I 
><i  did  I  leave  yon,  I  have  found  yoa  so, 
A  lid  doubtlessly,  it  f  ate<l  to  return, 
^>  nhall  my  pleading  persevere  and  earn 
Pardon  —  not  love  —  in   that  same   smils,    I 


And  lose  the  meaning  of,  to  learn  once  mote. 
Vainly ! 

What  fairy  track  do  I  explore  ? 
What  magic  hall  return  to,  like  the  gem 
'  'entaply-aogled  o'er  a  diadem  ? 


Yon  dwell  there,  hearted ;  from  your  midmost 

home 
Rays  forth  —  through  that  iantaatie  world  I 

roam 
Ever  —  from  centre  to  oiroomferenee, 
bhaft  upon  colored  shaft :  this  crimsons  thence, 
That  pniplesout  its  precinct  throog-h  the  waste. 
Surelv  I  had  your  sanction  when  I  faoed, 
Fared  forth  upon  that  untried  yellow  ray 
Whence  I  retraok  my  steps  ?    They  end  to-day 
Where  they  began,  before  your  feet,  b«ieath 
Your  eves,  youi  smile  :  the  blade  is  shut  in 

sneath. 
Fire  quenched  in  flint :  irradiation,  late^ 
Triumuhant  through  ttie  distance,  finds  its  fate, 
Mergea   in  your  blank    pure  soul,  alike  the 

source 
And  torab  of  that  prismaticglow :  divorce 
Absolute,  all-conclusive !     Forth  I  fared. 
Treading  the  lambent  flamelet :  little  oared 
If  now  its  flickering  took  the  topaz  tint. 
If  now  my  dull-caked  path  gave  snlphvry  hint 
Of  subterranean  rage  —  no  stay  nor  stint 
To  yellow,  ainoe  you  sanotionea  that  I  bathe« 
Burnish  me,  soul  and  bcidv,  swim  and  swathe 
In  yellow  license.    Here  I  reek  suffused 
With  crocus,  saffron,  orange,  as  I  used 
With  scarlet,  purple,  every  dye  o'  the  bow 
Bom  of  the  storm-olond.    As  before,  yen  show 
Scarce  recognition,  no  approval,  some 
MtBtmst,  more  wonder  at  a  man  becnme 
Monstrous  in  garb,  nay — flesh  disgnised  as  well, 
Throngh  his  adventure.^  Whatsoe'er  befell, 
I  followed,  whereaoe'er  it  wound,  that  vein 
You  authorized  should  leave  your  whiteness, 

stun 
£arth*s  sombre  stretch  beyond  yoor  andmoat 

place 
Of  vantage,  —  trade  that  tinct  whereof  the  trace 
On  garb  and  flesh  repel  yon  I    Yes,  I  plead 
Your  own  permission  —  your  command^  indeed. 
That  who  wonld  worthiW  retain  the  love 
Mast  share  the  knowledge  shrined  those  eyes 

above, 
Qo  boldly  on  adventure,  break  through  bounds 
O'  the  quintessential  whiteness  that  surrounds 
Your  feet,  obtain  ezperienoe  of  each  tinge 
That  bickers  forth  to  broaden  out,  impinge 
Plainer  his  foot  its  pathway  all  distinot 
From  every  other.    Ah,  tlM  wonder,  linked 
With  fear,  as  exploration  manifests 
What  agency  it  was  fixst  tipped  the  oiests 
Of  vnnanied  wildflower,  soon  protmding  grew 
Portentous  'mid  the  sands,  as  when  his  hue 
Betrays  him  and  the  biu' rowing  snake  gleanis 

throngh; 
Till,  last  .  .  «  bat  wky  parade  more  shame  and 


Are  not  the  proafs  ttpo«  me  ?    Here  again 

Ijpmm  into  your  preaenoe,  I  receive 

\  our  smile  of  pity,  pardon,  and  I  leave  .  .  . 

No.  not  this  last  of  times  I  leave  you,  mute, 

Submitted  to  my  penanee,  so  my  toot 

May  yet  again  aidventnre,  tread,  from  source 

To  issue,  one  more  ray  of  rays  which  eoiuse 

Each  other,  at  your  bidding,  from  the  sphere 

•Silver  and  sweet,  their  birUiplaoe,  down  that 
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Dark  of  the  world,  —  yon  promise  shali  return 
Your  pilgrim  jewelled  as  with  drops  o^  the  urn 
The  rainbow  paints  from,  and  no  smatch  at 

all 
Of  ghastliness  at  edge  of  some  dond-paU 
Heaven  cowers  before,  as  earth  awaits  the  f^ 
O'  the  bolt  and  flash  of  doom.    Who  trusts  your 

word 
Tries  the  adventure :  and  returns — absurd 
As  frightful  —  in  that  sulphur-steeped  disguise 
Mocking  the  priestly  cloth-of-gold,  sole  prize 
The  arcTi-heretio  was  wont  to  bear  away 
Until  he  reached  the  burning.     No.  J.  say  : 
No  fresh  adventure  !    No  more  seeking  love 
At  end  of  toil,  and  finding,  calm  above 
My  passion,  the  old  statuesque  regard, 
The  sad  petrific  smile  I 

O  you  —  less  hard 
And  hateful  than  mistaken  and  obtuse 
Unreason  of  a  she-intelligence  ! 
You  venr  woman  with  the  pert  pretence 
To  matcn  the  male  achievement  I   Like  enongh  I 
Ay,  ^on  were  easy  victois,  did  the  rough 
Straightway  efface  itself  to  smooth,  the  gruff 
Grind  down  and  grow  a  whiqier,  — did  man's 

truth 
Subdue,  for  sake  of  chivalry  and  ruth, 
Its  rapier-edge  to  suit  the  bulrush-spear 
Womanly  falsehood  fights  with  !    O  that  ear 
All  fact  pricks  rudely,  that  thrice-superfine 
Feminity  of  sense,  with  right  divine^ 
To  waive  all  process,  take  result  stAin-free 
From  out  the  very  muck  wherein  .  .  . 

Ah  me  I 
The  trae  slaveys  querulous  outbreak  I    All  the 

rest 
Be  resignation  I    Forth  at  your  behest 
I  fare.    Wlio  knows  but  this  —  the  crinoson- 

qiiest  — 
May  deepen  to  a  sunrise,  not  deeay 
To  that  cold  sad  sweet  smile  ?  —  which  I  obey. 
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Akd  so  yon  foond  that  poor  room  dull. 

Dark,  hardly  to  your  taste,  ray  dear  ? 
Its  features  seemed  unbeautiful : 

But  this  I  know  —  *t  was  there,  not  here, 
Ton  plighted  troth  to  me,  the  word 
Which  —  ask  that  poor  room  how  it  heard. 

And  this  rich  room  obtains  your  praise 
Unqualified,  —  so  bright,  so  fair, 

So  all  whereat  perfection  stays  ? 
Ay,  but  remember  —  here,  not  there. 

The  other  word  was  spoken  !  -  Ask 

This  rich  room  how  you  dropped  the  mask  I 

ST.  MARTINS  SUMMER 

No  protesting,  dearest ! 
Hnrdlv  kimeseven! 
Dou*t  wp  both  know  how  it  ends  ? 
How  the  greenest  leaf  turns  sereat. 


Bluest  outbreak  —  blankest  heaY«ii« 
Lovers  —  friends  ? 

Yon  would  build  a  mansion, 
I  would  weave  a  bower 
—  Want  the  heart  for  enteipriae. 
Walls  admit  of  no  expansion  : 
Trellis-work  may  haply  flower 
Twice  the  size. 

What  makes  elad  Life's  Winter  f 
New  buds,  old  blooms  after. 
Sad  the  sighing  **  How  suspect 
Beams  would  ere  mid- Autumn  splinter, 
Kooftree  scarce  support  a  rafter. 
Walls  Ue  wrecked  ?  " 

You  are  young,  my  princess ! 
I  am  hardly  3]der : 
Yet  —  I  steal  a  glance  behind ! 
Dare  I  tell  you  what  convinces 
Timid  me  that  yon,  if  bolder. 
Bold  —  are  blind  ? 

Where  we  plan  our  dwelling 
Glooms  a  graveyard  surely  ! 
Headstone,  f ootstone  moss  may  drape,  ~ 
Name,  date,  violets  hide  from  speUing,  -* 
But,  though  corpses  rot  obseoraly. 
Ghosts  escape. 

Ghosts  I    O  breathing  Beauty, 
Give  my  frank  wora  pardon  I 
What  if  I  —  somehow,  somewhere  — 
Pledged  my  soul  to  endless  duty 
Many  a  time  and  oft  ?    Be  hard  on 
Love  —  laid  there  f 

Nfl^,  blame  grief  that  *s  fickle. 
Time  that  prores  a  traitor. 
Chance,  change,  all  that  pnrpoae  waips.  — 
Death  who  spares  to  thrust  the  sickle 
Laid  LoTC  low,  through  flowers  whiek  latrr 
Shroud  the  cozpse  1 

And  you,  my  winsome  Udy, 
Whisper  with  like  frankness  I 
Lies  nothiiM'  buried  long  asoT 
Areyon  —  whion  shimmer  Wa  the  shady 
Where  moss  and  violet  run  to 
Tombs  or  no  f 


Who  taxes  yon  with  murder  T 
My  hands  are  clean  —  or  neariy  I 
Love  being  mortal  needs  must 
Renentanoe  ?    Nothing  were  a~ 
Enongh :  we  felt  Lovers  loss 
Though  now -alaal 


Love*8  corpse  lies  quiet  therefore. 
Only  Love's  ghost  plays  troaai. 
And  warns  us  have  in  whoh 
Durable  mansionrT ;  that  *s  wherefore 
I  weave  but  treuis-work,  pursuant 
—  life,  to  law. 

The  solid,  not  the  fragile. 
Tempts  rain  and  haal  and  thmidflr. 
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If  bower  stand  firm  at  Autaiuirs  clofle« 
lieyond  my  hope,  —  why,  boa^hs  were  Mrile  ; 
if  buwer  fall  flat,  we  scarce  need  wonder 
Wreathing  —  ruee  1 

So,  truoe  to  the  protesting, 
So,  muffled  be  the  kisses ! 
Fur,  would  we  but  avow  the  truth, 
.Sibvr  is  genuine  joy.     No  jesting ! 
Ask  eUe  Penelope,  Ulysses  — 
Old  in  youth! 

For  whv  should  ghosts  feel  angered  ? 
Let  all  their  interference 
Be  faint  march-music  in  the  air  I 
'  I <p !    Join  the  rear  of  us  the  vanguard  I 
t '  p,  loven,  dead  to  all  appearance, 
Laggard  pair!" 

The  while  tou  clasp  me  closer. 
The  while  I  press  tou  deeper. 
As  safe  we  chuckle,  —  under  breath. 
Vet  all  the  slyer,  the  jocoser,  — 
'"  N>,  life  can  boast  its  day,  like  le^>-year. 
Stolen  from  death  I " 

Ah  me  —  the  sudden  terror ! 

Hence  auiek  —  avannt.  ayoid  me, 
You  cheat,  the  ghostly  flesh-disguised  I 
Nay,  all  the  ghosts  in  one  1    Strange  error ! 
So,   *t  was   Death  *s  self   that  clipped   and 
ooyed  me. 
Loved  —  and  lied ! 

Ay,  dead  loves  are  the  potent ! 
IJke  any  cloud  they  used  you. 
Mere  semblance  you,  but  substance  they  I 
iiuild  we  no  mansion,  weave  we  no  tent ! 
M  »TV!  flesh  —  their  spirit  interfused  you ! 
Hence,  I  say ! 

All  thein,  none  yours  the  glamour ! 
Theirs  each  low  word  that  won  me, 
Soft  look  that  found  me  Love*s,  and  left 
What  else  but  you  -  the  tears  and  clamor 
That 's  all  your  very  own !    Undone  me  — 
Ghust-bereftI 
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This  ballad  was  printed  first  in  the  Comhill 
Maffozine  lor  March,  1871.  In  a  letter  to  Mr. 
(rvorge  Smith,  one  of  the  publishers  of  the 
.iiagazine.  Browning  stated  that  he  intended  to 
devote  the  pnNseeds  of  the  pneni  to  the  aid  of 
the  people  of  Paris  suffering  from  the  Franco- 
(rerroan  war.  The  publisher  generously  sec- 
onded his  resolve  and  paid  one  hundred  pounds 
for  the  poem. 


( >s  the  sea  and  at  the  Hogue,  sixteen  hundred 
ninety-two, 
IHd  the  Knglish  fight  the  French,— woe  to 
Fnno«»  J 


And,  the   thirty-first  of   May,    heltex^elter 

through  the  blue. 
Like  a  crowd  of  frightened  porpoises  a  shoal  of 

sharks  pursue.  ^ 
Came  crowding  snip  on  ship  to  Saint  Malo 

on  the  Ranee, 
With  the  Knglish  fleet  in  view. 

II 

'T  was  the  sauadron  that  escaped,  with  the  vio- 
tor  in  full  chase  ; 
First  and  foremost  of  the  drove,  in  his  great 
ship,  Damfreville ; 
Close  on  him  fled,  great  and  small, 
Twent:^-two  good  snips  in  all ; 
And  thev  signall^l  to  the  place 
"  Help  the  winners  of  a  race  I 
Get  us  gnidanoe,  give  us  harbor,  take  us 

quick  —  or,  quicker  still. 
Here  *s  the  English  can  and  will  I  ** 

III 

Then  the  pilots  of  the  place  put  out  brisk  and 
leapt  on  board ; 
**  Why,  what  hope  or  chanoe  have  ships  like 
these  to  pass  ?  '*  laughed  they : 
**  Rocks  to  starboard,  rocks  to  port,  all  the 

passage  scarred  and  scored. 
Shall  the  *  Formidable  *  here  with  her  twelve 
and  eighty  gnus 
Think  to  make  the  river-month  by  the  single 
narrow  wav, 
Tmst  to  enter  wbere  *t  is  ticklish  for  a  craft  of 
twenty  tons. 
And  with  flow  at  fnll  beside  ? 
Now,  *t  is  slackest  ebb  of  tide. 
Reaoh  the  mcraring  ?    Rather  say, 
While  rock  stands  or  water  runs. 
Not  a  ship  will  leave  the  bay  I  ** 

IV 

Then  was  called  a  council  straight. 

Brief  and  bitter  the  deba^o  : 

^'  Here  *s  the  English  at  our  heels  ;  would  you 

have  them  take  in  tow 
All  that 's  left  us  of  the  fleet,  linked  together 

stem  and  bow. 
For  a  prise  to  Plymouth  Sound  ? 
Better  run  the  siiipa  aground  I  " 

(Ended  Damfreville  his  speech). 
**  Not  a  minute  more  to  wait  I 
Let  the  Captains  all  and  each 
Shove  ashore,  then  blow  up,  bum  the  veasek 
on  the  b«»Ach ! 
France  must  undergo  her  fate. 


"  Give  the  word !  **    But  no  such  word 
Was  ever  spoke  or  heard  ; 
For  up  stood,  for  out  stepped,  for  in  struck 
amid  all  these 
—  A  Captain  ?  A  Lieutenant  ?  A  Mate  —  fint. 
second,  third  ? 
No  such  man  of  mark,  and  meet 
With  his  betten  to  compete  I 
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But  a  simple    Breton   sailor   pressed   by 
Tourviile  for  the  fleet, 
A  poor  ooasting^pilot  he,  Herv^  Kiel  the  Croi- 
sickeae. 

VI 

And    ^'What   mockery   or   malioe    haTe   we 
here  ?  ^'  cries  Herv^  Kiel : 
**Are  yon  mad,  yon  JVIalonins?    Are   yon 
cowards,  fools,  or  rognes  ? 
Talk  to  rae  of  rocks  and  shoals,  me  who  took 

the  soundings,  tell 
On  my  finders  every  bank,  every  shallow,  every 
sweU 
'Twixt  the  offing  here  and  Gr^ve  where  the 
river  disembognes  ? 
Are  you  bought  by  English  gold?    Is  it  love 
the  lying  *s  for  ? 
Mom  and  eve,  night  and  day, 
Have  I  piloted  your  bay. 
Entered  free  and  anchorea  fast  at  the  foot  of 
Solidor. 
Bum  the  fleet  and  ruin  France  ?    That  were 
worse  than  flfty  Hogues  ! 
Sirs,  they  know  I  spoak  the  truth  !    Sirs, 
believe  me  there  's  a  way  ! 
Only  let  me  lead  the  line, 
Have  the  biggest  ship  to  steer, 
Get  this  *  Formidable  '  clear, 
Make  the  others  follow  mine. 
And  I  lead  them,  most  and  least,  by  a  passage 
1  know  well. 
Right  to  Solidur  past  Gi^ve, 
<Vnd  there  lay  them  safe  and  sound  ; 
And  if  one  ship  misbehave, 
—  Keel  so  much  as  grate  the  gromid. 
Why,  1  Ve  nothing  but  my  life, — here's  my 
head  !  **  cries  Herv^  Kiel. 

VII 

Not  a  minute  more  to  wait. 

'*  Steer  ns  in,  then,  small  and  great ! 

Take  the  helm,  lead  the  line,  save  the  sqiia- 
di-on  ! ''  cried  its  chief. 
Captains,  give  the  saiior  place  ! 

He  is  Admiral,  in  brief. 
Still  the  north-wind,  by  God's  grace ! 
See  the  noble  fellow's  face 
As  the  big  ship,  with  a  bound. 
Clears  the  entry  like  a  honnd, 
KeeiM  the  passage  as  its  inch  of  way  were  the 
wide  sea's  profound  ! 

See,  safe  through  shoal  and  n>ck, 

How  they  follow  in  a  flock. 
Not  a  ship  that  miHbehaves,  not  a  keel  that 
gnit4»s  the  ground. 

Not  a  spar  th?it  comes  to  grief ! 
The  peril,  spp,  is  past. 
All  are  harbored  to  thp  last. 
And  just  as  Herv^  Kiel  hollas  *'  Anchor  I  "  — 

sure  as  fate. 
Up  the  English  come  —  too  late  ! 

VIII 

So,  the  storm  subsides  to  calm  : 
Thev  see  the  green  trees  wave 
On  the  heights  o'erlookii^  Grftve. 


Hearts  that  bled  are  stanched  with  bttlm, 
*'  Just  our  raptore  to  enhaaoe, 

Let  the  English  rake  the  bav. 
Gnash  their  teeth  and  glare  aakauoe 

As  they  cannonade  away  ! 
'Neath  rampired  Solidor  pletMnt  ridine  on  xh* 

Ranee !  " 
How  hope  succeeds  despair  on  each  Captaiu'i 

countenance ! 
Out  burst  all  with  one  accord, 
'^  This  is  Paradise  for  HeU  I 
Let  France,  let  France's  King 
Thank  the  man  that  did  the  tkii^I  *' 
What  a  shout,  and  all  one  word, 

"Herv^Riel!" 
As  he  stepped  in  front  onoe  more, 
Not  a  svmptom  of  surprise 
In  the  frank  blue  Breton  eyes. 
Just  the  same  man  as  before. 


IX 

Then  siud  Damfruville,  *'  My  friend, 
I  must  speak  out  at  the  end. 

Though  I  find  the  speaking  hard* 
Prsiise  is  deeper  than  the  lips : 
You  have  saved  the  King  ms  ships. 

You  must  name  your  own  reward. 
'Faith,  our  sun  was  near  eclipse  ! 
Demand  whate'er  yon  will, 
France  remains  your  debtor  still. 
Ask  to  heart's  content  and  have  I  or  my 
not  DamfrHville.'' 


Then  a  beam  of  fun  outbroke 
On  the  bearded  month  that  spoke, 
As  the  honest  heart  laughed  tlirough 
Those  frank  eyes  of  Breton  blue : 
**  Since  I  needs  must  say  my  say. 

Since  on  board  the  duty  's  done. 

And  from  Malo  Roads  to  Croisic  Point,  vbj 
is  it  but  a  run  ?  — 
Since  't  is  ask  and  have.  I  may  — 

Since  the  others  go  asnore  — 
Come  !     A  good  whole  holiday  I 

Leave  to  go  and  si^e  my  wife,  whom  I  call  xh 
Bolle  Aurore  I  " 

That  he  asked  and  that  he  got,  —  notbir. 


more. 


Xf 


Name  and  deed  alike  are  lost : 
Not  a  pillar  nor  a  post 

In  his  Croisic  keeps  alive  the  feat  as  it  bef rll  ■ 
Not  a  head  in  white  and  black 
On  a  single  fishing-smaok. 
In  memory  of  the  nmn  but  for  wbcwn  had  gi«> 
to  wrack 

All  tliat  France  saved  from  the  fight  wht-inr 
England  bore  the  bell. 
Go  to  Paris  :  rank  on  rank 

Search  the  herom  flung  pell-mell 
On  the  Lonvre,  face  and  flank  I 

You  fthall  look  long  enough  ere  you  oomf  t 
Herv^  Riel. 
So,  for  better  and  for  worse. 
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I  {erv4  Kiel,  accept  my  verae ! 
In  ray  vene,  Herv^  Riel,  do  thon  once  more 
iSave  the  sqaadron,  honor  France,  love  thy  wife 
the  Belle  Aurore  I 

A   FORGIVENESS 

I  AM  indeed  the  penonaoe  you  know. 
Ah  for  my  wife,  —  what  happened  long  ago  — 
Yuu  have  a  right  to  queation  me,  aa  I 
Am  bound  to  answer. 

r  Son,  a  fit  reply  I  '* 
The  monk  half  spoke,  half  ground  tnrongh  his 

clenoh«»d  teeth, 
\t  the  conleasion-grate  I  knelt  beneath.) 

TI1U8  then  all  happened,  Father  I    Power  and 

place 
I  )iad  aa  still  I  have.    I  ran  lifers  race, 
With  the  whole  world  to  see,  as  only  strains 
His  strength  some  athlete  whose   prodigious 

gains 
( )f  good  appall  him :  happy  to  excess,  — 
Work  freely  done  should  balance  happiness 
Fully  enjoyed  ;  and,  since  beneath  my  roof 
Housed  she  who  made  home  heaven,  in  heaven's 

behoof 
I  went  forth  every  day,  and  all  day  long 
Worked  for  the  world.    Look,  how  the  laborer's 

SOUff 

<  'heers  him  I    Thus  sang  my  soul,  at  each  sharp 

throe 
Of  laboring  flesli  and  blood  —  ^'Slie  loves  me 

so!^ 

( >ne  day,  perhaps  such  song  so  knit  the  nerve 
That  work  grew  play  and  vaniahed.  **  I  deserve 
Haply  mv  heaven  an  hour  before  the  time  I  ^* 
I  laughed,  as  silverly  the  dockhouse^ehime 
Surprised  me  passing  through  the  poatem-gate 
-  Not  the  mam  entry  where  the  memala  wait 
And  wonder  why  the  world*s  affairs  allow 
Tlie  master  sndaen  leisure.    That  was  how 
I  took  the  private  garden-way  for  once. 

Forth  from  the  alcove,  I  saw  start,  ensconce 
Himself  behind  the  porphyry  vase,  a  man. 

My  fancies  in  the  natural  order  ran : 

* '  A  spy,  —  perhaps  a  foe  in  antbusoade,  — - 

A  thief,  —  more  like,  a  Mweetheart  of  some  maid 

Who  pitched  on  the  alcove  for  tryst  periiaps.'' 

*  Stand  there  !  *'     I  bid. 

Whereat  my  man  but  wraps 
}IU  face  the  doselier  with  uplifted  arm 
Wlieraon  the  cloak  lien,  strikes  in  blind  alarm 
lliis  -md  that  pedestal  as, —  stretch  and  stoop,— 
Now  in,  now  out  of  sight,  he  thrids  the  group 
Of  statues,  marble  god  and  go<Mess  ranged 
Fliich  side  the  pathway,  till  the  gate  *s  exchanged 
For  Mkfety:  one  st^p  thence,  the  street,  you 
know  I 

Thns  far  I  foUowe<l  with  my  gaze.    Then,  slow. 
Near  on  admiringly,  I  breathed  agaui, 


And  —  back  to  that  last  fancy  of  the  train  — 
^*  A  danger  risked  for  hope  of  just  a  wocd 
With  —  which  of  all  my  neat  may  be  the  bird 
This  poacher  covets  for  her  plumage,  pray  ? 
Cannen  ?    Jnana  ?    Carmen  seems  too  gay 
For  such  adventure,  while  Juana  's  grave 
—  Would  scorn  the  folly.   I  applaud  the  knave  * 
He  had  the  eye,  could  single  from  my  brood 
HiB  proper  fledgeling ! '' 

As  I  turned,  there  stood 
In  face  of  me,  my  wife  stone-still  stone-white. 
Whether  one  bound  had  broiurht  her,  —  at  first 

sight 
Of  what  she  judsed  the  encounter,  sure  to  be 
Next  moment,  of  the  venturous  man  and  me,  — 
Brought  her  to  dutch  and  keep  me  from  my 

prey: 
Whether  impelled  because  her  death  no  day 
Could  come  so  absolutely  opportune 
As  now  at  ioy*s  height,  like  a  year  in  Jane 
Stayed  at  the  fall  of  its  first  ripened  rose ; 
Or    whether     hungry    for    my     hate  —  who 

knows?  — 
Eager  to  end  an  irksome  lie,  and  taste 
Our  tingling  true  relation,  hate  embraced 
By  hate  one  naked  mcmient :  —  anyhow 
There  stone-still  stone-white  stood  my  wife,  but 

now 
The  wonuui  who  made  heaven  within  my  house. 
Ay,  she  who  faced  me  was  my  very  spouse 
As  well  as  love  —  you  are  to  recollect  1 

"Stay  I  '*  she  said.    *'  Keep  at  least  one  soul 

unspecked 
With  crime,  that 's  spotless   hitherto  —  your 

ownl 
Kill  me  who  court  the  blessing,  who  alone 
Was,  am,  and  shall  be  guilty,  first  to  last  I 
The  man  lay  helnless  in  the  toils  I  oast 
About  him,  helpless  as  the  statue  there 
Against  that  strangling  bell-flower's  bondage : 

tear 
Away  and  tread  to  dust  the  parasite. 
But  do  the  passive  nuu'ble  no  despite  I 
I  love  him  as  I  hate  vou.    Kill  me  I    Strike 
At  one  blow  both  infinitudes  alike 
Out  of  existence  —  hate  and  love  I  Whence  love  ? 
That 's  safe  inside  my  heart,  nor  will  remove 
For  any  searchingof  your  steel,  I  think. 
Whence  hate  f    Tlie  secret  lay  on  lip,  at  brink 
Of  speech,  in  one  fierce  tremble  to  escape. 
At  every  form  wherein  your  love  took  shape, 
At  each  new  provocation  of  your  kiss. 
KiUmeT* 

We  went  in. 

Next  day  alter  this, 
I  felt  as  if  the  speech  might  come.  I  spoke  — 
Easily,  after  all. 

"  The  lifted  cloak 
Was  screen  sufficient :  1  concern  mywif 
Hardly  with  laying  hands  on  who  for  pelf  -— 
WhateVr   the  ignoble  kind  — may  prowl  and 

brave 
Cuffing  and  kicking  proper  to  a  knave 
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Detected  by  my  household's  vigilance. 
Enoug'h  of  sach  !     As  for  my  love-romsnce  — 
I,  like  oar  ^ood  Uidalgt),  rub  my  ey(» 
And  wake  and  wonder  how  the  iilni  could  rise 
Which  changed  for  me  a  barbers'  basin  straight 
Into  —  Mambrino's  helm  <*    I  hesitate 
Nowise  to  say  —  God's  sacramental  cup  1 
Why  should  I  blame  the  brass  which,  burnished 

up, 
Will  blaze,  tt  all  but  me,  as  good  as  gold  ? 
To  me  —  a  warning  I  was  overbold 
In  judging  metals.    The  Hidalgo  waked 
Only  to  die,  if  I  remember,  —  staked 
His  life  upon  the  basin's  woi-th,  and  lost : 
W^hile  I  confess  torpidity  at  most 
In  here  and  there  a  limb  ;  but,  lame  and  halt, 
Still  should  I  work  on,  still  repair  my  fault 
Ere  I  took  rest  in  death,  —  no  fear  at  all  I 
Now,  work  —  no    word    before    the    curtain 

faU!" 

The  ''curtain"?     That  of  death  on  life,  I 

meant : 
My  ''  word,"  permissible  in  death's  event. 
Would  be  —  truth,  soul  to  soul ;  for,  otherwise. 
Day  by  day,  three  years  long,  there  had  to  rise 
And,  night  bv  night,  to  fall  upon  our  stage  — 
Ours,  doomed  to  public  play  by  heritage  — 
Another  curtain,  when  tiie  world,  perforce 
Our  critical  assembly,  in  due  course 
Came  and  went,   witnessing,  gave    praise  or 

blame 
To  art-mimetic.    It  had  spoiled  the  game 
If,  suffered  to  set  foot  behind  our  scene,^ 
The  world  had  witnessed  how  stage-king  mad 

queen. 
Gallant  and  lady,  but  a  minute  since 
Enarming  each  the  other,  would  evince 
No  sign  of  recognition  as  they  took 
His  wny  and  her  way  to  whatever  nook 
Waited  them  in  the  darkness  either  side 
Of  that  br^ht  stage  where  lately  groom  and 

bride 
Had  fired  the  audience  to  a  frenzy-fit 
Of  sympathetic  rapture  —  every  whit 
Earned  as  the  curtain  fell  on  her  and  me, 
—  Actors.    Three  whole  years,  nothing  was  to 

see 
But  calm  and  concord :  where  a  speech  was 

due 
There  came  the  speech  ;  when  the  smiles  were 

wanted  too. 
Smiles  were  as  readv.    In  a  place  like  naine, 
Where  foreign  and  domestic  cares  combine. 
There's  audience  every  day  and  all  day  long ; 
But  finally  the  last  of  the  whole  throng 
Who  linger  lets  one  see  his  back.    For  her  — 
Wh^,  libiertv  and  lil^infT  •  I  aver. 
Liking  and  liberty  I    For  me  —  I  breathed. 
Let  my  face  rest  from  every  wrinkle  wreathed 
Smile-like  about  the  month,  unlearned  my  task 
Of  personation  till  next  day  bade  mask. 
Ana  quietly  betook  me  from  that  world 
To  the  real  world,  not  pageant :  there  unfurled 
In  work,  its  wings,  my  soul,  the  fretted  power. 
Three  years  I  worked,  each  minute  ot  each 

hour 
Kot  claimed  by  acting :  —  work  I  may  dispense 


With  talk  about,  since  work  in  evidence. 
Perhaps  in  history ;  who  knows  or 


After  three  years,  this  way,  all 

Our  acting  ended.    She  and  I,  at  close 

Of  a  loud  night-feast,  led,  between  two  row« 

Of  bending  male  and  female  loyalty. 

Our  lord  the  king  down  staixeaae,  while.  h*-k 

high 
At  arm's  length  did  the  twisted  tapen'  fiaiv 
Herald^  his  passage  from  our  palace,  where 
Such  visiting  left  j^lory  evermore. 
Again  the  ascent  m  public,  till  at  door 
As  we  two  stood  by  the  saloon  —  now  blank 
And  disencuml^ered  of  its  guests  —  there  sank 
A  whisper  in  my  ear,  so  low  and  yet 
So  unmistakable ! 

''Ihalffoivet 
The  chamber  you  repair  to,  and  I  wnat 
Occasion  for  one  short  word  —  if  yon  grant 
That  grace  —  within  a  certain  room  yon  called 
Our  'Study,'    for   you   wrote    them  whili'  I 

scrawled 
Some  paper  full  of  faces  for  mr  sport. 
That  room  I  can  remember.    Jost  one  short 
Word  with  yon  there,  for  the  remembnact- 

sakel*^' 


it 


Follow  me  thither  I "  I  replied. 


We  break 
The  gloom  a  little,  as  with  guiding  lamp 
I  lead  the  way,  leave  warmth  and  cneer.  b; 

damp 
Blind  disused  serpentining  majn  afar 
From  where  the  habitable  chambers  are,  — 
Ascend,  descend  stairs  tunnelled  thitmgh  tlK 

•tone,  — 
Always  in  ^ence,  —  till  I  reach  the  lone 
Chamber  sepulchred  for  my  very  own 
Out  of  the  palace-quarry.    When  n  boy. 
Here  was  my  fortress,  stronghold  from  annor. 
Proof-positive  of  ownership :  in  youth 
I  garnered  up  my  gleanings  nere  —  nneoath 
But  precious  relics  of  vain  hopes,  vain  fean» ; 
Finally,  this  became  in  after-years 
My  closet  of  entrenchment  to  withstand 
Invasion  of  the  foe  on  every  hand  — 
The  multifarious  herd  in  bower  and  halL, 
State-room,  —  rooms    whatsoe'er    tbe    wX}\* 

which  call 
On  masters  to  be  mindfnl  that,  before 
Men,  they  must  look  like  men  and  somethuu 

more. 
Here,  —  when  our  lord  the  king's  bestovm*^* 

ceased 
To  deck  me  on  the  day  that,  golden-fleeeed. 
I   touched  ambition's   height,  —  'twas    her 

released 
From  glory  (alwasrs  svmbolled  b^  a  diain !  * 
No  sooner  was  I  privileged  to  gain 
My  secret  domicile  than  glad  I  flung 
That  last  toy  on  the  table  —  gaaed  where  bnx 
On  hook  my  father's  gift,  the  arqnebns  — 
And  asked  myself,  **  Shall  I  envisage  thus 
The  new  prize  and  the  old  prise,  when  I  resrk 
Another  year's  experience?  —  own  that  cscb 
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Equalled     advantage  —  sportsman^s  —  states- 

iimn's  tool  f 
Ttiat  brought  ine  down  an  eagle,  this  —  a  fool  I  ** 

I  iitt>  which  room  on  entry,  I  set  down 
The  lamp,  and  turning  saw  whose  rustled  gown 
i  lad  told  me  my  wife  followed,  pace  for  pace. 
Knch  of  OS  looked  the  other  in  the  face. 
>ht*  spoktt.     ^^  bince  I  coold  die  now  '*  .  .  . 

(To  explain 
Why  that   fixat  struck  me,  know  —  not  once 

again 
|^ince  the  adventure  at  the  porphyrv*s  edge 
Three  years    before,  which    sundered  uke  a 

wedee 
iler  soul  mm  mine,  —  though  daily,  smile  to 

smile. 
We  sto  >d  before  the  public,  —  all  the  while 
Nut  once  had  I  distinguished,  in  that  face 
I  »ai  I  observance  to,  the  faintest  trace 
( n  feature  more  than  requisite  for  eyes 
Tu  do  their  dutjr  by  and  recognize : 
So  did  I  force  mine  to  obey  my  will 
And  prr  no  further.    There  exists  such  skill,  — 
rhuse  kujw  who  need    it.     What  physician 

shrinks 
Krom  needful  contact  with  a    corpse?      He 

drinks 
No  plague  so  long  as  thirst  for  knowledge  —  not 
An  idler  impulse  —  prompts  inquiry.     Wliat, 
And  will  you  disbelieve  in  power  to  bid 
I  >iir  spirit  back  to  bounds,  as  though  we  chid 
A  child  from  scrutiny  that  *s  just  and  ni^t 
In  manhood  ?    Sense,  not  soul,  aooomplished 

sight, 
Ue])orted  daily  she  it  was  —  not  how 
Nor  why  a  change  had  oome  to  cheek  and 

brow.) 

"Since  I  oould  die  now  of  the  truth  concealed. 
Vet  dare  not,  must  not  die,  —  so  seems  revealea 
X*he  Vinnn's  mind  to  me,  —  for  death  means 

peace 
Wherein  no  lawful  part  have  I,  whose  lease 
i  If  life  and  punishment  the  truth  avowed 
Mny  haply  lengthen,  —  let  me  push  the  ahrond 
A  way,  that  steals  to  maffle  ere  is  just 
My  penanoe-fire  in  snow  I     I  dare  -  - 1  must 
[^ive.  by  avowal  of  the  tmth  —  this  tmth  — 
1  loved  yon  1    Thanks  for  the  fresh  serpent^s 

tooth 
riiat,  bv  a  prompt  new  pang  more  exquisite 
Than  all  preceding  torture,  proves  me  right ! 
[  loved  you  yet  I  lost  yon  I    May  I  go 
Bum  to  the  ashes,  now  my  shame  yon  know  ?  ** 

F  think  there  never  was  snch  —  how  express  ?  — 
Horror  coquetting  with  voluptuousness. 
Ah  in  those  arms  of  Eastern  workmanship  — 
V.Ata;;han,  kandjar.  things  that  rend  and  rip, 
If  ash  rough,  slash  smooth,  help  hate  so  many 

wavs, 
Y  't  ever  keep  a  beantv  that  betrays 
f^ov  •  Htill  at  work  with  the  artificer 
n^r  lughout  his  ouaint  devising.     Why  prefer, 
Kvoept  fur  love  s  sake,  that  a  blade  should 

writhe 


And   bicker   Uke  a   flame  ?  —  now    play  the 

scythe 
As  if  some  broad  neck  tempted,  —now  con- 
tract 
And  needle  off  into  a  fineness  lacked 
For  jnst  that  puncture  which  the  heart  de- 

mands? 
Then,  snch  adornment  I    Wherefore  need  oar 

hands^ 
Enclose  not  ivory  alone,  nor  gold 
Roughened  for  use,  but  ^wels  ?    Nay,  behold ! 
Fancy  my  favorite  —  which  I  seem  to  grasp 
While  1  describe  the  luxury.    No  asp 
Is  dii4»ered  more  delicate  round  throat 
llian  this  below  the  handle !    These  denote 
—  These  mazy  lines  meandering,  to  end 
Only  in  flesh  they  open  —  what  intend 
Thev  else  but  water-purlings  —  pale  contrast 
With  the   life-erimson  where  they  blend  at 

last? 
And  mark  the  handlers  dim  pellucid  green. 
Carved,  the  hard  jadestone,  as  you  pinch  a 

bean, 
Into  a  sort  of  parrot-bird  1    He  pecks 
A  grape-bunch ;  his  two  eyes  are  mby-specks 
Pure  from  the  mine :  seen  this  way,  —  glaasy 

blank. 
But   tnm   them,  ~  lo,    the   inmost  fire,  that 

shrank 
From  sparkling,  sends  a  red  dart  right  to  aim! 
Why  did  I  choose  snch  toys?    Perhaps  the 

game 
Of  peaceful  men  is  warlike,  jnst  as  men 
War-wearied  get  amusement  from  that  pen 
And  paper  we  grow  sick  of  —  statesfolk  tired 
Of  merely  (when  such  measures  are  required) 
D^ding  out  doom  to  people  by  three  words, 
A  signature  and  seal :  we  play  with  swords 
Suggestive  of  quick  process.    That  is  how 
I  came  to  like  the  toys  described  you  now, 
Store  of  which   glittered    on   the   walls   and 

strewed 
The  table,  even,  while  my  wife  punned 
Her  purpuse  to  its  ending.    **  Now  you  know 
This  shame,  my  three  years*  torture,  let  me  go, 
Bum  to  the  very  ashes  1    Yon  —  I  lost, 
Tetyou— Iloredr* 

The  thing  I  pity  most 
In  men  is  —  action  prompted  by  surprise 
Of  anger :  men  ?  nay,  bulls  —  whose  onset  lief 
At  instance  of  the  firework  and  the  goad  t 
Onoe  the  foe   prostrate,  —  trampling  once  b^* 

stowed,  — 
Prompt  follows  placability,  regret. 
Atonement.    Trust   me,   blood-warmth  never 

yet 
Betokened  strong  will  I    As  no  lean  of  pulse 
Pricked  roe,  that  first  time,  so  did  none  eon- 

Tulse 
My  veins  at  this  occasion  for  resolve. 
Had  that  devolved  which  did  not  then  deTolve 
Upon  me,  I  had  done  —  what  now  to  do 
Was  quietly  apparent. 

"  Tell  me  who 
The  man   was,    crouching   by   the   porphyry 


vase 


» »» 
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*'  No,  neTer  1    All  was  folly  in  his  caae. 

All  gruilt  in  mine.     I  tempted,  he  complied/' 

**  And  yet  you  loved  me  ?  *' 

^*  Loved  Tou.    Double-dyed 
In  folly  and  in  ^ilt,  I  thought  you  i^ve 
Your  heart  and  soul  away  from  me  to  slave 
At  statecraft,    bince  my  right  in  you  seemed 

lost, 
I  stung  mjraelf  to  teach  vou,  to  your  cost. 
What  you  rejected  could  be  prized  beyond 
Life,  heaven,  bv  the  first  fool  I  threw  a  fond 
Look  on,  a  fatal  word  to.'* 

'*  And  ^ou  still 
Love  me  ?    Do  I  conjecture  well  or  ill  ? '' 

^'  Conjecture  —  well  or  ill  I    1  had  three  years 
To  spend  in  learning  you/' 


'p 


"  We  both  are  peers 
In  knowledge,  therefore  :  since  three  years  are 

spent 
Ere  thus  much  of  yourself  /  learn  —  who  went 
Back  to  the  house,  that  day,  and  brought  my 

mind 
To  bear  upon  your  action,  unoombined 
Motive  from  motive,  till  the  dross,  deprived 
Of  every  purer  particle,  snrvived 
At  last  in  native  simple  hideonsness. 
Utter  contemptibility,  nor  less 
Nor  more.    Contemptibility  —  exempt 
How  oould  I,  from  its  proper  due  -  ooutempt  ? 
I  have  too  much  despised  you  to  divert 
My  life  from  its  set  course  by  help  or  hurt 
Of  your  all-despicable  life  —  perturb 
The  calm  I  work  in,  by  —  raen^s  mouths  to  curb, 
WHiich  at  such  news  were  clamorous  enough  — 
Men's  eyes  to  shut  before  my  broidered  stuff 
With  the  huge  hole  there,  mv  emblazoned  wall 
Blank   where  a  scutcheon  hung,  —  by,   worse 

than  all. 
Each  day's  procession,  my  paraded  life 
Robbed  and  impoverished  through  the  wanting 

wife 
—  Now  that  my  life  (which  means  —  my  work) 

was  grown 
Riches  indeed  I    Onoe,  just  this  worth  alone 
Seemed  work  to  have,  tnat  profit  gained  thereby 
Of  good  and  praise  would  —  now  rewardingly !  — 
Fall  at  your  feet,  —  a  crown  I  hoped  to  cast 
Before  your  love,  my  love  should  crown  at  last. 
No  love  remaining  to  cast  crown  before. 
My  love  st4>pped  work  now  :  but  contempt  the 

more 
Impelled  me  task  as  ever  head  and  hand. 
Because  the  very  fiends  weave  ropes  of  sand 
Rather  than  taste  pure  hell  in  idleness. 
Therefore  I  kept  my  memory  down  by  stress 
Of  daily  work  I  had  no  mind  to  stay 
For  the  world's  wonder  at  the  wife  away. 
Oh,  it  was  ea^y  all  of  it,  believe. 
For  I  de-ii'i-ttKl  you !     But  your  words  retrieve 
Importantly  the  past.     No  hat«  aHsumed 
The  mask  of  love  at  any  time  I    There  gloomed 
A  moment  when  love  took  hate's  semblance, 

urged 


By  causes  yon  declare ;  but  love's  self  piiig«d 

Away  a  fancied  wrong  I  did  both  loves 

—  Yours  and  my  own :  by  no  hiufce's  help,  it 

I)roves, 
Purgation  was  attempted.    Then,  yoQ  riae 
High  by  how  many  a  grade  !    I  did  despise  — 
I  do  but  hate  you.    Let  hate's  puniahnnent 
Replace  contempt's  i    First  step  to  which  a.- 

oent  — 
Write  down  vour  own  words  I  re-ntter  yon ! 
'  I  loved  tnp  husband  and  I  hated  —  irAo 
He  was^  1  took  up  as  my  first  chance,  tnere 
Mud'baU  to  fling  and  make  lovefovl  with!  '  H-r 
Lies  paper!" 


»-r> 


*'  Would  my  blood  for  ink  suffice  \ ' 

*'  It  may  :  this  minion  from  a  land  of  sniee. 
Silk,  feather  —  every  bird  of  jewelled  Die»»t  — 
This  poniard's  beauty,  ne'er  so  lightly  pvest 
Above  your  heart  there  "... 


Thus? 


>f 


''  It  flows,  I 
Dip  there  the  point  and  write ! " 


Nay,  I  remember." 


'"  Dictate  to  m^ ! 


And  she  wrote  the  wordo 
I  read  them.    Then  —  *'binoe    love,   in   }*>'-. 

affords 
License  for  hate,  in  me,  to  quench  (I  sny) 
Contempt  -~  why,  hate  itself  has  paaaed  away 
In  vengeance  —  foreign  to  contempt.     Depart 
PeacefuUv  to  that  death  which  Eaatetn  art 
Imbued  this  weanon  with,  if  tales  be  true  *. 
Love  will  sueceea  to  hate.    I  pardon  you  — 
Dead  in  our  chamber  !  " 

Tme  as  truth  the  ul- 
She  died  ere  morning ;  then,  I  saw  how  pal« 
Her  cheek  was  ere  it  wore  day's  paint-diaguio^. 
And  what  a  hollow  darkened  'neath  her  eyc«. 
Now  that  I  used  my  own.    She  sleeps,  as  erst 
Beloved,  in  this  your  church  :  ay,  yonn ! 


In  thoufi^t  so  deeply.  Father?    Sad,  perfaap< 
For  whose  sake,  hecs  or  mine  or  his  who  wraf* 
—  Still  plain  I  seem  to  see  !  —  about  his  head 
The  idle  cloak,  — abont  his  heart  (instead 
Of  cuirass)  some  fond  hope  he  ma^  elnde 
My  vengeance  in  the  cloister's  aohtnde  ? 
Hardly,  I  think  !    As  litUe  helped  his  brow 
The  cloak  then,  Father  —  as  your  grate  bv!;- 
now! 

CENCIAJA 

Ogni  cencio  vnol  entrare  in  bucato.  —  /ta/i^m  fV««r«- 

Mr.  Buxton  Forman.  the  editor  of  Shell'- 
upon  asking  Browning  the  precise    valoe   i* 
tached  to  the  terminal  aja  in  the   title  «J  >  * 
poem,  received  the  following  answer :  — 
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••  10  Warwick  Csucbxt,  W.,  July  27,  *76. 
"  Dear  Mr.  Buxton  Fokmah  :  There  can 
be  no  objection  to  soch  h  siniple  statement  as 
yon  hare  inserted,  if  it  seems  worth  iiisertinK. 
'  Fact,'  it  is.  Next :  '  aia  '  is  generally  an 
accuranlative   yet    depreciative    termination: 

*  Ceuciaja *  —a  bundle  of  rags  —  a  trifle.  The 
proverb  means  *  every  poor  creature  will  be 
pressing  into  the  company  of  his  betters,'  and 
I  used  it  to  deprecate  the  notion  that  I  intended 
anything  of  the  kind.     Is  it  any  contribution  to 

*  all  connected  with  Shelley,'  if  I  mention  that 

ray   '  Book'   (The  Ring  and  the  Book)  [rather 

the  *  old  square  yellow  book  '  from  which  the 

details  were  taken]  has  a  reference  to  the  reason 

given  by  Farinacci,  the  advocate  of  the  Cenci, 

of  his   failure  in  the    defence   of    Beatriee? 

'  Fuisse  punitam  Beatricem  (he  declares)  poen6 

ultimi  supplicii,  uon  quia  ex  intervallo  oooidi 

inandavit  insidiantem  suo  honori,  sed  quia  ejus 

exceptionem  non  probavi  tibi.    Proiif,  et  idem 

fir  miter  aperabaturde  sorore  Beatrice  «  proposi- 

tarn  excusationem  prof)asset^  prout  non  probavit»^ 

lliat  is,  she  expected  to  avow  the  main  out- 

nige,  and  did   not:    in  conformity  with    her 

words,  '  That  which  I  ought  to  confess,  that 

will  I  confess ;  that  to  which  I  ought  to  assent, 

to  that  I  assent ;  and  that  which  I  onght  to  d 'ny, 

that  will  I  deny.'    Here  is  another  Cenciaja  I 

"  Yours  very  sincerely,  Kobekt  Browning." 

May  I  print,  Shelley,  how  it  came  to  pass 
That  when  your  Beatrice  seemed  —  by  lapse 
C>f  manv  a  long  month  since  her  sentence  fell  — 
A.saurea  of  pardon  for  the  parricide  — 
By  intercession  of  stAuch  friends,  or,  say. 
By  certain  pricks  of  conscience  in  the  Pope 
Conniver  at  Francesco  Cenci's  guilt,  — 
Suddenly  all  things  changed  and  Clement  grew 
"*  Stem,    as  you  state,  ""  nor  to  be  moved  nor 

bent, 
Butsiud  these  three  words  coldly  ^Ske  mutt 

die ; ' 
Subjoining  *  Pardon  f    Paolo  Santa  Croce 
Murdered  his  mother  also  yeatereve. 
And  he  is  (led  :  she  shall  not  fiee  at  least ! ' " 
—  So,  to  tne  letter,  sentence  was  fulfilled  ? 
Shelley,  noay  I  condense  verbosity 
That  lies  before  me,  into  some  few  words 
Of  English,  and  illustrate  your  superb 
Achievement  by  a  rescued  anecdote, 
No  great  things,  only  new  and  true  beside  ? 
As  if  some  mere  familiar  of  a  house 
Should  venture  to  accost  the  ^roup  at  gaze 
Before  its  Titian,  famed  the  wide  world  through, 
And  supplement  such  pictured  masterpiece 
By  whisper,  *'  Searching  in  the  archives  here, 
I  found  the  reason  of  the  Lady's  fate, 
And  how  by  accident  it  came  to  pass 
She  wears  the  halo  and  displays  the  palm : 
Who,  haplv,  else  had  never  suffered  —  no. 
Nor  graced  our  gallery,  by  conseouence." 
Who  loved  the  work  would  like  the  little  news : 


Who  lands  your  poem  lends  an  ear  to  me 

Relating  how  the  penalty  was  paid 

By  one  Alarchese  dell'  Oriolo,  called 

Onofrio  Santa  Croce  otherwise. 

For  his  complicity  in  matricide 

With  Paolo  ms  own  brother,  —  he  whose  crime 

And  flight  induced  "  those  three  words  —She 

must  die." 
Thus  I  unroll  you  then  the  manuscript. 

'*  God's  justice  "  —  (of  the  multiplicity 
Of  such  communications  extant  still. 
Recording,  each,  injustice  done  by  God 
In  person  of  his  Vicai^upon-eartli, 
Scarce  one  but  leads  off  to  the  selfsame  tune)  ~ 
'*  God's  justice,  tardy  though  it  prove  perchance. 
Rests  never  on  the  track  until  it  reach 
Delinquency.    In  proof  I  cite  the  case 
Of  Paolo  Santa  Croce." 

Manjr  times 
The  youngster,  —  having  been  importunate 
That  Marchesine  Costanza,  who  remained 
His  widowed  mother,  should  supplant  the  heir 
Her  elder  son,  and  substitute  himself 
In  sole  possession  of  her  faculty,  — 
And  meeting  just  as  oft^n  with  rebuff,  — 
Blinded  by  so  exorbitant  a  lust 
Of  gold^  the  youngster  straightway  tasked  his 

wits. 
Casting  about  to  kill  the  lady  —  thus. 

He  first,  to  cover  his  iniquity, 
Writes  to  Onofrio  Santa  Croce,  then 
Authoritative  lord,  acquainting  him 
Their  mother  was  contamination  —  wrought 
like  hell-fire  in  the  beauty  of  their  House 
Bv  dissoluteneas  and  abandonment 
Of  soul  and  body  to  impure  delight. 

Moreover,  since  she  suffered  from  disease. 
Those  symptomB  which  her  death  made  mani- 
fest 
Hvdroptic,  he  affirmed  were  fruits  of  sin 
Aoont  to  bring  confusion  and  disgrace 
Upon  the  ancient  lineage  and  high  fame 
O*^  the  family,  when  published.    Duty  bound. 
He  asked  his  orother — what  a  son  should  do? 

Which  when  Marohese  dell'  Oriolo  heard 
By  letter,  being  absent  at  his  land 
Oriolo,  he  made  answer,  this,  no  more : 
"  It  must  behoove  a  son,  —  things  haply  so,  — 
To  act  as  honor  prompts  a  cavalier 
And  son,  perform  his  dutv  to  all  three, 
Mother  and  brothers  "  —  here  advice  broke  off. 

By  which  advice  informed  and  fortified 
As  he  professed  himself  -*  since  bound  by  birtli 
To  hear  God's  voice  in  primogeniture  — 
Paolo,  who  kept  his  mother  company 
In  her  domain  Subiaoo,  straightway  dared 
His  whole  enormity  of  enterprise, 
And,  falling  on  her,  stabbed  the  lady  dead ; 
Whose  dea^  demonstrated  her  innocence. 
And    happened, —by  the  way,  ■— since  Jesus 

Chnst 
Died  to  save  man,  just  sixteen  hundred  year<. 
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Coetauzj*  was  of  aspect  beautiful 
ExceediiiKlyi  and  seemed,  although  in  age 
•Sixty  about,  to  far  surpass  her  peers 
The  coetaueons  dames,  in  youth  and  grace. 

Done  the  misdeed,  its  author  takes  to  flight, 
Foiliug  thereby  the  justice  of  the  world : 
Not  God^B   however,  —  God,  be  sure,  knows 

well 
The  way  to  clutch  a  culprit.    Witness  here  I 
The  present  sinner,  when  he  least  expects. 
Snug-cornered  somewhere  i*  the  Basiiicate, 
Stumbles  udou  his  death  by  violence. 
A  man  of  blood  assaults  a  man  of  blood 
And  slays  him  somehow.    This  was  afterward : 
Enough,  he  promptly  met  with  his  deserts, 
And,  ending  thus,  permits  we  end  with  him. 
And  push  forthwith  to  this  important  point  — 
His  matricide  tell  out,  of  all  the  days, 
Precisely  when  the  law-procednre  closed 
Respectmg  Count  Francesco  Cenci's  deatJi 
Chargeable  on  his  daughter,  sons  and  wife. 
*'  Thus  patricide  was  matched  with  matricide,'' 
A  poet  not  inelegantly  rhymed  : 
Nay,  fratricide  —  those  Princes  Massimi !  — 
Which  so  disturbed  the  spirit  of  the  Pope 
That  all  the  likelihood  Rome  entertained 
Of  Beatrice's  pardon  vanished  straight. 
And  she  endured  the  piteous  death. 

Now  see 
The  S€<)nel  —  what  effect  commandment  had 
For  strict  inquiry  into  this  last  case. 
When  Cardinal  Aldobrandini  (great 
His  efficacy  —  nephew  to  the  Pope !) 
Was  bidden  crush  —  ay,  though  his  very  hand 
Got  soil  i*  the  act  —  crime  spawning  everywhere  I 
Because,  when  all  endeavor  had  been  used 
To  catch  the  aforesaid  Paolo,  all  in  vain  — 
*"*  Make  perquisition,**  auoth  our  Eminence, 
*^  Throughout  his  now  deserted  domicile  I 
Ransack  the  palace,  roof  and  floor,  t'*  find 
If  haply  any  scrap  of  writing;:,  hid 
In  nook  or  comer,  may  convict  —  who  knows  ?  — 
Brother  Onofrio  of  intelligence 
With  brother  Paolo,  as  in  brotherhood 
Is  but  too  likely :  crime  spawns  everywhere.'* 

And,  every  cranny  searched  accordingly. 
There  comes  to  light  —  O  lynx-eyed  Cardina]  I  — 
Onofrio's  unconsidered  writing^^orap. 
The  letter  in  reply  to  Paolo's  prayer, 
The  word  of  counsel  that  —  things  proving  so, 
Paolo  should  act  the  nroper  knightly  part, 
And  do  as  was  inciimoent  on  a  son, 
A  brother  —  and  a  man  of  birth,  be  sure  I 

Whereat  immediately  the  officers 
Proceeded  to  arrest  Onofrio  —  found 
At  football,  child's  play,  unaware  of  harm. 
Safe  with  his  friends,  the  Orsini,  at  their  seat 
Monte  Giordano  ;  as  he  left  the  house 
He  came  nwm  the  watch  in  wait  for  him 
Set  by  the  oarigel,  —  was  caught  and  caged. 

News  of  which  capture  being,  that  same  hoor. 
Conveyed  to  Rome,  forthwith  our  Eminence 
Commands  Tavema,  Governor  and  Jndge, 


To  have  the  process  in  especial  care. 

Be,  first  to  last,  not  only  pi'esideitt 

In  person,  but  inquisitor  as  well, 

Nor  trust  the  by-work  to  a  substitute : 

Bids  him  not,  squeamish,  keep  the  bench,  bet 

scrub 
The  floor  of  Justice,  so  to  speak^  —  go  try 
His  best  in  prison  with  the  criminal  : 
Promising,  as  reward  for  by-work  dune 
Fairly  on  all-fouts.  that,  success  obtained 
And  crime  avowed,  or  such  connivency 
With  crime  as  should  procure  a  decent  death  - 
Himself  will  humbly  oeg  —  which  means,  pp» 

cure^ 
The  Hat  and  Purple  from  his  relative 
The  Pope,  and  so  repay  a  diligence 
Which,  meritorious  m  the  Cenei-case, 
Mounts  plainly  here  to  Purple  and  the  Hat. 

Whereupon  did  my  lord  the  Governor 
So  masterf  ullv  ezerdBe  the  task 
EInjoined  him,  that  he,  day  by  «lay.  and  week 
By  week,  and  month  by  month,  from  finrt  to 

last 
Toiled  for  the  prize :  now,  punctual  at  hts  plsr^. 
Played  Jndge,  and  now,  assiduous  at  bis  pu»t. 
Inquisitor  —  pressed  cushion  and  soouiml  pUnk. 
Early  and  late.      Noon's  fervcv  and   night  \ 

chill. 
Naught  moved  whom  mom  would,  parplin?. 

make  amends  I 
So  that  observers  laughed  as,  many  a  day. 
He  left  home,  in  July  when  day  is  flame. 
Posted  to  Tordinona-prison,  plunged 
Into  a  vault  where  daylong  night  ia  ioe. 
There  passed  his  eight  hours  on  a  stretclL,  ctm- 

tent, 
Examining  Onofrio :  all  the  strev 
Of  ail  examination  steadily 
Conver^ng  into  one  pin-point,  —  he  pushed 
Tentative  now  of  head  and  now  of  henrt. 
As  when  the  nut-hatch  taps  and  tries  the  ant 
This  side  and  that  side  till  the  kernel  aonnd. 
So  did  he  press  the  sole  and  single  point 

—  What  was  the  very  meaning  of  the  pkram 
**  Do  as  beseems  an  Honored  cawdier  "  f 

Which    one    persistent    question-tortore,  - 

plied 
Day  by  dav,  week  by  week,  and  month  b? 

montn. 
Mora,  noon  and  night,  —  fatigued  away  a  mini 
Grown  imbecile  by  darkness,  aolitnde. 
And  one  vivacious  memory  gnawing  ther» 
As  when  a  corpse  is  coffined  with  a  snake : 

—  Fatigued  Onofrio  into  what  might  aeem 
Admission  that  perchance  his  judgment  giwped 
So  blindly,  feeling  for  an  issue  —  aught 

With  semblance  m  an  issue  from  the  toils 
Cast  of  a  sndden  round  feet  late  so  free. 
He  possibly  might  have  envisaged,  aeeree 
Recoiled  from  —  even  were  the  issue  death 

—  Even  her  death  whose  life  was  death  »»- 

worse  I 
Always  provided  that  the  charge  of  erime. 
Each  jot  and  tittle  of  the  eharge  were  tmr. 
In  sncn  a  sense,  belike,  he  might  advim 
His  brother  to  expurgate  erime  with  .  .  .  «»" 
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\Vith  blood,  if  blood  must  follow  on  **tke  couth 
Tftken  as  might  beseem  a  cavalier y 

Whereupon  process  dnded,  and  report 
NVaa  made  witboat  a  minute  of  delay 
'  To  Clement,  who,  because  of  those  two  orimes 
i  y  the  Massiroi  and  Cenci  flagrant  late, 
Most  needs  impatiently  desire  result. 

Result  obtained,  he  bade  the  Governor 
Summon  the  Congregation  and  despatch. 
Summons  made,  sentance  passed  aooordinsrly 

Death  by  beheading.    When  his  death-decree 
Was  intimated  to  Onofrio,  all 
Man  could  do  —  that  did  he  to  save  himself. 
*T  was  much,  the  havinv  gained  for  his  defence 
The  Advocate  o*  the  Poor,  with  natural  help 
<  >f  many  noble  friendlv  p  arsons  fain 
To  disengage  a  man  of  family. 
So  young  too,  from  his  grim  entanglement : 
But  Cardinal  Aldobrandini  ruled 
There  must  be  no  diversion  of  the  law. 
J  iistice  is  justice,  and  the  magistrate 
Bears  not  the  sword  in  vain.    Who  rans  must 
die. 

So,  the  Marchese  had  his  head  cut  off, 
With  Home  to  see,  a  concourse  infinite. 
In  Place  iSaiut  Angelo  beside  the  Bridge ; 
Where,  demonstrating  magnanimity 
Adt$quate  to  his  birth  and  breed,  —  noor  boy  I  — 
fie  made  the  people  the  aocustomea  speech. 
Exhorted  them  to  true  faith,  honest  works. 
And  special  good  behavior  as  regards 
A  parent  of  no  matter  what  the  sex. 
Bidding  each  son  take  warning  from  himself. 
Truly,  it  was  considered  in  the  boy 
8tark  staring  lunacy,  no  less,  t<o  snap 
80  plain  a  bait,  be  hooked  and  hauled  ashore 
By  such  an  angler  as  the  Cardinal  I 
Why  make  confession  of  his  privity 
To  Paolo^B  enterprise  ?    Mere  sealing  lips  — 
Or,  hotter,  sajring  **  When  I  counselled  him 
*  To  do  as  might  beseem  a  cavalier,* 
What  could  I  mean  but  *  Hide  our  paretU^M 

shame 
As  Chit^ian  oughts  by  aid  of  Holy  Church  ! 
liury  It  in  a  convent  —  ay,  beneath     • 
Enough  dotation  to  prevent  its  ghost 
From  troubling  earth  /  "^    Mere  saying  thus,  — 

't  IS  plam,^ 
Xot  nnlv  were  his  life  the  recompense. 
But  he  nad  manifestly  proved  himself 
True  Christian,  and  in  lieu  of  punishment 
Got  praise  of  ail  men !  — so  the  populace. 

Anyhow,  when  the  Pope  made  nromise  good 
(That  of  Aldobrandini.  near  and  aear) 
A  nd  <(^ve  Tavema,  who  had  toiled  so  much, 
A  Tardinal^s  equipment,  some  such  word 
As  *his  from  mouth  to  ear  went  saucily : 
*^  Favenia's  cap  is  dyed  in  what  he  drew 
From   Santa   Croce  s  veins !  *^    So  joked  the 
world. 

I  add  :  Onofrio  left  one  child  b<*hind, 
A    daughter    named    Valeria,    dowered   with 
grace 


Abundantly  of  soul  and  body,  doomed 
To  life  the  shorter  for  her  father^s  fate. 
By  death  of  her,  the  Marquisate  returned 
To  that  Orsini  House  from  whence  it  came : 
Oriolo  having  passed  as  donative 
To  banta  Crooe  from  their  ancestors. 

And  no  word  more  ?    By  all  means !    Would 
you  know 
Tlie  authoritative  answer,  when  folk  urged 
**What  made  Aldobrandini,  hound-like  stanch, 
Hunt  out  of  Ufe  a  harmless  simpleton  ?  " 
The  answer  was —  *^  Hatred  implacable. 
By  reason  they  were  rivals  in  their  love." 


I 


The  Cardinal  *s  desire  was  to  a  dame 

W^hose   favor   was   Onofrio*s.     Pricked   with 

pride, 
The  simpleton  must  ostentatiously 
Display  a  rine,  the  Cardinal^s  love-firift. 
Given  to  Onofrio  as  the  lady's  gage : 
Which  ring  on  finger,  as  he  put  forth  hand 
To  draw  a  tapestrv,  the  Cardinal 
Saw  and  knew,  gift  and  owner,  old  and  jroong  | 
Whereon  a  fury  entered  him — the  fire 
He  quenched  with  what  could  quench  fire  only 

—  blood. 
Nay,  more:  "there  want  not  who  affirm  to 

boot. 
The  unwise  boy,  a  certain  festal  eve. 
Feigned  ignorance  of  who  the  wight  might  be 
That  premed  too  oloselv  on  him  with  a  crowd. 
He  struck  the  Cardinal  a  blow :  and  then. 
To  put  a  face  upon  the  incident. 
Dared  next  day,  smugr  as  ever,  go  pav  court 
V   the   Cardinal's    antechamber.    Mark   and 

mend. 
Ye  youth,  by  this  example  how  mav  greed 
Vainglorious  operate  in  worldly  soujs  1 " 

So  ends  the  chronicler,  beginning  with 
**  God's   justice,  tardy   thoui^h  it  prove  pei^ 

chance. 
Rests  never  till  it  reach  delinquency.'* 
Ay,  or  how  otherwise  had  come  to  pass 

lat  Victor  rules,  this  present  year,  in  Rome  ? 


^ 


FILIPPO    BALDINUCCI  ON  THE  PRIVI- 
LEGE OF  BURIAL 

A  REMINISCENCE  OP  A.  D.   1676 

"  No,  boy,  we  must  not "  —  so  began 
My  Uncle  (he 's  with  God  long  ance), 

A-petting  me,  the  good  old  man  I 

We  must  not "  —  and  he  seemed  to  wince, 

And  lost  that  laugh  whereto  had  grown 
His  chuckle  at  my  piece  of  news. 

How  cleverly  I  aimea  my  stone  — 
**"  I  fear  we  must  not  pelt  the  Jews  t 

**  When  I  was  young  indeed.  —  ah,  faith 

Was  young  and  strong  in  Florence  too ! 
We  Christians  never  dreamed  of  scathe 

Because  we  cursed  or  kicked  the  crew. 
But  now  —  well,  well  I    The  olive-crops 

Weighed  double  then,  and  Amo^s  pranks 
Would  always  spare  reli(rions  shops 

Whenever  he  overflowed  lus  banks ! 
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**  I  *11  tell  TOO  '*  —  and  hk  eye  res^ained 

Ito  twinkle  —  *^  tell  yon  somethinfr  choice  I 
Somethings  may  help  you  keep  anstained 

Your  honest  xeal  to  stop  the  voioe 
Of  unbelief  with  stone-throw  — spite 

Of  laws,  which  modem  fools  enact, 
That  we  must  suffer  Jews  in  sight 

Go  wholly  nnmolested  !    Fact  I 

^^  There  was«  then,  in  my  youth,  and  yet 

Is,  by  our  San  FredianOf  just 
Below  the  Blessed  Olivet, 

A  wajrside  ground  wherein  thev  thrust 
Their    dead,  —  these   Jews,  —  the    more    our 
shame ! 

Except  that,  so  the^  will  but  die, 
Chriiitians  perchance  incur  no  blame 

In  giving  hogs  a  hoist  to  sty. 

**  There,  anyhow,  Jews  stow  away 

Their  dead  ;  and — such  their  insolence  ~- 
Slink  at  odd  times  to  sing  and  pray 

As  Christians  do  —  all  make-pretence  I  — 
Which  wickedness  they  perpetrate 

Beoaose  thev  think  no  Christians  see. 
They  reckoned  here,  at  any  rate, 

^\  ithout  their  host :  ha,  ha !  he,  he  ! 

**  For,  what  should  join  their  plot  of  eround 

But  a  good  Farmer *s  Christian  field  ? 
The  Jews  had  hedged  their  comer  round 

With  bramble-bush  to  keep  concealed 
Their  doing:s :  for  the  public  road 

Ran  betwixt  this  their  ground  and  that 
The  Farmer's,  where  he  ploughed  and  sowed, 

Grew  com  for  bam  and  grapes  for  rat. 

**  So,  properly  to  guard  his  store 

Ana  gall  the  nnbelievem  too, 
He  builds  a  shrine  and,  what  is  more, 

Procures  a  painter  whom  I  knew, 
One  Buti  (he  ^s  with  (rod),  to  paint 

A  holy  pictnre  there  —  no  Iksh 
Than  Virgin  Mary  free  from  taint 

Borne  to  the  sky  by  angels :  yes ! 

**  Which  shrine  he  fixed, —  who  says  him  nay  ?  — 

A-facing  with  its  picture-side 
Not,  as  you  *d  think,  the  public  way. 

But  just  where  sought  these  hounds  to  hide 
Their  carrion  from  that  very  truth 

Of  Mary^s  triumph :  not  a  hound 
Could  act  his  mummeries  uncouth 

But  Mary  shamed  the  pack  all  round  1 

*  Xow,  if  it  was  amusing,  judge  ! 

—  To  8«»e  the  company  arrive, 
Eich  Jhw  intent  to  end  his  trudge 

^And  take  his  pleasure  (though  alive) 
With  all  his  Jewish  kith  and  kin 

Below  ground,  have  his  venom  out. 
Sharpen  his  wits  for  next  day*s  sin, 

Course  Christians,  and  so  home,  no  doubt  1 

*'  \Miereas,  each  phiz  upturned  beholds 

Mary,  I  warrant,  soaring  brave ! 
And  in  a  trioe«  beneath  the  folds 

Of  filthy  garb  which  gowns  each  knave,  I 


Down  drops  it  —  there  to  hide  grimaee, 
Contortion  of  the  mouth  ami  nose 

At  finding  Mary  in  the  pUoe 
They  'a  keep  for  Pilate,  I  suppose  t 

**  At  last,  tliey  will  not  brook  —  not  they  t  — > 

Longer  such  outrage  on  their  tribe  : 
So,  in  some  hole  and  comer,  lay 

Their  heads  together  —  how  to  bribe 
The  meritorious  Farmer's  self 

To  straight  undo  his  work,  restore 
Their  chance  to  meet  and  muse  on  pelf  — 

Pretending  sorrow,  as  before  t 

"  Forthwith,  a  posse,  if  you  ^eaae. 

Of  Rabbi  This  and  Rabbi  lliat 
Almost  go  down  upon  their  knees 

To  get  him  lay  tne  picture  flat. 
The  spokesman,  eighty  veara  of  aga« 

Gray  as  a  badger,  with  a  ^poat's 
Not  only  beard  but  bleat, 'gins  wM^e 

War  with  our  Mary.    Thua  he  dotes :  — 

*'' ^  Friends^    grant    a   grace  I     How    lit^'T'i- 
toil 

Through  life  in  Florence  —  irAy  relate 
To  those  who  lay  the  burden^  apoil 

Owr  paths  of  peace  f     We  bear  owr/ate. 
But  umen  with  life  the  long  toil  end$^ 

Why  must  you  —the  expression  crare* 
Pardon,  but  truth  compels  me^  friends  !  — 

Why  must  you  plague  us  in  our  graves  f 

" '  Thoughtlessly  plague^  1  would  beiieee  1 

For  how  can  you  —  the  lords  qf  ease 
By  nurture,  birthright —  e''en  conceive 

Our  luxury  to  lie  with  trees 
And  turf,  —  the  cricket  and  the  bird 

L^for  our  last  companionship: 
No  harsh  deed,  no  unkindly  word. 

No  frowning  brow  nor  scon^ul  lip  I 


k4    » 


Death* s  luxury^  we  now  rehearse 

While,  livingy  through  your  streets  we  fare 
And  take  your  hatred:  nothing  worse 

Have  we,  once  dead  and  safe,  to  bear  I 
So  we  r^resh  our  souls,  fulfil 

Our  works,  our  daily  tasks ;  and  thus 
Gather  you  grain  —  earth's  harvtst  —  stUl 

The  wheat  for  you,  the  straw  for  us. 

** '  What  flouting  in  a  face,  what  harm. 

In  just  a  lady  borne  from  bier 
By  boys'  heads,  win^  for  leg  and  arm  ? ' 

You  question.    Fr tends,  the  harm  is  here  — 
That  just  when  our  last  sigh  is  heaved. 

And  we  would  fain  thank  God  and  you 
For  labor  done  and  peace  achieved^ 

Back  comes  the  Past  in  full  review! 

**^  At  sight  of  just  that  simple  fiag^ 

Starts  the  foe-ffeling  serpent-like 
From  slumlnr.    I^ave  it  fulled,  nor  drag  — 

Though  fangles»  — forth  what  needs  siiut  sir  . 
When  stricken  sore,  though  stroke  be  rain 

Against  the  mailed  oppressor  !     Give 
Play  to  our  fancy  that  we  gain 

iJfe's  rights  when  once  we  cease  to  /iiv  .* 
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'  Thtu  much  to  cowrie*^ ^  to  kind, 

To  eonacience  I    Now  to  Florence  folk  1 
There  *4  core  beneath  thit  apple^na, 

Heneath  this  white-of-tgg  there  *«  ]foUe  1 
lieneath  thig  prayer  to  courtesy^ 

Kind,  conscience  —  there  ^s  a  sum  to  pouch  ! 
Haw  many  ducats  down  will  buy 

Our  shame^s  removal,  sirs  f    A  vouch  ! 

'^ "  Removed,  not  destruction,  sirs  ! 

Just  turn  your  picture  !    Let  it  front 
The  public  path  I    Or  memory  errs. 

Or  that  same  public  path  is  wont 
To  witness  many  a  chance  befall 

Of  lust,  th^,  bloodshed  —  sins  enough, 
IVhfrein  our  Hebrew  part  is  small. 

Convert  yourselves  /  *  —  he  oat  np  ronsr^. 

**  I>ook  yoa,  how  soon  a  sarrice  paid 

liel^on  yields  the  serrant  fniit  I 
A  pronupt  reply  oar  Farmer  made 

So  followinir:  '  Sirs,  to  orant  your  suit 
I nf^ves  much  danger  !    nowf    Transpose 

Our  Lady  f    Stop  the  chastisement. 
All  for  your  good,  herse^  bestows  f 

[yhat  wonder  if  I  grudge  consent  f 

*" "  —Yet  grant  it:  since,  what  cash  I  take 

Is  so  much  saved  from  wicked  use. 
HV  know  you  !    And,  for  Mary^s  sake, 

.  1  hundred  ducats  shall  induce 
Concension  to  your  prayer.     One  day 

Sujfficfs:  Master  HutVs  brush 
Turns  Mary  round  the  other  way. 

And  deluges  your  side  with  slush. 

"*  "  Down  with  the  ducats  therefore  !  ^    Damp, 

Dump,  dump  it  falls,  each  counted  pieoe, 
1  lard  gold.    Then  out  of  door  they  stump. 

These  dogs,  each  hrisk  as  with  new  lease 
Of  life,  I  warrant, — glad  he  11  die 

Henceforward  just  as  he  may  choose. 
Be  buried  and  in  clover  lie  ! 

Well  said  Esaias  —  *  stiff-necked  Jews  I ' 

"OS  posts  without  a  minute^s  loss 

Our  Farmer,  once  the  cash  in  poke, 
And  summons  Bati  —  ere  its  gloss 

Have  time  to  fade  from  off  the  joke  — 
To  chop  and  change  his  work,  un«fo 

The  done  side,  make  the  side,  now  blank. 
Recipient  of  our  Ladv  —  who, 

IMftplaoed  thus,  had  these  dogs  to  thank  I 

'^  Now,  bo^,  you  *re  hardly  to  instruct 

In  technicalities  of  Art  I 
My  nephew's  childhood  snm  has  sucked 

Along  with  mother's-niilk  some  part 
Of  piinterVpraotioe  -^  learned,  at  least. 

How  expeditiously  is  pHe<I 
A  work  in  fresco  —  never  ceased 

When  once  begun  —  a  day,  eadi  side. 

**  So,  Buti  —  (he  's  with  God)  —  begins : 
First  covers  np  the  shrine  all  round 

With  hoarding  ;  then,  as  like  as  twins. 
Paints,  t'  other  side  the  burial-ground. 


New  Mary,  every  point  the  same ; 

Next,  Sluices  over,  as  agreed. 
The  old  :  and  last  —  but,  s^il  the  game 

By  telling  yon  ?    Not  I,  mdeed ! 


''  Well,  ere  the  week  was  half  at  end. 

Out  came  the  object  of  this  zeal, 
This  fine  alacrity  to  spend 

Hard  money  tor  mere  dead  men's  weal  1 
How  think  you  ?    That  old  spokesman  Jew 

Was  High  Priest,  and  he  had  a  wife 
As  old,  and  she  was  d^ng  too. 

And  wished  to  end  m  peaoe  her  life ! 

**  And  he  must  humor  dving  whims. 

And  soothe  her  with  the  idle  hope 
They  'd  say  their  prayers  and  sing  their  hjrmns 

As  if  her  husband  were  the  Pope  1 
And  she  did  die  —  believing  just 

This  privilege  was  purchased  I    Dead 
In  comtort  through  her  foolish  trust  I 

*  StiiSf-necked  omes,"*  well  Esaias  said ! 

**  So,  Sabbath  morning,  out  of  gate 
And  on  to  way,  what  sees  our  arch 

Qood  Farmer  ?  Whv,  they  hoist  their  freight  -* 
The  corpse  —  on  shoulder,  and  so,  march  I 

*  Now  for  it,  Buti  ! '    In  the  nick 

Of  time  't  is  pnlly-hauly,  hence 
With  hoarding  I    O'er  the  wayside  quick 
There 's  Mary  plain  in  evidence  1 

"  And  here  's  the  convoy  halting :  right  I 

Oh,  they  ai«  bent  on  howling  psalms 
And  growling  prayers,  when  opposite  I 

And  yet  they  glanoe,  for  all  their  qualms, 
Approve  that  promptitude  of  his. 

The  Farmer 's  ~  duly  at  his  post 
To  take  due  thanks  from  evenr  phiz, 

Sour  smirk  —  nay,  surly  smile  almost  I 

*  Then  earthward  drops  each  brow  again  ; 
The  solemn  task  's  resumed ;  they  reach 

Their  holy  field  —  the  unholy  train : 

Enter  ito  precinct,  all  and  each, 
W^rapt  somehow  in  their  godless  rites  ; 

Till,  rites  at  end.  up-waking,  lo. 
They  lift  their  faces !    What  delights 

The  moumera  as  they  turn  to  go  ? 

*^  Ha,  ha !  he,  he  I    On  just  the  side 

They  drew  their  puise^rings  to  make  quit 
Of  Mary,  —  Christ  the  Crucified 

Fronted  them  now  —  these  biters  bit  1 
Never  was  such  a  hiss  and  snort. 

Such  screwing  nose  and  shooting  lip ! 
Their  purchase  —  honey  in  report  — 

Proved  gaU  and  verjuice  at  first  sip  ! 

**  Out  thev  break,  on  they  bustle,  where, 

A-top  of  wall,  the  Farmer  waits 
With  Buti  :  never  fun  so  rare  1 

The  Farmer  has  the  best :  he  rates 
The  rascal,  as  the  old  High  Priest 

Takes  on  himself  to  sermonize  — 
Nay,  sneer,  *  We  Jews  sunposed,  at  least, 

Th^  was  a  crime  in  Christian  eyes  I ' 
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"  *  Thifi  i '     cries    the    Farmer.      *  Eat   your 
words  ! 

Shfuc  me  what  constitutes  a  breach 
O/fatlh  in  aught  was  said  or  heard  ! 

1  promised  Wfu  in  plainest  speech 
I  "d  take  the  thing  you  count  disgrace 

And  put  it  here  —  and  here  '/  is  put ! 
Did  you  suppose  I  V  leave  the  place 

Blank  tker^ore^  just  your  rage  to  glttt  t 

^*  *  I  guess  you  dared  not  stipulate 

For  sucJi  a  damned  impertinence  ! 
80,  quicks  mygraybeard.out  qfgaU 

A  nd  in  at  Ghetto  !    Haste  you  hence  J 
As  long  as  I  have  house  and  land. 

To  spite  you  irreligious  chaps^ 
Hfre  Mall  the  Crucifixion  stand  — 

Unless  you  down  with  cash,  perhaps  I ' 

**  So  niiokered  he  and  Buti  both. 

The  Jews  said  nothiiif?,  interchaiifi:ed 
A  elance  or  two,  renewed  their  oatn 

To  keep  ears  stopped  and  hearts  estranged 
From  grace,  for  all  our  Church  can  do ; 

Then  oS  they  scuttle :  sullen  jof; 
Homewards,  apunst  our  Church  to  brew 

Fresh  mischief  in  their  synagof^e. 

"  But  next  day  —  see  what  happened,  boy  1 

See  why  I  bid  yon  hare  a  care 
How  vou  pelt  Jews  !    The  knaves  employ 

Sucn  metliods  of  revenge,  forbear 
No  outrage  on  our  faith,  when  free 

To  wreak  their  malice  !    Here  they  took 
So  base  a  method  —  plague  o*  me 

If  I  record  it  in  my  Book  ! 

"  For,  next  day,  while  the  Farmer  sat 

Laughing  with  Buti,  in  his  shop, 
At  their  successful  joke,  —  rat-tat,  — 

Door  opens,  and  they  ^re  like  to  drop 
Down  to  the  floor  as  in  there  stalks 
^A  six-feet-high  herculean-built 
Young  he-Jew  with  a  beard  that  balks 

Description.    *  Help  ere  blood  be  spilt !  ' 

—  **  Screamed  Buti  :  for  he  recognised 

Whom  but  the  son,  no  less  no  more. 
Of  that  Ilish  Priest  his  work  surprised 

So  pleasantly  the  day  before  ! 
Son  of  the  mother,  then,  whereof 

The  bier  he  lent  a  shoulder  to. 
And  made  the  moans  about,  dared  scoff 

At  sober  Christian  grief  —  the  Jew  1 

*  *  Sirs,  I  salute  you  I    Never  rise  ! 

No  apprehension  ! '     f  Bntii  white 
And  trembling  like  a  tub  of  size, 

Had  tried  to  smuggle  out  uf  sight 
The  picture's  self —  the  thing  in  oils, 

You  know,  from  which  a  fresco  ^s  dashed 
Which  courage  speeds  while  caution  spoils  ) 

^  Stay  and  be  praised,  sir,  unabashed  ! 

**  *  Praised,  —  ay,  and  paid  too :  for  I  come 

To  buy  that  very  work  of  yours. 
My  poor  abode,  which  boasts  —  tcf//,  some 

Few  specimens  qf  Art,  secures. 


Haply,  a  masterpiece  indeed 

if  I  should  find  my  humble  meant 
Sfwice  the  outlay.    So,  proceed  I 

J^ropose  —  ere  prudence  intervenes  I ' 

**  On  Buti,  oowerii^ir  like  a  child. 

These  words  descended  from  aloft. 
In  tone  so  ominously  mild, 

With  smile  terrifically  soft 
To  that  degree  —  could  Buti  dan 

(Poor  fellow)  use  his  brains,  think  twiee  ? 
He  asked,  thus  taken  unaware, 

No  more  than  just  the  proper  prico  1 

**  *'  Done  .' '  cries  the  monster.     *  I  disbrnw 

Forthwith  your  moderate  demand. 
Count  on  my  custom  —  tfno  worse 

Your  future  work  be,  understand. 
Than  this  I  carry  q/T!    No  aid  ! 

My  arm,  sir,  tacks  nor  bone  nor  tkfwa  .* 
The  burden  ^s  easy,  and  we  ^re  made^ 

Easy  or  hard,  to  bear  —  we  Jews  I ' 

*^  Crossing  himself  at  snoh  escape, 

Buti  b3r  turns  the  money  eyes 
And,  timidly,  the  stalwart  shape 

Now  movmg  doorwards :  but,  more  wise. 
The  Farmer  —  who,  though  dumb,  this  while 

Had  watched  advantage  —  straight  ooncetT*^ 
A  reason  for  that  tone  and  smile 

So  mild  and  soft  I    The  Jew  —  believed ! 

**  Mai^  in  triumph  borne  to  deck 

A  Hebrew  household  I    Pictured  where 
No  one  was  used  to  bend  the  neck 

In  praise  or  bow  the  knee  in  prayer ! 
Borne  to  that  domicile  by  whom  ? 

The   son    of    the    High    Priest!     Thrmurt 
what? 
An  insult  done  his  motlier's  tomb ! 

Saul  changed  to  Paul  —  the  case  came  pat ! 


**  *  Stay,  dog-Jew  .  .  .  gentle  sir,  that  is  ! 

Resmve  me  !    Can  it  oe^  she  crowned^  — 
Mary,  by  miracle,  —  oh  bliss  !  — 

My  present  to  your  burial-gromnd  f 
Certain,  a  ray  qfliqht  has  burst 

Your  vale  of  darkness  !    Had  you  dW, 
Only  for  Mary^s  sake,  unpursed 

So  much  hard  money?    Tell  — ok,  teUU  /  * 

**  Round  —  like  a  seroent  that  we  took 

For  worm  and  trod  on — turns  his  bvik 
About  the  Jew.     First  dreadful  look 

Sends  Buti  in  a  trice  to  skulk 
Out  of  sight  somewhere,  safe  —  alaek  t 

But  our  good  Farmer  faith  made  bold : 
And  firm  (with  Florence  at  his  back) 

He  stood,  while  gruff  the  gutturals  rolled 

*'  •  i4y,  sir,  a  mirade  was  worked. 

By  quite  an<^her  powtr,  I  trow. 
Than  ever  yet  in  canvas  lurked. 

Or  you  would  scarcely  face  me  now  ! 
A  certain  impulse  did  suggest 

A  certain  grasp  with  this  right-hand, 
WhicJi  ^jTobably  had  put  to  rest 

Our  quarrel,  —  thus  your  throat  once  spattt^ 
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*  *  Hut  I  remembered  me,  subdued 
That  impulse,  and  you  face  me  still  1 

*  I  mi  noon  a  philosophic  mood 

Sucrfeding  {htar  il,  if  you  will  I) 
lifts  aUogeiher  changed  my  views 

Conctrning  Art,    Blind  prejudice  ! 
Wtll  may  you  Christians  tax  us  Jews 

With  scrupulosity  too  nice  ! 

' "  For^  donU  I  see,  —  let  '*  issue  Join  !  — 

Whenever  I^m  tulowed  pollute 
'I      and  my  little  bag  of  coin) 

Some  Christian  palace  0/ repute,  — 
Don't  I  see  stuck  up  everywhere 

.  Ibundant  proof  tftat  eultwred  t€Ute 
il'is  Beauty  for  Us  only  care, 

.ind  upon  Truth  no  thought  to  waste  f 

**  *  \)ew,  aince  it  most  be«  take  in  pledge 

Of  payment  *  —  so  a  Cardinal 
Ha*  signed  to  me  as  if  a  wedge 

Entt  red  his  heart  — '  this  best  of  all 
My  traasurea !  *'    Leda,  Ganymede 

(h  Antiope:  swan^  eagle^  ape. 
I  (>r  what  ^s  the  beast  of  what  *<  the  breed,) 

A  nd  Jupiter  in  every  shape  I 

*  Whereat  if  I  presume  to  ask 

"  But,  Eminence,  thouirh  Utiaa'a  whisk 
<  If  hrunh  have  well  performed  its  task, 

Hi»w  oomes  it  these  false  godships  friak 
In  preaenee  of  —  what  yonder  frame 

Pretends  to  imao;e  ?    Surely,  odd 
I  f  He«»ms,  yon  let  confront  The  Name 

Each  beast  the  heathen  called  his  god  1 ' 

^  Benignant  smiles  me  pity  straight 

The  Cfardinal.    '  T  is  Truth,  we  prise ! 
Art  *s  the  sole  question  in  debate  f 

Theee  subjects  are  so  many  lies. 
We  treat  them  with  a  proper  soom 

When  we  turn  lies  —  called  gods  forsooth  - 
To  lies*  fit  use.  now  Christ  is  iMm. 

Drawing  ana  ctJoring  are  Truth. 

'  'Think  vou  I  honor  Kes  so  much 

Ah  scruple  to  parade  the  charms 
i  H  Leda  —  Titian,  erery  touch  — 

H«>caiise  the  thing  within  her  arms 
Means  Japiter  who  had  the  praise 

.\nd  prayer  of  a  benighted  world  ? 
He  would  nave  mine  too,  if,  in  days 

Of  light,  I  kept  the  canvas  furled  1  * 

*  '  So  ending^  with  some  easy  gibe. 

What  power  has  logic  !    1,  at  once. 
Acknowledge  error  in  our  tribe 

So  squeamish  that,  when  friends  ensconce 
A  P^^y  picture  in  its  niche 

To  do  us  honor,  deck  our  graves, 
H  V  fret  and  fume  and  have  an  itch 

To  strangle  folk  -~  ungrat^ul  knaves  I 

**  •  .Vo,  sir  !    Be  sure  that  —  u^at  'i  lis  style. 
Vow  picture  t  —  shall  possess  ungrudgid 

.  1  rf*v^  among  my  rank  and  file 
Of  Jjedas  and  what  not  —  be  judged 


Just  as  a  picture  I  and  (because 
Ifear  me  much  I  scarce  have  bought 

A  Titian)  Master  ButVs,fiaws 
Found  there,  will  have  the  laugh  flaws  ought !  * 

**  So,  with  a  scowl,  it  darkens  door  — 

This  bulk  —  no  longer  1    Bnti  makes 
Prompt  elad  re-entry  ;  there  ^s  a  score 

Of  oatns,  as  the  good  Farmer  wakes 
From  what  must  needs  have  been  a  trance. 

Or  he  had  struck  (he  swears)  to  ground 
The  bold  bad  mouth  that  dared  advance 

Such  doctrine  the  reverse  of  sound  I 

*'  Was  magic  here  ?    Most  like  I    For,  since, 

Somehow  our  city^s  faith  grows  still 
More  and  more  lukewarm,  and  our  Prince 

Or  loses  heart  or  wants  the  will 
To  check  increase  of  cold.    'T  is  *  Live 

A  nd  let  live  !    Languidly  repress 
The  Dissident !    In  mart,  —  contrive 

Christians  must  bear  with  Jews :  no  less  I  * 

*"*  The  end  seems,  any  Israelite 

Wants  any  picture,  —  pishes,  poohs. 
Purchases,  hangs  it  full  \n  sight 

In  any  cnamber  he  may  choose  t 
In  Christ  *s  crown,  one  more  thorn  we  me  1 

In  Mary's  bosom,  one  more  sword  I 
No,  boy,  you  must  not  pelt  a  Jew  ! 

O  Lord,  how  long?    How  h>ng,  O  Lord  ?  " 

EPILOGUE 

"  The  poets  pour  us  wine  —  " 
Said  the  dearest  poet  I  ever  knew. 

Dearest  and  greatest  and  best  to  me. 

Yon  clamor  athirst  for  poetry  — 

We  pour.    **  But  when  shall  a  vintage  be  *'  — 
You  cry  —  "  strong  grape,  squeeMu  gold  from 


Yet  sweet  juice,  flavored  flowerr-fine  f 
That  were  indeed  the  wine  1 " 

One  pours  your  cup  —  stark  strength. 

Meat  for  a  man  ;  and  you  eye  the  pulp 
Stnuned,  turbid  still,  from  the  viscous  blood 
Of  the  snaky  bough  :  and  you  grumble  ^'  Good  I 
For  it  swells  rpsolve,  breeds  hardihood  ; 

Dispatch  it,  then,  in  a  single  gulp !  ** 
So,  down,  with  a  wry  face,  goes  at  length 
The  liquor :  stuff  for  streqgth. 

One  pours  your  cup  —  sheer  sweet. 

The  fragrant  fumes  of  a  year  eoodenaed : 
Suspicion  of  all  that  *s  ripe  or  rathe. 
From  the  bud  on  branch  to  the  grass  in  swathe 
""  We  suck  mere  milk  of  the  seasons,"  saith 
A  curl  of  each  nostril  —  **  dew,  dispensed 
Nowise  f fw  nerving  man  to  feat : 
Bojrs  sip  such  noneyed  sweet  I  '* 

And  thus  who  wants  wine  strong, 
Waves  each  sweet  smell  of  the  year  away ; 
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AVho  likes  to  swoon  as  the  sweets  suffuse 
His  brain  with  a  mixture  of  beams  and  dews 
Turned  syrupy  drink  —  rong^h  strength  eschews : 
**  What  though  in  our  veins  your  wine-stock 
stay? 
The  lack  of  the  bloom  does  our  palate  wronf^ . 
Give  us  wine  sweet,  not  strong !  " 

Yet  wine  is  —  some  affirm  — 

Prime  wine  is  found  in  the  world  somewhere, 
Of  portable  strength  with  sweet  to  match. 
You  double  your  heart  its  dose,  yet  catch  — 
As  the  draught  descends  —  a  violet-smatch, 

Sof tnesH  -  -  however  it  came  there. 
Through  drops  expressed  by  the  fire  and  worm : 
^^t^ong  sweet  wine  —  some  affirm. 

Body  and  bouquet  both  ? 

'  r  is  easy  to  ticket  a  bottle  so  ; 
Hut  what  was  the  case  in  the  cask,  my  friends  ? 
(.'ask  ?      Nay,    the    vat  —  where    the     maker 

mends 
His  strong  with  his  sweet  (you  suppose)  and 
blends 
His  rough  with  his  smooth,  till  none  can  know 
liow  it  comes  von  may  tipple,  nothing  loth, 
Body  and  bouquet  botn. 

**  You  "  being  just  —  the  world. 

No  poets  —  who  turn,  themselves,  the  winch 
( >f  the  press ;  no  critics  —  I  Ul  even  say, 
( Being  flustered  and  easv  of  faith.  to-<iay,) 
Who  for  love  of  the  work  have  learned  the  way 
Till  themselves   produce    home-made,  at  a 
pinch : 
No  !     You  are  the  world,  and  wine  ne^er  purled 
Except  to  please  the  world  ! 

'*  For,  oh  the  common  heart ! 

And.  ah  the  irremissible  sin 
Of  poets  who  please  themselvM,  not  us  I 
Strong  wine  yet  sweet  wine  pouring  thus. 
How  please  still  —  Pindar  and  .^Eschylns  !  — 

Drink  —  dipt  into  by  the  bearded  chin 
Alike  and  the  bloomy  lip  —  no  part 
Denied  the  common  heart ! 

*'  And  might  we  get  such  grace, 

And  did  you  modems  but  stock  our  vault 
With  the  true  half-brandy  half-attax^frul. 
How  would  seniors  indulge  at  a  hearty  pull 
While  juniors  tossed  off  Uieir  thimbleful ! 
Our  Shakespeare  and  Milton  escaped  your 
fault. 
So,  they  reign  supreme  o*er  the  weaker  race 
That  wants  the  ancient  grace  I  '^ 

If  I  paid  myself  with  wordn 
(As  the  French  say  well)  I  were  dupe  in- 
de<^! 
I  were  found  in  belief  that  you  quaffed  and 

bowsed 
At   your   Shakespeare    the    whole   day  long, 

caroused 
In  your  Milton  pottle-deep  nor  drowsed 

A  moment  of  night  —  toped  on,  took  heed 
[H  nothing  like  modem  cream-and-curds. 
Pay  me  with  deeds,  not  words  I 
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For  —  see  your  oellamge ! 
There  are  forty  barrels  with  Shakeapetrv'^ 
brand. 
Some  five  or  rix  are  abroach :  the  rest 
Stand  spigoted,  faueeted.    Trv  and  test 
Wliat  yourselves  call  beat  of  the  very  best ! 
How   comes   it   that   still   untouched   tliti 
stand? 
Why  douH  yon  try  tap,  advance  a  sta^ 
With  the  rest  in  cellerage  ? 

For  —  see  your  cellarage ! 

There  are  four  big  butts  of  Milton's  brev 
How  comes  it  yon  make  old  drips  Kud  drops 
Do  duty,  and  there  devotion  stops  ? 
Leave  such  an  abyss  of  malt  ana  hops 

Embellied  in  butts  which  bungs  still  gluv  ? 
You  hate  your  bard  I    A  fig  for  your  rage  ! 
Free  him  from  cellarage  1 

'T  is  said  I  brew  stiff  drink. 

But  the  deuce  a  flavor  of  grape  is  there. 
Hardly  a  May-go-dowu,  't  is  just 
A  sort  of  a  gruff  Gk>-down-it-mnst  — 
No  Mert^-go-down,  no  gracious  gust 

(^ommingles  the  racy  with  Springtide *» 
'*  What  wonder,"  say  you,      that  we 
and  blink 
At  Autumn^s  heady  drink  ?  ^* 

Is  it  a  fancy,  friends  ? 

Mighty  and  mellow  are  never  mixed. 
Though  mightv  and  mellow  be  bom  at  once. 
Sweet  for  the  future,  —  strong  for  the  ncmef ! 
Stuff  von  should  stow  away,  ensconce 

In  the  deep  and  dark,  to  be  found  fafct-fix*--! 
At  the   century's  close:  such    time   strc-ni:'-^ 
spends 
A-sweetening  for  my  friends  ! 

And  then  —  why,  what  you  quaff 

With  a  smack  of  lip  and  a  cluck  of  tongu*-. 
Is  leakage  and  leavings  —  inst  what  haps 
From  the  tun  some  learned  taster  taps 
With  a  promise  **  Prepare  your  watery  chafip* ! 

Here  *8  properest  wine  for  old  and  young ! 
Dispute  its  i>erf eotian  —  yon  make  ns  laugh  ! 
Have  faith,  give  thanks,  but  —  quaff !  " 

Leakage,  I  say,  or  —  worse  — 

Leavings  suffice  potrvaliant  souls. 
Somebody,  brimful,  long  ago. 
Frothed  nasron  he  drained  to  the  dregs  ;  ami.  V 
Down  whisker  and  beard  what  an  overflow  ! 
Lick  spilth  that  has  trickled  from  cL»^^^ 
jowls. 
Sup  the  single  scene,  sip  the  only  vetse  — 
Old  wine,  not  new  and  worse  1 

I  grant  you  :  worse  by  much  1 

Renounce  that  new  where  yon  never  gain*«i 
One  glow  at  heart,  one  gleam  at  head. 
And  stick  to  the  warrant  of  age  instead  ! 
No  dwarf 's-lap  !    Fatten,  by  giants  fed  t 

You  fatten,  with  oceans  of  drink  iuidrBin«<. 
You  feed  —  who  would  choke  <&d  a  eoh^- 
smutch 
The  Age  yon  love  so  much  ? 
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A  mine  *b  beneath  a  moor : 

Acres  of  moor  roof  fathoms  of  mine 
Which   diamonds   dot   where   you   please   to 

Yet  who  plies  spade  for  the  brif^ht  and  big:? 
Vour  product  is  — truffles,  yoa  hunt  with  a 

pi?! 
Since    bright-and-big,    when   a  man    wonld 
dine, 
Suits  badW  :  and  therefore  the  Koh-i-noor 
May  sleep  in  mine  *neath  moor  I 

Wine,  pulse  in  might  from  me  ! 

It  may  never  emenre  in  most  from  vat, 
Never  ffll  cask  nor  furnish  can, 
Never  end  sweet,  which  strong  began  — 
Oucrs  gift  to  gladden  the  heart  of  man  ; 
^  But  spirit  *s  at  proof, ^  I  promise  that ! 
Nu  iipanng  of  juice  8i>uils  what  should  be 
Fit  brewa^  — mine  for  me. 

M»irs  thoughts  and  loves  and  hates  I 
^  Earth  is  my  vineyard,  these  grew  there : 
From  grape  ci  the  ground,  I  made  or  marred 
My  vuitajfe ;  easy  the  task  or  hard, 
W  no  set  it  —  his  praise  be  my  reward  ! 
EMrth*i»  yield  I     Who  yearn  for  the   Dark 
iilne  Sea^s, 
I^t  them  *'  lay,  pray,  bray  **  —  the  addle-pates  I 
Mine  be  Man's  tkooghts,  loves,  hates  I 

But  some  one  says,  *'  Good  Sir !  ** 

('Tis  a  worthy  veraed  in  what  concerns 
The  making  such  labor  turn  out  well,) 
**  You  don*t  suppose  that  the  naeegay-canell 
Needs  always   come  from  the  grape?    Kaoh 
bell 
At  your  foot,  eaeh  bud  that  your  culture 
spurns. 
The  very  cowslip  would  act  like  myrrh 
(>n  the  stiffest  brew  —  good  Sir  I 

'*  (^owslipe,  abundant  birth 
()*er  mesdow  and  hilktide.  vineyard  too, 
-  Like  a  schoolbov^s  sorawliugs  m  and  out 

1  Hstastef  ul  lesson-book  —  all  about 

(Jreece  and  Rome,  victory  and  rout  ^ 
Ix)ve-verae9  instead  of  such  vain  ado  I 

Su,  fancies  frolic  it  oVr  the  earth 

Where  thoughts  have  rightlier  birth. 

**  Nay,  thonghtlin^  they  themselves : 

Lov(*s,  hates    ^  m  little  and  less  and  least  ! 
Thoughts?    *  What  is  a  man  beside  a  mount ! * 


Loves?     *  sibsent  —  poor    louerg    the    minutes 

count ! * 
Hates?       *Fie  —  Fope*M    letters    to    Martha 
Blount!' 
These  furnish  a  wine  for  a  children Vfeast  : 
Insipid  to  man,  they  suit  the  elves 

Like  thoughts,  loves,  hates  themselves/ 
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And,  friends,  beyond  dispute 
1  too  have  the  cowslips  dewy  and  dear. 

Punctual  as  Springtide  forth  peep  they : 

I  leave  them  to  make  my  meadow  gay. 

fint  I  ought  to  pluck  and  impound  them,  eh  ? 
Not  let  them  alone,  but  dettly  shear 

And  shred  and  reduoe  to  ~  what  may  suit 
Children,  beyond  dispute  ? 

And,  here  *s  May-month,  all  bloom. 

All  bounty  :  what  if  I  sacrifice  ? 
If  I  out  with  shears  and  shear,  nor  stop 
Shearing  till  prostrate,  lo,  the  crop  ? 
And  will  you  prefer  it  to  ^ger>pop 

\Vhen  I  Ve  made  you  wine  of  tlie  memories 
Which  leave  as  bare  as  a  churchyard  tomb 
My  meadow,  late  all  bloom  ? 

Nay,  what  ingratitude 

Should  I  hesitate  to  amuse  the  wits 
That  have  pulled  so  long  at  my  flask,   nor 

gnadgM 
The  headache  that  paid  their  puns,  nor  budged 
From  buiighole  before  they  sighed  and  fudged 

**  Too  rough  for  our  taste,  to-day,  behts 
The  racy  and  right  when  the  years  conclude  ! '' 
Out  on  ingratitude  1 

Grateful  or  ingrate  —  none. 

No  cowslip  of  lill  my  fairy  crew 
Shall  help  to  concoct  what  makes  you  wink. 
And  goes  to  your  head  till  you  think  yon  think  f 
I  like  them  alive :  the  printer*s  ink 

Would  sensibly  tell  on  the  perfume  too. 
I  mav  use  up  my  nettles,  ere  I  Ve  done ; 
out  of  cowslips  —  friends  get  none ! 

Don*t  nettles  make  a  broth 

Wholesome  for  blood  grown  lazy  and  thick  ? 
Maws  out  of  sorts  make  mouths  out  of  taste. 
My  Thirty-four  Port  —  no  need  to  waste 
Chi  a  tongue  that  *8  f  nr  and  a  palate  —  paste  ! 
A  magnum  for  friends  who  are  sound !  the 
sick  — 
I  *11  posset  and  cosset  them,  nothing  loth, 
Henceforward  with  nettle-broth  I 
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Mat  I  be  permitted  to  chat  a  little,  by  way 
of  recreatiou,  at  the  end  of  a  somewhat  toil- 
(Kime  and  perhaps  fruitless  adventure  ? 

If,  because  of  the  immense  fame  of  the  fol- 
lowing; Tra^dy,  I  wished  to  acquaint  myself 
with  it,  and  could  only  do  so  by  the  help  of  a 
traualator,  I  should  require  him  to  be  literal  at 
every  cost  save  that  of  absolute  violence  to  our 
laiiffu^^.  The  use  of  certain  allowable  con- 
structions which,  happening  to  be  out  of  daily 
favor,  are  all  the  more  appropriate  to  archaic 
workmanship,  is  no  violence:  but  I  would  be 
tolerant  for  once  —  in  the  case  of  so  immensely 
famous  an  original  —  of  even  a  clumsy  attempt 
tu  f  urnidh  me  with  the  rery  ttim  of  each  phrase 
iu  as  Greek  a  fashion  as  English  will  bear: 
while,  with  respect  to  amplifications  and  em- 
bellishments, —  anything  rather  than,  with  the 
good  farmer,  experience  that  most  signal  of 
mortifications,  '*  to  gape  for  .^Sschylus  and  get 
Theognis/*  I  should  especially  decline  —  what 
may  appear  to  brighten  up  a  passage  —  the 
employment  of  a  new  word  for  some  old 
one,  —  »«>i'o«,  or  MnrAf«  or  t€Ao«,  with  its  conge- 
nera,  recurring  four  times  in  three  lines:  for 
though  such  substitution  may  be  in  itself  per- 
fectly justifiable,  yet  this  exercise  of  ingenuity 
ought  to  be  within  the  competence  of  the  un- 
aided English  reader  if  he  likes  to  show  him- 
self ingenious.  Learning  Greek  teaches  Greek, 
and  nothing  else  :  certainly  not  common  sense, 
if  that  have  failed  to  precede  the  teaching. 
Further,  —  if  I  obtained  a  mere  strict  bald 
version  of  thing  by  thing,  or  at  least  word 
pregnant  with  thing,  I  should  hardly  look  for 
an  impossible  transmission  of  the  reputed  mag- 
niloquence and  sonority  of  the  Greek ;  and  this 
with  the  less  regret,  inasmuch  as  there  is 
abundant  musicality  elsewhere,  but  nowhere 
else  than  in  his  poem  the  ideas  of  the  poet. 
And  lantly,  when  presented  with  these  ideas, 
I  should  expect  the  result  to  prove  rery 
hard  reading  indeed  if  it  were  meant  to 
resemble  iEschylus,  {v^/iaXc?r  ov  pf^iot,  **not 
easy  to  understand,"  in  the  opinion  of  his 
stoutest  advocate  among  the  ancients ;  while,  I 
Himpose,  even  modem  scholarship  sympathizes 
u  ith  that  early  declaration  of  the  redoubtable 
Salmasius.  when,  looking  about  for  an  example 
of  the  truly  obscure  for  the  benefit  of  those 
who  found  ohsonrity  in  the  sacred  books,  he 
protested  that  this  particular  play  leaves  them 
all  behind  in  this  respect,  with  their  **  He- 
braisms, Syriaams,  Hellenisms,  and  the  whole 


of  such  bag  and  baggage.'^ '  For,  over  and  abo^  t 
the  proposed  ambiguity  of  the  Chorus,  the  Ux- 
is  sadly  corrupt,  probably  loterpolatodL,  and 
certainly  mutilated;  and  no  onleamad  pervmi 
enjoys  the  scholar's  privilege  of  trying  Ilia  fanrj 
upon  each  obstacle  whenever  he  oomes  to  \ 
stoppage,  and  effectually  clearing  the  way  b? 
suppressing  what  seems  to  lie  in  it. 

All  I  can  say  for  the  present  perf onnaaee  iv 
that  I  have  done  as  I  would  be  dosM  by.  if 
need  were.  Should  anybody,  withoot  tufM. 
honor  my  translation  by  a  compariaoii  witL 
the  original,  I  beg  him  to  observe  that,  folio*  * 
ing  no  editor  exclusively,  I  keep  to  the  •arl.*-* 
readings  so  long  as  sense  can  be  mftde  oat  <•! 
them,  but  disregard,  I  hope,  little  of  impon- 
anoe  in  recent  criticism  so  far  as  I  have  fallea 
in  with  it.  Fortunately,  the  poorest  trmn»U- 
tion,  provided  only  it  be  faithful,  —  though  it 
reproduce  all  the  artistic  confuaioii  of  teua»-% 
moods,  and  persons,  with  which  the  originai 
teems,  —  will  not  only  suffice  to  display  whxt 
an  eloquent  friend  maintains  to  be  the  alKin-ul 
of  poetry  —  **  the  action  of  the  piece  *'  —  btjt 
may  help  to  illustrate  his  assurance  that  **  tU 
Greeks  are  the  highest  models  of  expreaM^. 
the  unapproached  mastera  of  the  grand  strl? : 
their  expression  is  so  excellent  beeanae  it  is  *** 
admirably  kept  in  its  right  degree  of  promi- 
nence, because  it  is  so  simple  and  ao  w»U  wa\>- 
ordinated,  because  it  draws  its  foroe  dirrc:i> 
from  the  pregnancy  of  the  matter  which  it  ooa- 
veys  .  .  .  not  a  word  wasted,  not  a  aentimra* 
capriciously  thrown  in,  stroke  on  stroke ! '' " 
So  may  all  happen  ! 

Just  a  word  more  on  the  subject  of  my  spi*!]- 
ing  —  in  a  transcript  from  the  Greek  and  tb^rv 
exclusively  —  Greek  names  and  plaoea  preeiaifh 
as  does  the  Greek  author.  I  began  thia  prw^ 
tioe,  with  great  innocency  of  intention,  simiv 
six-and-thirty  years  ago.  Leigh  Hunt,  I  re- 
member, was  accustomed  to  speak  of  h» 
gratitude,  when  ignorant  of  Greek,  to  th<M- 
writers  (like  Goldsmith)  who  had  obligvd  hin 
by  using  English  characters,  so  that  ho  might 
relish,  for  instance,  the  smooth  quality  <rf  sack 

1  "QnU  JBflchylnm  possit  sfllrraarB  Onree  soar 
•clenti  magta  pstpr«  •zpllcsbilem  qiiam  Bv»i^eii»  va 
EpistolM  Apofltolicu?  Unus  ejua  AgmMttmmmm  «>■ 
•curitate  soperat  qiiantam  est  librorum  tm  iuium  ns 
mis  HffbnUsmia  at  ByriMnnUi  et  tots  HallMiiaticv  •:> 
pellectili  Tel  farragine."— BauUlSIUB  <U  Htitrmk*!--. 
Epiat.  D«dic 

*  PomM  by  Mattbsw  AanoLO,  Pn*faf«. 


THE   AGAMEMNON   OF  iCSCHYLUS 


831 


a  phrase  an  *'  lutpAlonetai  galeu^ ;  '*  be  said 
also  that  Shelley  was  indignant  at  "  Firenze  '* 
haviuff  displaced  the  Dantesque  ^^Piorenza,*^ 
aiul  would  csontemptaously  iiSiiii^liMh  the  intruder 
*"  F^rence.*'  I  suppoised  1  was  duiu}(  a  simple 
thiuK  enong^h :  but  there  has  been  till  lately 
much  astonishment  at  oa  and  im,  at  and  oi^  rep- 
resenting the  same  letters  in  Greek.  Of  a  sad- 
den, however,  whether  in  translation  or  out  of 
ii,  everybody  seems  oommittin^c  the  offencei 
although  the  adoption  of  u  for  v  still  presents 
such  difficulty  that  it  is  a  wonder  how  we  have 
hitlierto  escaped  **  Eyripides.**  But  there  ex- 
isted a  sturdy  Briton  who,  Ben  Jonson  informs 
us,  wrote  **  The  I^fe  of  the  £niperor  Anthony 
Pie*' — whom  we  now  acquiesce  in  as  An- 
toninus Pins:  for  **  with  time  and  patience  the 
mulberry  leaf  becomes  satin."  Yet  there  is  on 
all  sides  much  profenion  of  respect  for  what 
Keats  called  "''  vowelled  Greek  "  —  **  conso- 
nanted,**  one  would  expect ;  and,  in  a  criticism 
upon  a  late  admirable  translation  of  something 
of  my  own,  it  was  deplored  that,  in  a  certain 
verse  eorrespondinj;  in  measure  to  the  four- 
teenth of  the  sixth  Pythian  Ode,  **  neither 
Professor  Jebb  in  his  Greek,  nor  Mr.  Browning 
in  his  English,  could  emulate  that  matchlessly 
musical  y^^ov  'Ua»v  c«AAurrov  dvipitv.^*  Now, 
undoubtedly,  **  Seeing  her  son  the  fairest  of 
men  "  has  more  sense  than  sound  to  boast  of : 


*'Kimiraudo  il  iigUuolo  bellissiino  degli  uom- 
ini  ?  *'  whereat  Pindar,  no  less  than  Professor 
Jebb  and  Blr,  Brownii^,  rpiwriipov  ovx*Ta(  rvx^y. 

It  is  recorded  in  the  Annals  of  Art'  that 
there  was  once  upon  a  time,  practising  so  far 
north  as  Stockholm,  a  painter  and  picture- 
cleaner— sire  of  a  less  unhappy  son  —  Old 
Muyteiis:  and  the  annalist,  Baron  de  Tens^, 
has  not  concealed  his  profound  dissatisfiictiou 
at  Old  Muytens'  conceit  '*  to  have  hinisoli  luid 
something  to  do  with  the  work  of  whatever 
master  of  eminence  might  pass  through  bis 
hands.'*  Whence  it  was  —  the  Baron  giMs  on 
to  deplore —  that  much  detriment  was  done 
to  that  excellent  piece  **  The  Recognition  of 
Achilles,*'  by  Rubens,  through  the  perversity 
of  Old  Muytens,  '^  who  must  needs  take  on  him 
to  beautify  every  nymph  of  the  twenty  by  the 
bestowment  of  a  widened  eye  and  an  enlarged 
month.**  I,  at  least,  have  left  eyes  and  mouths 
everywhere  as  1  found  them,  and  this  conserv- 
atism is  all  that  claims  praise  for  —  what 
is,  after  all  ^iXnurrot  iiutrSof  mcM.  No, 
neither  **  nncommanded  '*  nor  ^*  nnrewarded :  *' 
since  it  was  commanded  of  me  by  my  renerated 
friend  Thomas  Carlyle,  and  rewarded  will  it 
indeed  become,  if  I  am  permitted  to  dignify  it 
by  the  prefatory  insertion  of  his  dear  and  noble 
name.  R.  B. 

LoMDOM,  Oetobnr  1, 1877. 


but   then,  would   not  an  Italian  roll  us  oat         >  UttrrshunJ^'ume  Prince,  tndalttm  da  BuM^tM. 
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PERljONS  OF  THE  DRAMA 


Wasobb. 

CuoBo*  or  Old  Max. 
KurrAinMsmA. 
Taltuvbio*!,  Herald. 


Aoambumoii. 

AlOUTHOS. 

KAiMAMUBA. 


Warder.  The  gods  I  ask  deliverance  from 
these  labors. 
Watch  of  a  year's  lei^h  whereby,  slumbering 

thruutfh  it 
On  the  Atreid;u's  roofs  on  elbow,  —  dog>like  — 
I  know  of  nitchtly  star-groups  the  aasenu>lage. 
And  those  that  bring  to  men  winter  and  sum- 
mer. 
Bright  dyiuists,  as  they  pride  them  in  the  nther 
—  Stan,  when  they  wither,  and  the  uprisings 

of  them. 
And  now  on  ward  I  wait  the  torch *s  token. 
The  glow  of  fire,  shall  bring  from  Troia  mes- 
sage 
And  word  of  capture  :  so  prevails  andaeions 
llie     roan's -way-planning     hoping    heart   of 

woman. 
But  whMi  I,   driven    from    night-rest,  dew- 
drenched,  hold  to 
This   conch    of  mine  —  not    looked    upon  by 

visions. 
Since  fear  instead  of  sleep  still  stands  beside  me, 


So  as  that  fast  I  fix  in  sleep  no  eyelids  — 
And  when  to  sing  or  chirp  a  tune  I  fancy, 
For  slumber  such  song-remedv  infusing, 
I  wail  then,  for  this  House  s  fortmie  groan- 
ing. 
Not,  as  of  old,  after  the  best  ways  governed. 
Now,  lucky  be  deliverance  from  these  labors. 
At  good  news  —  the  appearing  dusky  fire ! 
O  hail,  thou  lamp  of  night,  a  day-long  light- 

Revealing,  and  of  dances  the  ordainment  t 
Halloo,  halloo  t 

To  Agamemnon's  wife  I  show,  by  shouting. 
That,  from  bed  starting  up  at  once,  i*  the 

household 
Joyons    acclaim,  good-omened   to  this  torch- 

blaze. 
She  send  aloft  if  haply  Ilion's  city 
Be  taken,  as  the  beacon  boasts  announcing. 
Ay,  and,  for  me,  myself  will  dance  a  prelnde. 
For,   that  my  masters'  dice  drop  right,  I  '11 

reckon : 
Since    thrice-six   has   it   thrown   to   me.  tliis 

signal. 
Well,  may  it  hap  that,  as  he  comes,  the  loved 

hand 
O'  the  household's  lord  I  may  sustain  with  this 

handl 
As  for  the  rest,  I  *m  mute :  on  toogiM  a  big 

ox 
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lias  trodden.    Yet  this  House,  if  ^oice  it  take 

should. 
Most  plain  would  speak.    So,  willing:  I  myself 

speak 
To  those  who  know  :  to  who  know  not  —  I  'm 

blaukness. 
Choros.  The  tenth  year  this,  since  Priamos^ 

KTeat  match, 
Kiu|r  Menelaue,  Agamemnon  Kin^, 

—  The  strenuous  yoke-pair  of  tue  Atreidai's 

honor 
Tw^o-throned,  two-sceptred,  whereof  Zeus  was 

douor  — 
Did  from  this  land  the  aid,  the  armament  dis- 
patch, 
The  thousandHMulored  force  of  Argives  clamor- 
ing 
*'  Are«  *^  from  out  the  indignant  breast,  as  fling 
Passion  forth  vultures  which,  because  of  grief 
Away, —  as  are  their  young  ones, — with  the 

thief, 
Lofty  above  their  brood-nests  wheel  in  ring. 
How  round  and  round  witli  oar  of  eitlier  wing, 
lament  the  bedded  chicks,  lost  labor  that  w  as 

love: 
Whicli  bearing,  one  above 

—  Whether  Apollon,  Pan  or  Zeus  —  that  wail, 
Sluirp-pieroti^  bird-shriek  of  the  guests  who 


tare 


Housemates  with  gods  in  air  — 

Nuch-an-one  sends,  against  who  these  assail. 

What,  late-sent,  soall  not  fail 

iH  punishing  —  Erinus.     Here  as  there. 

The  Guardian  of  the  Guest,  Zeus,  the  excelling 
one, 

S(«nds  against  Alexandres  either  son 

<  )f  Atrt^iis:  for  that  wife,  the  raaiiv-husbanded, 

ApiKiinting  many  a  tug  that  tries  tlie  limb. 

^\  bile  the  knee  plays  the  prop  in  dust,  while, 
shred 

To    morsels,    lies   the   spear^haft ;    in  those 
grim 

Marriage-prolusions  when  their  Fury  wed 

I  )anaoi  and  Troes,  both  alike.    All  *s  said  ' 

Things  are  where  things  are,  and,  as  fate  has 
willed 

So  shall  they  be  fulfilled. 

Xot  gently-grieving,  not  just  doling  out 

The  drops  of  expiation  —  no,  nor    tears  dis- 
tilled - 

Shall  he  we  know  of  bring  the  hard  about 

To  soft  —  that  inteuHe  ire 

At  those  mock  rites  iniHaiictified  by  fire. 

But  we  pay  nanght  here :  through  our  flesh,  age- 
weighed, 

Ijeft  out  from  who  gave  aid 

In  that  day,  —  we  remain. 

Staying  on  staves  a  strength 

'Ilie  eonal  of  a  child's  at  length. 

For  when  young  marrow  in  tlie  breast  doth 
reign, 

That 's  the  old  man^s  match,  —  Ares  out  of 
place 

In  either  :  but  in  ohU'Ht  age's  case. 

Foliage  a-fading,  why,  he  wends  his  wav^ 

On  three  feet,  and,  no  stnmger  than  a  child. 

Wanders  abont  gone  wild, 

A  dream  in  day. 


But  thou,  Tnndareus'  daughter,  KlntainiDesirft 
queen, 

^liatneed?  Whatuew?  What  having  heard 
or  seen, 

By  what  announcement's  tidings,  everywhere 

Settest  thou,  round  about,  the  sacrifice  aflane .' 

For,  of  all  gods  the  cit^-swaying. 

Those  supernal,  those  mfernal. 

Those  of  the  fields',  those  of  the  iiiart'> 
obeyiiig,  — 

The  altars  blaze  with  gifts  ; 

And  here  and  there,  heaven-high  the  torch  up 
lifts 

Flame  —  medicated  with  persuasions  mild. 

With  foul  admixture  unbeguiled  - 

Of  holv  unguent,  from  the  clotted  ehrism 

Brought  from  the  palace^  safe  in  its  abyam. 

Of  tliese  things,  speaking  what  may  be  in- 
deed 

Both  possible  and  lawful  to  concede. 

Healer  do  thou  become  I  —  of  this  solicitude 

Which,  now,  stands  plainly  forth  of  evil  mocMi. 

And,  then  .  .  .  but  from  oblations,  hapty  iv 
day 

Gracious  appearing,^  wards  away 

From  soul  the  insatiate  care. 

The  sorrow  at  my  breast,  devouring  there  I 

Empowered  am  I  to  sing 

The  omens,  what  their  foroe  whick,  jomiM-j- 

Rejoiced  the  potentates : 

(For  still,  from  God,  inflates 

My  breast,  snng^uasion  :  age. 

Bom  to  the  business,  still  such  war  can  wairv 

—  How  the  fierce  bird  against  the  Teakris  Ua>i 
Dispatched,  with  spear  and  execntiiig  hand, 
The    Achaian's     two-throned     empery  —  oVr 

Hellas' youth 
Two  rulers  with  one  mind  : 
The  birds'  king  to  these  kings  of  ships,  on  hi?^. 

—  The  black  sort,  and  the  sort  that  *8  wlu'<- 

behind,  — 
Appearing  by  the  palace,  on  the  apear-thmv 

side. 
In  right  sky-regions,  visible  far  and  wide,  — 
Devouring  a  hare-creature,  great  with  young. 
Balked  of  more  racings  they,  as  she  from  wh  »n. 

they  sprang ! 
Ah,  Linos,  say  —  ah.  Linos,  song  of  wail  I 
But  may  tne  good  prevail ! 

The  prudent  army-prophet  seeing  two 

Tlie  Atreidai,  two  their  tempers,  knew 

Those  feasting  on  the  hare 

The  armament-conductors  were ; 

And  thus  he  spoke,  explaining  signs  in  view. 

*'  In    time,    this    outset    takes    the    town  tit 

Prianios  : 
But  all  before  its  towers,  —  the  people's  wf-alt. 

that  was, 
Of  flocks  and  herds, — as  sure,   shall   bo***- 

sliaring  thence 
Drain  to  the  dregs  away,  by  battle  Tiolenct-. 
Only,  have  care  lest  grudge  of  any  god  distur' 
With  cloud  the  unsullied  shine  of  that  gr*  .' 

force,  the  curb 
Of  Troia,  struck  with  damp 
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Beforehand  in  the  oamp  I 

For  envyinifly  is 

The  virgin  Artemis 

Toward  —  her    father's   flying    honnds  —  this 

House  — 
The  sacrificera  of  the  piteoiu 
And  oowerinfr  beast. 
Brood  and  all,   ere  the   birth :  she  hates  the 

eagles*  feast. 
Ah,  Linos,  say  —  ah,  Linos,  song  of  wail ! 
But  may  the  good  prevail ! 

**  Thus  ready  is  the  beanteous  one  with  help 
To  those  small    dewdrop    things  fierce    lions 

whelp. 
And  udder-loving  litter  of  each  brute 
That  roains  the  mead ;  and  therefore  makes 

she  suit. 
The  fair  one,  for  fulfilment  to  the  end 
iH  things  these  sinis  portend  — 
Which  partly  smile,  indeed,  but  partly  scowl  — 
The  phantasms  of  the  fowL 
I  calf  lei'oa  Paian  to  avert 
She  work  the  Danaoi  hurt 
By  any  thwarting  waftures,  long  and  fast 
Holdings  from  sail  of  ships : 
And  sacrifice,  another  than  the  last, 
She  for  herself  precipitate  — 
Something  unlawful,  feast  for  no  maif s  lips. 
Builder  of  quarrels,  with  the  House  cognate  — 
Having  in  awe  no  husband  :  for  remains 
A  iPrightf ul,  backward-darting  in  the  path, 
Wily  nouse-keeping  chronicler  of  wrath. 
That  has  to  punish  that  old  children's  fate  I  " 
Such   things   did    Kalchas,  —  with    abundant 

gains 
As  well,  —  vociferate. 
Predictions  from  the  birds,  in  journeying. 
Above  the  abode  of  either  king. 
Witli  these,  syraphonious,  sing  — 
Ah,  Linos,  say  —  ah.  Linos,  song  of  wail ! 
But  may  the  good  prevail ! 

Zens,  whosoe'er  he  be,  —  if  that  express 

Aught  dear  to  him  on  whom  1  call  — 

So  do  I  him  address. 

I  cannot  liken  out,  by  all 

Admeasurement  of  powers. 

Any  bat  2jeus  for  retuge  at  suoh  hours. 

If  veritably  needs  I  must 

From  off  juy  soul  its  v{^;ue  care-burden  thrust. 

Not  —  whosoever  was  the  great  of  yore. 
Bursting  to  bloom  with  bravery  all  round  — 
Is  in  our  months  :  he  was,  but  is  no  more. 
And  who  it  was  that  after  came  to  be, 
Met  the  thrice-throwing  wrestler,  —  he 
Is  also  gone  to  ground. 
But  **  Zeus  "  —  if  any, 


heart  and  soul,  that 


name^ 


Shouting  ibe  triumph-praise  —  proclaim. 
Complete  in  judgment  shall  that  man  be  found. 
Zeus,  who  leads  onward  mortals  to  be  wise. 
Appoints  that  suffering  masterfully  teach. 
In  sleep,  before  the  heart  of  each, 
A  woe-remembering  travail  sheds  in  dew 
Discretion,  —  ay,  and  melts  the  unwilling  too 
By  what,  perchance,  may  be  a  graciouaness 


Of  gods,  enforced  no  less,  — 

As  they,  eommanden  of  the  oreWf 

Assume  the  awful  seat. 

And  then  the  old  leader  of  the  Achaian  fleet. 

Disparaging  no  seer  — 

With  bated  breath  to  suit  misfortune's  inrnsh 

here 
—  (What  time  it  labored,  that  Achaian  host. 
By  stay  from  sailing,  —  every  pulse  at  length 
Emptied  of  vibil  strength,  — 
Hard  over  Kalchis  shore-bound,  currentrcrost 
In  Aulis  station,  —  while  the  winds  which  post 
Prom  Struraon,  ill-delayers,  famine-fraught, 
Tempters  of  man  to  sail  where  harborage  is 

naught. 
Spendthrifts  of  ships  and  cables,  taming  time 
To  twice  the  lengui,  —  these  carded,  by  delay, 
To  less  and  less  away 
The  Argeians'  flowery  prime : 
And  when  a  remedy  more  grave  and  grand 
Than  aught  before  — yea,  for  the  storm  and 

dearth  — 
The  prophet  to  the  foremost  in  command 
Shriekea  forth,  as  cause  of  this 
Adducing  Artemis, 

So  that  the  Atreidai  striking  staves  on  earth 
Could  not  withhold  the  tear)  — 
Then  did  the  king,  the  elder,  speak  this  clear. 

**  Heavy  the  fate,  indeed  —  to  disobey  ! 

Yet  heavy  if  my  child  I  slay. 

The  adornment  of  my  household:  with  the 

tide 
Of  virgin-slaughter,  at  the  altar-side, 
A  father's  hands  defiling :  which  the  way 
Without  its  evils,  say  ? 
How  shall  I  turn  fleet-fugitive. 
Failing  of  duty  to  allies  ? 
Since  tor  a  wind-abating  sacrifice 
And  virgin  blood,  —  't  is  right  they  strive. 
Nay,  madden  with  desire. 
Well  may  it  work  them  — this  that  they  re* 

quire  1  '* 

But  when  he  underwent  necessity's 
Yoke-trace,  —  from  soul  blowing  unhallowed 

change 
Unclean,       abominable,  —  thence  —  another 

man  — 
The  audacious  mind  of  him  began 
Its  wildest  ran^gre. 

For  this  it  is  gives  mortals  hardihood  — 
Some  vice-devising  miserable  mood 
Of  madness,  and  first  woe  of  all  the  brood. 
The  sacrificer  of  his  daughter  —  strange  I  — 
He  dared  become,  to  expedite 
Woman-avenging  warfare,  —  anchors  weighed 
With  such  prelusive  rite ! 

Prayings   and    callii^s    *^  Father  "  —  nai^ht 

they  made 
Of  these,  and  of  the  virgin-age,  — 
Captains  heart-set  on  war  to  wage  I 
His  ministrants,  vows  done,  the  father  bade  — 
Kid-like,  above  the  idtar,  swathed  in  pall, 
Take  her  —  lift  high,  ana  have  no  fear  at  all. 
Head-downward,  and  the  fair  mouth's  guard 
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And  frontage  hold,  —  press  hard 

From  utterance  a  curse  against  the  House 

By  diut  of  bit  —  violence  bridling  speech. 

Aud  as  to  ground  her  saffron- vest  she  shed, 

i>he  smote  the  sacriiicers  all  and  each 

With  arrow  sweet  and  piteous. 

From  the  eye  onlv  sped,  — 

^Sigluficant  of  will  to  use  a  word, 

J  list  as  in  pictures  :  since,  full  many  a  time. 

In  her  sirens    guest-hall,   by  the   well-heaped 

board 
Had  she  made  music,  —  lovinglv  with  chime 
Of  her  chaitte  voice,  that  uupoliuted  thing. 
Honored  the  third  libation,  —  paian  that  doould 

bring 
Good  fortune  to  the  sire  she  loved  so  well. 

What  followed  —  those  things  I  nor  saw  nor 

tell. 
But  Kalchas*  arts  —  whatever  they  indicate  — 
Miss  of  fulfilment  never :  it  is  fate. 
True,  justice  makes,  in  sufferers,  a  desire 
To  know  the  future  woe  preponderate. 
But  —  hear  before  is  need  t 
To  that,  farewell  and  welcome  !  't  is  the  same, 

indeed. 
As  grief  beforehand :  clearly,  part  for  part, 
Coi^ormably  to  Kalchas*  art, 
Shall  come  the  event. 

But  be  they  as  they  may,  things  subsequent,  — 
What  is  to  do,  prosperity  betide 
E^en  as  we  wish  it !  —  we,  the  next  allied, 
Sole  guarding  barrier  of  the  Apian  land. 

I  am  come,  reverencing  power  in  thee, 

0  Klutaimnestra !    For  ^tis  just  we  bow 

To  the  micros  wife,  —  the  male-seat  man-be- 
reaved. 

But  if  thou,  having  heard  good  news, — or 
none,  — 

For  good  news'  hope  dost  sacrifice  thus  wide, 

1  would  hear  gbully :    art  thou   mute,  —  no 

fiTTudge! 
Klutaimneatra.  Oood-newsHuinonncer,  may  — 

as  is  the  by-word  — 
Mom  become,  truly,  —  news  from  Night  his 

mother ! 
But  thou  shalt  learn  joy  past  all  hope  of  hear- 
ing. 
Priamos*  city  have  the  Argeioi  taken. 
Cho.  How  sayest  ?    The  word,  from  want  of 

faith,  escaped  me. 
Klu.  Troia  the  Achaioi  hold:   do  I  speak 

plainly  ? 
Cho.  ,)oy  overcreeps  me,  calling  forth  the 

tear-drop. 
Klu,  Right  f  for,  that  glad  thou  art,  thine 

eye  convicts  thee. 
Cho.  For  —  what  to  thee,  of  all  this,  trusty 

token  ? 
Klu.  What's  here  I    how   else?    unless  the 

god  have  cheated. 
Cho,  Haply  thou  flattering  shows  of  dreams 

reapectest  ? 
Klu,  No  fancy  would  I  take  of  soul  sleep- 
burdened. 
Cho.  But  has  there*  puffed  thee  up  some  nn- 

wimred  omen  *^ 


Klu.  As    a   young    maid's   my   mind   thoo 

mockest  grossly. 
Cho.  Well,  at  what  time  was  —  even  aack^d, 

the  cit^  ? 
Klu.  Of  this  same  mother  Night  —  the  dawn. 

I  tell  thee. 
Cho.  And  who  of  messengers  could  reach  this 

swiftness  V 
Klu.  Hepliaistos  —  sending   a    bright   blair 

from  Id^. 
Beacon  did  beacon  send,  from  fire  the  poster, 
Hitherward  :  Id^  to  the  rock  Hermaian 
Of  Lemnos:    and  a  third  great  toreh  o*  thr 

island 
Zens'  seat  received  in  turn,  the  Athoaa  mm- 

mit. 
And,  —  so  npsoaring  aa  to  stride  sea  OTor, 
The  strong  lamp-voyager,  and  all  for  joyanee  — 
Did  the  gold-glorious  splendor,  any  sun  like. 
Pass  on  —  the  pine-tree  —  to  Makistoa*  watch- 
place; 
Who  did  not,  —  tardy,  —  caught,  no  wit»  aboot 

him. 
By  sleep,  —  decline  his  portion  of  the  mioMve. 
And  far  the  beacon's  light,  on  stream  Euri- 

pos 
Arriving,  made  aware  Messapios'  warders. 
And  up  they  lit  in  turn,  played    hamld  on- 
wards. 
Kindling    with    flame   a   heap   of    gray   old 

heather. 
And,  strengthening    still,  the  lamp,  deeayii^ 

nowise. 
Springing     o'er     Plain     AaopfM^  —  follniooa- 

fashion 
Effulgent,  —  toward  the  crag  of  Monnt  Kith*- 

iron. 
Roused  a  new  rendering^np  of  fire  the  eaeort  — 
And  light,  far  escort,  lacked  no  reeognitioa 
O'  the  guard  —  as  burning  more  than  borai^^ 

told  yon. 
And  oyer  Lake  Goigopis  light  went  leaping. 
And,  at  Mount  Aigiplanktos  safe  arriving. 
Enforced  the  law — **to  never  atint  the  fiiv- 

stuff." 
And  they  send,  lighting   up  with   nngmdgtd 

vigor. 
Of  flame  a  huge  beard,  ay,  the  very  fonJand 
So  as  to  strike  above,  in  bumiI^f  onward. 
The    look-out  •  which    commands    the    Strait 

Saronic, 
Then  did  it  dart  until  it  reached  the  outpost 
Mount  Arachnaios  here,  the  citv's  neighbor ; 
And  then  darts  to  this  roof  of  the  Atreidai 
This  light  of  Id^^s  fire  not  unf orefathered  t 
Such  are  the  rules  prescribed  the 

bearers: 

He  beats  that 's  first  and  also  last  in 

Such  is  the  proof  and  token  I  declare  lhe>e. 

My  husbana  having  sent  me  news  from  Troia. 

Cho.  The  gods,  indeed,  anon  will    I    prs* 

woman ! 
But  now.  these  words  to  hear,  and  sate  b.^ 

wonder 
Thoroughly,  I  am  fain  —  if   twice    thon  tr' 

them. 
Klu.  Troia  do  the  Achaioi  hoM.  thk  •«? 

day. 
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think  a  noiae  — no  mixture — retgns  i'  the 

city, 
our   wine   and    unguent   pour   thon   in   one 

▼easel  — 
tander»-apart«  not  h>yen,  would'st  thoa  style 

them  : 
kiid  soj  of  captives  and  of  conquerors,  partwise 
*lie  voices  are  to  hear,  of  fortune  diverse. 
ur  those,  indeed,  upon  the  bodies  prostrate 
tf  husbands,  brothers,  children  upon  parents 
-  The  old  men,  from  a  throat  that 's  free  no 

longer, 
hriekiugly  wail  the  death-doom  of  their  dear> 

est: 
Thile  these  —  the  after-battle  hungry  labor, 
^'hich  prompts  night-faring,  marsnals  them  to 

breakfast 
>n  the  town^d  store,  accordiuff  to  no  billet 
>i  sharing,  but  as  each  drew  Tot  of  fortune. 
11  the  spear-captured  Troio  habitationa 
Louse  tney  already  :  from  the  froata  upnthral 
lud  dews  delivered,  will  they,  Inckleas  crea- 
tures, 
V'ithout  a  watch  to  keep,  slumber  all  night 

through, 
kiid  if  they  fear  the  gods,  the  city-giiarders, 
k.iid  if  the  gods*  structures  of  the  conquered 

country, 
*hey  may  not  ^  capturers — soon  in  turn  be 

capUye. 
tut  see  no  prior  lust  befall  the  army 
o  sack  things  sacred  —  by  gain-oiavings  van- 

quishedl 
or  there  needs  homeward  the   return's  sal* 

vation, 
o  round  the  new  limb  back  o*  the  doable  raoe- 

oourae. 
.nd  guilty  to  the  goda  if  came  the  army. 
.  wakenea  up  the  sorrow  of  those  slaughtered 
light  be  — should  iiooutbuntiiigevilanaDpen. 
iut  may  good  beat  —  no  turn  to  aee  i    the 

balaacel 
tir.  many  benefits  I  want  the  gain  of. 
Cho.  Woman,  like  prudent  man  thon  kindly 

speakest. 
nd  I,  thus  having  heard  thv  trusty  tokena, 
he  gods  to  rightly  hail   forthwith  prepare 

me; 
or,  grace  that  must  be  paid  has  crowned  our 

Zeua  the  king,  and  friendly  Night 
f  theae  brave  boona  bestower  — 
iMm  who  didat  fling  on  Troia*a  every  tower 
lie  o'er-roofing  anare,  that  neither  great  thing 

might, 
'or  any  of  toe  young  onea,  oveipaaa 
apdvity'a  great  aweep-net  —  one  and  all 
fAt^heUr  in  thrall  f 
.y,  Zeua  I  fear  —  the  gneat*a  friend  great  — 

who  was 
lie  doer  of  thia,  and  long  ainea  bent 
he  bow  on  Alexandroa  with  intont 
hat  neither  wide  o'  the  white 
>or  o*er  the  atara  the  fooliah  dart  ahould  light, 
lie  stroke  of  Zona  —  they  have  it,  aa  men  aay ! 
Ilia,  at  least,  from  tha  aooroe  traok  forth  we 

may! 


Aa  he  ordained,  ao  has  he  done. 

**  No  "  —  aaid  some  one  — 

''The  gods  think  lit  to  care 

Nowise  for  mortals,  such 

As  those  by  whum  the  good  and  fair 

Of  things  denied  their  touch 

Is  trampled  1  '^  but  he  was  profane. 

That  they  do  care,  has  been  made  plain 

To  offspring  of  the  over-bold, 

Outbreathing  "  Ares ''  greater  than  is  just  — 

Houses  that  spill  with  more  than  they  can  hold. 

More  than  is  best  for  man.    Be  inan*a  what 

muat 
Keep  harm  off,  ao  that  in  himaalf  he  find 
Sumciency  —  the  well-endowed  of  inind  I 
For  there 'a  no  bulwark  in  man's  wealth  to  him 
Who,  through  a  surf «>it,  kicka  —  into  the  dim 
And  diwppearing  —  Right'a  great  altar. 

Yea- 
It  urges  him,  the  aad  persnaaiyeneaa, 
At^'s  insufferable  child  that  achemea 
Treason  beforehand :  and  all  cure  ia  vain. 
It  ia  not  hidden  :  oat  it  f^area  again, 
A  light  diead-lamping-miaohief ,  just  aa  gleams 
The  badnees  of  the  bronze ; 
Through  rubbing,  putdnga  to  the  toach. 
Black-dotted  ia  lie,  judged  at  once. 
He  aeeka  —  the  boy — a  flying  bird  to  datch. 
The  insufferable  brand 
Setting  upon  the  city  of  hia  land 
Whereof  not  any  god  hears  prayer ; 
While  him  who  Drought  abont  anon  evila  there. 
That  uiguat  man,  the  god  in  grapple  throws. 
Such  an  one.  Pans  ^roes 
Within  the  Atreidai's  house  — 
Shamed  the  guest's  board  by  robbety  of  the 


And,  leaving  to  her  townamen  thronga  arapread 
With  shielda,  and  apear-thrusta  of  aea-ami»> 

ment. 
And  bringing  Ilion,  in  a  dowry'a  aiead, 
Deatruction  —  awiftly   throogh  the  gataa  aha 

went. 
Daring  the  nndareable.    But  many  a  groan  out* 

Droke 
F^m  prophets  of   the   Honae  aa  thus  they 

B|)oke. 
**  Woe,  woe  the  House,  the  Honae  and  Rulera* 

—  woe 
Tlie  marriage-bed  and  dints 
A  huaband'a  love  imprinta ! 
There  ahe  atanda  auent  1  meeta  no  honor  — 


Shame  —  aweeteal  atill  to  aee  of  things  gone  long 

agol 
And,  through  desire  of  one  across  the  main, 
A  ghost  will  seem  within  the  honae  to  reign : 
And  hateful  to  the  huaband  is  the  grace 
Of  well-ahaped  atatnes :    from  —  in  place   of 

eyea, 
Thooe  bUaka  —  all  Aphrodite  dies. 


"  But  dream-appearing  roonmfnl  fant4 

'Diere  they  stand,  bringing  grace  that '  s  vnin. 

For  vain  \  is,  when  brave  thiagi  one  aasma  \o 
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The  fantasy  has  floated  off,  luuids  throuifh  ; 
(rone,  that  appearance,  —  nowise  left  to  creep,  — 
On  wings,  the  servants  in  the  paths  of  sleep !  *' 
Woes,  uien,  in  household  ana  on  hearth,  are 

such 
As  these  —  and  woes  surpassing  these  by  much. 
Jiut  not  these  only :  everywhere  — 
For  those  who  from  the  laud 
Of  Hellas  issued  in  a  hand. 
Sorrow,  the  heart  must  bear, 
Sits  ill  the  home  of  each,  conspicuous  there. 
Many  a  circumstance,  at  leasts 
Touchy  the  very  breast. 
For  those 

\Vlioni  any  sent  awav,  —  he  knows  : 
And  in  the  live  man  s  stead. 
Armor  and  ashes  reach 
Th($  house  of  each. 

For  Ares,  gold-exchanger  for  the  dead, 
And  balance-holder  in  the  fight  o'  the  spear. 
Due-weight  from  Ilion  sends  — 
AVliat  moves  the  tear  on  tear  — 
A  charred  scrap  to  the  friends  : 
Filling  with  well>paoked  ashes  every  uni, 
For  man  —  that  was  —  the  sole  return. 
And  they  gvoaa  — praising  much,  the  while, 
Now  this  man  as  experienced  in  the  strife. 
Now  that,  fallen  nobly  on  a  slaughtered  pile, 
Because  of —  not  his  own  —  another ^s  wife. 
But  things  there  be,  one  barks, 
Wlien  no  man  harks  : 
A  surreptitious  grief  that  *s  grudge 
Against  the  Atreidai  who  first  songlit  the  judge. 
But  some  there,  round  the  rampart,  have 
In  Ilian  earth,  each  one  his  grave : 
All  fair-formed  as  at  birth. 
It  hid  them  —  what  they  have  and  hold  —  the 
hostile  earth. 

And  big  with  anger  goes  the  oity^s  word. 
And  pays  a  debt  oy  public  curse  incurred. 
And  ever  with  me  —  as  about  to  hear 
A     something    night-invc^yed  —  remains    my 

fear: 
Since  of  Uie  many-slayers — not 
Unwatching  are  the  gods. 
The  black  Erinuec,  at  due  periods  — 
Whoever  gaiiui  the  lot 
Of  fortune  with  no  right  — 
Him,  by  lifers  strain  and  stress 
Back-again-beaten  from  success. 
They  strike  blind  :  and  among  the  out^of-sight 
For  who  has  got  to  be,  avaibi  no  might. 
The  being  praised  outrageously 
Is  grave,  for  at  the  eyes  of  such  an  one 
Ih  launched,  from  Zeus,  the  thunder-stmie. 
llierefore  do  I  decide 
For  so  much  and  no  more  prosperity 
Than  of  his  envy  passes  nnespied. 
Neither  a  city-sacker  woold  I  be. 
Nor  life,  myself  by  others  captive,  nee. 

A  swift  report  has  gone  our  city  through. 
From  fire,  the  good-news  messenger:  it  true, 
Who  knows  ?    Or  is  it  not  a  god-«ent  lie  ? 
Who  is  so  childish  and  deprived  of  sense 
That,  having,  at  announcements  of  tlie  flame 


Thus  novel,  felt  his  own  heart  fired  thereb\. 
He  then  shall,  at  a  change  of  evidence. 
Be  worsted  just  the  same  ? 
It  is  conspicuous  in  a  woman's  nature. 
Before  its  view  to  take  a  grace  for  grantcKl : 
Too  trustful,  —  on  her  boundary,  nsurpatuiv 
Is  swiftly  made ; 
But  swiftly,  too,  decayed, 
The  glory  perishes  by  woman  vannted. 
Kfu,  ooon  shall  we  know  —  of  these  lifrht- 

bearing  torches. 
And  beacons  and  exchanges,  fire  with  firp  — 
If  they  are  true,  indeed,  or  if,  dream-fashioiL 
This  gladsome  light  came  and   deceived  ••( ' 

judement. 
Yon  herald  from  the  shore  I  see,  oVnihadov* ' 
With   bouehs  of  olive:   dust,    mud^s   thir^i 

brother. 
Close  neighbors  on  his  garb,  thus  testify  mt^ 
That  neither  voiceless,  nor  vet  kindling  for  t)  »• 
Mountain-wood-flame,  shall  he  explain  b}  tr- 

smoke: 
But  either  tell  out  more  the  joyaace,  s|«-uk 

ing  .  .  . 
Word  contrary  to  which,  I  ought  but  lov^*  it '. 
For  may  good  be  —  to  good  that^s  knu«ii 

appendage ! 
Cko.    \Mioever  prays  for  aught  else  to  xi  - 
city 
—  May  he  himself  reap   fruit  of  his  mir.ii  * 

error' 
Ufrald.  Ha,  my  forefathers*  soil  of  earth  Ar- 

^ianl 
Thee,  m  this  yearns  tenth  light,  am  I  return^ 

to  — 
Of  many  broken  hofMS,  on  one  hope  ehaorini: ; 
For  never  prayed  I,  in  this  earth  Argetan 
Dying,  to  share  my  nart  in  torab  the  demnti. 
Now,  hail  thon  earui,  and  hail  then  also,  inf- 
light, 
And  Zens,  the  oountry^s  lord,  and  lung  the  P; 

thian 
From  bow  no  longer  nigii^  at  us  arrows ! 
Enough,  beside  Skamandros,  earnest  tiK»a  ». 

verse: 
Now,  oontrary,  be  savioor  thon  and  heeler. 
O  king  Apollon  !    And  gods  eonqnest-Krantiib 
All  —  I  invoke  too.  and  mv  tutelary 
Hermes,  dear  herald,  henuds*  reneration,  — 
And  Heroes  our  forUisenders,  —  ^iendly.  iic  - 

more 
The  army  to  receive,  the  war-spear*8  leavia?* . 
Ha,  mansions  of  my  raonarehs,  roofs  belovrd 
And  awful  seats,  and  deities  sun-frontt«g  — 
Receive  with  pomp  your  monareh,  kaig  iii*' 

absent  t 
For  he  comes  bringing  light  in  night-time  to  >  ' 
In  common  with  all  these  —  king  Agam^mr- 
But  kindly  greet  him  —  for  olear  idiows  3   ' 

duty  — 
Who  has  dug  under  Troia  with  the  mattock 
Of  Zeus  the  Avenger,  whereby  plaii 

ploughed. 
Altars  unrecognizable,  and  god^s  ahrii 
And  the  whole  land^s  seed  thoroughly  Ym^  r* ' 

ished. 
And  such  a  yoke-strap  haviag^  east  nNusci  Tn< 
The  elder  king  Atreides,  happy  man  —  h» 
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Comai  to  lie  honored,  wortiiMst  of  what  niorUb 
Now  are.    Nor  Paris  nor  the  aeeomplice-cnty 
OntTaunta  their  deed  aa  more  than  they  are 

done-by  : 
For,  is  a  soit  for  rape  and  theft  f oand  prniltjr. 
He  mused  of  plunder  and,  in  one  destruotion. 
Fatherland,  house  and   home  has  mowed  to 

atoms : 
Debts  ih  9  Priamidai  have  paid  twice  over. 
Cho,  liail,  herald  from  the  army  of  Achat- 

ansl 
Uer.  I  hail :  ~  to  die,  will  gainsay  gods  no 

lonfper! 
CAo.  Love  of   this  fatherland  did  exercise 

th»e? 
Her.  iH)  that  1  weep,  nt  least,  with  joy,  my 

eysH  full. 
CAo.  What,  of  this  graoioutt  aiokneas  were  ye 

gainers  ? 
IJrr.  How  now  ?    iustmcted,  I  this  speech 

shall  master. 
CAo.  For  those  who  loved  you  hack,  with 

lon|nng  stricken. 
Her.  This  land    Teamed  for    the  yearning 

army,  a:iy*st  thou  ? 
CAo.  80  as  to  set  bm  oft,  from  dark  mind, 

groaning. 
Her.  Whence  came  this  ill  mind  ~  hatred  to 

the  army  ? 
Cho.  Of  old,  I  uae,  for  misehief *s  phjrsic,  si- 
lence. 
Her.  And  how,  die  chiefs  away,  did  yon  fear 

any? 
CAo.  So  that  now  —  late  thy  word  —  much 


joy  were  —  dying ! 
%  F( 


Her,  For  well  have  things  been  worked  out : 
these,  —-in  mnch  time. 
Some  of  them,  one  might  say,  had  luck  in  fall- 

\Vhile  some  were  faulty:  anee  who,  goda  ex- 
cepted. 
Goes,  through  the  whole  time  of  his  lifct  on- 

grieving  ? 
F<)r  labors  should  I  tell  of,  and  had  lodgments. 
Narrow  deckways  ill-strewn,  too, —  what  the 

day*s  woe 
We  did  not  groan  at  geidng  for  our  portion  ? 
As  for  land«things,  again,  on  went  more  hatred  I 
Since  beds  were  ours  hard  by  the  foemen*s  ram- 
parts. 
And,  out  of  heaven  and  from  the  earth,  the 

meadow 
Dews  kept  aeprinkle,  an  abiiling  damage 
Of  venturea,  making  hair  a  wild-beast  matting. 
Winter,  too,  if  one  told  of  it  —  bird-alaying  — 
Such  aa,  unbearable,  Idaian  mow  brooght  — 
Or  heat,  when  wavelesa,  on  ita  noootide  couches 
Without  a  wind,  the  sea  would  slamber  falling 
—  AVhpr  must  one  mourn  these  ?   0*er  and  gone 

IS  labor: 
OVr  snd  gone  is  it,  eren  to  thoee  dead  noes, 
^4)  that  no  more  again  they  mind  uprising. 
Why  must  we  tell  in  numbers  those  deprived 


And  the  live  man  be  vexed  with  fate*s  fresh 

outbreak  ? 
Rath«r,  I  bid  full  farewell  to  reisfortnnee  ! 
For  us,  the  left  from  oat  the  Aigeiaa  army. 


The  gain  beats,  nor  does  aoirow  eomterbalaiieft 
80  that 't  is  fitly  boasted  of,  this  sunlight. 
By  ua,  o*er  sea  and  land  the  aery  flyers^ 
**  Troia  at  last  taking,  the  band  of  Argivea 
Hang  up  auch  trophiea  to  the  gods  of  Uellaa 
Within  their  domea  '— new  gioty  to  grow  an- 
cient I '' 
Such  things  men  having  heard  must  praise  the 

city 
And    army -leaders:   and    the    grace    which 

wrons^t  them  '— 
Of  Zeus,  stiall  honored  be.  Thou  haat  my  whole 

word. 
CAo.  Overcome  by  words,  their  sense  I  do  not 

gainsay. 
For,  aye  this  breeds  youth  in  the  old — **te 

leam  weU.'' 
But  these  things  most  the  house  and  Klutaim- 

nostra 
Concern,  *t  is  likely :  while  they  make  me  rie^ 

too. 
Klu^  I  shouted  long  ago,  indeed,  for  joyanee. 
When  came  that  first  night-messenger  of  fire 
Proclaiming  Iliou*s  capture  and  dtspersion. 
And  some  one,  girding  me,  said,  *"  Through 

fire-bearers 
Persuaded  —  Troia  to  be  sacked  now,  thinkeat  ? 
Truly,  the  woman's  way,  —  high  to  lift  heart 

upl  " 
By  snch  words  I  was  made  seem  wit-bewildered  t 
Yet    still    I    sacrificed  ;     and,  —  female-song 

with,— 
A  shout  one  man  and  other,  through  the  city« 
Set  up,  congratulating  in  the  gods*  seats. 
Soothing  the   incense-eating   flame  right  fn^ 

grant. 
And  now,  what's  more,  indeed,  why  need'st 

thou  tell  me  ? 
I  of  the  king  himself  shall  leam  the  whole 

word : 
And,  —  aa  may  beet  be,  ^  I  my  revered  hua» 

band 
Shall  hasten,  as  he  oomes  back,  to  receive  :  for — 
What 's  to  a  wife  sweeter  to  see  than  this  light 
(Her  husband,  by  the  god  saved,  back  from 

warfare) 
So  aa  to  open  gates  ?    This  tell  m^  husband  -^ 
To  eome  at  soonest  to  his  loving  city. 
A  faithful  wife  at  home  may  he  find,  coming  I 
Such  an  one  as  he  left  —  the  dog  o'  the  honae 

hold- 
Tmaty  to  him,  adverse  to  the  ill-rainded. 
And,  m  all  elae,  the  aame :  no  signet-impr 
Having  dcme  harm  to,  in  that  time's  duration. 
I  know  nor  pleasure,  nor  blameworthy  0011- 


With  any  other  man  more  than  —  bronae-dip> 
pings! 
Her.   Such  boaat  aa  this— brimful  of  the 
veraeioua  — > 
Is  for  a  high-born  dame  not  bad  to  send  forth  I 
CAo.  Ay,  she  spoke  thus  to  thee  —  that  haal 
a  knowledge 
From  clear  interpreters — a  spesch  most  seemly  I 
Biit  speak,  thou,  herald  I    MenelaoeladEof : 
If  he,  retaining,  back  in  safety  alao 
Will  eome  with  you— this  laiid'a  beloved  ehie^ 
f 
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Her.    Theresa  no  way  I  might  say  thint^ 

faJiM)  and  pleasant 
Fur  friends  tu  reap  the  fruits  of  through  a  long 

time. 
Cko,  How  then,  if,  speaking  good,  things  true 

thou  chance  on  ? 
Her.  For  not  well-hidden  things  heoome  they, 

sundered. 
The  man  has  vanished  from  the  Achaic  army. 
He  and  his  ship  too.     I  announce  no  falsehood. 
Cho.  Whether   forth  -  putting    openly    from 

Ilion, 
Or  did  storm  —  wide  woe  —  snatch  him  from 

the  army? 
Her.  Like  topping  bowman,  thou  hast  touched 

the  target. 
And  a  long  sorrow  hast  succinctly  sooken. 
Cho.  Wlietlier,  then,  of  him,  as  a  live  or  dead 

man 
Was  the  report  by  other  sailors  bruited  ? 

Her.  Nobody  knows  so  as  to  tell  out  dearly 
Excepting  Helios  who  sustains  earth^s  nature. 
Cho.  How  say'st  thou  then,  did  storm  the 

naval  array 
Attack  and  end,  by  the  celestials'  anger  ? 

Her.  It  suits  not  to  defile  a  day  auspicious 
With  ill-announcing  speech :  distinct  each  god's 

due: 
And  when  a  messenger  with  gloomy  visage 
To  a  city  bears  a  fall'n  host's  woes  —  Goa  ward 

o#l- 
One  popular  wound  that  happens  to  the  city. 
And  many  sacrificed  from  many  hotiseholdJB  — 
Men,  scouxged  by  that  two-thonged  whip  Area 

loves  so. 
Double  spear-headed  curse,  bloody  yoke-cou- 
ple, — 
Of  woes  like  these,  doubtless,  whoe'er  comes 

weighted, 
Him  does  it  suit  to  sing  the  Erinues'  paian. 
But  who,  of  matters  saved  a  glad-news-bringer, 
(^omes  to  a  city  in  good  estate  rejoicing.  .  .  . 
How  shall  I  mix  gM>d  things  with  evil,  telling 
Of  storm  against  the  Achaioi,  urged  by  gods' 

wrath  ? 
For  they  swore  lei^ue,  being  arch-foes  before 

that. 
Fire  and  the  sea :  and  plighted  troth  approved 

they, 
Destroving  the  unhappy  Argeian  armv. 
At  night  began  the  bad-wave-ontbreak  evils ; 
For,  diips  against  each  other  Threkian  breezes 
Shattered :  and  these,  butted  at  in  a  fury 
By  storm  and  typhoon,  with  surge  nun-resound- 
ing, — 
Off  they  went,  vanished,  Uirough  a  bad  herd*s 

whirling. 
And,    when   returned    the   brilliant   light   of 

^  Helios, 
We  view  the  Aigaian  sea  on  flower  with  corpses 
Of  men  Achaian  and  with  naval  ravage. 
But  us  indeed,  and  ship,  unhurt  i'  the  hull  too, 
Either  some  one  out«tole  us  or  ontprayed  us  — 
Some  god  —  no  man  it  was  the  tiller  tonching. 
And  Fortune,  sayior,  willing  on  our  ship  sat. 
So  as  it  neither  had  in  harbor  wave-suige 
Xor  ran  aground  against  a  shore  all  rockv. 
And  then,  the  water-Haides  having  fled  Irom 


In  the  white  day,  not  trustiDg  to  our  foctnne. 
We  chewed  the  cud  in  thoughts  —  this  novel 

sorrow 
O'  the  army  laboring  and  badly  pounded. 
And  now  —  if  any  one  of  them  is  breathing  — 
They  talk  of  us  as  having  perished :  why  not  ? 
And  we  —  that  they  the  same  fate  have,  ima- 
gine. 
May  it  be  for  the  best !    Meneleos,  then. 
Foremost  and  specially  to  come,  expect  thom  ! 
If  (that  is)  any  ray  o'  the  sun  reports  him 
Living  and  seeing  too  —  by  Zens  oontrivings. 
Not  yet  disposed  to  auite  destroy  the  lineage  — 
Some  hope  is  he  shall  come  again  ta  honaehold. 
Having  heard  such  things,  know,  thou  truth  art 

hearing  1 
Cho.  Who  may  he  have  been  that  named 

thus  wholly  with  exactitude  — 
(Was  he  some  one  whom  we  see  not,  by  farecui&t- 

ings  of  the  future 
Guiding  tongue  in  happy  mood  ?) 
—  Her  with  battle  for  a  bridegroom,  on  all 

sides  contention-wooed, 
Helena  ?    Since  —  mark  the  suture  I  — 
Ship's-HeU,  Man's-HeU,  City's-HeU, 
From   the   delicately -pompous   curtains   that 

pavilion  well, 
Forth,  by  favor  of  the  gale 
Of  earth-bom  Zephuros  did  she  sail. 
Many  shield-bearers,  leaders  of  the  pack. 
Sailed  too  upon  their  track. 
Theirs  who  tiad  directed  oar, 
Then  visible  no  more. 
To  Simois'  leaf-luxuriant  shore  — 
For  sake  of  strife  all  gore ! 

To  Ilion  Wrath,  fulfilling  her  intent. 

This  marriage-care — the  rightly  named  ■o  — 

sent  : 
In  after-time,  for  the  tables'  abuse 
And  that  of  tne  hearth-partaker  Zeus, 
Bringing  to  punishment 
Those  who  honored  with  noisy  throat 
The  honor  of  the  bride,  the  hymeneal  note 
Which  did  the  kinsfolk  then  to  singing  urge. 
But,  learning  a  new  hymn  for  that  which  was. 
The  ancient  city  of  Priamos 
Groans  probably  a  great  and  general  dirge. 
Denominating  pKn.% 
*'  The  man  that  miserably  marries : "  — 
She  who,  all  the  while  before, 
A  life,  that  was  a  general  diige 
For  citizens'  unhappy  slaughter,  bore. 

And  thus  a  man,  by  no  milk's  help. 

Within  his  household  reared  a  lion^s  whelp 

That  loved  the  teat 

In  life's  first  festal  stage : 

Gentle  as  jyet, 

A  true  child-lover,  and,  to  men  of  age, 

A  thing  whereat  pride  warms ; 

And  oft  he  had  it  in  his  arms 

Like  any  new-bom  babe,  bright-faced,  to  hand 

Wagging  its  tail,  at  belly's  strict  command. 

But  in  due  time  upgrown. 

The  custom  of  progenitors  was  shown : 

For — thanks  for  sustenance  repaying 
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i'ith  nivHi^e  of  sheep  slaoghteKd  — 

b  niade  uu bidden  feast ; 

V'ith  bliMxi  the  house  was  watered, 

0  household  came  a  woe  there  was  no  staying : 
ireM  mischief  niauy-sUjrinflr  I 

'rom  Gud  it  was  —  some  priest 

»f  AU,  in  the  house,  by  nurture  thus  increased. 

it  fimt,  then,  to  the  city  of  Ilion  went 
i  HiMil,  as  I  niij^ht  say,  of  windless  cabm  — 
Vi'alth's  quiet  omament. 
Lu  evHH'-dnrt  bearini;  balm, 
iOve^B  «pirit-bitiu|f  flower, 
tut  —  fn>m  thtf  true  course  bending  — 
\w  brought  about,  of  marriage,  bitter  ending : 
li-r«sideiit,  ill-mate,  in  power 
^iAHiiii;  tu  the  PrianiidiU  —  by  sending 
^f  Hospitable  Zi^us  — 

irinus  for  a  bride,  —  to  make  brides  mourn, 
her  dower. 

poktMi  long  ago 
\int  the  ancient  saying 
till  among  mortaki  staying : 
Man^a  great  prcieperity  at  height  of  rise 
Engenders  offspring  nor  unohilded  dies ; 

1  lid,  from  ^ooa  fortune,  to  such  families, 
imin  forth  insatiate  w^oe/* 

V'hereas,  distinct  from  any, 

)f  my  own  mind  I  am  : 

't>r  *t  is  the  unholy  deed  begets  the  many, 

ii>H«*nibling  each  its  dam. 

^f  hon<teholds  that  correctly  estimate, 

)ver  a  beauteous  child  ia  born  of  Fate. 

(ut  aucient  Arrogance  dehghts  to  generate 

Lrrogance,  young   and  strong  'mid   mortals' 

sorrow, 
^r  now,  or  then,  when  oomes  the  appointed 

morrow. 
Lnd  tuhe  beam  voung  Satiety : 
Lnd,  fiend  with  whom  nor  nght  nor  war  can 

be, 
iiholy  Daring—  twin  black  Curses 
S'ithin    the    nousehold,    children   like    their 

nurses. 

(ut  Jiuitioe  shines  in  smoke-gnmed   habita- 
tions, 
I  fid  honon  the  well-omened  life  ; 
V'hiie,  —  gold-besprinkliMl  stations 
Vliere  the  han<U'  tilth  is  rife, 
V'ith  backward-turning  eves 
«(*aving,  —  to  holy  seats  she  hies, 
M>t  worshipping  the  power  of  wealth 
tamped  with  applause  by  stealth : 
t.nd  to  its  end  oireots  eacn  thing  begun. 

approach   then,  my   monarch,  of    Troia  the 

sacker,  of  At  reus  the  son  ! 
low  ought  I  address  thet*.  how  ought  I  revere 

thee,  —  nor  yet  overhitting 
Tor  yet  nnderbenaing  the  grace  that  is  fitting? 
[any  of  mortals  hasten  to  honor  the  aeeming- 

to-be  — 
'«uiMiiig  liy  justice :  and,  with  the  ill-faring,  to 

gi-fMin  aa  he  groans  all  are  free, 
(ut  no  bite  of  the  sorrow  their  liver  has  reach<Hl 

to: 


They  say  with  the  joyful, — oue  outside   on 

each,  too. 
As  they  force  to  a  smile  smilelees  faces. 
But  whoever  is  eood  at  distinguishing  races 
In  sheep  of  his  nock  —  it  is  not  for  the  eyes^ 
Of  a  man  to  escape  such  a  shepherd's  surprise. 
As  they  seem,  from  a  well-wishing  mind. 
In  watery  friendship  to  fawn  and  oe  kind. 
Thou  to  me,  tlien.  indeed,  sending  an  army  for 

Helena's  sake, 
(I  will  not  conceal  it,)  wast  —  oh,  by  no  help  ol 

the  Muses !  —  depicted 
Not  well  of  thy  midriff  the  rudder  directing,  — 

convicted 
Of  bringing  a  boldness  tliey  did  not  desire  to 

the  men  with  existence  at  stake. 
But  now  — from  no  outside  of  mind,  nor  un- 

lovingly  —  gracious  thou  art 
To  those  wno  have  ended  the  labor,  fulfilling 

their  part ; 
And  in  time  shalt  thou  know,  by  inquiry  in- 
structed. 
Who  of  citizens  justly,  and  who  not  to  purpose, 

the  city  conducted. 
Agatnemnon,    First,  indeed,  Argoa,  and  the 

gods,  the  local, 
'Tis  right   addressing  —  those  with   me   the 

partners 
In  this  return  and  right  things  done  the  city 
Of  Priamos:  gods  who,  from  no  tongue  bear^ 

ing 
The  rignta  o'  the  cause,  fur  Ilion's  fate  man- 

slanght'rous 
Into  the  bloody  vase,  not  oscillating^ 
Put  the  vote-pebbles,  while,  o'  the  rival  vessel, 
Hope  rose  up  to  the  Up-edge :  filled  it  was  not. 
By  smoke  the  captured  city  is  still  conspicuous : 
At^'s    bumt-offeringa   live:   and,  dying  with 

them. 
The   ash   sends  forth   the  fulsome  blasts  of 

riches. 
Of  these  things,  to  the  gods  grace  many-mind- 
ful 
'T  is  right  I  render,  since  both  nets  outrageous 
We  built  them  round  with,  and,  for  sake  of 

woman. 
It  did  the  city  to  dust  —  the  Argeian  monster. 
The  horse's  nestling,  the  shield- bearing  people 
That  made  a  leap,  at  setting  of  the  Pleiads, 
And,  vaulting  o  er  the  tower,  the  raw-flesb- 

feeding 
Lion  licked  up  his  fill  of  blood  tTrannic. 
I  to  the  gods  indeed  prolonged  this  preface ; 
But — as  for  thy  thought,  1  remember  hear- 
ing— 
I  say  the  same,  and  thou  co-pleader  hast  me. 
Since  few  of  men  this  faculty  is  bom  with 
To  honor,  without  grudge,  their  friend  succmm- 

ful. 
For  moody,  on  the  heart,  a  poiion  seated 
Its  burden  doubles  to  who  gained  tiie  sickness : 
By  his  own  eriefs  he  is  himself  made  heavy. 
And  out-of-door  prosperity  seeing  groans  at. 
Knowing,   I  'd  oidl  (for  well  have   I   ezperi- 

enoe<l) 
^*  Fellowship  s     mirror,"      "  phantom     of     a 

shadow," 
Those  seeming  to  be  mighty  gracious  to  me : 
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While  just  OduMMOs — he  who  sailed  not  willr 

iniff  — 
When  joined  on,  was  to  me  the  ready  trace- 

hone. 
This  of  hira,  whether  dead  or  whether  liyingr, 
I   say.     For   other   city  -  and  •  gtxb*    concern- 
ment — 
Appointing  common  courts,  in  fnll  assemhlaffe 
We    will   consult.     And   as   for  what   holds 

seemly 
How  it  may  lasting  stay  well,  most  be  coun- 
selled : 
While  what  has  need  of  medicines  Paionian 
We,  either  burning  or  else  cutting  kindly. 
Will  make  endeavor  to  turn  pain  from  sickneas. 
And  now  into  the  domes  and  homes  by  altar 
Going,  I  to  the  gods  Hrst  raise  the  right-hand  — 
They    who,    far    sending,    back    again    have 

brought  me. 
And  Victory,  since  she  followed,  fixed  remain 
she  I 
Klu.  Men,  citizens,  Ai^eiaus  here,  my  wor- 
shiiM ! 
1  .shall  nut  shame  me,  consort-loving  manners 
To  tell  before  you :  for  in  time  there  dies  off 
The  diffidence  from  people.     Not  from  others 
Ijeaming,  1  of  myself  will  tell  the  hard  life 
I  bore  BO  long  as  this  man  was  hieath  Iliou. 
First :  for  a  woman,  from  the  male  divided. 
To  sit  at  home  alone,  is  monstrous  evil  — 
Hearing  the  manv  rumors  back-revenging  : 
And  for  now  This  to  come,  now  That  brii^ 

after 
Woe,  and  still  worse  woe,  bawling  in  the  house- 
hold ! 
And  truly,  if  so  many  wounds  had  chanced  on 
My  httsband  here,  as  homeward  used  to  dribble 
Report,  he 's  pierced  more  than  a  net  to  speak 

of  I 
While,  were  he  dying  (as  the  words  abounded) 
A  triple-bodied  Oeruon  the  Second, 
Plenty  above  —  for  loads  below  I  count  not  — 
Of   earth  a  three-share  cloak  he'd   boast  of 

taking, 
f)noe  «mly  dying  in  each  several  figure ! 
Because  of  such-like  rumors  back-revenging. 
Many  the  halters  from  rav  neck,  above  head. 
Others  than  /  loosed — loosed  from  neck  by 

main  force ! 
From    thin    cause,  sure,   the    l)oy   stands  not 

beside  me  — 
Possessor  of  our  troth-plights,  thine  and  mine 

too  — 
As  outfht  Orestes :  be  not  thou  astonished  ! 
For,  him  brings  up  our  well-disposed  guest- 
captive 
Strophios  the  Phokian  —  ills  that  told  on  both 

sides 
To  me  predicting  —  both  of  thee  *neath  Ilion 
Tlie  danger,  and  if  anarchy^s  mob-uproar 
Should  overthrow  thy  council ;  since  ^t  is  bom 

with 
Mortals,  —  whoe'er  has  fallen,  the  more  to  kick 

him. 
Such  an  excuse,  I  think,  no  cunning  carries  ! 
As  for  myself  —  why,  of  my  wails  the  rushing 
Fountains  are  dried  up :    not  in  them  a  drop 
more ! 


And  in  my  late-to-bed  eyes  I  hmm  damsgt 
Bewailing  what  concerned  thee,  thoae  tor^ 

hofdingB 
Forever  unattended  to.    In  dreams  —  whv. 
Beneath  the  light  wing-beats  o*   the  goar.  \ 

woke  up 
As  he  went  buixiiig  —  sorrows  that  eooe^t^ 

thee 
Seeing,  that  filled  more  than  their  fenow-sl*'^- 

time. 
Now,  all  this  having  suffered,  from  soul  pn-: 

free 
I  would  style  this  man  heie  the  dug  o  '\ 

stables. 
The  savior  f  orestay  of  the  ship,  the  higfa  m  f « 
Ground-prop,  son  sole-begotten  to  his  father. 

—  Ay,  land  appeariiu?  to  the  sailors  past  b4>i» 
Loveliest'day  to  see  after  a  tempest. 

To  the  wityfaring-one  athirst  a  well-fmnne. 

—  The  joy,  in  short,  of  ^scaping  all  thai  *« 

fatal! 
I  judge  him  worth  addresses  such  as  theiw  ar» 

—  Envy  stand  off !  —  fur  many  those  old  ei  tl^ 
We  underwent.    And  now,  to  me  —  dear  l>».: . 

ship !  — 
Dismount  thou  from  this  car,  not  earths  ar-' 

setting 
The  foot  of  thine,  O  king,  that  *s  Dion^s  sprtD-' 
Slave-maids,  why    tarry  ?  —  whose    Uie    i*-k 

allotted 
To  strew  the  soil  o'  the  road  with  oarpei-apn-^  i 

ings. 
Immediately  be  purple-strewn  tlie  pathway. 
So  that  to  home  unhoped  may  lead    him 

Justice  I 
As  for  the  rest,  care  shall  —  by  no  sleep  c<>r- 

quered  — 
Dispose  things  —  justly  (gods  to  aid !)  appoint '-^l 
Aga.  Offspring  of  Leda,  of    my  kottsrh«M 

warder. 
Suitably  to  my  absence  hast  thou  spoken. 
For  long  the  speech  thou  didst  outstretch  !   Bu* 

aptly 
To  pnuse  —  from  others  ought  to  go  this  fav^r 
And  for  the  rest,  —  not  me,  in  woman V fsfrhi* -^ 
Mollify,  nor  —  as  mode  of  barbarous  roan  in  — 
To  roe  gape  forth  a  groundward-f ailing  clanMtr ' 
Nor,  strewing  it  with  garments,  make  my  (m.- 

sage 
Envied  !    Crods,  sure,  with  these  behoove^  v* 

honor : 
But,  for  a  mortal  on  these  Tsried  beavticii 
To  walk  —  to  me,  indeed,  ts  nowise  fear>fiv^. 
I  say  —  as  man,  not  god,  to  me  do  homage  ! 
Apart  from  foot-mats  both  and  varied  vestur*^ 
Renown  is  loud,  and  —  not  to  lose  one^s  aens^^ 
(jod's  greatest  gift.      Behooves  we  him   rxl. 

happy 
Who  has  brought  life  to  end  in  loved  wellh^inir 
If  all  things   I  might  manage    thus  —  bra«» 

man,  I ! 
Klu.  Come  now,  this  say,  nor  fmgn  a  feefinr 

to  me  ! 
Aga.  With  feeling,  know  indeed,  1   do  m  t 

tamper! 
Klu.  Vowed*st  thou  to  the  gods,  in  fear,  t 

act  thus  ? 
Aga.  If  any,  /  well  knew  resolve  I  oubipok 
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Klu,  What  think'st  thou  PriamM  had  done, 

thnBviotor? 
Aga,  On  varied  Teat*  —  I  do  think  —  he  had 

paaaaged. 
Klu,  Then,  do  not,  stmck  with  awe  at  hnnum 

oensnre.  .  .  . 
Aga,  Well,  popular  mob-outory  much  avails 

too! 
Kiu,  AjTt  bnt  the  nnenvied  is  not  the  maoh 

valued. 
Aga.    Sure,  't  ia  no  woman's  part  to  long  for 

battle  1 
Kiu.  Why,  to  the  proBperona,  even  suits  a 

beatiufir  I 
Aga.  What  f  thou  this  beating  us  in  war  dost 

priie  too? 
A7tf.  PoTBuade  thee !  power,  for  onoe,  frraiit 

me  —  and  wiUingr  1 
Aga.  Bnt  if  this  seem  ao  to  thee  —  shoes,  let 

someone 
Loose  under,  quick  —  foot's  servioeable   car^ 

And  me,  on  these  S4*a-prodncts  walkinfc,  may  no 
Grudge  from  a  dbtaaoe,  from  the  god's  eye, 

strike  at  1 
For  great  sliaine  were  my  etrewment-epoiling  — 

riches  I 
Spoiling   with  feet,  and  silver-pnrohased  tex- 
tures ! 
Of  these  things,  thus  then.      But  this  female- 
stranger 
Tenderly  take  inside  I    Who  conquers  mildly 
God,  from  afar,  beniKuantly  regaraeth. 
Fur,  willing,  no  one  wears  a  yoke  tliat*H  ser* 

vile: 
And  she,  of  many  valuables,  outpioked 
The  flower,  the  army  *s  gift,  myself  has  fol- 
lowed. 
.So  —  since  to  hear  thee,  I  am  brought  about 

thus, — 
I  go  into  the  palace  —  purples  treading. 

A7u.  There  is  the  sea  —  and  what  man  shall 
exhaust  it?  — 
Feeding    much    purple's    worth-its-weigbt-in- 

silver 
I>ye,  ever  fresh  and  fresh,  onr  garments'  tinc- 
ture; 
At  home,  such  wealth,  king,  we  begin  —  by 

gods'  help  — 
With  having,  and  to  lack,  the  household  knows 

not. 
C  >f  manv  garments  had  I  vowed  a  treading 
( 111  oracles  if  fore-enjoined  the  household) 
i  >f  this  dear  soul  the  safe-retum-price  scheming ! 
I*\»r,  root  existing,  f ullage  goes  up  houses, 
i  >*««n«preading  shadow  against  Seirios  dog-star ; 
A  iid«  thou  retumin|?  to  the  hearth  domt'stic. 
Warmth,  yea,  in  winter  dost  thou  show  return- 
ing. 
And  when,  too^  Zens  works,  from  the  green- 
grape  acrid, 
\Viiie  —  then,  already,  oool  in  houses  cometh  -- 
The  perfect  man  his  home  perambulating ! 
X«9un,  Zeus  Perfecter,  these  my  prayers  perfect 

thoul 
'Vlty  care  be  —  yea — of  things  thou  mayst  make 
perfect  I 
C^ho,  Wherefore  to  ma,  this  fear  — 


Qronndedly  stationed  here 

Fronting  my  heart,  the  portent-watcher  —  flits 

she? 
Wherefore  should  prophet-play 
The  uncalled  and  unpaid  lay. 
Nor  —  having  spat  forth  fear,  like  bad  dreams 

—  sits  she 
On  the  mind's  throne  beloved  —  weU-aoasive 

Boldness? 
For  time,  since,  by  a  throw  of  all  the  hands. 
The  buat*s  stem-^U>les  tonohed  the  sands, 
Hsa  passed  from  youth  to  oldness,  — 
When  under  Uion  rushed  the  ship-borne  bands. 

And  from  mv  eyes  I  learn  — 

Being  myself  my  witness  —  their  return. 

Yet,  all  the  same,  without  a  Ijrre,  my  soul, 

Itself  its  teacher  too,  chants  from  within 

Erinua'  diige,  not  having  now  the  whole 

Of  Hope's  dear  boldness :  nor  m^  inwards  sin  — 

The  heart  that 's  rolled  in  whiris  against  the 

mind 
Justly  prssagef ul  of  a  fate  behind. 
But  1  pray  —  things  false,  from  my  hope,  may 

fall 
Into  the  fate  that 's  not-fulfilled-at-all  I 

fiq>eoiaUy  at  lesst,  of  health  that 's  great 

The  term 's  insatiable :  for,  its  weight 

—  A  neighbor,  with  a  common  wall  between  — 

Ever  will  sickness  lean  ; 

And  destiny,  her  conme  punning  straight. 

Has  struck  man's  ship  against  a  reef  unseen. 

Now,  when  a  portion,  rather  than  the  treasure. 

Fear  casts  from  sling,  with  peril  in  right  meaanre> 

It  has  not  sunk  —  the  universal  freight, 

(With  misery  freighted  over-full,) 

Nor  has  fear  whelmed  the  hull. 

Then  too  the  gift  of  Zeus, 

Two-handedly  profuse. 

Even  Iran  the  furrows'  yield  for  yearly  nee 

Has  done  away  with  famine,  the  aiseaae : 

But  blood  of  man  to  earth  ouce  falling,  —  deadly, 

bUu>k,~ 
In  times  ere  these,  -^ 
Who  mav,  by  singing  spells,  call  back  ? 
Zens  had  not  else  stopped  one  who  rightly  knew 
The  wav  to  bring  the  dead  again. 
But,  did  not  an  appointed  Fate  constrain 
The  Fate  from  giids,  to  bear  no  more  than  due, 
Mv  heart,  ontst ripping  what  tongue  utters. 
Would  have  all  out :  which  now,  in  darkness, 

mutters 
Moodily  grieved,  nor  ever  hopes  to  find 
How  she  a  word  in  season  inav  unwind 
From  ont  the  enkindling  mind. 
Kiu.  Take  thyself  in,  thou  too  —  I  say,  Kaa- 

sandra ! 
Since  Zeus  —  not  angrily  —  in  household  placed 

thee 
Partaker  of  hand-sprinklings,  with  the  many 
Slaves  stationed,  his  the  Owner^s  altar  close  to. 
Descend  from  out  thin  car,  nor  be  high-minded ! 
And  tmly  thev  do  say  Alkmene's  child  once 
Bore  being  .4ofd,  slaves'  barley-bread  hin  living. 
If,  then,  necessity  of  this  lot  o'erbalance. 
Much  is  the  favor  of  old-wealthy  maatets : 
For  those  who,  never  hoping,  made  fine  harvest 
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Are  hanh  to  slaTes  in  all  things,  beyond  meas- 
ure, 
'riiou  hast — with  us  —  such  usage  as  law  war- 
rants. 
Cho,  To  thee  it  was,  she  paused  plain  speech 
from  speaking, 
lieing  inside  the  fatal  nets  —  obeying. 
Thou  mayst  obej :  but  thou  mayst  disobey  too ! 
Kiu.  Why,  if  she  is  not,  in  the  swallow *s 
fashion,  ^ 
PoRHe8<M  d  of  voice  that  *s  unknown  and  barbaric, 
I,  with  8i>eeeh — speaking  in  mind's  scope  — 
persimde  her. 
Cho,  Follow  I  The  best  —  as  things  now  stand 
—  she  speaks  of. 
Obey  thou,  leaving  this  thy  car-enthronement  I 
Kiu.  Well,  with  this  thing  at  door,  for  me  no 
leisure 
To  waste  time :  as  concerns  the  hearth  mid- 

navelled. 
Already  stand  the  sheep  for  fireside  slajring 
Bpr  those  who  never  hoped  to  have  such  favor. 
If  thou,  then,  aught  of  this  wilt  do,  delay  not  I 
But  if  thou,  being  witless,  tak'st  no  word  in^ 
Speak  thou,  in8t<>ad  of  voice,  with  hand  as  Kars 
do! 
Cho,  She  seems  a  plain  interpreter  in  need  of, 
The  stranger !  and  her  way  —  a  beast's  new- 
captured  ! 
Kiu.  Why,  she  is  mad,  sure,  —  hears  her  own 
bad  senses, — 
Who,  while  she  comes,  leaving  a  town  new- 
captured, 
Tet  knows  not  how  to  bear  the  bit  o*  the  bridle 
Before  she  has  out-frothed  her  bloody  fierceness. 
Not    I  —  throwing   away    more    words  —  will 
shamed  be ! 
Cho.  But    I,  —  for  I  compassionate,  —  will 
chafe  not. 
(^ome,  O  unhappy  one,  this  car  vacating. 
Yielding  to  this  necessity,  prove  yoke's  use  I 

Kassandra,  Otototoi,  Gods,  Earth  — 
Apollon,  ApoUonl 


»4 


ototoi       concerning 


Cho.  Why  didst  thon 
Loxias? 
Since  he  is  none  such  as  to  suit  a  mourner. 

Kas.  Otototoi,  Gods,  Eiirth,  — 
Apollun,  Apollun ! 

Cho.  jll-bodint?  here  again  the  god  invokes  she 
—  Nowise  empowered  in  woes  to  stand  by  help- 
ful. 

Kan.  ApoUon,  ApoUon, 
Guard  of  the  ways,  my  destroyer  I 
For  thou  hast  quite,  this  second  time,  destroyed 
me. 

Cho.  To  prophesy  she  seems  of  her  own  evils : 
Remains  the  god-fnft  to  die  slave-soul  present. 

Kaa,  ApoUon,  Apollon, 
Guard  of  the  ways,  my  destroyer  I 
Ha,  whither  hast  thon  led  me?  to  what  roof 
now  ? 

Cho.  To  the  Atreidai's  roof:    if   this  thon 
know'st  not, 
I  tell  it  thee,  nor  this  wilt  thou  call  falsehood. 

Kas.  How!  how! 
God-hated,  then  !    Of  many  a  crime  it  knew  — > 
Self-slaving  evils,  halters  too : 
Man*s«fiamble8,  blood-b<*sprinklor of  the  ground  t 
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Cho.  Sheseemstobegood-noaedftiieatnuiKvr 
dog^like. 
She  snuffs  indeed  the  victims  she  will  find  theiv 

Kas,  How  1  how  I 
Bv  the  witnesses  here  I  am  certain  now  ! 
These  children  bewailing   their  alaqght^n  — 

flesh  dressed  in  the  fire 
And  devoured  by  their  sire  ! 

Cho.  Ay,  we  have  heard  of  thy  moethaKjiu 
rfory. 
Doubtless :  but  propheta  none  are  wo  in  s»cr 
of! 

K(u.  Ah,  gods,  what  over  does  ska  meditate 
What  this  new  anguish  great  ? 
Great  in  the  house  here  she  meditates  ill 
Such  as  friends  cannot  bear,  eannot  earr  it: 

and  still 
Off  stands  all^  Resistance 
Afar  in  the  distance  1 

Cho.  Of  these  I  witless  am  —  these  propli^ 
syings. 
But  those  I  knew :  for  the  whdlo  city  broi 
them. 

Kas.  Ah,  nnhaiipy  one,  thia  thoa 
matest? 

Thy  husband,  thy  bed^s  common  Kvaet« 
In  the  bath  having  brightened.  .  •  •  How  ahi^ 

I  declare 
Consummation  ?    It  soon  will  be  there : 
For  band  after  hand  she  nntntmtrhns. 
At  life  as  she  reaches  ! 

Cho.  Nor  ^et  I  've  gone  with  thee  I  for  - 
after  riddles  — 
Now,  in  blind  oracles,  I  feel  reaonrodesa. 

Kas.  Eh,  eh,  panai,  papai. 
What  this,  I  espy  ? 
Some  net  of  Haides  undoubtedly  I 
Nay,  rather,  the  finare 
Is  she  who  has  share 

In  his  bed,  who  takes  part  in  themmdor  tkerr ! 
But  may  a  revolt  — 
Unceasing  assault  — 
On  the  Race,  raise  a  shout 
Sacrificial,  about 
A  victim  —  by  stoning  — 
For  murder  atoning ! 

Cho.  What  this  Erinns  which  i*  the  hoiv 
thoncallest 
To  raise  her  cry  ?    Not  me  thy  word  enligiite»  * 
To  my  heart  has  run 
A  drop  of  the  crocus-dye  : 
Which  makes  for  those 
On  earth  by  the  spear  that  lie, 
A  common  close 
With  lifers  descending  sun. 
Swift  is  the  curse  begun  I 

Kas.  How  !  how ! 
See  —  see  quick  I 
Keep  the  bull  from  the  cow  t 
In  the  yesture  she  oatrhing  lum«  otxtkes  hia 

now 
With  the  blaek-homed  trick. 
And  he  falls  into  the  watery  Tase  t 
Of  the  craft-killing  caldron  I  tell  thee  the  cf 

Cho.  I  would  not  boast  to  be  a  topping  er* 
Of  oracles :  but  to  some  sort  of  evil 
I  liken  these.    From  oracles,  what  good  "p** 
To  mortals,  beaide,  is  sent  ? 
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t  conuiBof  their  evils :  thuee  arts  word-«boimd- 

in^  that  sin^  the  event 
tringr  the  fear  't  is  their  office  to  teaeh. 

Kas,  Ah  me,  ah  me  — 
|f  me  aahappy,  evil-destined  fortunes  1 
or  I  bewail  mv  proper  woe 
LSI,  mine  with  his,  all  into  one  I  throw. 
V^hv  hast  thou  hither  me  unhappy  bronicht  ? 
-Unless  that  I   should   die  with  him  —  for 

nauj^ht  I 
Hiat  else  was  sought  ? 

Cho.  Thoa  art  some  mind-mazed  oieatBre, 
Kod-poesessed  : 
ind  all  about  thyself  doet  wail 
L  lay  —  no  lay  I 
iike  some  brown  nif^htinisale 
nsatiable  of  noise,  who  —  well  away  I  — 
'rum  her  unhappy  breast 
I  'eps  rooaninff  Itns,  Itus,  and  his  life 
Vitli  evils,  flourishing  on  each  side,  rife. 

Kas.  Ah  me,  ah  me, 

*he  fate  o'  the  nightinjsale,  the  clear  resoander ! 
or  a  body  wing^boroe  have    the  gods    oast 

round  her, 
Lnd  sweet  existence^  from  misfortones  free  : 
»iit  for  myself  remainfl  a  sundering 
Viih  spear,  the  two-edged  thing  1 

Cho,^  Whenee  hast  thoa  this  on^ashing  god- 
involving  pain 
Lnd  spasms  in  vain  ? ' 
'or,  things  that  terrifvj 
V^ith  ohanging  nninteUigible  cry 
*hou  strikest  up  in  tune,  yet  all  the  while 
ifter  that  Orthian  style  I 
^'henoe  hast  thou  limits  to  the  oracular  road, 
*hat  evils  bode  ? 

Kas.  Ah  me,  the  nuptials,  the  nuptials  of 

Parisj  the  deadly  to  friends ! 
ih  me,  of  Skamandros  the  draught 
'atenud  !    There  once,  to  these  ends, 
ta  thy  banks  was  I  brought, 
*he  unhappy  t     And  now,  by  Kokutos  and 
Achenin*s  shore 

shall^  soon  be,  it   seems,  these  my  evades 
sinking  once  more  I 

Cho,  Why  this  word,  plain  too  much, 
last  thou  uttered  ?    A  babe  might  learn  of 

such  I 
am  struck  with  a  bloody  bite  —  here  under  — 
iC  the  fate  woe-wreaking 
>i  thee  shrill-shrieking  : 
*u  me  who  hear  —  a  wonder  I 

Kas.    Ah  me,  the  tails  — the   toils  ol  the 
citT 
*he  wholly^  destroyed :  sh,  pity, 
if  the  sacriiicings  my  father  naade 
n  the  ramparts*  aid-- 
luch    slaughter    of    grass-fed    flocks  —  that 

afforded  no  cure 
liat  the  city  should  not,  ss  it  does  now,  the 

burthen  endure ! 
tut  I,  with  the  sonl  on  fire, 
oon  to  the  earth  shall  cast  me  and  expire  I 

Cho.  To  things,  on  the  former  consequent, 
Lgain  hast  thou  given  vent : 
lnd  *t  is  some  evil-meaning  fiend  doth  move 

thee, 
leavily  falling  from  abore  thee* 


To  melodize  thy  sorrows  —  else,  in  singing, 
Calamitous,  death-bringing  I 
And  of  ail  this  the  end 
I  am  without  resource  to  apprehend. 
Kas.  Well    then,  the  oracle   from  veils  no 

longer 
Shall  be  outloc^ing,  like  a  bride  new-married : 
But  bright  it  seems,  against  the  sun's  uprisings 
Breathing,  to  penetrate  thee :  so  ss,  wave-like. 
To  wash  against  the  rays  a  woe  much  greater 
Than  this.    I  will  no  longer  teaeh  by  nddles. 
And  witness,  running  wiui  me,  that  of  evils 
IX>ne  long  ago,  I  nosing  track  the  footstep  I 
For,  this  same  roof  here — never  quits  a  Chorus 
One-voiced,  not  well-tuned  since  no  **  well  "  it 

utters  : 
And  trulv  having  drunk,  to  get  more  courage. 
Blan's  blood  —  the  Komos    keeps  within  the 

household 

—  Hard  to  be  sent  outside  —  of  sister  Furies  : 
They  hymn  their    hymn  —  within  the    house 

close  sitting — 

The  first  beginning  curse :  in  turn  spit  forth  at 

The  Brother's    bed,  to  him  who  spumed   it 
hostile. 

Have  I  miaaed  aught,  or  hit  I  like  a  bowman  ? 

False  prophet  am  I,  ~  knock  at  doors,  a  bab- 
bler ? 

Henceforward  witness,  swearing  now,  I  know 
not 

By  other's  word  the  old  sins  of  this  household  I 
Cho.  And  how  should  oath,  bond  honorably 
binding. 

Become  thy  cure  ?    No  leas  I  wonder  at  thee 

—  That  thou,  beyond  sea  reared,  a  strange- 

tongned  city 
Shouldst  hit  in  speaking,  just  as  if  thou  stood'st 

by! 
Kas.  Prophet  ApoUon  put  me  in  this  office. 
Cho.  What,  even  though  a  god,  with  lon^^ing 

smitten  ? 
Kas.  At  fint,  indeed,  shame  was  to  me  to 


si^thiB. 

Cho.  For,  more  relaaced  grows  every  one  who 
fares  well. 

Kas.  But  he  was  athlete  to  me  —  huge  grace 
breathing  I 

Cko.  Well,  to  the  work  of  ehildivn,  went  ye 
law's  way  ? 

IToa.  Having  consented,  I   played  false   to 
Lozias. 

Cho.    Already  when  the  wite  inspired  pos- 
sessed of  ? 

Kcu.  Already  townsmen  aU  their  woes  I  fore- 
told. 

Cho.  How  wast  thou  then  unhurt  by  Loxias* 
anger? 

Kas.  I   no  one   anght   pennaded,  when   I 
sinned  thus. 

Cho.  To  us,  at  least,  now  sooth  to  say  thou 
seero««t. 

Kas.  Halloo,  halloo, ah,  evils! 
Again,  straightforward  foresight's  f earfnl  labor 
Whirls  me,  distracting  with  welnsiva  last-lays ! 
Behold    ye   those    there,   m   the    household 

seated,- 
Tonag  ones,  —  of  dreams  appnaehing  to  the 
fignies? 
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Children,  as  if  thev  died  by  their  beloveds — 
Hands  they  hi^ve  nlled  with  flesh,  the  meal  do- 
mestic — 
Eotraib  and  vitals  both,  most  piteons  burthen. 
Plain  they  are  holding!  —  wluoh  their  father 

tasted ! 
For  this,  I  say,  plans  punishment  a  certain 
Lion  ifS'noble,  on  the  bed  that  wallows, 
Uouse-fpiard  (ah,  me  I)  to  the  retaming  mas- 
ter 
—  Mine,  sinoe  to  bear  the  sUrish  yoke  behooves 

me! 
l*he  ships*  oommander,  Ilion^s  desolator. 
Knows  not  what  things  the  tongue  of  the  lewd 

she-dog 
S|)eaking,  outspreading,  shiny-souled,  in  fashion 
<H  At4  hid,  will  reach  to,  by  ill  tortnne  I 
iSnch  things  she  dares  —  the  female,  the  male^s 

slayer ! 
iShe  is  .  .  .  how  calling  her  the  hateful  bite- 
beast 
May  I  hit  the  mark  ?    Some  amphisbaina  — 

SkulU 
Housing  in  rocks,  of  mariners  the  mischief. 
Revelling  Ilaides*    mother,  —  cune,  no   truce 

with. 
Breathing    at     friends!     How    piously     she 

shouted. 
The  all-conraireons,  as  at  tnm  of  battle ! 
She  seems  to  joy  at  the  back-bringing  safety ! 
Of  this,  too,  if  I  naught  penmade,  all  *s  one  I 

Why? 
What  is  to  be  will  come !    And  soon  thou, 

pnssent, 
**"  True    proi^et  all    too  much  '*  wilt  pitying 
style  me ! 


Cho.  Thuestes'    feast,    indeed,    on   flesh   of 
children, 
I  went  with,  and  I  shuddered.    Fear  too  holds 

me 
Listing  what  *s  true  as  life,  nowise  oat>imaged  ! 
Ktu,  I  say,  thou  Agamemnon*s  fate  shalt 

look  on ! 
Cho,  8peak  good  words,  O  unhappy  I    Set 

month  sleeping  ! 
Kms.  But  Paian  stands  in  no  stead  to  the 

speech  here. 
Cho.  Nay,  if  the  thing  be  near :  but  neyer  be 

it! 
Kas,  Thou,  indeed,  prayest :  they  to  kill  are 

busvl 
Cho,  Oi  what  man  is  it  ministered,  this  sor- 
row? 
Ka*.  There  again,  wide  thou  look^st  of  my 

fore  tellings. 
Cho,  For,  the  fulfiller^s  scheme  I  have  not 

gone  with. 
Ka9,  And  yet  too  well  I  know  the  speech 

Hellenic. 
Cho.  For  Puthian  orades,  thy  speech,  and 

hard  too  ! 
Ka»,  Papai  :   what   fire  this !  and  it  comes 
upon  me  I 
Ototoi,  Lnkeion  Apollon,  ah  me  —  me  I 
She,  the  two-footea  lioness  that  sleeps  w  ith 
The  wolf,  in  absence  of  the  generous  Hon, 
KiUs  me  th%  vnhappy  one :  and  as  a  poison 
Brewing,  to  put  my  prioe  too  in  the 


She  TOWS,  against  her  mate  this  weapon  whet- 
ting 

To    pav   him   back   the   bringing    me,   wi<b 
slaughter. 

Why  keep  I  then  these  things  to  make  n<> 
laughed  at, 

Both  wands  and,  round  my  neok,  oraeiilar  fil- 
lets? 

Thee,  at  least,  ere  mv  own  fate  will  I  rain : 

60,    to   perdition     falling!    Boons     ezchs^c* 
we  — 

Some  other  At4  in  my  stead  make  wealthy  ! 

See  there  —  himself,  Apollon  striptHBg  from  ilk 

The  oracular  garment !  having  looked  upcw  n  *- 

—  Even  in  these  adornments,  langhed  by  frW ii» 
at. 

As  good  as  foes,  i*  the  balaaee  weigl^d :  sr4 
vainlv  — 

For,  callea  onued  stroller,  —  as  I  liad  b««-n 

Bnggar,  unhappy,  starved  to  death,  —  I  Imnv  n 
And  now  the  frophet  — >  prophet  in«  imdaiBfr. 
Has  led  away  to  these  so  deadly  fortniMs  ! 
Instead  of  m^  sire's  altar,  waits  the  hack-hL^V 
She  stmck  with  first  warm  bloody  saerifietiit; ! 
Yet  nowise  nnayenged  of  gods  wul  death  br : 
For  there  shall  come  another,  oar  areager. 
The  raotherelaying  seion,  father's  dooiBsmau 
Fugitive,  wanderer,  from  this  land  an  exile. 
Back  shall  he  come, — for  friends,  eopesfaa^ 

these  curses  I 
For  there  is  sworn  a  great  oadi  from  the  gnd« 

that 
Him  shall  bring  hither  his  faUea  sire* 

tion. 
Why  make  I  then,  like  an  indwdler. 
Since  at  the  first  I  foresaw  Dion's  irit^ 
Suffering  as  it  haasnffered  :  and  who  took  it. 
Thus  b^  the  judgment  of  the  gods  are  fari^. 
I  go,  will  saner,  will  submit  to  dying  I 
But,  Haides*  gates  —  these  same  I  caO.  I  spi-sl 

to. 
And  pray  that  on  an  opportoae  blow  ehancii v 
Without  a  straggle, — ^tdood  the  eafan  d*^'.> 

brii^ng 
In  easy  outflow,  —  I  this  eye  may  cloee  np  * 
Cho,  O  much   nnhivpy,  but,  agahi.  morl 

learned 
Woman,  kmg  hast  tfaon  eatstretched  I    Bat  ;f 

truly 
Thou  knowest  thine  own  fate,  how  imma  th^* 

like  to 
A  go^^  steer,  to  altar  bold  tboa  tiwadest  T 
Ras,  There  *s  no  avoidance,  —  stmngets.  o<  ' 

Some  time  more  t 
Cho,  He  last  is,  anyhow,  by  time  adwaatar*- * 
Kas,  It  comes,  the  day :  I  shall    bj  fli*. : 

gain  little. 
Cho,  But  know  thou  patient  art  fromx  '* 

brave  spirit  1 
Kaa.  Such  things  hears  no  oae  ai  the  hmf-. 

fortuned. 
Cho,  But    gloriously   to    die  ->  for    maa    - 

grace,  snrel 
Kaa.  Ah,  sire,  for   thee  and  lor  thy  m»i  • 

children  I 
Cho,  But  what  thing  is  it  ?    What 

thee  backwards  ? 
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Kas.  Alas,  aUw ! 

Cho,  Wh^  this  ''alas''?  if  't  is  no  spirit^s 

loathinflr  ... 
Kas.  Slanghtor    blood -dripping    does    the 

hovseliold  smell  of  I 
Cho.  How  else?    This  soent  is  of   hearth- 

saorifioes. 
Kas.  Such  kind  of  steam  as  from  a  tomb  is 

proper! 
Cho.  No  Svrian  honor  to  the  Honse  thon 

speak  *8t  of ! 
Kas.  Bnt  I  will  go,  —  eren  in  the  household 
wailing 
M  V  fate  and  Agamemnon's.    Life  suiBoe  me  I 
An,  strangers  I 
1  cry  not  **  sh  **  —  ss  bird  at  bush  —  through 

terror 
Idly  !  to  me,  the  dead  thus  much  bear  witni*ss : 
When,  for  me — woman,  there  shall  die  a  wo- 
man, 
And,  for  a  man  ill-wived,  a  man  shall  perish  ! 
This  hospitality  I  ask  as  dying. 
Cho.  O  sufferer,  thee —  thy  foretold  fate  I 

pity. 
Kas.  let  once  for  all,  to  speak  a  speech,  I 
fain  am: 
So  dirge,  mine  for  myself  I    The  sun  I  pray 

to, 
Fronting  hb  last  light  I  —  to  my  own  aTengers  — 
That  from  mj  hateful  slajrers  they  exact  too 
Pay  f tir  the  dead  dave  —  easy-managed  haad*s 
work  I 
Cho.  A  Us  for  mortal  matters!    Happy-for- 
tuned, — 
Wby,  any  shade  would  turn  them :  if  unhapmr. 
By  throws  the  wetting  sponge  has  spoiled  the 

picture  I 
And  more  by  much  in  mortals  this  I  pity, 
rhe  beinv  well-to^o  — 
[nsatiate  a  desire  of  this 
Bom  with  all  mortals  ts, 
S^or  any  is  Uiere  who 
Well-being  forces  off,  aroints 
P*rom  roofs  whereat  a  finger  points, 
'*  No  mwe  eome  in  I  **  exchuniing.    This  man, 

too. 
To  take  tne  city  of  Priamos  did  the  celestials 

\nd,  honored  br  the  god,  he  homeward  oomes ; 

[|ut  now  if,  of  the  former,  he  shall  pay 

rhe  blood  back,  and,  for  those  who  ceased  to 

live, 
laying,  for  deaths  in  turn  new  pnnishment  he 

dooms  — 
bVho.  being  mortal,  would  not  pray 
iVith  an  nnmisehievous 
laimon  to  have  been  bom  —  who  would  not, 

hearing  thus  ? 
Aga.  Ah  me !    I  am  struck  —  a  right-aimed 

stroke  within  me  I 
Cho.  Silence  I    Who  is  it  shonto  ''  stroke  **  — 

**  right-aimedly,**  a  wounded  one  ? 
.1^0.    Ah  me!   indeed   again, —  a  second, 

struck  by  I 
Cho.  This  work  seems  to  me  completed  by 

this  **  Ah  me  "  of  the  king's  ; 
iat  we  somehow  may  together  share  in  soUd 

coonseUings. 


Cho.  1.  I,  in  the  first  place,  my  opinion  tell 
yon: 
—  To  cite  the  townsmen,  by  help-cry,  to  house 
here. 
Cho.  2.  To  me,  it  seems  we  ou^t  to  fall 
upon  them 
At  qnicKest  ~  prove  the  fact  by  sword  f resh- 
flowingl 
Cho.  3.  And  I,  of  such  opinion  the  partaker. 
Vote  —  to  do   eomething:    not    to  wait  — the 
main  point  1 
Cho.  4.  *TiB  plain  to  see:  for  they  prelude 
ss  though  of 
A  tyranny  the  signs  they  gave  the  city. 
Cho.  5.  For  we  wsate  time ;  while  they,  — 
this  waiting's  glory 

to  ground,  —  sJlow  the  hand  no  slum- 


ber. 

Cho.  fi.  I  know  not — chancing  on  some  plan 
—  to  tell  it: 
'T  is  for  the  doer  to  plan  of  the  deed  also. 
Cho.  7.  And  I  am  such  another :  since  I  'm 
sohemelees 
How  to  nuse  up  again  by  words  —  a  dead  man  1 
Cho.  8.  What,  and,  protraotittg  life,  shall  we 
give  way  thus 
To  the  disgmcers  of  onr  home,  these  rulers  f 
Cho.  9.  Why,  *t  is  unbearable :  but  to  die  is 
better: 
For  death  than  tyranny  is  the  riper  finish  1 
Cho.  10.  What,  by  the  testifyii«  ''Ah  roe 
of  him. 
Shall  we  projniostieate  the  man  as  perished  ? 
Cho.  11.  We  must  quite  know  ere  speak  th( 


fi 


things  concerning : 

For  to  conjecture  and  '*  quite  kn<»w  "  are  two 
things. 
Cho.  12.  This  same  to  praise  I  from  all  sides 
abound  in  — 

Clearly  to  know,  Atreides,  what  he  *s  doing ! 
Klu.  Much    having  been  before  to  pnipoee 
spoken, 

The  opposite  to  say  I  shall  not  shamed  be  : 

For  how  should  one,  to    enemies, — in  sem- 
blance. 

Friends,  —  enmity   proposing,  —  sorrow  *s    net- 
frame 

Enclose,  a  height  sii|>erior  to  ontleaping  ? 

To    roe,  indeed,    this  struggle    of    old  —  not 
mindless 

Of  an  old  victory  —  came :  with  time,  I  grant 
yon ! 

I  stand  where  I  have  stmok,  things  once  ao- 
complished  : 

And  so  have  done,  —  and  this  deny  I  shall 
not, — 

As  that  his  fate  was  nor  to  fly  nor  ward  off. 

A  wrap-round  with  no  outlet,  ss  for  fishes, 

I  fence  about  him  —  the  rich  woe  of  the  gar> 
meni : 

I  strike  him  twice,  and  in  a   double  ''Ah- 
mel" 

He    let  his  limbs  go  —  there  !    And  to  him, 
fa]l(*n. 

The   third    blow  add  I,  giving— of   Below- 
ground 

Zens,  gnardian  of  the  dead  —  the  votvve  favor. 

Thus  in  the  mind  of  him  he  rages,  falling. 
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And  blowiDg  forth  a  brisk  blood-«pafcter,  strikes 
me 

With  the  dark  drop  of  slanghteroiu  dew,  — -  r»- 
joicini; 

No  leas  than,  at  the  ppod-giren  dewy^somfort, 

The  sown-stuff  in  its    birth-throes   from  the 
calyx. 

Since  so  these  things  are,  —  ArgiTes,  my  re- 
▼ered  here,  — 

Ye  may  reioice  -^if  ye  rejoice :  but  I  —  boast  I 

If  it  were  nt  on  oorose  to  pour  libation. 

That  wonld  be  rignt  —  n^t  over  and  abo^e, 
tool 

The  cup  of  evils  in  the  honse  he,  having 

Filled  with  snoh  corses,  himself  coming  drinks 
of. 
Cho,  We  wonder  at  thy  tongue :  since  bold- 
mouthed  truly 

Is  she  who  in  snoh  speech  boasts  o*er  her  hus- 
band ! 
Klu.  Ye  test  me  as  I  were  a  witless  woman : 

But  I  —  with  heart  intreiiid  —  to  you  knowers 

Say  (and  thou  —  if  thou  wilt  or  praise  or  blame 
me. 

Gomes  to  the  same)'— this  man  is  Agamem- 
non, 

My  husband,  dead,  the  work  of  the  right  hand 
here. 

Ay,  of  a  just  artificer :  so  things  are. 
Cho,  What  evil,  O  woman,  food  or  drink, 
earth-bred 

Or  sent  from  the  flowing  sea. 

Of  Bnoh  having  fee 

Didst  thon  set  on  thee 

This  sacrifice 

And  popular  cries 

Of  a  curse  on  thy  head  ? 

Off  thou  hast  thrown  him,  off  hsst  cut 

The  man  from  the  city  :  but 

Off  from  the  cit^  thyself  shalt  be 

Cut  —  to  the  citizens 

A  hate  immense ! 
Klu.  Now,   indeed,  thou  adjndgest  exile  to 
me. 

And  citizens^  hate,  and  to  have  popular  curses : 

Nothing  of  this  against  the  man  here  bringing, 

Who,  no  more  awe-checked  than  as  *t  were  a 
hpast's  fate,  — 

With  flheop  abundant  in  the  well-fleeced  graze- 
flocks,  — 

Sacrificed  hi»  child,  —  dearest  fruit  of  travail 

To  me,  —  as  song-spell  against  Threkian  blow- 
incs. 

Not  him  did  it  behoove  thee  henoe  to  banish 

—  Polbition's  penalty  ?     But  hearing  mv  deeds 

Jnsticer  rough  thoM  art !    Now,  this  I  tell  thee  : 

To  threaten  thus — me,  one  prepared  to  have 
thee 

(On  like  conditions,  thy  hand  conquering)  o*er 
me 

Hnle  :  b^^t  if  God  the  opposite  ordain  ns. 

Thou  shalt  learn  —  late  taught,  certes  —  to  be 
modest. 
Cho.  '^roa^ly-'nt^nding  thou  art : 

Mnch-mindf  "I.  too,  hast  thou  cried 

^Since  thy  mind,  with  its  slaughter-ontponring 
part. 

Is  frantic)  that  over  the  eyas,  a  patch 


Of  blood  —  with  blood  to  match 
Is  plain  for  a  pride  \ 
Yet  still,  bereft  of  friends,  thy  late 
Is  —  blow  with  blow  to  expiate  I 
Klu,  And  this  thou  hearest  —  of  myoatU 

just  warrant ! 
By  who  fulfilled  things  for  my  daughter.  Ja^ 

tice, 
At^,  Erinus,  —  by  whose  help  I  slew  him.  — 
Not  mine  the    fancy  —  Fear    will    tsread  vt 

palace 
So  long  as  on  n»  hearth  ther^  bums  a  fire, 
Aigisthos  as  before  well-earing  for  me ; 
Since  he  to  me^  is  shield,  no  smalL  of  boldnes. 
Here  does  he  lie  —  outra^rer  of  this  female, 
Daini  V  of  all  the  Chmaeids  under  Dion ; 
And  she  —  the  captive,  the  soothsayer  aim 
And  conohmate  of  this  man,  oraele-neaker. 
Faithful  bedfellow,  —  ay,  the  sailon*  bam-hA. 
They  wore  in  common^nor  unpuniahed  did  ^ 
Since  he  is  ^  thus  I    WhUe,  as  for  her,  —  s*  i£^ 

fashion. 
Her  latest  having  chanted,  — dviag  wailing 
She   lies, —  to   him,   a  sweetheart:    xne    4- 

brought  to 
My  bed^s  by-nicety,  the  whet  of  daUiance. 

Cho,  Alas,  that  soma 
Fate  would  come 
Upon  ns  in  quickness  — 
Neither  much  sickness 
Neither  bed-keeping  — 
And  bear  unended  sleeping, 
Now  that  subdued 
Is  our  keeper,  the  kindest  of  mood ! 
Having   borne,   for  a   woman *8   sake,   b.i.1 

strife  — 
Bv  a  woman  he  withered  from  life  ! 
An  me  I 

Law-breaking  Helena  who,  one. 
Hast  many,  so  many  souls  undone 
^ Neath  Troia  !  and  now  the  oonaumnaAed 
Much-memorable  curse 
Hast  thou  made  flower-forth,  red 
With  the  blood  no  rains  disperse. 
That  which  was  then  in  the  Houae  — 
Strife  all-subduing,  the  woe  of  a  spouse. 

Klu,  Nowise,  ox  death  the  fate  — 
Burdened  by  these  things  —  supplicate! 
Nor  on  Helena  turn  thy  wrath 
As  the  man-destroyer,  as  **sh6  who  hath. 
Being  but  one. 

Many  and  many  a  soul  undone 
Of  the  men,  the  Danaoi  *'  — 
And  wrought  inomense  annoy  I 

Cho.  Daimon,  who  fallest 
Upon  this  household  and  the  donble-mecd 
Tantalidai,  a  rule,  minded  like  Iheiimdiaplacvd 
Thou  mlest  me  with,  now. 
Whose  heart  thou  jeallest  I 
And  on  the  body,  like  a  hateful  crow. 
Stationed,  all  out  of  tune,  his  chant  to  eliaut 
Doth  Something  vaunt ! 

Klu.  Now,  of  a  truth,  hast  thon  apt   vptL' ' 
Thy  month's  opinion,  — 
Namimr  the  Sprite, 
The  trioly-cmss, 

0*er  the  race  that  has  dominion : 
For  through  him  it  is  that  Eras 
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'he  canuM?e-licker 

11  tlie  belly  is  bnid  :  ere  ended  quite 

>(  the  elder  throe  —  new  ichor  ! 

Cho.  Certainly,  Rreat  of  might 
iiid  heavy  of  wrath,  the  ISprite 
Mum  tellest  of,  in  the  palace 
\V<>€,  woe!) 

An  evil  tale  of  a  fate 
Sy  At^'s  malice 
^••ndered  insatiate  I 
Ml,  oh, — 

iin^,  king,  how  shall  I  be  weep  thee? 
*roni  friendly  sonl  what  erer  sa^  ? 
'hon  liest  where  webe  of  the  spider  o^ersweep 

thee 
II  impions  death,  life  breathing  away. 
>  me  —  me  I 
'his  couoh,  not  free ! 
»y  a  slavish  death  subdued  thou  art, 
'rom  the  hand,  by  the  two-edged  dart. 

Kiu.  Thou  boastest  this  deed  to  he  mine: 
lilt  leave  off  styling  me 
llie  Agamemnonian  wife !  '^ 
'or,  showing  himself  in  sign 
*f  the  spouse  of  the  corpse  thou  dost  see, 
H(l  the  ancient  bitter  avenging-ghost 
>f  Atreus,  savage  host, 
'ay  the  man  here  as  price  — 
L  full-grown  for  the  young  one^s  saferifioe. 
Cho.  That  no  cause,  indeed,  of  this  killing 

art  thou, 
V'lio  shall  be  witness-bearer  ? 
low  shall  he  bear  it  —  how  ? 
»ut  the  sire*s  avenging-ghost  might  be  in  the 

deed  a  sharer. 
I(*  is  forced  on  and  on 
iy  the  kin-bom  flowing  of  blood. 

Black  Ares  :  to  where,  having  gone, 
I*'  shall  leave  off,  flowing  done, 
kt  the  froxen-childVflesh  food, 
aner,  king,  how  shall  I  beweep  thee  I 
'rom  friendlr  soul  what  ever  say  ? 
'hott  liest  wnere  webs  of  the  spider  o*enweep 

thee, 
ri  impious  death,  life  breathing  away, 
•h.  me  —  me  ! 
'hiM  couch  not  free  I 
iy  a  slavish  death  subdued  thou  art, 
mm  the  hand,  bv  the  two-edged  dart. 
AVif.  No  death  '*  unfit  for  the  free  " 
H>  I  think  this  man*s  to  be  : 
or  did  not  himself  a  slavish  enne 
*o  his  household  decree  ? 
lilt  the  scion  of  him,  nivNelf  did  nurse  — 
liat  much-bewailed  Iphigeneia,  he 
[avinff  done  well  by,  —  and  na  well,  nor  worse, 
leen  none  to,  —  let  him  not  in  Haides  loudly 
;ear  himself  proudly ! 
ieing  by  sword-destroying  death  ameroed 
or  that  sword's  punishment  himself  inflicted 

first. 
( 'ho.  I  at  a  loss  am  left  -— 
f  a  feasible  scheme  of  mind  bereft  ^ 
I'liere  I  may  turn :  for  the  house  is  falling : 
f^ar  the  bloody  crash  of  the  rain 
hat  ruins  the  roof  as  it  bursts  amain : 
he  wamimr-drop 
la**  <H>me  to  a  stop. 


Destinv  doth  Justice  whet 

For  other  deed  of  hurt,  on  other  whetstones  yet. 

Woe.  earth,  earth  —  would  thou  hadst  taken  me 

Ere  I  saw  the  man  I  see, 

On  the  |)allet-bed 

Of  the  silver-sided  bath-vase,  dead  ! 

Who  is  it  shall  bury  him,  who 

Sing  his  dir^  ?    Can  it  be  true 

That  thou  wilt  dare  this  same  to  do  — 

Having  slain  thy  husband,  thine  own, 

To  make  his  funeral  moan : 

And  for  the  soul  of  him,  in  place 

Of  his  roight]r  deeds,  a  graceless  grace 

To  wickedly  institute  ?    By  whom 

Shall  the  tale  of  praise  o'er  the  tomb 

At  the  god-like  man  be  sent  — 

From  the  truth  of  his  mind  as  he  toils  intent  ? 

Klu,  It  belongs  not  to  thee  to  declare 
This  object  of  care  I 
B^  us  did  he  fall  —  down  there ! 
Did  he  die  —  down  there  I  and  down,  no  less. 
We  will  bunr  him  there,  and  not  beneath 
The  wails  of  the  household  over  his  d«tth : 
But  Iphigeneia,  —  with  kindliness,  — 
His  daughter,  —  as  the  case  requires. 
Facing  him  full,  at  the  n^iid-fiowing 
Passage  of  Qroans  shall —  both  hands  throwing 
Around  him  —  kiss  that  kindest  of  sires  I 

Cho,  This  blame  comes  in  the  place  of  blame : 
Hard  battle  it  is  to  judge  each  claim. 
**  He  is  borne  away  who  bears  away : 
And  the  killer  has  all  to  pay.** 
And  this  remains  while  ^us  is  remaining, 
**  The  doer  shall  suffer  in  time  **  —  for,  such  his 

ordaining. 
Who  may  cast  out  of  the  House  its  cursed 

brood? 
The  rac«  is  to  At^  glued ! 

Klu.  Thou  hast  gone  into  this  oracle 
With  a  true  result.    For  me,  then,  —  I  will 
—  To  the  Daimon  of  the  Pleisthenidai 
Making  an  oath  —  with  all  these  things  comply 
Hjud  as  they  are  to  bear.    For  the  rest  — 
Going  from  out  this  House,  a  guest. 
May  he  wear  some  other  family 
To  naught,  with  the  deaths  of  kin  by  kin  I 
And  — Keeping  a  little  part  of  my  goods  — 
Wholly  am  I  contented  in 
Having  expelled  from  the  royal  House 
These  fremied  moods 
The  mutually-murderous. 
Aigi$tho$.  O  light  propitious  of  day  justice- 
bringing  I 
I  may  say  tnuy,  now,  that  men's  avengera. 
The  gods  from  high,  of  earth  behold  the  sor 

rows  — 
Seeing,  as  I  have,  i*  the  spun  robes  of  the  Eri- 

nnes. 
This    man    here   lying,  —  sight   to   me    how 

pleasant !  — 
Hill  father's  hands*  contrivances  repaying. 
For  Atreus,  this  land*s  lord,  of  this  man  father, 
Thueetes,  my  own  father  —  to  speak  clearlv  — 
His  brother  too,  —  being  i*  the  rule  contesteii,  -< 
Drove  forth  to  exile  from  both  town  and  house- 
hold : 
And,  coming  back,  to  the  hearth  turned,  a  sup- 
pliant. 
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Wretched  Thnestes  found  the  fate  aasuTed  him 
— Not  to  die,  bloodjring  his  paternal  threshold 
Just  there:   but  host-wise  this  man^s  impious 

father 
AtreuH,  soul-keenly  more  than  kindly,  —  seem- 
ing 
To  joyous  hold  a  flesh-day,  —  to  m^  father 
Served  up  a  meal,  the  nesh  of  his  own  chil- 
dren. 
The  feet  indeed  and  the  hands'  top  diTisions 
He  hid,  high  up  and  isolated  sitting  : 
But,  their  unshowing  parts  in  ignorance  taking. 
He  forthwith  eats  food  —  as  thou  seest  —  per- 
dition 
To  the  race:  and  then,  'ware  of  the  deed  ill- 
omened. 
He  shrieked  O  I  —  falb  back,  vomiting,  from 

the  carnage, 
And  fate  on  the  Pelopidai  past  bearing 
He  prays  down — putting  in  his  curse  together 
The  kicking  down  o'  the  feast — that  so  might 

perish 
The  ra«e  of  Fleisthenes  entire  :  and  thence  is 
That  it  is  given  thee  to  see  thb  man  prostrate. 
And  I  was  rightly  of  this  slaughter   stitch- 
man: 
Since  me,  —  being  third  from  ten,  —  with  my 

poor  father 
He  drives  out — being  then  a  babe  in  swathe- 
bands: 
But,  grown  up,  back  again  has  justice  brought 

me: 
And  of  this  man  I  got  hold — being  without^ 

doors  — 
Fitting  together  the  whole  scheme  of  ill-will. 
So,  sweet,  in  ftae,  even  to  die  were  to  me,  ^ 
Seeing^  as   I   have,  this  man  i'  the   toils  of 
justice  I 
Cho.  Aigisthos,  arrogance  in  ills  I  love  not. 
Dost  thou  say  —  willing,  thou   didst  kill  the 

man  here. 
And,  alone,  plot  this  lamentable  slaughter  ? 
I  say  —  Uiy  nead  in  justice  will  escape  not 
The  people's  throwing  —  know  that !  —  stones 
and  curses! 
Aig,  Thou  such  things  soundest —  seated  at 
the  lower 
Oarage  to  those  who  rule  at  the  ship's  mid- 
bench? 
Thou  shalt   know,  being  old,  how   heavy  Is 

teaching 
To  one  of  the  like  age  —  bidden  be  modest  I  ^ 
But  chains  and  old  age  and  the  pangs  of  fasting 
Stand  out  before  all  else  in  teaching,  —  pro- 
phets 
At  souls'-cure  I      Dost  not,  seeing  aught,  see 

this  too? 
Against  goads  kick  not,  lest  tript-up  thou  suf- 
fer t 
Cho,  Woman,  thou,  —  of   him  coming  new 
from  battle 
Housegpard~  thy   husband's   bed   the  while 

disgracing,  — 
For  the  Army-leader  didst  thou  plan  this  fate 
,  too? 
Aig,  These   words  too   are   of   groans   the 
prime-begetters  I 
Truly  a  tongue  opposed  to  Orpheus  hast  thou : 


For  he  led  all  things  bv  his  voice's  grafoe-chsni. 
But  thou,  npetirring  them  by  these  wild  yd^ 

Wilt  I^  them  I    Forced,  thou  wilt  appear  ^. 

tamer  1 
Cho,  So  —  thou  dialt  be  my  king  then  vi 

the  Argeians  — 
Who,  not  when  for  this  man   his  fate  tbue 

plannedst, 
Daredst  to  do  this  deed  ~  thyself  tlie  aiaver  I 
Aig,  For,  to  deceive  him  was  the  wife^s  pan 

certes: 
/  was  looked  after—  foe,  av,  old-begotten ! 
But  out  of  this  man's  wealth  will  I  endeavor 
To  rule  the  citizens  :  and  the 
—  Him  will    I   heavily  yoke  —  by  bo 

trace-horse, 
A  comed-up  colt !  but  that  bad  friend  in  dark- 


Famine  its  housemate,  shall  behold  him  gvntlp. 
Cho,  Why   then,   this   man   here,    from   • 
coward  spirit. 
Didst  not  thou  slay  thyself?    Bni« — helprd. 

—  a  woman. 
The  country 's  peat,  and  that  of  gods  o*  th» 

country. 
Killed  him  I    Orestes,  where  may  he  see  hedt 

now  ? 
That  coming  hither  back,  with  gmcioas  Uir 

tune. 
Of  both  these  he  may  be  the  aU-eonqaertiK 
slarer? 
Aig,  Hut  since  this  to  do  then  tltiiikest'- 
and  not  talk  —  thou  soon  shalt  know  ! 
Up  then,  comrades  dear !  the  proper  thing  t*> 
do  —  not  distant  this  ! 
Cho,  Up  then  I   hilt  in  hold,  his  sword  Vi 

every  one  aright  dispose  1 
Aig.  Ay,  but  I  myself  too,  hik  in  kokL  <i> 

not  refuse  to  die  I 
Cho,  Thou^  wilt   die,    thon    aay^st,  to   «b- 

accept  it.    We  the  chance  demand  ! 
Klu,  Nowise,^  O  belovedest  of  men,  may  w»- 
do  other  ills ! 
To  have  reaped  away  these,  even,  is  a  harres: 

much  to  me  I 
Go,  both  thou  and  these  the  old  men,  to  th- 

homes  appointed  each. 
Ere  ye  suifer !    It  behooved  one  do  tlieee  thiap 

just  as  we  did  : 
And  ii   of   these   troubles,  there   slioald  V 

enough  —  we  may  assent 
—  By  the  Daimon's  heavy  heel  nnfortansu!? 

stricken  ones  I 
So  a  woman's  counsel  hath  it  —  if  one  jodgv  " 
learning-worth. 
Aig,  But  to  think  that  these  at  me  the  id!r 
tongue  should  thus  o'erbloom. 
And  throw  out   snch   words — the   Dumaa* 

power  experimenting  on  — 
And,  of  modest  knowledge  misaiqg,  -^  me,  th- 
ruler,  .  .  . 
Cho,  Ne'er     may     this    befall 

wicked  man  to  fawn  before  I 
Aig.  Anyhow,  in  after-daya,  will  I, 

be  at  thee  yet  I 
Cho,  Not  if  hither  should  the  Daimon  n«<V 
Orestes  straightway  come ! 
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Aig.  Oh,  I  know,  myMlf.  that  fiig:itiTM  on 

hopes  are  pasture-fed  t 
Cho.  Do  thy  deed,  ^t  fat,  defiling  jnstioe, 

§ixice  the  power  it  thine ! 
Aig.  Know  that  thou  ehalt  give  me  aatis&u)- 

tion  for  this  folly's  sake  1 


Cho,  Boast  on,  bearing  thee  andaeions,  like  a 

eock  his  females  by  I 
Klu,  Have  not  thou  respeet  tot  these  same 
idle  yelpings  1    I  ana  thou 
Will   arnuu^   it,  o'er   this  household  ruling 
excellently  well. 
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DEDICATED  TO  MRS.   SUTHERLAND  ORR 


Miss  A.  Eombtov-Sjuth  was,  at  the  time 
of  her  death,  one  of  Browning's  oldest  women 
friends.  *^  He  first  met  her/*  says  Mrs.  Suther- 
Luid  Orr,  **  as  a  young  woman  in  Florence  when 
nhe  was  Tinting  there ;  and  the  love  for  and 
proficiency  in  music  soon  asserted  itself  as  a 
bund  of  sympathy  between  them.  They  did 
nut,  however.  See  much  of  each  other  till  he 
had  finally  left  Italy,  and  she  also  had  made 
b«-r  hume  in  London.  .  .  .  Mr.  Browning  was 
one  of  the  very  few  persons  whose  society  she 

Good,  to  forgive ; 

Best,  to  forget  I 

Living,  we  fret ; 
Dying,  we  live. 
Fretless  and  free, 

iionl,  clap  thv  pinion  t 

Earth  have  aominion. 
Body,  o'er  thee  1 

Wander  at  wiU, 

Day  after  day,  — 

Wander  away. 
Wandering  still  — 
S>m1  that  canst  soar  I 

Body  may  slumber: 

Body  shall  cumber 
>Soul-flight  no  more. 

Waft  of  soul's  wing  1 

What  lies  above  ? 

Sunshine  and  Love, 
Skyblne  and  Spring ! 
Body  hides  —  where  ? 

Ferns  of  all  feather. 

Musses  and  heather. 
Yours  be  the  care ! 
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A.  £.  S.    September  14,  1877. 

1>AMSD  and  dose:  at  last  I  stand  upon  the 

summit.  Dear  and  Truit ! 
Singly  dared  and  done ;  the  climbing  both  of  us 

were  bound  to  do. 
Petty  feat  and  yet  prodigious:  every  side  my 

glance  was  bent 


I 


eared  to  cultivate :  and  for  many  years  the  com- 
mon musical  interest  took  the  practical,  and  for 
both  of  them  convenient,  form,  of  their  going 
to  concerts  together."  Browning  was  at  La 
Saisiax,  under  the  Sal^ve,  when  Miss  £gerton- 
Smith,  who  was  also  domiciled  there,  died  sud- 
denly in  the  autumn  of  1877,  and  it  was  after 
the  shook  of  her  loss  that  he  composed  the 
poem  to  which  he  gave  the  title  of  their  sum- 
mer resort.  The  poem  is  dated  November  9, 
1877. 

O'er  the  grandeur  and   the  beanty  lavishad 

through  the  whole  ascent. 
Ledge  by  ledge,  out  broke  new  manrek,  now 

minute  and  now  immense : 
Earth's  most  ex<|uisite  disclosure,  heaven's  own 

God  in  evidence ! 
And  no  berry  in  its  hiding,  no  blue  space  in  its 

outspread, 
Pleaded  to  escape  my  footstep,  challenged  my 

emvrgiiw  head, 
(As  I  climbea  or  paused  from  climbing,  now 

o'erbranclied  by  shrub  and  tree. 
Now  built  round  by  rock  and  boulder,  now  at 

just  a  turn  set  free, 
Stationed  face  to  face  with  —  Nature?  rather 

with  Infinitude,) 

—  No  revealment  of  them  all,  as  singly  I  my 

path  pursued. 
But  a  bitter  touched   its  sweetness,  for  the 

thought  stung  ^*  £ven  so 
Both  of  us  had  loved  and  wcmdered  just  the 

aame,  fiva  days  ago !  " 
Five  short  days,  sufficient  hardly  to  entice, 

from  out  its  den 
Splintered  in  the  slab,  this  pink  perfection  of 

the  cyclamen ; 
Scarce  enough  to  heal  and  coat  with  amber  gum 

the  sloe-tree's  gash, 
Bronse  the  clustered  wilding  apple,  redden  ripe 

the  mountain-ash : 
Yet  of  might  to  place  between  us  — Oh  the  bar- 
rier 1    Ton  Profound 
Shrinks  beside  it,  proves  a  pin-point:  barrier 

this,  without  a  bound  I 
Boundless  though  it  be,  I  reach  you :  somehow 

seem  to  have  yon  here 

—  Who  are  there.    Yes,  there  you  dwell  now, 

plain  the  four  low  walls  appear ; 
Those  are  vineyards,  they  enclose  from;  and 
the  little  spire  which  points 
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Than,  —  beoanse  it  well  may  happen  yonder, 

where  the  far  snows  blanch 
Mute  Mont  Blanc,  that  who  stands  near  them 

sees  and  hears  an  avalanche,  — 
I  shall  pick  a  dod  and  throw,  —  cry,  **Snoh 

the  sight  and  snch  the  sound  ! 
What  thouni  I  nor  see  nor  hear  them  ?    Others 

do,  the  proofs  abound !  " 
Can  I  mnke  ray  eye  an  eaglets,  sharpen  ear  to 

recognize 
Sound  o^er  leaf^ie  and  leagrue  of  silence  ?    Can 

I  know,  who  but  surmise  ? 
If   I   dared  no  self-deception   when,  a  week 

since,  I  and  vou 
Walked  and  talkea  along:  the  grass-path,  paas^ 

ing  lightly  in  review 
W*hat  Beemed  hits  and  what  seemed  misses  in  a 

certain  fence-play,  —  strife 
Sundry  minds  of  mane  engaged  in  **0n  the 

8onl  and  Future  Life,^*  — 
If  I  ventured  estimating  what  was  come  of  par- 
ried thrust. 
Subtle  stroke,  andj   rightly,  wrongly,  estimat- 
ing could  be  jnat 
—  Just,  thoogh  life  so  seemed  abundant  in  the 

form  which  moved  by  mine, 
I  might  well  have  played  at  fei^ng,  fooling, 

—  laughed  **  What  need  opine 
Pleasure  must  succeed  to  pleasure,  else  past 

pleasure  turns  to  pain. 
And  this  first  life  claims  a  second,  else  I  count 

its  good  no  gain  ?  *'  — 
Much  less  have  I  heart  to  palter  when  tiie 

matter  to  decide 
Now  becomes  **  Was  ending  ending  once  and 

always,  when  you  died  ?  ** 
Did  the  face,  the  form  I  lifted  as  it  lay,  reveal 

the  loss 
Not  alone  of  life  but  soul  ?    A  tribute  to  yon 

flowers  and  moss. 
What   of   you  remains  beside  ?    A  memory  1 

Easy  to  attest 
^*  Certainly  from  out  the  world  that  one  be- 
lieves who  knew  her  best 
Such  was  good  in  her,  such  fair,  which  fair 

and  good  were  great  perchance 
Had   but  fortune   favored,  bidden    each   shy 

faculty  advance ; 
After  all  —  who  knows  another  ?    Only   as  I 

know,  I  speak." 
80  much  of  you  lives  within  me  while  I  live 

my  year  or  week. 
Then  my  fellow  takes  the  tale  up,  not  unwilling 

to  aver 
Duly  in  his  turn,  "  I  knew  him  best  of  all,  as  he 

knew  her: 
Snch  he  was,  and  such  he  was  not,  and  snch 

other  might  have  been 
But  that  somehow  every  actor,  somewhere  in 

this  earthly  scene. 
Fails/*    And  so  both  memories  dwindle,  yours 

and  mine  together  linked. 
Till  there  is  but  left  for  comfort,  when  the 

last  spark  proves  extinct. 
This  —  that  somewhere  new  existenee  led  by 

men  and  women  new 
Possibly  attains  perfection  coTeted  by  me  and 

you; 


While  ourselves,  the  only  witneas  to  what  vork 

our  life  evolved. 
Only  to  ourselves  proposing  pioblenas  proper  to 

be  solved 
By  ourselves  alone,  —  who  worldoff  Be*er  akil) 

know  if  work  bear  fruit 
Others  reap  and  gamer,  heedless  bow  pw^dectj 

by  stalk  and  root,  — 
We  who,  darkling,  timed  the  day's  biitK- 

struggling,  testified  to  ^aoe,  — 
Earned,  by  dint  of  failure,  tnumpk,  —  we,  ci*- 

ative  thought,  must  eeaae 
In  created  word,  thonght^s  echo,  doe  to  impnkr 

lon^  since  sped  T 
Why  repine  ?     There  *s  ever  some  one  liie 

although  ourselves  be  dead  I 

Well,  what  signifies   re^ugnanee?     Troth  b 

truth  howe'er  it  strike. 
Fair  or  foul  the  lot  apportioned  life  ob  eaith,  «* 

bear  alike. 
Stalwart  body  idly  yoked  to  sfemtod  spim, 

powers,  that  fain 
Else  would  soar,  condemned  to  rrcml,  gresai- 

lings  through  the  fleshly  diaiii.  — 
Help  that  hinders,  hindrance  prorea  bst  M\ 

disguised  when  all  too  late,  — 
Hindrance  is  the  fact  acknowledged,  howtor'cr 

explained  as  Fate, 
Fortune,  Providence  :  we  bear,  own  Kfe  s  bir 

den  more  or  leas. 
Life  thus  owned  unhappy,  is  there  supplennta! 

happiness 
Possible  and  probable  in  life  to  oame  f  or  mv< 

we  count 
Life  a  curse  and  not  a  bleanng,  sninmed-iip  n 

its  whole  amount. 
Help  and  hindrance,  jov  and  sorrow  f 

Wliy  snoiud  I  want  eoniage  hrw 
I  will  ask  and  have  an  answer,  —  with  bo  fa>  '-^ 

with  no  fear,  — 
From  myself.    How  much,  how  littleg  do  I  a 

wardly  believe 
True  that  controverted  doctrine  t    Is  it  fact  *• 

which  I  cleave. 
Is  it  fancy  I  but  cherish,  when  I  take  npoa  d 

lips 
Phrase  the  solemn  Tuscan  fashioiied,  and  ^ 

clare  the  sonPs  eclipse 
Not  the  souPs  extinction  r  take  his  **I  brli^T« 

and  I  declare  — 
Certain  am  I  —  from  this  life  I 

ter,  there 
Where  that  lady  lives  of  whom 

my  soul "  —  where  this 
Other  lady,  my  companion  dear 

also  is? 

I  have  questioned  and  am  anawered.    Qa^ 

tion,  answer  presuppose 
Two  points :  that  the  tnin^  itself  wkieh  qo*^ 

tions,  answers,  —  m,  it  knows ; 
As  it  also  knows  the  thing  peroeiTed  ootside  -a 

self,  —  a  force 
Actual    ere    its    own 

throagh  its  ooorse. 
Unaffected  by  its  end,  —  that  this  tkii^;  lik- 

wise  needs  most  be ; 
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C«U  this  —  God,  then,  call  that  —  aoiil,  aiid 

both  —  the  only  tacts  for  me. 
ProTe  them  facta  ?  that  they  oVrpaas  mj  power 

of  proving,  proTes  them  such : 
Fact  it  ia  I  know  I  know  not  aomething  which 

is  fact  as  mnch. 
What  before  caused  all  the  caoaes,  what  effect 

off  aileffecta 
Haply  follows,—  these  are  fancy.     Ask  the 

rush  iff  it  suspects 
Whence  and  how  toe  stream  which  floats  it  had 

a  rise,  and  where  and  how 
Falls  or  flows  on  still  1  What  answer  makes  the 

nuh  except  that  now 
Certainly  it  floats  and  is,  and,  no  leas  certain 

than  itaelf , 
Is  the  everyway  •sternal    stream    that  now 

through  shoal  and  shelf 
Floats  it  onward,  leaves  it  —  maybe  —  wrecked 

at  last,  or  lands  on  shore 
There  to  root  afsain  and  grow  and  flourish  sta* 

bin  evermore. 
—  Maybe !  mere  surmise  not  knowledge :  mnch 

conjecture  styled  belief. 
What  the  rush  conceives  the   stream  means 

through  the  voyage  blind  and  brief. 
Why,  because  I  doubtless  am,  shall  I  as  doubt- 
less be?    ''Because 
God  seems  good  and  wise.**   Yet  under  this  our 

lifers  apparent  laws 
Reigns  a  wrong  which,  righted  once,  would  give 

quite  other  laws  to  life. 
**  He  seems  potent.'*    Potent  here,  then  :  why 

are  rignt  and  wroi^;  at  strife  ? 
lias  in  life  uie  wrong  the  better  ?    Happily  life 

endasosoon  1 
Right  pffedominatos  in  life?    Then  why  two 

hves  and  double  boon  ? 
**  Anyhow,  we  want  it :    wherefore  want  ?  '* 

Because,  without  the  want. 
Life,  now  human,  would  be  brutish :  jnst  that 

hope,  however  scant. 
Makes  the  actual  life  worth  leading  ;  take  the 

hope  therein  away. 
All  we  have  to  do  is  surely  not  endure  another 

day. 
This  life  has  its  hopes  for  this  life,  hopes  that 

promise  joy :  life  done  — 
Out  of  all  the  hope^  how  many  had  complete 

fulfilment  ?    None. 
'*  But  the  soul  is  not  the  body :  "  and  the  breath 

is  not  the  flute  ; 
Both  together  make  the  music  :  either  marred 

and  all  ia  mute. 
Tmee  to  such  old  sad  contention  whence,  ac- 
cording as  we  shape 
Most  off  hope  or  m<«t  of  fear,  we  issue  in  a  half- 
escape: 
**  We  believe  "  is  sighed.     I  take  the  cup  of 

eomfoft  proffered  thus. 
Taste  and  try  each  soft  ingredient,  sweet  inffn- 

sioa^  and  diaeoas 
What  their  blending  may  accomplish  for  the 

•ore  of  doubt,  till  —  slow. 
Sorrowful,  but  how  decided  I  needs  must  I  o*er- 

tnm  it-sol 
(^aaae  before,  effect  behind  me  —  bUmks  1    The 

midway  point  I  am, 


Caused,  itself  —  itself  efficient :  in  that  narrow 

space  must  cram 
All  experience  —  out  of  which  there  crowds  con- 
jecture manifold,  ^ 
But,  as  knowledge,  this  comes  only  —  things 

may  be  as  I  behold. 
Or  may  not  be,  but,  without  me  and  above  me, 

things  there  are ; 
I  myself  am  what  I  know  not  —  ignorance  which 

proves  no  bar 
To  the  knowled^  that  I  am,  and,  since  I  am, 

can  recognize 
What  to  me  is  pain  and  pleasure :  this  is  sure, 

the  rest  —  surmise. 
If  my  fellows  are  or  are  not,  what  may  please 

them  and  what  pain,  — 
Mere  surmise  :   my  own  experience  —  that  is 

knowledge,  once  sgain  1 

I  have  lived,  then,  done  and  suffered,  loved  and 
hated,  learnt  and  taught 

This  —  there  is  no  reconciling  wisdom  with  a 
world  distraught, 

Ckwdness  with  triumphant  evil,  power  with  fail- 
ure in  the  aim. 

If  —  (to  my  o«m  sense,  remember  I  though  none 
other  feel  the  same !) 

If  you  bar  me  from  assuming  earth  to  be  a  pu- 
pil's place. 

And  lixe,  time  —  wiUi  all  their  chances,  changes 
—  just  probation-space. 

Mine,  for  me.  But  those  apparent  other  mor- 
tals —  theirs,  for  them  ? 

Knowledge  stands  on  my  experience :  all  outside 
its  narrow  hem. 

Free  surmise  may  sport  and  welcome  1  Pleas- 
ures, pains  affect  mankind 

Just  as  their  affect  myself?  Why,  here  *s  my 
neighbor  color-blind. 

Eyes  like  mine  to  all  appearance :  '*  green  as 
grass  *'  do  I  affirm  7 

**  Red  as  grass**  he  contradicts  me;  — which 
employs  the  proper  term  ? 

Were  we  two  the  eartn's  sole  tenants,  with  no 
third  for  referee. 

How  should  I  distinguish  ?  Just  so,  God  must 
judge  *twixt  man  and  me. 

To  each  mortal  peradventnre  earth  becomes  a 
new  machine. 

Pain  and  pleasure  no  more  tally  in  our  sense 
than  red  and  green ; 

Still,  without  what  seems  such  mortal's  plea- 
sure, pain,  my  life  were  lost 

—  Life,  my  whole  sole  chance  to  proye  —  al- 
though at  man's  apparent  cost  — 

What  is  beauteous  and  wnat  ugly,  right  to  strive 
for,  right  to  shun, 

Rt  to  help  and  fit  to  hinder,  —  proTe  my  forces 
every  one. 

Good  and  evil,  —  learn  life's  lesson,  hate  of  eril, 
love  of  good. 

As  't  is  set  ne,  understand  so  much  as  may  be 
understood  — 

Solve  the  problem  :^  "  From  thine  apprehended 
scheme  of  things,  dednc 

Pnise  or  blame  off  ita  contriver,  shown  a  niggard 
or  proffuae 
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In  eaoh  Rood  or  evil  iasBe!  nor  miscalonlAte 

alike 
Coantine  one  the  other  in  the  final  baUnoe, 

wnich  to  strike, 
^SoIll  was  bom  and  life  allotted :  ay,  the  show 

of  things  unfurled 
For  thy  Bumming^up  and  judirnient,  —  thine, 

no  other  mortal^s  world  ! 

What  though  fancy  scarce  may  grapple  with  the 

complex  and  immenee 
—  "  His  own  world  for  every  mortid  ?  "  Postu- 
late omnipotence  1 
Limit  iiower,  and  simple  grows  the  complex: 

shrunk  to  atom  size, 
That  which  loomed  immense  to  fancy  low  before 

my  reason  lies,  — 
I  survey  it  and  |irononnoe  it  work  like  other 

work  :  success 
Here  and  there,  the  workman's  glory,  —  here 

and  there,  his  shame  no  less, 
Failnre  as  oonspieooos.    Taunt  not  "Human 

work  ape  work  divine?  *' 
As  the  power,  expect  performanoe!    God's  be 


God 


8  as  mine  is  mine 


God  whose  power  made  man  and  made  manV 

wanto.  and  made,  to  meet  those  wants. 
Heaven  and  earth  which,  through  the  body, 

prove  the  spirit's  ministrants, 
EzoeUentl^  all,  —  did  he  lack  power  or  was  the 

will  in  fa^lt 
When  ne  let  bl"e  heaven  be  shrouded  o'er  by 

vapors  of  the  vault. 
Gay  eartn  dmp  her  gariands  shrivelled  at  the 

first  inf  ctin«r  breath 
Of  the  serpent  pains  which  herald,  swarming 

in,  the  draron  death  ? 
What,  no  way  b^^t  fhis  that  man  may  learn  and 

lay  to  heart  how  rile 
Life  were  with  d  -lights  would  only  death  allow 

their  taste  to  life  ? 
Must  the  rose  sigh  *'  Plack  —  I  perish  I  "  must 

the  evH  weep  **  Gaze  —  I  fade  !  " 
—  Every  sweet   warn  "'Ware   my    bitter!" 

every  shine  b'd  "  Wait  my  shade  "  ? 
Can  we  love  bnt  on  condition,  that  the  thmg  we 

love  munt  die  ? 
Needs  there  gman  a  world  in  anfoish  jnst  to 

^  teach  »'8  Hyrapathy  — 
Mnltitndinninsly  wtvtdked  that  we,  wretched 

too.  may  gness 
What  a  pre''erable  state  were  univefsal  hsp- 

pin'^w*  ? 
Hardly^ I  so  enneeive  the  outoome  of  Aiat 

power  whtrh  went 
To  the  making'  of  the  worm  there  in  yon  clod 

it«  tenement. 
Any  mnr<)   than  I  (fiatSairiiish  aught  of  tliait 

which,  wise  and  good, 
IVamed  the  leaf,  ita  plain  of  pasture;  dropped 

the  dew.  its  finoless  food. 
Nay,  wer*^  fanc;f  fact,  were  earth  and  all  it 

holds  illnfiion  mere. 
Only  a  machine  for  teaching  love  and  hate  and 

hoT>'*  and  fear 
To  myswifi,  the  sole  evistonoe,  mngle  tmth  'mid 

falsehood,  —  well  1 


U  the  hanh  throes  of  the  prelude  dia  not  off 

into  the  swell 
Of  that  perfect  pieoe  they  sting  me  to  beeont 

a-strain  for,  —  if 
Roughnesa  of  the  long  rock-elamber  lend  not  to 

the  last  of  cliff. 
First  of   level  oountry   where   is  swatd  my 


pilgrim-foot  can  prize,  — 
lierl  if 


Plainlierl  if  this  life's  eonceptioa  new  lifebil 

to  realize,  — 
Thoug:h  earth  burst  and  proved  a  bubble  gia» 

iug  hues  of  hell,  one  huge 
Reflex  of  the  devil's  doings  — God's  woik  hj 

no  subterfuge  — 
(fcM>  death's  kindfy  touch  informed  me  as  it 

broke  the  glamour,  gave 
Soul  and  body  both  rvtlease  from  life's  losg 

nightmare  in  the  grave)  '*- 
Stilly  —  with  no  more  Nature,  bo  mora  Man  m 

riddle  to  be  read. 
Only  my  own  joys  and  sorrows  now  to  reekos 

real  instead,  — 
I  most  say — or  choke  in  silenee — '*  Howsoevtr 

came  my  fate, 
SoROW   did   and   joy   did   oowisa  —  life   wefi 

weif^hed  ~  preponderate." 
By  necessity  ordsioed  thna  ?    I  afaaU  bear  m 

best  I  can ; 
By  a  cause  all-good,  all-wite,  tJ^-poUaH  ?    Nc 

as  I  am  man  ! 
8nob  were  God :  and  was  it  goodnass  that  tht 

good  within  my  range 
Or  had  evil  in  adnsztixre  or  grew  evil's  s^  bjr 

change  f 
Wisdom  ^  that  becoming  wise  maaat  makinc 

slow  and  sure  advance 
From  a  knowledge  proved  in  emr  to  acknow- 
ledged iterance  ? 
Power!  't  is  just  the  main 

most  revolts  at  1  power 
Unavailing  for  bestewment  on  its  «r«Btu«  «! 

an  hour, 
Man,  of  so  much  proper  action  fi^tly 

and  reaching  aim. 
So  much  passion,  —  no  defeet  thsfe,  na 

but  still  the  same^  — 
As  what  oonstitntes  existenee,  pnra  perfectins 

bright  as  brief 
For  yon  worm,  man's  felYow-orenCnra,  on  vot 

happier  world  —  its  leaf  ! 
No,  as  I  am  man,  I  monm  the  poverty  I  ma»s 

impute  : 
Goodness,  wisdom,  power,  all  boiadad,  eneh  a 

human  attribute  I 

But,  O  world  outspread  beneatil  me !  only  f  -r 

myself  I  speak. 
Nowise  dare  to  play  the  spokeSBMn  far  niT 

brothem  strong  and  weak. 
Full  and  empty,  wise  and  fooliili,  gnod  sad 

had.  in  every  age. 
Every  cMme.  I  turn  my  eyes  fvoM,  aa  in  om  «r 

other  stage 
Of  a  torture  writhe  they,  JoK-Kke  ennebed  c 

dnnirand  oraised'vith  MaSna 
—  Wher»»forp?    whereto?    ssk  the  v-»-?r»vi«i 

what  the  dfStd  voles  theiN^  explains ! 
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I  tiluill  "  vuidioafce  no  way  of  God's  to  man/' 

nor  stand  apart, 
*'  Laugh,  be  candid/^  while  I  watch  it  traYendng 

the  human  heart ! 
Traversed  heart  must  tell  its  story  nncommented 

on :  no  less 
Mine  resnlts  in,  **  Only  grant  a  second  life  ;  I 

acquiesce 
111  this  present  life  as  failure,  count  misfortune *s 

worst  assatilts 
Triumph,  not  defeat,  assured  that  loss  so  much 

the  more  exalts 
(}aiu  about  to  be.    For  at  what  moment  did  I 

so  advance 
Nfttr  to  knowledge  as  when  frustrate  of  escape 

from  ignorance  ? 
Did  not  beanty  prove  most  precious  when  its 

opposite  obtained 
Kiile,  and  truth  seem  more  than  ever  potent 

because  falsehood  reigned  ? 
While  for  love  -^  Oh  how  but,  losing  love,  does 

whoso  loves  succeed 
By  the  death^pang  to  the  birth«throe  —  learning 

what  is  love  indeed  ? 
Only  grant  my  soul  ma^  carry  high  through 

death  her  cup  unspilled, 
Brinutting  though  it  be  with  knowledge,  life*s 

loss  drop  by  drop  distilled, 
I  shall  iMNist  It  mine  —the  balsam,  bleas  each 

kindly  wrench  that  wrung 
From  life*s  tree  its  inmost  virtue,  tapped  the 

root  whence  pleasure  sprung. 
Barked  the  bole,  and  broke  the  bough,  and 

bruised  the  berry,  left  all  grace 
Ashes  in  death's  stem  alembic,  loosed  elixir  in 

ito place  !'* 

Witness,  Dear  and  True,  how  little  I  was  'ware 

of  —  not  your  worth 
That  I  knew,  my  heart  aasuivs  me  —  but  of 

what  a  shade  on  earth 
Would  the  nassm  from  my  presence  of  the 

tall  white  ngure  throw 
i  )*er  the  ways  we  walked  together  I    Somewhat 

narrow,  somewhat  slow, 
I'sed  to  seem  the  ways,  the  walking:  narrow 

ways  are  well  to  tread 
AVhen    there  *s    moss    beneath    the    footstep, 

honevsuckle  overhead : 
W*^alking  slow  to  beating  bosom  surest  solace 

soonest  gives, 
IJberstes   the  brain  overloaded  —  best  of  all 

restoratives. 
Nay,  do  I  forget  the  open  vast  where  soon  or 

late  converged 
Ways  thouirh  winding  ?  —  world-wide  heaven- 
high  sea  where  music  slept  or  surged 
As  the  anipel  had  ascendant,  Mid   Beethoven^s 

Titan  mace 
Smote  the  immensp  to  storm.  Mcnart  would  by 

a  finger's  lifting  chast*  ? 
Tes,  I  kuHw  —  but  not  with  knowledge  such  as 

thrills  me  while  I  view 
Y(iii<1er  precinct  which  henceforward  holds  and 

hides  the  Dear  and  True. 
Grant  me  (once  again)  assurance  we  shall  each 

meet  each  some  day. 


Walk  —  but  with  how  bold  a  footstep !  on  a 
way  —  but  what  a  way  ( 

—  Worst  were  best,  defeat  were  triumph,  utter 

loss  were  utmost  gain. 
Can  it  be,  and  must,  and  will  it  ? 

Silence  I    Out  of  fact's  domain. 
Just  surmise  prepared  to  mutter  hope,  and  also 

fear  —  dispute 
Fact's  inexorable  ruling,  **  Outside  fact,  surmise 

be  mute  !  " 
Well  ! 
Ay,  well  and  best,  if  fact's  self  I  may  force 

the  answer  from ! 
'T  is  surmise  I  stop  the  mouth  of  I    Not  above 

in  yonder  dome 
All  a  rapture  with  its  rose^ow,  —  not  aromd, 

where  pile  and  peak 
Strainingly  await  the  sun's  fall,  —  not  beDSftth, 

where  crickets  creak. 
Birds  assemble  for  their  bedtime,  soft  the  tree- 
top  swell  subsides,  — 
No,  nor  yet  within  my  deepest  sentient  self  tlie 

knowledge  hides. 
Aspiration,  reminiscence,  plausibilities  of  trust 

—  Now  the  ready  **Man  were  wroncsd  else,'* 

now  the  rash  **  and  God  unjust  '  — 
None  of  these  I  need.    Take  thou,  my  aoul,  thy 

solitary  stand, 
Umpire  to  the  champions  Flancy,  Re— on,  as  on 

either  hand 
Amicable  war  they  wage  and  play  the  foe  in  thy 

behoof  1 
Fancy  thrust  and  Reason  parry  I    Thine  the 

prixe  who  stand  aloof ! 

FANCY 

I  concede  the  thing  refnaed  :  henceforth  no 

certainty  more  plain 
Tlian  this  mere  surmise  that  after  body  dies 

soul  lives  again. 
Two,  the  only  facts  acknowledged  late,  are  now 

increased  to  three  — 
God  is.  and  the  soul  is,  and,  as  certain,  after 

death  shall  be. 
Fnt  this  third  tt>  uae  in  life,  the  time  for  nnng 

fact! 

REASON 

I  do: 
Find  it  promises  advantage,  oonpled  with  the 

other  two. 
Life  to  ccmie  will  be  improvement  on  the  life 

that 's  now  ;  destroy 
Body's  thwartings,  there  *s  no  longer  screen 

betwixt  soul  and  soul's  jo^. 
Why  should  we  expect  new  hmdrance,  novel 

tether  ?    In  this  first 
Life,  I  see  the  good  of  evil,  why  cor  worid 

began  at  worst : 
Since  time  means  amelioration,  tardily  enough 

displayed, 
Tet  a   mainly  onward  moving,  never  wholly 

retrograde. 
We  know  more  though  we  know  little,  we  grow 

stronger  though  ■till  weak. 
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Partly  see  thougrh  all  too  unrblind,  Btammer 
thoagh  we  cannot  speak. 

There  is  no  such  gmdge  in  God  as  soared  the 
ancient  Greek,  no  fresh 

Substitute  of  trap  for  dra^r-net,  once  a  break- 
age in  the  mesh. 

Dragons  were,  and  serpents  are,  and  blindworms 
will  be  :  ne'er  emerged 

Any  new-created  pytlion  for  man's  plague  since 
earth  was  purged. 

Failing  proof,  then,  of  invented  trouble  to  re- 
place the  old, 

O'er  this  life  the  next  presents  advantage 
much  and  manifold  : 

Which  advantage  —  iu  the  absence  of  a  fourth 
and  fartlier  fact 

Now  conceivably  surmised,  of  harm  to  follow 
from  the  act  — 

I  pronounce  for  man's  obtaining  at  this  mo- 
ment.   Why  delay  ? 

Is  he  happy?  happiness  will  change  :  antici- 
pate the  dav  f 

Is  he  sad  ?  there  s  ready  refuge  :  of  all  sadness 
death  's  prompt  cure  I 

Is  he  both,  in  mingled  measure  ?  cease  a  bur- 
den to  endure  I 

Pains  with  sorry  compensations,  pleasures 
stinted  in  the  dole. 

Power  that  sinks  and  pettiness  that  soars,  all 
halved  and  nothing  whole. 

Idle  hopes  that  lure  man  onward,  forced  back 
by  as  idle  fears  — 

What  a  load  he  stumbles  under  through  his 
glad  sad  seventy  years. 

When  a  touch  sets  right  the  turmoil,  lifts  his 
spirit  where,  flesh-freed, 

Knowledge  shall  be  rightly  named  so,  all  that 
seems  be  truth  indeed  ! 

Grant  his  forces  no  accession,  nay,  no  faculty *s 
increase, 

Only  let  what  now  exists  oontinue,  let  him 
prove  in  peace 

Power  whereot  the  interrupted  unperfected 
play  enticed 

Mjui  through  darkness,  which  to  lighten  any 
spark  of  hope  sufficed,  — 

What  snail  then  deter  his  dying  out  of  darkness 
into  light  ? 

Death  itself  perchance,  brief  pain  that 's  pang, 
condensed  and  infinite  ? 

But  at  worst,  he  needs  must  brave  it  one  day, 
while,  at  best,  he  laughs — ^ 

Drops  a  drop  within  his  chalice,  sleep  not 
death  his  science  quaffs ! 

Any  moment  claims  more  courage,  when,  by 
crossing  cold  and  gloom. 

Manfully  man  quits  discomfort,  makes  for  the 
provided  room 

Where  the  old  friends  want  their  fellow,  where 
the  new  acquaintance  wut,  ^ 

Probably  for  talk  assembled,  possibly  to  sup  in 
state! 

I  affirm  and  reaffirm  it  therefore  :  only  make 
as  plain 

As  that  man  now  Ktss,  that,  after  dying,  man 
will  live  agaui,  — 

Make  as  plain  the  absence,  also,  of  a  law  to  con- 
travene 


Voluntary  passage  from  this  Ufa  to  that  ^ 

chuige  of  scene,  — 
And  I  bid  him— at  suspicion  ai  fint  elosd 

athwart  his  sky. 
Flower's  ^  departure,    frost's    arrival  —  never 

hesitate,  but  die  I 

FANCY 

Then  I  double  my  oonoession:    grant,  aknc 

with  new  life  sure 
This  same  law  found  lacking  now :  «iidaui  that, 

whether  rich  or  poor 
Present   life   is  judgM  in  aught  maa  comtn 

advantage  —  be  it  hope, 
Be  it  fear  that  brightens,  blackeaa  most  or 

least  his  horoscope,  — 
He,  by  absolute  oompmsion  such  as  made  fans 

live  at  all. 
Go  on  living  to  the  fated  end  of  life  whateW 

befall. 
What  though,  as  on  earth  he  iim^limf  grovek 

man  deactj  the  sphere. 
Next  life's  —  call  it,  heaven  of  fraedom,  cloae 

above  and  crystal-clear  ? 
He  shall  find  —  say,  hell  to  punish  wbo  ia  aagbt 

curtails  tbe  term. 
Fain  would  act  the  butterfly  befors  he  hk 

played  out  the  worm  I 
God,   som,    earth,   heaven,    hell,  —  fire  faett 

now :  what  is  to  desiderate  f 

REASON 

Nothing !    Henceforth  man's  eziateaoa  hows  to 

the  monition  **  Wait  I 
Take  the  joys  and  bear  the  soitows  —  neitkfr 

with  extreme  oonoem  ! 
Living  here  means  nescience  simply :  *t  is  ant 

life  that  helps  to  leam. 
Shut  those  eyes,   next  life  will  <ipeii,  —  stof 

those  ears,  next  life  will  teaeh 
Hearing's  office,  —  dose  those  lips,  naxt  file 

will  give  the  power  of  speeen  I 
Or,  if  action  more  amose  thee  thaa  tha  paasiv^ 

attitude, 
BraveW  bustle  through  thy  bein^,  bosy  tb«« 

for  ill  or  good. 
Reap  this  life's  success  or  f ailnia  I     Sooa  shall 

things  be  nnperplexed 
And  the  right  and  wrong,  now  tsi^lad.  He  os- 

ravelled  in  the  next." 

FANCY 

Not  so  fast  I    Still  more  oonoesnoa  I  not  aloa* 

do  I  declare 
Life  must  needs  be  borne,  —  I  also  wiD  that 

man  become  aware 
Life   has   worth   incalculable,  eraty  taamMtui 

that  he  spends 
So  much  gain  or  loss  for  that  next  KCs  wrhi^  m 

this  life  depends. 
Good,  done  here,  be  there  rewarded,  —  «▼{! 

worked  here,  there  amereed  1 
Six  facts  now,  and  all  established,  phua  to  mu 

the  last  as  fint. 

REASON 

There  was  ^ood  and  evil,  then,  defiaed  to  mft- 
by  this  decree  ? 
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Wat  —  for  at  its  pramulgstion  both  alike  lubYe 

ceased  to  M. 
Prior  to  this  last  annoniieeiiieni,  **  Certainly  as 

God  exists. 
As  He  made  man's  soul,  as  soul  is  qnenohlesB 

by  tbe  deathly  mists. 
Yet   is,  all  the   same,   forbidden  premature 

escape  from  time 
To  eternity's  prorided  purer  air  and  brighter 

clime,  — 
Just  so  certainly  depends  it  on  the  nse  to  which 

man  turns 
Earth,  the  good  or  evil  done  there,  whether 

after  oeath  he  cams 
Life  etamal,  — heaYen,  the  phrase  be,  or  eteih> 

nal  death,  —  say,  hell. 
As  his  deeds,  so  proYcs  his  portion,  doing  ill  or 

dmng  well  1  *' 
—  Prior  to  this  last  announcement,  earth  was 

man*s  probation-place : 
Ijiberty  of  doing  ^^il  g*ve  his  doing  good  a 

Once  lay  down  the  law,  with  Nature's  simple 

*^Sneh  effects  succeed 
Causes  such,  sad  hesYen  or  hell  depends  upon 

maa^s  earthlv  deed 
Just  as  surely  as  depends  the  straight  or  else 

the  crooked  line 
On  his  making  point  meet  point  or  with  or  else 

without  incline,'*  — 
Thenceforth  neither  good  nor  eril  does  man, 

d<Mi^  what  he  most. 
fjHy  but  down  that  law  as  stringent  "  Wonldst 

thou  live  again,  be  jiist  I  *' 
An  this  other  **  Wonldst  thou  live  now,  regu- 
larly draw  thy  breath  t 
For,   suspend    the   operation,   straight   law's 

bresch  results  in  death  "  — 
And   (proYidad   always,  man,  addressed  this 

mode,  be  sound  and  sane) 
Prompt  ana  absolute  obedience,  ncYcr  doubt, 

will  law  obtain ! 
Tell  not  me  **  Look  round  us  1  nothing  each 

side  but  acknowl«dg«d  law. 
Now   styled  God^s  -  now.   Nature's  edict  I  " 

Where  *s  obedience  without  flaw 
Paid  to  either?     What's  the  adage   rife  in 

man's  mouth  ?    Why,  '"  The  best 
I  both  see  and  praise,  the  worst  I  follow  "  — 


which,  despite  profesMd 

r.  ptmising,  all  the  sai 
he  disbencY 


Sitting,  ptmising,  all 


me  he  follows,  since 


In  the  heart  of  him  that  edict  which  for  truth 

his  head  receives. 
TImws  *s  evading  and  persuading  and  much  mak- 
ing law  amende 
.««omehow,  there  's  the  nice  distinction  *twuct 

fsst  foes  and  faulty  friends,  ^ 
—  Any   consequence   except  inevitable  death 

when,  **  Die, 
Whoso  breaks  oar  Uw  T'  they  publish,  Qod 

and  Nature  equally. 
Law  that 's  kept  or  broken  —  subject  to  man's 

will  and  pleasure !    Whence  ? 
flow  comes  hiw  to  bear  elndii^?     Not  ba- 

canse  c4  impotence : 
t*4*rt«tn  laws  exist  already  which  to  hear  means 

to  obey; 


Therefore  not  without  a  purpose  these  man 

musL  while  those  man  may 
Keep  and,  for  the  keeping,  haply  gain  approval 

and  reward. 
Break  through  this  last  superstructure,  all  is 

empty  air  —  no  sward 
Firm  like  mv  first  fact  to  stand  on,  **'  God  there 

is,  ana  soul  there  is." 
And  soul's  earthly  life-allotment :  wherein,  by 

hypothesis, 
Soul  is  bound   to   poai   probatioo,  prove  its 

powers,  and  exercise 
Sense  and  thought  on  fact,  and  then,  from  fact 

educing  nt  surmise. 
Ask  itself,  and  of  itself  have  solely  answer, 

*'  Does  the  scope 
Earth  affords  of  fact  to  judge  by  warrant  fu* 

turo  fear  or  hope  ? '' 

Thus  have  we  come  back  full  circle:    fancy's 

footsteps  one  by  one 
Go  their  round  conducting  reason  to  the  point 

whero  they  begun. 
Left  where  we  were  left  so  lately.  Dear  and 

Truel    When,  half  a  week 
Since,  we  walked  and  talked  and  thus  I  told 

you,  how  suffused  a  cheek 
Yon  had  turned  me  had  I  sudden  brought  the 

blush  into  the  smile 
By  some  word  like  **  Idly  aigned  I  you  know 

better  all  the  while  J" 
Now,  from  me  —  Oh  not  a  blush,  but,  how  much 

more,  a  ioyous  glow. 
Laugh  triumphant,  would  it  strike  did  your 

''  Tes,  better  I  do  know  " 
Break,  my  warrant  for  assurance  I  which  assur- 
ance may  not  be 
If,   supplanting  hope,  asMirance   needs   must 

change  Uiia  lite  to  me. 
So,  I  hope  —  no  more  than  hope,  but  hope  —  no 

lem  than  hope,  because 
I  can  fathom,  by  no  plumb>line  sunk  in  life*s 

apparent  laws. 
How  I  nuiv  in  any  instance  fix  where  change 

should  meetly  fall 
Nor  involve,  by  one  revisal,  abrogation  of  them 

all  : 
—  Which  again  involves  as  utter  change  in  life 

thus  law-released. 
Whence  the  good  of  goodness  vanished  when 

the  ill  ot  evil  ceased. 
Whereas,  life  and  laws  apparont  reinstated,  — 

all  we  know. 
All  we  know  not,  —  o'er  our  heaven  again  cloud 

doses,  until,  lo,— 
Hope  the  arrowv,  just  as  constant,  comes  to 

pierce  its  gloom,  compelled 
By  a  power  and  by  a  purpose  which,  if  no  one 

elw>  beheld, 
I  behold  in  life,  so  —  hope  I 

Sad  summing-up  of  all  to  say  I 
^llAanajiitf  contra  mundum^  why  should  he  hope 

more  than  they  ? 
So  are  men  made  notwithstanding,  such  mag- 
netic virtue  darts 
From  each  head  their  fancy  hslons  to  their  un- 
resisting hearts  I 
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Here  I  stand,  methinks  a  stone**  throw  from 

yon  village  I  this  mom 
Travened  for  Uie  sake  of  looking  one  last  look 

at  its  forlorn 
Tenement's  ignoble  fortnne:  through  a  crev* 

ice.  plam  its  floor 
Piled  with  provender  for  cattle,  while  a  dnng- 

heap  blocked  the  door. 
In  that  squalid  Bossex,  under  that  obsoene  red 

roof,  arose, 
Like  a  fiery  fljring  serpent  from  its  egg,  a  soul 

—  Rousseau's. 
Turn  thenoe !    Is  it  Diodati  joins  the  glimmer 

of  the  lake? 
lliere  I  plucked  a  leaf,  one  week  sinoe,  —  ivy, 

plucked  for  Byron's  sake. 
Pamea  unfortunates  1    And  yet,  beeanse  of  that 

phosphoric  fame 
Swathmg  blackness'  self  with  brightness  till 

putridity  looked  flame, 
All  the  world  was  witched:  and  wherefore? 

what  could  lie  beneath,  allure 
Heart  of  man  to  let  corruption  serve  man*s  head 

as  cynosure? 
Was  the  magie  in  the  dictum  "  All  that 's  good 

is  gone  and  past ; 
Bad  and  worse  still  grows  the  present,  and  the 

worst  of  all  comes  last : 
^Vhich     believe  — for     I    beUeve     it*'?     So 

preached  one  his  gospel'uews ; 
While  melodious  moamd  the  other,  "djring 

day  with  dolphin-hnes  1 
Storm,  for  lovelinefw  and  darkness  like  a  wo- 
man's eye  I    Ye  mounts 
Where  I  climb  to  'scape  my  fellow,  and  thou  sea 

wherein  he  counts 
Not  one  inch  of  vile  dominion!    What  were 

your  especial  worth 
Failed  ye  to  enforce  the  maxim  *  Of  all  objects 

^  found  on  earth 
Man  is  meanest,  much  too  honored  when  com- 
pared with  -—  what  bv  odds 
BeatB  nim  —  any  dog :  so,  let  him  go  a-howling 

to  his  gods ! ' 
^Vhich  believe  —  for  I  believe  it  I "    Such  the 

comfort  man  received 
Sadly  since  perforce  he  must :    for  why  ?  the 

famous  bard  believed  I 

Fame !  Then,  give  me  fame,  a  moment  I  As 
I  gather  at  a  glance 

Human  glory  after  glory  vivifying  yon  ex- 
panse. 

Let  me  grasp  them  altogether,  hold  on  high  and 
brandmh  well 

Beaoon-like  above  the  rapt  world  ready,  whether 
heaven  or  hell 

Send  the  daazling  summons  earthward,  to  sub- 
mit itself  the  same. 

Take  on  trust  the  hope  or  else  despair  flashed 
full  on  face  by  —  Faroe  I 

Thanks  thon  pine-tree  of  Makistos,  wide  thy 
giant  toreh  I  wave  I 

Know  VK  whence  I  plucked  the  pillar,  late  with 
sky  for  architrave  ? 

This  the  trunk,  the  central  solid  Knowledge, 
kindled  eore,  began 


Tugging   earth-deeps,   trying  heaven-lieigkti. 

rooted  ponder  at  Lausanne. 
This  which  flits  and  spits,  the  aq;nc,  — q^aridn 

in  and  out  the  boughs 
Now,  and  now  condensed,  the  python,  eoiliaf 

round  and  round  allows 
Scaroe  the  bole  its  due  effulgenoe,  -dnUed  br 

flake  on  flake  of  Wit  — 
Laughter   so  bejewels   Learning,  —  what   bot 

Femey  nourished  it  ? 
Nay,  nor  fear  —  since  every  reain   feeds  the 

flame  —  that  I  dispense 
With  yon  Bossex  terebinth-tree's  all-explaaT# 

Eloquence : 
No,  be  sure  !  nor,  any  more  than  tiiy  resplei* 

dency,  Jean-Jacques, 
Dara  I  want  thine,  Diodati!    What   thooick 

monkeys  and  macaques 
Gibber  ''  Byron  *'  ?    Byron's  ivy  nana  hrant% 

beyond  the  csrew. 
Green  forever,  no  deciduous  trash  BaaeaqoM 

and  monkeys  chew ! 
As  Rousseau,  then,  eloquent,  aa  Byroo  pi 

in  poet's  power,  — 
Detonations,    falgurationa,   smilea  —  the 

bow.  tears  —  the  shower,  — 
Lo,  I  lift  tne  eomseating  marvel  ~  Fame  1 

famed,  declare 
—  Learned  tor  the  nonoe  as  Gibbon,  witty  si 

wit's  self  Voltaire  .  .  • 
Oh,  the  sorriest  of  eonolnsions  to  whaleTar  msi 

of  sense 
'Mid  the  millions  stands  the  anit,  takes  no  flarr 

for  evidence  1 
Tet  the  millions  have  their  portion,  live  thnr 

calm  or  troublous  day. 
Find  siirn>fi<Mmc«  ^  fireworks :  so,  hy  help  vi 

mine,  they  may 
Confidentlv  lay  to  heart  and  lock  in  hand  ihtv 

life  long  — this  : 
''  He  there  with  the  brand  flamboyant,  hnwi 

o'er  night's  forlorn  abyss. 
Crowned  by  prose  and  verse :  and  wieldinc 

with  Wit's  bauble,  Leanimr*a rod"  .  . 
Well  f    Why,  he  at  leart  believed  in  SoaL  «-ib 

very  sure  of  God  I 


So  the  poor  smile  played,  that  evening:  palhii 

smile  long  sinoe  extinct 
Here   in   London's  mid  -  November  I    Not  «^ 

loosely  thoughts  were  linked. 
Six  weeks  since  as  I,  deeoending  in  the  svB»-t 

from  Sal^ve, 
Found  the  chain,  I  seemed  to  forge  there,  flaw- 
less till  it  reached  your  grave,^- 
Not  so  filmy  was  the  texture,  but  I  bore  it  i» 

my  breast 
Safe  thus  far.    And  since  I  found  a  aometh.-^ 

in  me  would  not  rest 
TiU  I,  link  by  link,  unravelled  any  tai«fo  ••! 

the  chain, 
—  Here  it  lies,  tor  mnoh  or  little !  I  have  fi^f^i 

all  o'er  again 
That  last  pregnant  hour :  I  saved  it,  jnat  m  I 

could  save  a  root 
DiainterTed  for  reinterment  when  the  tu 

helps  to  shoot. 
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Life  is  •l4Mk6d  with  eenns  of  torpid  lif« ;  bat 

may  I  never  wake 
Those  of  mine  whose  rvsurrection  could  not  be 

without  earthquake  I 


Keet  all  tuoh,  unraiaed  forever  i    Be  this,  sad 

yet  sweet,  the  sole 
Memorr  evoked  from   slumber  I     Least  part 

this :  then  what  the  whole  f 
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Such  a  starved  bank  of  moss 

Till,  that  Blay-mom, 
Blue  ran  the  flash  across : 

Violets  were  bom  1 

Skj  —  what  a  soowl  of  oloud 

Till,  near  and  far, 
Ray  on  rav  split  the  shroud : 

Splendid,  a  star  I 

World  -^  how  it  walled  about 

Life  with  disRraee 
Till  (}od*9  own  smile  came  out : 

That  was  thy  faoe ! 


«« 


Pams  !  *'    Tea,  I  said  it  and  you  read  it. 

First, 

Praise  the  good  log^flre  t    Winter  howls  with- 
out. 
C*mwd  closer,  let  us !    Ha,  the  secret  nuned 

Inside  you  hollow,  crusted  roundabout 
With  copper  where  the  clamp  was,  —  how  the 
burst 
Vindicates  flame  the  stealthy  feeder  t   Spout 
Thy  splendidest  —  a  minute  and  no  more  ? 
So  soon  again  all  sobered  as  before  ? 

II 

Nay,  for  I  need  to  see  your  face  t    One  stroke 
Aaruitly  dealt,  and  10,  the  pomp  revealed  1 

Fire  in  his  pandemonium,  heart  of  oak 

Palatial,  where  he  wrought  the  works  caor 
oealed 

lieiieath  the  solid-seeming  roof  I  broke. 
As  redly  up  and  out  and  off  they  reeled 

fJke  disconcerted  imps,  those  thousand  sparks 

Krum  fire*s  slow  tunnelling  of  vaults  and  arcs  I 

III 

I  'pj^  out,  and  off,  see !  Were  you  never  used,  — 
I  on  now,  in  childish  days  or  rather  nights,  — 

As  I  was,  to  watch  sparks  fly  ?  not  amused 
By  that  old  nurse-taught  game  which  gave 
the  sprites 

Each  one  his  title  and  career,  —  confused 
Belief  H  was  all  long  over  with  the  flights 

F"rom  earth  to  heaven  of  hero,  sage,  ana  bard. 

A.od  bade  them  onoe  more  strive  for  Fame's 
award? 

IV 

>«ew  loug  bright  fife  I  and  happy  ohaaee  be- 
That  I  know — when  aone  prematuvsly  lost 


Child  of  disaster  bore  away  the  bell 
From  some   too-pampered  son   of  fortune, 
crossed 
Never  before  my  chimney  broke  the  spell  t 

Octogenarian  Xeats  eave  up  the  yrhost. 
While  ~  never  mind  Who  was    it  cumbered 

earth  — 
Sank  stifled,  span-long  brightness,  in  tiie  birth* 


Well,  try  a  variation  of  the  game  I 
Our  log  is  old  ship-timber,  broken  bulk. 

There  *s   sea-brine   spirits   up   the   brimstone 
flame. 
That  crimson-euriy  spiral  proves  the  hulk 

Was  saturate  with  -*  ask  the  chloride*s  name 
From  somebodv  who  knows  I  I  shall  not  sulk 

If  yonder  greenish  tonguelet  licked  from  bi 

Its  life,  I  Uionght  was  fed  on  copperas. 

VI 


Anyhow,  there  they  flutter  I    What  may  be 

Thestvle       ".  '  "      .     . 

Who  is  the  hero  other  eves  shall  see 


and  prowess  of  that  purple  one  ? 


Than  yours  and  mine  ?    That  yellow,  deep  to 
dun  — 

Conjecture  how  the  sage  glows,  whom  not  we 
But  those  unborn  are  to  get  warmth  byt 
Son 
O'  the  coal,  —  as  Job  and  Hebrew  name  a 

spark,  — 
What  bard,  in  thy  red  soaring,  scares  the  dark? 

VII 

Oh  and  the  lesser  lights,  the  dearer  still 

Tliat  they  elude  a  vulgar  eye,  give  ours 
The  glimpse  repaying  astronomic  skill 
Which    searched    sky  deeper,  passed  those 
patent  powers 
Constellate  proudly, — swords,   scrolls,  harps, 
thatflfl 
The    vulgar    eye    to   surfeit,  —  found    best 
flowers 
Hid  deepest  in  the  dark,  ->  named  unplucked 

Of  soul,  ungathered  beauty,  form  or  faee  I 

VIII 

Up  with  thee,  mouldering  ash  men  never  knew, 
But  I  know  1  flash  thou  forth,  and  figure 
boU, 

Calm  and  oolumnar  as  yon  flame  I  view  I 
Oh  and  I  bid  thee,  —  to  wluim  fortune  doled 

Soantly  all  other  gifts  out  —  bieker  blue, 
Beauty  far  all  to  see,  aae's  UBMnftrolled 
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FUike-brilliance !    Not  niy  fault  if  these  were 

shown, 
Grandeur  and  beantj  both,  to  me  alone. 

IX 

Not  as  the  first  was  boy's  play,  this  proves 
mere 
8tripling*s  amusement :  manhood's  sport  be 
grave ! 
Choose  rather  sparkles  quenched  in  mid  career, 
Their  boldness  and  their  brightness  oould  not 
save 
(In  some  old  night  of  time  on  some  lone  drear 

Searcoast,  monopolized  by  crag  or  oaTe) 
—  Save  from  ignoble  exit  into  smoke. 
Silence,  oblivion,  all  death-damps  that  choke  1 


Launched  by  our   ship-wood,  float  we,  onoe 

adrift 
In  fancy  to  that  land-etrip  waters  wash. 
We  both  know  well !    Where  uncouth  tribes 

madeduft 


Long  since  to  just  keep  life  in,  billows  dash 
Niffh  over  folk  \^ho  shudder  at  each  lift 

Of  the  old  tvrant  tempest's  whirlwind-lash 
Though  they  have  built  the  serviceable  town 
Tempests  but  tease  now,  billows  drench,  not 
drown. 

XI 

Croisic,  the  spit  of  sandv  rock  which  juts 
Spitefullv   northward,    bears   nor   tree  nor 
shmb 
To  tempt  the  ocean,  show  what  Gu^rande  shuts 
Behind  her,  past  wild  Batz  whose  Saxons  grub 
The  ground  for  crystals  grown  where  ocean 
gluts 
Thev  pronaontory's  breadth    with  salt:  all 

StUD 

Of  rock  and  stretch  of  sand,  the  land*s  last 

strife 
To  rescue  a  poor  remnant  for  dear  life. 

XII 

And  what  life  I    Here  was,  from  the  world  to 
choose. 
The  Druids'  chosen  chief  of  homes:  th^ 
reared 
—  Only    their  women, —  'mid   the  slush  and 
ooze 
Of  yon  low  islet.  ^  to  their  sun,  revered 
In  strange  stone  guise,  —  a  temple.    May-dawn 
dews 
Saw  the  old  structure  levelled ;  when  there 
peered 
May's  earliest  eve-star,  high  and  wide  onoe 

more 
I 'P  towered  the  new  pile  perfect  as  before : 

XIII 

Seeing  that  priestesses  —and  all  were  such  — 
Unbuilt  and  then  rebuilt  it  every  May, 

Each  alike  helping  —  well,  if  not  too  much  I 
For,  'mid  their  eagerness  to  outstrip  day 


And  get  work  done,  if  anv  loosed  her  dutch 
And  let  a  siBgle  stone  drop,  straight  a  prej 


Herself  fell,  torn  to  pieces,  limb  from 
By  sisters  in  full  chorus  glad  mad  grim. 

ziv 

And  still  so  much  remains  of  that  gray  enlL 
That  even  now,  of  nights,  do  women  tteal 

To  the  sole  Menhir  standing,  and  insult 
The  anta^^tmistic  church-spire  by  a|>peal 

Topower  discrowned  in  vain, since  ettfdi  adult 
Believes  the  gruesome  thing  she  elasps  ns; 
heal 

Whatever  plague  no  priestly  help  ean  cure  : 

Kiss  but  the  cold  stone,  the  event  isnwe  I 

XV 

Nav  more :  on  Ma^-morns,  that  pcimeval  rits 

Of  temple-building,  with  its  pimialiment 
For  rash  precipitation,  liq^ers,  sptta 

Of  all  remonstrance ;  vainly  are  they  abeat. 
Those  girls  who  form  a  ring  ami,  dieased  ia 
white. 
Dance  round  it,  till  some  sister's  atrssigth  be 
spent: 
Touch  but  the  Menhir,  straight  the  rest  tun 

roughs 
From  gentles,  fall  on  her  with  fistJtTiiffs 

XVI 

Oh  and,  for  their  part,  bm  from  door  to 
Sing  unintelligible  words  to  tones 

As  obsolete  :  **  scraps  of  Drnidie  lore,** 
Sigh  scholars,  as  each  pale  man  importn 

Vaiidy  the  mumbling  to  speak  plain 
Enough   of  this   old   worship, 
runes  1 

They  serve  my  puipoee,  which  is  but  to  wkom 

Croisic  to-day  and  Croisic  long  ago. 

XVII 

What  have  we  sailed  to  see,  then,  wafted  tha^ 
By  fancy  from  the  log  that  ends  ita  dars 

Of  much  adventure  'neath  skies  fool  or  »ir. 
On  waters   rough  or  smooth,  in  Uus  good 
blaze 

We  two  crouch  round  so  cloaely,  bidding 
Keep  outside  with  the  snow-storm  f 
thing  says 

'' Fit  time  for  story-teUing !  "    Ibegm- 

Why  not  at  Croisic,  port  we  first  pot  in  ? 

XVIII 

Anywhere  serves  :  for  point  me  oat  ^0 
Wherever  man  has  nude  hinmelf  a ' 

And  there  I  find  the  story  of  onr  raes 
In  little,  just  at  Croisic  as  at  Rome. 

What  matters  the  degree  ?  the  kind  I 

Druids  their  temple,  ChxisttaBB  Imvw 
dome: 

So  with  mankind ;  and  Croisie,  I  *ll 

With  Rome  yields  sort  for  sort,  in 

XIX 

No  donbt,  men  vastly  differ  :  and  we 
Some  strange  exeeptional  benevoleBee 

Of  nature's  sunshine  to  develop  seed 
So  well,  in  the  lea»^Tored  elime,  tiMt 
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We  may  disoem  how  Bhmb  meaiw  tree  indeed 
Though  dwarfed  tUl  aeaicely  ehmb  in  evi- 

denoe. 
Mar  in  the  ioe^honse  or  the  hot-honae  ranks 
With  beasts  or  guds :  stoYe-foroed,  give  warmth 

the  thanksl 

XX 

AVhile.  is  there  any  iofr«heckedP    Sneh  shall 
learn 

I  am  thankworthy,  who  jiropoae  to  slake 
His  thirst  for  tasting  how  it  feels  to  turn 

Cedar  from  hvisop-on-the-wall.    I  wake 
No  memories  of  what  is  harsh  and  stem 

In  sneient  Croisic-nature,  ranch  less  rake 
The  ashes  of  her  last  warmth  till  out  leaps 
Uys  Uerv4  Kiel,  the  single  spark  she  keeps. 

XXI 

Take  these  two,  see,  eaeh  outbreak,  —  spirt 
and  spirt 


edge 
Whieh  —  call  maternal  Croisic  ooean-girt  I 
These    two   shall   thoroughly   redeem    my 
kledge. 


Of  fire  from  our  brave  billet's  either  edf 
sh— c 
ese 
Died, 
One   flames   fierce   gnles,  its   feeblor  riYal  — 
vert. 
Heralds  would  tell  von  :  heroes,  I  allege. 
They  both  were :  soldiers,  sailors,  statesmen, 

priests. 
IjAwyers,    pnysieians  —  gnesa   what    gods   or 
beasts  t 

XXII 

None  of  them  all,  but  —  poets,  if  yon  please ! 

**  What,  even  there,  endowed  with  knaok  of 
rhyme. 
Did  two  among  the  aborigines 

Of  that  rough  region  pnai  the  nngraeiona 
time 
Suiting,  to  mmble-tnmble  of  the  aea's. 

The  songs  forbidden  a  aerener  dime  ? 
Or  had  they  universal  audience  —  that 's 
To  say,  the  folk  of  Croisio,  ay,  and  Bats  ?  ** 

XXIII 

Open  Tonr  ean  !^  Each  poet  in  hia  day 
Had  such  a  mighty  moment  of  snooeas 

Aspinnacled  him  straight,  in  full  display. 
For  the  whole  worid  to  worship  —  nothing 
lent 

Was  not  the  whole  polite  world  Paris,  pray  ? 
And  did  not  Paris,  for  one  moment  —  yes, 

vVurship  these  poet*flames,  our  red  and  green, 

<  hie  at  a  time,  a  oentnry  between  ? 

XXIV 

And  yet  yon  never  heard  their  names !    Asrist, 
Clio,  Historic  Muse,  while  I  record 

C  trv«t  deeds  1    Let  fact,  not  fancy,  break  the 
mist 
And  bid  each  snn  eroiMve,  in  turn  play  l<»d 

i  >f  dav,  one  moment !    Hear  the  annalist 
Tell  a  strmnge  story,  true  to  the  least  word ! 

At  Croisic,  sixteen  hundred  years  and  ten 

Since  Christ,  forth  flamed  yon  Bqnid  mbj, 
then. 


XXV 

Know  him  henceforth  as  Ren4  Gentilhomme 
—  Appropriate  appellation  I  noble  birth 

And  knightly  blazon,  the  device  w  herefrom 
Was  ''Better  do  than  say'M    In  Croisic's 
dearth 

Why  prison  his  career  while  Christendom 
Lay  open  to  reward  acknowledged  worth  ? 

He  therefore  left  it  at  the  proper  age 

And  got  to  be  the  Prince  of  Cond4%  page. 

XXVI 

Which  Prince  of  Cond4,  whom  men  called 
"The  Duke," 

—  Failing  the  king,  his  cousin,  of  an  heir, 
(As  one  rai^t  hold  hap,  would,  withont  rebuke, 

Since  Anne  of  Ausdria,  all  the  world  was 


Twentv-three  years  long  sterile,  scarce  could 

look 
For  issue)  —  failing  Louis  of  so  rare 
A  godsend,  it  was  natural  the  Prince 
•Should  hear  men  call  him  "  Next  Kiag  **  too, 

nor  wince. 

xxvii 

Now,  as  this  reasonable  hope,  by  powth 
Of  years,  nay,  tens  of  years,  looked  plump 
almost 
To    bu  rating,  —  would  the  brothers,  childlesi 
both, 
Louis  and  Gsston,  give  but  np  the  ghost  — 
Cond^,  called    "Dnke"  and  "Next   King,** 
nothing  loUi 
Awaited  his  appointment  to  the  post^ 
And  wiled  away  the  time,  as  best-  he  might. 
Till  Providence  should  settle  things  aright. 

xxviii 

So,  at  a  certain  pleasnre-honse,  withdrawn 
From  cities  where  a  whisper  breeds  offence. 

He  sat  him  down  to  watch  the  streak  of  dawn 
Testify  to  first  stir  of  Ptovidence ; 

And,  since  dull  country  life  makes  courtiers 
yawn. 
There  wanted  not  a  poet  to  dispense 

5y>n^*s  remedy  for  spleen-fits  all  and  some. 

Which  poet  was  Page  Ren4  Gentilhomme. 

XXIX 

A  poet  bom  and  bred,  his  very  aire 

A  poet  also,  author  of  a  piece 
Printed  and  published, "  Ladies  —their  attire :  * 

Therefore  the  son,  just  born  ^  his  decease. 
Was  bound  to  keep  alive  the  sacred  fire. 

And  kept  it,  yielding  moderate  increaae 
Of  Bonjss  and  sonnets,  madrigals,  and  much 
Rhyming  thought  poetry  and  praised  as  soeh. 

XXX 

Rubbish  unutterable  (bear  in  mind  1) 
Rubbish  not  wholly  without  value,  thoogh. 

Being  to  compliment  the  Duke  designed 
And  brii^  the  complimenter  credit  so,  — 

Pleasure  with  profit  happily  combined. 
Thus  Ren4  Gentilhomme  riiymed,  riiymed 
tiU-lo, 
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This  happened,  as  he  sat  in  an  alcove 
EUborating  rhyme  for  "  love  ^*  —not^*  dove." 

XXXI 

He  was  alone :  silence  and  solitude 
Befit  the  votary  of  the  Muse.    Aronnd, 

Nature  —  not  our  new  picturesque  and  mde« 
But    trim    tree-oinotured    stately    garden- 
ground — 

Breathed  polish  and  politeness.    All-imbued 
With  these,  he  sat  absorbed  in  one  profound 

Excogitation,  **  Were  it  best  to  bint 

Or  boldly  boast  'She  loves  me  — Azwninte '  ?  " 

XXXII 

When  suddenly  flashed  lightning,  searing  sight 
Almost,  so  Close  to  eyes ;  then,  quick  on  flash. 
Followed  the   thunder,  splitting  earth  down- 
right 
Where  Ren^  sat  a-rhyming :  with  huge  crash 
Of  marble  into  atoms  infinite  — 
Marble  which,  stately,  dared  the  world  to 
dash 
The  stone-thing  proud,  high-pillared,  from  its 

place : 
One  fiash,  and  dust  was  all  that  lay  at  base. 

XXXIII 

So,  when  the  horrible  confusion  loosed 
Its  wrappage  round  his  senses,   and,  with 
breath. 

Seeing  and  hearing  by  degrees  indttoed 
Conviction  what  he  felt  was  life,  not  death  — 

His  fluttered  faculties  came  back  to  roost 
One  after  one,  as  fowls  do :  ay,  beneath. 

About  his  very  feet  there,  lay  in  dust 

Earthly  presumption  paid  by  heaven^s  disgust. 

xxxiv 

For,  what  might  be  the  thunder-smitten  thing 
But,  pillared  high  and  proud,  in  marble  guise, 

A  ducal  crown  —  which  meant  **Now  Ihike: 
Next,  King  "  ? 
Since  such  the  Prince  was,  not  in  his  own 

Alone,  but  all  the  world^s.    Pebble  from  sling 
Prostrates  a  iqant ;  so  can  pulverize 

Marble    pretension  —  how  much  more,  make 
moult 

A  peacock-prince  his  plume  —  God*s  thunder- 
bolt I 

xxxv 

That  was  enongh  for  Ken^,  that  first  fact 
Thus  flashed  into  him.    Up  he  looked:  all 
blue 
And  bright  the  sky  above  ;  earth  firm,  compact 

Beneath  his  footing,  lay  apparent  too ; 
Opposite  stood  the  pillar :  nothing  lacked 
There,  but  the  Dnke*s  crown :  see,  its  frag- 
ments strew 
The  earth,  —  about  his  feet  lie  atoms  fine 
Where  he  sat  nursing  late  his  fourteenth  line  1 

XXXVI 

So,  for  the  moment,  all  the  uniTerse 
Being  abolished,  all  'twist  Qod  and  him,  — 


Earth's  praise  or  blame,  its  Messing  or  its  cone, 
Of  one  and  the  same  value,  —  to  the  brim 

Flooded  with  truth  for  better  or  for  worse,  — 
He  pounoes  on  the  writing-paper,  prim 

Keeping  its  place  on  table :  not  a  dint 

Nor  speck  had  damaged  "'  Ode  to  Aiaaainte." 

XXXVII 

And  over  the  neat  erowouill  oalligraph 
His  pen  goes  blotting,  blurring,  as  an  ox 

Tramples  a  flower-bea  in  a  garden,  —  laugh 
You  may! — ao  does  not  he,  whoae  quitk 
heart  knocks 

Audibly  at  his  breast :  an  epitaph 
On  earth's  break-up,  amid  the  falling  rocks. 

He  might  be  penning  in  a  wild  dismay, 

Can^t  with  nis  work  half-done  oa  Jndgmect 
Day. 

XXX  VIII 

And  what  is  it  so  terribly  he  pens. 
Ruining  **  Cupid,  Venus,  wile  and  smile. 

Hearts,  darts,"  and  all  his  day's  divinior  mfu.< 
Judged  necessary  to  a  perfect  style  ? 

Little  recks  Ren^,  with  a  breast  to  cieanae. 
Of  Rhadamanthine  law  that  reigned  erewhilf 

Brimful  of  truth,  truth's  outbunt  will  cur- 
vinoe 

(Style  or  no  style)  who  bean  truth's  brut  —  th^ 
Prince. 


xxxix 


i« 


Cond^,  called  '  Duke,'  be  called  just '  Dnk^: 
not  more, 

To  life's  end!    'Next  King*  thon  forsooth 
wilt  be? 
Ay,  when  this  bauble,  as  it  decked  before 

Thy  pillar,  shall  again,  for  Franee  to  see. 
Take  its  proud  station  there  I    Let  France  adur* 

No  longer  an  illusive  mock-sun  —  thee — 
But  keep  her  homage  for  Sol's  self,  about 
To  rise  and  put  pretenders  to  the  rout  ( 

XL 

"  What  ?    France  so  God-abandoned  that  h<>r 
root 
Regal,  though  many  a  Spring  it  gave  no  sice 
Lacks  power  to  make  the  bole,  now  branehlc^^A. 
snoot 
Greenly  as  ever?    Nature,  though 
Thwarts  ever  the  ambitious  and  astute. 

In  store  for  such  is  punishment  condign  : 
Sure  as  thy  Duke's  crown  to  the  earth  w« 

hurlea. 
So  sure,  next  year,  a  Dauphin  glads  the  world ! " 

XLI 

Which  penned  —  some  forty  lines  to  this  effect  - 
Our  Ken^  folds  his  paper,  marches  brave 

Back  to  the  mansion,  luminous,  erect. 
Triumphant,  an  emancipated  slave. 

There  stands  the  Prince.    **  How  n 
Duke*s-CTown  wrecked  ? 
What  may  this  mean  ?  "    The  answer  R^  - 
gave 

Was  —  handing  him  the  verses,  with  the  do^ 

Licline  of  body :  **  Sir,  God's  word  lo  yo« ! " 
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XLII 

The  Prince  read,  paled,  was  ralent :  all  around. 
The  ootirtier-oornpany,  1»  whom  he  passed 

The  paper,  read,  in  eatial  mlenoe  bound. 
Ren^  grew  aLso  by  aeipreee  aghast 

At  his  own  fit  of  coarasre  — palely  found 
Way  of  retreat   from  that   pale  presence : 
classed 

Onoe  more  amoni?  the  cony-kind.    "  Oh,  son^ 

It  is  a  feeble  folk  I  **  saith  S)lomon. 

XLIII 

Vainly  he  apprehended  evil:  since. 
When,  at  the  year's  end,  even  as  foretold, 

Forth  came  the  Dauphin  who  discrowned  the 
Prince 
Of  that  long^rayed  mere  visionary  gold, 

'T  was  no  fit  time  for  env^  to  evince 
Malice,  be  sure !    The  tmiidest  grew  bold : 

Of  all  that  oonrtieiHwmptny  not  one 

But  left  the  semblance  lor  the  actual  sun. 

XLIV 

And  all  sorts  and  conditions  that  stood  by 
At  Rent's  burning  moment,  bright  escape 

Of  soul,  bore  witness  to  the  prophecy. 
Whim  witness  took  the  customary  shape 

C>f  verse ;  a  score  of  poets  in  full  cry 

Hailed  the  inspired  one.    Nantes  and  Tours 
agape, 

Soon  Paris  caufht  the  infection  ;gaining  strength, 

How  could  it  uul  to  reach  the  Court  at  length  ? 

XLV 

''  O  poet  I  **  smfled  King  Louis,  "  and  besides, 

O  prophet  t    Sure,  by  miracle  announced. 
My  babe  will  prove  a  modigj.    Who  chides 
Henceforth  the  unchilded  monarch  shall  be 
trounced 
For  irreli^ott :  since  the  fool  derides 
^  Plain  miracle  by  which  this  prophet  pounced 
£zactl^  on  the  moment  I  should  hft 
lAke  Smieon,  in  my  arms,  a  babe,  *  God*s  gift !  * 

XL  VI 

**  So  call  the  boy  t  and  call  this  bard  and  seer 
By  a  new  title  I  him  I  raise  to  rank 

Of  'Royal  Poet:  *  poet  without  peer ! 

Whose  fellows  only  have  themselves  to  thank 

If  humbly  they  must  follow  in  the  rear 

M^  Ken4,    He  *s  the  master :  they  must  clank 

Their  chains  of  song,  oonfessed  his  slaves ;  for 
why? 

They  poetise,  while  he  can  propheey !  '* 

XLVIt 

S<>  fiaid,  BO  done  ;  cur  Ren^  rose  august, 

**  The  Royal  Poet ;  '*  straightwa;r  pot  in  type 

His  poem-ptopheey,  and  (fair  and  just 
Procedure)  added,  —  now  that  time  was  ripe 

For  proving  friends  did  well  his  word  to  trust, — 
Those  attestations,  toned  to  Ijrre  or  pips« 

Which  friends  broke  out  with  when  ne  oared 
foretell 

The  Daai>hui*a  birth:  friends  trusted,  and  did 
welK 


XLVIII 

Moreover  he  got  painted  by  Do  Pr^. 

Engraved  by  Daret  also ;  and  prenxed 
The  portrait  to  his  book  :  a  crown  of  bay 

Circled  his  brows,  with  rose  and  myrtle  mixed ; 
And  Latin  verses,  lovely  in  their  way. 

Described  him  as  '*  the  biforked  hill  betwixt : 
Since  he  hath  scaled  Parnassus  at  one  jump. 
Joining  the  Delphic  quill  and  QeUc  trump.  * 

XLIX 

Whereof  came  .  .  .    What,  it  lasts,  our  spirt, 
thus  long 

—  The  red  fire?    That's  the  reason  must 
excuse 
Mv  letting  flicker  Rent's  prophet-song 

No  lirnger ;  for  its  pertinaoious  hues 
Must  fade  before  its  lellow  joins  the  throng 

Of  sparks  departed  up  the  chimney,  dues 
To  dark  oblivion.    At  the  word,  it  winks. 
Rallies,  relapses,  dwindles,  deatnward  sinks. 


So  does  our  poet.    All  this  burst  of  fame. 

Fury  of  favor.  Royal  Poetship, 
Prophetship,    book,   verse,   picture  —  thereof 
came 

—  Nothm^!    That's  why  I  would  not  let 
outstrip 
Red  his  green  rival  flamelet :  just  the  same 

Ending  in  smoke  waits  both  1    In  vain  we  rip 
The  past,  no  further  faintest  trace  remains 
Of  Rien^  to  reward  our  pious  pains. 

LI 

Somebody  saw  a  portrait  framed  and  glazed 
At  Croisic.    "  Who  may  be  this  glorified 

Mortal  nnheard-of  hitherto  ?  **  amazed 
That  person  asked  the  owner  by  his  side. 

Who  proved  ss  ignorant.    The  question  raised 
Provoked  inquiry^ ;  key  by  kev  was  tried 

On  CroiBic's  portrait-puzzle,  till  back  flew 

The  wardfl  at  one  key's  touch,  which  key  was 
—  Who? 

Lit 

The  other  famous  poet  ?    WMt  thy  turn. 
Thou  green,  our  red's  competitor  ?    Enough 

Just  now  to  note  't  was  he  that  itched  to  learn 
(A  hundred  years  ago)  how  fate  conld  puff 

Heaven-high  (a  hundred   years  before),  then 
spurn 
To  suds  so  big  a  bubble  in  some  huff : 

Since  green  too  found  red's  portrait,  —  having 

Hitherto  of  red's  rare  self  not  one  word. 

uii 

And  he  with  zeal  addressed  him  to  the  task 

Of  hunUng  out.  by  all  and  any  masns. 
—  Who  might  tne  brilliant  bard  be,  bom  to 
bask 
Butterfly-like   in   shine   which    kings    and 
queens 
And  babyHlanphiiis  shed  7    Much  need  to  ask ! 
Is  fame  so  fickle  that  what  p«rks  and  preens 
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The  eyed  winir,  one  imperud  minate,  din 
Next  sadden  moment  into  blind  eclipse  r 

LIV 

After  a  vast  expenditure  of  pains, 

Onr  second  poet  found  the  prize  he  sought : 
Urged  in  his  search   by  something  that    re- 
strains 
From  undue  triumph  famed  ones  who  haye 
fought. 
Or  simpW,  poetixing,  taxed  their  brains :  ^ 
fciomething  that  teUs  such  —  dear  is  triumph 
bought 
If  it  means  onW  baskii^  in  the  midst 
Of  &me's  brief  sunshine,  as  thou,  Ren^,  didst. 

LV 

For,  what  did  searchiuff  find  at  last  but  this  ? 

Quoth  somebody,   ^ML   somehow  somewhere 
seem 
To  think  I  heard  one  old  De  Chevave  is 

Or  was  possessed  of  Ren^^s  works  I  **  which 
gleam 
Of  light  from  out  the  dark  pro>ed  not  amiss 

To  track,  by  correspondenoe  on  the  theme  ; 
And  soon  the  twilight  broadened  into  day, 
For  thus  to  question  answered  De  Chevaye. 

LVI 

**  True  it  is,  I  did  once  possess  the  works 
You  want  account  of  —  works  —  to  call  them 
so, — 

Comprised  in  one  small  book  :  ^  the  volume  lurks 
(Some  fifty  leaves  in  duodecimo) 

'Neath  certain  sshes  which  mv  soul  it  irks 
iStill  to  remember,  because  long  ago 

Hiat  and  my  other  rare  shelf-occupants 

Perished  by  burning  of  my  house  at  Nantes. 

LVI  I 

*"  Tet  of  that  book  one  strange  particular 
Still  stays  in  mind  with  me  ''  —  and  there- 
upon 

Followed  the  story.    **  Few  the  ooems  are  ; 
The  book  was  two-thirds  filled  up  with  this 
one. 

And  sundry  witnesses  from  near  and  far 
That  here  at  least  was  prophesyii^?  done 

By  prophet,  so  as  to  preclude  all  doubt. 

Before  the  thing  he  prophesied  about.** 

LVI  1 1 

That  *8  all  he  knew,  and  all  the  poet  learned, 
And  all  that  you  and  I  are  like  to  hear 

Of  Ren^ ;  since  not  only  book  is  burned 
But  memory  extinguished,  —  nay,  I  fear. 

Portrait  is  gone  too :  nowhere  I  discerned 
A  trace  of  it  at  Croiiiic.     *^  Must  a  tear 

Needs   fall   for   that?''  yon   smUe.     *' How 
fortune  fares 

With  such  a  mediocrity,  who  cares  ?  " 

LIX 

Well,  I  can  —  intimatoly  care  to  have 
Experienee  how  a  human  creature  felt 

In  afterlife,  who  bore  the  burden  pave 
Of  certainly  believing  God  had  dealt 


For  once  directly  with  him :  did  not  rave 

—  A  maniac,  did  not  find  his  reason  melt 
—  An  idiot,  but  went  on,  in  peace  or  strife, 
The  world's  way,  lived  an  ordinary  life. 


LZ 


How  many  problems  that  one  f aet  would  soItv  ! 

An  ordiiutfy  soul,  no  more,  no  leas. 
About  whose  life  earth's  common  sighti  r^  ^ 
volve. 

On  whom  is  brought  to  bear,  by  thunder- 


This  fact  —  God  tasks  him,  and  wHI  not  ab- 
solve 
Task's  negligent  performer  I    Can  yon  guem 

How   such   a  soul  —  the    task   perfofmed  u* 
point  — 

Goes  back  to  life  nor  finds  things  out  off  joint .' 

LXI 

Does  he  stand  stock-like  henceforth  f  or  pro- 
ceed 
Dizxily,  yet  with  course  straightforward  still. 
Down-trampling  vulgar  hindrance?  —  as  tbr 
reed 
Is  crushed  beneath  its  tramp  wIhui  tliat  btind 
will 
Hatched  in  some  old-world  beast's  brun  bidr 
it  speed 
Where  the  sun  wants  brute-preeenoe  to  fulfil 
Life's  puroose  in  a  new  far  sone,  ere  iee 
Enwomb  the  paatnre-tract  its  ' 

LXII 

I  think  no  such  direct  plain  truth 
With  actual  sense  and  thooght  and   what 
they  take 
To  be  the  solid  walls  of  life :  mere  mista  — 
How  such  woidd,  at  that  tmth*a  first  pi^i^ 
cing,  break 
Into  the  nullity  they  are  I  — slight  lists 
Wherein   the   puppet-champions   wage,   for 
sake 
Of  some  mock-mistress,  mimic  war :  laid  low 
At  trumpet-blast,  there 's  shown  the  world,  ow 
foe! 

LXIII 

No,  we  roust  pli^  the  pageant  out,  observe 

The  toumey-regulations,  and  reaard 
Success — to    meet   the    blimtea    ap 


swerve. 
Failure  —  to   break   no   bones   yet   fall   oa 
award ; 
Must  prove  we  have  — not  courage  f  well  thea 
—  nerve  I 
And,  at  the  day's  end,  boast  the  ctowb^i 
award  — 
Be  warranted  as  promising  to  wield 
We^tons,  no  sham,  in  a  true  battlefield. 

LXIV 

Meantime,  onr  simulated  thmiderelaps 
Which  toll  us  oountorfeited  tradis  —  thete 
same 
Are  -^  sound,  when  mnsic  stonns  the  eooL  pr^ 
haps? 
— Sight,  beauty,  every  dart  of  every  aim 
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That  touches  jnst,  then  Heems,  by  strange 

To  falleffMiless  from  the  tool  it  came 
As  if  to  fix  its  own,  but  simply  smote 
And  startled  to  Yagne  beauty  more  remote  ? 


LXV 

80  do  we  gain  enough  —yet  not  too  muoh  — 
Acquaintance  with  that  outer  element 

\Vh«rein  there  *s  operation  (call  it  such  1) 
Quite  of  another  kind  than  we  the  pent 

On  earth  are  proper  to  receive.    Our  nutch 
Lights  up  at  the  leant  chink :   let  roof  be 
rent — 


How  inmates  huddle,  blinded  at  first  spasm, 
Cognizant  of  the  sun  s  self  through  the  ohasm 


I 


LXVl 

Therefore,  who  knows  if  this  our  Ren^*s  quick 
Kubsidenee  from  as  sudden  noise  and  glare 

Into  oblivion  was  impolitic  ? 
No  doubt  his  soul  became  at  mice  aware 

That,  after  prophecy,  the  rhyming^trick 
Is  poor  employment :  human  praises  scare 

Ilather  than  soothe  earn  all  a-tingle  yet 

With  tones  few  hear  and  live,  but  none  forget. 

LXVtl 

There 's  our  first  famous  poet  I      Step   thou 
forth 
Second  consummate  songster !  See,  the  tongue 
<>f  fire  that  typifies  thee,  owns  thy  worth 

^  In  yellow,  purple  mixed  its  green  among, 
No  pure  and  nmple  resin  from  the  North, 
But  oompcsite  with  virtues  that  belong 
To  Southern  culture  1     Love  not  more  than 

hate 
Helped  to  a  blase  .  .  .  fint  I  anticipate. 

LXVIII 

Prepare  to  witness  a  combustion  rich 
And  riotously  splendid,  far  beyond 

Poor  Ren4*8  lambent  little  streamer  which 
Only  placed  candle  to  a  Court  grown  fond 

By  baby-birth :  this  soared  to  such  a  pitch. 
Alternately  snch  colors  doffed  and  donned, 

That  when  isay  it  darzled  Paris  —  please 

Know  that  it  brought  Voltaire  upon  nis  knees  I 

LXIX 

Who  did  it,  was  a  dapper  gentleman, 
Paul    DesfoigesMaillard,   Croisiekese    by 
birth. 

Whose  birth  that  r'^tury  ended  which  began 
By  mmilar  bestowment  on  onr  earth 

Of  the  aforesaid  Rentf.    Cease  to  scan 

The  ways  of   Providence  I      See    Croisic*s 
dearth  — 

Not  Paris  in  its  plenitude — suffice 

To  furnish  France  with  her  best  poet  twice  I 

LXX 

Till  he  was  thirty  years  of  age,  the  Tela 
Poetic  yielded  rhyme  by  drops  and  spirts  : 

In  verses  of  society  had  lain 
His  talent  chiefiy  ;  but  the  Muse  sssm  Is 

Privilege  most  by  tnating  with  disdain 
Epics  the  bard  months  out,  or  odes  he  Unrts 


Spasmodically  forth.    Hare  people  time 

And  patience  nowadays  for  tnoufi^t  in  rhyme  ? 

LXXI 

So,  his  achievements  wero  the  quatrain's  inch 
Of  homage,  or  at  most  the  sonnet's  eU 

Of  admiration :  welded  lines  with  clinch 
Of  ending  word  and  word,  to  every  belle 

In  Croisic's  bounds ;  these,  brisk  as  any  finch, 
He  twittered  till  his  fame  had  reached  as 
weU 

On^rande  as  Batz ;  but  thero  fame  stopped,  for 
—  curse 

On  fortune  — outside  lay  the  nmverse  t 

LXXII 

That's  Paris.    Well,  —  why  not  br«ak  bounds, 
and  send 

Song  onward  till  it  echo  at  the  gates 
Of  Paris  whither  all  ambitions  tend. 

And  end  too,  seeing  that  success  uiero  sales 
The  soul  which  hungers  most  for  fame  ?    Why 
spend  ^ 

A  minute  in  deciding,  while,  by  Fate's 
Decree,  there  happens  to  be  just  the  prize 
Proposed  there,  suiting  souls  that  poetize  ? 

LXXIIl 

A  prize  indeed,  the  Academy's  own  self 
Proposes  to  what  bard  shsJl  best  indite 
A  meoe  describing  how,  through  shoal  and  shelf, 


quite. 
And  there  osst  anchor.    At  a  flfnee  one 
The  subject's  crowd  of  eapabihties  I 

LXXIV 

Neptune  and  Amphitrit^  I     Thetis,  who 
Is  either  Tethsrs  or  as  good  -*  both  tag  I 

Triton  can  shove  along  a  vessel  too : 
It  *s  Virgil  I     Then  the  winds  that  bh>w  or 

De  Haille,  Vendtoe,  VermaadoisI    Tonlonse 
blew 
Longest,  we  reckon:  he  roust  puff  the  flag 


To  fnUest  outfiaro^  while  onr  lacking  nympl 
Be  Anne  of  Austria,  Regent  o'er  the  lymph 


! 


LXXV 


Promised,  performed !    Since  irriiabilU  gen* 
Holds  oif  the  feverish  impotence  that  strives 

To  stay  an  itch  br  prompt  resource  to  pen's 
Scratching  itseu  on  ps^Mr  ^  |>laeid  lives, 

Leisuroly  works  mark  the  diviniar  awns  .* 
Beea  brood  above  the  honey  in  their  hives ; 

Gnats    aro    the    busy  bustlefs.     Splash  mm! 
scrawl, — 

Completed  lay  thy  piece,  swift  penman  Paul  t 

LXXVI 

To  Paris  with  the  product !    This  dispatched. 
One  had  to  vrait  the  Fortv's  slow  and  sure 

Verdict,  as   best    one   might,     Onr  penman 
scratched 
Away  perforce  the  itch  that  knows  no  cure 

But  daily  paper-friction  :  moiv  than  matched 
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His  first  feat  by  a  second —  tribute  pare 
And  beartf  elt  to  the  Forty  when  their  voice 
should  peal  with  one  accord   *'Be  Paul  oar 
choice  I  ** 

LXXVII 

•Scratch,  scratch  went  much  hiudation  of  that 
sane 

And  sound  Tribunal,  del^rates  aus:nst 
Of  Phuebus  and  the  Muses^  sacred  train  — 

Whom  every  poetaster  tries  to  thrust 
From  where,  nigh-tlironed,  they  dominate  the 
Seine : 

Fruitless  endeavor,  —  fail  it  shall  and  most  I 
Whereof  in  witness  have  not  one  and  all 
The  Forty  voices  pealed  *'  Our  choice  be  Paul  *^  ? 

LXXVII  I 

Thus  Paul  discounted  his  applause.    Alack 
For  human  expectation !    {Scarcely  ink 

Was  dry  when,  lo,  the    perfect   piece   came 
back 
Rejected,  shamed  !    Some  other  poet^s  clink 

""  Thetis  and  Tethys  **  had  aednced  the  pack 
Of  pedants  to  declare  perfection's  pink 

A  siiuralarly  poor  production.    **  Whew  I 

The  Forty  are  stark  fools,  I  always  knew  I 


»» 


LXXIX 

First  fury  over  (for  PauFs  race  —  to  wit. 
Brain-vibrios  —  wrimle  clear  of  protoplasm 

Into  minute  Jife  that  a  one  fnry-fit), 
^*  These  fools  shall  find  a  bard's  enthusiasm 

Comports  with  what  should  counterbalance  it — 
Some  knowledge  of  the  world!    No  doubt, 
oisasm 

Effects  the  birth  of  verse  which,  bom,  demands 

Prosaic  ministration,  swaddling-bands  I 

LXXX 

'^  Veiae  must  be  cared  for  at  this  early  staspe. 
Handled,  nav  dandled  even.    I  should  puiy 

Their  game  indeed  if.  till  it  grew  of  age, 
I  meekly  let  these  dotards  frown  away 

My  bantling  from  the  rightful  heritage 
Of  smiles  and  kisses  !     Let  the  public  say 

If  it  be  worthy  praises  or  rebukes. 

My  poem,  from  these  Forty  old  perukes  I " 

LXXXI 

So,  by  a  friend,  who  boasts  himself  in  grace 
With  no  less  than  tlie  Chevalier  La  Roqne,  — 

Eminent  in  those  days  for  pride  of  place. 
Seeing  he  had  it  in  his  power  to  block 

Tlie  way  or  smooth  the  road  to  all  the  race 
Of  literators  trudging  up  to  knock 

At  Fame's  exalted  temnle-door  —  for  why  ? 

He  edited  the  Paris  "  Alercury :  "  — 

LXXXII 

By  this  friend's  help  the  Chevalier  receives 
Paul's  poem,  prefaced  by  the  due  appeal 

To  Csesar  from  the  Jews.    As  duly  heaves 
A  sigh  the  (chevalier,  about  to  deal 

With  ease  so  customar}'  -~  turns  the  leaves. 
Finds  nothing  there  to  borrow,  beg,  or  steal  — 

Then  brightens  up  the  critic's  brow  deep-lined. 

"  The  thing  may  be  so  cleverly  declined  1 " 


LXXXIII 

Down  to  desk,  out  with  paperj  up  with  quill. 

Dip  and  indite  1    **  Sir,  gratitude  nnmeoie 
For  this  true  draught  from  the  Pierian  riU ! 

Our  Academic  clodpoles  must  be  dense 
Indeed  to  stand  unimgated  still. 

No  less,  we  critics  dare  not  give  offence 
To  grandees  like  the  Forty :  while  we  mttck. 
We  grin  and  bear.    So,  here 's  your  piece  I   Li 
Roque." 

LXXXIV 

'*  There  now  !  "  cries  Paul :  '*  the  feUow  csn't 
avoid 

Confessing  that  my  piece  deserves  the  pslm ; 
And  yet  he  dares  not  grant  me  spaoe  enjoyed 

By  every  scribbler  he  permits  embalm 
His  crambo  in  the  Journal's  comer !    Cloyed 

With  stuff  like  theirs,  no  wonder  if  a  quslai 
Be  caused  by  verse  Hke  mine  :  thon^h  tlut  < 

no  cause 
For  his  defrauding  me  of  just  appUnae. 


LXXXV 


t( 


Aha,  he  fears  the  Forty,  this  poltroon  ? 

First  let  him  fear  me  !   Change  smooth  sper\u 
to  rough  I 
I  '11  speak  my  mind  ont,  show  the  fellow  sooa 

Who  is  the  foe  to  dread  :  insist  ^*w«^gb 
On  my  own  merits  till,  as  clear  aa  noon. 

He  sees  I  am  no  man  to  take  rebuff 
As  patientlv  as  scribblers  may  and  moat  I 
Quick  to  tne  onslaught,  out  sword,  eat  sac 
thmsti" 

LXXXVI 

And  thereupon  a  fierce  epistle  flings 
Its  challenge  in  the  critic's  face.    Alack ! 

Our  bard  mistakes  his  man !  The  ganntlet  rinc« 
On  brazen  visor  proof  against  attack. 

Prompt  from  his  editorial  throne  vp  firings 
The  insulted  magnate,  and  hia  maoe  fsU^ 
thwack, 

On  Paul's  devoted  brainpan,  —  (^aite  away 

From  common  courtesies  of  fenoiag^lay  f 

LXXXVII 

**Sir,  will  yon  have  the  trath  ?    Tliis  pieor  d 
yours 
Is  simply  execrable  past  belief. 
I  shrank  from  saying  so ;  bat,  sinee  nao^ 
cures 
Conceit  but  truth,  truth  *s  at  yoor  asrv  It «  ; 
Brief, 
Just  so  long  as  *  The  Mercury  *  endaiea. 
So  long  are  you  excluded  by  its  Chief 
From  comer,  nay,  from  cranny  I   Play  the  c«*  » 
O'  the  roost,  henceforth,  at  Croiaic!**   «n>^' 
La  Roque, 

LXXXVIII 

Paul  yellowed,  whitened,  as  his  wrath  from  r~ 
Waxed    incandescent.     Now,  this    man 
rhyme 

Was  merely  foolish,  faulty  in  the  head 
Not  heart  of  him  :  conceit  *s  a  venial  crime. 

**  Oh  b^  no  means  malicioas !  *'  ooosins  said  : 
Fussily  feeble,  —  harmleaa  all  the  time. 
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Piddlinff  at  so-ealled  iatire  —  well-iulTiBed, 
He  held  in  most  awe  whom  he  tatirized. 

LXXXIX 

Accordingly  hie  kith  and  kin  — removed 
From  emohition  ol  the  poet*8  ffift 

By  power  and  will  —  theee  ratner  liked,  nay. 
Wed 
The  man  who  gate  his  fiamily  a  lift 

Oat  of  the  Croisic  level ;  disapproved 

Satire  so  trenchant.*'    Thus  oar  poet  sniffed 

fiome-inoense,  thonsh  too  obnrlish  to  anlook 

*'The   Mercury's  **Dox  of  ointment  was  La 
Roque. 

xc 

But  when   Paul's  visage   grew  from   red  to 
white, 

And  from  his  lips  a  sort  of  mumbling  fell 
Of  who  was  to  be  kicked,  —  *'  And  serve  him 
rigbtl"^ 

A  gay  voice  interposed,  **  Did  kicking  well 
Answer  the  purpose  I    Only  —  if  I  might 

Suggest  as  much  —  a  far  mors  potent  spell 
Lies  m  another  kind  of  treatment.    Oh, 
Women  are  ready  at  ratonroe,  yon  know  I 

XCI 

**  Talent  shonld  minister  to  genins  t  good  : 
The  pro|>er  and  superior  smile  retoms. 

Hear  me  with  patience  1    Have  ^on  understood 
The  only  method  whereby  genius  earns 

Fit  guerdon  nowadays  9    la  knightly  mood 
Yuu  entered  lists  with  visor  np;  one  leams 

Too  late  that,  had  you  mounted  Koland's  cresC| 

*  Room  I '  they  haa  roared  —  La  Roque  with  all 
the  restl 

xcix 

''  Why  did  yon  first  of  all  trmmit  yo«r  piece 
To  those  same  priggish  Forty  anprepand 

Whether  to  rank  yon  with  the  swans  or  geese 
By  friendly  intervention  ?    If  they  dared 

Count  yon  a  eaekler,  —  wonders  never  cease ! 
I  think  it  still  more  wondrous  that  yon  bared 

Tour  brow  (my  earliar  image)  as  if  praise 

Were  gained  by  simple  fighting  nowadays  I 

XCIII 

**  Tour  next  step  showed  a  touch  of  the  true 


Whereby  desert  is  crowned:  not  force  but 
wile 
(lame  to  the  neeue.    *  Get  behind  the  soenes  I ' 
Your  friend  '*dvised:  he  writes,  sets  forth 
your  style 
And  title,  to  suoh  purpose  intervenes 

That  yon  get  velvetHwmplimeot  three-pile ; 
And,  though  'The  Mereary'said  'nay,'  nor 

stock 
Nor  stone  did  his  refusal  prove  La  Roque. 

xciv 

''  Why  must  yon  URcds  revert  to  the  high  hand, 
Imperative  prooednre  —  what  yon  oau 

*Takm'x  on  merit  your  exclusive  stand  '  ? 
Sktmd^  with  a  vengeanoe  I    boon  you  west  to 
wall. 


Yon  and  your  merit !    Onlv  fools  command 

When  folks  are  free  to  ttsobey  them,  Paul  I 
You  've  learnt  your  lessont  fonad  out  what 's 

o'clock. 
By  this  uncivil  answer  of  La  Roque. 


xcv 


*'  Now  let  me  cooasel  1    Lay  thbpiece  on  shelf 
— Masterpieos  though  it  be !    From  out  your 
dedt 

Hand  me  some  lighter  sample,  vene  the  elf 
Cupid  inspired  you  with,  no  god  grotesque 

Presiding  o  er  the  Navv  1^  I  myself 
Hand-write  what 's  lepble  vet  picturesque ; 

I  '11  copy  fair  and  f eminmely  frock 

Your  poem  masculine  that  courts  La  Roque ! 

xcvi 

'*  Deidamia  he  —  Achilles  thou ! 

Ha,  ha,  these  ancient  stories  come  so  i^  I 
My  sex,  my  youth,  my  nnk  I  next  avow 

In  a  neat  prayer  for  kind  perusal,    i^ped 
1  see  the  walls  which  stand  so  stoutly  now ! 

I  see  the  toils  about  the  game  entrapped 
By  hotiest  onnning !    Chains  of  lady's^mock, 
Not  thorn  and  thistle,  tether  fast  La  Roque !  '* 

xcvii 

Now,  who  might  be  the  speaker  sweet  and  arch 
That  laniriied  above  real's  shoulder  as  it 
heaved 
With   the   indignant   heart  ?  —  bade   steal  a 
march 
And  not  continue  charging  ?    Who  conceived 
This  plan  wUeh  set  our  Paul,  like  pea  you 
naroh 
On  nre-cboveU  skipping,  of  a  load  relieved, 
From  arm-chair  moodiness  to  escritoire 
iMcred  to  Phcsbus  and  the  tcmeful  ehoir  ? 

XCVIII 

Who  but  Paul's  sister  1  named  of  oonrse  like 
Inm 
"  Desforges  ;  "  but,  mark  yon,  in  those  days 
a  queer 
Custom  obtained,  —  who  knows  whence  grew 
the  whim  ?  — 
That  people  could  not  read  their  title  clear 
To  reverence  till  their  own  true  names,  made 
dini 
Bv  daily  mouthing,  pleased  to  disappear. 
Replaced  by  brand-new  bright  ones :  Arouet, 
For  instance,  grew  Voltaire ;  Desforges  —  Mai- 
ends. 

XCIX 

''  Demoiselle  Malcrais  de  la  Vigne  '*  —  because 

The  family  possessed  at  Brederac 
A   vineyard,  —  few   grapes,    many   hips-and- 
haws, — 
Still  a  nice  Breton  name.    As  bmaat  and 
back 
Of   this   vivacious   beauty  f^eamed   through 
ganze, 
So  did  her  sprightly  nature  nowise  lack 
Lustre  when  draped,  the  fashionable  way. 
In   ''Malonus  de   hi   Vigne,"— more  short, 
"MaUrais." 
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Oat  from  Panl^g  escritoire  behold  escape 
The  hoArded  treasure  1  vene  falls  thick  and 
fast. 

Sonnets  and  songs  of  eyery  size  and  shape. 
The  lady  ponders  on  her  prize  ;  at  last 

Selects  one  which  —  O  angel  and  yet  ape  I  — 
Uer  malice  thinks  is  probably  surpassed 

In  badness  by  no  fellow  of  the  flock, 

Copies  it  fair,  and  "  Now  for  my  La  Roque !  '* 

CI 

So^^  him  goes,  with  the  neat  manuscript, 
The  soft  petitionary  letter.     *'  Grant 

A  fledgeling  norice  that  with  wing  nndipt 
She  soar  her  little  circuit,  habitant 

Of  an  old  manor ;  buried  in  which  crypt, 
Uow  can  the  youthful  chfttelaine  but  pant 

For  disemprisunment  bv  one  ad  hoc 

Appointed '  Meroury^s '  Editor,  La  Roque  ?  '* 

CII 

'T  was  an  epistle  that  might  move  the  Turk  I 
More  certiunlv  it  moved  our  middle-aged 

Pen-driver  drudging  at  his  wear^  work. 
Raked  the  ola  ashes  up  and  disengaged 

The  sparks  of  gallantry  which  always  lurk 
Somehow  in  literary  breasts,  assuaged 

In  no  degree  by  compliments  on  style  ; 

Are  Forty  wagging   beards  worth  one  girl's 
smile? 

cm 

In  trip  the  lady's  poem,  takes  its  place 

Of  honor  in  the  gratified  Gazette, 
With    due   acknowledgment   of    power   and 
grace; 

IVognostioation,  too,  that  higher  yet 
The  Breton  Muse  will  soar :  tresh  youth,  high 
race. 

Beauty  and  wealth  haye  amicably  met 
That  Demoiselle  Malcnus  may  fill  the  chair 
Left  vacant  by  the  loss  of  Deshouli^res. 


CIV 


«» 


Then !  "  cried  the  lively  lady.    '*  Who  was 
right  — 

Ton  in  the  dumps,  or  I  the  merry  mud 
Who  know  a  irick  or  two  can  baffle  spite 

Tenfold  the  force  of  this  old  fool's  r    Afraid 
Of  Bditor  La  Roque  ?    But  come !  next  flight 

Shall     ontsoar  —  Deshouli^res     alone  ?    My 
blade, 
Sa|>pho  herself  shall  yon  confess  outstript  I 
Quick,  Paul,  another  dose  of  manuscript  1  ** 

cv 

And  so,  once  well  a-f oot,  advanced  the  game : 
More  and  more  verses,  corresponding  gush 

On  gush  of  praise,  till  everywhere  acclaim 
Rose   to   the  pitch  of  uproar.    **  Sappho  f 
Tush  I 

Sure  *  Malcrais  on  her  Parrot'  puts  to  shame 
Denbonli^res'  pastorals,  clay  not  worth  a  rush 

Bemde  this  find  of  treasure,  gold  in  crock. 

Unearthed  in  Brittany,  —  nay,  ask  La  Roque !  " 


cvi 

Such  was  the  Paris  tribute.    **  Yea,"  yon 

'*  Ninnies  stock  Noodledom,  bnt  folk  man 
sage 
Resist  contagious  folly,  never  fear  I  " 

Do  they  ?    Permit  me  to  detach  one  nag* 
From  the  huge  Album  which  from  far  mou 
near 
Poetic  praises  blackened  in  a  rage 
Of  rapture  t   and  that  page    ahmll    be  —  vbo 

stares 
Confounded  now,  I  ask  you  ?  —  just  Voltaire's! 

cvn 

Ay^  sharpest  shrewdest  steel  that  ever  stabbi^ 
To    death  Imposture    through    the  arnica 
joints ! 

How  Old  it  happen  that  gross  Hombn^  grablwl 
Thy  weapons,  gouged  thine  eyea  oat  ?    Fatr 
appoints 

That  pride  shall  have  a  fall,  or  I  had  Uabbrd 
Hanlly  that  Humbug,  whom  thy  soul  annntv 

Could  thus  cross-buttock  thee  cau^t  nnawan^. 

And  disnialest  of  tumbles  proved  —  Voltatrp*» '. 

CVIII 

See  his  epistle  extant  yet,  wherewith 
'' Henri  "  in  verse  and  "  Charlea  "  in  prat  bf 
sent 
To  do  her  suit  and  service  I    Here 's  the  pith 
Of  half  a  dozen  stanzas — stones  which  went 

To  build  that  simulated  monolith  — 
Sham  love  in  due  degree  with  homage  Uent 
As  sham  —  which  in  the  vast  of  volumes  sears 
The  traveller  still:  "That  stuooo-heap— Voi- 
taiie's?" 

cix 

**  0  diou,  whose  clarion-voice  has  overflown 
The  wilds  to  starUe  Paris  that  *a  one  ear ! 

Thon  who  such  strange  capacity  heat  ahown 
For  joining  all  that's  gnuid  with  all  Umc* 
dear. 

Knowledge  with    power  to    please — Deahoo- 
li^res  grown 
Learned  as  Dacier  in  thy  person  I  mere 

Weak  fruit  of  idle  hours,  these  eraba  of  nuae 

I  dare  lay  at  thy  feet,  O  Muse  divine  I 


ex 


»t 


Charles  was  my  task-work  only  j  Henri  trod 

My  hero  erst,  and  now,  my  heroiae — sh<> 
Shall  be  thyself !    True  —is  it  true,  gveat  G«)d . 

Certainly  love  henceforward  most  not  be  * 
Yet  all  the  crowd  of  Fine  Arts   fail  —  hov 
oddl- 

Tried  turn  by  turn,  to  fill  a  void  in  me ! 
There  *s  no  replacing  love  with  these,  alas ! 
Tet  all  I  can  1  do  to  prove  no  an. 

CXI 

^^  I  labor  to  amuse  my  freedom  ;  bnt 
Should  any  sweet   young    creature  sUwr? 
preach. 
And  — borrowing    thy  vivaeiona   ehann,  tK* 
slntl  — 
Make  me,  in  thy  ei^eaging  words,  n  speech 
Soon  should  I  see  myself  in  prison  shut 
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WithsUimaffiiiaUeiikMare."    Reaoh 
The  washluuid-Dasm  for  admireiB !    There  *s 
A  8toiiiAeh*moving  tribnte  —  and  Voltaire^s  I 

cxu 

SnppoM  it  a  iantastic  billei-doax. 

Adnlatory  flourish,  aot  worth  frown  ! 
U^hat  aay  yoa  to  the  Fathers  of  Tr^voux  ? 

These  in  their  Dictionary  have  her  down 
Under  the  heading  '"''  Author:  "  ''  Malcrais,  too. 

Is  *  Author  *  of  much  verse  that  claims  re- 


i» 


nown. 
While  Jean-Baptiste  Rousseau  .  .  .  but  why 

prooeed? 
Ediongn  of  this — somethingr  too  mueh,  indeed  I 

cxiu 

At  last  La  Ro^ue.  nnwilUnip  to  be  left 
Behindhand  u  tae  rivalry,  broke  bounds 

Of  figrurative  paasion  hilt  and  heft. 

Plunged   his  huge   downri^t  love  throng 
what  surrounds 

The  literary  female  bosom ;  reft 

Away  its  veil  of  oov  reserve  with  "  Zounds  I 

I  love  thee,  Breton  Beauty  I    All  *s  no  use ! 

Body  and  soul  I  love,  —  the  big  word 's  loose  1  ** 

cxiv 

He  *M  greaUMt  mow  and  to  de-ttrwytiHrn 
Xearett.    Attend  the  solemn  word  I  quote, 

O  Paul  I     J^ere  ^m  no  pause  ai  per-fec-ti-^nu 
Thus  knoUs  thy  knell  the  l)ootor*s  biomAd 
throat  I 

Grt-atness  a  period  hath,  no  sta-tt-on  I 
Be^r  and  truer  verse  none  ever  wrote 

i  Duepite  the  antique  outstretched  a*i-on) 

llian  thou,  revered  and  magisterial  Donne  I 

cxv 

Flat  on  his  face,  La  Roque,  and  —  pressed  to 
heart 
His    dexter   hand  —  Voltaire  with    bended 
knee! 
Paul  sat  and  sueked-in  triumph  ;  just  apart 
Leaned   over    him    his    suter.     ''WeU?** 
smirks  he. 
And  "  Well  ?  "  she  answefs,  smiling— woman's 
art 
To  let  a  man's  own  mouth,  not  hers,  deeree 
What  shall  be  next  move  which  decides  the 


game  : 

f     She  said  so.    FaUnreP 
blame. 

CXVI 


the 


"  Well !  *'  this  time  forth  affirmatively  oomes 
With  smack  of  lip,   and    loogHlrawn   sigh 
through  teeth 

Close  cleneTOd  o*er  satisfaetion,  aa  the  gums 
Were  tickled  b]r  a  sweetmeat  teased  beneath 

Palate  by  lubricating  tongue :  *^  Well  1  crumbs 
Of  comfort  these,  nndoubtedlv  I  no  death 

Likely  from  famine  at  Pamela  teast !  ^t  is  dear 

1  may  put  daim  in  for  my  pittance.  Dear  I 


CXVII 


«4 


La  Roque,  Voltaire,  my  lovers  ?    Then  die- 


Has  served  its  turn,  grows  idle ;  let  it  drop  I 
I  shall  to  Paris,  flaunt  there  in  men's  eyes 

My  proper  mauly  garb  and  mount  ar^p 
The  pedestal  that  waits  me,  take  the  prize 

Awarded  Hercules.    He  threw  a  sop 
To  Cerberus  who  let  him  pass,  von  know. 
Then,  following,  licked  his  heels  :  exactly  so  I 


cxviii 


»i 


astonishment, 

no  doubt, 

the   brows  quiek 


I  like  the  prospect  —  their 
Confusion :  wounded  vanity, 
Mixed  motives;  how  I  s 
bentl 

*What,  sir,  yourself,  none    other,  brought 
about 
This  change  of  estimation  f 

His  shafts  as  from  Diana  f 
Turns  courtier  smile:  'Lo, 

herl 
Pleasant  mistake  t    You  bear  no  malice,  sir  f 


Phobus  sent 
'  Critic  pout 
him  we  took  for 


tt 


CXIX 

Eh,  my  Diana?  "  ^  But  Diana  kept 

Sniilingly  8ilent  with  flxed  needls'shaip 
Much-meaning  eyes  that  seemed  to  intercept 

Paul's  very  thoughts  ere  they  had  time  to 
warp 
From  earnest  into  sport  the  words  they  leapt 

To  life  with  —  changed  as  when  maltreated 
harp 
Renders  in  tinkle  what  some  nlayer>prig 
Means  for  a  grave  tune  though  it  proves  a  jig. 


cxx 


ti 


What,  Paul,  and  are  my  pains  thus  thrown 
away, 

My  lenons  end  in  loss  ?  *'  at  length  fall  slow 
The  pitying  syllables,  her  lips  allay 

The  satire  of  bv  keeping  in  full  flow. 
Above  their  coral  reef,  bright  smiles  at  play : 

''  Can  it  be,  Paul  thus  fails  to  rii^tly  know 
And  altogether  estimate  applause 
As  just  so  many  asinine  hee-haws  f 


•t 


CXXI 

I  thought  to  show  you'*  •  •  •  '*Show  me,** 

Paul  inbroke. 
**  M}r  poetry  is  ruobish,  and  the  world 
That  rings  with  my  renown  a  sorry  joke  I 
What  fairer  test  of  worth  than  that,  fom 
furled, 
I  entered  the  arena  f    Tet  you  croak 

Just  as  if  Phob^  and  not  Phoebus  buried 
The  dart  and  struck  the  Python  I    What,  hi 

crawls 
Humbly  in  dust  before  your  feet,  not  Paul's  f 

ex  XII 

**  Nay,  't  is  no  lanriiing  matter  tlioagh  absind 
If  ther^  's  an  enid  oi  nonesty  on  earth  I 

La  Roque  sends  letten,  lying  eve^  word  I 
Voltaire  makes  verse,  ana  of  himself  makes 
mirth 

To  the  temotest  age  t    Rousseau 's  the  third 
Who,  driven  to  despair  amid  such  dearth 

Of  people  that  want  praiiriiur,  finds  no  one 

Mote  nt  to  praise  than  Paul  the  simpleton  1 
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CXXIII 

^  Somebody  says — if  a  man  vrites  at  all 
It  is  to  snow  the  writer^s  kith  and  kin 

He  was  unjustly  thought  a  natural ; 
And  truly,  sister,  I  nave  yet  to  win 

Your  favorable  word,  it  seems,  for  Paul  ^ 
Whose  poetry  you  count  not  worth  a  pin 

Thoufj^h  well  enougfh  esteemed  by  these  Vol- 
taires, 

Rousseaus  and  such-like :  let  them  quack,  who 
cares  ?^* 

cxxiv 

'*  —  To  Paris  with  you,  Paul  I    Not  one  word's 
waste 

Further :  my  scrupulosity  was  vain  I 
Go  triumph  t    Be  my  foolish  fears  effaced 

From  memory's  record  I     Go,  to  come  again 
With  grlory  crowned,  —  by  sister  re-embraced. 

Cured  of  that  strange  delusion  of  her  brain 
Which  led  her  to  suspect  that  Paris  gloats 
On  male  limbs  mostly  when  in  petUooats ! '' 

cxxv 

So  laughed  her  last  word,  with  the  little  touch 
Of  malice  proper  to  the  outraged  pride 

Of  any  artist  in  a  work  too  much 
Shorn  of  its  merits.    **  By  all  means,  be  tried 

The  opposite  procedure  t    Cast  your  crutch 
Away,  no  longer  crippled,  nor  divide 

The  credit  of  your  march  to  the  World's  Fair 

With   sister   Cherry-cheeks  who   helped   you 
there  1  " 

CXXVI 

Crippled,  foisooth  I     What  courser  sprightlier 
pranced 
Paris-ward  than  did  Paul?     Nay,  dreams 
lent  wings : 
He  flew,  or  seemed  to   fly,   by   dreams  en- 
tranced. 
Dreams  ?  wide-awake  realities  :  no  things 
Dreamed  merely  were  the  missives  that  ad- 
vanced 
The  claim  of  Malcrais  to  consort  with  kings 
Crowned  by  Apollo  —  not  to  say  with  queens 
Cinctured  by  Venus  for  Idalian  scenes. 

CXXVII 

Soon  he  arrives,  forthwith  is  found  before 

The  outer  gate  of  glory.    Bold  ttc-toc 
Announces  there 's  a  giant  at  the  door. 
""Ay,    sir,    here   dwells   the   Chevalier   La 

Koque." 
Lackey  I    Malcrais  —  mind,  no  word  less  nor 

more  I  — 

Desires  his  presence.     I  've  unearthed  the 
brock : 
Now,  to  transfix  bim  I  '*     There  stands  Paul 

erect. 
Inched  out  his  uttermost,  lor  more  effect. 

CXXVIII 

A  bustling  entrance  :  *^  Idol  of  my  flame ! 

Can  it  be  that  my  heart  attains  at  last 
Its  lon^nnfiT  ^  that  you  stand,  the  very  same 

As  m  my  visions  ?  .  .  .  Ha  I   hey,  how  ?  *' 
aghast 


«» 


Stops  short  the  rmptare.    **  Oh,  mj  boy 's  u 
blame  1 
Tou  merely  are  the  messenger  I    Too  fast 
My  fancy  ruuied  to  a  conclusion.    Pooh ! 
Well,  sir,  the  Udy 's  substitute  is  —  who  ?  " 

cxxix 

Then  Paul's  smirk  grows  inordinate.    "  Shakr 
hands  1 
Friendship  not  love  awaits  you,  maater  miae. 
Though  nor  Malcrais  nor  any  mistraas  standt 
To  meet  your  ardor  I    So,  you  don't  divine 
Who    wrote    the   verses  wherewith   ting  tbe 
land's 
Whole  leo^  and  breadth  ?     Just  he  when- 
of  no  hue 
Had  ever  leave  to  blot  your  Journal  —  eh  ? 
Paul  DesfoigesMaahird— otherwise  Halcnw!  '* 

cxxx 

And  there  ihe   two  stood,  stare  oonfroetinK 
smirk, 
A  while  uncertain  which  should  yield  tht 
pas. 
In  vain  the  Chevalier  beat  brain  for  qniric 
To   help   in   this    oonjunoture ;    at  lencth, 
"Bah  I 
Boh  I     Since  I  've  made  msrself  a  fool,  why 
shii'k 
The  punishment  of  folly  ?    Ha,  ha,  ha« 
Let  me  return  your  handshake  I  "    Comic  sock 
For  tragic  buskin  prompt   thoa  changed  La 
Roque. 

cxxxi 

**  I  'm  nobody — a  wren-like  joonudist ; 

Yon  've  flown  at  higher  gaoie  and  winiM 
your  bird, 
The  golden  eagle  I    That 's  the  grand  aequist ! 

Voltaare's  sly  Muse,  the  tiger-eat,  has  pam>4 
PrettUy  round  your  feet ;  but  if  she  miased 

Priority  of  stroking,  soon  were  atitred 
The  dormant  spitfire.    To  Voltaire  I  awav, 
Paul  Deaforges  BiaiUaid,  otherwise  Malcnk !  ** 

CXXXII 

Whereupon,  arm  in  arm,  and  head  in  air. 

The  two  begin  their  journey.    Need  1  say, 
La  Roque  had  felt  the  talon  of  Voltaire, 

Had  a  long-standing  little  debt  to  pav. 
And  pounced,  you  may  depend,  on  sim  a  rare 

Occasion  for  its  due  discharge  ?    So,  gay 
And  grenadier-like,  marching  to  assault. 
They  reach  the  enemy's  abode,  there  halt. 

CXXXIII 

** I  '11  be  annonneer  1  "    quoth  La  Roque:  **  I 
know. 
Better  than  yon,  perhapa,  my  Breton  bard. 
How  to  procure  an  audience  I    He 's  not  slow 
To  smell  a  rat,  this  scamp  Voltaire  I     IH^ 
eard 
The  petticoats  too  soon,  —  yon  11  never  show 
Your  kaut'de'chauiseM  and  all  they  've  mad' 
or  marred 
In   your   true   person.     Here*s   hia   aerraBr. 

Pray, 
Will  the  great  man  see  DemoiaeUe  Mahsaii  ? 
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CXXXIV 

\ow,  the  great  maa  was  also,  no  whit  less, 
The  man  of  aelf-respect,  —  more  great  man 
he  I 

And  howed  to  soeial  nsage,  dressed  the  dress, 
And  deoofated  to  the  fit  degree 

His  Demon  ;  't  was  enough  to  bear  the  stress 
Ot  bfUtJe  in  the  field,  without,  when  free 

From  outside  foes,  inviting  friends*  attack 

By  —  sword  in  hand  ?    No,  —  ill-made  ooat  on 
book. 

cxxxv 

And,  sinoe  the  annonnoement  of  his  visitor 
Surprised  him  at  his  toilet,  —  never  glass 

Had  such  solioitatton  1    '^  Black,  now  —  or 
^Brown  be  the  killing  wir  to  wear  ?    Alas, 

Where  *s  the  rouge  gone,  this  cheek  were  better 
for 
A  tender  touch  of  ?    Melted  to  a  mass. 

All  my  pomatum  I    There  *s  at  all  events 

A  devil  —  for  he 's  got  among  my  scents  1  *' 

CXXXVl 

So.  ^'barbered  ten  times  o^er,**  as  Antony 
Paced  to  his  Cleopatra,  did  at  last 

Voltaire  proceed  to  the  fair  presence :  high 
In  color,  proud  in  port,  as  if  a  blast 

Of  trumpet  Dade  the  world  **  Take  note  I  draws 
nigh 
To  BMoty,  Power  1    Behold  the  Iconoclast, 

The  Poet,  the  Philosopher,  the  Rod 

Of  iron  for  imposture  I    An  my  Qod  t " 

cxxxvii 

For  there  stands  smirking  Pisnl,  and —what 
lights  fierce 
The  situation  as  with  sulphur  flash  — 
There  grinning  stands  La  Aoqne  I     No  carte- 

and^tieroe 
^  Obeerves  the  grinning  fencer,  but,  full  dssh 
From    breast   to  shoulder-blade,  the  thrusts 
transpierce 
That  armor  against  which  so  idly  clash 
The  swords  of   priests  and  pedants  1    Vietois 

there. 
Two  smirk  and  grin  who  have  befooled  —  Vol- 
taire! 

CXXXVIII 

A  moment's  horror ;  then  quick  turn-about 
On    high-heeled    shoe,  —  flurry   of    r^Hes, 
flounce 

Of  wig-ties  and  of  coat-tails,  —  and  so  out 
Of  door  banged  wrathfully  behind,  goes— 
bounce  — 

Voltaire  in  tragic  exit !  vows,  no  doubt. 

Vengeance  upon  the  couple.     Did  he  trounoe 

Kither,  in  point  of  fact  ?    His  anger *s  flash 

Subsided  it  a  culprit  craved  his  cash. 

CXXXIX 

As  for  La  Roque,  he  having  laughed  his  laugh 
To  heart's  content,  —  the  joke  defunct  at 


Ton  've  gained  the  laurel ;  never  hope  to  graff 
A  second  sprig  of  triumph  there !    Ensconce 
Yourself  agam  at  Croisic  :  let  it  be 
Enough  you  mastered  both  Voltaire  and  —  me ! 

CXL 

**  Don't  linger  here  iu  Paris  to  parade 
Your  victory,  and  have  the  very  boys 

Point   at^   vou !      *  There  's   the   little  mouse 
whicn  made 
Believe  those  two  big  lions  that  its  noise. 

Nibbling  away  behind  the  hedge,  conveyed 
Intelligence  that  —  portent  which  destroys 

All  courage  in  the  lion  s  heart,  with  horn 

That 's  fable  —  there  lay  couched  the  unicorn !  * 

CXLI 

**  Beware  us,  now  we  've  found  who  fooled  us  I 
Quick 
To  cover !    *  In  proportion  to  men's  fright. 
Expect  their  fright's  revenge  I  *  quoth  politic 

Old  Macchiavelli.     As  for  me,  —  all  s  right : 
I  'm  but  a  journalist.    But  no  pin's  prick 
The  tooth  leaves  when  Voltaire  is  roused  to 
bite  I 
So,  keep  your  counsel,  I  advise  I    Adieu  I 
Qood  journey  I     Ha,  ha,  ha,  Malerais  was  — > 
you ! " 


»t 


I>ead  in  the  birth,  you  see,  —  its  epitaph 
Was   sober  earnest.     ^'  Well,   sir,    for  the 


CXLII 

—  Yes,  I  'm  Malerais,  and  somebody  beside. 
Yon  snickering  monkey  I  "    thus  winds  up 
the  tale 
Our  hero,  safe  at  home,  to  that  black-eved 
Cherry-cheeked  uster,  as   she   soothes   the 
pale 
Mortified  poet.    "  Let  their  worst  be  tried, 
I'm  their  match  henceforth  —  very  man  and 
male! 
Don't  talk  to  me  of  knocking^under  !  man 
And  male  must  end  what  petticoats  began ! 

CXLllI 

**  How  woman-like  it  is  to  apprehend 
The  worid  will  eat  its  words  I  why,  words 
transfixed 
To  stone,  they  stare  at  yon  in  print,  —  at  end. 
Each  writer's  style  and  title !   Choose  be- 
twixt 
Fool  and  knave  for  his  name,  who  should  intend 

To  perpetrate  a  baaenefls  so  unmixed 
With  prospect  of  advantage  !    What  is  writ 
Is  writ :  they  've  praised  me,  there 's  an  end  of 
it! 


»» 


cxLiy 

No,   Dear,  allow  me  !     I  shall  print  these 

same 
Pieces,  with  no  omitted  line,  as  Paul's. 
Malerais  no  longer,  let  me  see  folk  blame 
What  they  —  praised    simply  ?  —  placed  on 
IMdestak, 
Each  piece  a  statue  in  the  House  of  Fame  I 
Fast  will    they  stand    there,  though    their 
presence  galls 
The   envious  crew:  such   show    their  teeth, 

perhaps. 
And  snari,  but  never  bite  1   I  know  the  chaps !  " 
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O  Paul,  oh,  piteously  deluded  I    Pace 

Thy  aad  Bterilit^  of  Croisio  flats, 
Waton,  from  their  southern  edge,  the  foamy 


race 

Of  high-tide  as  it  heaves  the  drowning  mats 
Ofyellow-bftfried  web-growth  from  their  place, 

The  rock-ridge,  when,  rolling  as  far  as  Batz, 
One  broadside  crashes  on  it,  and  the  crags, 
That  needle  under,  stream  with  weedy  rags  I 

CXLVl 

Or,  if  thou  wilt,  at  inland  Bergerac, 
Rude  heritage  but  recognized  domain. 

Do  as  two  here  are  doin^ :  make  hearth  crack 
With  logs  until  thv  chimney  roar  again 

Jolly  with  fire*glow  f    Let  its  angle  lack 
No  grace  of  Cherry-cheeks  thy  sister,  fain 

To  do  a  sister^s  office  and  laugh  smooth 

Thy  corrugated  brow  —  that  scowls  forsooth ! 

CXLVII 

Wherefore?    Who  does  not  know  how  these 
LaRoques, 
Voltaires,  can   say  and   unsay,  praise   and 
blame. 
Prove  black  white,  white  black,  play  at  para- 
dox 
And,  when  they  seem  to  lose  it,  win  the 
game? 
Care  not  thou  what  thii  badger,  and  that  fox. 

His  fellow  in  rascality,  call  **  fame  I " 
Fiddlepin's   end  I     Thou    hadst   it,  —  quack, 

quack,  quack  I 
Have  quietude  from  geese  at  Bergerac  I 

CXLVIIl 

Quietude  I    For,  be  yery  sure  of  this ! 

A  twelvemonth  hence,  and  men  shall  know 
or  care 
As  much  for  what  to-day  they  clap  or  hiss 

As  for  the  fashion  of  the  wigs  they  wear. 
Then  wonder  at.    There  's  fame  which,  bale  or 
bliss, - 

Got  by  no  gracious  word  of  great  Voltaire 
Or  notrso-great  La  Roaue,  —  is  taken  back 
By  neither,  any  more  than  Bergerac  I 

CXLIX 

Too  true  t  or  rather,  true  as  ought  to  be  I 
No  more  of  Paul  the  man,  Malcrais  the  maid, 

Thenceforth  forever !    One  or  two,  I  see. 
Stuck  by  their  po<>t :  who  the  longest  stayed 

Was  Jean- Baptists  Rousseau,  and  even  he 
Seemingly  saddened  as  perforce  he  paid 

A  rhyming  tribute :  "  After  death,  survive  — 

He   hoped    he    should :    and  died    while   yet 
aUve ! " 

CL 

No,  he  hoped  nothing  of  the  kind,  or  held 
His  peace  and  died  in  silent  good  old  age. 

Him  it  was,  curiosity  impelled 
To  seek  if  there  were  extant  still  some  page 

Of  his  great  predecessor,  rat  who  belled 
The  cat  once,  and  would  never  deign  engage 

In  af terHSombat  with  mere  mice,  —  saved  from 

More  sonneteering,  —  Ren^  Gentilhomme. 


CLI 

Paul's  story  fumished  forth  that  famoiis  plaj 
Of    Piron*s    '' M^tromanie : '*  then    yoaH 
And 

He  *s  Francalen,  while  Demoiselle  BCalersk 
Is  Demoiselle  N&-end-of-name»-bebiDd ! 

As  for  Voltaire,  he  *s  Damis.    Good  and  gay 
The  plot  and  dialogue,  and  all  *s  deagned 

To  spite  Voltaire :  at  '^  Somethiiv**  such  the 
laugh 

Of  simply '' Nothing  r*  (Me  his  epitiqJi). 

CLII 

But  truth,  truth,  that 's  the  gold  I  and  all  tk 
good 
I  find  in  fancy  is,  it  serves  to  set 
Gold's  inmost  glint  free,  gold  whiek  eomes  q> 
mde 
And  rayless  from  the  mine.     All  fume  sad 
fret 
Of  artistry  beyond  this  point  panind 

Brings  out  another  sort  of  Dumiah  :  yet 
Always  the  ingot  has  its  very  own 
Value,  a  sparkle  struck  from  truth 


CLIII 

Now,  take  this  sparkle  and  the  other  spirt 
Of  fitful  flame,  —  twin  births  of  ovr  gm 
brand 

That 's  sinking  fast  to  ashes  I    I  assert. 
As  sparkles  want  but  fuel  to  expend 

Into  a  conflagration  no  mere  squirt 
Will  quench  too  quickly,  so  might  Crokit 
strand. 

Had  Fortune  plessed  posterity  to  chowee. 

Boast  of  her  brace  or  Deacons  laminoaa. 

CLIV 

Did  earlier  Agamemnons  lack  their  bard? 
But  later  bards  lacked  Agamemnon  too  I 
How  often  frustrate  they  of  fame*a  award 
Just  because  Fortune^  as  she  listed,  blew 
Some  slight  bark's  sails  to  bellying,  naaM 
and  marred 
And  forced   to  put  about    the    First-rste! 
True, 
Snch  tacks  but  for  a  time:  still  —  snaalKcvrnf'. 

ride 
At  anchor,  rot  while  Beddoes  breasts  tlie  tide ! 

CLV 

Dear,  shall  I  tell  you  ?    There  's  a  simple  test 
Wonld  serve,  when  people  take  on  them  w 
weigh 
The  worth  of  poets.    *'  Who  was  better. 
This,  that,  the  other  bard  ?  *'     (Barda  neef 
gainsay 
As  goMl,  observe !  no  matter  for  the  rest.) 

"What  quality  preponderating  m«y 
Turn  the  scale  as  it  trembles?"     End  tk* 

strife 
By  asking  ''  Which  one  led  a  happy  HIIb  ?  *^ 

CLVI 

If  one  did.  over  his  antagonist 
That  yelled  or  shrieked  or  sobbed  er  wt^  « 
wailed 
Or  simply  had  the  dumps, — dispute  who  liwt. 
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I  count  him  victor.    Where  his  fellow  failed. 
Mastered  by  his  own  means  of  might,  —  auqnist 

()f  ueoewary  sorrows,  —he  prevailed, 
A  stroM  sinoe  joyful  man  who  stood  distinct 
Above  Slave-sorrows  to  his  chariot  linked. 

CLVll 

Was  not  his  lot  to  feel  more?    What  meant 
*'  feel " 
Unless    to    stt£Fer !     Not,    to    see     more  ? 
Sight  — 
What  helped  it  but  to  watch  the  drunken  reel 
Of  vice  and  folly  round  him,  left  and  right, 
One  dance  of  rofnies  and  idiots  1    Not.  to  deal 
More  with  things  lovely  ?    What  provoked 
the  spite 
Of  filth  incarnate,  like  the  poet^s  need 
Of  other  nutriment  than  strife  and  greed ! 

CLVlll 

Who  knows  most,  doubts  most;  entertaining 
hope, 
Means  reoc^izin^  fear ;  the  keener  sense 
Of  all  comprised  within  our  actual  scope 

Recoils  trom  aught  beyond  earth's  dim  and 
dense. 
^Vho,  grown  familiar  with  the  sky,  will  grope 
Henceforward  among  groundlings?    That  *• 
offence 
Just  as  indubitably :  stars  abound 
Overhead,  but  then  —  what  flowers  make  gUd 
the  ground  I 

CLIX 

So.  force  is  sorrow,  and  each  sorrow,  force : 
What  then  ?  since  Swiftness  gives  the  char- 
ioteer 
The  palm,  his  hope  be  in  the  vivid  horse 

Whose  neck  God  clothed  with  thunder,  not 
the  steer 
Sluggish  and  safe  I    Yoke  Hatred,  Crime,  Re- 


Despair  :   but  ever  *mid  the  whirling  fear, 
I^t,  tnroagh  the  tumult,  break  the  poet's  face 
Radiant,  assured  his  wild  slaves  win  the  race  1 

CLX 

Therefore  I  say  ...  no,  shall   not  say,  bnt 
think, 
And  save  my  breath    for  better   purpose. 
White 
From  grav  our  log  has  burned  to:  just  one 

That  quivers,  loth  to  leave  it,  as  a  sprite 
The  outworn  bodv.    Ere  your  eyelids*  wink 

Punish  who  sealed  so  deep  into  the  night 
Your  month  up,  for  two  poets  dead  so  long,  — 
Here    pleads   a  live   pretender:   right    your 
wrowr! 


What  a  pretty  tale  yon  told  me 

Once  upon  a  time 
—  Said  ^ou  found  it  somewhere  (scold  me  I) 

Was  it  prose  or  was  it  rhyme,  ^ 
Ore4»k  or  Latin  ?    Greek,  you  said, 
\\*liile  yn«ir  shoulder  propped  my  head. 


Anyhow  there  *s  no  foigetdng 

Inis  much  if  no  more. 
That  a  poet  (pray,  no  petting !) 

Yes,  a  bard,  sir,  famed  of  yore. 
Went  where  suchlike  used  to  go. 
Singing  for  a  prize,  yon  know. 

Well,  he  had  to  sing,  nor  merely 

Sing  but  play  the  lyre  ; 
Playing  was  important  clearly 

Quite  as  singing :  I  desire. 
Sir,  you  keep  the  fact  in  mind 
For  a  purpose  that  *s  behind. 

There  stood  he,  while  deep  attention 
Held  the  judges  round, 

—  Judges  able,  1  should  mention. 
To  detect  the  slightest  sound 

Sung  or  plaved  amiss :  snch  earn 
Had  old  judges,  it  appears  I 

None  the  less  he  sang  out  b<Jdly« 

Plavttd  in  time  and  tune. 
Till  the  judges,  weighing  coldly 

Each  note  s  worth,  seemed,  lats  or  soon, 
Sure  to  smile  "  In  vain  one  tries 
Picking  faults  out :  take  the  prise  I  *' 

When,  a  mischief  1    Were  they  seven 

Striitts  the  lyre  possessed  ? 
Oh,  ana  afterwards  eleven. 

Thank  you !    Well,  sir,  —  who  bad  gnened 
Such  ill  luck  in  store  ?  —  it  happed 
One  of  those  same  seven  strings  snapped. 

All  was  lost,  then  !    No !  a  cricket 
(What '^  cicada"?    Pooh!) 

—  Some  mad  thing  that  left  its  thicket 
For  mere  love  of  mnric  —  flew 

With  its  little  heart  on  fire. 
Lighted  on  the  crippled  lyra- 


So  that  when  (Ah,  jjoy  !)  onr 

For  his  truant  string 
Feels  with  disconcerted  finger. 

What  does  cricket  else  bnt  fling 
Fiery  heart  forth,  sound  the  note 
Wanted  by  the  throbbing  throat  ? 

Ay  and,  ever  to  the  ending. 

Cricket  chirps  at  need. 
Executes  the  hand's  intending. 

Promptly,  perfectly,  —  indeed 
Saves  the  singer  from  defeat 
With  her  chirrup  low  and  sweet. 

Till,  at  ending,  all  the  judges 

Cry  with  one  assent 
^  Take  the  prise  —  a  jprise  who  gmdgw 

Such  a  voice  and  instrument? 
Why,  we  took  your  lyre  for  harp, 
So  it  thriUed  us  forth  F  sharp  I  *" 

Did  the  conqueror  spurn  the  ereators. 

Once  its  service  done  ? 
That  *s  no  such  uncommon  featnre 

In  the  case  when  Music^s  son 
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Findn  his  Lottt^'s  powt* r  too  spent 
For  aidiu);  suul-<levelopni«nt. 

No !    This  other,  on  retnming 

Homeward,  prize  in  hand, 
k^atisfied  his  bosom's  yeamine : 

(Sir,  I  hope  you  understand  !) 
—  Said  "  Some  record  there  must  be 
Of  this  cricket's  help  to  me ! " 

So,  he  made  himself  a  statue : 

Slarble  stood,  life-size ; 
On  the  lyre,  he  pointed  at  you. 

Perched  his  partner  in  the  prize  ; 
Never  more  apart  you  found 
Her,  he  throned,  from  him,  she  crowned. 

That 's  the  tale :  its  application  ? 

Somebody  I  know 
Hopes  one  day  for  reputation 

Through  his  poetry  that 's  —  Oh, 
All  so  learned  and  so  wise 
And  deserving  of  a  prize ! 

If  he  (pains  one,  will  some  ticket, 

When  his  statue  's  built. 
Tell  the  gaaer  ^* 'T  was  a  cricket 

Helped  my  crippled  lyre,  whose  lilt 
Sweet  and  low,  when  strength  usurped 
Softness'  place  i*  the  scale,  ^e  chirped  ? 

For  as  victory  was  nighest, 

While  I  sang  and  played,  — 
With  my  l^nre  at  lowest,  highest, 

Right  alike,  —  one  string  that  made 
*  Love '  sound  soft  was  snapt  in  twain. 
Never  to  be  heard  again,  — 

'  Had  not  a  kind  crioket  fluttered, 

Perched  upon  the  place 
Vacant  left,  and  duly  uttered 

*"  Love,  Love,  Love,'  whene'er  the  bass 
Asked  the  treble  to  atone 
For  its  somewhat  sombre  drone.'* 

But  you  don*t  know  music  I    Wherefore 
Keep  on  casting  pearls 


To  a  —  poet?    All  I  care  for 
Is  —  to  tell  him  that  a  girl's 
"  Love  "  comes  aptly  in  when  groff 
Qrows  his  singing.    (There,  enongh  !) 


OH   LOVEl   LOVE 

Translation  of  a  lyric  in  the  Hpppolytus  li 
Euripides,  and  printed  by  J.  P.  Mahaffy  in  h» 
Euripides,  1879.  Mr.  Mahaffy  writes :  ''  Mr. 
Browning  has  honored  me  with  the  foUovis? 
translation  of  these  stanzas,  so  that  the  genera] 
reader  may  not  miss  the  meaning  or  the  spini 
of  the  ode.  The  English  metre,  though  not  a 
strict  reproduction,  gives  an  excellent  ides  of 
the  original." 


Oh  Love  !    Love,  thou  that  from  the  eyes  dil- 

fusest 
Yearning,  and  on  the  Boal  sw«et  gisoe  indv- 

cest  — 
Souls  against  whom  thy  hostile  maroh  is  mad^*  ~ 
Never  to  me  be  manifest  in  ire. 
Nor,  out  of  time  and  tune,  my  peace  invade ! 
Since  neither  from  the  fire  — 
No,  nor  from^  the  stan  —  is  lawnffhiwi,  a  boi' 

more  mnghty 
Than  that  of  A  phrodit^ 
Hurled  from  the  hands  of  Love,  the  boy  witl 

Zeus  for  sire. 

II 

Idly,  how  idly,  hy  the  Alpheian  river 

And  in  the  Pythian  shrines  of  PluBhiia.  qmrtr 

Bkiod'offerings  from  the  hall,  which  Helix* 

heaps  : 
While  Love  we  worship  not  —  the  Lord  of  mee ! 
Worship  not  him,  the  very  key  who  keeps 
Of  Aphrodite,  when 

She  closes  up  her  dearest  chamheriMHtals  : 
—  Love,  when  he  comes  to  mortals. 
Wide-wasting,  through  those  deeps  of  woes  b^ 

yond  tnedeepl 
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FIRST  SERIES 


Tub  Dramatte  IdyU^  a  groap  of  poems  which 
indicated  a  rotum  io  Browning's  earlier  manner, 
fumiihed  the  title  for  two  suoeeasiTe  Tolnmes, 
the  first  series  published  in  1H79,  the  second  the 
y(»ar  following.  The  poems  in  the  first  series 
were  composed  while  Browning  and  his  sbter 

MARTIN    RELPH 

My  grutuifatker  $ayM  ht  remembers  he  saw,  when 
a  youna$t*r  long  ago^ 

On  a  bright  May  day^  a  strange  old  sum,  with  a 
beard  aa  white  as  snow. 

Stand  on  the  hill  outside  our  town  like  a  monu- 
ment qf  woe^  j 

^  1  nd^  striking  his  bare  bald  head  the  whiU^  sob  out 
the  reason -- so  I 

If  I  last  aa  long  as  Methoselah  I  ahaUneTsr  for- 
give myself : 

Bat  —  Qod  forgive  me,  that  I  pray,  unhappy 
Mjtftin  Relph, 

As  coward,  coward  I  call  him  —  him,  yes,  him  ! 
Away  from  me ! 

Get  you  behind  the  roan  I  am  now,  you  man 
that  I  used  to  be ! 

What  can  have  sewed  my  mouth  up,  set  me 

srfitare,  all  eyes,  no  tonipe  ? 
People  have  urged,  *"  You  viut  a  scare  too  hard 

on  a  lad  so  young ! 
You  were  taken  abackj  poor  bo^,'*  they  urge, 

**  no  time  to  regam  your  wits  : 
Besides  it  had  mavbe  cost  your  life."  Ay,  there 

is  the  cap  which  fits  I 

So,  cap  me,  the  coward,  —  thua !    No  fear  I    A 

cuff  on  the  brow  does  good  : 
The  feel  of  it  hinders  a  worm  inside  which  borsa 

at  the  brain  for  food. 
See  now*  there  certainlv  seems  excuse:  for  a 

moment,  I  trust,  dear  friends, 
'^The  fault  wsw  but  folly,  no  fault  of  mine,  or  if 

mine,  I  have  made  amends ! 

For,  every  day  that  is  first  of  May,  on  the  hill- 

Um,  here  stand  I, 
Miutin  Relph,  and  I  strike  my  brow,  and  pnh- 

lish  to  J  rtias'm  why. 
When  there  gathers  a  crowd  to  mock  the  fool. 

No  fool,  frienda,  sinee  the  bite 
(  >f  a  worm  in^id(>  i^i  worse  to  bear :  pray  God  I 

have  balked  him  quite  1 


I  *U  tell  yon.    Certainly  much  ozonse  I  It 

of  the  way  they  cooped 
l*a  peaaantiy  up  in  a  ring  jast  hers,  eloss  hnd- 

dlinir  beeanne  ti<'ht*hoop**d 
By  the  red-coats  r<»ifnd  ns  villagers  all:  they 

meant  we  should  see  the  sight 


were  sojourning  in  a  mountain  hotel  near  the 
summit  of  the  Splttgen  Pass  in  the  summer  of 
1H78.  So  stimulated  was  Browning  by  the  moun- 
tain air  that  he  composed  with  extraordinary 
rapidity,  even  for  him,  bringing  down  upon  him- 
self  his  sister^s  determined  caution. 

And  take  the  example, — see,  not  q>eak,  for 
speech  was  the  CH>tain*s  right. 

"  You  clowns  on  the  slope,  beware  I "  cried  he : 
**  This  woman  about  to  die 

Qivea  by  her  fate  fair  warning  to  sueh  acquaint- 
ance aa  play  the  spy.^ 

Henceforth  who  meddle  with  matters  of  state 
above  them  perhapa  will  learn 

That  peaaants  should  stick  to  their  ph>ag^ 
tail,  leave  to  the  King  the  Kiag^s  con- 
oem. 

"  Here 's  a  quarrel  that  sets  the  land  on  fire,  be- 
tween King  Geoim  and  his  foes : 

What  call  has  a  man  ot  your  kind  —  much  leas, 
a  woman  —  to  interpose  ? 

Yet  you  needs  must  be  meddling,  folk  like  you, 
not  foes  — so  much  tlie  worse ! 

The  many  and  loyal  should  keep  themselves 
unmixed  with  the  few  perversa. 

"  Is  the  counsel  hard  to  follow  ?    I  gave  it  you 

plainly  a  month  ago. 
And  where  was  the  good?    The  rebels  have 

learned  just  aU  uat  the^  need  to  know. 
Not  a  month  since  in  we  quietly  marched:  a 

week,  and  they  had  the  news, 
From  a  list  complete  of  onr  rank  and  file  to  a 

note  of  our  cupB  and  shoes. 

**  AU  about  all  we  did  and  all  we  were  doing 

and  like  to  do ! 
Only,  I  catch  a  letter  by  luck«  and  capture  who 

wrote  it,  too. 
Some  of  you  men  look  black  enough,  but  the 

mi&-white  face  dera**re 
Betokens  the  finger  fool  with  ink  :  *t  is  a  woman 

who  writes,  be  sura ! 


'*  Is  it  *  Dearie,  how  much  I  miss  your  month  I ' 

—  good  natural  stuff,  she  pens  ? 
Some  sprinkle  of  that,  for  a  blind,  of  coarse : 

with  talk  about  oocka  and  hens. 
How  *  robin  has  built  on  the  apple-tree,  and  our 

creeper  which  came  tn  ^[nei 
Through  the  frost,  we  f**ared,  is  twining  afresh 

round  casement  in  famous  leaf.* 

"  But  all  for  a  blind  I  She  •oon  glid^a  frank 
int^o  *  Horrid  the  place  ia  vrown 

With  Officers  here  and  Privatea  there,  no  nook 
we  may  call  our  own : 
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Aud  Farmer  Gpes  has  a  tribe  to  houae,  and 

lodginsr  will  be  to  seek 
For  the  Mcond  Companv  sore  to  oome  Ctia 

whupeted^  on  Monoay  week.* 

**  And  so  to  the  end  of  the  chapter !    There  I 

The  murder,  yon  aee,  was  oat : 
Eaay  to  srueas  how  the  change  of  mind  in  the 

relMb  was  brought  about  I 
Safe  in  the  trap  would  they  now  lie  snug,  had 

treachery  made  no  sign : 
But  treachery  meets  a  just  reward,  no  matter 

if  fools  malign  I 

**  That  traitors  had  played  us  false,  was  proved 

—  sent  news  which  fell  so  pat : 
And  the  muitier  was  out  —  this  letter  of  love, 

the  sender  of  this  sent  that ! 
*Tis  an  uglv  job,  though,  ail  the  same  — a 

hatetul,  to  have  to  deal 
With  a  caae  of  the  kind,  when  a  woman  's 

in   fault:  we   soldiers   need   nerves   of 

steel! 

**  So,  I  gave  her  a  chance,  despatched  post-haste 

a  message  to  Vincent  Parkes 
Whom  she  wrote  to  ;  easy  to  find  he  was,  since 

one  of  the  King^s  own  clerks. 
Ay,  kept  by  the  King's  own  gold  in  the  town 

close  by  where  the  rebels  camp : 
A  sort  of  a  lawyer,  just  the  man  to  betray  our 

sort — the  scamp  1 

**  *  If  her  writing  is  simple  and  honest  and  only 

the  lover-Uke  stuff  it  looks. 
And  if  you  vonrself  are  a  loyalist,  nor  down  in 

the  rebels'  books. 
Come  quick,'  said  I,  *  and  in  person  prove  you 

are  each  of  you  clear  of  crime, 
Or  martial  law  must  take  its  course :  this  day 

next  week  's  the  time  1 ' 

**  Next  week  is  now :  does  he  come  ?    Not  he  I 

Clean  gone,  our  clerk,  in  a  trice  I 
He  has  left  nis  sweetheart  here  in  the  lurch  : 

no  need  of  a  warning  twice  ! 
His  own  neck  free,  but  his  partner's  fast  in  the 

noose  still,  here  she  stands 
To  pay  for  her  fault.    'T  is  an  ugly  job :  but 

soldiers  obey  commands. 

**  And  hearken  wherefore  I  make  a  speech ! 

Should  any  acquaintance  Hhare 
The  f oUy  that  led  to  the  fault  that  is  now  to  be 

punished.  let  fools  beware  ! 
Look  olack,  if   you  please,  but  keep  hands 

white :  and,  above  all  else,  keep  wives  — 
Or  sweethearts  or  what  they  may  oe  —  from 

ink  !    Not  a  word  now,  on  your  lives  !  " 

Black  ?  but  the  IMt's  own  pitch  was  white  to 
the  Captain's  face  —  tne  bmte 

With  the  bloated  cheeks  and  the  bulgy  nose 
and  the  bloodshot  ey(*fl  t4)  nuit ! 

He  was  muddled  with  wine,  they  nay:  more 
like,  he  was  out  of  ius  wits  with  fear ; 


He  had  but  a  handful  of  men,  that  *a  true,  —  1 
riot  might  cost  him  dear. 

And  all  that  time  stood  Rosamond  Page,  iiith 

pinioned  arms  and  face 
Bandaged  about,  on  the  turf  marked  «rat  for 

the  party's  firing^|>laoe. 
I  hope  she  was  wholly  with  God :  I  hope  't  ww 

his  angel  stretched  a  lumd 
To  steady  her  so.  like  the  sh^io  of  stone  yon 

see  in  our  church-aisle  ataiid. 

I  hope  there  was  no  vain  fancy  pierced  tW 

bandaffe  to  vex  her  eyes. 
No  face  within  which  she  missed  without,  do 

questions  and  no  replies  — 
''Why  did  you  leave  me   to  die?"  — '*Be 

cause"  .  .  .    Oh,  fiends,  too   soon   yoo 

grin 
At  merely  a  moment  of  hell,  like  that  —  sack 

heaven  as  hell  ended  in  I 

Let  mine  end  too  I    He  gave  the  word,  up  west 

the  guns  in  a  line. 
Those  heaped  on  the  hill  were  blind  as  dumb. 

—  for,  of  all  eyes,  only  mine 
Looked  over  the  heads  of  the  foremost  taak. 

Some  fell  on  their  knees  in jpraycr. 
Some  sank  to  the  earth,  but  all  shut  eyes,  witk 

a  sole  exception  there. 

That  was  myself,  who  had  stolen  up  iMt,  had 

sidled  behind  the  group : 
I  am  highest  of  all  on  the  hill-top,  thore  staad 

fixed  while  the  others  stoop ! 
From  head  to  foot  in  a  serpent's  twine  am  I 

tightened  :  /  touch  ground  ? 
No  more  than  a  gibbet's  rigid  corpse  which  the 

fetters  rust  around  I 

Can  I  speak,  can  I  breathe,  can  I  bunt  —  aught 

else  but  see,  see,  only  see  f 
And  see  I  do  —  iPor  there  comes  in  sight  — » 

man,  it  sure  must  be !  — 
Who  staggeringly,  stumblingl^  rises,  ialls,  riavA. 

at  random  fiings  his  weight 
On  and  on,  anyhow  onward  —  a  man  that  > 

mad  he  arrive  too  late  1 

Else  why  does  he  wave  a  something  white  highr 

flourished  above  his  head  ? 
Why  does  not  he  call,  cry,  —  curse  the  fool !  — 

whv  throw  up  his  arms  instead  ? 
O  take  tms  fist  in  your  own  face,  foul !    Wh> 

does  not  yourself  shoot  **  May  ! 
Here 's  a  man  comes  rushing,  might  and  «&•&. 

with  something  he  's  mad  to  say  "  T 

And  a  minute,  only  a  moment,  to  have  hdi-6rp 

boil  up  in  your  brain. 
And  ere  you  can  judge  things  right,  chotwp 

heaven,  —  time  's  over,  repentance  vair. ' 
They  level :  a  volley,  a  smoke  and  the  deanic 

of  smoke :  I  see  no  more 
Of  the  man  smoke  hid,  nor  his  fraatie  araaa.  w4 

the  something  white  he  bom* 
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But  stMtdwd  on  the  Md,  mmim  half-mile  off, 

is  an  object.    SonIt  dvrab. 
Deal,  bUnd  were  we  atniek,  that  nobody  heard, 

not  one  of  ns  saw  him  oome ! 
Has  he  fainted  throng  fright  f     One  may  well 

believe !    What  is  it  he  holds  so  fast  ? 
Tnrn  him  over,  examine  the  face  f    Heyday  1 

What,  Vinoent  Piurkea  at  hist  ? 

Dead !  dead  as  she.  by  the  sel^me  shot :  one 

ballet  has  ended  both. 
Her  in  the  body  and  him  in  the  sooL    They 

lauKh  at  onr  plighted  troth. 
"-TiU  death  ns  do  part?**    TUl  death  na  do 

ioin  past  parting  —  that  sounds  like 
Hetiothal  indeed  I     O  Vinoent  Parkes,  what 

need  has  my  fist  to  strike  ? 

I  helped  yon:  thus  wete  yon  dead  and  wed: 
one  dowmL  and  yoor  sonl  reached  hen  t 

There  is  elenehed  in  your  hand  the  thing,  signed, 
sealed,  the  ^per  which  plaia  avers 

she  is  innooent,  mnocent,  plain  as  print,  with 
the  King's  Arms  broad  engraved : 

No  one  ean  hear,  but  if  any  one  nigh  on  the  hill 
she  *s  saved  I 


.\nd  torn  his  garb  and  bloody  his  lips  with 

heart-break  —  plain  it  grew 
How  the  week's  delay  had  b^n  brought  about : 

eaeh  guess  at  the  end  proved  true. 
It  vna  hard  to  get  at  the  folk  in  power:  snob 

waste  of  time !  and  then 
Such  pleading  and  ora^njc*  with,  all  the  while, 

his  lamb  in  the  lions'  den  1 

And  at  length  when  he  wrang  their  pardon  out, 

no  end  to  the  stupid  forms  — 
The  lieeuae  and  leave:  I  make  no  doubt  — 

what  wonder  if  passion  warms 
The  poise  in  a  man  if  von  play  with  his  heart  ? 

—  he  was  sometning  hasty  in  npeeeh ; 
Avyham.  none  wonld  quicken   the  work:  he 

had  to  beseech,  beseech  I 

And  the  thing  onoe  signed,  sealed,  safe  in  his 

grasp.  —  what  followed  but  f reiih  d**lavs  ? 
Ft>r  the  floods  were  ont,  he  was  forced  to  take 

such  a  roundabout  of  ways  I 
And  't  was  ''  Halt  there  I  "  at  everv  turn  of 

the  road,  since  he  had  to  eroes  the  thick 
l>f  the  red-coats :  what  did  thev  care  for  him 

and  lU  *'  Quick,  for  God*s  sake,  quick  I " 

iloraef  but  he  had  one:  had  it  how  longf  tUI 

the  first  knave  smirked  "  Ton  brag 
Yourself  a  friend  of  the  King's  ?  then  lend  to  a 

King's  friend  here  yonr  nag  I " 
Money    to  buy  another?    Why.  piece  by  piece 

they  plnndered  him  still. 
With    thpir  *' Wait   you  must. —no  help:  if 

aught  can  help  yon,  a  guinea  will  I  " 

And  a  borongh  there  was  —  I  forget  the  nam* 

—  whose  Mavor  must  have  the  bench 
Of    Joatiees   ramred    14  clear   a    dmibt  :    for 

*'  Vineent,"  thinks  he,  sounds  Preneh  I 


It  well  may  have  driven  him  daft,  Qod  knows ! 

all  man  can  certainly  know 
b~  rushing  and  falling  and  rising,  at  last  he 

arrived  in  a  horror — so  I 

When  a  word,  cry,  gasp,  would  have  resoned 

^  both  !    Ay,  bite  me  I    The  wonn  begins 

At  his  work  onoe  more.    Had  cowardice  proved 

—  that  only  —  mr  sin  of  sins  I 
Friends,  look  yon  here  I    Soppooe  .  .  .  suppose 

.  •  .  But  mad  I  am,  needs  must  be ! 
Judas  the  Damned  wonld  never  have  dared 

such  a  sin  as  I  dream  I    For,  see  I 

Suppose  I  had  sneakingly  loved  her  myself,  my 

wretched  self,  and  dreamed 
In  the  heart  of  me  **  She  were  better  dead  than 

happy  and  his  I  "  —  while  gleamed 
A  light  from  liell  as  I  spied  the  pair  in  a  per> 

feotest  embrace. 
He  the  savior  and  she  the  saved,  —  bUss  bom 

of  the  very  murderi>lace  I 


No!    Sav  I  was  soared,  friends  I    Call  me  fool 

and  coward,  but  nothing  worse  I 
Jeer  at  the  fool  and  gibe  at  the  coward !  T  was 

ever  the  oowara's  onne 
lliat  fear  breeds  fancies  in  snob:  snek  take 

their  shadow  for  snbstanoe  still, 
—  A  fiend  at  their  back.    I  liked  poor  Parkes, 

—  h>ved  Vincent,  if  yon  willl 


And  her— why,  I  said  "  Good  morrow  "  toher, 

** Good  even,"  and  nothtni^  more: 
The  neighborir  way  I    tShe  was  just  to  me  as 

fifty  had  been  before. 
So,  coward  it  is  and  coward  shall  be!    Tliere^ 

a  friend,  now !    Tlianks  I    A  drink 
Of  water  I  wanted :  and  now  I  can  walk,  get 

home  by  myself,  I  think. 
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F1K8T  T  salute  this  soil  of  the  blessed,  river  and 

mck ! 
Gods  of  mv  birthplace,  dnmons  and  heroes, 

honor  to  all  I 
Then  I  name  thee,  clidm  thee  for  onr  patron, 

co-equal  in  praise 
—  Ay.  with  Zens  the  IVfender,  with  Her  of 

the  »gis  and  apear  I 
Also,  ye  of  the  bow  and  the  buskin,  praised  be 

yonr  peer. 
Now,  henceforth   and   forever, —  O  latest  to 

whom  I  upraise 
Hand  and  heart  and  voice  !    For  Athens,  leave 

pasture  and  flock  I 
Present  to  help,  potent  to  save,  Pan— 'patron 

IcaU! 

Arehom  of  Athens,  topped  by  the  tettix,  see,  I 

return! 
See,  't  is  mjrself  here  itandSng  alive,  no  spectre 

that  speaks! 
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Crowned  with  the  rasntle,  did  yon  oommaiid 

me,  Atliena  and  you, 
**  RuBi  Pbeidipiiides,  run  and  race,  reaoh  Sparta 

for  aid ! 
Persia  has  come,  we  are  here,  where  ia  She  ?  " 

Your  oommand  I  obeyed, 
Ran  and  raoed :  Uke  atnbUe,  some  field  which 

a  fire  runa  throogrh. 
Was  the  spaoe  between  citv  and  dty:  two 

days,  two  nights  did  I  bum 
Over  the  hiUa,  under  tha  dales,  down  pits  and 

up  peaks. 

Into  their  midst  I  broke :  breath  served  but  for 

**  Persia  lias  oome  I 
Persia  bids  Atliena  proffer slavea'-tribnta,  water 

and  earth; 
Razed  to  the  nonnd  is  Eretria.— bat  Athens, 

shall  Athens  sink. 
Drop  into  dust  and  die  —  the  flower  of  Hellas 

utterly  die. 
Die,  with  the  wide  world  spitttner  *t  Sparta, 

the  stupid,  the  stander-by  ? 
Anawer  roe  qniok,   what  help,  what  hand  do 

you  stretch  o*er  destraotion^s  brink  ? 
HoW|  ^  when  ?    No    oaie    for    m^  limbs  I  — 

there  *s  lightning  in  all  and  some  — 
Freeh  and  fit  jrour  message  to  bear,  once  lipt 

give  it  birth  I " 


♦» 


O  my  Athen*!  --  Sparta  hnre  libee  ?    Did  Sparta 

r»*Bpond  ? 
Every  fnce  of  her  leered  in  a  f mtow  of  emvy, 

mistrust. 
Malice,  —  each  eye  of  her  gave  me  its  glitter 

of  RTaf  ified  hate  I 
Gravely  they  tnmecl  to  take  counsel,  to  oast  for 

excn.4()s.     I  ftk/ood 
Quiverin?,  —  the  limbs  of  me  fretting  as  fin 

frets,  an  inch  from  dry  wood : 
*^  Persia  ban  come.  Athens  asks  aid,  and  still 

they  debate  ? 
Thunder,'thon  /^ns !    Athene,  are  Spartans  a 

quarry  beynnd 
Swing  of  thv  spear?    Photbos  and   Artemis, 

clang  them  *  Ye  must  * ! " 

No  bolt  launch r^d  from  Olumpos!    Lo,  their 

answer  at  last  I 
•*  Has  Persia  oom»»,  —  does  Athena  ask  aid,  — 

^  may  Sparta  befriend  ? 
Nowise    prec'nifate    judgment —' too     weighty 

the  issne  n*  stake^ ! 
Count  we  no  timp  lost  time  whioh  lags  through 

re»n»ct  to  the  gods  ! 
Pond»»r  til  at  pr  »rent  of  old,  '  No  warfare,  what- 
ever the  odrls 
In  your  fa  or.  so  long  as  the  moon,  half -orbed, 

is  unable  to  take 
Full-circle  h  >r  s^jit-^  in  the  sky  I  *    Already  she 

rounds  to  it  faat : 
Athens  mnrnt  wait,  natient  as  we  -^who  ]ndg- 

nient  suspend." 

Ath'^n^.  —  t^^opnf  for  that  sparkle,  —  thy  name, 

I  had  pi'r^dered  to  ash  I 
Iliat  8>nt  a  bWe  throneh  my  hlood;  off,  off 

and  away  was  I  back. 


ti 


—  Not  one  woid  to  waatoj  ona  look  i»  loae  m 
the  false  and  the  Tile  I 

Yet  "O  soda  of  my  land!"    leried,  as  ea^ 
hillock  and  plain. 

Wood  and  stream,  I  knew,  I  named,  wmka^ 
past  them  a^ia. 
Have  ye  kept  f aatk,  proved  miadfol  of  hoaoo 
we  paid  jon  erewhile  ? 

Vain  was  the  nlleted  victim,  the  fnlaome  liba- 
tion 1    Tooraah 

Love  in  its  choice,  paid  yoa  so  largely  seirij'' 
so  slack  t 

^'Oak  and  olive  and  bay,  —  I  bid  yoa  eeeae  to 

enwreathe 
Blows  made  bold  by  your  leaf  1    Fade  at  the 

Persian^s  foot. 
You  that,  our  patrons  were  pledged,  ahonld 

never  adorn  a  slaye  I 
Rather  I  hail  thee,  Pamea,  —  tirnst  totisy  wild 

waste  tract  1 
Treeleas,  herbless,  lifeleas  monatam  I    What 

matter  if  sleeked 
My  speed  may  hanlly  be,  for  homage  to  ertc 

and  to  cave 


No  deity  deigns  to  drape  witk 

least  I  can  breathe. 
Fear  in  thee  no  fraud  nom  tke  Uind,  bo 

from  the  mate ! " 


w 
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Such  ray  ery  as,  mpid,  I 

lidse; 
Qully  and  gap  I  dambered  and  deaiwd  ti 

sudden,  a  bar 
Jutted,  a  stoppage  of  stone  against  nie«  block- 
ing the  way. 
Bight  1  for  I  minded  the  kelloiw  to  tnrnnp. 

the  fissure  acroea : 
"Where    1  could  enter,  there  I  depart  br! 

Night  in  the  fosse  ? 
Out  of  the  dav  diye,  into  the  day  aa  bcavrlr 

arise  I    Ko  bridge 
Better  1 "  —  when  —  ha  I  what  was  iti 

of  wonders  that  aie  ? 


at   s 


There,  in  the  cool  of  a  deft,  sat  he  — 

Paal 
Ivy  drooped    wanton,   kissed  1 

cushioned  his  hoof : 
All  the  great  god  was  good  in  the  ^yea 

kindly  —  the  euri 
Carved  on  the  bearded  oheek, 

mortal's  awe. 
As,  under  the  human  trunk,  the 

grand  I  saw. 
"  Halt,  Pheidippidea  1"  -  hall  I  did, 

of  a  whirl : 
*'  Hither  to  me  1    Why  pale  in  my 

he  gracioiia  began : 
"  How  is  it.  —  AtheM,  only  in  HeOaa,  kolds 

aloof? 

"  Athens,  she  only,  rean  me  no  fane,   mak<« 

me  no  feast  •! 
Wheref«ire?    Than  I  what  godskip  to  Ath^-n 

wore  helpful  of  old  ? 
Ay»  and  still,  and   fbverer  her  friend !    T-^ 

Pan,  trust  me  I 
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(.yo,  bid  Athens  take  heart,  hmgh  Penu  to 

flcorn,  have  faith 
In  the  tompiee  anil  tomhe  1    Qo,  iay  to  Athena, 

*  The  Goat-God  saith  : 
When  Persia  —  so  much  as  strews  not  the  soil 

—  is  east  in  the  sea. 
Then  praise  Pan  who  fought  in  the  ranks  with 

yoar  most  and  least, 
(iiiat'tWh  to  (iT^aved'thiKh,  made  one  cause 

with  the  free  and  the  bold  V 

**  Say  Pan  saith :  '  Let  this,  foreshowing  the 

place,  be  the  pledge ! '  " 
((iray,  the  liberal  hand  held  out  this  herba^  I 

bear 
—  Fennel  —  I  grasped  it  a-iremble  with  dew  — 

whatever  it  nude) 
••  ^Vhile,  as  for  thee  "  .  .  ..  But  enongh  I    He 

was  Rone.    If  I  nm  hitherto  ~ 
He  sure  that,  the  rest  of  my  journey,  I  ran  no 

lonfcer,  bat  flew. 
Fames  to  Athens  ->  earth  no  mon,  tha  air  was 

my  road  : 
Here  am  I  back.    Praise  Pan,  we  staad  no 

more  on  the  razor^s  edge  1 
Pan  for  Athens,  Pan  for  me !    I  too  hava  a 

gnerdon  rare ! 


Then  spoke  Miltiades.    "  And  thee,  best  run- 
ner of  Gceaoe, 
Whose  limbs  did  dutpr  indeed,  —  what  gift  is 

promised  thjrself  ? 
Tell  it  us  straightway,  —  Athens  the  mother 

demands  of  her  son  1 " 
liufdly   Unshed  the  youth  :  he  paused:  bnt, 

lifting  at  length 
His  eyes  from  the  ground,  it  seamed  as  ha 

gathered  the  rest  of  his  strength 
Into  tne  utterance  —  ""  Pan  spoke  thus :  *  For 

what  thou  hast  done 
<'ottnt  on  a  worthy  reward  I    Henoeforth  be 

allowed  thee  release 
From  the  raoer*8    toil,  no  vulgar  reward   in 

praise  or  in  pelf  P 

'*  I  am  bold  to  believe.  Pan  means  reward  the 

moot  to  my  mind  ! 
Fight  I  shall,  with  our  foremost,  wherever  this 

fennel  may  ^row,    - 
Pound  —  Pan  hebing  as  ~  Persia  to  dust,  aad, 

under  the  deep. 
Whelm   her    away   forever;    aad    then, — no 

Athens  to  save,  — 
Marry  a  certain  maid.  I  know  keeps  faith  to 

the  brave,  — 
Hie  to  mv  house  and  home:  and,  when  my 

ohildren  shall  creep 
Close  to  my  knees,  —recount  how  the  Qod  was 

awfnl  yet  kind, 
I*romiaed  their  sin  reward  to  the  full— re- 
warding him  —  so  t " 


Rub,  Pheidippides,  one  race  more  I  the  meed  is 

thjT  due ! 
*  Athens  is  saved,  thank  Pen,'  go  shout  I  *'    He 

flung  down  his  shield, 
Kan  like  nre  once  more  :  and  the  space  'twist 

the  Fennel-field 
And  Athens  wss  stubble  again,  a  field  which  a 

fire  runs  through. 
Till  in  he  broke :     *  Kejoice,   we  conquer  !  '* 

Like  wine  through  cla;r« 
Joy  in  his  blood  bnrstmg  hn  heart,  he  died  — 

the  bliss  1 

So,  to  this  day,  when  friend  meets  friend,  the 

word  of  salute 
Is  still  *'*  Rejoice !  '*  —  his  word  which  brought 

rejoicing  indeed. 
So  is  Pheidippides  happy  forever,  —  the  noble 

strongman 
Who  could  race  like  a  god,  bear  the  fsee  of  a 

god,  whom  a  god  roved  so  well : 
He  saw  the  land  saved  he  had  helped  to  save, 

and  was  suffered  to  tell 
Such  tidings,  yet  never  decline,  but,  gloriously 

as  he  b^an. 
So  to  end  glononsly — onee  to  shont,  thereafter 

be  mute : 
Athens  is  saved  I "  -—Pheidippides  dies  in  the 

shout  for  his  meed. 
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HALBERT  AND  HOB 

Hbbb  is  a  thing  that  haippaned.    Like  wild 

beasts  whelped,  for  den. 
In  a  wild  part  of  North  England,  there  lived 

once  two  wild  men 
Inhabiting  one  homestead,  neither  a  hovel  nor 

hut. 
Time  out  of  mind  their  bifihrigfat:  father  and 

son,  these  —  bnt  "^ 
Such  a  son,  such  a  father  !    Hoot  wHdness  by 

degrees 
Softens  away :  yet,  last  of  their  line,  the  wild* 

est  and  worst  were  th< 


L^nf  oreseeing  one !  Yes,  he  fought  on  the  Mara- 
thon day : 

So,  when  Persia  wm  dust,  all  eried  ''  To  Akro- 
polia ! 


Criminals,  then  ?  Why,  no :  they  did  not  mur- 
der aad  rob ; 

But,  give  them  a  word,  they  returned  a  Mow  — 
old  Halbert  as  young  Hob  : 

Harsh  and  fierce  of  word,  rough  and  savage  of 
deed. 

Hated  or  feared  the  mora  -^  who  knows  ? — the 
genuine  wild-beast  breed. 

Thus  wf»re  they  found  by  the  few  sparse  folk  of 

the  conntryside ; 
But  how  fared  «mch  with  other  f    B*en  beasts 

conch,  hide  bv  hide. 
In  a  growling,  grudged  agreement :  so,  father 

aad  son  aye  eiiHed 
The  doselier  up  in  their  den  beeame  the  last  of 

their  kind  in  the  world. 

Still,  beast  irkn  beast  on  occasion.    One  Christ^ 

mas  ntfHit  of  snow. 
Came  father  and  son  to  words  —  such  words  t 

nion*  eniel  because  the  blow 
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To  crown  eaoh  word  wai  wanting,  while  tMint 

matched  gibe,  and  curse 
Competed  with  oatn  in  wager,  like  pasdme  in 

hell,  —  nay,  woi'ee : 
For  pavtime  turned   to  earnest,  as  up  there 

sprang  at  last 
The  son  at  uie  throat  of  the  father,  seiied  him 

and  held  liim  fast. 

**  Out  of  this  house  you  go  !  '*  (there  followed  a 

^  hideous  oath)  — 
^^This  oven  where  now  we  hake,  too  hot  to 

hold  us  both  1 
If  there  *s  snow  outside,  there  ^s  ooolneas :  out 

with  you,  bide  a  spell 
In  the  drift  and  save  the  sexton  the  cliarge  of  a 

parish  sheU  I  '* 

Now,  the  old  trunk  was  tough,  was  solid  as 

stump  of  oak 
Untouched  at  the  core  by  a  thousand  years: 

much  less  had  its  seventy  broke 
One  whipcord  nerve  in  the  musoly  maas  from 

neck  to  shoulder-blade 
Of  the  mountainous  man,  whereon  his  child^s 

I'ash  hand  like  a  feather  weighed. 

NererthelesB  at  once  did  the  maomioth  shot  his 

eyes. 
Drop  chin  to  breast,  drop  hands  to  sides,  stand 

stiffened  —  arms  and  thighs 
All  of  a  piece  —  struck  mute,  much  as  a  sentry 

stands. 
Patient  to  take  the  enemy's  fire  :  his  captain  so 

commands. 

Whereat  the  son's  wrath  flew  to  fury  at  such 
^  sheer  scorn 

Of  his  pnnv  strength  by  the  giant  eld  thus  act- 
ing the  babe  new-bom  : 

And  **  Neither  will  this  turn  serve  I "  veiled  he. 
''  Out  with  you  1    Trundle,  log  I 

If  yon  cannot  tramp  and  tnidge  like  a  man,  try 
aU-fours  like  a  dog ! " 

Still  the  old  man  stood  mute.    So,  logwise,  — 

down  to  floor 
Pulled  from  his  fireside  place,  dragged  on  from 

hearth  to  door,  — 
Was  he  pushed,  a  very  log,  staircase  along, 

until 
A  certain  turn  in  the  steps  was  reached,  a  yard 

from  the  honse-door«ill. 

Then  the  father  o|>ened  eyes  —  each  spark  of 

their  rage  extinct,  — 
Temples,  late  black,  dead-blanched,  —  right- 

haml  with  leftrhand  linked,  — 
He  faced  his  son  submissive  ;  when  slow  the 

aooents  came. 
They  were  stran^ly  mild  though  his  son's  rash 

hand  on  his  neck  lay  all  the  same. 

**  Hob,  on  just  such  a  night  of  a  Christmas  long 

For  suon  a  cause,  with  such  a  gesture,  did  I 
drag  —  HO  — 


My  father  down  thus  far :  bni,  airftatiiag  hex«-. 

I  heard 
A  voioe  in  my  heart,  and  stopped :  yon  wait  fat 

an  outer  word. 


kt 


For  your  own  sake,  not  nuam^  moiUen  yon  too ! 
Untrod 
Leave  this  last  step  we  teadi,  nor  brave  tl^ 


i  tnis  last  step 

finger  of  God  1 
I  dared  not  pass  its  lifting:  I  did  weU.    I  our 

blame 
Nor  praise  yon.    I  stopped  here  :  aad.  Hob,  do 

you  the  same  V^ 

Straightway  the  son  relaxed  hia  hold  of  thr 

father's  throat. 
They  mounted,  side  by  side,  to  tlio  foon  again : 

BO  note 
Took  either  of  eaoh,  no  sigB  mado  each  to 

either:  last 
As  firstj  in  absolute  nlenoe,  thfsir 

mght  they 


At  dawn,  the  father  sate  on,  dead,  in  the  self- 
same place. 

With  an  outburst  blaekemng  still  the  old  bed 
figh  tang-face : 

But  the  son  eronohed  all  artrombla  like  saj 
lamb  new-yeaned. 


When  he  went  to  the  burial,  some  oBe*a  staff  hf 
borrowed,  —  tottered  and  leaned. 

But  his  Ujps  were  loose,  not  locked,  —  kept  mat- 
tering, mumbling.    "  There ! 

At  his  cursing  and  swearing  I  *'  tho  yoongsten 
'   ~:    but    the  elders    tbooglit    **b 


i» 


prayer. 

A  boy  threw  stones:  he  picked  tbem  np  and 
stored  them  in  his  vest. 

So  tottered,  muttered,  mimbled    hot,  till  U 

died,  perhaps  found  rest. 
**  Is  there  a  reason  in  natniw  for  thoaa  hard 

hearts?"    O  Lear, 
That  a  reason  out  of  natorc  mnst  tnn  thra 

soft,  seems  dear  I 


IVAn  IVANOVITCH 

**  Thbt  tell  me,  your  earpeaters,**  qaotk  I  t- 
■  the 


aa  n  tool-bui 


my  friend  the  Russ, 
**Make  a  simple  hatehet 

serves  with  us. 
Arm  but  eaeh  man  with  his  axa,  'tia  a 

and  saw  and  plane 
And  chisel,  and  —  what  know  I  also  ?     ^« 

should  imitate  in  ▼wn 
The  maaterv  wherewithal,  by  n  flonnah  of  i«*-' 

the  aoze. 
He  cleaves,  clamps,  dovetails  in,  — no  need  • : 

our  naiU  and  brads,  — 
The  manageable  pine :  't  is  said  ho  oonid  afaa^' 

himself 
With  the  axe,  —  so  all  adroit,  now  n  ^pmmt 

now  an  elf. 
Does  he  work  and  play  at  onoe  I  " 


IVAN    IVANOVITCH 
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Quoth  mj  friend  the  Rmi  to  me, 
**  Ay,  that  and  more  beaide  on  oooaaion  I    It 

eearee  mav  be 
Ton  never  heafd  tell  a  tale  told  children,  time 

out  of  mind. 
By  father  and  mother  and  nnrM,  for  a  moral 

that  *•  behind. 
Which  children  quickly  eeixe.    If  the  incident 

happened  at  all. 
We  place  it  in  Peter's  time  when  hearts  were 

great  not  small, 
l««>mianixed,  Frenchified.     I  wager  't  is  old  to 

yon 
Ah  the  story  of  Adam  and  Etc,  and  possibly 

quite  as  true.*' 


In  the  deep  of  our  land,  't  la  said,  a  village 

from  out  the  woods 
Kmerged  oa  the  great  main-road  *twixt  two 

great  solitudes. 
Through  focestry  right  and  left,  black  verst 

and  veiut  of  pine, 
From  village  to  village  runs  the  road's  long 

wide  bare  Une. 
i  *leaninee  and  clearance  break  the  else  uncon- 

queredcrowth 
i  >f  pine  and  all  that  breeds  and  broods  there, 

leaving  loth 
Man*s  inch  of  masterdora,  —  spot  of  life,  spirt 

of  fire,  — 
To  star  the  dark  and  dread,  lest  right  and  rule 

expire 
Throoghont  the  monstrous  wild,  a<hung«rsd  to 

resume 
Its  ancient  sway,  suck  back  the  worid  into  its 

womb: 
Defrauded  by  man*s  craft  which  dove  from 

North  to  South 
This  highway  broad  aad  straight  e'en  from  the 

Neva's  mouth 
To  Moscow's  gates  of  gold.    So,  spot  of  life 

and  spirt 
iH  iire  aforesaid,  bum,  each   Tillage  death- 

By    waU   and   wall   of   pine  —  unprobed   un- 
dreamed abyss. 

Karly  one  winter  mom,  in  such  a  village  as 

this 
Snow-whitaned  erery where  except  the  middle 

roiid 
Ice-ronghed  by  track  of  sledge,  there  worked 

bv  his  abode 
Ivhn  Tvanovitch,  the  earpenti>r.  employed 
On    a   huge  sbipmast   trunk;     his   axe   now 

trimmed  and  tojned 
With  bnuieh  and  twig,  and  now  some  chop 

athwart  the  bole 
Changed  bole  to  InUeti,  bared  at  once  the  sap 

and  souL 
About  him,  watched  the  work  his  neii^bors 

sheepskin-clad; 
K«eh  bearded  mouth  nuffed  steam,  each  gray 

eye  twinkled  glad 
To  a^  fhe  study  arm  which,  never  stopping 

pUy, 


all  as  —  in,  up  to  the 


Pioved  strong  man's  blood  stiU  hoik,  freeae 

winter  as  he  may. 
Sudden,  a  burst  of  bells.     Out  of  the  road,  on 

edge 
Of    the    hamlet  —  horse's    hods    galloping. 

*' How,  a  sledge? 
What's  here?"  cried 

open  space, 
Workyaid  and  market-ground,  folk's  common 

meeting-place,  — 
Stumbled  on,  till  he  fell,  in  one  last  bound  for 

life, 
A  hone:   and,  at  his  heels,  a  sledge  held  — 

''  Dmltri^s  wife  1 
Back   without   Dmitri  tool   aad  ohiidren— 

where  are  they  ? 
Only  a  frossii  corpse  ! " 

Tker drew  it  forth:  then  — ''Nay, 
Not  dead,  though  like  to  die  I     Gone  hence  a 

month  ago: 
Home  apr>ui,  this  rough  jaunt —alone  through 

night  and  snow^- 
What  can  the  cause  be?     Hark  —  Droug,  oU 

hone,  how  he  groans : 
His  dapr  's  done  I    Cnafe  away,  keep  chafing, 

for  she  moans: 
She 's  coming  to  I    Give  here :  see,  motherkin, 

your  fnends  I 
Cheer  up,  all  safe  at  home  I      Warm  inside 

makes  amends 
For  outside  sold,  —  sup  quiek  I     Don't  look  as 

we  were  bears ! 
What  M  it  startles  you  ?    What  stra^ie  ad- 
venture stares 
Up  at  us  in  your  face  ?    Ton  know  friends — 

which  is  which  ? 
I  'm  VUsiU,  he 's  Sergei,  Irkn  Ivinovitch  "  — 

At  the  word,  the  woman's  eyes,  slow-wander* 

iag  till  they  neared 
The  blue  eyes  o'er  the  bush  of  honey-eohmd 

Took  in  full  B^t  and  sense  aad  —  torn  to  rags, 

some  draam 
Which  hid  the  naked  truth  —  O  loud  and  long 

the  scream 
She  gave,  as  if  all  power  of  voice  within  her 

throat 
Poured  itself  wild  away  to  waste  in  one  dread 

note! 
Then  followed  gasps  and  soba,  aad  then  the 

steady  flow 
Of  kindly  tean :  the  brain  was  saved,  a  man 

might  know. 
Down  fell  her  face   upon   the  good  friend's 

promnng  knee  ; 
His  broad  nands  smoothed  her  head,  as  fain  to 

brush  it  free 
FVom  faaeies,  swarma  that  stung  like  bees 

nnhived.    He  soothed  — 
•'  LoukAria,  Lohscha  I  "  -  still  he,  foadliiv, 

smoothed  aad  smoothed. 
At  last  her  lipe  formed  speech. 

""  Ivhn,  dear  —  yon  indeed  I 
You,  just  the  same  dear  you  1    WhileI...Oh, 
intercede. 
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8weet  Mother,  with  thy  Son  Almighty  —  l«t  hU 

mi^ht 
Bring  yesterday  onee  more,  undo  all  done  laat 

nigrht ! 
But  this  tinie  yesterday,  Ivltn,  I  eat  like  you, 
A  child  on  either  knee,  and,  dearer  than  the 

two, 
A  babe  iiisidemy  arms,  dose  to  my  heart  — 

that  'a  loet 
In  morsels  o'er  the  snow !     Father,  Son,  Holy 

Ghost, 
Cannot  you  bring  again  my  blessed  yesterday  V  " 

When  no  more  tears  would  flow,  she  told  her 
tale :  this  way. 

*'  Maybe,  a  month  ago,  —  was  it  not  ?  ^  news 

came  here. 
They  wanted,  deeper  down,  good  workmen  fit 

to  rear 
A  church  and  roof  it  in.       *  We  '11  go,^  my 

husband  said : 
*  None  understands  like  me  to  melt  and  mould 

their  lead/ 
So,  friends  here  helped  ns  off  —  Ivkn,  dear, 

you  the  first  I 
How  gay  we  jingled  forth,  all  five  —  (my  heart 

will  burst)  — 
While  Dmitri  shook  the  reins,  oiged  Droug 

upon  his  track  1 

"  Well,  soon  the  month  ran  out,  we  just  were 

coming  back, 
When  yesterday  —  behold,  the  Tillage  was  on 

firel 
Fire  nm  tram  house  to  house.    What  help,  as, 

nigh  and  nigher. 
The   flames  came   furious?     ^ Haste,'   cried 

Dmitri,  *  men  must  do 
The  little  good  man  may :  to  sledge  and  in  with 

you. 
Ton  and  our  three  1    We  check  the  fire  by 

laying  flat 
Eaoh  building  in  ila  path,  — I  needs  must  stay 

for  that,  — 
Bat  you  ...  no  time  for  talk  I     Wrap  round 

you  every  nig, 
CoTer  the  couple  close,  — you  ^U  have  the  babe 

to  hug. 
No  oire  to  guide  old  Droug,  he  knows  his  way, 

by  gueas, 
Onee  start  him  on  the  road:   but  chirrup,  none 

the  less  I 
The  snow  lies  glib  as  glass  and  hard  as  steel, 

and  soon 
Ton  '11  have  rise,  fine  and  fall,  a  marvel  of  a 

moon. 
Hold  stnogkt  up.  all  the  same,  this  lighted 

twist  of  pitch  1 
(hioe  home  ana  with  our  friend  Ivka  IviuioTitoh, 
All 's  safe :  I  have  my  pay  in  poueh,  all 's  right 

witii  me. 
So  I  but  find  as  safe  you  and  our  precious 

three! 
Off,  Droug  1  * — because  the  flames  had  reached 

us,  and  the  men 
Shouted  'But  lend  a  hand,  Droifcri-'as  good 

as  ten  1* 


"So,  in  w»  bundled  —I,  and  those  God  ^av*- 

me  once ; 
Old  Droug,  that  *s  stiff  at  first,  seemed  youtli- 

f  ul  for  the  nonee : 
He    understood   the    case,  gallopii^  straij^ht 

ahead. 
Out  came  the  moon :   my  twiat  soon  dwindled, 

feebly  red 
In  that  unnatural  day-* yes,  daylight,  hrvd 

between 
Moonlight  and  snow-light,  ]aii]q)ed  thone  grottv- 

depths  which  screen 
Such  devils  from  God^s  eye.    Ah,  pines.  hu« 

straight  yon  grow. 
Nor  bend  one   pitying  branch,  true  breed  of 

brutal  snow  I 
Some  undergrowth  had  served   to    keep   th- 

devils  blind 
While  we  escaped  outside  their  border  I 

"Was  that— wind? 
Anyhow,  Droug  starts,  stops,  bank  go  kis  ears 

he  snuffs. 
Snorts,  —  never  such  a  snort  1   then  planf;^^ 

knows  the  sough  's 
Only  the  wind:    yet,  no — oar  breath  goes  up 

too  straight  I 
Still  the  low  sound,  —  less  hiw,  hmd,  kinder,  at 

a  rate 
There  ^s  no  mistaking  more  I     Shall  I  lean  out 

—  look  —  leam 

The  truth  whatever  it  be  ?    Pled,  pod !     At 
last,  I  turn  — 

"  'T  is  the  re^rohurpad  of  the  wolves  in  purso  t 

of  the  life  in  the  sledge  1 
An  army  they  are :  fAomMmekeA  they  press  lik^ 

the  thrust  of  a  wedge  : 
They  increase  as  they  hunt :  lor  I  see,  thfon?^ 

the  pine-trunks  ran^?ed  each  side. 
Slip  forUi  new  fiend  and  fiend,  noake  wider  a«>i 

still  more  wide 
The  four-footed  steady  advance.      Hie  fi^rr■ 

most  —  none  may  pass : 
They  are  elders  and  lead  the  line,  eye  and  t-yt 

—  green-glowing  brass ! 

But  a  long  way  distant  stilL     Drong,  snre  no ' 

He  does  his  best : 
Tet  they  gain  on  us,  rain,  till  they  rinA*^   - 

one  reaches  .  .  .  ll<»w  utter  the  rest  :* 

0  that  Satan-faced  first  of  the  band  !     How  h' 

lolls  out  the  length  of  his  tongne. 
How  he  lauglis  and  lets  gleam  his  white  te*^:  ' 

He  is  on  me,  his  paws  pry  amo^g 
The  wraps  and  the  rugs  1    O  my  pair,  my  tvis- 

pigeons,  lie  still  and  aeem  dead  ! 
Step&n,  he  shall  never  have  yon  for  a  meaL  — 

here  's  your  mother  inirtead  I 
No,  he  will  not  be  ooanselled  —  moat  cry,  pi>  r 

Sti^pka,  so  foolish  1  though  first 
Of  my  boy-brood,  he  was  not  the  beat :  oav. 

neighbors  have  called  him  the  woiat  : 
He  was  punv,  an  undernied  dlip,  ^  a  darlinc  t« 

me,  all  the  same  I 
But  little  there  was  to  be  praised  in  the  bm. 

and  a  plentv  to  blame. 

1  loved  him  with  heart  and  aool,  yns  —  bar;. 

deal  him  a  blow  for  a  fault. 
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H<5  would  sulk  for  wliole  days.     *"  Foolish  boy  I 

lie  still  or  the  villain  -will  vault. 
Will  anatch  you  from  over  my  head  !     No  use  I 

he  oiies,  icMams,  —  who  ean  hold 
Fant  a  boy  in  a  frenzy  of  fear  I    It  follows  —  as 

I  foretold  I 
The    Satan-face    snatched    and   snapped:    I 

tatfged,  I  tan  —  and  then 
IIiH  brother  too   needs  must  shriek  I     If  one 

mast  go,  *t  is  men 
Tlie  Tsar  needs,  so  wo  hear,  not  aiMnir  hoys ! 

Perhaps 
Mv  hands  reUoced  their  grasp,  got  tangled  in 

the  wraps  : 
<t<»d,  he  was  gone !    I  looked  :  there  tnmbled 

the  onned  orsw, 
K.ieh  fighting  for  a  share :  too  busy  to  pursue ! 
That  *s  so  far  gain  at  least :  Dron^,  gallop  an- 

other  verst 
Or  two,  or  tlu«e  —  God  sends  we  beat  them, 

arrive  the  first  I 
A  mother  who  boasts  two  boys  was  ever  ao- 

oounted  rich  : 
Sotiw  have  not  a  boy :  some  liaTe,  bat  lose  him, 

—  God  knows  which 
Is   worw:  how  pittfal  to  see  your  weakling 

pine 
And  pale  and  pass  away  I    Strong  brati,  this 

pair  of  mine ! 

*'(>  misery!   for  while  I  settle  to  what  near 

seems 
I'ontent,  I  am  *ware  again  of  the  tramp,  and 

again  there  gleams — ^ 
Point    and     point  —  the    line,    eyes,   levelled 

grwn  brassy  fire  I 
Sii  Moon  is  resumed  vour  chase  ?    Will  nothing 

appease,  nangnt  tire 
The  furi(«?  And  yc*t  I  think  —  I  am  certain 

the  race  is  slack. 
And  the  numbers  are  aothing  like.  Not  a  quar- 
ter of  the  pack ! 
Feastera  and  those  full-fed  sre  stayinip  behind 

.  ,  .  Ah,  why  ? 
AVe  '11  sorrow  for  that  too  soon !   Now,  —  gallop, 

reach  home,  and  die, 
Xor  ever  ^piin  leave  house,  to  trust  our  life  in 

the  trap 
Kor  life  —  we  call  a  sledge !    TeriJtoeha,  in  my 

lap! 
V«w,  I  'll  Us  down  upon  you,  ti^ht^tie  yon  with 

the  strings 
I  lere  —  of  my  heart !    No  fear,  this  time,  your 

mother  flin^  .  .  . 
Flij«sf    I  flung?    Never!     Bat    thmk !  —  a 

woman,  after  all. 
*ontendinK  with  a  wolf  !    Save  yon  I  most  and 

TT«*ntiiI  ' 

"How  now?    What,  you  still  head  the  race, 
V^Nir  eyas  and  tongue  and  teeth  crave  fresk 

food,  Satan-face  ? 
Tliere  and  there !    Plain  I  stmek  groen  fire 

out !    Flash  sgain  ? 
AU  a  poor  fist  eaa  do  to  damags  eyes  praves 

vain! 
My  fist — why  not  oronoh  that  ?    He  is  wanton 

for  ...  O  God, 


Why  giro  this  wolf  his  taste  f  Common  wohnsa 

scrape  and  prod 
The  earth  till  oat  thoy  soroiteh  some  eorpso  — 

mere  putrid  flesh ! 
Why  must  uis  glutton  lea««  the  faded,  ohoosa 

the  fresh  r 
Terantii— God,  feel  I  — his  neok    keeps  fast 

thy  bag 
Of  holy  things,  saints'  bones,  this  Satan-fissa 

will  drag 
Forth,  and  devoar  along  with  him,  our  Pope 

declared 
The  reHcs  were  to  save  from  danger ! 

'"Spomed,  not  sporod  I 
'T  was  through  my  arms,  crossed  arms,  he — 

nnsxliag  now  with  snout. 
Now  ripping,  tooth  and  claw  ~  phwked,  pulled 

Terentil  ovt, 
A  prize  indeed  1    I  saw  —  how  could  I  else  but 

seep  — 
My  preaioasono— Ibtt  tohold  baek— palled 

from  me ! 
Up  oame  the  othen,  fell  to  danenis —  did  the 

imps!  — 
Skipped  as  thay  scampered  roand.    There's 

one  is  gray,  and  limps : 
Who  knows  but  old  bad  M4rpha — she  always 

owed  me  spite 
And  envied  me   my  births— skulks   ont  of 

doors  at  night 
And  turns  into  a  wolf,  and  joins  the  sisterhood, 
And  laps  the  youthful  life,  then  slinks  from 

out  the  wood. 
Squats  down  at  door  by  dawn,  spins  there  de- 
mure as  ent 
—  No     strength,    old    crone, — not    she! — to 

crawl  forth  half  a  verst ! 

"  WeU,  I   esoaped  with  one :  Hwixt  one  and 

none  there  lies 
The  space  *twixt  heaven  and  hefl.    And  see,  a 

rose-light  dyes 
The  endmost  snow:  *tis  dawn,  'tis  day,  His 

safe  at  home ! 
We  have  outwitted  you  t    Ay,  monsters,  snarl 

and  foam, 
Fifrht  ea<^  the  other  fiend,  disputiog   for  a 

share, — 
Forgetful,  in  your  greed,  our  finest  off  we  bear. 
Tough  Drong  and  1,  —  my  babe,  my  boy  timt 

shall  be  man. 
My  man  that  shall  be  more,  do  all  a  hunter  can 
To  trace  and  follow  and  find  and  eatch  and 

eroeify 
Wolves,  wolfkins,  all  your  erew  1    A  thousand 

deaths  shall  die 
The  whimperingest  cub  that  ever  sqaeeied  the 

teat  I 
'  Take  that  I  *  we  Ul  stab  yon  with,  >- ^  the  ten- 

demess  we  mst 
When,  wretches,  you  danced  round,  —  not  this, 

thank  God  —  not  this  I 
Hellhoanda,  we  balk  you ! ' 

*'  But  -  Ah,  God  above !  -  BUib,  bB»,  - 
Not  the  band,  no  I    And  yet  ~  yes,  for  Droof 
knows  him  I  One  — 
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This  only  of  them  all  has  said  *She  nmrem  a 

Hull  I* 

Uia  fellows  disbelieve  such  luok :  but  he  be- 
lieves. 
He  lets  them  pick  the  booeSf  lauirh  at  him  in 

their  sleeves : 
He  's  off  and  after  ns,  —  one  speck,  one  spot, 

one  ball 
Grows  bigsfer,  bound  on  bound, — one  wolf  as 

good  as  all! 
Oh,  but  I  know  the  triok  I    Have  at  the  snaky 

tongue  1 
rhat  *8  the  right  way  with  wolves  I    Go,  tell 

yunr  mates  I  wrung 
The  panting  morsel  out,  left  yon  to  howl  your 

worst  I 
Now  for  it — now  I    Ah  me  I    I  know  him  — 

thrice-aoourst 
Satan-faoe,  —  him  to  the  end  my  foe  I 

"•  AU  fight  *8  in  vain  : 
This  time  the  p^Mn  brass  points  pieroe  to  my 

very  brain. 
I  fall  -^  fall  as  I  ought  —  quite  on  the  babe  I 

guard: 
I  overspread  with  flesh  the  whole  of  him.    Too 

hard 
To  die  this  way,  torn  meoemeal  ?  Move  henoe  ? 

Not  I  —one  inch  I 
Gnaw  throurii  me,  through  and  through :  flat 

thus  I  lie  nor  flinch  ! 

0  God.  the  feel  of  the  fang    furrowing  my 

shoulder  1  —  see  ! 
It  grinds  —  it  grates  the  bone.    O  Klrill  under 

me, 
Gould  I  do  more  ?  Besides  he  knew  wolTs  way 

to  win: 

1  clung,  closed  round  like   wax:    yet  in  he 

wedged  and  in, 
Past  my  neek,  pest  ray  breasts,  my  heart,  until 

•  .  .  how  feels 
The   onioiHbnlb    your    knife  parts,    pushing 

through  its  peels. 
Till  out  vou  Msoop  its  dove  wherein  Ue  stalk 

and  leaf 
And  bloom  and  seed  unbem  ? 

"  That  slew  me :  yes.  in  brief, 
I  died  then,  dead  I  lay  doubtlessly  till  Droug 

stopped 
Here,  I  suppose.    I  come  to  life,  I  find  me 

propped 
Thus,  —  how  or  ^  when  or  why  —  I  know  not. 

Tell  me,  friends. 
All  was  a  draam  :  laugh  quick  and  say  the 

nightmare  ends ! 
Soon  I  shall  find  my  house :  *t  is  over  there :  in 

proof. 
Save  for  that  chimney    heaped    with    snow, 

you  *d  see  the  roof 
Which  holds  my  three  ~*  my  two  —  my  <me  — 

not  one? 

**  Life 's  mixed 
With  misery,  yet  we  lire  —  must  live.     The 

Satan  fixed 
His  isoe  on  mine  so  fast,  I  took  ita  print  as 

piteh 


Takes  what  it  oools  beneath.    Ivto  IiriiMivilch. 
'T  is  you  unharden  me,  you  thaw,  tttapene  tW 

Uiingl 
Only  keep  looking  kind,  iha  konvr  will  »4 

eling. 
Tour  face  smooths  fast  away  aa^  print  of 

Satan.    Tears 
—  What  good  they  do!    Life *a  awvot,  amd  all 

its  after-vears, 
Iv4n  Iv4novitch,  I  owe  you !    Toon  ans  I ! 
May  God  reward  you,  dear ! " 


II 


Down  she  sank.    Solenfudy 
lYkn  rose,  raised  lus   axe,  —  for  fitly,  as  abc 

knelt. 
Her  head  lay :  well-apart,  eaeh  aid«, 

hung,  —  dealt 
Lightning-swift  thunder-strong  one 

need  of  more ! 
Headless  she  knelt  on  still:   that 

sound  at  core 
(Neif^borB  were  used  to  say)  — wist  nvm  ker- 

neUed  —  which 
Taxed  for  a  second  stroke  Irka  Iv^BOvitck. 

The  man  was  scant  of  woida  aa  atwiken.    ^  It 

had  to  be: 
I  oould  no  other:  God  it  waa,  bada  *■  Act  for 

mel'" 
Then  stooping,  peering  round  —  wkat  ia  it  now 

he  husks? 
A  proper  strip  of  bark  wherewith  to  wipe  hi* 


Which  done,  he  turns,  goes  in,  eloasa  the  dor»r 

behind. 
The  others  mute  remain,  watehiar  tba  bloiMl- 

snakewind 
Into  a  hidiug^laoe  among  the  apliater^ieapa. 


At  length,  still  mute,   all  move:  ona  lifts  — 

m>m  where  it  steeps 
Redder  each  ruddy  rag  of  pine  —  tba   head 

two  more 
Take  up  the  dripping  body :  than,  mnta  atiF 

as  before, 
Move  in  a  sort  of  march,  marek  on  till  marrh- 

ingends 
Opposite  to  the  church ;  where  haltiar*  —  'v^ 

suspends, 
Bv  its  long  hair,  the  thing,  deponta  in  ita  plac«> 
Tne  piteous  head:  onoe  more  the  body  sLow 

no  trace 
Of  harm  done :   there  lies  whole  the  Lo^ac^ 

mjud  and  wife 
And  mother,  loved  until  this  latast  of  ker  life. 
Then  all  sit  on  the  bank  ol 


aspaee 

Kept  free  before  the  porch  of  j 
the  place  I 


Presently  all  the  souls,  man, 

which  make 
The  village  np,  are  fonnd  assambliar  f< 

sake 
Of  what  is  to  be  done.    The  ^rsry  1 

there : 
A  Gypsy-troop,  thongn  bovnd 

the  Fair, 
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^'qiists  with  the  mt.    EaoIi  heart  with  its  oon- 

Mption  Mtthe* 
A  11(1  niminen,  but  no  tongrue  spealcs :  one  may 

say,  —  aooe  broathet. 


Anon  from  ovt  the  ehnrA  totten  the  Pope  — 

thejnieat  — 
(lardlv  ahve,  lo  old,  a  hundred  yecn  at  least. 
With  him,  the  Commoners  head,  a  hoary  senior 

too, 
StArasta,  that  *8  his  style,  —  like  Equity  Judge 

with  you,-~- 
Katnral  Jurisooosnlt :  then,  fenced  about  with 

fum, 
Pum«m;hik,  —  Lord  of  the  Land,  who  wields  — 

*    and  none  demurs  — 
A  power  of  life  and  death.    They  stoop,  surrey 

the  corpse. 

Then,  stsa%htsned  on  his  stair,  the  Stikrosta — 

the  thorpe's 
SsKscionsest  old  man — hears  what  you  just 

have  heard, 
Krom  l>ron^*s  first  inrush,  all,  up  to  Iv4n*s 

last  word-- 
*  God  bade  me  act  for  him :  I  dared  not  dis> 

obey!*' 

Silence —  the  PonsM^lk  broke  with ''A  wild 

vrnmg  way 
i  >f  righting  wronir  —  if  wronir  there  were,  such 

wrrai  to  rouse  ! 
Why  was  not  kw  obserred  f     What  artide 

allows 
Whoso  may  please  to  play  the  judge,  and,  judg> 

meat  dealt, 
Ilay  executioner,  as  promptly  as  we  pelt 
To  death,  without  appeal,  the  Termin  whose 

sole  fault 
Has  been  -it  dared  toleare  the  darkness  of  its 

vault. 
Intrude  upon  our  day  I    Too  sudden  and  loo 

raahl 
What  was  this  woman's  crime  f    Suppose  tha 

church  should  crash 
Dufwm  where  I  stand,  your  lofd  :  bound  are  my 

serfs  to  dare 

utmost  that  I  'scape:  yet,  if  the  crashing 


My  children  ~  as  you  are,  —  if  sons  fly,  one  and 

aiL, 
Leave  father  to  his  fate,  —  poor  cowards  though 

loaU 
The  runaways,  I  pause  b«»fore  I  claim  their  life 
U«caiise  they  priaod  it  more  than  urine.   I  would 

each  wife 
IHed  for  her  hnsbaad's  sake,  each  son  to  save 

his  sire : 
'T  i«i  irlory,  I  applaud  ~  scarce  dntr,  F  require. 
1  %  hn  1  -.  haoviteh  haa  done  a  deed  that 's  named 
Murd^*r    bv  law  and  me:   who  doubts,  may 

spear  nnblamed  I " 

AU  turned  to  the  old  Pope.    **  Ay,  childrsn,  I 

am  old  — 
How  old,  mrsslf  have  got  to  know  no  longer. 

Quite  rwnnd,  my  orb  of  life,  from  mfaaey  to  ags. 


back  again  to  youth.    A  eenain 

At  leastl  reach,  ordream  I  reach,  where  I  dis- 
cern 

Truer  truths,  laws  behold  more  lawUke  than  we 
learn 

When  first  we  set  our  foot  to  trsad  the  course  I 
trod 

With  man  to  guide  my  steps:  who  leads  me 
now  is  Qod. 

*  Your  young  men  shall  see  visions : '  and  In  my 

youth  I  saw 
And  paid  obedience  to  man's  visionary  law : 

*  Your  old  men  shall  dream  dreams: '  and,  in 

my  age,  a  hand 
Conducts  me  through  the  doud  round  law  to 

where  I  stand 
Rrra  on  its  base, — know  cause,  who,  before, 

knew  effect. 

"  The  world  lies  under  me :  and  nowhew  I  detect 
80  great  a  gift  as  tlus  —  Qod's  own  —  of  human 


No!     'The 


IHe. 
'  ShaU  the  dead  prahe  thee  f  * 

whole  live  world  la  rife, 
Qod,  with  thy  |rlory,'  rather !  Life  then,  God's 

best  of  gifts. 
For  what  shall  man  exchange?  For  life — when 

so  he  shifts 
The  weight  and  torm  the  scale,  lets  Hie  for  life 

restore 
Qod's  bahmoe,  sacrifice  the  less  to  gain  the 

more, 
Substitnte  —  for  low  life,  another's  or  his  own  — 
Life  laige  and  liker  Qod's  who  gave  it :  thus 

alone 
Ifay  life  extinguish  life  that  life  may  trulier  be  * 
How  low  this  law  descends  on  earth,  is  not  for 

me 
To  trace  :  complexed  becomes  the  simple,  intrt- 

The  plain,  when  I  pursue  law's  winding.    *T  ia 

the  straight 
Outflow  of  law  I  know  and  name:  to  law,  the 

fount 
Fresh  from  Qod's  lootalool,  friends,  follow  whilo 

I  remount. 

**  A  mother  bears  a  child:  perfection  is  com- 
plete 
80  far  in  such  a  birth.    Enabled  to  repeat 
The  miracle  of  life,  >-  herself  was  bom  so  just 
A  type  of  womankhMl,  that  Qod  aees  fit  to 


Her  with  the  holy  task  of  givimr  life  in  turn. 

Crowned  by  this  crowning  pride,  how  say  yon, 
should  she  spurn 

Riirality  —  discrowned,  unchilded,  by  her  choice 

Of  barrenness  exchanged  for  fruit  which  made 
rejoice 

Creation,  though  life's  self  were  hwt  in  givi^ 
birth 

To  life  more  frssh  and  fit  to  glorify  Qod's  earth  f 

How  sav  you,  iihould  the  hand  God  tmsted  with 
Itfe^storah 

Kindled  to  light  the  world  —  aware  of  sparks 
tliat  scorch. 

Let  fall  the  samef  Fonooth,  her  flesh  a  fire- 
flake  stings: 
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Tibe  mother  <Lrom  the  ohiidl    AnMMig  what 

monstrous  thinKB 
Shall  she  b^daaed?    Beeaww  of  mothMhood, 

each  male 
YkM»  to  hia  partner  place,  siaka  prondly  in  the 

scale: 
Hia  strength  owned  weakaew,  wit  —  loUy^  atnd 

courage  —  fear. 
Beside  the  female  preTed  ikiale^a  mistriiB-~ 

onlv  here. 
The  foz-^iun,  huBger-puied,  will  alaj  the  felitn 

sire 
Who  dares   aMftnlt  her  whelp:    the    beaver, 

stretched  on  fire, 
Will  die  without  a  groaa:  no  pang  aYails  to 

wieet 
Her  young  from  where  they  liide  —her  sanctu- 

arv  breast. 
Wliat  ^s  here  then  ?  Answer  me,  thou  dead  one, 

as,  I  trow, 
Standiiig  at  God*s  own  bar,  he  bida  thee  answer 

Bowl 
Thrice  crowned  wast  thou  —  eacL  omwn  of 

pride,  a  child —  thy  cdiar^  I 
Where  are  they  ?    Lost  7    Knough:  Ho  need 

that  thon  enlarge 
<)n  how  or  why  the  loes :  life  left  to  utter  *  lost  * 
Condemns  itself  bey««d  appeaL    The  soklier'a 

poet 
Quards  from  the  f oe^s  attack  the  camp  he  senti- 
nels: 
That  he  no  traitor  prored,  this  and  this  only 

tells  — 
Over  the  eorpae  of  him  trod  foe  to  f oe^s  snceow. 
Yet  —  one  by  one  thy  ennwns  torn  from  thee  — 

thou  no  less 
To  scare  the  world,  shame  Ood,  —  liredst  I    I 

hold  he  saw 
The  unexampled  mn,  ordained  the  novel  law, 
Whektiof  first  instrument  was  first  iutclligemse 
Found  loyal  here.    I  hold  that,  failing  human 

sense. 
The  very  enrth  had  oped,  sky  fallen,  to  efface 
Hmnauity^s  new  wrong,  motherhood ^s  first  dis- 

frraee.  • 
Earth  op^^d  not,  neither  fell  the  aky«  for  pranipt 

was  fonnd 
A  man  and  man  enough,  head-sober  and  heart- 
sound. 
Readv  to  h^ar  God*8  voice,  resolute  to  obey. 
Ivltn  Ivkm>vifc(h.  I  hold,  has  done,  tbis  day, 
No  otherwise  th  ui  rUd,  in  a»;es  lung  ago, 
Moses  when  he  made  known  the  purport  of  that 

flow 
Df  fire  athwart  the  law^s  t wain-tables  !    I  pro- 
claim 
Ivto  Iv^novitoh  Qod*s  servant  1  " 

At  which  name 
Uprose  thai  creepy  whiaper  fi^m  out  the  crowd,- 

is  wont. 
To  swell  and  surge  and  sink  when  fellow-men 

oonfmnt 
A  punishment  that  falls  on  fellow  flash  and 

blood. 
Appallingly  b'^held  —  shndderingly  andenttood, 
No  leas,  to  be  th"  richt,  the  just,  the  meteifiil. 
*'  God's  servant  I "  biased  the  crowd. 


filain  ■■'■ 


»• 


Thfi»- 


When  the 
And  died  away  and  left 

''Amen  l^Ml»t  sighed  the  knL 

none  shall  say  I  grudged 
Escape  from  puiuahment  ia  sueh  a  novrl  case. 
Deferring  to  old  aee  and  holy  life,  —  be  gnu- 
GzantedT  say  I.    No  leas,  samples  nigfat  ah^s 

asenae 
Firmer  than  I  boast  mine.    Law  *a  few.  ^^ 

evidence  ^ 
Of  breach  therein  liea  plain,  —  blood-rad-briir^' 

—  nUimvaeel 
Yet  all  absolve  the  deed:  absolved  the  d— 

moat  be! 


mlsa  the  hour 


—  n  - 


''And  neat — aa  roei 

thinks  't  were  wel 
You  signify  forthwith  its  sentence,  and  dup-i 
The  doubts  aad  fears,  I  jad0a,  wkidi  bwy  b..« 

the  head 
Law  pota  a  halter  tonnd  —  a  halo — yea,  it- 

stead! 
Ivhn  Ivhaovitdh  *-  what  think  yoa  be  ezpecr^ 
Will  foUow  from  his  feat?    Oo,  taU  hiiB  - 1> . 

protects 
Murder,  for  once :  no  need  he  longer  keef  V- 

hind 
Tlia  Sacred  Ptctmres  —  whaae  aknlka  lanoDrmv 

enshrined, 
Or  I  missajT  I    Gov  some !    Ton  otheaa,  ha<4' 

and  hide 
Tb»  dismal  objeot  there :  get  done,  whateV 

betide ! '' 

So,  while  the  youiurers  raised  thm  eorpae^  :'* 

elders  trooped 
Silently  to  the  boose :  where  halting,  aasne  •  t* 

stooped, 
listened  beside  the  dnor ;  all  there  was  aW:* 

too. 
Then  they  held  counsel;   tlMa  padied  d.»* 

and,  passing  through. 
Stood  in  the  nrarderer's  presence. 

Iv4n  It^su^  -'  • 
Knek,  building  on  the  flo6r  that  Krenba  nr> 

and  rich 
He  deftly  cut  and  carved  on  laav  wuiter  mc^-^ 
Some  five  young  faces  watched,  breatUeasI> .  •• 

to  rights, 
Piece  upon  piece,  he  reared  the   fabric  u. 

complete. 
St^scha,  Iv&n*s  old  mother,  sat  t'""'  i.  by  * 

heat 
Of  the  oven  where  his  wife  Khtia  ataad  hak^.x 

bread. 
I  v4a\4  self,  aa  he  tamed  hia 
Was  just  in  act  to  drop,  *twizt  fi: 

a  di>me, — 
The  scoopednoiit  yellow  gonrd  praaanaably  t  - 

home 
Of  Kolokol  the  Big :  the  bell,  th«wria  to  hi».  * 
—  An  acom-€up  —  was  ready  :  Ivha  It4bd^ 
Tuived  with  it  in  hia  month. 

They  tnld  bin  be  WW  fr- 

As  air  to  walk  abroad.    '*  How 
asked  he. 
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TRAY 

ThiH  poem  deacribefl  an  actual  inoident  wit- 
iK'SMed  in  Paris  by  a  frieud  of  Browuiiig's,  and 
with  accnraoy  of  detail.  The  poem  waa  written 
Hti  II  protest  against  vivisection,  which  the  poet 
called  '*an  iiifainoos  practice/*  He  was  early 
tu(«MK;iate<l  with  Miss  Frances  Power  Cobbe  in 
htT  nfforts  to  prevent  vivisection ;  and  he  was 
a  vice-president  of  the  '*  Victoria  Street  So- 
i.'i.*ty  fos  the  Protection  of  Animals/'  Dr. 
H«'rd(Hi  Hays,  **  He  always  expressed  the  utmost 
alihoirenee  of  the  practices  which  it  opposes/* 
io  MiMR  Cobbe  he  wrote  in  1H74:  *' Ton  have 
licanl.  *  I  take  an  equal  interest  with  yourself 
ill  the  effort  t<o  suppress  viviseetaon/  I  dare  not 
HO  hoiMir  my  mere  wishes  and  prayers  as  to  put 
thfin  fcir  a  moment  beside  yonr  noble  acts  ;  but 
tlii!>i  I  know,  I  would  rather  submit  to  the  worst 
of  deaths,  so  far  as  pain  goes^  than  have  a  single 
thtii!  or  cat  tortured  on  the  pretence  of  sparing 
itif  a  twinge  or  two/*  He  goes  even  so  far  as 
tt»  say  that  the  person  not  willing  to  sign  the 
|M*titi<in  against  viviieetion  certainly  conid  not 
hf  iiiiiiibered  among  his  friends.  To  Miss  Stack- 
|MM»Ie  he  wrote  in  April,  1K8:<:  **I  <les|Hse  and 
abhor  the  pleas  on  behalf  of  tliat  infamous  prao- 
tice,  vivisection/'    G.  W.  CoOKE. 

NiNf>  nie  a  hero  !    Quench  my  thirst 
(>f  soul,  ye  bards  I 

Quoth  Bard  the  first : 
"  ^ir  Olaf,  the  good  knight,  did  don 
His  helm  and  eke  his  habergeon  **  .  .  • 
Sir  Olaf  and  his  bard 1 

**  That  inn-scathed  brow  "  (quoth  Bard  the  sec- 
ond), 

''  That  eye  wide  ope  as  though  Fate  beck- 
oned 

Mv  hero  to  some  steep,  beneath 

Which  precipice  smiled  tempting  death"  .  .  . 

Vuu  too  without  yonr  host  have  reckoned  ! 

*-  A  beggaiMshild  "  (let  *s  hear  this  thinl  1) 

"■  *Nit  on  a  qnav*s  edge  :  like  a  bird 

^Hiig  Ut  herself  at  careless  play, 

A  iMl  fell  into  the  stream.    '  IMnmay  I 

1 1  >*lp,  you  the  stander»-by  t  *     None  stirred. 

*  fU'Mtanders  reason,  think  of  wives 
And  ohihlren  ere  thev  risk  their  lives. 
<  >  V  «*r  the  balustrade  has  bonn<N^ 


A  mere  instinctive  dog,  and  ponnced 

I '1  limb  on  the  prize.       How  well  he  dives 


! 


'*  *  (*p  he  comes  with  the  chihl.  see,  tight 
III  luouth,  alive  too,  olntched  from  (inite 
\  ih»pth  of  ten  feet  —  twelve,  I  bet ! 
<  :.^mI  dog !    Wliat,  off  again  ?    There  *s  yet 
A  not  her  child  to  save  ?    All  right ! 


**  How  stnuii^  we  saw  no  other  fall ! 
It  *8  instinct  m  the  animal. 
ihiod  dog !    But  he  *s  a  long  while  under : 
H  he  got  drowned  I  should  not  wonder  — 
Strong  current,  that  against  the  wall  1 

**  *  Here  he  comes,  holds  in  mouth  this  time 
—  What   mav  the  thing  be?      Well,  that  *a 

mime : 
Now,  did  you  ever  ?    Reason  reigns 
In  man  alone,  unoe  all  Tray's  pains 
Have  fished  —  the  ohild's  doll  xrom  the  slime  I ' 

**  And  so,  amid  the  laughter  gay. 
Trotted  my  hero  off,  —  old  Tray,  — 
Till  somebody,  prerogatived 
With  reason,  reasonea  :  *  Why  he  dived, 
His  brain  would  sliow  us,  I  should  say. 

"  *  John,  go  and  catch  —  or,  if  needs  be, 

PurehaM  — ^  that  aninml  for  me  I 

Bv  vivisection,  at  expense 

Of  hiilf-4Ui-hour  and  eighteenpenoe. 

How  brain  secretes  dog's  soul,  we  '11  see  I '" 

NED  BRATTS 

Written  from  memory  of  Bnnyan's  story  of 
old  Tod  in  The  Hfe  and  Death  qfMr,  Badman, 

'T  WA0  Bedford  Special  Asstie,  one  daft  Mid- 
summer's Day : 
A  broiling  blasting  June,  —  was  never  its  like, 

men  say. 
Com  stood  sheaf-ripe  already,  and  trees  looked 

yellow  as  that ; 
Ponds  drained  dualHtry,  the  eattle  lay  foaming 

around  each  flat. 
Inside  town,  dogs  went  mad,  and  folk  kept 

bibbing  beer. 
While  the^  parsons  prayed  for  rain.      *T  was 

homble,  yes  —  but  qoeer  : 
Queer  —  for  the  sun  laughed  gmy,  yet  nobody 

moved  »hand 
To  work  one  stroke  at  his  trade:  as  given  to 

nnderstand 
That  all  was  come  to  a  stop,  work  and  such 

woridlv  ways. 
And  the  world  *s  old  self  about  to  end  in  a  merry 

blaxe. 
Midsummer *s  dav  moreover  was  the  first  of 

Bedford  Fair ; 
With    Bedford    Town^s   tag-rag   and   bobtail 

a-bowsuig  there. 

But  the  Court  Hfmse,  Qnality  cranuned  : 
through  doors  ope,  windows  wide. 

High  on  the  Bench  you  saw  sit  i^Mirdships  side 
bv  side. 

There  trowned  Chief  Jnntiee  Jukes,  fumed 
learned  Brother  Small, 

And  fretted  their  fellow  Judge  :  like  threshers, 
one  and  alL 

(>f  a  reek  with  laying  down  the  law  in  a  furnace. 
Whv  ? 

Becanse  their  lungs  breathed  flame  —  the  regu- 
lar crowd  fcrbye  — 


' 
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From  gentry  pouring  in  —  quite  a  noMgay,  to  be 
sure ! 

How  else  could  they  pan  the  time,  six  mortal 
hours  endure 

Till  night  should  extinguish  day,  when  matters 
might  haply  nieud  ? 

Meanwhile  no  bad  resource  was  —  watching  be- 
gin and  end 

Some  trial  for  life  and  death,  in  a  brisk  five 
minutes*  S|)aoe, 

And  betting  which  knave  would  *8cape,  which 
bang,  from  his  sort  of  face. 

So,  their  Lordships  toiled  and  moiled,  and  a 

deal  of  work  was  done 
(I  warrant)  to  iustify  the  mirth  of  the  crazy  sun, 
As  this  and  t  other  lout,  stmok  dumb  at  the 

sudden  show 
Of    red    robes  and    white  wigs,  boggled  nor 

answered  '"  Boh ! " 
When  asked  why  he.  Tom  Styles,  should  not  — 

because  Jack  Nokes 
Had  stolen  the  hoise  —be  hanged  :  for  Judges 

must  have  their  jokes* 
And  louts  must  make  allowance  —  let  *s  say, 

for  some  blue  fly 
Which   punctured    a   dewy  scalp  where   the 

fruzles  stuck  awry  ~ 
Else  Tom  had  fleered  soot-free,  so  nearly  over 

and  done 
Was  tlie  main  cyf  the  iob.    Full-measure,  the 

gentles  enjoyed  their  fun, 
As  a  twenty-five    were  tried,  rank   poritans 

caught  at  praver 
In  a  cow-house  and  laid  by  the  heels,  —  have  at 

'em,  devil  may  care  I  — 
And  ten  were  prescribed  the  whip,  and  t«n  a 

brand  on  the  cheek. 
And  five  a  slit  of  the  nose  —  jnst  leaving  enough 

to  tweak. 

Well,  things    at    jolly   high-tide,  amnsement 

steef^  in  fire. 
While  noon  smote  fierce  the  roors  red  tiles  to 

heart's  desire. 
The  Court  a-simnier  with  smoke,  one  ferment 

of  oosy  flesh. 
One  spirituous  humming  musk  mount-mounting 

until  its  mesh 
Entoiled  all  heads  in  a  fluster,  and  Serjeant 

PosUethwayte 

—  Dashing  the  wig  oblique  as  he  mopped  his 

oiljr  pate  — 
Cried  *^  Silence,  or  I  grow  grease !    No  loophole 

lets  in  air? 
Jurymen,  —  Guilty,    Death !    Gainsay    me    if 

yon  dare ! '' 

—  Things  at  this  pitoh,  I  say,  —  what  hubbub 

without  the  doors  ? 
What  laughs,  shrieks,  hoote  and  yells,  what 
rudest  of  uproars  ? 

Bounce  through  the  barrier  throng  a  bulk  comes 

rollimr  vast  I 
Thumps,  kicks,  —  no  manner  of  use !  —  spite  of 

them  rolls  at  last 
Into  the  midst  a  ball,  which,  bursting,  brings 

to  view 


PubUcan  Bhick  Ned  Bmtta  and  Tab^y  kk  U 

wife  too  : 
Both  in  a  muck-sweat,  both  •  •  •  were  nrr*; 

such  eyes  uplift 
At  the  sight  of  yawning  hell,  aaefa  nostrih' 

snoots  that  sniffed 
Sulphur,  such  mouths  agape  ready  to  svsAm 

flame  I 
Horrified,  hideous,  frank  fiend-f aoea !  yrt  ti. 

the  same. 
Mixed  with  a  certain  .  .  .  eh  ?  how  shaU  1 6*-^ 

style  —  mirth 
The  desperate  grin  of  the  guess  that,  eovM  xh-) 

break  from  earth, 
Heaven  was  above,  and  hell  mislu  rse^-  **- 

impotence 
Below  the  saved,  the  saved  I 

**  Confound  yoti !  (na  offnit^ ! 
Out  of  our  way,  —  push,  wife  I    Toiad«r  th»-.: 

Worships  be  P* 
Ned  Bratts  has  reached  the  b«r«  and  **H«^. 

my  Lords,*'  roars  he, 
**  A  Jury  of  life  and  death,  Jndgea  the  pni» 

of  the  land. 
Constables,  javelineers,  —  all  meU  if  1  BBd-^ 

stand. 
To  decide  so  knotty  a  point  as  whether  *t  vr 

Jack  or  Joan 
Robbed  the  henroost,  pinched  the  pig,  hh  tiy 

King's  Arms  with  a  stone. 
Dropped    the  baby   down  the  well,  Urft  r^- 

tithesman  in  the  lurch, 
Or,  three  whole  Sundays   ■■"■"'■g.    not  au- 

attended  church  I 
What  a  pother—  do  these  deserve  the  part^ 

stocks  or  whip. 
More  or  less  brow  to  brsiid,  much  or  little  iw^ 

to  snip,  — 
When,  in  our  Public,  plain  stand  we  —  ths:  '• 

we  stand  here 
I  and  my  Tab,  brass-bold,  brick-bailt  of  \^ 

and  beer, 

—  Do  not  we,  slut  ?    Step  forth  and  show  >  v^' 

beauty,  jade  t 
Wife  of  my  bosom  —  that's  the  word  »>» 

What  a  trade 
We  drove  I    None  said  vs  nay:  nobody  W>^«< 

his  life 
So  little  as  wag  a  tongue  against  na,  —  did  thrj 

wife? 
Tet  they  knew  us  all  the  while,  in  their  hemn^ 

for  what  we  are 

—  Worst  couple,  rogue  and  qneaa,  unhanged 

search  near  and  far ! 
Eh,  Tab  ?    The  peddler,  now  —  o'er  his  w^^ 

—  who  wanied  a  mate 
To  cut  and  run,  nor  risk  his  pack  where  it«  I  -» 

of  weight 
Was  the  least  to  dread,  —  aha,  how  w«>  t« 

btughed  aiTood 
As,  stealing  round  the  midden,  he  eanw  •'- 

where  I  stood 
With  billet  poised  and  raised, — yon,  residy  «  r 

the  rope,  — 
Ah,  but  that 's  past^  that 's  sin  repented  of.  «* 

hope ! 
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Men  kiMW  as  for  that  muds,  yet  mfe  and  tonnd 

stood  Wtt  1 
The  lily*Uvered  knavee  knew  too  (I  Ve  balked 

ad ) 

Our  kevpingr  tbe  *  Pied  Bull '  waa  jut  a  mere 

pretence: 
Too  slow  the  poondimake  food,  drink,  lodginiTf 

from  out  the  pence  I 
IVre  *a  not  a  etoppage  to  travel  baa  ehanoed, 

this  ten  Ions  year, 
No  break  into  haU  or  grange,  no  lifting  of  nafr 

or  steer, 
Sot  a  eiugle  rognery,  from  the  clippiair  of  a 

pum 
T(»  the  catting  of  a  throat,  hot  paid  as  toll. 

Od*8eaneI 
Ulien  Oypsy  Smooch  made  bold  to  cheat  ns  of 

oar  doe, 
-Kh,  Tab?  the  Squire's  strony^box  we  helped 

the  nwflal  to— 
I  think  he  polled  a  face,  next  Sessions*  swinging- 

time! 
\U  danced  the  jig  that  needs  no  floor,  —and, 

hers  's  the  prime, 
'T  was  Soroggs  that  honghed  the  mare  I    Ay, 

those  were  busy  days  ! 

"  Well,  there  we  floarished  braTe,  like  scrip- 
ture-trees called  bam, 
Fiinnghigh,  drinking  hard,  in  money  up  to  head 
~  Nut  to  say.  boots  and  shoes,   when  .  •  • 

Zounds,  I  nearlv  said  — 
Lord,  to  anleam  one  s  langnags  1    How  shall 

we  labor,  wife  ? 
Have  yoa«  fast  hold,  the  Book  ?    Chasp,  grip  it, 

for  your  life ! 
.V<^,   sirs,  here  's  life,  salration  !     Here  's  — > 

hold  but  out  my  breath  — 
Hlien  did  I  speak  so  long  without  once  swear* 

ittg?    *Sdeath, 
No,  nor  unhelped  by  ale  sines  man  and  boy  I 

And  yet 
All  yesterday  I  had  to  keep  my  whistle  wet 
\Vliil«  readinir  Tab  this  Book:  book?   don*t 

Msy  *  book  *  -^  they  *re  plsvs, 
N»ng8,  ballads,  and  the  like  :   nere  's  no  such 

litrawy  blaze, 
lint  i»ky  wide  ope,  sun,  moon,  and  seven  stars 

out  f  iill-llare  I 
Titb,  help  and  tell  1    I  'm  hoam.    A  mug  I  or 

—  no,  a  pimver  I 
hip  far  iHie  out  of  the 

theJaU 
—  (I«*  plied  his  pen  unhelped  by  beer,  sirs,  I  HI 


Book !    Who  wrote  it  in 


c;' 


bail  I 


'  1  've  got  ray  seeond  wind.    In  trundles  she  — 

that  *sTab. 
'  Why,   Gammer,   what 's  come    now,  that  — 

^  bobbing  like  a  crab 
(Hi  Vnle-iide  bowl  —  your  head*8  a>work  and 

both  year  eyes 
Hrvak  loose?     Afeard,  you  fool?    As  if  the 

deed  can  rise  I 
S:iy  —  Bagman  Dick  was  found  last  May  with 

fadalinr«ap 
MiilfaHl  in  his  month:  to  choke's  a  natural 


*  Gaffer,  be  —  blesMd,'  cries  she,  *  and  Bagman 

Dick  as  well  1 
I,  yon,  and  he  are  damned  :  this  Public  is  our 

heU: 
We  live  in  fire :  live  coals  don't  feel  I  —  once 

quenched,  they  learn  — 
Cinders  do,  to  what  dust  they  moulder  while 

they  bum  I ' 


ti 


*  If  vou  don't  speak  straight  out, 'says  I  — 

belike  I  swore  — 
*  A  knobetick,  well  yon  know  the  taste  of,  shall, 

once  more. 
Teach  you  to  talk,  my  maid  I '    She  nps  with 

such  a  face. 
Heart  sunk  inside  me.    *  Well,  pad  on,  my 

prate-apace  I ' 

'*  *  I  've  been  about  those  laces  we  need  for  • .  • 

never  mind ! 
If  hencefmth  they  tie  hands,  't  is  mine  they  'U 

haive  to  bind. 
Yon  know  who  makes  them  best  —  the  Tinker 

in  our  cage, 
Pulled-up  for  gospelling,  twelve  years  ago  :  no 


m 


I 


To  try  another  trade,  —  yet,  so  he  scorned  to 

take 
Money  he  did  not  earn,  he  taught  himaelf  the 

Of  laces,  tagged  and  tough —  Dick  Bagman 

found  tnem  so  I 
Good  customers  were  we  I     Well,  last  week^ 

you  must  know. 
His  gin,  —  the  blmd  yonn^  ehit,  who  hawks 

about  his  wares.  — 
She  takea  it  in  her  bead  to  some  no  more  — 

such  airs 
Theie  hussies  have!     Tet,  sinoe  we  need  a 

stoutish  lace,  — > 
''I  ni  to  the  jaiMriid  father,  abuse  her  to  his 

face!" 
So^  flfst  I  filled  a  jug  to  give  me  heart,  and  then, 
Pnmed  to  the  proper  pitch,  I  posted  to  their 

den  — 
Patmare^  they  style  their  prison!    I  tip  the 

turnkey,  catch 
My  heart  up,  fix  my  face,  and  fearless  lift  the 

bitch  — 
Both  arms  akimbo,  in  bounce  with  a  good 

round  oath 
Ready  for  rappinir  out :  no  "  Lawks  "  nor  **  By 

"  *  There  sat  my  man,  the  father.    He  looked 

up :  what  one  feels 
When  heart  that  leapt  to  month  drope  down 

again  to  heeb ! 
He  raned  his  hand  .  .  .     Hast  seen,  when 

drinking  out  the  night. 
And  in,  the  day,  earth  grow  another  something 

quite 
Under  the  son's  first  stare  ?  I  stood  a  very  stone. 

*' ' ''  Woman ! "  (a  fiery  tear  he  put  in  every 

tone), 
**  How  should  my  child  frequent  your  hooae 

whi*rH  lust  iff  spfirt. 
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Viuleuoe  —  trade  ?    Too  tsue  i    I  trust  no  ra^e 

report. 
Her  angers  hand,  which  stopa  the  aight  of  ain, 

leaveii  clear 
The  other  gate  ot  aenae,  lets  outrage  through 

the  ear. 
What   has  she    heard  I  —  which,  heard   shall 

never  be  again. 
Better  Uck  food  tluui  f east,  a  Dives  in  the  — 

wain 
Or  reign  or  train  —  of  Charles  I  ^'  (His  huguage 

waa  not  ours : 
'T  is  my  belief,  God  spoke  :  no  tinker  has  such 

powers.) 
"  Bread,  only  bread  they  bring  —  my  laces:  if 

we  broke 
Your  lump  of   leavened   sin,  the  loaf's  first 

crumb  would  choke !  *^ 

"  ^  Down  on  my  raarrow-bonea  I    Then  all  at 

once  rose  he: 
His  hrown  hair  burst  a-spread^  his  eyes  were 

suns  to  see : 
Up  went  his  hands :  **  Through  fleshy  I  reach, 

I  read  thy  soul  I 
So  may  some  stricken  tree  look  hlasted,  bough 

and  bole. 
Champed  by  the  fire-tooth,  charred  without, 

and  yet,  thrioe-bound 
With  dreriment  about,  within  may  life  be  found, 
A  priaoiied  power  to  brmuoh  and  blossom  as  be- 
fore. 
Could   but  the  gardener  cleave  the  cloister, 

reach  the  core. 
Loosen  the  vital  si^:  yet  where  shall  help  be 

found  ? 
Who  says '  How  save  it  ?  *  —  nor  *  Why  cnunbefs 

it  the  ground  ?  * 
Woman,  that   tree  art   thou!     All  sloughed 

about  with  scurf, 
Thy  stafl^homs  fright  the  sky,  thy  amke-ioots 

sting  the  turf ! 
Dmakenness,  wantonness,  theft,  murder  gnash 

andgnarl 
Thine  outward,  case  thy  soul  with  coating  like 

the  marie 
>atan  stamps  flat  upon  each  head  beneath  his 

hoof! 
And  how  deliver  such  ?    The  strong  men  keep 

al<M>f, 
Lover  and  friend  stand  far,  the  mocking  ones 

pass  by, 
Tophet  erap««  wide  for  prey  :  lost  soul,  despair 

and  die  ! 
What  then  ?  *  I.<ook  unto  me  and  be  ye  sayed  I  * 

saith  Ood : 
*  I  strike  the  mck,  ontstreats  the  life^tream  at 

my  rod !  ^ 
Be  your  sins  scarlet,  wool  shall  they  seem  like, 

^ —  although 
As  crimson  reo^  yet  turn  white  as  the  drireB 


snow 


I ' " 


*  *  There,  there,  there  !    AU   I  seem  to  some- 
how understaAd 

<  They  dM  not  nt 
His  fleiih,  nor  anck  tboM  oils  which  th«aee  ontntrMt. 
Dosirs's  Progrru  0/  the  Soul^  line  344. 


Is  —  that,  if  I  reached  home,  *t  was  tkrauich  m  • 

guiding  hand 
Of  his  blind  girl  which  led  and  led  me  thnni.' 

the  streets 
And  out  of  town  and  up  to  door  a^ain.    ^^r.  •> 

greets 
First  tning  ray  eye,  as  limbs  recover  from  th*-- 

swoon  ? 
A   book  —  this   Book   she    gave    at   parrtij 

"Father's  boon  — 
The  Book  he  wrote :  it  reads  aa  if  he  •>!.  k- 

himself : 
He  cannot  preach  in  bends,  so,  —  tnke  it  (1<  ^^ 

from  shelf 
When  yon  want  counsel,  —  think  yon  hear  '  »• 

very  voice  I 

"  *  Wicked   dear  Husband,  first  despair  ^i 

then  reioioe ! 
Dear  wicked  Husband,  waste  no  tick  off  noni' 

more. 
Be  saved  like  me,  bald  trunk !    There  *s  tr^- 

ness  yet  at  oore, 
Sap  under  slough  I    Read,  read  I  * 

**  Let  me  take  breath,  my  L>."'> 
I  'd  like  to  know,  are  these  —  hers,  min*'.  > 

Banyan's  words  ? 
I  *m  'wildered  —  scares  with   driDk,  —  n«i«  - 

with  driuk  alone  1 
Ton  '11  say,  with  heat :  bat  heat  *s  no  staff  ' 

split  a  stone 
Like  tnis  biaek  boulder  —  this  flint  ke;irt    ' 

mine :  the  Book  — 
That  dealt  the  oraahimr  blow  I    Sin,  herv  . 

the  fist  that  shook 
His  beard  till  W^restler  Jem  howled  like  a  'ye.-- 

laKire<l  bear  I 
Ton  had  Drained  me  with  a  fentker :  at  en*  -  • 

grew  aware 
Christmas  was  meant  for  me.    A  lNud«« 

your  back. 
Good   Master   Christmas?    Nay, — yours  ^ 

that  Joseph's  sack, 
—  Or  whose  it  wasL  —  whwh  held  the  rur  ' 

compared  with  mine  I 
Robbery  loads  my  loins,  perjury  emcks  tor  <  V 
Adultery  .  .  .  nay.  Tab,  yon  pit^died  me  a- 

flung! 
One  word,   I  *11  up  with  fist  .  .  .   No.  «» - 

spouse,  hold  your  tongue ! 

**  I  'm  hasting  to  the  end.    The   Book,  ^ir^ 

take  and  read! 
Tou  have  my  history  in  a  nutshell, —  ay.  in^l'- 
It  must  off,  VL\y  burden !    See,  —  alack  vx  r .  - 

and  into  iiit. 
Roll,   reach    the    bottom,  rest,   rot   then-     - 

pla4n>«  on  it ! 
For  a  mountain 's  sure  to  fall  and  \mrj  V^M  - 

Town, 
*'  Destruction  *  —  that  *s  the  name,  and  fii«  ^ 

bum  it  down ! 
Oh,  'scape  the  wrath  in  time  I    'Hme  ^s  i»i'« 

not  too  late. 
How  can  I  pilnimage  no  to  the  wieket-irstt^ 
Next  oomes  Despond  tJieslongh:  not  tK.- 

fear  to  pull 
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TUfoueh  mod,  and  dry  my  clothes  at  bnre 

House  Beautiful  — 
But  it  *s  late  in  the  day,  I  reckon:  had  I  kft 

years  ag:o 
Town,  wife,  aad  children  dear  .  .  .    WeO. 

Christmas  did,  you  know  I  **- 
Soon  I  had  met  in  the  yaU»y  and  tried  my  cod- 
gers strengfth 
On  the  enemy  Iwrned  and  winged,  a/«tiaddle 

across  its  lengfth ! 
Ilaye  at  his  horns,  thwick  "^  thwack  :    they 

snap,  see  !    Hoof  and  hoof  — 
Bang,  break   the  fetlook^bones  I    For  lore's 

sake,  keep  aloof 
Aiifirels  I    I  'm  man  and  match,  —  this  oud^l 

for  mj  flail,  -^ 
To  thresh  him,  hoofs  and  horns,  bat's  wingr  and 

serpent's  tail ! 
A  chance  gone  by !    But  then,  what  else  does 

Hopeful  ding 
Iiit<i  the  deafest  ear  except  —  hope,  hope  's  the 

thing? 
Ttm  late  i'  the  day  for  me  to  thrid  the  wind- 
ings: bat 
There 's  stiU  a  way  to  win  the  raee  by  death's 

short  out ! 
Did  Master  Faithful  need  climb  Hie  Defightful 

Mouats? 
Nu,  straight  to  Vanity  Fair,  —  a  lair,  by  all  ao- 

counta, 
Such  as  is  held  ontside,  —  lords,  ladies,  grand 

and  gay,  -^ 
Sa>-8  he  in  the  face  of  them,  just  what  you  hear 

me  say. 
And  the  JudjKfl  farougiht  him  in  guilty,  and 

brought  nim  out 
To  die  in  themarket'plaoe — St.  Peter's  Green 's 

about 
The  same  thing:  there  they  flogged,  flayed, 

buffeted,  lanced  with  knives, 
Pricked  him  with  swords,  —  I  '11  swear,  he  M 

full  a  cat's  nine  Uvea,  — 
S)  to  bis  end  at  last  came  Faithful,  -—  ha,  ha,  he  ! 
Who  holds  the  highest  card  ?  for  there  stands 

hid,  you  see, 
ISehind  the  rabble-rout,  a  chariot,  pair  and  idl : 
lle*a  in,  he's  off,  he's  up,  through  clouds,  at 

trumpet-call. 
Carried  the  nearest  way  to  Heaven-gate  I    Odds 

my  life  — 
Has  nobody  a  sword  to  spare  ?  not  even  a  knife  ? 
Then  hang  me,  draw  and  quarter!    Tab  — do 

the  same  by  her ! 
O  Master  Worldly- Wiseman  .  .  .  that 's  Master 

Interpreter, 
Take  the  will,  not  the  deed  I    Our  gibbet 's 

handy,  close : 
Forestall  Last  Judgment-Day  I    Be  kindly,  not 

morose ! 
There  wants  no  earthly  judge-and- jurying :  here 

we  stand  — 
Sentence  oar  guilty  selves :  so,  hang  ns  out  of 

hand  I 
Make  haste  for  pity's  sake  {   A  single  moment's 

loss 
Means  -^Sataa 's  hnd  once  more :  hu  whisper 

shoots  aeross 
All  mn^ng  in  my  heart,  all  praying  in  my  brain, 


*It  comes  of  boat  and  beerl*  — hark  how  he 

guffaws  plain ! 
*  To-mortiDw  jam.  '11  wake  bright,  and,  in  a  safe 

skin,  hu^ 
Yonraonnd  selves,  Tab  and  yon,  over  a  foam* 


mgjug! 
ve  had 
mind 
ot  we 
night 


You  've  kad  such  qnaims  bef fwe,  time  out  of 

mind  ! '    He  s  right ! 
Did  not  we  kick  aad  cuff  and  curse  away,  that 


When  home  we  blindly  reeled,  and  left  poor 

humpback  Joe 
I'  the  Inroh  to  pay  for  what  .  .  .  somebody 

did,  you  know  I 
Both  of  ns  maundered  then,  *  Lame  hnmpbaok, 

—  never  more 
Will  he  come  limping,  drain  his  tankard  at  our 

door  I 
He  '11  swing,  while  — somebody ' . .  •  Says  Tab, 

*  No,  for  I  '11  peach  ! ' 
*  I  'm  for  you.  Tan,'  cries  I,  *  there  's  rope 

enough  for  each  ! ' 
So  blubbered  we,  and  bussed,  and  went  to  bed 

upon 
The  grace  of  Tab's  good  thought :  by  morning, 

all  was  gone  I 
We  Unshed —' What 's  life  to  him,  a  orqiple 

of  no  account  ?  ' 
Oh,  waTcs  increase  around  —  I  feel  them  moant 

and  mount ! 
Hang  ns  t    To-morrow  brings  Tom  Bearward 

with  his  bears : 
One  new  black-mnzzled  brute  beats  Saokeraon, 

he  swears : 
(Saokerson,  for  my  money  I)   And,  baiting  o'er, 

the  Brawl 
They  lead  on  Turner's  Patch,  —  lads,  laassa,  up 

tails  all,  — 
I  'm  i'  the  thick  o'  the  throng !    That  meantf 

the  Iron  Cage, 
—  Means  the  Lost  Man  inside !    Where 's  hope 

for  such  as  wage 
War  against  light  ?    Light 's  left,  light 's  here, 

I  hold  light  StiU, 
So  does  Tab  —  make  but  haste  to  hang  us  both  I 

You  will?" 

I  promise,  when  he  stopped  you  might  have 

heard  a  mouse 
Squeak,  such  a  death-like  hush  sealed  up  the 

old  Mote  House. 
But  when  the  mass  of  man  sank  meek  upon  his 

Knees, 
While  Tab,  alongside,  wheezed  a  hoarse  **"  Do 

hang  ns,  please  !  " 
Why,  then  the  waters  rose,  no  eye  but  ran  with 

tears, 
Hearts  heaved,  heads  thumped,  until,  paying 

all  past  arrears 
Of  pity  and  sorrow,  at  last  a  regular  scream 

outbroke 
Of  triumph,  joy,  and  praise. 

My  Lord  Chief  Justice  spoke. 
First  monimg  brow  and  eheek,  where  stiLl,  lur 

one  that  budged. 
Another  bead  broke  fresh :  ''  What  Judge,  that 

ever  judged 
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Since  first  the  world  began,  judged  such  a  caae 

as  this? 
Why,  Master  Bratts,  long  since,  folks  smelt 

you  out,  I  wis  I 
I  had  my  doubts,  i*  faith,  each  time  yon  played 

the  fox 
Convicting  geese  of  crime  in  yonder  witne8»* 

box  — 
Yea,  much  did  I  misdoubt,  the  thief  that  stole 

her  eggs 
Was  hardly  goosey^s  self  at  Reynard's  game,  i' 

f  eggs  I 
Yet  thus  much  was  to  praise  —  yon  spoke  to 

point,  direct  — 
Swore  you  heard,  saw  the  theft :  no  jury  could 

suspect — 
Dared  to  suspect,  —  I  'U  say,  •^  a  spot  in  white 

so  clear: 
Goosey  was  throttled,  true :  bnt  thereof  godly 

fear 
Came  of  example  set,  mudi  as  onr  laws  in- 
tend ; 
And,  though  a  fox  confessed,  you  prored  the 

Judge's  friend. 
What  if  I  had  my  doubts?    Suppose  I  gare 

them  breath, 
Brought  yon  to  bar:  what  work  to  do,  ere 

'  Guilty,  Death ' 
Had  paid  our  pains !    What  heaps  of  witnesses 

to  draur 
From  holes  and  comers,  paid   from  out  the 

County's  bag  1 
Trial  three  dog-days  long!    Amieut  Cvrict  — 

that's 
Your  title,  no  dispute  —  tmth-telling  Master 

Bratts! 
Thank  you,  too.  Mistress  Tab !    Why  doubt 

one  word  you  say  ? 
Hanging  von  both  deserve,  hanged  both  shall 

be  tnis  day  ! 
The  tinker  needs  must  be  a  proper  man.    I  've 

heard 


He  lies  in  Jail  long  sinee :    if  QvnUty 'a  sood 

word 
Warrants  me  letda^  loose, — some  honachoMir, 

I  mean  — 
Freeholder,  better  still,  ^  I  don't  aay  bat  - 

between 
Now  and  next  Sessions  .  .  .  Well  1     C«uid'T 

of  his  case, 
I  promise  to,  at  least:  we  owe  him  ao  mar* 


Not  that  — no,  God  forbid  1  ~  Ilenn  to  tkisi, 

as  you. 
The  grace  that  sneh  repent  ia  anv  jail-bird*s  dae : 
I  rather  see  the  fruit  of  twelve  years*  pios 

Astnea   Redux,  Charlea  restored    hia   ri^kit^ 

—  Of  wnich,  another  time  I    I  aoniehow  ferl  i 

peace 
Stealing  across  the  world.     M^    deeds  fa'k? 

thia  increase  I 
So,  Master  Sheriff,  stay  that  aentanoe  I  ptn* 

nonnced 
On  those   two   dozen  odd  :     deaervinr  to  U* 

trounced 
Soundly,  and  yet  .  .  .  well,  well,  at  all  eTna* 

aispatoh 
This  pair  of  —  shall  I  say,  ninnnr  aaints  f  —  tr* 

we  catch 
Their  jail-distemper  too.    Stop  tean,  or  I  *U  i«- 

AU  weepinff  Bedfordshire  for  tnivnig  Bvo}  u- 

So,  forms  wen  galloped  tfaxoofh.      If  Jnstiri- 

on  the  spur. 
Proved  somewhat  expeditioiia,  wovhl  Qoab; 

demur? 
And  happily  hanged  were  they,  —  why  iengthw 

out  my  tale  ?  — 
Where  Bunvan's  Statna 

stood  nis  Jail. 


SECOND   SERIES 

*♦  You  are  Mck,  that  '•  »ure,"  — they  sayr 

"  Sick  of  *  hat  ?  '•  —  they  diMgree. 
••  T  is  the  brain,*'  —  thinks  Doctor  A ; 

*•  'T  IS  the  heart,"  —  hoWs  Doctor  B ; 
"  The  liver  —  my  life  I  'd  lay  !  " 
"  The  lungs !  *    •*  The  lights !  " 

Ah  met 
So  ienorant  of  man's  whole 
Of  bodily  organs  plain  to  see  — 
So  sage  and  certain,  frank  and  free, 
About  what 's  under  lock  and  key  — • 
Man's  soul  I 


ECHETLOS 

Hbrr  is  a  story,  shall  stir  you !  Stand  up, 
Ghraeka  dead  and  gone. 

Who  breasted,  beat  Barbarians,  stemmed  Per- 
sia rolling  on, 

IXd  the  deed  and  saved  the  world,  for  the  day 
was  Blarathon  ! 


No  man  bnt  did  hia  minliaat, 

fought  away 
In  his  tribe  and  file:  np. 

was  the  spear«rm  play  : 
Like  a  wind-wnipt  braiiehy 

arms  arawing  that  day  1 


kept  rank 


all 
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But  me  man  kept  no  rank,  and  hii  sola  arm 

plied  no  spear, 
Aa  a  ftMhinff  earae  and  went,  and  a  f onn  i'  the 

van,  the  ruar. 
Brightened  the  battle  up,  for  he  bUued  now 

there,  now  here. 

Nor  helmed  nor  shielded,  he  I  bnt,  a  goat-akin 

ail  hia  wear. 
Like  a  tiller  of  tne  toil,  with  a  down's  limbe 

broad  and  b««. 
Went  he  plonghing  on  and  on :   he  pnshed  with 

a  piongmnaa'a  share. 

Did  the  weak  mid^line  give  waj,  aa  tnnniea  on 

whom  the  shark 
Preeipitotes   his   balk?     Did  the  rightpwii« 

halt  when,  stark 
On  his  heap  of  slain  lay  siretehed  Kallimaehoa 

Polemarch? 

Did  the  steady  phalanx  falter?    Totheresene, 

at  the  need, 
The   ek>wn   was    plonghing   Penia,    elearing 

Qreek  earth  of  weed. 
As  he  roated  through  the  Saklan  and  rooted  np 

theMede. 

But  the  deed  done,  battle  won,  —  nowhere  to 

bedeaeried 
On  the  meadow,  by  the  stream,  at  the  marsh, 

—  look  far  and  wide 
Prom  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  no,  to  the  last 

blood-plaahed  sea-aide,  — 

Not  anywhere  on  view  blaaed  the  large  limba 

thonged  and  brown, 
Sh(>aring  and   clearing  still   with   the  share 

before  whieh  —  aown 
To  the  dust  went  Persia's  pomp,  aa  he  ploughed 

for  Qreeoe,  that  clown  I 

How  spake  the  Oracle  ?    "  Care  for  no  name 

at  all! 
Say  but  just  this :    *  We  praise  one  helpful 

whom  we  call 
The  Holder  of  the  Ploughshare.'     The  great 

deed  ne'er  grows  small." 

Not  the  great  name  !     Sing  —  woe   for  the 

great  name  Mfltiad^ 
And  its  end  at  Paroa  ialel    Woe  for  ThemiB- 

toklai 
— Satrap   in   Sardis   eourt  t      Name   not  the 

down  like  these  I 


CLIVE 

Browning  had  tihia  story  from  Mrs.  Jameaon 
as  early  as  184(>,  she  in  turn  hanag  jnat  heard 
Maeaalay  tdl  it.  Browning's  own  narrative 
preceded  CUtc's  death  by  a  week  only. 

I   AHD  Clive  were  friends  —  and  why   not  ? 
"'^     ^~  I    I  think  yott  langhf  my  lad. 


Gtive  it  was  ipave  England  India,  while  your 

father  gives — egad, 
England  noting  but  the  graedeas  haj  who 

lures  him  on  to  sueak  — 
**  Well,  ^^ir,  yon  and  Cbve  were  eomradea  —  ** 

with  a  tongue  throat  in  your  oheek  I 
Very  true:   in  my  ejyea,  your  eyea,  all  tha 

world's  eyea,  Clive  was  man, 
I  waa,  am.  and  erer  shall  be— movae,  nay, 

mouse  of  all  ita  elan 
Sorriest  sample,  if  yon  taka  the  kiteben'a  esti- 
mate tor  fame : 
While    the   man   Clive  —  he   fought    Plassy, 

spoiled  the  dever  fotdsii  game. 
Conquered  and  annexed  and  En^iahea ! 

Never  mind  I    Aa  o'er  my  punch 
(Tou  away)  I  ait  of  evemnga, — ailenoe^aave  for 

biscuit  crunch, 
Black,  unbroken,  —  thought  growa  bosy,  thrida 

each  pathway  of  old  years, 
Notea  this  forthright,  that  meander,  till  the 

long  past  life  appeara 
Like  an  outspread  map  of  country  pkidded 

throogh.  eadimile  and  rood. 
Once,  and  well  remembered  atill,  —  I  *m  star- 

tied  m  my  sohtnde 
Ever  and  anon  by  ~*  what 's  the  sadden  mock- 

ii«  light  that  breaks 
On  me  as  I  dap  the  table  till  no 

but  ■ 


While  I  ask  -afead,  I  do  beliera,  God  hdp 
mel—^'WaaHthna? 


Can  it  be  that  so  I  faltered,  stopped  when  just 

one  step  for  na  —  " 
(Us,  —  yon  were  not  bom.  I  graat,  bnt  sorely 

aooia  day  bom  would  be) 
''—One  bold   step  had    gained  a  pforince** 

(fignrathra  talk,  yon  ase) 
"Got  no  end  of   wealth  and  honor, ~ yet  I 

stood  stoek-atill  no  less  ?  *' 
—  "For  I  waa  not  CliTe,"  yon  comment:  bntit 

needs  no  Clive  to  gneas 
Wedth  were  handy,  honor  tickhah,  did   no 

writing  on  the  wall 
Warn   me   ^Trespasser,    'ware   ma»4raps!** 

Him  who  bravea  that  notice  —  call 
Hero  I  none  of  such  heides  suit  myself  who 


Doff  my  hat,  and  leap  no  barrier. 

savs,  the  land 's  the  Lord's : 
Louts  then  —  what  avail  the  thousand,  noiay 

in  a  amock-frocked  ring. 
All-agog  to  have  me  treepass,  dear  the  fence, 

be  CUve  their  king? 
Higher  warrant  mnat  yon  show  me  are  I  set  one 

T'  other  in  that  dark  direction,  thoi^h  I  stand 


Poor  as  Job  and  meek  aalfoaea.    Evermore? 

Nol    Bvand^ 
Job  grows  ri^  and  Moaee  valkat,  CKva  tama 

out  leas  wise  than  I. 
Don't  object  "Why  caU  him  friend^  Aaa?** 

Power  ia  power,  my  boy,  and  atill 
ICarka  a  man,  —  God's  gift  magnifie, 

for  good  or  iU. 
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YoaVe  your  boot  now  on  mpr  hearth-nig« 

tread  what  was  a  tiger^s  skin : 
Rarely  such  a  royal  moiiBter  aa  I  lodged  tba 

bullet  in ! 
Tme,  ha  murdered  half  a  Tillage,  ao  his  own 

death  came  to  pass ; 
Stillf  lor  aize  and  beauty,  eunning,  oourage  — 

ahf  the  brute  he  wae  ( 
Why,  that  Clive,  -^  that  jmith^  that  greenhorn, 

that  qaill-drivin^  clerk,  in  fine,  — 
He  sustamed  a  aiece  in  Arcot  .  .  •    But  the 

world  knows  I    Pass  the  wum. 


Where  did  I  break  off  at?    How  b 

in  ?    Oh«  ^ou  mentioned  *'  fear  "  ( 

Just  so :  and,  said  I,  that  minds  me  of 
you  shall  hear. 


Clive 
story 


We  were  friends  then,  CUtb  and  I :  so,  when 
the  elonda,  about  the  orb 

Late  supreme,  eaeroachiiv  slowly,  surely, 
threatened  to  absorb 

Ray  by  rav  its  noontide  bnlliaiice,  —  friendship 
might,  with  steadier  eye 

Drawing  near,  bear  what  had  homed  else,  now 
no  blaze  —  all  majesty. 

Too  much  bee's-wing  floats  my  figure  ?  Well, 
suppose  a  oastk  's  new : 

None  presume  to  climb  its  ramparts,  none  find 
foothold  sure  for  shoe 

^Twixt  those  squares  and  squares  of  granite 
plating  the  imperrions  ^e^ 

As  his  scale-maiPs  warty  iron  enirasses  a  croco- 
dile. 

Reels  that  castle  thunder«nitten,  stomi-dis- 
maatled  ?    From  without 

Scrambling  up  by  crack  and  crevioe,  every 
oookney  orates  about 

Towers  —  the  neap  he  kicks  now  I  turrets  — 
just  the  measure  of  his  cane ! 

Will  tliat  do  ?  Observe  moreover  —  (same  si- 
militude again)  — 

Such  a  castle  seldom  crumbles  by  sheer  stress 
of  cannonade : 

'T  is  when  foes  are  foUed  and  fighting  *s  fin- 
ished diat  vile  rains  invade. 

Grass  o*ergrows,  o'ergrows  till  night-biids  con- 
gret^ting  find  no  holes 

Fit  to  hnild  in  like  the  topmost  sockets  made 
for  banner-poles. 

S)  Clive  crnmbled  slow  in  London,  crashed  at 
last. 

A  week  before. 
Dining  with   him,  —  after  trjing  ehurchyard 

ehat  of  days  of  jrore,  — 
Both  of  ns  stopped,  tired  as  tombstones,  head- 

pieee,  foot-pieoe,  when  they  lean 
K'tch  to  other,  drowsed  in  log^nnoke,  o^er  a 

oofiined  Past  between. 
As  I  saw  his  head  sink  heavy,  guessed  tlie  souPs 

eactinguishment 
Hy  the  glazing  eyeball,  noticed  how  the  furtive 

fingers  went 
Where  adnig»box  skulked  behmd  the  honest 

liqunr.  —  **  One  more  tlwow 
Try  for  Clive  !  "  thought  I :  *'  Let 's  venture 

some  good  mttling  question  ! "    So  -  - 


"Coma    Cfive,  tell    ns*'— oat   I    blotted- 

what  to  tell  in  turn,  years  h< 


ti 


When  my  boy  — sui^ose  I  nave  one  — asks 

on  what  evidence 
I  mamtain  my  friend  of  Plassy  proved  a 

rior  every  whit 
Worth  your  Alexanders.  Ctesars,  Marlboroi^hs 

and — what  said  Pitt  ?  — 
Frederick  the  Fierce  himself !    Cliw  told  nw 

ones  "  —  I  want  to  say  — 
''Which  feat  out  of  all 

the  bell  away 
—  In  his  own  calm  sstimatien,  noark  yoa«  nut 

the  mob*s  rough  guess  — 
Which  stood  forsmost  as  evincing  what  CHTf 

called  courageousnees ! 
Gsnie  I  what   moment   of   the   minute,    what 

speck-centre  in  the  wide 
Cirele  of  the  aetioa  saw  your  mortal  fairly  dei- 
fied? 
(Let  alone  that  filthy  sleep-stuff,  swallow  bold 

this  wholesome  Port  i) 
If  a  friend  has  leave  to  question, '—  whMi  wen? 

you  most  brave,  in  short  ? 

Up  he  arched  his  brows  o*  the  instant — fw- 

midably  Clive  again. 
"  When  was  I  most  brave  ?    I  *d  answer,  were 

the  instance  half  as  plain 
As  another  instance  that 's  a  braiii4adged  errtr- 

tal  —  curse  it  1  —  here 
Freezing  when  ray  memonr  tonehea  —  ogh !  - 

the  time  I  felt  most  tear. 
Ugh  !    I  cannot  say  for  oertain  if  I  ahowed  fear 

—  anyhow. 
Fear  I  felt,  and,  very  likely,  ahaddered,  since 

I  shiver  now.** 

''  Fear !  **  smUed  I.     ''  Well,  thai  *8  the  rar^r : 

that  *s  a  specimen  to  seek. 
Ticket  up  in  one*s  museum,  Mind-FVeakM^  Lord 

Cltve's  Fear.  Unique  I  *' 

Down  his  brows  dropped.    On  the  table  pain- 

f  uUy  he  pored  as  though 
Tracing,    in    the   stains   and    atreaka    then*. 

thoughts  encrusted  long  ago. 
When  he  spoke  *t  was  like  a  lawyer  readiai; 

word  by  word  some  will, 
Some  blind  inngle  of  a  statement,  —  beating  oa 

and  on  until 
Out  there  leaps  fierce  life  to  fight  with« 

"  This  fell  in  my  f actor-day&k 
Desk-drudge,   slaving  at   Saint  Uavid'a,   cor 

must  game,  or  drink,  or  craze. 
I  chose   gaming :  and,  —  because   your   higb- 

flown  gamesters  hardly  take 
Umbrage  at  a  factor^s  elbow  if  the  factor  pap 

his  stake,  — 
I  was  winked  at  in  a  circle  where  the  oompsBT 

was  choice. 
Captain  This  and  Major  That,  men  Ingh  d 

color,  loud  of  voice. 
Yet  indnlgent,  condescending  to  the  modect 

juvenile 
\MiD  not  merely  risked  but  losthia  hard-earMd 

guineas  with  a  smile. 
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**  DowD  I  aat  tp  cards,  one  evwunff,  —  had  lor 

mv  aiitagoniiit 
vwmeboajr  whoee  mune  *a  a  aeoret  —  yon  *11  know 

why  —  TO,  if  you  list. 
CaU  him  Cook  o'  the  Walk,  my  aearlet  son  of 

Mars  from  head  to  heel  I 
Play  conunenoed  :  and,  whether  Cooky  faneied 

that  a  olerk  must  feel 
Quite  sufficient  honor  come  of  hending  over  one 

green  baize, 
I  the  scribe  with  him  the  warrior,  gnaased  no 

penraaa  dand  to  eaise 
Shadow  of  objection  should  the  honor  stay  but 

playing  ^nd 
More  or  less  abruptly,  —  whether  diAwJined  he 

grew  to  spend 
Practice  strictly  scientific  on  a  booby  bom  to 

a(ax« 
At  —  not  ask  of  —  lace-and-miHes  if  the  hand 

they  hide  pbtys  fair,  — 
Anyhow,  I  marked  a  movement  when  he  bade 

me*  Cut!  ^ 

*'Irose. 
*Snch  the  new  maaceuvre.  Captain f    I'm  a 

novice  ;  knowledge  grows. 
What,  yon  force  a  oard,  yon  eheafc,  8ir  ?  ' 

**  Never  did  a  thunder<*lap 
Cause   emotion,  startle   Tbyaia  locked  witn 

Chloe  in  his  lup^ 
As  my  word  and  mtnre  (down  I  flnng  my 

cards  to  join  the  paok) 
Fired  the  man  of  arms,  whose  visage,  simply 

red  before,  turned  bh^k. 

When  he  fonnd  his  voice,  he  stammered  *  That 
eipression  once  agaui !  * 

**  *'  Well,  you  forced  a  card  and  cheated  I ' 

'' '  Poflsibly  a  faetor*s  brain, 
Bvaied  with  hia  all-important  balance  of  a^ 

counts,  may  deem 
>Veighing  words  snperflnoiaa  trouble :  rAeol  to 

durkly  ears  may  seem 
Jnat  the  joke  for  friends  to  venture:  bat  we 

are  not  f  rieude,  yon  see ! 
When   a  gentleman  is  joked  witli,  —  if  he's 

f^ood  at  renartee, 
lie  lejoina,  as  oo  I  —  Himh,  on  your  kaeea, 

withdraw  in  full ! 
Heg  my  pardon,  or  be  sure  a  kindly  bnllet 

tnrongh  your  skull 
Lets  in  li^t  and  teaches  manner  to  what  biain 

it  finds  !    Choose  qviek  -— 
liave  yoor  life  enuifed  out  or,  kneeling,  pray 

me  trim  yon  eandle*wick !  * 

**  Well,  you  cheated  r 
**Then  ontbroke  a  howl  from  all  the  frioids 

aronnd. 
To  his  feet  smnr  each   in   fnry,   fists  were 

clenched  ana  teeth  were  ground. 
*  End  it  I  no  time  like  the  pn>eent !    Captain, 

vonrs  were  our  disgrace  I 
No  delay,  be|cia  and  finish  I    ^tand  back,  leave 

the  pair  a  space  1 


Let  eivilians  be  instmcted:  henceforth  simply 

ply  the  pen. 
Fly  the  sword!    This  cleik 's  no  swordsman? 

Suit  him  with  a  pistc4,  then  ! 
Even  odds !    A  doaen  pases  'twixt  the  most 

and  least  expert 
Make  a  dwarf  a  giant'a  equal :  nay,  tlis  dwarf, 

if  he  'a  alert, 

hits  the  broader  tafget  I  * 


**  Up  we  stood  aooordingly. 
As  they  handed  roe  the  weapon,  sooh  was  my 

soaPfl  thsxat  to  try 
Then  and  there  eondnsioQa  with  thia  bully, 

tread  on  and  atamp  ont 
Every    spark  of   his  existence,  that,  —  crept 

eloas  ta,  tenrled  about 
By  that  toying  tempting  teasing  fool-forefing«r*B 

middle  joint,  — 
Don^t  yon  gnsss  ?  —  the  trigger  gelded.    Gone 

my  daoee  1  and  at  the  potnt 
Of   such  prime   soeeesk  mofeover:  searoe  an 

inch  abova  hia  head 
Went  my  ball  to  hit  the  wainscot.    He  waa 

living,  I  was  dead. 

'*  Up  he  marched  in  (hiring  taumph  — *twas 

his  ri^t,  mind  ( — np,  within 
Just  an  arm^s  length,    *  nvw,  my  oleikling,' 

chnekled  Coeky  with  »  grin 
As  the  levelled  piece  qnte  touched  me,  *  Now, 

iskr  Conntng-Hoiise,  vepeaS  ' 
That  expression  whieh  I  tola  yoo  proved  bad 

mannersr    Didleheatf 

^*  *  Cheat  yon  did,  yon  knew  yoo  cheated,  and, 

this  moment,  know  as  welL 
As  for  me,  my  homely  breeding  bids  yon  — 

fire  and  go  to  Hell  1 ' 

*^  Twice   the    mnzxle   tonched   my   foMhead. 

HeavT  banel,  flnrned  wrist. 
Either  spoils  a  steady  liftii^.    Thrioe:  then, 

'  Laogh  at  Hell  who  list, 
I    can't!    God*s  no   fable    either.    Did    this 

boy's  eye  wink  once  ?    No ! 
There  ^s  no  standing  him  and  Hell  and  God  all 

three  against  me,  —  ao, 
I  did  cheat  I ' 

*'  And  dtiwn  he  threw  the  pistol,  out  rushed 
-  -  by  the  door 

Poembly,  but.  ae  for  knowledge  if  by  chimney, 
ruof  or  floor. 

He  effected  disappearance  —  I  *11  engage  no 
glance  was  sent 

That  way  by  a  single  atarer,  sneh  a  Uank  aston- 
ishment 

Swallowed  up  their  senses  :  as  fur  qieaking  — 
mate  tney  stood  as  raioe. 

*'  Mote  not  long.  thoa|rh  I    Sneh  reaction,  sneh 

a  hubbub  in  a  tnee ! 
*  Rogoe  and  rascal !    Who*d  have  thoogfat  it? 

WYuU  *fl  to  be  expected  next. 
When  Hia    Majesty's    Commission    aerves    ft 

sharper  aa  pretext 
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For 


.  .  Bat  where  *■    the   need  of 

time  now  ?    Nangrht  requires  delay : 
Paniahment  the  Serrioe  oriee  for :  let  cuegraee 

be  wiped  awar 
Publicly,  in  good  broad   daylifirht  I    Rengii»- 

tion  ?    No,  indeed  I 
Drain  and  fife  moat  play  the  Rocoe  VBiarah, 

rank  and  file  be  free  to  speed 
Tardy  marching  on  the  nvue  s  part  by  appli* 

auce  in  the  rear 
—  Kicks  administered  shall  riifht  this  wronged 

ci\  ilian,  —  never  fear, 
Mistier  Clive,  for—  though  a  clerk — you  bore 

yourself  —  suppose  we  say  — 
Just  as  would  beseem  a  soldier? 


»i « 


First,  one  word !  * 


Gentlemen,  attention  —  pray ! 


tt 


I  passed  each  speaker  ssTerally  in  rsTiew. 
When  I  had  precise  their  number,  names  and 

styles,  ajxl  fully  knew 
Over  whom  my  snpenrisioa  thenceforth  must 

extend,  —  why,  then  — 

**  *"  Some  five  minutes  since,  my  life  lay  —  as  you 

all  saw,  gentlemen  — 
At  the^  mercy  of  your  friend  there.    Not  a 

single  voice  was  raised 
In  arrest  of  judgment,  not  one  tongue  -^  before 

my  powder  biased  -> 
Ventured  ^'€an  it  be  the  youngster  blundered, 

really  seemed  to  mark 
Some  irregular  proceeding  ?    We  conjecture  in 

the  dark, 
(}uessat  random. — still,  for  sake  of  fsir  play 

—  what  if  lor  a  freak. 
In  a  fit  of  absence.  —  such  things  hare  been  I  — 

if  our  friend  proved  weak 

-  -  What  *8   the   phrase  ?  —  corrected  fortune  I 

Look  into  the  case,  at  least !  " 
Who  dared  interpose  between  the  altar's  victim 

and  the  pnest  ? 
Yet  he  spared  me  !    You  eleyen  I    Whosoever, 

all  or  each. 
To  the  disadvantage  of  the  man  who  spared 

me,  utters  speech 

—  To  his  face,  behind  his  back,  — that  speaker 

luM  to  do  with  me : 

Me  who  promise,  if  positions  change  and  mine 
the  chance  should  be, 

Not  to  imitate  your  friend  and  waive  ad- 
vantage !  * 

**  Twenty-fiTe 

Years  ago  this  matter  happened :  and  H  is 
certun,"  added  Olive,  ^ 

^*  Never,  to  my  knowledge,  did  Sir  Cocky  have 
a  single  breath 

Breathed  s^inst  him  :^  lips  were  closed  through- 
out his  life,  or  since  his  death. 

For  if  he  be  dead  or  living  I  can  tell  no  more 
Uian  you. 

All  I  know  is — Cocky  had  one  chance  more; 
how  he  used  it,  —  grew 

Out  of  Roch  nnlucky  habits,  or  relapsed,  and 
back  Again 


Brought  the  late^jeoted   devU  with  a 

more  in  his  train,  — 
That  *sfor  you  to  judge.    Reprieval  I  pracmd, 

at  any  rate. 
Ugh — the  memorjr  of  that  miante^a  fear  nskn 

goosefiesh  nse!    Why  prate 
Longer?    Yon*ve    my    stoty,    there**    yov 

instance :  fear  I  did,  ycm  see !  ** 

"  Well  '*  - 1  hardly  kept  from  langhiiv  -  *  if 

I  see  it,  thanks  must  be 
Wholly  to  your  Lordship's  candor.    Not  that 

—  in  a  common  case  — 

When  a  bully  caught  at  cheating   thrusts  s 

mstol  in  one's  face, 
I  should  under-rate,  believe  me,  sacdi  a  trial  to 

the  nerve ! 
'T  is  no  joke,  at  one-and-twenty,  for  a  youth  to 

stand  nor  swerve. 
Fear  I  naturaUy  look  for  —  unlnas,  of  all  moi 

alive, 
I  am  forced  to  make  ezoeption  when  I  oome  to 

Robert  Clive. 
Since  at  Areot,  Pkssy.  elsewhere,  he  and  desth 

—  the  whole  woiid  knows  — 
Came  to  somewhat  closer  quarters.** 

Quarters?    Had  we  cone  to  bloTt, 
Clive  and  i,  yon  had  not  wondered  —  up  h« 

sprang  so,  out  he  rapped 
Snob  a  round  of  oaths  —  no  matter!    IH  »• 

deavor  to  adapt 
To  our  modem  usage  words  he — well,  *twss 

friendly  license  —  flung 
At  me  like  so  many  fire-balls,  fast  as  he  eould 

wag  his  tongue. 

*'Yon  — a  soldier?    You  — atPhttsy?    Youn 

the  faculty  to  nick 
Instantaneously   occasion    when   year  foe,  if 

lightning-quick , 

—  At   his   mercy,  at  his    maliea, — has 

through  some  stupid  inch 
Undefended  in  your  bulwark  ?    Thos  laid 

—  not  to  flinch 

—  That   needs   courage,    yon  11   eoncede  me. 

Then,  look  here  I    Suppose  the  man. 

Checking  his  advance,  his  weapoa  still  ex- 
tended, not  a  span 

Distant  from  my  temple,  —  cntue  him  I  — quspt- 
ly  had  bade  me,  *  There ! 

Keep  your  life,  calumniator  I  —  worthier  life  I 


freeK  spare : 
Mine  you  freely  would  have  taken  — nnrdcrpd 

me  and  my  good  fame 
Both  at  once  — and  all  the  better!    Gei,  sad 

thank  your  own  bad  aim 
Which  permits  me  to  forgive  you  !  *    What  if. 

with  such  words  as  these, 
He  had  cast  away  his  weapon  ?    How  shouU 

I  have  borne  me^  please  ? 
Nay,  I  '11  spare  you  pains  and  tell 

and  only  this,  remained  — 
Pick  his  weapon  up  and  nse  it  on  mymU.    U 

so  had  sainea 
Sleep  the  eanier,  leaving  England  probably  t» 

pay  on  still 
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Rent  and  taxM  for  half 
Prenchmaa's  will." 


toiant  at  the 


*'  Such  the  turn,**  laid  I,  ''  the  matter  takes 
with  you  ?    Then  I  ahate 

—  No,  hy  not  one  jot  nor  tittle,  —  of  your  act 

my  eadnutte. 
Fear— *I  wiah  I  ooold  detect  there:   eonrafiie 

^  fronts  me,  j^ain  enonirh  — 
Call  it   desperation,  madness  —  nerer  mind  I 

for  here  *s  in  rougrh 
Why,  had  mine  heen  such  a  trial,  fear  had 

OTeroome  disgrace. 
Trne,  disnaee  were  hard  to  hear:   hut  sneh  a 

nisn  against  Qod's  face 

—  None  of  that  for  me.  Lord  Plassy,  since  1  go 

to  chureh  at  times. 
Say  the  creed  my  mother  taoght  me  1    Many 

yean  in  foreign  dimes 
Rab  some  marks  away — not  all,  though  !    We 

poor  sinneis  reach  lif  e*s  brink. 
Overlook    what   rolls   beneath   it,  recklessly 

enough,  bat  think 
There  *s  aarantage  in  what  *s  left  as  — groond 

to  stand  on,  time  to  call 
*  Lord,  have  mercy  I  *  ere  we  topple  over  —  do 

not  le^,  that  *s  all !  ** 

Oh,  he  made  no  answer,  rs-«baorbed  into  his 

cload.    I  caught 
Something  like  **  Yes  —  courage :   only  liiols 

wiU  caU  it  foa.*." 

If  aught 
Comfort  you.  my  great  unhappy  hero  CliTC,  in 

that  I  neura. 
Next  week,  how  ycrar  own  hand   dealt   you 

doom,  and  uttered  iust  the  word 
**  Fearfalljr  courageous  1 "  —  this,  be  sure,  and 

nothin|r  else  I  groaned. 
I  *m   no   Chve,  nor   paiaon   either :     CHtc** 

worst  deed  —  we  *11  hope  condoned. 


mul£ykeh 

Ir  a  stranger  passed  the  tent  of  Hdseyn,  he 
■  *  A  ohuri's  I  *' 


Or  hAply  **  God  help  the  man  whe  has  neither 

ssJt  nor  bread !  ** 
'-  **  Nay,**  would  a  friend  exclaim,  **  he  needs 

nor  pily  nor  aeom 
More  than  who  spends  small  thought  on  the 

shore-sand,  picking  pearls, 
—  Holds  bat  in  light  esteem  the  seed-sort, 

bears  instead 
On  his   breast   a   moon-like  prise,  some  orb 

which  of  night  makes  mom. 

'*  What  if  no  flocks  and  herds  enrich  the  son  of 

»hiAa? 
They  went  when  his  tribe  was  mulet,  ten  thou- 

sand  camels  the  due. 
Blood-value  paid  perforee  for  a  murder  done  of 

old. 
*  C)od  K^re  them,  let  them  go !  But  never  since 

time  began. 


MuMykeh,  peerleat  mare,  owned  master  the 

match  of  you. 
And  you  are  my  prise,  my  Peari :    I  laugh  at 
*s  land  and  gold  1 ' 


men' 


titt. 


'  So  in  the  pride  of  his  soul  laughs  U^yn  ^ 
and  right,  I  say. 

Do  the  ten  steeds  run  a  race  of  glory  ?  Out- 
stripping all. 

Ever  Muleyken  stands  first  steed  at  the  yietor*a 
staff. 

Who  started,  the  owner's  hope,  gets  shamed 
and  named,  that  day. 

'Silenee,*  or,  hwt  but  one,  is  'The  Cuffed,*  as 
we  use  to  call 

Whom  the  _paddock*s  lord  thrusts  forth* 
Right,  H^yn,  I  say,  to  lai«h  I  ** 

'*  Boasts   he   MuMykeh    the    Peari  f*'     the 

stranger  repliee :  *'  Be  sure 
On  him  I  waste  nor  scorn  nor  pity,  but  laTkh 

both 
On  Duhl  the  son  of  Sheybdn,  who  witheiu 

away  in  heart 
For  envy  of   U4ee3m*s  luck.     8aoh 

admits  no  cure. 
A  certain  poet  has  sung,  and  sealed  the 

with  an  oath, 
'For  the  Tulgar  — flocks  and   herds  1      The 

Peari  is  a  prias  apart.*  ** 


Lo,  Duhl  the  son  el  Sheybaa  eomee  ridh«  to 

Hos4yn*s  tent, 
And  he  caste  his  ssddle  down,  and  entan  and 

*' Peace  I '*  bids  he. 
'*  Yon  are  poor,  I  know  the  causa :  my  plenty 

shall  mend  the  wrong. 
*Tis  said  of  year  Pearl— the  price  of  a  hon- 

dred  craiels  spent 
In  her  parehase  were  searoe  ill  paid  :  audi  prn- 

dence  is  far  from  me 
Who  proffer  a   thouaand.      Speak  I      Long 

pariey  may  laat  too  long.** 


a  many, 
oospnag  ec 


Hdseyn,  *' Yoa  feed  yoai« 

of  famous  breed. 
Slit-eared,  unUemiabed,  fat, 

Mdxennem: 
There  stomblea  no  weak-eyed  she  in  the  line 

as  it  dimbe  the  hill. 
But  I  Wre  MnMykeh*s  fsee:  her  forefront 

whitena  indeed 
like  a  yeUowish  waTe*s  cream  erect.     T 

camels  —  go  gsse  on  them  I 
Her  fetlock  is  foam-splashed  too.     Myself 

the  richer  stiU.'* 


A  year  goes  by :  lo,  back  to  the  teat 

rides  Duhl. 
**  You  are  o|Mn-hearted,  ay— motst-haaded^fl 

Tery  prince. 
Why  shoold  I  speak  of  aabf    Be  tfw  amOT 

your  simple  gift  I 
My  son  is  pined  to  death  lor  Imv  beaolys  m^ 

wife  promote  *  Fool, 
Beg  for  Us  sdEe  the  Ptadl    te  God  tbe 

rewardi>r.  since 
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God  pays  debts  seven  for  one :  who  aqnatiden 
on  Him  shows  thrift/  '\ 

Said  Hdseyn.  **  God  gives  each  roan  one  life, 

like  a  lamp,  then  gives 
That  hunp  due  measure  of  oil :  lamp  ligrhted  — 

hold  high,  wave  wide 
Its  comfort  for  others  to  share  I  once  quench 

it,  what  help  is  left  ? 
The  oil  of  your  lamp  is  your  son  :  I  shine  while 

Mul^ykeh  lives. 
Would  I  beg  your  son  to  cheer  my  dark  if 

Mul^ykeh  died  ? 
It  is  life  against  life :    what  good  avails  to  the 

life-bereft  ?  " 

Another  year,  and— hilt  I     What  craft  is  it 

I>uhl  designs  ? 
He  alights  not  at  the  door  of  the  tent  as  he  did 

last  time, 
But,  creeping  behind,  he  gropes  his  stealthy 

way  by  the  trench 
Half<round  till  he  finds  the  flap  in  the  folding, 

for  night  combines 
With    tlie  robber  —  and  such    is   he :    Duhl, 

covetoos  up  to  crime, 
Must  wring  from  Hdaeyn's  grasp  the  Pearl,  by 

whatever  the  wrench. 

*"  He  was  hnxu^r-bitten,  I  heard :  I  tempted 

with  half  mv  store, 
And  a  ^he  wm  all  my  thanks.    Is  he  generous 

uke  Spring  dew  ? 
Account  the  fault  to  me  who  chaffered  with 

such  an  one ! 
He  has   kiUed^  to  feast  chance  comers,  the 

creature  he  rode :  nay,  more  — 
For  a  couple  of  singing-girls  his  robe  has  he 

torn  in  two : 
I  will  beg !  ^  Tet  I  nowise  gained  by  the  tale  of 

my  wife  and  son. 
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I  swear  by  the  Holy  House,  my  head  will 

I  never  wash 
TiU  I  filch  his  Pearl  away.    Fair  deaHng  I 

tried,  then  guile. 
And  now  I  resort  to  force.     He  said  we  must 

live  or  die : 
Let  him  die,  then,  —  let  me  live  I    Be  bold  — 

bnt  not  too  rash  I 
I  liave  found  me  a  peeping^plaoe :   breast,  bury 

your  breathing  while 
I  explore  for  m3rself  I     Now,   breathe  !      He 

deceived  me  not,  the  spy  ! 


ti 


As  he  said  —  there  lies  in  peace  H^eyn  — 

how  happy  I     Beside 
Stands  tethered  the  Pearl :   thrice  winds  her 

headstall  about  his  wrist : 
*T  is  therefore  he  sleeps  so  sound  —  the  moon 

through  the  roof  reveals. 
And,  loose  on  his  left,  stands  too  that  other, 

known  far  and  wide, 
Buh^yseh,  her  sbter  bom  :  fleet  is  she  yet  ever 

niL«ised 
The  winning  tail*s  fi1^B<■flash  a-stream  past  the 

thunderous  heels. 


"  No  less  she  stands  saddled  and  bridled,  tkie 

second,  in  case  some  thief 
^Should  enter  and  seize  and  fly  with  the  firat,  u 

I  mean  to  do. 
What  then?     The  Peari  is  the  Peul:  once 

mount  her  we  both  escape.^* 
Through  the  skirt-fold  in  glides  DnhL,  —  so  a 

serpent  disturbs  no  leaf 
In  a  bush  as  he  parts  the  twigs  entwiiiittg  a  nest : 

dean  through. 
He  is  noiselessly  at  his  work :  as  he  plaBiied,b.« 

performs  the  rape. 

He  has  set  the  tent-door  wide,  haa  buckled  tb* 

girth,  has  cUpped 
The  headstall  away  from  the  wrist  he  leaves 

thrice  bound  ss  before, 
He  spriiiga  on  the  Pearl,  is  launched  on  tk« 

desert  like  bolt  from  bow. 
Up  starts  our  plundered  man :  from  hii  breast 

though  tne  heart  be  ripped. 
Yet  his  mmd  has  the  mastery:    behold,  b  a 

minute  more. 
He  is  out  and  off  and  away  on  Buh^yneh,  whoK 

worth  we  know  I 

And  H(Sseyn  —  his  blood  tama  flame,  he  has 

learned  long  since  to  ride. 
And  Buh^yneh  does  her  part,  —  they  gain— 

the}'  are  gaining  fast 
On  die  fugitive  pair,  and  Duhl  haa  Ed-Dimj 

to  cross  and  quit. 
And  to  reach  the  ndge  £l-SabAn,  —  no  safet-i 

till  that  be  ■pied! 
And  Buh^yseh  is,  bound  by  boand,  but  a  hcvM^ 

length  off  at  last. 
For  the  I^ri  has  missed  the  imp  of  the  b«rl. 

the  touch  of  the  bit. 

She  shortens  her  stride,  she  chafes  at  her  ridt^ 

the  strange  and  queer: 
Buh^yseh  is  mad  with  hope —  beatsiater  shr 

shall  and  must. 
Though  Duhl,  of  the  hand  and  heel  so  clnm«T. 

she  has  to  thank. 
She  b  near  now,  nose  by  tail  —  they  are  neck 

by  croup — joy  !  fear ! 
Wliat  folly  makes  H<$8eyn  shout  ^Do^  Dnhl 

Danmed  son  of  the  Dost, 
Touch  the  right  ear  and  prssa  with  yoco'  fix: 

my  Peari's  left  flank  1  '* 

And  Duhl  was  wise  at  the  word,  and  Mol^vkek 

as  prompt  perceived 
Who  was  urging  redoubled  pace,  and  to  hear 

hira  was  to  obey. 
And  a  leap  indeed  gave  she,  and  evaoishrd 

forevermore. 
And  Hdseyn  looked  one  long  last  look  as  wK 

all  bereaved. 
Looks,  fain  to  follow  the  dead  so  far  an  the  h^  • 

ingmay : 
Then  he  turned  Buh4yaeh*a  neck  slofw  hoxcf- 

ward,  weeping  sors. 

And,  lo,  in  the  sunrise,  still  sat  H^aeya  v|^ ' 
the  ground 
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Wecpitw:  and  nelKkbon  came,  tb» 
ofB^iiu-AaiUl 

In  tlie  vale  of  greea  Er-RsM,  and  t^f^  qnea* 
tionud  him  of  his  grief  t 

And  he  told  from  first  to  last  now,  serpent-Ukef 
Duhl  had  wound 

His  way  to  the  uest,  and  how  Dnhl  lode  like  an 
ape,  so  bad  1 

And  how  Buh^yseh  did  wooden,  yet  Pearl  re- 
mained with  the  thief. 

And  they  jeend  him,  one  and   all :    **  P«Mr 

Hmeyn  is  crazed  past  kope  ! 
U4»w  else  had  he  wreu^ht  hiaMelf  his  rain.  In 

furtnne*s  spite  ? 
To  hnve  simply  held  the  tengne  were  a  task  lor 

boy  or  girl. 
And  here  were  MaMykeb  again,  the  eyed  like 

an  antelope. 
The  child  of  hw  heart  by  day,  the  wife  el  hit 

breast  by  night  1  **  — 
**And  the   beaten  in   speed!"  wept  H6seyn. 

'^  Yon  never  have  lored  ray  PVarl.'* 
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Prtnu  Aponensitt  —  there  was  a  ntagiciaa  ! 
When  that  strange  adventwe  happened,  which 

I  ni»*au  to  tell  my  hearers, 
Nearly  had  he  tried  aU  tradea  —  beade  physi* 

cian. 
Arehiteot,  astfooonert  astraloger,  — « or  wane : 
How  else,  a<4  the  old  books  warvant,  wna  be  able, 
All  at  once,  throUKh  all  the  world,  to  prove  the 

promptest  of  appearen 
Where  was  prince  to  curs,  tewer  to  build  as 

high  as  Babel, 
biar  t4  mime  or  sky-^ign  read,  — jret  peueh,  for 

pains,  a  oarse  ? 

—  Curse :    for    wh«n    a   vagrant,  —  footsore, 

traveUtattered, 
Now  a  yonnjr  man.  now  an  old  man,  Turk  or 

Arab,  Jew  or  Uypey,  — - 
Proffer.'d  folk  in  passing -— Ob«  for  pay,  what 

nutterod  ?  — 
**I*11  be  doct4»r,   I  Ml  Dlay  boikler,  star  1*11 

naan^ — sign  read!" 
Soon  as  prince  was  cured,  tower  built,  and  fate 

pKMiictiKU 
'*  Who    may  yon  be?'*    came  the  question; 

when  he  answered  **  Petrma  ip$t,*'' 
*  Just   as    we    divined  T'    eried    folk-**  A 

wretch  convicted 
Long  ago  of  dealing  with  the  devil — yon  in- 
deed I " 

S<>,  they  cursed  him  roundly,  all  his  lakor*s  pay- 
ment. 

Motioned  hin  —  the  eonvaleesent  priaoe  wonld 
—  to  vacate  the  prmence  : 

liahyUniaas  ploeked  hia  beard  and  tors  his  ra»> 
nient, 

Drove  him  from  that  townr  he  hnilt :  while, 
had  h**  peered  at  stars. 

Town  howled  *'  eitoim  the  qviek  whoatylss  oar 
I>og-star  —  hirius !  ** 


Country  yelled  '*  Aroint  the  chnrl  who  prophe- 
sies we  take  no  pleasanee 

Under  vine  and  fig-tree,  since  the  year  *a  diriiri* 
ous, 

Bears  no  eropof  any  kind,  — all  through  the 
planet  Mars !  *' 

Stmigktway  would  the  whikoi  yonagster  grow 

agrisard. 
Or,  as  GNse  might  hap^  the  hoary  eld  drop  off 

and  show  a  striphag. 
Town  and   eonntry  groaned  —  indebted  to  a 

wizard  I 
**Cune— nay,  kiek  and  e«ff  kim~  fit  r«|nital 

of  his  pains  I 
Chntitnde  in  word  or  deed  wen  wasted  truly  I 
Rather  make  the  Church  amends  by  orying  out 
ping,  ciipnling 


One  who,  on  pretense  ol  sis  f  il^  many  serves 

daly 
Man's  arch  foe :  not  ours,  be  anrs,  but  batan's 

-*  hia  the  gnina !  *' 

Peter   grinned  and  bore  it,  such  disgraceful 


Somehow,  cuffs  and  kicks  and  ouaaes  seem  or- 
dained his  Kke  to  suffer  : 

Prophet  *s  pay  with  Christians,  now  as  in  the 
Jews'  ags. 

Still  is  —  stoning :  so,  he  meekly  teok  his  wage 
and  went, 

—  Safe  again  was  found  enasonoed  in  tlMoe  old 
quartern, 

Padua^s  blackest  blindest  by-street4  •*•  none  the 
worsff,  nny,  aoosswhat  tougher  r 

*' Calculating, "quoth  he,  ^'seon  1  join  the  mar- 
tyrs. 

Since,  who  magnify  my  lore  en  bniwing  me  are 
bent."  1 

Therefore,  on  a  certain  evening,  to  hii  alley 
Peter  skink,  dQ  bniispd  and  bnken,  aors  in 


Just 


body,  sick  in  spirit, 
fronn  Cairo 
galley 


escaped 

ealley 


iHiera  he  lannehed  a 
nor  help  of  wind 


Needing  neither  aaib  nor 
or  tide, 

—  Needing  but  the  fume  of  five  to  set  »4 ying 

Wheels  like  mad  which  uhiriMd  yotk  quick  — 
North,  Sewtfa,  when'er  yea  pleased  re- 
quire it,  — 

That  is —  wonld  have  done  ao  had  not 


come  prying. 
Broke  kis  engine  np  and  haerinadnsd  Um  be- 
side. 

As  he  reached  his  lodging,  stopped  there  unmo- 
lested, 

(Neighbors  feared  him,  urchins  fled  him,  few 
were  bold  enevh  to  follow) 

While  his  fumbling  nngers  tried  the  lock  and 
tested 

Onee  again  the  queer  key*s  virtne,  oped  the  snt 
len  door,  — 

Some  one  pineked  hia  sleeve,  eried,  ^* 
pray  your  pardon  I 


90O 


DRAMATIC  IDYLS 


Grant  a  word  to  me  wlio  patient  wait  7011  in 

your  arehway^s  hollow  I 
liord  on  yon  men's  huarts  are:  be  not  your 

heart  hard  on 
Me  who  kiw  yonr  garment's  hem,  O  Lord  of 

magio  lore  I 

^  Mage — lay  I,  who  no  leee,  aooming  tittle-tat- 
tle, 
To  the  Tnlgar  give   no  eredenoe  when   they 

prate  of  Peter's  magio, 
I>eem  his  art  brews  tempest,  hurts  the  crops 

and  cattle, 
Hinders  fowls  from  laying  eggs  and  worms  from 

spiunine  silk, 
Kdes  u^n  a  he-goat,  moacts  at  need  a  broom- 

stick  : 
While  the  price  he  pajrs  for  this  (so  turns  to 

comic  what  was  tragic) 
Is  —  he  may  not  drink  —  dreads  like  the  Day 

of  Doom's  tick  — 
One  poor  drop  of  sostenance  ordained  mere  men 

—  that's  milk! 

**  Tell  suck  tales  to  Padua !    Think  me  no  such 

dulUudI 
Not  from  these  benighted  parts  did  I  deriTC  my 

breath  and  bemg ! 
I  am  from  a  land  whose  cloudless  skies  are 

colored 
Livelier,  suns  orb  largelier,  airs  seem  incense, 

—  while,  on  earth  -" 

Wliat,  instead  of  grass,  our  fingers  and  our 

thumbs  cull, 
Proyes  true   moly!   sounds  and  sights  there 

help  the  body's  hearing.  s^Hiiug, 
Till  the  soul  grows  godlike :  brief,  —  yon  front 

no  nnnttkull 
Shaminjir  by  ineptitude  the  Greece  that  gave 

him  birth  I 

"Mark  within  my  eye  its  iris  mystic-let- 
tered— 

That 's  my  name  I  and  noto  my  ear — its  swan- 
shaped  cavity,  my  emblem  I 

Mine 's  the  swan-like  nature  bom  to  fiy  unfet- 
tered 

Over  land  and  sea  in  search  of  knowledge  — 
food  for  song. 

Art  deniud  the  vulgar  I  Geese  grow  fat  on 
barlejr. 

Swans  require  ethereal  provend,  nndesirons  to 
resemble  'em  — 

Soar  to  seek  ApoUo  —  favored  with  a  parley 

Such  as.  Master,  you  grant  me  —  who  will  not 
hold  you  long. 

'*  Leave  to  learn  to  sing  —  for  that  your  swan 

petitions: 
Master,  who  possess  the  secret,  say  not  nay  to 

snch  a  suitor  1 
All  I  ask  is  —  blees  mine,  purest  of  ambitions  I 
Grant  me  leave  to  make  my  kind  wise,  free, 

and  happy  1    Ho^  ? 
Just  by  making  me  —  as  you  are  mine  --  their 

model  ! 
Geese  have  Roose-thouKrhts :  make  a  swan  their 

tencher  flnt,  then  coadjatM^  — 


Let  him  introduce  swan-nodous  to  aaeh  Bod> 

die.— 
Geese  will  soon  grow  swans,  and  OMm  beeusr 

what  I  am  now ! 

"That's  the  only  magic— had  but  fools  diii- 
oemment, 


Could  they  probe  and  pass  into  the 

the  soft  and  seeming  I 
Teach  me  such  true  magic  — now,  mad  no  ad- 
journment I 
Teach  your  art  of  making  foob  sabaerve  tbr 

man  of  mind  I 
Magic  is  the  power  we  men  of  mind  abonld 

practice, 
Draw  fools  to  become   cur  dmdg«B  —  dodlr 

henceforth,  never  dreaming  — 
While  they^  do  our  heats  for  fancied  gain  —  tbr 

fact  is 
What  thev  toU  and  moil  to  get  provaa  &faf- 

hood :  truth 's  behind  I 

"See  now  I  yon  conceive  some  iabrio  —  say,  a 

mansion 
Meet  for  monarch's  pride  and  pleaanre  :  this '» 

truth  —  a  thought  has  fired  yon, 
Bfade  you  fain  to  give  some  cramped  cuiicctn 

•zpaasion, 
Put  yonr  f aonlty  to  proof,  fulfil  yimr  ratnr-'' 

task. 
First  you  fascinate  the  monaieh*a  self :  hm  te- 

cies 
He  it  was  devised  the  schema  yonazeevta  as  br 

inspired  you: 
He  in  turn  sets  slaving  insignifieanoea 
Toiling,  moiling  till  vour  straetnre  atands  ihtr^ 

—  all  you  aak  1 

**  Soon  the  monarch  '0  known  for  what  1m  wsi 

—  a  ninny : 

Soon  the  rabble-rout  leave  labor,  take  their 

work-day  wage  and  vanish : 
Soon  the  late  puffed  bladder,  priokad,  shows 

lank  and  skinny  — 
'Who  was  its  infiator?'  ask  we,  'wboK  ib» 

giant  lungs ' 
Petri  en  pulmanet!    What  though  msai  ptwr 

ingrates? 
Let  them  — so  they  stop  at  cmctfizion  —  baffet. 

ban  and  banish! 
Peter's  power 's  apparent :  human  pvaiae  —  tti 

din  grates 
Harsh  r»  blame  on  ear  nnused  to  ansht  ssrv 

angels'  tongues. 

"  Ay,  there  have  been  always,  since  oar  worU 

existed. 
Mages  who  possessed  the  secret  —  needed  bat  t* 

stand  still,  fix  eye 
On  the  foolish  mortal :  straight  was  he  ealist'^ 
boldier,  scholar,  servant,  sbive  —  no  matter  ivv 

the  style  I  ^ 
Only    through    Ulosion ;   ever    what    oac^H<J 

profit  — 
Loveorluere — justified  obedience  to  the  Jf* 

fiixi : 
Work  done  —  palace  reared  from 

to  soffit  — 
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Was  it  struim  if  buildan  smalt  out  eheatiBg 
aU  the  whUe  f 

**  Let  them  pelt  and  poand,  bnuae,  hray  yoa  in 

Amoriarl 
What  *s  the  odds  to  yon  who  seek  reward  of 

qnite  another  nature  ? 
Yoa  *ve  enrolled  your  name  where  sages  of 

Tour  lort  are, 
- '  Michael  of  Constantinople,  Hans  of  Halber- 

stadt  I 
Nay  and  were  you  namelew,  still  you  Ve  your 

oonviotion 
Yon  it  was  and  only  you  — what  signifies  the 

nomenclature  r  — 
Ruled  the  world  in  fact,  though  how  you  ivled 

be  fiction 
Fit  for  fools  :  true  wisdom*s  magie  yoa~if 

e*er  man  —  had  *tl 

**  But  perhaps  you  ask  me,  *  Since  each  igno- 
ramus 
\Miile  he  profits  by  sneh  magio  perseentes  the 

benefaetor, 
What  should  I  expect    but  —  once  I  render 

famous 
Yoa  as  Miohael«  Hans,  and  Peter — just  one 

ingrate  more  ? 
If  the  vnlgsr  prove  thus,  whatsoeW  the  pelf 

be, 
Ponehed  tlirongh  my  benefioenoe — and  diMHa 

me  duneeonedj  chained,  or  racked,  or 
Fairly  bufnea   outnght  —  how   grateful  .will 

yourself  be 
When,  his  secret  gained,  you  mateh  yoar— 

master  just  before  ?  * 

**  That  *s  where  I  await  yoo  I    Please,  revert  a 

IttUel 
Whnt  do  folk  report  abont  yon  if  not  this  — 

which,  though  ohimerie. 
Still,  as  fienrative,  suits  you  to  a  tittle  — 
Th»t,  —  althoogh  the  elements  obey  your  nod 

and  wink, 
Fmdes  or  flowers  the  herb  yon  chance  to  smile 

or  sigh  at. 
While  yoor  frown  bids  earth  quake  palled  by 

obscuration  atmospheric,  -~ 
Brief,  although  thivugh  nature  naught  resiits 

yonrjuit, 
T*here  \  vet  one  poor  substance  mocks  jron  — 

milk  you  may  not  drink  1 

*■  *  Fiicvratiye  language !    Take  mT  explanation  I 
Knme  with  fear,  and  hate  with  homage,  these 


Tonr  art  prooures  in  plenty, 
's  01 


AU  's  bat  daily  dry  bread :   what  makes  moist 

the  ration? 
Love,  the  milk  that  sweetens  man  his  meal  — 

alas,  you  lack  : 
i  juu  he  who,  since  he  fears  yon  not,  can  love 

jrou. 
I  ^uvf  M  bom  of  heart  not  mind,  de  eorde  natus 

kamd  dt  menu ; 
^Fouch  my  heart  and  love  *s  yours,  sure  as  shines 

above  yon 
San  by  day  and  star  by  night  though  earth 

shoold  go  to  wrack  I 


*' Stage  by  stage  yoa  lift  me— kiss  by  kiss  I 

hallow 
Whose  but  your  dear  hand  my  helper,  ponetnal 

as  at  each  new  impolse 
I  approach  my  aim  f    Sliell  chipped,  the  eaglet 

callow 
Needs  a  parent's  pinion-posh  to  quit  the  eyrie's 

edge: 
But  once  f airiy  laonehed  forth,  denlien  of  ether. 
While  each  effort  sunward  bios  the  blood  more 

freely  through  esch  limb  poise. 
Sure  the  parent  feels,  as  ffa.y  they  soar  together. 
Fully  are  all  pains  repaid  when  love  redeems 

its  pledge  I '' 

Then  did  Peter's  tristful  visage  fightan  some- 
what, 
Vent  a  watei)  smile  as  thooi^  inveterate  nris- 

trust  were  thnwinff. 
^*  Well,  who  knows  ?  "  he  slow  broke  Mlenoe. 

**  Mortals  —  oome  what 
Gome  there  may  -—are  still  the  dopes  of  hope 

there  's  luck  in  store. 
Many  scholars  seek  me,  premise  moonts  and 

marvels : 
Here  stand  I  to  witness  how  they  step  *twizt 

me  and  olapper^ilawing  1 
Dry  broad,— that  I've  gaSoed  me:  truly  I 

should  starve  else : 
Hot  of  milk,  no  drop  was  mine  I    Well,  shoAe 

cards  once  more  I " 

At    the  word  of    promioe  thns  implied,  our 

stranger-— 
What  can  he  but  oast  his  arms,  in  mpture  of 

embrace,  round  Peter  ? 
*'Hohll  Idiokel"  themagegmnte.    *'ShaU 

I  in  the  manger 
Any  longer  play  the  deg?    Appreoeh,  my  ealf, 

and  feed  I 
Berne  .  .  .  won't  yen  wait  for  giooe  f  "     Bat 

sudden  incense 
Wool-whit«,  serpent-eolid.  onried  op— perfume 

growing  sweet  and  sweeter 
Till  it  reached  the  yoong  man's  nose  aad  seemed 

to  win  sense 
Soul  and  all  from  out  his  brain  throogh  nostril: 

yes,  indeed  I 

Plessntlythe  young   man  robbed  his   eyes. 

"  Where  am  I  ? 
Too  mach  bother  over  books  I    Some  reverie 

has  proved  amnsimr. 
What  did  PMer  prate  of  ?    'FWith,  my  brow  is 

clammy  I 
How  mv  head  throbs,  how  my  heart  thumpe ! 

Can  it  be  I  swooned? 
Oh,  I  spoke  my  speech  oot  ^cribbed    from 

Plato's  trsetate. 
Dosed  him  with  "  the  Fair  and  Good,*  swore  — 

Dog  of  £gypt  —  I  was  choosing 
Plato's  way  to  serve  men  1    What 's  the  hoar  ^ 

Exact  eight  1 
HooM  now,  and  to-motiow  novor  mind  how 

Plato  moonedl 


'*Peter  has  the 
prod  nets 


I 


and  Good  are 
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(2So  he  «aifi)  of  Fool  aaid  £vil :  one  must  bring 

to  pass  tlie  other. 
Just  aa   poisons  grow    dnifss,   steal    thfongli 

sundry  odd  duoto 
Doetoni  name,  fwd  nltbnataly  issue  safe  and 

changed. 
You  'd    Hboliah    poiaoos,  treat   disease    with 

dainties 
fc>uoh  as  suit  the  sound  aad  saiie  ?    With  all 

such  kjfik^awB  vain  you  pother  i 
Arsenic 's  the  stuff  puts  loroe  into  the  faint 

ejres. 
Opium  sets  the  btain  to  rights — by  oark  and 

care  deranged. 

*'What,  he 's  sale  within  door  ? — would  escape 

—  no  question  — 

Thanks,  sinoe  tkianks  and  more  I  owe,  and 

mean  to  pay  in  time  befitting. 
What    most    pi^esses  now    is  —  sf ter    night*s 

digestion, 
Peter,  of  thy  precepts  1  —  promptest  practioe  of 

the  same. 
Let  me  Bee  1    The  wise  man,  first  of  all,  soona 

riches : 
Bat  to  soom  them  most  obtain  them:  none 

believes  in  his  permitting 
Gold  to  lie  uagathered:  who  picks  up,  then 

pitches 
Odd  away  ^  philoeophiies :  none  disputes  htfe 

claim. 

**  So  with  worldly  honors :  't  is  by  abdicating, 

lucontostably  lie  proves  he  could  have  kept  the 
crown  discarded. 

Sulla  cuts  a  figim*,  leaving  off  dictating : 

Simpletons  Inud  nrivste  life  ?  *  The  grapes  are 
sour/  laugii  we. 

So,  again  --  but  why  continue  ?  All  'a  tumultu- 
ous 

Here:  my  head  *s  a-whiri  with  knowledge. 
Speedilv  shall  be  rewarded 

He  who  taught  me  I  Greeks  prove  ingrates  ? 
So  insult  you  us  ? 

When  your  teaching  bean  its  firstrfruits,  Peter 

—  wait  and  see  I  " 

As  the  word,   the  deed  proved;   ere  a  brief 

year'H  paHsago, 
Fop  —  that  fool  he  made  the  jokes  on  —  now  he 

made  the  jokes  for.  gratia : 
Hunks  —  that  hoarder,  long  left  lonely  in  hie 

crass  age  — 
Found  now  one  appreciative  deferential  frioid ! 
Powder-palnt-and-patch,  Hag  Jezebel  —  recov- 
ered. 
Strange  to  sav,  the  power  to  please,  got  oourt- 

Hhip  till  she  oned  Jam  satis  ! 
Fop  be-flattered.  Hunks  be-friended.  Hag  be- 

kiv^red  — 
Nobody  oVrlooked,  save  Grod — he  soon  attained 

ins  end. 

Aa  he  lounged  at  eaae  one  morning  in  his  villa, 
(Hag^M  the  dowry)  estimated  (Himks*  bequest) 

his  coin  in  coffer. 
Mused  on  how  a  foors  good  word  (Fop^s  word) 

could  fill  a 


boeinl  oirole  with  his  praise,  pransoCe 

of  mark,  — 
All  at  once  —  "  An  old  friend  fain  would 

your  Hiri»nf>ss  1  *' 
There  stood  Peter,  skeleton   tmd 

plain  writ  Pki'doHO'pher 
In  the  woe-worn  face  —  for  jnllouiw— aisl  drr 


Parchment  —  with  a  pair  of  oyea      one  hq>e 
their  feeble  spark. 

"  Did  I  oounael  rightly  f    Have  yon,  in  a^ 

cordance, 
I^PDspered  greatly,  dear  my  pupil  t    Sure,  at 

just  the  stage  I  find  you. 
When  your  hand  may  diuw  me  forth  from  th« 

mad  war^Unce 
Savages  are  leading  round  your  master  —  dews. 

not  dead. 
Padua  wants  to  bum  me :  balk  them,  let  lue 

finger 
Life  out  —  rueful  though  ito  remmuii — hid  b 

some  aafe  hold  behind  you ! 
Prostrate  here  I  lie :  quick,  help  with  bat  s 

finger 
Lest  I  house  in  safety^s  self  —  a  tomhatoinie  o'er 

my  head  I 

*'  Lodging,  bite  and  sup,  with  —now  and  thn — 

a  copper 
-*  Alms  for  any  poorer  still,  if  snoli  there  be,  — 

is  all  my  asking. 
Take  me  for  your  bedesman,  —  nay,  H  yon  think 

proper. 
Menial  merely, — such  my  perfeet  paasaoB  fvr 

repose  I 
Yes,  from  out  your  plenty  Peter  crav«a  a  pr 

—  Leave  to  thaw  his  frozen  hands  befforr  xi  - 
fire  whereat  you  ^re  busking  I 

Double  though  your  debt  were,  grant  this  bc«« 
—  remittanee 

He  proclaims  of  obligatiou :  't  is  hinaaelf  th^* 
owes  I 

^*  Venerated  Master  —  can  it  be,  sneh  treatmt  :.- 
Learning  meets  with,  nuigic  fails  to  gunrd  }f 

from,  by  all  appearaoee  ? 
Strange  I    for,    as   yon   entered,  —  what     th' 

famous  feat  meant, 
I  was  full  of,  —*  why  jrou  reared  that  fabrv 

Padua's  boast. 
Nowise  for  man^s  pride,  man's  pleasure,  ti  : 

you  slyly 
Raise  it,  but  man's  seat  of  rule  wherrbry  ti- 

world  should  soon  have  eh 


(Happy  world)  from  such  a  rout  aa  now  ao  yiW '. 
Huidles  you —  and  hampers  me,  for  wlmi 
grieve  the  most, 

"  Sinee  if  it  got  wind  yon  now  were  my  faatil  . 
How  could  I  protect  you  — nay,  defend  m^'^ 
against  the  rabble  ? 


Wait  until  the  mob,  now 


rs,  willy-« 


Servante  as  they  should  be:  then  has  rimtitzc- 

fnllphiyf 
Surely  this  experience  shows  how  uuhefittinf 
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^T  U  that  mindft  like  mine  abould  rut  in  easB 
aud  plenty.    Geese  luay  grabble, 

Gorfft,  ana  keep  Um  Kround:  bat  swam  are 
soon  for  qiattin|jr 

Kartbly  fare  —  as  fain  would  I,  jHiur  swan,  if 
taught  the  way. 

**'  Teach  me,  then,  to  lule  m«ii»  hava  them  at 

my  pleasure  I 
Solely  for  their  good,  of  oonne, — impart  a 

secret  worth  rewarding, 
Sinee    the    proper    life's -priaa  J      TarttahM*a 

treasure 
Aught  beaide  provea,  vanishfiB,  and  leaTea  no 

trace  at  all. 
Wait  awhile,  nor  prmn  for  payment  prema* 

tnrely  I 
Over-haeta  defrauds  you.     Thaaks  I  siaoe,  — 

even  whUe  I  speak^  —  discarding 
Sloth  and  vaia  delignta,  I  learn  how  —  swiftly, 

surely  — 
Magio  swaqrs  the  sceptre,  wears  the  oiown  and 


)  swajB  uie  sceptre, 
wields  the  ball ! 


**  (r»nt>  again  —  what,  is  he  ?  *Faith,  he  *a  soon 

di-Hpused  of  I 
Peter*s  precepts  work  alreadyi  pat  within  my 

lump  their  leaven  ! 
Ay,  we  needs  nuist  doo  glove  woald  we  ploek 

the  rose  —  doff 
Silken  ganiMiit  would  we  climb  the  tree  and 

take  its  fruit. 
Why  sharp  thora«  rough  rind  ?    To  keep  on* 

violated 
Either  prise  1    We  garland  na,  we  meant  from 

earth  to  feast  in  heaven. 
Just  beeanw  exist  what  once  we  estimated 
llindraneea  whieh.  better  tanght,  as  helps  we 

■•w  oompnte. 

'*  Foolishly  I  tamed  disgusted  from  my  fel* 

lows  I 
Pita  of  ignorance  —  to  fill,  and  heaps  of  preju- 

diee  —  to  level  — 
Multitudes  in  motley,  whites  and  blaoks  and 

yellows  — 
What  a  hopelefls  task  it  seemed  to  diwipliue 

the  host  I 
Now  I  see  my  error.     Vices  act  like  virtues 
-  Nut  alone  oecaose  they  gvard  —sharp  thorm 

—  the  rose  we  first  dishevel. 

Nut  because  they  serape,  soratoh  —  rough  rind 

—  through  the  dirt-shoes 

liare  feet  cling  to  bole  wilk,  while  the  half- 
mooned  boot  we  boast. 

**  No.  my  aim  is  nobler,  more  disimerested  I 
BAaa  Mhall  keep  what  seemed  to  thwart  him, 

since  it  proves  his  true  assistanoe, 
Iliads  to  asoertaining  which  head  is  the  best 


Would  he  erown  his  body,  role  its  members  — 

lawless  else. 
Ignorant  the  horse  stares,  by  dafiineot  vision 
'fiikea  a  man  to  be  a  numster.  lets  him  moant, 

then,  twice  the  distance 
Horse  eooid   trot  variddan,  gallops  •  dream 

Uysiaal  — 


Druaniiug  that  his  dwarfish  guide  *s  a  giant,  — 
jockeys  tell 's.** 

Brief,  so  worked  the  spell,  he  promptly  had  a 

riddance : 
Heart  and  braiu  no  longer  felt  the  pricks  which 


passed  for  conscienee*ecmplf 
beneefc 


Free  henceforth  his  feet,  —  Per  i^ooeo,  how 

they  did  dance 
Merrily  thruogh  lets  and  iiheiiks  that  st^^ped 

the  way  before ! 
Polities  the  prise  now,  --^  siiek  ndaoit  adviser. 
Opportune  snggester,  with  the  tact  that  triples 

and  quadruples 
Merit  in  eaeh  measure,  — nerer^did  the  Kaiser 
Boast  as  auluect  each  a  statesmau,  friend,  and 

something  more ! 


As  he,  ap  and  down,  one  noenday,  |iaoed  lus  eleset 
—  Council  o'er,  eaoli  spark    (hn  hint)  blown 

flame,  by  eoUeagaes^  breath  applaaded. 
Strokes  of  sUteeraft  hailed  with  *"  Haiorno  ti 

nosset !  '' 
(His  the  nostrum)  —  evarj  throw  for  look  oome 

double-six,  — 
As  he,  pacing,  hugged  himself  in  eatislhotion, 
Thump  —  the  door  went.  ''  What,  the  Kaiser  ? 


Th 


By  none  else  were  I  defrauded 

irell-eam 
exaction,  — 


-y 


faU's 


Enter,  liege  m/  Lord  I    Ua,  Peter,  yon  here  ? 

Teneor  vtx  I  '* 

*''  Ah,  Sir,  none  the  less,  contain  yon,  nor  wax 

irate  1 
Yon  so  lofty,  I  so  lowly,  —  vast  the  space  which 

yawns  between  as ! 
Still,  methinka,  yon-* more  than  ever-* at  a 

high  rate 
Needs  ranst  prise  poor  Peter%  secret  sinee  It 

lifts  you  thus. 
Grant  me  now  the  boon  whereat  before  yon 

boggled  I 
Ten  lon|(  years  your  march  has  moved  — one 

triumph  —  (though  e  's  short  >  —  kadhm*^ 
While  I    down  and    down   disastrooaly  have 

Tdl  I  mtch  against  Death*s  door,  the  tne  Nee 
lUraPim,. 

*'Teani  ago — some  ten  *t is-- since  I  sought 

for  dhelter. 
Craved  in  your  whole  house  a  closst,  oat  of  all 

your  means  a  comfort. 
Now  you  soar  above  these :  as  is  gold  to  spelter 
So  is  power  — yoa  urged  wil^  reaaon — para- 
mount to  wealth. 
Power  yon  boaat  in  plenty:  let  it  grant  me 

refuge  ! 
House-room  now  is  oat  of  qnestinn :   find  for 

me  some  stronghold  •^  some  fort  — 
Privacv  wherein,   inminrsd,  shall    this  blind 

deaf  huge 
Monster  of  a  mob  let  slaj  the  sonl  I  'd  save  by 

•tealthl 


«4 


Ay,  for  all  too  mnch 
pered  ! 


magiohnve  I  tam- 
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—  Lost  the  world,  and  gained,  I  fear,  a  certain 

place  I  *ni  to  describe  loth  1 
Still,  if  prayer  and  fasting  tame  the  pride  long 

pampered, 
Mercy  mav  be  mine :  amendment  neyer  comes 

too  late. 
How  can  I  amend  beset  by  cursers,  kickers  ? 
Plnek  this  brand  from  out  the  burning  I     Once 

away,  I  take  my  Bible-oath. 
Nerer  more  —  so  long  as  lifers  weak  lamp-flame 

flickers  — 
No,  not  onoe  I  'U  tease  you,  but  in  silence  bear 

my  fate  I" 

**  Gently,  good  my  Genius,  Oracle  unerring  f 
8tnuige  now!  can  jrcu  guess  on  what  —  as  in 

you  peeped  —  it  was  I  pondered  ? 
You  and  I  are  both  of  one  mmd  in  preferring 
Power  to  wealth,  but  —  here's    tne   point  — 

what  sort  ot  power,  I  ask  ? 
Ruling  men  is  Tulgar,  easy,  and  ignoble : 
Rid  yoanelf  of  conscience,  quick  yon  haye  at 

beck  and  call  the  fond  nerd. 
But  who  wielda  the  crazier,  down  may  fling  the 

crow-biU : 
That  *s  the  power  I  coret  now ;  souVs  sway  o  W 

souls  —  my  task ! 

**  *  Well  but,*  you  object,  *  3rou  ha^e  it,  who  by 

gliunour 
Press  vp  lies  to  look  like  truths,  mask  folly  in 

the  garb  of  reason : 
four  soul  acts  on  theirs,  sure,  when  the  people 

clamor. 
Hold  their  peace,  now  fight  now  fondle,  —  ear- 

wigged  through  the  brains.* 
Possibly  I  but  still  Uie  operation  *s  mundane^ 
Grosser  than  a  taste  demands  which  —  eraring 

manna  —  kecks  at  peason  — 
Power  o*er  men  by  wants  material :  why  should 

one  dei^ 
Rule  by  sordid  hopes  and  fears — a  grunt  for 

all  one's  pains  ? 

''  Xo,  if  men  must  praise  me,  let  them  praise  to 

purpose  1 
Would  we    move    the  world,  not  earth  but 

heayen  must  be  our  fulcrum  —  pou  tto  ! 
Thus  I  seek  to  move  it :  Master,  why  interpose  — 
Balk  my  climbing  close  on  what 's  the  ladder's 

topmost  round  ? 
Statecraft  't  is  I  step  from  :  when  by  priesi- 

oraf t  hoisted 
Up  to  where  mv  foot  may  tou<^  the  highest 

rung  which  fate  allows  toe, 
Then  indeed  ask   favor.     On  you   shall    be 

foisted 
No  excuse :  I  '11  pay  my  debt,  each  penny  of 

the  pound  I 

*'Ho,  my  knaves  without  there!    Lead  this 

worthy  downstairs ! 
No  farewell,  good  Paul  —  nay,  Peter  —  what 's 

your  name  remembered  rightly  ? 
Come,  he 's  humble :  out  another  would  have 

flounced  —  airs 
Soitom  often  giva  themselves  when   our  sort 

bow  them  forth. 


onoe  IB  pvlfisg. 


Did  I  touch  his  tags?    He  surely  kept  his  d»> 

tance: 
Yet,  there  somehow  passed  to  me  from  hna— 

where'er  the  virtue  might  lie  — 
Something  that  inspires  my  soul  —  Oh,  by  ••• 

sistance 
Doubtlessly  of  Peter !  —  still,  he  *s  worth  jut 

what  he 's  worth  1 

** 'T  is  my  own  soul  Boannow :  soMiny — how? 

Bv  crawling! 
I  '11  to  Kome,  before  Rome's  feet  the  tcmponl* 

supreme  lay  prostrate ! 
'  Hands^d'U  say)  'proficient 

hauling 
This  and  that  way  men  as  I  was  minded  — feet 

now  clasp  1 ' 
Ay,  the  Kaiser's  self  has  wruQ^  them  in  his 

fervor  1 
Now  -^  they  only-  sue  to  slave  lor  Rome,  nor  st 

one  doit  tne  cost  rate. 
Rome's  adopted  ohild  — no  bone^  no  mnadp, 

nerve  or 
Sinew  of  me  but  1 11  strain,  thoogh  ant  my  Ixfp 

Ignspl" 

As  he  stood  one  eveninflr  proudly  —  (he   hsd 

traversed 
Rome   on    horseback  "-^  peerless    pegeant !  — 

claimed  the  Lateran  as  new  Pope) — 
Thinking ''All's  attained  now  I  PoB^!  Wk^ 

could  have  erst 
Dreamed  of  my  advance  so  far  when,  aone  tra 

years  a«>, 
I  embraced  devotion,  grew    from    priest   tr 

bishop, 
Guned  the  Ptorple,  bribed  the  Conelave,  gv* 

the  Two-thirds,  saw  my  coop  ope. 
Came  out  —  what  Rome  hmls  me  t     O  weir 

there  a  wish-shop. 
Not  one  wish  more  would  I  pumhasn  — loid  d 

all  below! 


''  Ha  —  who  dares  intrude  now — pats  aaidp  tl» 

arras  ? 
What,  old  Peter,  here  again,  at  sneli  a  time,  tr 

such  a  presence  ? 
Satan  sends  this  plague  back  merely  to  em- 
barrass 
Me  who  enter  on   my  offiee — little   needisc 

you  I 
'Faith.  I  'm  touched  myself  by-  agte,  b«t  tw 

lookHthon! 
Were  it  vain  to  seek  of  yon  the  sole  priae  left  — 

rejuvenescence  f 
Well,  since  flesh  is  grass  which  time  miKt  Uj 

his  scythe  on. 
Say  your  say  and  so  depart  and  make  ao  mnt* 

ado!^' 

Peter  faltered  — oonghing  first  by  vay  of  pfv- 

logne  — 
"  Holiness,  your  help  comes  late :  a  death  a 

ninety  little  matters. 
Padua,  build  poor  Peter 'a  pyre  now,  ea  W  n. 

log. 
Bum  away  —  I  've  lived  my  dmy  !    Yet  h«»  *• 

thf  sting  in  death  — 
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I  'to  an  antbor's  prid«:  I  vant  mj  Book**  tnr- 

rival : 
See,  I  've  hid  it  in  m>  breast  to  wann  me  *niid 

theranandtatteni 
Save  it  —  tell  next  aipe  your  Master  had  no  rival ! 
i^holar'a  debt  discharged  in  f uU,  be  '  Thanks  ' 

my  latest  braath  1  " 

'*Faiii^,  the  frowsy  bondle  —  soribblings  har- 

um-scaram 
Scattered  o*er  a  dosen  sheenskins !  What  *s  the 

name  of  this  farrago  r 
Ha —  *  Comeiliator  Differeniiamm '  — 
Man  and  book  mav  oiim  tugether,  canse  the 

world  BO  lost  i 
Stop  —  what  else  ?   A  tractate  —  eh/  De  Spe- 

ciebus 
CtrtmmutdU  Ma-gi'tt  f  *  I  dream  sore  I  Henee, 

•way,  go. 
Wizard,  —  qoiek  avoid  me !   Vain  jron  elasp  my 

knee,  boss 
Hand  that  bears  the  Fisher's  rin^  or  foot  that 

boasU  the  Cross ! 

**  Help  I    The  old  magirisn  clings  like  an  oeto- 

pnsi 
Ah,  y«m  rise  now  —  fuming,  frstting,  frowning, 

if  I  read  yonr  featorss  I 
Frown,  who  cares  ?    We  *re  Pope  —  once  Pope, 

jTon  can*t  unpope  as ! 
Good  —  yon  muster  up  a  smile  :  that 's  better  I 

StiU  so  brisk? 
All  at  onoe  grown  youthful  ?    But  the  case  is 

plain  I    Ass  — 
Here  I  dally  with  the  fiend,  yet  know  the  Word 

— compels  all  creatures 
Earthly,  heavenly,  hellish.    Apage^  Satkamas 
Dicam  oerimm  SaUmonU  -  '*  '^dlciu  !  "  When 

-  whisk  I  — 

What  was  changed  ?  The  stronger  gave  his  eyes 

a  rubbing: 
There  smiled  Peter  *8  face  turned  back  a  moment 

at  him  o*er  the  shoulder, 
Aa  the  blaek-door  shut,  bang  I    **  So  he  *soapes 

a  drubbing  1 " 
(Quoth  a  boy  who,  nnespied,  had  stopped  to  hear 

the  talk.) 
^  That 's  the  way  to  thank  these  wiiards  when 

they  bid  men 
HenedieiU  !  What  ails  you  ?    You,  a  man,  and 

yet  no  bolder  ? 
Koreign  Sir,  you  look  but  fooliBh  I  **    "  Idmen, 

idmenV' 
Oroaaed  the  Qrsek.     '*  O  Peter,  eheeae  at  last 

I  know  fiom  chalk !  '* 


fcyter  uvea  ois  ute  out,  meoacea  vet  no  martyr. 
Knew  himself  the  mijrhty  man  ne  was  —  such 

knowledge  all  his  guerdon, 
L«eft  the  world  a  big  book  —  people  but  in  part 


When  they  style  a  true  Scientia  Com-ptm^i-um : 

**  yidmiraiumem  incuft'l "  they  sourly 

Smile,  as  fast  they  shut  the  folio  whieh  myself 

wss  somehow  spurred  on 
Onoe  to  ope :  but  love —  life*s  milk  which  daUy, 

hourly. 


Blockheads  lap— O  Peter,  still  thy  taste  of 
love 's  to  come  I 

Greek,  was  your  ambition  likewise  doomed  to 

failure? 
True,  I  find  no  record  you  wore  pniple,  walked 

with  axe  and  fasces. 
Played  some  antipope*8  part:  still,  friend,  don*t 

turn  taU,  yon  *re 
Certain,  with  but  these  two  gifts,  to  gain  earth^s 

prixeintimel 
Cleremess  uncurbed  by  eonsoienee — if  yon  ran* 

sacked 
Peter's  book  you  'd  find  no  potent  spell  like 

these  to  rule  the  masses ; 
Nor  should  want  example,  had  I  not  to  traassft 
Other  business.    Go  your  ways,  yon  *11  thrive ! 

So  ends  my  rhyme. 


When  these  parts  Tlberins  —  not  yet  Ciesar  — 

travelled. 
Passing  Padua,  he  consulted  Piidaa*s  Oracle  of 

Geryon 
(God  three-headed,  thrice  wise)  jnst  to  get  un- 
ravelled 
Certain  tangles  of  his  future.  **  Fling  at  Abano 
Golden  dice,*'  it  answered :  "  dropt  within  the 

fount  thers. 
Note  what  sum  the  pips  present  1  *'    And  still 

we  see  eaoh  die,  the  veiy  one. 
Turn  up,  through  the  etystal,  —  read  the  whole 

account  there 
Where  *t  is  told  by  Suetonius,  —  eaeh  its  highest 

throw. 

Searoe  the  sportiTa   fiuMy-dice  I  fling  show 

"Venus:" 
Still  ~  for  love  of  that  dear  land  which  I  so  oft 

in  dreams  revisit  — 
I  hare — oh,  not  sung  I  but  lilted  (as  —  between 


Grows  my  lasy  custom)  this  its  legend.    What 
the  lilt? 


i=i=^fjjj^  r 


Sl±id^^^^\ 
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A  Rabbi  told  me :  On  the  day  allowed 
^ntan  for  carping  at  6od*8  rule,  he  came, 
Fresh    from   oar   earth,  to  brave   the   angel- 
crowd. 


"  Wliat  is  the  fault  now  ?  " 

blame:  ^ 
l^lany  and  varioua  are  the  tongues  below. 
Yet  all  agree  in  one  speech,  all  proclaim 


**  Tliis  I  find  to 

e  tongut 
3h,  all  p 


**  *  Hell  has  no  might  to  match  what  earth  can 

show: 
Death  is  the  stzongestF-bom  of  Hell,  and  yet 
Stronger  than  Death  is  a  Bad  Wife,  we  know.' 

"'  Is  it  a  wonder  if  I  fume  and  fret  — 

Robbed  of  ray  rights,  since  Death  am  I,  and 

mine 
The  style  of  Strongest?     Men  pay  Nature^s 


Te 


ebt 


'"  Because  they  must  at  my  demand  ;  deeline 
To  pay  it  henceforth  surely  men  will  please, 
ProTiaed  hnsimnds  with  bad  wives  combine 

"  To  baffle  Death.     Judge  between  me  and 

these  I 'V 
"  Thyself  shalt  judge.    Descend  to  earth  in 

shape 
Of  mortal,  marry,  drain  from  froth  to  lees 

'*  The  bitter  draught,  then  see  if  thon  escape 
(Concluding,  with  men  sorrowful  and  sage, 
A  Bad  Wife*s  s^ength  Death's  self  in  vain 
would  ape !  '* 

How  Satan  entered  on  his  pilgrimage. 
Conformed  himself  to  earthly  ordinance. 
Wived  and  played  husband  well  from  youth  to 
age 

Intrepidly  —  I  leave  untold,  advance 
Through  many  a  niarried  yewr  until  I  reach 
A  day  when  —  of  his  father's  countenance 

The  very  image,  lijce  him  too  in  speech 

As  well  as  thought  and  deed,  —  the  union's 

fruit 
Attained  maturity.    *'  I  needs  must  teach 

*'  My  son  a  trade  :  but  trade,  such  son  to  suit, 
Needs  seeking  after.     He  a  man  of  war  ? 
Too  cowardly  !    A  lawyer  wins  repute  — 

*^  Having  to  toil  and  moil,  though  —  both  which 

are 
Beyond  this  slnggard.    There 's  Divinity  : 
No,   that 's  niy  own  bread-winner  —  diat  be 

far 

**  From  my  poor  offspring !  Physic  ?  Ha,  we  '11 

try 
If  this  be  practicable.    Where 's  my  wit  ? 
Asleep?  —  since,  now  I  come  to  think  .  .  .  Ay, 


ay 


,» 


''  Hither,  my  son  I    Exactly  have  I  hit 
On  a  profession  for  thee,    medicus  — 
Behold,  thou  art  i^ipointed  I    Yea,  I  ^it 


ki 


Upon  thine  eyes,  bestow  a  virtue  thus 
h 


That  henceforth  not  this  human  form  I  weai 
Shalt  thou  perceive  alone,  but — one  ci  os 


''  By  privile^  —  thy  fleshly  sight  ahall  bear 

Me  m  mv  spirit-person  as  i  walk 

The  world  and  take  my  prey  appointed  tfaeiv. 


**  Doctor  once  dubbed —  what  ignomnce  stuTi 

balk 
Thy  niarch  triumphant  ?    Diagnose  the  gont 
As  colic,  and  prescribe  it  cheese  for  ehalk  — 

^*'  No  matter  I     All 's   one :    eore  shall  eoat 

about 
And  win  thee  wealtli  —  fees  paid  with  math  » 

roar 
Of  thanks  and  praise  alike  from  lord  and  lost 

"  As  never  stunned  man's  ears  on  earth  bef^n- 
'Howmaythiabe?'  Why,  that  *a  my  skqiciL 

Soon 
Tmth  will  oormpt  thee,  soon  thon  dimbt'st » 

more  I 

**  Why  is  it  I  bestow  on  thee  the  hoon 
Of  recognizing  me  the  while  I  go 
Invisibly  among  men,  morning,  noon, 

"  And  night,  from  house  to  honae,  and  —  qak » 

or  slow  — 
Take  my  appointed  prey  f    They  anmnoB  tb^ 
For  help,  suppose  :  obey  the  anmmona  I  so ! 


'' Enter,  look  round  !  Where 'a  Death  ?   K»« 

—  I  am  he, 
Satan  who  work  all  evil :  I  whohrin^ 
Pain  to  iJie  patient  in  whate'er 


**  I,  then,  am  there :  first  glanee  thine  eyie  sl^ 

fiing 
Will  find  me  —  whether  distant  or  at  hand, 
Aa  I  am  free  to  do  my  qiirithig. 

*"  At  sQoh  mere  first  glanee  thon  sludt  undrT- 

stand 
Wherefore  I  reach  no  higher  np  the  raooi 
Than    door    or    window,    when    my    form    .< 

scanned. 


"  Howe'er  friends'  faces  please  to  gather  fek*^ 
Bent   o'er   the    sick,  —  howe'er   ktr  ■■!  ■ "    u 

sponds,-- 
In  snch  case  j[)eath  is  not  the  snfferer^s  Amm- 


^*  Contrariwise,  do  friends  rsjoiee  my 
Are  broken,  does  the  eaptiTe  in  his  tnm 
Crow  *  Life  shall  conquer '  ?     Nip  these  fot .  - 
fronds 


**  Of  hope  aniproot,  if  ha^  thon 

Me  at  the  head  —  my  Tieam's  head,  be 


Forth  now  I     This  tanght  thee,  little  el« 

learn  I '' 
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And  forth  btt  went.     £olk  hMtfd  lum  ask  d^ 

''How4oyoaiiyle  this  aiinMiit?     (XImto  he 

My  fa£iff  through  the  irrai  I)    8inylhe«uM 

'  laplahiMABC!    Evpeaenee ato«vs 
Bluwioiiift  of  pennyroyal  half  an  hoot 
In    sherrw.      Sumat  I  —  Lo,    how   soand    he 
sleepe  — 

**  The  nifajeot  yoo  praaimMi  waapaat  Ihepowet 
Of  Gabn  to  reUeve !  "  Or  else,  '^  How  *«  this  ? 
WbyeaUforheli^soterdUy?    Ckwdaloar 

'*  Porteatoualy     indaed*     8us  1       (Nanshi  *• 

aiuuts  I 
He  *8  at  the  bed-foot  manly*)     StilL  the  storm 
May  paia  avected  —not  by  qnaoka,  I  wis, 

**  Like  yon,  my  masters  !     Yon,  forsooth,  per- 

fonn    . 
A  miraois  ?    Stand,  seioliata,  aside  I 
Blued,   ne'er    so   eold,    at    igaotanee    giovi 

warm!  ^' 

Which  boastinfr  by  result  was  justified, 

Hiir  as  might  werds  be :  wkmer  drnnad  ot 

Druglens,  the  patient  always  lived,  not  died. 

C3reat  the  heir^s  irratitvde,  ao  nigh  bereft 

Of  all  he  prized  in  this  world :  sweet  the  smile 

Of  diseoBoerted  nvala :  '*  Cure  V  —  say,  theft 

**  From  Nature  in  despite  of  Art  —  ao  style 
This  off-hand   kiU^r-ewe  wefk  I     Yon   did 

much, 
I  had  done  ntoie  ;  folk  eannot  wait  awhile  I " 

But  did  the  oaae  ehaoge  ?    waa  it  — '' tieafoely 

sneh 
The  sympUiuis  as  to  waavnt  our  reeoana 
To  your  skill.  Doctor  1      Yet  since  just  a  touch 

'"  Of  pulse,  a  taste  of  breath,  has  all  tiie  foroe 
With  yon  of  lomr  investigation  claimed 
Hy  others,  —  tracks  an  aUment  to  its  source 

*"  Intuitively,  —  may  we  ask  unblamed 
What  from  this  pimple  yon  prognosticate  ?  " 
"  JUeatb  1  "  was  tlie  anawer,  as  he  saw  and 
named 


li 


Tha  eonoher  by  the  sink  maa^a  head. 

late 
Vou  lend  for  my  assiitance.    I  am  bold 
i  >nly  by  Nataie^a  Wave,  and  bow  to  Fata  1 


Too 


**  Beaidea.  yoo  have  my  rivnk:  laviA  gold ! 
I  I«iw  comfortably  <iaiek  shall  life  depart 
i  'iwantrd  by  atteationa  maaif<4d ! 


** 


One  day,  one  hoar  ago,  perdumee  my  art 
Had  done  sooM  serrioe,     Since  yoo  have  your* 
selves 
—  befoia  the  hocae  —  to  p«t  the  eait. 


Why,  Sin,  the  sooner  that  the  sezioa  dsh 
Your  patient's  gvare  the  better!     How  yoa 

stare 
—  Shallow,  for  all  the   deep  books  00  your 

shelves  I 


i4 


Fan  VOU  well,  fomUonr*     Do  I  need  do* 
clare 

What  name  and  fame,  what  riches  reoompensed 
The  Doetor'a  pvaetioe  ?    Never  aaywhera 

Snoh  aa  adept  aa  daily  evidenoed 
Each  new  vaticination !    Oh,  not  ha 
Like  dolts  who  dallied  with  their   scruples, 
fenced 

With  subterfn^,  nor  gavo  out  frank  and  free 

Something  decisive  !    If  he  said  **  1  save 

The  piitient,"  aaved  he  WMtn  if  ''  Death  wiUba 


''His  porkieo,"  yea 
Thus 


count  him  dead. 


Behold  our  worthy,  sans  competitor 
Thfonghont  the  country,  on  the  axohitnure 

Of  Glory*s  temple  golden-lettered  for 
Maehaon  rtdiuttms  /    So,  it  fell 
That,  of  a  sudden,  when  the  Emperor 


Waaamit  by  aoie  diseaaa,  I  need  not  teU 
If  any  other  Doctor's  aid  was  sought 
To  eonw  and  forthwith  make  the  sick 
weU. 


'*  He  will  reward  thee  as  a  monarek  oni^t. 
Not  much  imports  the  malady  ;  but  then. 
He  elings  to  hie  and  eriea  -like  oao  datiaagfat 


*'  For  thee  —  who,  from  a  simple  citizi>a, 
Mayst  hwk  to  riaa  in  rank,  —  nay,  haplv  1 
A  medal  with  his  portnut,  —  always  when 


'*  Reoorery  is  quits  aeeomnliahed.    There  I 
Pass  tothe  preeenoef'^     Hardly  haa  he  eiosaed 
The  ohamber*s  threshold  when  he  halts,  aware 

Of  who  stands  sentry  by  the  head.    AU  's  lost. 
*"  Sire,  aaaght  avaik  my  art :  yon  near  the  goal« 
And  end  the  race  by  giving  up  the  ghost.' ^ 

**  How  ?  "  cried  the  monarch  .*  **  Names  upon 

your  roll 
Of  liaff  my  snbjeets  reseoed  by  your  skill  — 
Old  and  young,  rich  and  poor  —  crowd  eheek  by 

jowl 

''Andyatnoroomisrmine?    fioaavedlwiUr 

Why  eue  am  I  earth's  foremost  potentAte  ? 
Add  me  to  theee  and  take  as  fee  your  fiU 

**  Of  gold  —  that  point  admits  of  no  debate 
Between  oa :  save  me,  aa  von  can  and  must,  -^ 
Qold,  till  yonr  gown's  poucn  eradca  bsaeath  tha 
weight ! " 

This  touched  tha  Doetor.     ''Trmly  a  home- 
thnial« 
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Pftreut,  yon  will  not  pinv  I    Hmre  I  dared 
Entreat  that  yon  forego  tlie  meal  oi  diut 

**  —  Man  that  is  makers  meat  —  when  I  law 

urepared 
Your  oaily  portion  ?    Never  I    Just  this  onoe, 
Go  frum    his   head,  then,  —  let   his   life   be 

spared  I  " 

Whisper  met  whisper  in  the  {?mff  remonse ; 
'*  Fool,  1  most  have  my  prey  :  no  inch  I  budf?e 
From  where  thoa  see^st  me  thus  myself  en- 


♦• 


soonoe. 

"  Ah,*'  moaned  the  sufferer,  '*  by  thy  look  I 

judge 
Wealth  fails  to  tempt  thee:    what  if  honors 

prove 
More  eflieaoious  ?    Nan^t  to  him  I  grudge 

'*  Who  saves  me.    Only  keep  my  head  above 
The   cloud   that  *s   creeping   round   it  -—  1  '11 

divide 
My  empire  with  thee  I    No  ?     What 's  left  bnt 

—  love? 

*'  Does  love  allure  thee  ?     Well  then,  Uke  as 

bride 
My  only  daughter,  fair  bevond  belief ! 
Save  me  —  to-morrow  shall  the  knot  be  tied  ! " 

**  Father,  yon  hear  him  !      Respite   ne'er  so 

brief 
Ift  all  I  beg  :  go  now  Mid  come  again 
Next  day,  for  anght  I  care :  respect  the  grief 

'*  Mine  will  be  if  thy  first-bom  sues  in  vain  I " 
**  FooL  I  must  have  my  prey  I "  was  all  he 

fro* 
In  ai.swer.    But  a  fancy  crossed  his  brain. 

**  I  have  it !    Sire,  methinks  a  meteor  shot 
Just  now  across  the  heavens  and  neutralised 
Jove's  salutary  influence :  'neath  the  blot 

"  Plumb  are  you  placed  now :  well  that  I  sur- 
mised 

The  eanne  of  failure  I  Knaves,  reverse  the 
bedl" 

''Stay!"  groaned  the  monarch,  ''I  shall  be 
eapsiased  — 


ti 


Jolt— jolt  — my  heels  uplift  where  late  my 

head 
Was  lying  —  sure  I  'm  turned  right  round  at 

fasti 
What  do  yoQ  say  now.  Doctor  ?  "     Nang9it  he 


fasti 

do  VOQ 

saia. 
For  why?     With  one  brisk  leap   the  Antic 


From  oonoh-foot  back  to  pillow,  — as  before, 
Lord  of  the  situation .    Long  aghast 

The  I>nctor  gased,  then  "  Yet  one  trial  lAore 
Is  left  me  *'  inwardly  he  uttered.    '"  Nhame 
DpoB  thy  flinty  heart  I    Do  I  implore 


"  This  trifliuff  favor  in  the  idle 

Of  mercy  to  the  moribund  ?    I  plead 
The  eanse  of  all  thou  dost  affect:  my  ain 

"Beflts  my  author !    Why  woohl  I  aiweeed  ? 
Simply  that  by  success  I  ma^  promote 
The  growth  of   thy  pet   virtaes^pride  sad 
greed. 

''  Bnt  keep  thy  favors !  —  curse  thee !    I  devutr 
Henceforth  my  service  to  the  other  mde. 
No  time  to  lose :  the  rattle 's  in  his  throat. 

''So,  —  not  to  leave  one  last  resonroe  untried^  — 
Run  to  my  house  with  all  haste,  somebody ! 
Bring  me  that  knobstick  theaoe,  so  often  plied 

"  With  ^roflt  by  the  astrologer —ahaH  I 
Disdain  its  help,  the  mystic  Jaoob'a-^raff  "* 
Sire,  do  but  have  the  courage  not  to 


"  Till  this  arrive  1    Let  none  of  yon  dare  laag^ ! 
Though  rugged  its  exterior,  I  have  aeea 
lliat  implement  work  wonders,  smd  tbe  duff 

"  Quick  and  thick  flying  from  the   wheat  —  I 

mean. 
By  metaphor,  a  human  sheaf  it  thresbed 
Flail-like.    Go  fetch  it  I    Or  —  a  word  bctwfm 

Just  you  and  me,  friend  I  —  go  bid,  anahmJietL 
My  mother,  whom  yon  '11  find  there,  bring  ti^ 

stick 
Henelf  — henelf,    mind!'*    Osrt    tbe  Uek^ 

dashed 

Zealous  upon  the  errand.    Craft  and  trick 
Are  meat  and  drink  to  Satan :  and  be  grinBHi 
—  How  else  ?  —  at  an  excuse  so  politie 


B^ 


For  failure :  scarce  would  Jaeob'e-StalF 
Fate's  firm  decree  !    And  ever  aa  he 
The  agonising  one,  his  breath  Kke  wtad 


Froze  to  the  marrow,  while  his  eye-flash  seart-ti 
Sense  in  the  brain  up :  doselier  and  more  rhmr 
Pressing  his  prey,  when  at  the  door  ap|Misnd 

—  Who  but  hu  Wife  the  Bad?    Whereof  oar 

doss, 
One  grain,  one  mite  of  the  medieameot. 
Sufficed  him.    Up  he  sprang.    On&  word.  t**. 

gross 


To  soil  my  lips  with,  —  and  thmn^h  eeiling 
Somehow    the    Husband.    "That   a 

dispersed 
We  know  for  certain  by  the  snlphoty 


'*  Hail  to  the  Doctor  1    Who  bnt  oae  an 

In  all  Dame  Nat.ure*8  secrets  had  pnaciilwrl 

The  staff  thus  opportunely  ?    Style  hkm  fir>: 


^And  foremost  of  physidaaaf"  **I*^iml«>< 
ntelT,"  smiled  the  priaee,  —  **  W«>» 
ined 


Mtofphvsii 
Elixir  snrelj,"   smiled    the 

gaii 
New  lease   of  life.    Dear   Doetor.  h^w   r%* 

bribed 


PAN  AND  LUNA 
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**  Death  to  forego  me,  boots  not :  yon  We  ob- 

Uakntfi. 
My  daoffhter  and  her  dowry.  Death,  I  We  heard, 
Wae  oall  on  earth  the  etruiigeet  power  that 


*'  Except  a  Bad  Wife  I  '*    Whereuntodemnrred 
Nowise  the  Doctor,  so  refused  the  fee 
—  No  dowry,  no  bad  wife ! 

**  Yov  think  absnid 
This  tale?'*  — the  Rabbi  added:  ''  True,  our 

Talmud 
H<  Mists   sundry   sneh :   yet  "have   our  elders 

erred 
III  thinking  there  *s  some  water  there,  not  all 

mud?*' 
I  tell  it,  as  the  Rabbi  told  it  rae. 


PAN  AND  LUNA 
Si  CTcdCTe <KgBum  ctt. -» C^wyy,  III.  390. 


i  >H,  worthy  of  belief  I  hold  it , 

Virgil,  your  legend  tu  those  strange  thrse  lines  I 
No  question,  that  adTenture  oame  to  fisss 
c  hie  black  night  in  Areadia:  yes,  the  poMS, 
Mountains  and  Talleys  minrlng  made  on*  mass 
<  H  black  with  roid  black  neaTon :  the  earth's 


The  sky's  embrace,  —  below,  above,  around. 
All  haidened  into  Mack  without  a  bonad. 


Fill  up  a  swait  stone  ehslioe  ta  the 
With  fresh-squeezed  yet  fast-thiekening  poppy- 
juice: 
N«*e  how  the  slnggish  jeDy,  late  a-swim. 
Turns  marble  to  the  touch  of  who  would  loose 
The  soifid  smooth,  cfwwu  jet  from  tim  to  rniL, 
Hy  tuniiar  round  me  bowl  I    Ho  night  eaa  fuse 
i-Iarth  witn  her  all*oompiistng  al^«    No  leas. 
Light,  the  least  spark,  shows  air  and  emptiness. 


And  thus  it  pcoTod  when  —  diving  into 
Stript  of  all  Tapor«  from  each  web  of  miat 
rtterly  film-free  —  entered  on  her  rape 
''flie  naked  BCooa,  f ull-^orbed  antagonist 
Of  night  and  dark,  night's  dowry :  peak  to  base, 
I'pstarted  mountams,  and  each  vaOey,  kissed 
To  suddaa  life,  lay  silTer-bright :  in  air 
Flew  she  revealea,  Maid-Moon  with  limbs  all 
bare. 

Still  as  she  fled,  aaoh  dfpth — vhere  refugn 


Opeuinff  a  lone  nale  chamber,  left  distiafst 
Tnose  limbs:    mid  still-retreating   blue,   tribe 

teemed 
Herself  with  whiteness,  —  Tirginal,  unoinet 
By  any  halo  save  what  finely  gleamed 
To  outline  luvt  disguise  her:  heaven  was  linked 
In  one  accord  with  earth  to  ^uaif  the  joy. 
Drain  beauty  to  the  dregs  without  alloy. 

Whereof  she  grew  aware.   What  help?   When, 

lo, 
A  snoeorable  cloud  with  sleep  lay  dei 


8oass  ptnettee  top  had  ean^  H  wdling  slow, 
And  tethered  for  a  prize:  in  evideaee 
Captive  lay  fleece  on  fleece  of  niled-up  snow 
Drowsily  patient:  flake-heaped  how  or  whence. 
The  stmeturs  of  that  snoeorable  eloud. 
What  matter?    Shamed  she  pfamged  into  its 
shroud. 


Orbed  —  BO  the  woman-figore  poeta  eaU 

Because    of    rounds  on   rounds — that  apple- 

ahaped 
Head  which  its  hair  binds  close  iato  a  ball 
Each  side  the  curving  earn — that  pure  undraped 
Pout  of  the  sister  pwps  —  that  •  .  .  Once  for 

all, 
Sa^  —  her  consummate  circle  thus  wsnB|iBd 
With  its  innumeroHB  ciroAets,  sank  afaoorbed, 
Safe  in  the  chmd  -  O  naked  Moon  full-orbed  1 

But  what  means  this?    Hie  downy  swathes 

com  bine, 
Goaglobe,  the  smotherv  ooy-caraasiag  staff 
Curdles  about  her  {    Vaia  each  twist  and  twiae 
Those  lithe  limbs  try,  encroached  on  by  a  fluff 
Fitting  as  does  as  fits  the  dented  spine 
Its  flexible  ivory  outaide-flesh:  enough  I 
The  plamy  drifto  eontract.  eowleuoe,  constringe, 
Till  she  is  swallowed  by  the  Ceathaty  springe. 

As  when  a  pearl  slim  lost  in  the  thin  foam 
Chumed  on  a  sea^ore,  and,  o'ei^frothed«  eon- 

ceits 
Herself  safe-housed  in  Amphitiite's  dome,  — 
If,  through  the  bladdery  wave-worked  yeast, 

she  meets 
What  moat  she  loathes  and  leaps  from,— etf 

from  gnome 
No  gladlier,  —  finds  that  safest  of  retreats 
Bubble  about  a  treacherous  hand  wide  ope 
To    grasp  her  —  (diven  who  pick  pearls  so 

grope)  — 

So  lay  this  Maid-Moon   clasped  around  and 

caught 
By  rough  red  Fan,  the  god  of  all  that  traet: 
He  it  was  schemed  the  snare  thus  asbtly  wrought 
With   simulated   earth  •  breath,  —  wool  •  tnfta 

packed 
Into  a  billowy  wrappage.    Sheep  fap«ought 
For  spotless  shearings  yield  such :  take  the  fact 
As  learned  Virgil  gives  it,  —  how  the  breed 
Wliitans  itself  forever :  yes,  indeed ! 

If  one  forefather  ram,  though  pure  sa  chalk 
From  ttnge  on  fleece,  should  still  display  a 

tongue 
Black  'neath  tlie  beast's  moist  palate,  prompt 

men  balk 
The  propagating  plague :  he  getsao  vouag : 
They  rather  slay  nim,  —  sell  nis  hioe  to  calk 
Ships  with,  flrst  steeped  in  pitch,  —  nor  hands 

are  WTun|r 
In  sorrow  for  his  fate :  potected  thus. 
Hie  purity  we  love  is  gamed  for  ns. 

So  did  Girl-Moon,  by  just  her  attribute 

Of  unmatched  modesty  betrayed,  lie  trapped, 

BruiMd  to  the  braaat  of  Pan,  half  god  half  bmte. 
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Raked  by  his  bristly  boar-swArd  while  he  lapped 

—  Never  say,  kitiaed  her  1  that  were  to  pollute 
Lovers  lau};^uage  —  whioli  moreover  proves  un- 
apt 

To  tell  how  she  rec«iiled  —  as  who  fiuds  thorns 
Where  she  sougrht  Howers  —  wheUi  feeling,  she 
touched  —  horns ! 

Then  —  does    the    legend  say?— first   moon- 
eclipse 
Happened,  first  swooning-fit  which  puzzled  sore 
The  early  sages  ?    Is  that  why  she  dips 
Into  the  dark,  a  minute  and  no  more,^ 
Only  so  long  as  serves  her  while  she  rips 
The  cloud*8  womb  through  and,  faultless  as 

before, 
Pursues  her  wav  ?    No  lesson  for  a  maid 
Left  she,  a  maia  herself  thus  trapped,  betrayed  ? 

Ha,  Virgil  ?    TeU  the  rest,  you  I    "  To  the  deep 
Of  his  domain  the  wild  wood,  Pan  forthwith 
Called  her,  and  so  she  followed  "  —  in  her  sleep, 
•Surely  ?  —  *'  by  no  means  spuming  him/*    The 

myth 
£lzpliun  who  may  1    Let  all  else  go,  I  keep 

—  As  of  a  ruin  just  a  monolith  — 

Thus  much,  one  verse  of  five  woi^,  each  a  boon : 
Arcadia,  night,  a  cloud,  Pan,  and  the  moon. 


The  first  ten  lines  that  follow  were  printed  as 
epilogue  to  the  second  series  of  Dramatic  IdyU; 
the  second  ten  were  added  to  them  by  Brown- 
ing in  the  album  of  a  young  American  girl  in 
Venice,  October,  1880.  See  The  Century  for 
November,  1882. 

**  Touch  hin  ne*er  so  lightly.  Into  mdit  he  broke : 
Soil  10  quick-receptive,  —  uot  one  fe»tiH»r-«eed, 
Not  one  flnwer-du«t  fell  but  Rtnight  ita  fall  awoke 
Vitalisinp:  Tirtne :  aong  would  aoi^  succeed 
Sudden  aa  spontaneoua —  prove  %  poet-aoul !  '* 

Indeed? 
Rock  *8  the  aon|r-aoQ  rather,  surface  hard  and  bare  : 
Stin  and  dew  their  mildueaa,  storm  and  froat  their  rage 
Vainly  both  expend,  -^  few  flowera  awaken  there : 
Quiet  in  ita  deft  brooda  —  what  the  after-age 
Know*  and  namea  a  pine,  a  nation's  heritage. 


Thus  I  wrote  in  London,  rousing  on  my  betters, 
poets  dead  and  ^ne :  and  lo,  the  critics  cried, 
**  Out  on  mich  a  boast ! "  aa  if  I  dreamed  thnt  fetters 
Binding  Dante  bind  up  —  me  I  aa  if  true  pride 
Were  not  aUo  homble ! 

So  I  smiled  and  sighed 
An  I  oped  sronr  book  in  Venice  this  bright  morning. 
Sweet  new  friend  of  mine !  and  felt  the  clny  or  wA^ 
WhateoeVr  my  noil  be,  break  —  for  pnUae  or  aroming  — 
Out  in  grateful  fanciea  —  weeda ;  but  weeds  exnaod 
Almost  Into  flowers,  held  by  such  a  kindly  hand. 


THE  BLIND   MAN   TO  THE   MAIDEN 

Browning  translated  the  foUowtng  from  % 
Grermau  poem  in  Wilhelmine  vnn  Emins'a 
novel  The  Hour  Will  Come  at  the  request  ti 
Mrs.  Clara  Bell,  the  translator  of  the  novel 
It  there  appeared  as  the  work  of  an  aaonynons 
friend,  but  was  reprinted  as  Browning's  in  TV 
WhUehail  Review  for  Maitih  1,  1883. 


The  blind  man  to  the  maiden  _ 
''  O  thon  of  hearts  the  truest. 

Thy  countenance  is  hid  from  me ; 

Let  not  my  question  anger  thee  I 
Speak,  though  in  woi^  the  fewest. 


4t 


Tell  me,  what  kind  of  eyes  are  thine  f 
Dark  eyes,  or  light  ones  rather  ?  ** 
**  My  eyes  are  a  decided  brown  — 
bo  much,  at  least,  by  looking  down. 
From  the  brook's  glass  I  gadier.'* 

^*  And  is  it  red  —  thy  little  montla  ? 

That  too  the  bliiid  must  care  for." 
*'  Ah !  I  would  tell  it  soon  to  thee. 
Only  —  none  yet  has  told  it  me. 

I  cannot  answer,  therefore. 

"  But  dost  thou  ask  what  heart  I  ksre  — 

There  hesitate  I  never. 
In  thine  own  breast  *t  is  borne,  and  an 
*T  is  thine  in  weal,  and  thine  in  woe. 

For  life,  for  death  —  thine  ever  I" 


GOLDONI 

The  following  sonnet  waa  written  hf  Brows' 
ing  for  the  album  of  the  Committee  of  thr 
Goldoni  monument,  erected  in  Venice  in  l^f^. 

GoLDONi — good,  gay,  sunniest  of  sonla,  — 
Glassing  half  Venice  in  that  veree  of 


What  thou|rh  it  just  reflect  the  shade  \ 
Of  common  life,  nor  render,  as  it  rolls. 
Grandeur  and  gloom  ?   Sufficient  for  thy  . 

Was  Carnival ;  Parini^s  depths  enshtiae 

Secrets  unsuited  to  that  opaline 
Surface  of  things  which  laugns  along  tliy  srrolk 
There  throng  the  people :  how  they  enme  and  ro. 

Lisp   the  soft   language,  flaunt   the  bright 
garb,  —  see,  — 
On  Piazia,  Calle,  under  Portioo 

And  over  Bridge  I    Dear  king  of  Comedy , 
Be  honored  !  thon  that  didst  love  Veniee  an. 

Venice,  and  we  who  love  her,  ail  kive  thse ! 

Vamca,  November  27, 1883^ 
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Thih  oolleotioD  ol  poeins  wat  poUiahed  in 
1HK3.  The  title  of  the  Tolame  is  mentiooed  in 
a  foot-note  to  the  Note  at  the  end  of  Paraetl" 
nu^  where  the  poet  speaks  of  **sach  ruhbish  as 
Melander^s  Jocostria,^^  In  a  letter,  accompa- 
nyins  A  copy  of  the  Yoluuie,  sent  to  a  friend, 
Browninfr  wrote :  **  The  title  is  taken  from  the 
work  of  Melander  (^Mshwartunann),  reviewed, 


hj  A  enrions  ooineidence,  in  the  Blodtwood  of 
this  month  [February,  1883].  I  referred  to  it  in 
a  note  to  ParactUtu.  The  two  Hebrew  quota- 
tions [in  the  note  to  Jochanan  Hakkadosh] 
(put  in  to  give  a  grave  look  to  what  is  mere  fun 
and  invention)  being  translated  amount  to  (1) 

*  A  CoUeotion  of  Lies  * ;  and  (2),  an  old  saying, 

*  FromMowis  to  Mowis  arose  none  like  Moses.'  *' 


WANTING  IS  — WHAT? 

This  is  in  the  nature  of  a  prelude  to  the  entire 
group  of  poems. 

Wamtimo  is  —  what  ? 
Summer  r«Mluudaiit, 
Biuenuss  abundant, 

—  Where  ut  the  blot  ? 

Beamy  the  world,  ^et  a  blank  all  the  same, 
—  Framework  wnich  waits   for  a  picture  to 

frame: 
What  of  the  leafage,  what  of  the  flower  ? 
K<jses  embowering  with  naught  they  embower  I 
Come  then,  eomiuete  incompletion,  O  oomer. 
Pant  through  tne  blueness,  perfect  the  sum- 
mer! 

Breathe  but  one  breath 

Rose-b«iuty  above. 

And  all  that  was  death 

Grows  life,  grows  love. 

Grows  love  I 

DONALD 

This  story  which  Browning  had  from  the  lips 
of  the  hero  has  also  baeu  told  in  prose  by  iSir 
Walter  Scott. 

**  Will  you  hear  my  story  also, 

—  Huge  Sport,  brave  adventure  in  plenty  ?  '* 
The  boys  were  a  band  frt>ra  Oxford, 

The  oldest  of  whom  was  twenty. 

The  bothy  we  held  carouse  in 
Was  bnght  with  fire  and  candle ; 

Tale  followed  tale  like  a  meny-go-ronnd 
Wliereof  Sport  turned  the  handle. 

In  our  eyes  and  noses  —  turf-smoke : 
In  our  ears  a  tune  from  the  trivet. 

Whence  "  Boiling,  boiling/'  the  kettle 
*' And  ready  for  fresh  OlenUvet.** 

S(v  f«Bt  capped  feat,  with  a  vengeance : 
Truths,  though,  —  the  lads  were  loyal : 
**  Gronse,  five^eaie  braee  to  the  hair  I 
Deer,  tea  hous*  stalk  of  the  Royal  1 


I* 


»4 


** 


Of  boasting,  not  one  bit,  bora  I 

Only  there  seemed  to  settle 
Somehow  above  your  curly  heads, 

—  Plain  through  the  ""r^g  kettle. 

Palpable  through  the  cloud. 
As  each  new-puffed  Havana 

Rewarded  the  teller's  well-iold  tale,  — 
This  vaunt  *^  To  Sport  —  Hirnanns  I 

Hunt,  fish,  shoot. 

Would  a  man  fulfil  life's  duty ! 
Not  to  the  bodily  frame  alone 

Does  Sport  give  strength  and  beauty. 

But  charaeter  gains  in — coiuag«? 

Ay.  Sir,  and  much  beside  it  1 
Ton  don't  sport,  more 's  the  pi^ ; 

You  soon  would  find,  if  you  tried  it. 


»» 


»* 


Good  sportsman  means  good  fellow, 
Sound-hearted  he,  to  the  centre ; 

Tour  mealy-monthed  mild  milksops 
—  There 's  where  the  rot  can  enter  I 

There 's  where  the  dirt  will  breed. 
The  shabbineas  Sport  would  barush  I 

Oh  no.  Sir,  no !    In  your  honored  case 
All  such  objections  vanish. 


*^  'T  is  known  how  hard  yon  studied : 
A  Donble-First  —  what,  the  jkx^f ! 
Give  me  but  half  your  Latin  and  Greek, 
I  *11  never  again  touch  trigger  ! 

"  Still,  tastes  are  tastM,  allow  me  1 
Allow,  too,  wh<*re  there  's  keeni. 
For  Sport,  there  *m  little  likelihood 
Of  a  matt*8  displaying  meanness  I  " 


»» 


•» 


So,  put  on  my  mettle.  I  interposed. 

*'  Will  yon  hear  my  story  ?  "  quoth  I. 
Nev^r  mind  how  long  since  it  happed, 

I  sat,  as  we  sit,  in  a  bothy  ; 

With  as  merry  a  hand  of  mates,  too, 

Undergrads  all  on  a  level : 
(One  *s  a  oishop,  one  's  gone  to  the  Bench, 

And  one 's  gone  —  well,  to  the  DeviL) 
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^^  When,  lot  »  Boratching  and  tapping  I 

In  hobbled  a  ghastly  viBitor. 
Listen  to  jost  what  he  told  us  hiniaelf 

—  No  need  of  our  playing  inquiflitor !  *' 


l>oyfm  happen  to  knofw  in  Ree^ehire 
Mount  Ben  .  .  .  but  the  name 
ten: 
Of  the  naked  faet  I  am  sure  enough. 
Though  I  clothe  it  in  rags  and  tatters. 

You  may  reoognize  Ben  bjr  deseription  ; 

Behind  him  —  a  moor^s  immenseness : 
Up  goes  the  middle  mount  of  a  range, 

Fringed  with  its  firs  in  denseneas. 

Rimming  the  edge,  its  fir>f  irnge,  mind ! 

For  an  edge  there  is,  though  narrow ; 
From  end  to  end  of  the  range,  a  strip 

Of  path  nms  straight  as  an  arrow. 

And  the  mountaineer  who  takes  that  path 
2Saves  himself  nules  of  journey 

He  has  to  plod  if  he  crosses  the  moor 
Through  heather,  peat,  and  bvniie. 

But  a  mountaineer  he  needs  must  be. 
For,  look  you,  right  in  the  middle 

Proieots  bluff  Ben  —  with  an  end  in  ich  — 
Why  planted  there,  is  a  riddle : 

Since  all  Ben*s  brothers  little  and  big 
Keep  rank,  set  shoulder  to  riieulder, 

And  only  this  burliest  out  must  bulge 
Till  it  seems —  to  the  beholder 


From  down  in  die  gnUy,  —-as  if  Ben's  breast, 

To  a  sudden  spike  diminished. 
Would  signify  to  the  boldest  foot 

''  All  further  passage  finished  !  ** 

Tet  the  mountaineer  who  sidles  on 

And  on  to  the  very  bending, 
Discovers,  if  heart  and  brain  be  proof, 

No  necessary  ending. 

Foot  up,  foot  down,  to  the  turn  abrupt 

Having  trod,  he,  there  arriving. 
Finds—  what  he  took  for  a  point  was  breadth, 

A  mercy  of  Nature's  contriving. 

So,  he  rounds  what,  when  *t  is  reached,  proves 
straight. 

From  one  side  gains  the  other  : 
The  wee  path  widens  —  resume  the  niardi, 

And  he  foils  you,  Ben  my  brother  1 

But  I>mald  —  (that  name,  I  hope,  will  do)  — 

I  wrong  him  if  I  eall  *"  foiKng  " 
The  tramp  of  the  callant,  whistling  the  while 

As  blithe  as  our  kettle  *s  boiling. 

He  had  dared  the  danger  from  boyhood  up. 
And  now,  —  when  perchance  was  waiting 

A  lass  at  the  brig  berow,  —  *twixt  mount 
And  moor  would  he  stand  debating  ? 


Moreover  this  Donald  was  twenty^ve, 

A  glory  of  bone  and  muscle  : 
Did  a  fiend  dispute  the  right  of  way, 

I>oiiald  would  try  a  tussle. 

Lightsomely  marched  he  out  of  the  broad 

Om  to  the  nanow  aad  narrow  : 
A  step  moiev  rounding  the  angular  reak. 

Reached  the  front  straight  aa  an  anow. 

He  stepped  it,  safe  on  the  ledge  ha  stood. 
When  —  whom  found  he  fuIKfaanr  ? 

What  fellow  in  courage  and 
Had  scouted  ignoble  pacing. 

And  left  low  safety  to  timid  mates. 

And  made  for  the  dread  dear 
And    gained    the    height  where — who  couJ 
guess 

He  would  meet  with  a  rival  ranger? 

'T  was  a  gold-red  sta^  that  stood  and  stared. 

Gigantic  and  magnifie, 
By  the  wonder  —  ay,  and  the  peril  — 

Intelligent  and  pacific : 

For  a  red  deer  is  no  fallow  deer 

Grown  cowardlv  through  park 
He  batters  you  like  a  thunderbolt 

If  you  brave  his  haunts  unheeding. 

I  doubt  he  could  hardly  perform  vUte^aee 

Had  valor  advised  diseretiQa  : 
You  may  walk  on  a  rope,  but  to  turn  an  a  ru;^ 

No  Blondin  makes  ptofesnon. 

Yet  Donald  must  turn,  would  pride 

Though  pride  ill  brooks  re  ' 
Each  eyed  each  —  mute  roan. 

Less  fearing  than  admiring. 

These  are  the  moments  when  quite  new 

To  meet  some  need  as  novel. 
Springs  up  in  the  brain  :  it  inspired  n 

—  Nor  advance  nor  retreat  but — groTrl .' ' 

And  slowly,  surely,  never  a  whit 

Relaxing  the  steady  tenskm 
Of  eye-stare  whieh  bmds  wank  to  beast,  — 

By  an  inch  and  inch  deolensioB, 

Sank  I>onald  sidewise  down  and  down  : 

Till  fiat,  breast  upwards,  lying 
At  his  six-foot  length,  no  corpse  mors  sl31, 

—  **If  he  cross  me!    Hie  trick 'a  worth  tn 


mg, 


t» 


Minut4*8  were  an  eternity ; 

But  a  new  sense  was  created 
la  the  stages  brain  too;  he 
sure. 

With  eye-stare  unabated. 


Feelingly  he  extends  a  foot 
Which  tastes  the  way  ere  it 

Earthen  soKd  and  jaat  eaoapea  imui*s 
Nor  hold  of  the  same  nudutchea 
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TiU  its  fellov  foot,  Isrht  M  ft  iMther  wkkk, 

Lands  itself  no  IflH  finely : 
bo  s  nMtker  nnoTss  a  fl^  from  the  faee 

Of  her  babe  aaleep  sopuiely. 

And  now  *t  is  the  hanneh  and  hlad-foot^s  tnxn 
— That*s  haid:  ean  the  beast  quite 
it? 

Yes,  traTersing  half  the  prostrate  length, 
Hm  hoof-tip  does  not  graae  it. 


Jast  oae  move  lift  ]  Bnt  Donald,  j<m 
Was  sportsman  first,  man  after  : 

A  faoey  ligfatened  his  eantion  threnglL. 
—  He  wellnigh  brohe  into  langhter : 


**  It  were  nothing  short  of  a  niraele  1 

UnriTalled.  nnezampled  — 
All  sporting  isats  with  this  feat  raatofaed 

Were  down  and  dead  and  trannpled  I  *' 

Tlifi  last  of  the  legs  as  tenderly 

FtiUowa  the  rest :  or  never 
( >r  now  is  the  time  1    His  knife  in  rssoh, 

And  his  rightrhaad  loose  —  how  clover  1 

For  this  can  stab  up  the  stomaoh^s  soft. 
While  the  left-hand  gmaps  (he  pastsra. 

A  rise  on  the  elbow,  and  —  now  *s  the  time 
C>r  never :  this  torn  ^s  the  last  tsa«  ! 

I  Hhall  dare  to  place  myself  by  God 
Who  seannea  —  for  he  does  —  eaeh  feature 

i  >f  th(9  face  thro 
By  the 


up  in  appeal  to  him 


Nay,  I  hear  plain  words:  *'Thy  gift  brings 
this !  *' 

Up  he  sprang,  back  he  staggered. 
Over  he  fell,  and  with  him  oar  friend 

—  At  following  game  no  laggard. 

Y««t  he  was  not  dead  when  they  picked  next 
day 
F*rom  the  gully's  depth  the  meek  of  him 


Hie  fan  had  been  sUyed  by  the  sti«  bsasatii 
Who  cnshioned  ana  savod  the  neek  e<  Um. 

Bat  the  rest  of  his  body  —  why,  doeteis  said, 
Whatever  could  break  was  broken  : 

L«*gs,  arms,  ribs,  aU  of  him  looked  Uka  a  toasi 
In  a  tomhler  of  port-wine  soaken. 

*'  I1iat  your  life  is  left  yoa,  thank  dieatagi  '* 
Said  they  when  —  the  skiw  eore  ended  — 

Tliey  opened  the  hospitid-door,  and  thenee 
—  Strapped,  splieea,  main  fraetares  manded, 


And  minor  damage  left  wisely  alone,  — 
Like  an  old  shoe  dooted  and  eobbled. 

Out  ~- what  weat  in  a  Goliath ' 
Some  half  af  a  David  hobbled. 


'*  Yon  most  aak  an  tJmminm  hooas  ta 
Sell  the  stag^  head  lor  a  bracket. 

With  its  grand  twalva  tiasa-I  'd  bay  Hmy- 
self — 
And  nse  the  skin  for  a  jacket !  ** 


He  was  wiser,  made  both  head  and 

His  win-penny :  hands  and  knees 
Wonld  manage  to  crawl  —  poor  arah — by  the 
roads 

In  the  misty  stalking-season. 


And  if  he  diseavared  a  both 
Het% 


dii.. 


Zik 

tale  to  the  lovers  c€  Sport : 
Lips  twitehedi  ohaeka  glowed,  eyesflisteBad. 

And  whea  he  had  eeme  to  the  dose,  aad  siaiad 

His  spoils  for  the  cassm'  wonder. 
With  **  Gentlemen,  here  's  the  skull  of  the  stag 

I  wasavar,  thank  God,  aot  vadari  **  — 


The  aompaay  broke  ont  in  applai 

*^  By  Jingo,  a  laeky  oripple  1 
Have  a  mnneh  of  maee  aad  a  hank  of  hiead. 

And  a  tug,  besides,  at  oar  tipple !  '* 


And  ^*  There  's  my  pay  for  yoar  plack ! "  cried 
This, 
**  And  mine  for  yonrjeUy  story !  '* 
Cried   That,   while   TT   otiier'-bat   he   was 


Hiccupped  '^  A  trump,  a  Tory  I 


»i 


I  hope  I  gave  twice  as  maeh  as  the  not; 

For,  as  Himiar  wonld  say,  *"  withia  grate 
Though  teeth  kept  tongue,'*  my  whole  soul 
growled, 
Rightly  rewarded,  —  Ingrate  1  *' 


*» 


SOLOMON   AND  BALKIS 

Solomon  King  of  the  Jews  and  tha  Qaeen  of 

Shefaa,  Balkia, 
Talk  on  the  ivory  throne,  and  we  wall 

jecture  their  talk  is 
Salsly  of  things  saUune:  why  also 

souriit  Hooat  Zioa, 
Climbed  tte  six  golden  steps,  and  sat  bet  wilt 

lion  and  lion  ? 


has  she 


She  proves  him  with  hard  oaas 

Biiodle 


as  :  before 

she  has  reaohed  the 
He  smiling  supplies  the  end,  straight  solves 

them  riddle  by  riddle  ; 
Until,  dsad-beatsn  at  hat,  there  M  lait  no  apiftt 

in  her, 
Aad  thna  would  she  okae  tha  gaaaa  aheiaof  die 

was  first  beginner : 


'' O  wisest  thoa  of  the 

weUnwh 
One  crabbed 
^^      coaster ! 
Who  are  these,  of  dl 


wodd^  marvel  and 
tocoastnMor  vul^fo 
anoaarohof 


perfect 
Shanldopeat 


opea  to^  when  tliej  knodi  at  tpitienmdo 
-  that 's,  his  dame  ?  *' 

The  King  makes  tait  reply:  "  Whom ake  bat 

the  wise  his  equals 
Should  he  welcome  with  heart  and  voice?  — 

he  be,  snch  weak  walls 
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Of  circnnutaiice  —  power  and  pomp  -  -  divide 

souls  each  from  other 
That  whueo  proyee  king>ly  in  craft  I  needs  must 

acknowledgre  my  brother. 

**  Come  poetf  ^  come  painter,  come  scalptor, 
come  builder  —  whatever  his  condition. 

Is  he  prime  in  his  art?  We  are  peers  1  My 
iWht  has  pierced  the  partition 

And  hails  —  for  tiie  poem,  the  picture,  the 
statue,  the  building  —  my  fellow  I 

Gold  *s  gold  though  dim  in  the  dust :  court- 
polish  soon  turns  it  yellow. 

^^  But  tell  me  in  turn,  O  thou  to  thy  weakling 

sex  superior, 
That  for  knowledge  hast  travelled  so  far  yet 

seemest  nowhit  the  wearier,  — 
Who  are  those,  of  all  mankind,  a  queen  like 

^  thyself,  consummate 
lu  wisdom,  should  call  to  her  side  with  an 

affable  *  Up  hither,  oome,  mate  *  f  ** 


Why 


**  The  (rood  are  my  mates  —  how  else  ? 

doubt  it  ?  "  the  Queen  upbridled : 
"  Sure  even  above  the  Wise,  —  or  in  travel  my 

eyes  have  idled,  — 
I  see  the  Gkwd  stand  plain :  be  they  rich,  poor, 

shrewd,  or  simple. 
If  Good  they  only  are.  .  .  .  Permit  me  to  drop 

my  wimple !  ** 

And,  in  that  bashful  jerk  of  her  body,  she  — 
peace,  thou  scoiier  !  — 

Jostlea  the  King's  right-hand  stretched  court- 
ously  help  to  proffer. 

And  so  disclosed  a  portent :  all  unaware  the 
Prince  eyed 

The  Ring  which  bore  the  Name  —  turned  out- 
side now  from  inside ! 

The  tmth-eompelline  Name  I  —  and  at  onoe, 

_  *'  I  greet  the  Wise  —  oh, 
Certainly    welcome  such  to  my  court  —  with 

this  proviso : 
The  building  must  be  my  temple,  my  person 

stand  forth  the  statue, 
The  picture  my  portrait  prove,  and  the  poem 

my  praise  —  you  cat,  you  I  '* 

But  Solomon  nonplussed  ?  Nay  I  "  Be  truth- 
ful in  turn  1  **  so  bade  he  : 

*^See  the  Name,  obey  its  best  t  '*  And  at  once 
subjoins  the  lady, 

—  "Provided  the  Good  are  the  young,  men 
stroimr  Mid  tall  and  proper, 

Such  servanto   I   straightway  enlist,  —  which 

.  .  But  the  blushes  stop  her. 


that 


n 


'*Ah,    Son!,**    the    Monaroh    sighed, 

wouldst  soar  yet  ever  crawlest. 
How  oomee  it  thou  canst  discern  the  greatest 

yet  choose  the  smallest. 
Unless  because  heaven  is  far,  where  wings  find 

fit  expansion. 
While  creeping  on  all-fours  suits,  suffioes  the 

earthly  mansion? 


'*  Aspire  to  the  Best  f    But  which  ?    There  sit 

Bests  and  Bests  so  many. 
With  a  habitat  each  for  each,  earth**  Best  u 

much  Best  as  any  ! 
On  Lebanon  roots  the  cedar  —  soil  lofty,  re: 

stony  and  sandy  — 
While  hyssop,  of  worth  in  its  way,  on  the  vaU 

grows  low  but  handy. 

"  Above  may  the  Soul  spread  winy,  s|nire  body 

and  sense  beneath  her  : 
Below  she  must  oondesceno  to  ploddtag  as 

buoyed  by  ether. 
In  heaven  I  yearn  for  knowledge,  aeeonat  til 

else  inanity  ; 
On  earth  I  confess  an  itch  for  the  praise  erf  f ook 

—  that's  Vanity. 


*^  It  is  naught,  it  will  go,  it  can  ne^ 
above  to  trouble  me ; 

But  here,  —  why,  it  tovs  and  tickles  and  tMses. 
howe'er  I  redouble  me 

In  a  doggedest  of  endeavors  to  play  the  indif- 
ferent.   Therefore, 

Suppose  we   resume   discourse  f     Thon  hsit 
travelled  thus  far:  but  wherefote  f 


«t 


Solely  for  Solomon's  sake,  to  aee  whom  eart^ 

styles  Sageet  ?  " 
Through    her    blushes    laughed    the    Qnccs- 

''For  the  sake  of  a  Sage?     The  m 

jest! 
On  high,  be  communion  with  Mind  —  tkerp. 

Body  concerns  not  Balkis : 
Down  here,  —  do  I  make  too   bold  ?      Stf*^ 

Solomon,  —  one  fool's  small  kiss  I  ** 


CRISTINA  AND  MONALDESCHI 

Ah,  but  how  each  loved  eaeh,  Maiqois ! 

Here  's  the  gallery  they  trod 

Both  together,  he  her  god. 

She  his  idol,  — lend  your  rod. 
Chamberlain  I  —  ay,  there  they  aie—  **  Qw 

Separabit  f  "  —  plain  those  two 

Touching  words  come  into  view. 

Apposite  for  me  and  you : 


Since  thev  witness  to  inoessant 
Love  like  ours :  King  Franeia,  he  — 
IKane  the  adored  one,  she  — 
Prototypes  of  you  and  me. 

Everywhere  is  carved  her  Cr—osiit 
With  his  Salamander«ign  — 
Flame-fed  creature :  flame  benisa 
To  itself  or,  if  malign. 

Only  to  the  meddling  curious, 
—  So,  be  warned.  Sir  I    Where  *sbu 
Howitwandenf    What  I  said 
Merely  meant  —  the  creature,  fed 

Thus  on  flame,  was  soarae  iajniwaa 
Save  to  fools  who  woke  its  iie. 
Thinking  fit  to  play  with  fire. 
'T  is  the  Crescent  yon  admiie  ? 
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Then,  be  Diane  !    1 11  be  FrancU. 

Creeoentfl  change,  —  tme  I  —  wax  and  wane, 
Woman-like  :  male  hearts  retain 
Heat  nor,  onoe  warm,  cool  again. 

ix>,  we  figure  —  such  our  chance  is  — 
I  as  man  and  you  as  .  .  .  What  ? 
Take  offence  ?    My  Love  forgot 
He  plays  woman,  I  do  not? 

I  —  the  woman  ?    See  my  habit. 

Ask  my  people  !    Anyhow, 

Be  we  wnat  we  may,  one  tow 

Binds  US,  male  or  female.    Now,  — 
Stand,  »ir!    Read!    '' Quia  aeparalnt  f' 

Half  a  mile  of  pictured  wav 

Past  these  palace-waUs  to-day 

Traversed,  this  I  came  to  say. 

You  must  needs  begin  to  love  me  ; 

First  I  hated,  then,  at  best, 

—  Have  it  so !  —  I  acquiesced ; 

Pure  compassion  did  the  rest. 
From  below  thus  raised  above  me. 

Would  you,  step  by  step,  desoeira. 

Pity  me,  become  mv  friend. 

Like  me,  like  less,  loathe  at  end  ? 

Tliat  *s  the  ladder^s  round  yon  rose  by  ! 
That  —  my  own  foot  kicked  away. 
Having  raised  you :  let  it  stay, 
Serve  you  for  retreating  ?    Nay. 

Close  to  me  you  climbed :  as  close  by. 
Keep  your  station,  though  the  peak 
Reached  proves  somewhat  bare  and  bleak  1 
Woman  *s  strong  if  man  is  weak. 

Keep  here,  loving  me  forever ! 
Lovers  look,  gesture,  speech,  I  elium : 
Act  love,  lie  love,  all  the  same  — 
Play  as  earnest  were  our  game  I 

Lonely  I  stood  long :  't  was  clever 
When  yon  climbed,  before  men^s  eves. 
Spumed  the  earth  and  scaled  the  skies. 
Gained  my  peak  and  grasped  your  prize. 

Here  yon  stood,  then,  to  men^s  wonder  ; 
Here  you  tire  of  standing  ?    Kneel  I 
Cure  what  giddiness  you  feel. 
This  way  I     Do  your  senses  reel  ? 

Not  unUkely !    What  rolls  under  ? 
Yawning  death  in  yon  abyss 
Where  the  watera  whirl  and  hisB 
Round  more  frightful  peaks  than  this. 

Should  my  buffet  dash  yon  thither  .  .  . 
But  be  sage  I    No  waiter^  grave 
Needs  await  you  :  seemmg  brave 
Kneel  on  safe,  dear  timid  slave  I  ^ 

Yun  surmised,  when  yon  climbed  hither. 
Just  as  easy  were  retreat 
bhould  you  tire,  conceive  unmeet 
Longer  patience  at  my  feet  ? 

Me  as  standing,  you  as  stooping,  — 
Who  arranged  for  each  the  pose  ? 
I.iest  men  think  us  friends  turned  foes, 
K»ep  the  attitude  yon  chose  ! 


Men  are  used  to  this  same  grouping — 
I  and  yon  like  statues  seen. 
Yon  and  I,  no  third  between. 
Kneel  and  stand  1    That  makes  the  scenes 

Mar  it — and  one  buffet  .  .  .  Pardon  I 
Needleas  warmth  —  wise  words  in  waste  ! 
^  was  prostration  that  renlaoed 
Kneeling,  then  ?    A  proof  of  taste. 

Crouch,  not  kneel,  while  I  mount  guard  on 
Prostrate  love  —  become  no  waif, 
No  estray  to  waves  that  chafe 
Disappointed  —  love  *8  so  safe  t 

Waves  that  chafe  ?    The  idlest  fancy  I 
Peaks  that  scare  ?    I  think  we  know 
Walls  enclose  our  sculpture  :  so 
Orouped,  we  pose  in  Fontainebleau. 

Up  now  !    Wherefore  hesitancy  ? 
Arm  in  arm  and  cheek  by  cheek. 
Laugh  with  me  at  waves  and  peak  I 
Silent  still  ?    Why,  pictures  speak. 

See,  where  Juno  strikes  Izion, 
Primatice  speaks  plunly  I    Pooh  — 
Rather,  Florentine  Le  Roux  ! 
I  've  lost  head  for  who  is  who  — 

So  it  swims  and  wanders  I    Fie  on 
What  still  proves  me  female !    Here, 
By  the  staircase  I  —  for  we  near 
That  dark  ''  GaUery  of  the  Deer." 

Look  me  in  the  eyes  once  I    Steady  I 
Are  vou  faithful  now  as  erst 
On  that  eve  when  we  two  first 
Vowed  at  Avon,  blessed  and  oumd 

Faith  and  falsehood  ?    Pale  already  ? 
Forward !    Must  my  hand  compel 
Entrance  —  this  way  ?    Exit  —  well. 
Somehow,  somewhere.    Who  can  tell? 

What  if  to  the  selfsame  {dace  in 
Rustic  Avon,  at  the  door 
Of  the  village  church  onoe  more. 
Where  a  tombstone  iMSves  the  floor 

By  that  holy-water  basin 
You  appealed  to  —  **  As,  below. 
This  stone  hides  its  corpse,  e^en  so 
I  your  secrets  hide ''  ?    What  ho ! 

Friends,  my  four !    You,  Priest,  oonfeas  him  I 

I  have  judged  the  culprit  there : 

Execute  my  sentence  I    Care 

For  no  mau  such  cowards  wear  I 
Done,  Priest  ?    Then,  absolve  and  bleas  him  I 

Now  —  yon  three,  stab  thick  and  fast. 

Deep  and  deeper  I    Dead  at  last  ? 

Thanks,  friends — Father,  thanks  I   Aghast  ? 

What  one  word  of  his  confession 
Would  yon  tell  me,  though  I  lured 
With  that  ro^^al  crown  abjured 
Just  because  its  bars  immured 

Love  too  mueh  ?    Love  burst  oompression. 
Fled  free,  finally  confessed 
All  its  secrets  to  that  breast 
Whence  ...  let  Avon  tell  the  rest ! 
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MARY  WOLLSTONECRAFT  AND  FUSELI 

Oh.  Init  is  it  Boi  bard.  Dear  ? 

Mine  are  the  nerves  to  quake  at  a  mouse : 
If  a  spider  drops  I  shrink  wHh  Hear  : 

I  aliouhl  die  oatripiht  in  a  hamtsd  hooM ; 
While  for  yon  —  did  the  danger  dared  oriog 

help  — 
From  a  Hsn^s  den  I  oonld  steal  his  wbelp. 
With  a  serpent  round  ase,  stand  stock-still. 
Go  sleep  in  a  churchyard,  —  so  would  will 
Give  me  the  power  to  dare  and  do 
Valiantly — just  for  you ! 


Much  amiss  in  the  head,  Dear, 

I  toil  at  a  laaRuagv,  tax  my  brain 
Attemptinsr  to  ovsw  —  the  serstches  here  1 

I  play,  pWi  practise,  and  all  in  vain : 
But  for  yon  —  if  my  triumph  brought  yon  pride, 
I  would  grapple  with  Greek  PUys  till  I  died. 
Paint  a  portrait  <^  yon  —  who  can  tell  ? 
Work  my  fingers  off  for  your  *'  Pretty  well : " 
Laiigui^  and  jMuntmg  and  musie  too, 
Easily  done — tor  you  1 

Strong  and  fierce  in  the  heart.  Dear, 
Witn  —  more  than  a  will  —  what  seems  a 
power 
To  pounce  on  my  prey,  Iotc  outbroke  here 

In  flame  derourmg  aad  to  devour. 
Such  love  has  labors  its  best  and  worst 
To  win  me  a  lover ;  vet,  last  as  first, 
I  have  not  quickened  his  pnlM  one  beat. 
Fixed  a  moment's  fancy,  oitter  or  sweet: 
Yet  the  strong  Aene  heart's  love's  labor's  due, 
Utterly  lost,  was —  yon ! 

ADAM,  ULITH,  AND  EVE 

Onb  day,  it  thundered  and  li«:htened. 

Two  women,  fairiy  frightened. 

Sank  to  their  knees,  transformed,  trans&rad. 

At  the  feet  of  the  man  who  sat  betwixt ; 

And  "  Mercy ! "  eried  each  — ''  if  I  tell  the  truth 

(>f  a  passage  in  my  youth  I  " 


Said  This :  **  Do  ^on  nrind  the  morning 
I  met  your  love  with  scorning  ? 
As  the  wont  of  the  venom  left  ray  lips, 
I  thonght,  *  If,  despite  this  lie,  he  strips 
The  mask  from  my  sool  with  a  kiss  —  I  crawl 
Uis  slave,  —  soul,  body,  and  all !  "* 

SaidThatr  ^^  We  stood  to  be  married  ; 

The  priest,  or  some  one,  tarried  ; 

*  If  Paradise-door  mryve  locked  ? '  smiled  yon. 

I  tkooght,  tm  I  nodded,  smiHngr  too^ 

'  Did  one,  that 's  away,  arrive  —  nor  late 

Xor  soon  should  unlock  Hell's  gate  1 ' " 

It  ceased  to  lighten  aad  tender. 

Up  started  both  in  wonder, 

liooked  round  aad  saw  that  the  sky  was  clear. 

Then  Unghed '' Confess  you  hefieved  US,  Dear  r' 

*'  I  saw  through  the  joke !  **  the  man  replied 

They  re-seated  themselves  beside. 


IXION 


tri- 


HiOH  in  the  dense,  snapsoded,  of  HaO, 
umph,  behold  vs  1 
Hera  the  revenge  of  a  Ood,  tiiavs  tha  aTaHi 
of  a  Man. 
Whirling  foraver  in  tonaeat,  flesh  ooes  nettsL 
immortal 
Blade  — for  a  porpoas  si  hats — aide  to  di* 
and  ravive. 
Pays  to  the  uttennost  pang,  then,  iiwly  for 
payment  replenaahed. 
Doles  oat  —  old  yet  yirnng  —  agnriw  ewr 
afresh; 
Whence  the  result  above  ne :  tumnint  is  bridged 
by  a  rainbow,  — 
Tears,  sweat,  blood,  —  each  spaam,  ghssdj 
once,  glorified  now. 
Wrung,  by  the  rush  ef  the  wheel  oadaaaed  m} 
place  of  reposing, 
Off  in  a  sparklike  spiay,  —  flesh  beaoaso  vapor 
throu^rh  pain,  — 
Flies  the  bestowroent  of  Zens,  soul's  vanatni 
bodily  vestnre. 
Made  that  his  f  sats  observed  gain  tha  apprvTil 
of  Man,  — 
Flesh  that  he  fashioned  with  seBSS  off  the  eartk 
and  the  sky  and  the  oeeaa. 
Framed  should  pieree  to  tha  alar,  ftttsd  t' 
pora  on  the  plant,  — 
All,  for  a  parpoae  of  hata,  re-frmnad,  is  Isdi 
ionea,  rMtted, 
TfiU,  oonsnmmate  at  leqgth,  —  lo,  thm  smplov- 
ment  c^  sense ! 
Pain's  mora  minister  now  to   the  aoal,  oor» 
pledged  to  her  nieaanro  — 
Soul,  if  nntrammeUed  by  fleah,  naappveheB- 
sive  of  pain  1 
Body,  professed  soul's  slave,  whadi  autiim  be- 
guiled aad  betnqrsd  bar. 
Made  things  false  seem  tme,  chaaled  throneii 
eye  and  through  ear. 
Lured  thna  heart  and  biain  to  balieTa  in  th.* 
lying  reported,  — 
Spurn   bnt  the   trait'roas  slave, 
atom,  away. 
What  should  obstmet  soal's  nsh  sa  the 
the  only  apparent  f 
Say  I  have  errod,  — how  else  ?    Wan  I  Ina 
or  Zeus? 
Foiled  by  my  sensss  I  dreamsd ;  I  de«btle» 
awaken  in  woader : 
Hiis  provee  shine,  that  —  shade  ?    Good  war 
the  evil  that  seemed  f 
Shall  I,  with  sight  thvs  gained,  by  testnv  b-> 
taught  1  was  blind  ones  ? 
Sisnphos,    teaehes   thy    stone  —  T 
teaches  thy  thirst 
Augrbt  which  unaided  sense 
plainly  demonstrates  f 
No,  for  the  part  was 
dreamers  awake, 
Sisnphos  soonts  Ufw  fraud, 
treason  is  folly. 
Ask  of  myssif,  w 
murderous  wheel. 


tl^ 


and  to  TWultt> 
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What  in  the  aia  whieh  throe  mkI  throe  prove 
■in  to  the  eimer ! 
Say  the  false  charge  was  true,  —  th«s  do  I 
expiate,  aav. 
Arrogant   thougnt,  word,  deed,  —  mere  man 
who  ooooeited  me  godlike. 
Sat  beside  Zeua,  my  friend  —  knelt  hefon 
Her^,  my  love ! 
\Vhat  were  the  need  but  of  pitying  power  to 
touch  and  disperse  it. 
Film-work  —  eye  s  and  ear*»  — all  the  dts- 
traction  of  sense  ? 
How  should  the  soul  not  see,  not  hear,  —  per- 
ceive and  as  plainly 
Render,  in  thought,  word,  deed,  bnok  again 
truth  —  not  a  lie  ? 
^*  Ay,  but  the  pain  is  to  punish  thee  I  "    Zeus, 
once  more  for  a  pastime. 
Play  the  familiar,  the  frank  I    Speak  and 
have  speech  in  return ! 
I  was  of  Thessaly  king,  there  ruled  and  a  peo- 
ple obeyed  me : 
Mine  to  establish  the  law,  theirs  to  obey  it  or 
die: 
Wherefore?    Beoaoeeof  the  good  to  the  peo- 
ple, because  d  the  honor 
Theaoe  aoeruing  to  me,  king,  the  king^s  law 
was  supreme. 
What  of  the  weakling,  the  ignorant  criminal  ? 
Not  who,  ezonaeiess, 
Breaking  my  law  braved  death,  knowing  his 
deed  and  its  dne  — 
Nay,  but  the  feeble  and  foolinh,  the  poor  trans- 
gressor, of  purpose 
No  whit  more  than  a  tree,  bom  to  ereetness  of 
bol**. 
Palm  or  plane  or  pine,  we  laud  if  lofty,  colum- 
nar — 
Lfoathe  if  athwart,  askew,  —  leave  to  the  axe 
and  the  flame! 
Where  is  the  visiou  may  penetrate  earth  and 
beholdinr  acknowledge^ 
Just  one  pebble  at  root  ruined  the  straight- 
nesitH  stem? 
\Vhose  fine  vigilance  follows  the  soling,  ao- 
oonats  for  the  failmv, 
—  Here  blew  wind,  so  it  bent :  there  the  snow 
lodged,  so  it  broke  ? 
Ahw  the  tooth  of  the  bettrt,  bird's  hill  men  bite 
of  the  insect 
Gnawed,  gnarled,  warped  their  worat :  pasaive 
it  lay  to  offence. 
Kiqg  —  I  was  man,  no  mofe :  what  I  reoognised 
faulty  I  ponished. 
Laying  it  prone :  he  snre,  more  than  a  man 
had  I  proved. 
Watch  and  ward  o  W  the  sMliag  ask  hirthtime 
had  saved  it,  nor  simply 
Owned  the  distortion**  excaae, — hindered  it 
wholly  :  nay,  more  — 
Even  a  nan,  as  i  sat  in  my  pinee  to  do  i«dr- 
ment,  and  pallid 
Criminals  passing  to  doom  shuddered  away  at 
m J  loot, 
Conld  I  have  probed  through  the  face  to  the 
heart,  rend  pUin  a  rspentanee. 
Crime  ooafeasnd  foob*  9hiy«  virtue  aamibsd  to 
the 


Had  1  not  stayed  the  eensignmsnt  to  doom,  not 
dealt  the  renewed  ones 
Life  to  retravene  the  past,  Ught  to  retrieve 
the  misdeed  ? 
Thus  had  I  done,  and  thus  to  have  done  much 
more  it  behooves  thee, 
Zens  who  madeat  man— flawlesi  or  faulty, 
thy  work  I 
What  if  the  charge  vrere  tnie,  as  thou  mouthest, 
—  Ixion  the  cheridied 
Minkm  of  Zeus  frrav  rain,  vied  with  the  god- 
ships  and  feU, 
Foif  sit    through  ^  arrogance  ?     Stranger !     I 
clothed,    with    the    grace   of    our   hu- 
man. 
Inhumanity — gods,  natures  I  likened  to  ours. 
Man  among  men  I  had  borne  me  till  gods  for- 
sooth must  regard  me 
—  Nay,  most  anprove,  applaud,  claim  as  a 
comrade  at  last. 
Summoned  to  enter  their  oirsle,  I  sat  —  their 
equal,  how  other  ? 
Love  should  be  ahaolnto  love,  faith  is  in  ful- 
ness or  naught. 
"  I  am  thy  friend,  be  mine  !>' smiled  Zens  :'' If 
Her^  attract  thee,'* 
Blushed  the  imperial  cheek,  *'  then  —as  thy 
heart  may  suggest !  ^* 
Faith  in  me  sprang  to  the  faith,  my  love  hailed 
love  as  its  fellow. 
"  Zens,  w«  are  friends  —  how  fast  I  Her4,  my 
heart  for  thy  heart !  ** 
Then  broke  smile  into  fury  of  frown,  and  the 
thunder  of  ''  Hence,  fool !  ** 
Then  throngh  the  kiss hmghed  scorn  ''Limbs 
or  a  cloud  was  to  clasp  ?  ** 
Then  from  dnmpoa  to  Erehoa,  then  from  the 
rapture  to  torment. 
Then  from   the  feQow   of  gods  —  nuMty's 
mate,  to  the  man  I 
—  Man  henceforth  and  forever,  who  lent  from 
the  glow  of  his  nature 
Waimth  to  the  cold,  with  light  eolcxred  the 
black  and  the  blank. 
So  did  a  man  conceive  of  your  paasion,  you  pan- 
sion-protestors ! 
So  did  he  trust,  so  love  —  being  the  truth  of 
your  lie  I 
Ton  to  aspire  to  be  Man !    Man  made  yon  who 
vainly  would  ape  him  : 
You  are  the  hoUowneas,  he  — filBng  you,  fal- 
sifies void. 
Even  as  —  witness  the  emblen,  HeU's  sad  tri- 


>h 
Bom  of  ray 
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bleod  —  bunting  to 
vapor  above  — 
Arching  my  torment,  an  iris  ghostlike  startles 
the  aarknesB, 
Cold  white  —  jewelry  quenched  —  jnatifies, 
glorifisspmn. 
Strive,  mankind,  though  strife  endure  through 
endran  obstmetion. 
Stage  after  stage,  each  tiae  mnirsd  hy  aa  cer- 
tninalkUI 
Bai&ed  forever  —  yet  never  so  baffled  but,  e*en 

in  the  balBing, 

When  Man's  strei^th  proves  weak.  oh^kMl 
in  the  body  or  aouL, 
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Whatiiuever  the  medium,  flesh  or  eaaenoe,  — 
Ixioii  *8 
Made  fur  a  purpose  of  hate,  —  clothing  the 
entity  Thou, 
—  Medium  whence  that  entity  striTes  for  the 
Not-Thou  beyond  it, 
fire  elemental,  free,  frame  unencumbered, 
the  All,  - 
Never  so  ba£3ed  but  —  when,  on  the  verge  of 
an  alien  existence. 
Heartened  to  press,  by  pangs  burst  to  the  in- 
finite Pure, 
Nothing  is  reached  but  the  ancient  weakness 
still  that  arrests  strength, 
Circumambient  still,  still  the  poor  human  ar- 
ray. 
Pride  and  revenge  and  hate  and  cruelty —  all  it 
has  burst  through, 
Thouffht  to  escape,  —  fresh  formed,  found  in 
t£e  fashion  it  fled. 
Never  so  baffled  but  —  when  Ifan  pays  the  price 
of  endeavor. 
Thunderstruck,  downthmst,Tartaro8-doomed 
to  the  wheel,  — 
Then,  av,  then,  from  the  tears  and  sweat  and 
blood  of  his  torment, 
E*en  from  tlie  triumph  of  Hell,  up  let  him 
look  and  rejoice ! 
What  is  the  iniiuence,  high  o'er  Hell,  that 
turns  to  a  rapture 
Pain  — and  desnair^s  murk  mist  blends  in  a 
rainbow  uf  hope  ? 
What  is  beyond  the  obstmotiou,  stage  by  stage 
though  it  baffle  ? 
Back  must  I  fall,  confess  **  Ever  the  weakness 
I  fled"? 
No,  for  beyond,  far,  far  is  a  Purity  all-unob- 
structed ! 
Zeus  was  2«eo8  —  not  Man :  wrecked  by  his 
weakness,  I  whirl. 
Out  of  the  wreck  I  rise  —  past  Zeus  to  the  Po- 
tency o'er  him  I 
I  —  to  have  h«led  him  my  friend  !    1  —  to 
have  clasped  her  —  my  love  ! 
Pallid  birth  of  mj  pain,  ~  where  light,  where 
lii;ht  is,  aspirinir 
Thither  I  rise,  whilst  thou  —  Zeus,  keep  the 
godship  and  sink  I 


JOCHANAN   HAKKADOSH 

**  Tnn  now,  this  other  story  makes  amends 
And  justifies  oar  Mishna,**  quoth  the  Jew 
Aforesud.    ''  Tell  it,  leaniedeet  of  friends !  '* 


A  certiun  mom  broke  beautiful  and  blue 
0>r  Schiphas  city,  bringing  joy  and  mirth, 
—  So  had  ye  deemed ;  while  the  reverse  was  true. 

Since  one  small  house  there  gave  a  sorrow  birth 
In  such  black  sort  that,  to  each  faithful  eye. 
Midnight,  not  morning  settled  on  the  earth. 

How  else,  when  it  grew  certain  thou  wonldst  die, 
Our  muoh-enlightened  master,  Israers  prop, 
Eximions  Joohamui  Ben  Sabbathai  ? 


Old.  yea,  but,  undiminished  of  a  drop, 

Ihe  vital  essence  pulsed  through  neaft  sod 

brain; 
Hme  left  nnsickled  yet  the  plenteona  cn^ 

On  poll  and  chin  and  cheek,  whereof  a  skfin 
Handmaids  might  weave  —  hairs  silk-aoft«  nl- 

ver-white, 
Stich  as  the  wool-plant  *s ;  none  the  leH  in  vsia 

Had  Physic  striven  her  best  against  the  spite 
Of  fell  disease  :  the  Rabbi  must  siTCciimb ; 
And,  round  the  couch  whereon  in  piteous  pligbt 

He  lay  ardying,  scholars,  —  awe-stmck,  daaih 
Throughout  the  night-watch,  —  roiWBd  tkwiii- 

selves  and  sp(»ke 
One  to  the  other :  **  Ere  death's  touch  benuuK 


■as 


*'  His  active  sense,  —  while  yet  *neath  R 

yoke 

Obedient  toils  his  tongue,  —  befits  we  claim 
The  fruit  of  long  experience,  bid  this  oak 


**Shed  us  an  acorn  which  may.  all  the 
Grow  to  a  temple-pillar,  —  dear  that  day  I  — 
When  Israel's  scattered  seed  finda  plaee  siMi 
name 

**  Among  the  envious  nations.  Lamp  na,  prar. 
Thou  the  Enlightener  I  Partest  henoe  in  peacf ; 
Hailest  without  regret  —  much  less,  dismay  - 


**  The  hour  of  thine  approximate  rel 
From  fleshly  bondage  soul  hath  found 
Calmly  envisagest  Uie  sure  increase 


^*  Of  knowledge  f    Elden's  tree  must  hold 

plucked 

Some  apple,  sure,  has  never  tried  thy  tooth. 
Juicy   with    sapience    thou    hast    sought,  m* 

sucked  ? 


^^  Say,  does  age  acquiesce  in  vanished  jonth  f 
purity  above  —  as  erst  — 
fo"       -     ~       - 


Still  towers  thy 

Our    pleasant    foUies  ?    Be  thy  last  word  — 
truth!" 


The  Rabbi  groaned ;  then,  grimly,  "  Lastt  as  fii« 
The  truth  speak  I  —  in  boyhood  who  begma 
Striving  to  live  an  angel,  and,  aroereed 


^*  For  such  presumption,  die  now  hardly 

pi 
That  much  I  learned :  but  her«  lies  Jorhanaa 


What  have  I  proved  of  life  f  To  live,  indeed. 


''  More  luckless  than  stood  David  when,  toi 
His  fighting  with  the  Philistine,  they  bRMgbc 
Saol's  hanwss  forth :  whereat, '  Alaek,  I  aeed 

^*  *  Armor  to  arm  me,  hut  have  never  fooglrt 
With  swoid  and  spear,  nor  triad  to  mawsc* 

shield. 
Proving  arras'  nse,  as  wall-traitted  warriorevg^t 

"  'Only  asliitf  and  pebbles  can  I  wield  !* 
So  he :  while  I,  contrariwise,  *  No  triek 
Of  weapon  helpful  on  the  battlefield 
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** '  Cornea  anfamiliar  to  my  theoric : 
Bat,  bid  me  pat  in  i»r»etioe  what  I  know, 
Give  me  a  sword  — it  stings  like  Moses^  stiek, 

'*  *  A  serpent  I  let  drop  space.*    E^en  so, 
I,  — able  to  comport  me  at  each  stage 
(>f  human  Ufa  as  never  here  below 

*  *  Man  played  his  part,  —  since  mine  the  heri- 
tage 
Of  wisdom  carried  to  that  perfect  pitch, 
Ye  rightly   praise,  —  I,  therefore,    who,   thus 


'*  Tonld  snre  act  man  trinmphautly,  enrich 
Lifcf's  aiimls,  with  example  how  1  played 
Luvei%  iiard.  Soldier,  Statist,  —  (all  of  which 

**  Parti  in  presentment  failin.?,  cries  invade 
The  world's  ear  —  *  Ah,  the  Past,  the  pearl- 

gift  thrown 
T  >  hogs,  time's  opportunity  we  made 

**  *  So  light  of,  only  rec<»nized  when  flown ! 
Had    we    been    wise ! '}  —  in    fine,    I  —  wise 

enough, — 
Wh.it  profit  brings  me  wisdom  never  shown 

**  Jast  when  its  showing  wonld  from  each  re- 
buff 
Shelter  weak  virtne,  threaten  back  to  bounds 
Encroaching  vice,  tread  smooth  each  track  too 
roagh 

**  For  youth's   nnsteady  footstep,    climb   the 
nmiMLi 


(}f  life's  long  ladder,  one  by  slippery  one, 
nake  n 
founds 


Yet  make  no  stumble?     Me 


'd' 


fate  COD- 


*'  With  that  same  crowd  of  wallers  I  outrun 

hy  promising  to  teach  another  cry 

(>f  more  hiUmons  mood  than  theirs,  the  sun 

**  I  look  my  last  at  is  insnlted  by. 

What  cry, —ye  ask?    Give  ear  on  every  side ! 

Witueas  yon  Lover !    *  How  entrapped  am  I ! 

**  *  Methought,  because  a  virgin's  rose-lip  vied 
With  ripe  KhubbezlehV,  needs  must  beauty 

mate 
With  meekness  and  discretion  in  a  bride : 

**' Bride  she    became  to  roe  who  wail —too 

late  — 
( 'nvtM  I  loved  ! '    That 's  one  cry.    '  Mind  's 

my  gift : 
I  might  have  loaded  me  with  lore,  full  weight 

**  *  Pressed  down  and  running  over  at  each  rift 
O*  the  brain-bag  where  the  »mialied  olnng  and 

fed. 
I  filled  it  with  what  rubbish !  —  would  not  sift 

*'  *  The  wheat  from  chaff,  sound  grain  from 

musty  —  shed 
Poison  abroad  as  oft  sa  nutriment  — 
And  sighing  say  but  as  my  fellows  said. 


''  *  UnteUe  I    learned  I '     That 's    two.     '  In 

dwarf 's-pl»y  spent 
Was  giant's  proweas :  warrior  all  unversed 
In  war's  ri^ht  waging,   I   struck  brand,  was 

lent 

'**  For  steel's  fit  service,  on  mere  stone — and 

cunad 
Alike  the  shocked  limb  and  the  shivered  steel, 
Seeing  too  late  the  blade's  true  use  which  emt 

"How  was  I  blind  tol    My  cry  sweUs  the 

peal  — 
Unwise  I  fought ! '   That 's  three.    But  where- 

f(we  waste  ^ 
Breath  on  the  waitings  longer  ?    Why  reveal 

*'  A  root  of  bitterness  whereof  the  taste 

Is  noisome  to  Humanity  at  large  ? 

First  we  get  Power,  but  Power  absurdly  placed 

"^  In  Folly's  keeping,  who  resigns  her  charge 
To  Wisdom    when  all    Power    grows  noUting 

worth : 
Bones  marrowleas  are  mocked  with  helm  and 

targe 

*'When,  like  your  Master's,  soon  below  the 
earth 

With  worms  shall  warfare  only  be.  Fare- 
well, 

Children  I    I  die  a  failure  since  my  birth  I " 


i» 


Not  so  I  "  arose  a  protest,  aa,  pell-meU, 

nis 


They  pattered  from  his  chamber  to  the  street. 
Beat  on  a  last  resource.    Our  Targums  tell 

That  such  resource  there  is.    Put  case,  there 

meet 
The     Nine     Points     of     Perfection  —  rarest 

chance- 
Within  some  saintly  teacher  whom  the  fieet 

Years,  in  their  blind  implacable  advance. 
Overtake  before  fit  teaching  bom  of  these 
Have  magnified  his  scholars'  countenance,  — 

If  haply  folk  compassionating  please 
To  render  up  —  according  to  his  store. 
Each  one  —  a  portion  of  the  life  he  sees 

Hardlv  worth  saving  when  't  is  set  before 
Earth  s  benefit  should  the  Saint.  Hakkadnsh, 
Favored  thereby,  attain  to  full  fourscore  — 


If  such  contribute  (Scoffer,  spare  thy ''  B01 
A  year,  a  month,  a  day,  an  hour  —  to  eke 
Lite  out,  —  in  him  away  the  gift  shall  was 


That  much  of  ill-spent  time  recorded,  streak 
The  twilight  of  the  so-assisted  sage 
With  a  new  sunrise :  truth,  though  strange  to 
speakl 

Quick  to  the  doorway,  then,  where  youth  and 

age. 
All  Israel,  thronging,  waited  for  the  last 
News  of  the  loved  one.    **  'T  is  the  final  stage : 
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"'  Art's  atmost  done,  the  Raa>bi*a  feet  iiead  fast 
The  way  of  all  flesh  !  *'  80  amKNiBeed  that  apt 
OUve-bfaBeh  Tsaddik :  '' Yet,  O  Bnthrcn,  east 


'"'  No  eye  to  earthward  I    Look  where  heaven 

has  ola|)ped  ^ 
Momni|f*9  extinfnii^r  —  yoa  ray-diot  rohe 
(if  sun-threada  —  on  the  constellattoa  mapped 

*'  And  ineBtioned  hy  our  Elders,  —  jrea,  from 

Job 
Down  to  8atam,  —  as  Bputag  forth — what  ? 
Perpend  a  mystery  !    Ye  calf  it  Dob^ 

"*  *  The  Bear '  :  I  trow,  a  wiser  naone  than 
that 

Were  Aish—'^  The  Bier '  :  a  corpse  those  four 
stars  hold. 

Which  —  are  not  those  Three  Daughters  weep- 
ing at 

^'Banoikf    I jndge so :  Hst while  I  unfold 
The  reason.     As  in  twioe  twelve  hours  this 

Bier 
Goes  and  returns,  about  the  east-oone  rolled, 


it 


So  may  a  setting  luminary  here 
Be  rescued  from  extinction,  nJled  anew 
Upon  its  track  of  labor,  strong  and  clear, 

**  About  the  Pole  —  that  Salem,  every  Jew 
Helps  to  build  up  when  thus  he  saves  some 

Saint 
Ordained  its  arehitect.    Ye  grrasp  the  elne 

'\To  all  ye  seek?  The  Rabbi's  larap4Uroe  faint 
Sinks :  would  ye  raise  it  ?    Lend  then  life  from 

yours. 
Spare  each  his  oil-drop  !    Do  I  need  acquaint 

''  The  Chosen  how  self-sacrifice  enanrss 

Tenfold  requital  ?  —  urge  ye  emulate 

The  fame  of  those  Old  Just  Ones  death  procures 

**  Such  praise  for,  that  't  is  now  men's  sole  de> 

bate 
Which  of  the  Ten,  who  volunteered  at  Rome 
To  die  for  gkny  to  our  Race,  was  great 

**  Beyond  his  fellows  ?  Was  it  thou  —  the  comb 
Of  iron  carded,  flesh  from  bone,  away^ 
While  thy  Kps  sputtered  through  their  bloody 
foam 

**  Without  a  stoppage  (O  brave  Akiba  !) 
*  Hear,  Israel,  our  Lord  Qod  is  One  '  ?  Or  thou, 
Jiachab  ?  —  who  smiledst,  burning,  since  there 
hfcy, 

**  Burning  along  with  thee,  evr  Law  I  I  trow, 
Snch  martyrdoDi  might  tax  flesh  to  afford : 
While  that  for  which  I  make  petition  now, 

"  To  what  amounts  it  ?    Youngster,  wilt  thou 

hoard 
Each  minote  of  long  years  thou  look'st  to  spend 
In  dalliance  with  thy  spouse?    Hast  thou  so 


'*  Singer  of  songs,  all  out  of  sii|it  of  fikswl 
And  teacher,  warbling  Bko  a  woodland  bird. 
There 's  left  no  Sebk,  'twist  tw  pan liin>  u 
lend 

'*  Our  Ut»«o-tunefvl  qnirist  ?    Tbo«,  wwwxnd 
The  fighter  bom  to  plant  our  iMB-flag* 
Once  more  on  Zion's    mount,  —  doth    all-oo- 
beard. 


»4 


My  pleading  fail  to  move  thos  f    Toss 


Shall  stanch  our  wound,  some  minute  ntrer 

missed 
From  swotdsnian's  Instihood  Kkotkinel    Wil* 

^*  In  liberal  bestowment,  show  dose  fiyt 
When  open  pahn  we  look  for,  —  tho«.  «i*)*- 

known 
For  statecraft?  whom,  'tis  said,  and  if  th^t. 

list, 

"The   Shak   himself  would  seat   bsnde  h- 

throne. 
So  valued  were  advice  from  thee"  •  •  .  Bit 

here 
He  stopped  short :  such  a  hubbub !    Not  sK  t.^ 

From  those  addressed,  but  far  as  well  aa  n^ar 
The  crowd  brought  into  claoMir :  *^  Mine,  minr 

mine  — 
Lop  from  my  life  the  excrescence,  never  fesu ! 


"  At  me  thou   lookedst,  markedst  me !    A« 

sien 
To  me  that  privilege  of  grantinir  fife  — 
Mine,  mine!"     Tlien  he:   "^Be  patient!    I 

combine 


**  The  needful  nortions  onlv,  wage  no 
With  Nature *8  law  nor  aeen  to  laigthea  oat 
The  Rabbi's  day  unduly.    'T  is  the  knife 

*^I  stop,— *wonkl   cut   its  thread  too  sbur 

About 
As  much  as  helpB  life  last  the  proper  term. 
The  appointed  Fourscore,  —  that  I  crave.  &r : 

seout 

**  A  too-prolonged  existonce.    Let  tbo  wurm 
Change  at  fit  season  to  the  butterfly  I 
And  here  a  story  strikes  me,  to  oonfim 

"  This  judgment.    Of  our  worthies,  mmm  ni,i^ 

high 
As  Perida  who  kept  the  f  anions  school : 
None  rivalled  him   in   patience:    mmml    Fur 

why? 


"  In  lecturing  it  was  Ins  constant  rule. 

Whatever  he  expounded,  to  repeat 

—  Ay,  and  keep  on  repeating.  Jest  some  f wl 


"  Should  fail  to  nndeistand  him  fully  —  •  i* 
Unparalleled,  Uzzean  !)-;*>  do  jrs  mark  ?  — 
Five  hundred  times  I    So  might  bo  entrvrf- 
beat 
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"  For  kaowledce  uito  kowwwrer  dark 

And  dtsM  tka  bcua-pAii.    Yet  it  happed,  ai 


Of  one  especial  leetore,  not  one  spark 

*'  ()f  lii^ht  was  found  to  haTe  illumed  the  rows 
iH  pnpils  round  their  pedacopie.    *  What,  sdll 
Impenetrable  to  me  ?    Then — here  goes  I  * 

^*  And  for  a  second  time  he  sets  the  rill 

(>f  knowlsdce  rannair,  and  fire  knndred  times 

More  le  tspsats  the  natter  —  and  gaias  mil, 

* '  Out  broke  a  roioe  from  heaven :  ^  Thy  patience 

olimhs 
Even  thus  high.    Choose !    Wilt  thoa,  rather, 


^na 


niek 


Ascend  to  bUas — or,  since  thy  seal  saMimes 

''  *  Such  drudgery,  will  thy  back  still  bear  its 

cndc, 
lient  o*er  thy  rlsss,  --thy  vmce  drone  spite  of 

droatk, — 
Five   hundred   years  more  at  thy  desk  wilt 

stick?' 

*'  '  To  heafvan  with  me  1  *  was  in  the  good  man*s 

month, 
Wlien  all  his  scholars  —  cruel-kind  were  they!  — 
Stopped  utterance.  Iron  £ast.  West,  North  and 

South, 

''Itendiiv   the   welkin   with   th«r  shout   of 

*Nay- 
X(i  heaven  as  yet  lor  oar  iaatmctor  I    Grant 
Five  hundred  years  on  earth  for  Perida  I  * 

'*  Attd  so  long  did  he  keep  instructing  1    Want 
Our  Master  no  such  misery  !    I  but  take 
Three  moaths  of  fife  mantaL    Mimstraat 

**Betho«o<  spoMh^Poet!    field  I  nHJoe, 
Swordsman,  with  thy  frank  offer !  —  and  con- 
elude, 
list,  with  thine  I    One  year,  —  ye  will  not 


**  My  pnrpoae  toaooept  nomcre.    Somde? 
The  very  boys  and  girls,  f  anootk,  nust  pren 
And  proffer  tbair  addition?    Tkanksl    The 
mood 

*'  U  laodaUe,  bat  I  rsiset.  no  lew. 

One  nontk,  week,  day  of  life  more.    Leave  my 

gown, 
Y(*  overbold  ones  I    Tour  lifers  gift,  yon  gnen, 

**  Were  good  as  any  f  Bodnby,  get  thee  down ! 
S<>t  my  feet  free,  or  fear  my  stsff  !  Farewell, 
St»nioiii  and  saviors,  sharers  of  renown 


^*With  Joehaaaa  haneeforward  1"    Straigki- 

wayfeU 
slt^p  on  the  sufferer;  who  awoke  in  health, 
I  lale  evaiywmy,  ao  potent  was  the  spell. 


O  the  rare  Smriiw-tinie !  Who  is  he  by  stealth 
Approaches  Joohanaa  P  — embowered  that  sits 
Under  his  vine  and  figtree  *mad  the  wealth 


Of  garden-sights  and  sounds,  since  intermits 
Never  the  tiutle's  eoo.  nor  stays  nor  stints 
The  rose  her  smell.    In  hom^pe  that  befits 

The  musing  Master,  Tsaddik.  see,  impints 
A  kiss  on  tne  extended  foot,  low  benos 
Forehead  to  «arth«  then,  aUs»baequioos,  hints 

'*  What  if  it  should  be  time?    Aperiodends- 
That  of  the  Luver*8  gift  —  his  quarter-year 
Of  Instihood :  *t  is  jvst  thou  make 


**  Return  that  loan  with  usury :  so,  here 

Come  I,  of  thv  Disciples  delegate. 

Claiming  our  lesson  from  thee.    Make  appear 

'*  Tky  profit  from  experience  !    Plainly  state 
How  men  should  Love  1  **    Thus  he :  and  to 
him  thus 

The  Rabbi :  *'  Love,  ye  call  it  ?  —  rather.  Hate  I 

''  What  wonldst  thou  ?    Is  it  needful  I  diacun 
Wherefore  new  sweet  wine,  poured  in  bottles 

caked 
With  old  strong  wine's  deposit,  offers  us 

**  Spmlt  liquor  we  reooil  from,  thirst-unslaked  ? 
Like  earth-smoke  from  a  crevioe,  out  there 

wound  — 
Laagnon  aad  yearnings :  aota  sense  but  ached 


^*  Weighed  on  by  fancied  iorro  and  feature, 

sound 
Of  silver  word  and  sight  of  sunny  smile  : 
No  beckening  of  a  flower-hEaach,  ao  profound 

'*  Farple  of  neon- opprenioa,  no  light  wile 

O'  the  West  wind,  but  transformed  itself  till  — 

brief- 
Before  me  stood  the  phantasy  ye  style 

'*  Yonth*s  k>ve,  the  jaj  that  shall  not  come  to 

grief, 
Bern  to  endure,  etenml,  uainpaired 
By  custom  the  aoekqwr,  time  the  thief. 

**  Had  Age^s  hard  cold  knowledge  only  spared 
That  ignoraaoe  of  Youth  1  But  now  the  dream. 
Fresh  as  from  Paradise,  alighting  fared 


'*  As  fares  the  pigeon,  finding  what  may  seem 
Her  neat^s  safe  aollow  holds  a  snake  innde 
Coiled  to  eadasp  her.    ^^,  Eve  staads  supreme 

*'  In   vonth   and  beauty !    Take  her  for  thy 

oride! 
What  Youth  deemed  crystal.  Age  finds  out  was 

dsw 
Morn  set  a-sparkle,  but  which  noon  qaaek  dried 

**  While  Youth  bent  gazing  at  its  red  and  blue 
Supposed  pereaaial,  —  never  drsameil  the  sun 
WUeh  kiadled  the  dispUy  woald  qneaeh  it  too. 
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^'  Gracefl  of  8lmpe  and  c«>lor  —  every  one 
With  its  appointed  period  of  decay 
When  ripe  to  purpose  !    *  iStiii,  these  dead  and 
dune, 

"  *  Survives  the  woman-nature  —  the  soft  sway 
Of  undeiinable  omnipotenoe 
0*er   our   strong    male-stuff,    we   of  Adam's 
clay.' 

**  Ay,  if  my  phvsics  taught  not  why  and  whence 
The  attraction  I    Am  I  like  the  simple  steer 
Who,  from  his  pasture  lured  inside  the  fence, 

*'  Where  yoke  and  goad  await  him,  holds  that 

mere 
Kindliness  prompts  extension  of  the  hand 
Hollowed   for  biarley,   which   drew  near  and 

near 

'*  His  nose  —  in  proof  that,  of  the  hornM  hand, 
The  farmer  best  affected  him  ?    Beside, 
8teer,  since  his  calfhood,  got  to  understand 

**  Farmers  a  many  in  the  world  so  wide 

Were  ready  with  a  handful  just  as  choice 

Or  choicer  —  maize  and  cummin,  treats  untried. 

**  Shall  I  wed  wife,  and  all  my  days  rejoice 
I  gained  thepeacock ?    'Las me,  round  I  look, 
And  lo  —  *  With  me  thou  wonldst  hare  blamed 
no  voice 

"  *  Like  hers  that  dulv  deafens  like  a  rook : 
I  am  the  phoenix  ! '  —    I,  the  lark,  the  dove. 
—  The  owl,'  for  anght  knows  he  who  blindly 
took 

**  Peacock  for  partner,   while   the  vale,   the 

grove. 
The    plain    held    bixd-mates    in   abundance. 

There  I 
Youth,  try  fresh  capture  !    Age  has  found  out 

Love 

**Long  ago.    War  seems  better  worth  man's 

care. 
But  leave  me  I    Disappointment  finds  a  balm 
Haply  in  slumber."     ''This  first  step  o'  the 

stair 


**  To  knowledge  fails  me,  but  the  victor's  palm 

Lies  on  the  next  to  tempt  him  overleap 

A  stumbling-block.    Experienced,  gather  calm, 


"  Thou  excellence  of  Jndah,  cured  by  sleep 
Which  ushers  in  the  Warrior,  to  repUoe 
The  Lover  I    At  due  season  I  shall  reap 

*'  Fruit  of  my  planting ! "  So,  with  length- 
ened face. 

Departed  Tsaddik:  and  three  moons  more 
waxed 

And  waned,  and  not  until  the  summer^pace 

Waned  likewise,  any  sei^ond  visit  taxed 

Thn  Rabbi's  patience.  But  at  three  months'  end 

Behold,  supine  beneath  a  rock,  relaxed 


The  sage  lay  musing  till  the  noon  ahonld  spead 
Its  ardor.    Up  comes  Tsaddik,  who  bat  he. 
With  ""  Master,  may  I  warn  thee,  nor  offend, 

**  That  time  comes  round  again  ?     We  look  tc 

see 
Sprout  from  the  old  branch  —  not  the  yoanr 

ling  twig  — 
But  fruit  of  sycamine  :  deliver  me, 

'*  To  share  among  my  fellows,  some  plump  fig. 
Juicy  as  seedy  I    That  same  roan  of  wrar. 
Who,  with  a  scantling  of  his  store,  mjide  big 

"  Thy  starveling  nature,  caused  thee,  safe  froe: 

scar. 
To  share  his  gains  b^  long  nrqnaintmnri'ahip 
With  bump  and  bruise  and  all  the  knoeka  that 


**  Of  battle  dowry,  —  he  bids  loose  thy  lip. 
Explain  the  good  of  battle  !  Since  thou  kiK>«  ^v 
Let  us  know  likewise  !    Fast  the  moments  «i:; 


**  More  need  that  we  improve  them  !  *'  —  ^'  A\ 

we  boast. 
We  warriors  in  onr  ^uth,  that  with  the  awtud 
Ifan  goes  the  swif thest  to  the  nttermost  — 

**  Takes  the  straight  way  thnmgfa  lands  yet  rr 

explored 
To  absolute  Right  and  Good,  —  may  ao  obt£  l 
God's  glory  and  roan's  weal  too  long  ' 


"Too  late   attained   by   preanhmaata   all   i 

vain  — 
The  passive  process.    Knots  get  taai^ed  w<ir^ 
By  toying  with :  does  cut  oora  elaw  again  t^ 


"  Moreover  there  is  Uessinr  in  the 

Peace-praisers  call  war.     What  so  core  evcJ^ 
All  the  capacities  of  soul,  proves  nmae 


**  Of  that  self-sacrifice  in  men  whi<^  aolv 
The  riddle  -  H  herein  difert  Mam  from 
Foxes  boast  cleverness  and  courage  wd 


*^  Nowhere  but  in  mankind  is  found  the 
Touch  of  an  impulse  *  To  onr  fellows  —  good 
I'  the  highest  I  —  not  diminished  bnt  ii 


" '  By  the  condition  plainly  nnderatood 
— Such  good  shall  be  attamed  at  pnoe  off  hwr* 
r  the   highest  to   ouxaelvesr    Fi 
that  brood 

**  Confusedly  in  Man,  *t  is  war  bids  spari 
Forth  into  name :  as  fares  the 
Whereof  no  particle  bnt  holds  inert 

^^  Some  seed  of  light  and  heat,  however 
Tlie  enclosure,  yet  avails  not  to  " 


Its  radiant 


ire,  y< 
birth 


before  there  come  to 


"  Some  push  external,  — strong  to  set  at  laar^ 
Those  dormant  fire-^eeds,  whirl  them  m  a  tn 
Through   heaven,  and    light   up    emrth    fn 
marge  to  marge: 
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**  binoo  foroe  by  motion  makes  —  what  ent  was 

ice  — 
("luiih  into  fervency  and  ao  expire, 
BecaoiM  aome  Djinn  haa  hit  on  a  device 

*'  For  provini;  the  full  pvetdneaa  of  fire  I 

Ay,  thoa  we  prattle  —  young :  but  old  —  why, 

firat. 
Where  *a  that  aame  Right  and  Good  —  (the  wiae 

inquire)  — 

**  So  abaolute,  it  warranta  the  outbarat 
i  H  blood,  tears,  idl  war^a  woeful  oonaeouence, 
'lliAt  oomea  of  the  fine  flaring  ?    Whion  plague 
euraed 

"  The  more  yonr  benefited  Man  —  offenoe,  ^ 
Or  what  aiipprcaaod  the  offender  ?  Say  it  did  — 
Show  na  the  evil  oared  by  ▼iolence, 

'*  Sabmiaaion  ourea  not  alao !    Lift  the  lid 
From  the  maturing  crucible,  we  find 
Ita  alow  aure  ooaxing-out  of  virtue,  hid 

**  In  that  aarae  meteor-maaa,  hath  nncombined 
Thiiae  partiolea  and,  yielding  for  reanlt 
(told,  not  mere  flame,  by  ao  much  leaves  be- 
hind 


*"  The  heroic  product.    E'en  the  aimpU 
i  H  Kdom*a  children  wiaely  bida  them  t 


,  le  cult 
wiaely  bida  them  turn 
Cheek  to  the  amiter  with  '  Sic  Jeaut  vuU.* 


*''  Say  there  *a  a  tjrrant  by  whoae  death  we  earn 
Fre4*dom,  and  jnatif  y  a  war  to  wage : 
Good  !  —  were  we  only  able  to  diacem 

"'  Exactly  how  to  reach  and  catch  and  cage 

Him  only  and  no  innocent  beside  ! 

Whereas  the  folk  whereon  war  wreaka  ita  rage 

**  —  How  ahared  they  hia  ill-doing?    Far  and 

wide 
The  victatna  of  our  warfare  atrew  the  plain. 
Ten  thouaand  dead,  whereof  not  one  but  died 

"*  In  faith  that  vaaaala  owed  their  auxerain 
Life :    therefore   each   paid   tribute  —  honeat 

aoul  — 
To  that^  aame  Right  and  Good  ouiselves  are 

fain 

**  To  call  exdnaiyely  oar  end.    From  bole 
(Since  ye  accept  in  me  a  sycamine) 
Pluck,  eat,  digeat  a  fable  —  yea,  the  aole 

'*  Fig  I  afford  yon!    'Dost  thou   dwarf   my 

vine?* 
(So  did  a  certain  husbandman  addrraa 
The  tree  which  faced  hia  field.)    '  Receive  con- 
dign 

**  *  Pnniahment,  prompt  removal  by  the  atress 
Of  axe  I  forthwith  lav  nnto  thy  root  1  * 
I^>ng  did  he  hack  ana  hew,  the  root  no  law 

'*  Aa  long  defied  him,  for  its  tough  strings 
shoot 


As  deep  down  as  the  boughs  above  aspire : 
All  that  he  did  was  —  shake  to  the  tree^s  foot 

*'  Leafasre  and  fruitage,  things  we  most  require 
For  shadow  and  refreshment :  which  good  deed 
Thoroughly  done,  behold  the  axe-haft  tires 

*'His  hand,  and  he  desisting  leaves  unfreed 
The  vine  he  hacked  and  hewed  for.    Comes  a 

frost. 
One  natural  night *s  work,  and  there  *s  little 

need 

**  Of  hacking,  hewing  :  lo,  the  tree  *s  a  ghost  I 
Perished  it  starves,  black  death  from  topmost 

bough 
To  farthest-reaching  fibre  1    Shall  I  boast 

*'My  rou^k  work  —  warfare — helped  more? 

Loving,  now  — 
That,  b^  comparison,  seems  wiser,  since 
The  loving  fool  was  able  to  avow 

**  He  could  effect  his  purpose,  jnst  evince 
Love*s  willingness,  —  once  Vare  of  what  she 

lacked. 
His  loved  one,  —  to  go  work  for  that,  nor  wince 

"  At  self-expenditure  :  he  neither  hacked 
Nor  hewed,  out  when  the  lady  of  his  field 
Required  defence  because  the  sun  attacked, 

**  He,  failing  to  obtain  a  fitter  ahield. 
Would  interpoae  hia  body,  and  ao  bwia. 
Blest  in  the  buming.    Ah,  were  mine  to  wield 

'*  The  intellectual  weapon  —  poet^ays,  — 
How  preferably  had  I  sung  one  song 
Which  .  .  .  but  my  sadness  sinks  me :  go  yonr 
ways  I 

^*  I  sleep  out  disappointment.'*  "  Come  alon|r« 
Never  lose  heart  f  There  *s  still  as  much  agam 
Of  our  bestowment  left  to  right  the  wrong 

**  Done  by  its  earlier  moiety  —  explain 
Wherefore,  who  may  1    The  Poet  s  mood  oomes 

next. 
Was  he  not  wishful  the  poetic  vein 

** Should  pulse  within  him?    Jochanan,  thou 

r«ck'at 
Little  of  what  a  generous  flood  shall  soon 
Float  thy  clogged  spirit  free  and  unperplexed 

*'  Above  dry  dnbitatioa !    Song  *s  the  boon 
Shall  make  amends  for  my  untoward  mistake 
That   Joshua-like  thou   couldst  bid  sun  and 
moon  — 

*'  Fighter  and  Lover,  —  which  for  most  men 
make 

All  they  descry  in  heaven,  —  stand  both  stock- 
still 

And  lend  assistance.    Poet  shalt  thou  wake  1  '* 


Antnmn 

the  rill 


4* 
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Loaded  with  lesTis :  a  soowfingr  sky,  bende : 
The  wind  makea  oliTe-trees  vp  yoaaer  hill 

^^  Whiten  and  ihndder — sjBiptonis  far  and  wide 
Of  gleaning'-time'a  appronch;  and  glean  good 

store 
May  I  presume  to  trust  we  shall,  thou  tried 

**  And  ripe  experimenter  I  Three  nwnths  move 
Have  ministered  to  growth  of  Song :  that  graft 
Into  thy  sterile  stock  has  found  at  ooie 

'*  Moisture,  I  warrant,  hitherto  unqnaffed 

Bv  bomghs,  however  florid,  wanting  sap 

Oi  prose-ezparienoe  whieh  provides  the  draught 


^*Whi^  song-q>ronts,  wanting,  wither:   vain 

we  tap 
A  yoangKng  stem  all  green  and  immature  ; 
Experience  must  secrete  the  stuff,  our  hap 

*'  Will  he  to  queneh  Bian's  thirst  with,  glad  and 

sure 
That  fancy  wells  up  through  correctivB  fact: 
Miaring  which  test  of  truth,  thouf^  flowers 

allure 

""  The  goodman's  eye  with  promise,  soon  the 

Is  broken,  and  *t  is  flowers  —  mere  words  —  he 

finds 
\Mien  things  —  that  *s  fruit  —  he  looked  for. 

Well,  once  cracked 

^*  The  nut.  how  riad  my  tooth  the  kernel  grinds ! 
Song  may  henceforth  boast  subetance  !     Phere- 

fore,  haO 
Proeer  and  poet,  perfect  in  both  kinds ! 

*'  Thou  from  whose  eye  hath  dropped  the  en- 
vious scale 
Which  hides  the  truth  of  things  and  substitutes 
Deceptive  sImw,  nnaided  optica  fail 

*^  To  transpierce,  —  hast  entrusted  to  the  lute's 
Soft  but  sore  gvardianship  some  um«vealed 
shidl  lift  mankind  above  the  brutes 


*^As  only  knowledge  can?''     '^A  fount  nn- 

seaJed'' 
(Sighed  Joehaaan)  ''  should  seek  the  heaTea  in 

l(«aps 
To  die  in  dew-gems  —  not  find  death,  congealed 

*^  By  contact  with  the  cavern's  nether  deeps. 
Earth's  secroteet  fonndatian  where,  enswatned 
In  dittk  and  fear,  primeval  mystery  sleeps— 

"Petrifio  fount  wherein  my  fancies  baihed 
And  straight  tamed  ice.     My  dreams  of  good 

and  fair 
In  soaring  upwards  had  dissolved,  unscathed 

^  By  any  influence  of  the  kindly  air, 

Singhifr,  ss  each  took  flight,  ^The  Future  — 

that 's 
Our  dastinatioD,  mists  tarn  rainbows  there. 


''' Which  smk  to  log,  coolmmded  In  tlBefla^ 

O'  the  Present  I    Day  's  the  son^tiiiie  for  th* 

lark. 
Night  for  her  mnsic  boasts  but 


" '  And  what's  the  Past  but  night  — the  d»i 

and  dark 
Ice-spring  I  speak  of,  corpse-thicked  with  it« 

drowned 
Dead  fancies  which   no   sooner   tmiaiMd   th- 

mark 

''  *  They  aimed  at  —  fact  —  than  all  at  wk* 

they  found 
Their  film-wing^   freeze,  henceforth    mifit  t< 

reach 
And  roll  in  ether,  revel  —  robed  and  ciywmJ 

*'  *  As  truths  confirmed  by  falsehood  all  asii 

each  — 
Sovereign  and  absolute  and  ultimate  I 
Up  with  them,  skyward,  Youth,  eve  Age  im- 
peach 

* ' '  Thy  least  of  promises  to  wsnstata 
Adam  in  Eden  ! '    Sing  on,  ever  aing. 
Chirp  till  tho«  burst !  -  the  fool  cicada's  fat«, 

"  Who  holds  that  after  Summer  next  coo>^ 

Spring, 
Than  Summer's  self  sun-warmed,  spioe-eeratM 

more. 
Fighting  was  better  I    There,  no  faney-flinc 

"'  Pitches  yoo  past  the  point  was  rwarhid  vi 

yore 
Bv  Sainsons,  Abners,  Joabs,  Judaaea, 
The  mighty  men  of  ralor  who,  befota 


'' Our  little  day,  did  wonders 

To  doubt  were  fable  and  not  fact,  so 

By  fancy-flights  to  emulate  mack ' 


"Were  I  aStatesman,  now!    Why,  that 

just 
To  pinnacle  my  soul,  mankind  ahoTa, 
A-top  the  universe  :  no  vulgar  lost 


"  To  gratify  —  fame,  greed,  at  this 

Looked  down  upon  so  far  -^  oi 

So  largely,  rather  —  that  mine  eye  should  ro^r 

"World-wide  and  rummage  earth,  the  msnj- 

nooked. 
Yet  find  no  unit  of  the  human  flock 
Caught    straying    but    straight   comes    }»ck 

hooked  and  crooked 

"  By  the  strong  shepherd  whoi,  from  e«l  ^ 


Of  aids  proceeds  to  treat  each  ailiag^ 
Here  stimulate  to  growth,  curtail  and  dock 


"There,  baMaesB  or 


—  that,«it> 


This,  with  up-grubbing  of  the  bristlv  patdi 
Bom  of  the  tick -bite.    How  aupmne  a  p**ar* 
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''Steak  o*«r  Um   Statkt,  —  while,  is   wH,  a 

inatch 
For  ahxvwd  Akitbophcl^  in  wudom  .  .  .  well, 
His  name  escapee  me  —  somebody,  at  watch 

*'  And  ward,  the  fellow  of  Ahithophel 

In  fnidanoe  ef  the  Choaen  !  **  —  at  nrfiieh  woffd 

Eyes  doeed  and  fast  asleep  the  Rabbi  fell. 

'Cold  weather  I*'    shivered  Tsaddik.     '*Tet 

the  hoard 
iH  the sagaciona ant  shows  sfamered  grain, 
Kvur  abundant  most  when  fields  afford 


**Did  the  brutes  know!    In  yam  our  states 

manship 
StrWes  at  oantentinfr  the  rousl^  multitude : 
Still  the  ox  cries  *  *T  is  me  thou  shouldst  equip 


*k  • 


With  equine  trappings ! '   or,  in   huniUer 

'  Cribful  of  com  for  me !  and,  as  for  work  — 
Adequate  mminatkm  e*er  my  food  1 ' 


*' Better  remain  a  Poet !    Needaitirk 
Such  an  one  if  light,  kindled  in  his  sphere. 
Fail  to  transfuse  the  Minaim  eald  and  mark 


*'  I^east  pasture,  and  alike  disgrace  the  pi 
TaU  tree  and  lowly  shrub.    *T  is  so  with  us 


)e  the  plain 
so  witli  us 
Mortals :  our  age  stores  wealth  ye  seek  in  vain 

*'  While  busy  voath  eulla  just  what  we  diseoss 
At  leisure  in  the  last  days  :  and  the  last 
Truly  are  theae  for  Joohanan,  whom  thns 


**  I  make  one  more  appeal  to  I    Thine  amassed 
Ezperienoe,  now  or  never,  let  escape 
Some  portion  of !    For  I  pereeive  aghast 


-The  SMI  ai 
jape 


while   they  jeer  and 

nitfloaoiBtofShioMi:  'Justify  your  beast ! 
Wluit  have  ye  gained  from  Death  by  twelve 
months  ruMf 


'*  Round  about  Goshen?     Thongh 

pear. 
Shut  inside,  —  temporary  ignorance 
Got  oatsiile  of,  lo,  light  emeiging  elenr 

"  Shows  eadi  astonished  starer  the  expanse 
Of    heaven   made    bright    with   knowledge ! 

That 's  the  way. 
The  only  way  —  I  see  it  at  a  glanee  — 


'^Stntesman,  what  cure  hast  thou  for— -least 

and  meat  — 
I^>pnlar  grievance«  ?    What  nostrum,  aay. 
Will  make  the  Rieb  and  Poor,  expertly 

"  Forget  disparity,  bid  eac^  go  ^r, 

Thnt,  with  his  bauble,  —  with  his  burden,  this  ? 

Propeoo  an  alkaheet  shall  melt  away 

"*  Men*s  laeqner,  show  by  prompt  analyns 
Which  ia  the  metal,  which  the  make-beliove, 
S<>  that  no  longer  brass  shall  find,  gold  miss 

*'  (Coinage  and  currency  ?  Make  haste,  retrieve 
The  predona  moments.  Master !  *'  Wherennto 
There  snaris  an  ''  Ever  laughing  in  thy  sleeve, 

"  Pert  Tsaddik  ?     Youth  indeed  sees  plain  a 

clue 
To  guide  man  wliere  lifers  wood^  is  intricate : 
IIow  shall  he  fail  to  thrid  ita  thiekest  through 


*'To  legislate  for  earth!    Aspoet  .  .  .    Stny  I 
What  is  ...  I  would  that  .  .  .  were  it  ...  I 

had  been  .  .  . 
O  sndden  change,  as  if  my  arid  ciny 

'"  Burnt  into  bloom  !*'..."'  A  change  indeed, 

I  ween. 
And  change  the  hst !  *'   sighed  Tsaddik  as  he 


The  closing  eyelids.    '"  Just  as  those  serene 

''  Princes  of  Night  apprised  me  I    Our  acquist 
Of  life  is  spent,  sinee  cocnen  only  lour 
Hath         "^    -       - 


**  Wlien  every  oak-trunk  takes  the  eye  ?    Elate 
He  goee  from  hole  to   brushwood,  phmging 

finds— 
.SiBothersd  in  briers  —  that  the   saull  's  the 

great  1 


"  fai  passage  mmd  the  Pole  (O  Mishna*s  k»e  — 

Little  it  profits  here !)  by  strenuous  tug 

Of  frieniiB  who  eked  out  thus  to  full  f ouncors 

''The  Rabbi's  years.   I  see  eaoh  shoulder  shrug! 
What  have  we  gained  f    Away  the  Bier  may 

leU! 
To-morrow,  when  the  Master*s  grave  is  dug, 

"  In  with  his  body  I  may  pitch  the  scroll 
I  hoped  to  glorify  with,  text  and  gloss. 
My  Seienee  ef  Man's  Ufc :  one  blank  's  the 
whole! 

"  Lore,  war,  song,  statesmanship  —  no  gain,  all 

loss. 
The  stare'  bestowasent !    We  on  our  retnn 
To-morrow  merely  find  —  not  gold  but  droos. 


I      4t 


The  body  not  the  eonl.    Come,  fiiunds,  we 


All 


are  men:   I  would  all  minds  were 


f 


minds! 
Whereas  't  b  juat  the  ass 
That  moot  needs  helpi^: 


it's  mim 
laherers 


andhinda 


At  least  thus  much  bv  our  experiment  — 
That  — that  .  .  .  well,  find  what,  when  it  may 


I »» 


*  *  We  legUnte  fior  —  not  the  cuHnied 

Which  law-makea  for  itaelf  nor  needs  the  whip 

And  bridle,  —  pioper  help  for  male  and  aas. 


But  next  day  throogh  the  eity  nunors 
Of  a  new  persecution  ;  so,  they  fled 
All  Israel,  each  man,  —  this  time, 
tent. 


—  fi 


hU 
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Tsuddik  araonsr  the  foremost.    When,  the  dread 

.^ubhidiii}?,  Israel  ventured  hack  again 

Suiue  tiii'oe  montlis  after,  to  the  csare  they  sped 

Where  lay  the  Sage,  —  a  reverential  train  ! 
'io^Udik  first  euu-rs.     **  What  is  this  I  view  ? 
The  Kabbi  still  alive  ?    No  stars  remain 

**  Of  Aisch  to  stop  within  their  courses.    True, 
I  mind  me,  certain  g^ameeome  boys  must  urge 
Their  offerings  on  me  :  can  it  be  —  one  threw 

**  Life  at  him  and  it  stock  ?    There  needs  the 

scourge 
To  teach  that  urchin  manners  !    Prithee,  grant 
Forgiveness  if  we  pretermit  thy  dirge 

**  Just  to  explain  no  friend  was  ministrant, 
This  time,  of  life  to  thee !    Some  jackanapes, 
I  gather,  has  presumed  to  foist  his  scant 

*'  Scurvy  unripe  existence  —  wilding  grapes 
6ras»«reen  and   sorrtl-sonr  —  on  that  grand 

wine. 
Mighty  as  mellow,  which,  so  fancy  shapes 

**  May  fitly  image  forth  this  life  of  thine 

Fed  on  the  last  low  fattening  lees  —  condensed 

Elixir,  no  milk-mildness  of  the  vine ! 

*^  Rightlv  with  Tsaddik  wert  thou  now  incensed 
Had  he  been  witting  of  tlie  mischief  wrought 
When,  for  elixir,  verjuice  he  dispensed  1 " 

And  slowly  woke,  —  like  Shushan*s  flower  be- 


l 
rht 


soug] 

Bv  over-curious  handHns:  to  unloose 
The  curtained  secrecy  wherein  she  thought 

Her  captive  bee,  'mid  store  of  sweets  to  choose. 
Would  loU,  in  gold  pavilioned  lie  unteased. 
Sucking  on,  sated  never,  —  whose,  O  whose 

Misrht  seem  that  countenance,  uplift,  all  eased 
()f  old  distraction  and  bewilderment. 
Absurdly  happy  ?    **  How  ye  have  appeased 

**  The  strife  within  me,  bred  this  whole  con- 
tent. 
This  utter  acquiescence  in  my  past. 
Present  and  future  life,  —  by  whom  was  lent 

"  The  power  to  work  this  miracle  at  last,  — 
Ezceeas  my  guess.    Though  —  ignorance  con- 

Jirmed 
By  knowledge  sounds  like  paradox,  I  oast 

**  Vainly  about  to  tell  you  —  fitlier  termed  — 
Of  calm  struck  b^  encountering  oppoeites. 
Each  nullifying  either  I     Henceforth  wormed 

**  From  out  my  heart  is  every  snake  that  bites 
The  dove  that  else  would  brood  there  :  doubt, 

which  kills 
With  hvis  of  '  What  if  sorrows  end  delighU  ?  ' 


tt 


Fear  which  stings  ease  with  *'  Work  the  Master 
wills ! ' 


Experience  which  coils    Tonnd  and    ■tzaaglHt 

quick 
Each  hope  with  *  Ask  the  Past  if  hoping  akilh 

**  *  To  work  accomplishment,  or  proves  a  tzick 
Wiling  thee  to  endeavor  I    Strive,  fool«  atop 
Nowise,  so  live,  so  die  --  that 's  law  I  why  kick 


»» » 


Against   the    pricks?*     All   oai-wonMii! 
Slumber,  drop 
Thy  films  once  more  and  veil  the  Uisa  withm ! 
Experience  strangle  hope  ?    Hope  wmTca  m-uxp 


"Her  wings  triumphant!    Come  whet  wilLl 

win. 
Whoever  loses  I    Every  dream  *s 
Of  soberest  fulfilment.    Where  '■  m 


II 


Except  in  doubting  that    the    light,  wbick 
lured 
The  unwary  into  darkness,  meant  no 
Had  I  but  marched  on  bold,  nor  i 


*'By  mists   I  shoold  have   prmrd   tkroisck. 

passed  along 
My  way  henoeforUi  rejoicing  ?    Not  the  hoj'» 
Passionate  impulse  he  oonoeits  so   ' 


*'  Which,  at  first  tooeh,  truth,  habble-Hka,  6^ 

stroys,  — 
Not  the  man^s  slow  convictian  *'  Vanity 
Of  vanities  —  alike  my  griefis  and  joy*  !  * 

*'  Ice  !  — thawed  (lookup)  eaeh  hird,  eneb  iw*- - 

.      by  — 
(Look  round)  by  all  the  pUnts  that 

bloom, 
(Look  down)  by  every  deed  friend*s 


*'That   smiles  *Am   I   the   dnefc  within  n 

tomb  ?  * 
Not  either,  but  both  these  —  amnfeam  rBi«  — 
Mix  in  a  product,  not  from  Natores  womh. 


*'  But  stuff  which  He  the  Operant —  who 

daro 
Describe  His  operation  ?  —  strikes  aBve 
And  thaumatuigie.    I  nor  know 


»» 


How  from  this  tohn^bohn  —  hopes  which  dir* 
And  fears  which  soar  —  faith,  ruined  thiwv. 

and  through 
By  doubt,  and  doubt,  faith  traeda  to  deii  - 

revive 


it 


In  some^  snrpriringsort,  —  as  see,  they  do !  - 
o  loi 


Not  merely  foes  no  longer  but  fast 
What  does  it  mean  unless  ~  O 
new 


**  DisooTery  t  —  this  life  prores  a  wi 

blends 
Evil  and  good,  both  fruits  of  Paradi 
Into  a  novel  drink  which  —  who  in 


**  To  quaff,  must  bear  a  brain  for 
Attempered,  not  this  all-inadeqnnti* 
Organ  which,  quivering  within  nie,  dies 
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*'  — Nay,   livttt) !  —  what,  how, — too  soon,  or 

euw  too  late  — 
Iwaa-laiu"  .  .  .  rHebabbleth!''    Tsad- 

dik  rnuMd) 
"  O  Thou  Almighty,  who  canst  rdinstate 

**  Truths  in  their  primal  clarity,  confused 

By  man^B  perception,  which  is  man^s  and  made 

To  suit  his  service,  —  how,  onoe  disabnaed 

**  Of  reason  which  sees  light  half  shine  half 

shade, 
H«  cause  of  flesh,  the  medium  that  adjusts 
Purity  to  his  Tisnala,  both  an  aid 

*'  And  hindrance,  —  how  to  eyes  earth*s  air  en* 

crusts. 
When  purged  and  perfect  to  reoeive  truth^s 

beam 
Pouring  itaelf  on  the  new  sense  it  trusts 

**  With  all  its  plenitude  of  power,  —  how  seem 
The  intricacies  now,  of  shade  and  shine, 
Oppugnaot   natures  —  Right  and  Wrong,  we 
deem 

**  Irreconcilable  ?    O  ejres  of  mine. 

Freed  now  of  imperfection,  ye  avail 

To  see  the  whole  sii^t,  nor  may  uncomUna 

*^  Ilenoeforth  what,  ertt  divided,  caused  you 

quail  — 
So  huge  the  chasm  between  the  false  and  true, 
The  <»eam  and  the  reality  !    All  hail, 

**  Day  of  my  sonl^s  delivetmnoe  — day  the  new, 
Tlie  never^nding  1  What  though  every  shape 
Whereon  I  wreaked  my  yearning  to  pursue 

*'*  Even  to  success  each  semblance  of  escape 
From  my  own  bounded  self  to  some  aU-fair 
All-wise  external  fancy,  proved  a  rape 

**  Like  that  old  giantV  f  earned  of  fools  —  on  air, 
N<vt  solid  flesh  ?    How  otherwise  ?    To  love  — 
That  lesson  was  to  learn  not  here  —  but  there  — 


**  C>n  earth,  not  here !    *Tis  there  we  learn,-* 

there  prove 
Our  parts  upon  the  stuff  we  needs  must  spoil. 
Striving  at  mastery,  there  bend  above 

**  The  spoiled  clay  potsherds,  many  a  year  of  toil 
A  t  t«4ts  the  Dotter  tried  his  hand  upon. 
Till  sudden  ne  arose,  wiped  free  from  soil 

**  If  is  hand,  cried  *  So  much  for  attempt  —  anon 
Pfrf  «*muuioe  !  Taught  to  mould  the  living  vase. 
What  matter  the  cracked  pitchers  deaa  and 


gone 


9» 


^*  <  ^oald  I  impart  and  could  thy  mind  embrace 
The  aecret,  Tsaddik  ! ''    '"  Secret  none  to  me  1  ** 
Quoth  Tsaddik,  as  the  glory  on  the  face 

C  >f  Jochanan  was  ouenehed.    **  The  truth  I  see 
C  yf  what  that  ezoellenoe  of  Jndah  wrote, 
f  >ouff  hty  Hal^hta.    This  a  case  must  be 


"  Wherein,  though  the  last  breath  have  passed 

the  throat, 
So  that  '  The  man  is  dead  *  we  may  pronounce. 
Yet  is  the  Ruach  —  (thus  do  we  denote 

**  The  imparted  Spirit)  —  in  no  haste  to  bonnee 
Prom  its  entrusted  Body,  —  some  three  days 
Lingers  ere  it  reHnqnish  to  the  pounce 

"  Of  hawk-clawed  Death  his  victim.    Further 

says 
Halaphta,  *  Instances  have  been,  and  yet 
Again  may  be,  when  saints,  whose  earthly  way* 

**  *  Tend  to  perfection,  very  nearly  get 

To  heaven  while  still  on  earth  :  ana,  as  a  fine 

Interval  shows  where  waters  pure  have  met 

** '  Waves  brackish,  in  a  mixture,  sweet  with 

brine, 
Tliat  's  neither  sea  nor  river  but  a  taste 
Of  both  — so  meet  the  earthly  and  divine 

l*'And   each   is  either.*    Thus   I   hold  him 

graced  — 
D^ng  on  earth,  half  inside  and  half  ont^ 
Whouv  in  heaven,  who  knows  ?    My  nund  em* 

"  Thy  secret.  Jochanan,  how  dare  I  doubt  ? 

Follow  thy  Ruach,  let  earth,  all  it  can. 

Keep  of  the  leavings  1  **  Thus  was  brought  about 

The  sepulture  of  Rabbi  Jochanan : 

Thou  nast  him, — sinneraaint,  live-dead,  boj- 

man,  — 
Sehiphaa,  on  Bendimir,  in  Farzistan  I 


HoiB. —This  •tory  «sa  have  no  better  antbority  tbsa 
that  of  the  tnatiM,  ezistliiff  disperaedly  la  fr^meafts 

of  Rsbblntesl  wrMng,  t?*^D  C*2'^  ^\D  TT*? 
from  which  I  night  have  helped  myMlf  man  lihmlly! 
Thcu,  faistesd  of  the  dmple  referanee  to  *«  Uomm'  atick,** 
—bat  what  U  I  msks  ameoda  bvattenpUiHt  three  iUua- 
tratiooa,  when  aome  thirty  mlcht  be  oonpoaad  on  the 
aaaie  anblact,  equally  Jiiatlfylnf  that  pithy  provarh 


Moeai  the  Meak  was  thirty  coblU  high. 

The  aUff  he  strode  with  —  thirty  caWto  loaf ; 

And  when  he  leapt,  ao  nraaenlar  aod 
Waa  Moaea  that  hia  leaping  nMred  the  aky 
Bjr  thirty  cubita  more :  we  learn  therrby 

H«  reafhed  full  ninety  cubita  —  am  I  wrong  t  — 

WImo,  In  a  ftf ht  alnrred  o*ar  by  lacrvd  aong , 
With  ateff  outatretcbed  he  took  a  l«ep  to  try 
The  )uat  dlmenaioaa  of  the  gUat  Og. 

And  yet  he  barely  tooehed— tMa  marvel  lacked 
Poaterlty  to  erown  eerth*a  eatalofue 

Of  marrela  —  barely  tooclied  —  to  be  exact— 
The  Kiaat*a  aakle>bone,  ramalned  a  frog 

That  faia  would  match  an  OS  laatatate:  faot! 


n 

And  thU  aame  fact  haa  BMt  with 
How  mith  a  eartda  traveller  r    ** 
To  come  upon  an  objeet  —  If  thou 
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Guaas  ma  ite  tuune  mod  natam !    *T  wm,  iu  brial, 
Whita,  hard,  roundf  hollow,  of  such  langth,  iu  chief, 

—  And  this  is  what  a^aciaUy  anhanoad 

My  wonder  —  ttiat  It  aeeaiad,  as  I  adranced, 
Never  to  end.    Bind  tip  within  thy  aheaf 
Of  inanrels,thia~Poatarity!    I  walked 

Fron  end  to  and,  —  four  horn  wmlkod  I,  wlw  go 
A  sood^paoa, — aadfoand — I  have  not  haikad 

Thine  ezpaotation,  Btraagar  ?    Ay  or  ITo  7  — 
*T  waa  hut  Og'a  thighbone,  aU  the  while,  I  atallwd 

AInngride  of :  raspeot  to  Moaaa,  though  i 

III 

Og*a  thighbone — If  y«  deem  Ita  uicaaure  strange, 

Myaelf  can  wltuMiat  to  niaoh  length  ot  ahank 

Even  in  birds.    Upon  a  water*SDank 
Once  halting,  I  waa  minded  to  »iTftianga 
Noon  beat  for  oooL    Quoth  I,  **  On  many  a  gnnge 

I  hare  seen  storks  perch — legs  both  ku«g  and  lank : 

Ton  stork^s  must  touch  the  b^tom  of  thli  tank, 
Since  on  its  top  doth  wet  no  plume  derange 
Of  the  smooth  breast    I  *U  batbe  there ! "    **Do  not 
sol»' 

Warned  asa  n  voiea  f mn  heaEran.    **  A  man  let  dmp 
His  axe  hito  tbiMt  shallow  rivulet— 

As  thou  aooountest  —  seventy  years  ago : 
It  fell  and  feU  and  stai  without  a  stop 

Keeps  falling,  nor  has  reached  the  oottom  yet.**        * 


NEVER  THE  TIME   AND  THE  PLACE 

Nevek  the  time  and  the  phice 
And  the  loved  one  all  together  1 

This  path  —  how  soft  to  pace ! 
Thi8  May  —  what  iiiag;ic  weather ! 

Where  is  the  loved  one's  £ace  ? 

In  a  dream  that  loved  one^s  face  meets  mine, 
Bnt  the  hotine  is  narrow,  the  place  is  bleak 

\Miere,  ontside,  rain  and  wind  combine 
With  a  furtive  ear,  if  I  strive  to  speak, 
With  a  hostile  eye  at  my  flushing  cheek. 

With  a  malice  that  marks  each  word,  each  8ig:n  ! 

O  enemy  sly  and  serpentine, 
Unooii  thee  from  the  waking  man ! 
I>o  I  hold  the  Past 
Thus  firm  and  fast 
Vet  doubt  if  the  Pntnre  hold  I  can  ? 
This  path  so  soft  to  pace  diall  lead 
Through  the  inagie  m  May  to  herself  indeed ! 
Or  narrow  if  needs  the  house  must  be. 
Outside  are  the  storms  and  strangers :  we  — 
Oh,  dose,  sale,  wuin  rieep  I  and  she, 
—  I  and  she  I 


PAMBO 

Suppose  that  we  nut  (work  done,  comes  play) 

With  a  grave  tale  told  in  crambo 
—  As  our  heartv  sires  were  wont  to  say  — 

Whereof  the  nero  is  Pambo  ? 

Do  yon  happen  to  know  who  Pambo  was  ? 
Nor  I  —  but  this  mnok  hare  henvd  of  him : 


He  entered  one  day  a  eoUcye  class. 
And  asked  —  was  it  so  absurd  of  kim?  — 

**  May  Pambo  learn  wisdom  ers 

In  wisdom  I  fain  would  _ 
Since  wisdom  is  centred  in~Holy  Wiit, 

Some  psalm  to  the  pnipose  ezpowid  me ! " 

''  That  psalm,"  ths  Praffeosor  smiled,  ''slian  W 
Untroubled  by  doubt  which  dirtieub 

PeUueid  streams  when  an  ass  Uke  thee 
Would  drink  there  —  the  Nine-aod-tUrtietL 

"  Verse  Flnt :  I  §aid  I  will  hok  to  nqr  wapt 

TTiat  I  with  my  tongue  qffend  not. 
How  now  ?  Why  stare  f  Art  stmek  in  aman 

Stop,  stay  I  The  smooth  line  hath  an  end  kn-jt . 


'*  He  *8  gone !  —  disgusted  my  textahonld  pr. 

Too  easy  to  need  expbuninr  ? 
Had  he  waited,  the  blockhead  might  Bad  I 

To  matter  that  pays  remaimng !  *' 


>S' 


%» 


Long  years  went  by,  wlwn  —  **  Hn,  who  *s  tba 
Do  I  come  on  the  restive  scholar 

I  had  driven  to  Wisdom's  goal,  I  wis, 
Bnt  that  he  slipped  tlie  collar  f 

"■  What?    Arms  erossed.  brow  beirt,  tbo^. 
immersed  ? 
A  student  indeed  I    Why  scrapie 
To  own  that  the  lesson  proposed  him  first 
suited  so  apt  a  pn|Hl  f 


*'  Come  back  !    From  the  beggarly  eleneati 

To  a  more  recondite  issue 
We  pass  till  we  reach,  at  all  evnnts. 

Some  point  that  may  pnsile  .  .  .  Why '  pM- 
you  ?  " 

From  the  ground  looked  piteous  up  tke  head 

''  Daily  and  nightly,  MMter, 
Your  pupil  plods  through  that  text  yon 

Yet  gets  on  never  the  faster. 

"  At  the  setfsame  stand,  —  now  oM,  tken 

I  will  look  to  my  way»  —  were  doing 
As  easy  as  saying !  —  thai  I  with  my  tmigme 
Offend  not  —  and  'scape  pook-poobing 


**  From  sage  and  simple,  doctor  and  d 
Ah,  nowise  !    Still  doubts  so  muddy 

The  stream  I  would  drink  at  onee.  —  bnt 
That  —  thns  I  resume  my  study  ! 


»t 


Brother,  brother,  I  share  the  blame, 

Arrudet  aumus  ambo  / 
Darkling,  I  keep  m^  sumise  aim. 

Lack  not  the  eritM's  flambasm. 
And  look  to  my  irays,  yet,  mn^  tbe 

Of  end  with  my  tongue  —  like  Pambo ! 
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His  geniuft  was  joculart  bot,  when  disposed,  be  cnuld  be  very 
serious.  —  Article  "  Shakespear,"  Jekemv  Culliick's  IJiUprf 
col  etc.  Dictionary,  2d  editkiD,  1701. 

Yott,  Sir,  I  entertsiQ  yoa  for  one  cf  my  Hundred ;  only,  I  do 
not  like  the  fashion  of  your  gamcnts :  you  will  uy  thev  are 
Perrian :  but  let  then  be  chaaged. -^Kimg L«mr,  Aa  III.  Sc.  & 


Thbrb  18  •  loose  connection  between  thii 
fnt>up  of  poems  and  certain  forms  of  Oriental 
Hterature,  notably  The  Fables  qf  Bidpai  or  Pil- 
pay,  Firdaosi's  Shdk-Ndmek,  and  the  Bitok  ^ 
Job;  spectfioiastaaoesnuiy  easily  be  noted;  but 
Browning  himself  said  in  a  letter  to  a  friend, 
written  soon  after  the  publication  of  FtrUhtalCs 
Faneie$  :  ^*'  I  hope  and  believe  that  one  or  two 
careful  reading  of  the  Poeat  will  make  its 
sense  clear  enough.    Above  all,  pray  allow  for 


the  Poet's  inveativeneai  in  any  case,  and  de 
not  suppose  there  is  more  than  a  thin  HiBpiisc 
of  a  few  Persian  names  and  allusions.  There 
was  BO  such  person  as  Ferishtah  —  the  stories 
are  all  inventions.  .  .  .  The  Hebrew  quotations 
are  put  in  for  a  purpose,  as  a  direct  acknowledge 
raent  that  certain  doctrines  may  be  found  in 
the  Old  Book,  which  the  Concoctors  of  Novel 
Schemes  of  Morality  put  forth  as  discoveries  of 
their 


ft 


PROLOGL'E 

I'rat,  Reader,  have  you  eaten  ortolans 

Ever  in  Italy  ? 
Kecall  how  eoMu  there  cook  them:  for  my 
phut  'a 
To  —  Lyre  with  Spit  ally. 
They  pluck  the  birds,  —  some  dozen  luscious 
lumpa. 
Or  more  or  fewer,  — 
Then  roast  them,  heads  by  heads  and  rumps  by 
rumps. 
Stuck  on  a  skewer. 
But  first,  —  and  here  *s  the  point  I  fain  would 

IXm't  tkak  I  *m  tattUng  !  — 
They  interpose,  to  curb  its  Insoionsnesa, 

—  \Vliat,  *twizt  each  fatling  ? 
First  oomee  plain  bread,  erisp,  brown,  a  toasted 
square: 

Then,  a  strong  sage^eaf : 
•  So  we  find  books  with  flowers  dried  here  and 
there 

Lest  leaf  engage  leaf.) 
First,  food  —  then,  piquancy  —  and  last  of  all 

Follows  the  Uurdfinr : 
Throagh  wholesome  hard,  sharp  soft,  your  tooth 
must  btte 

Ere  rsaeh  the  birdling. 
Now«  were  there  only  crust  to  crunch,  you'd 


rnpalataUe ! 
^Sag»-te■f  is  hitter-pungent  —  so  *s  a  quo 
Eateackwho'siflel 


Bat  thro^rh  all  thiwe  bite  boldly  —  lo,  the  gust ! 

Flavor  —  no  fixture  — 
Flies  pemseattng  flesh  and  leaf  and  crust 

In  fine  admixtore. 
So  with  Tonr  meat  my  poem  :  masticate 
I.  sight,  and  song  there  ! 


t  Digest  theee,  and  I  praise  your  peptics*  state. 
Nothing  found  wrong  there. 
Whence  springs  ray  illustration  who  can  tell  ? 

—  The  more  surprising 
That  here  eggs,  milk,  cheese,  fruit  suffice  so 
well 


For  gonna 
A  fancy-freak  by  contrast  bom  of  thee. 

Delightful  (Iressonev  ! 
Who  laagfaest  ^  Take  what  is,  trust  what  may 

That's  lifers  true  lemon,  —  eh? 


01.  Jem,  Tal  d*Aosla, 
Stpiem^er  It,  *88l 


I.  THE  EAGLE 


This  poem  is  drawn  quite  doeely  from  The 
Fable$  </  Bidpai, 

Dervmk  —  (though  yet  un-dervisbed,  call  him 

so 
No  leas  beforehand :  while  he  drudged  our  way. 
Other  his  woridly  name  was :  when  he  wrote 
Thoee  versieles  we  Persiaas  praiae  him  for, 
—  True  fairy-work —Ferishtah  grew  his  style)  — 
Dervish  Ferishtah  walked  the  woods  one  eve. 
And  noted  on  a  bonab  a  mven's  asst 
Whereof  each  youngung  gaped  with  eallow  beak 
Widened  by  waat ;  ler  why  f  beneath  the  tree 
Dead  ky  the  mother  bird.   '*  Apiteoiwehaaee  I 
How  shall  they  *seape  destruction  f  **  sighed  the 


—  Or  sa^  about  to  be,  though  simple  stiU. 
Responsive    to   which   doubt,    sodden    there 

swooped 
An  eagle  downwardj  and  behold  he  bore 
(Greatphearted)  ia  Ins  talons  flesh  wherewith 
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He  stayed  their  craving,  then  resought  the  Bky. 
*"  Ah,    foolish,    faithless   me !  ^*    the    observer 

smiled, 
**  Who  toil  and  moil  to  eke  out  life,  when,  lo, 
Providence  cares  for  every  hungry  mouth  !  " 
To  pix>fit  by  which  lesson,  home  went  he, 
And  certain  davs  sat  musing,  —  neither  meat 
Nor  di-iiik  woufd  purchase  by  his  handiwork. 
Then  -  for  his  head  swam  and  his  limbs  grew 

faint  — 
Sleep  overtook  the  unwise  one,  whom  in  dream 
God  thus  admonished :  ^*  Hast  thou  marked 

my  deed  ? 
Wliich  part  assigned  by  providence  dost  judge 
Was  meant  for  man*s  example?    bhoiud    he 

play 
The  helpless  weakling,  or  the  helpful  strength 
That  captures  prey  and  saves  the  perishing  ? 
Sluggard,  arise :    work,  eat,    then  feed   who 

lack  I " 


jt 


Waking,  **  I  have  arisen,  work  I  will, 

Eat,  and  so  following.    Which  lacks  food  the 

more. 
Body  or  soul  in  me  ?    I  starve  in  soul : 
So  may  mankind  :  and  since  men  congregate 
In  towns,  not  woods,  —  to  Ispalum  forthwith  1** 


Round  lis  tb«  wild  creatures,  overhead  the  trees, 
Underfoot  the  inoes-tracks,  —  life  and  love  with  the^e  I 
1  to  wear  a  fawn-skin,  thou  to  dress  in  flowers : 
All  the  \mig  lone  sauuner-day,  that  greenwood  life  of 
ourst 

Rieh-pavilioned,  rather,  —  stiU  the  world  without,  — 
Inside  —  ffold-roofed  silk-walled  silence  round  about  I 
Queen  it  thou  on  purple,  —  I,  at  watch,  and  ward 
Coudied  beneath  the  columns,  gase,  thy  slave,  love*s 
gtuirdl 

60,  for  ns  no  world  f    Let  throngs  press  thee  to  me  ! 
Up  and  down  amid  men,  heart  by  hmirt  fare  we ! 
Welcome  squalid  vesture,  liarsh  voice,  hateful  face  ! 
God  is  soul,  souls  I  aud  thou :  with  souls  should  souls 
have  place. 


II.  THE  MELON-SELLER 

(tOino  his  rounds  one  dav  in  Ispahan,  — 
Halfway  on  Dervishhood,  not  wholly  there,  — 
Ferishtah,  as  he  crossed  a  certain  bridge. 
Came  startled  on  a  well-remembered  face. 
*'Can  it  be?     What,  turned  melon-seller  — 

thou? 
Clad  in  such  sordid  garb,  thy  seat  yon  step 
Where  dogs  brush  by  thee  and  exfM'eas  oon- 

tempt  ? 
Methinks,  thy  head-gear  is  some  soooped-out 

gourd! 
Nay,  sank  to  slicing  up,  for  readier  sale. 
One  fruit  whereof  the  whole  scarce  feeds  a 

awine? 
Wast  thou  the  Shah^s  Prime  Minister,  men  saw 
Ride  on  his  right-hand  while  a  trumpet  blew 
And  Persia  hailed  the  Favorite  ?     Yea,  twelve 


years 
Are  past,  I  judge,  since  that  transcendency. 
And  thou  didst  peculate  and  art  abased ; 


No  less,  twelve  years  since,  thou  didst  hoU  a 

hand 
Persia,  uouldst  halve  and   quarter,   minc^  ha 

puip 
As  pleased  thee,  and  distribute  —  mflm-Hkf  — 
Portions  to  whoso  played  the  parasite. 
Or  suck  —  thyself  —  each  juicv  monel.    Hc»w 
Enormous  thy  abiection,  —  hell  from  heaven. 
Made  tenfold  hell  by  contrast  I    Whinwr  mr  * 
Dost  thou  curse  God  for  granting  twelve  yean 

bliss 
Only  to  prove  this  day  *8  the  direr  lot  ?  '* 

Whereon  the  beggar  raised  a  brow«  onee  mot*^ 
Luminous  and  imperial,  from  the  ragm. 
**  Fool,  does  thy  folly  think  my  fooliahncs 
DweUs  rather  on  the  fact  that  God  appmntv 
A  day  of  woe  to  the  unworthy  one. 
Than  that  the  unworthy  one,  by  Good's  aw  an!. 
Tasted  joy  twelve  yean  long  ?    Or  Iray  a  idi<^. 
Or  go  to  school  1  ** 

To  school  Ferishtah  wea: . 
And,  schooling  ended,  passed  from  Ispahan 
To  Nishapur,  that  £Ilburz  looks  above 
—  Where  thev  dig  turquoise :  there  kept  seh^*  < 

himself. 
The  melon-seller's  speech,  his  stock  in  trade. 
Some  sav  a  certain  Jew  adduced  the  word 
Out  of  their  book,  it  sounds  so  mneli  the  sattr 

:  b^n  Sb  rnrrnSI  in  Pennaa  phnee. 
**  ShaU  we  receive  good  at  the  hand  of  God 
And  evil  not  receive  ?  *'    But  great  wita  jmaj 


Wish  no  'word  unspoken,  want  no  kxA  away  ! 

What  if  words  were  but  mistake,  and  loiDks  —  tnc  *-, . 

den,  say  t 
Be  unjust  for  once,  Love  I    Bear  it  —  weQ  I  May  : 

Do  me  justice  always  ?    Bid  my  heart  —  tlieir  nkriar  * 
Render  back  its  store  of  sifts,  old  looka  and  wv^  ' 

thine 
—  Oh,  so  all  unjust  — the  less  deaerved,  the  »art  : 

vine? 

III.  SHAH  ABBAS 

Anyhow,  once  full  Dervish,  vomwatcn*  can^ 
To  gather  up  his  own  words,   nead  a  rock 
Or  else  a  palm,  by  pleasant  Nishapur. 

Said  some  one,  as  Ferishtah  paused  abnipt. 
Reading  a  certain  passage  from  the  roll 
Wherein  is  treated  of  Lord  Ali*a  life  : 
**  Master,  explain  this  incon|niiity  ! 
When  I  darea  question  *  It  is  beantifuL 
But  is  it  true?  ^ —  thy  answer  waa  *  ia  trut> 
Lives  beauty.*    I  persisting  —  *  Beast;-  -  ^ 
In  thy  mind  and  in  my  mind,  every  nud 
That  apprehends :  but  outside  —  so  to  apraa  - 
Did  beauty  live  in  deed  as  well  as  word. 
Waa  this  life  lived,  was  thia  death   died  -  ■ 
dreamed?* 

*  Many  attested  it  for  fact,*  aaidst  tkoa. 

*  Many !  *  but  mark.  Sir  t    Half  aa  lour  <^ 
As  such  things  were, — snppoaii^    that   • 

were,  — 
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:i«?i}fned  ,;ivait  Miah  Abbas:  he  too  lived  and 

died 
—  How  My  they  ?  Wh^,  ao  attong  of  ami,  of  foot 
H>  awift,  hj  stayed  a  hon  m  his  leap 
hi  a  stajf  *3  haunch,  —  with  one  hand  grasped 

the  stag, 
Vith  one  struck  down  the  lion :  yet,  no  leas, 
liraself,  that  same  day,  feasting  after  sport. 
Vrceived  a  spider  drop  into  his  wine, 
ift  fall  the  flagon,  died  of  simple  fear. 
«u  all  say,  —  so  dost  thou  say  ?  ** 

''Whereforanot?'* 
'Vrishtah  smiled :  **  though  strange,  the  story 

stands 
"leai^hronided :  none  tells  it  otherwise : 
The  fact's  eye-witness  bore  the  cup,  beside.'* 

'  And  dost  thon  credit  one  oap>bearer's  tale, 

'^alse,  yery  like,  and  futile  certainly, 

fet  hesitate  to  trust  what  many  tongues 

\>mbine  to  testify  was  bea'itiful 

n  deed  as  well  as  word  ?    No  fool's  report, 

^f  lion,  sta^  and  spider,  but  immense 

Vith  roeamng  for  mankind,  thy  raoe,thyaelf  ?" 

V hereto  the  Dervish :  **  Fiiat  amend,  my  son, 
^hy  faulty  nomenclature,  call  belief 
(•'lief  indeed,  nur  grace  with  such  a  name 
"lie  easy  acquiescence  of  nuuikind 
II  matters  nowisa  worth  dispute,  sinoe  life 
44sts  merely  the  allotted  moment,     ho  — 
'hat  lion-iitagHind«spider  tale  leaves  fixed 
*he  fact  for  us  that  some  when  Abbas  reigned, 
Hed,  somehow  sUun,  —  a  useful  registry,  — 
V'hich  therefore  we  —  *  believe  '  f    Stud  for- 
ward, thon, 
ly  Takub,  son  of  Tnsnf .  son  of  Zal  I 
iidvertise  thee  that  our  liege,  the  Shah 
lappily  r^inant,  hath  becomo  assured, 
(y  opportune  discoTcry,  that  tliv  sires, 
on  by  the  father  upwards,  track  their  line 
V>  —  whom  but  that  same  bearer  of  the  onp 
ii'hoee  inadvertencv  was  char)(eable 
Tith   what   therefrom   ensued,  disgust   aad 

death 
o  Abbas  Shah,  the  over>nice  of  soul  ? 
Thence  he  appoints  thee,  —  such   his  dem- 

ency,  — 
ot  death,  thy  due,  but  just  a  double  tax 
o  pay,  on  thy  particular  bed  of  reeds 
rhich  flower  into  the  brush  that  makes  a  broom 
it  to  sweep  ceilings  clear  of  vermin.    Sure, 
hoa  dost  oelieve  the  story  nor  dispute 
hat  punishment  should  signaKxe  its  truth  ? 
own    therefore   with   some   twelve   diaan  I 

Why  start, 
•  The   stag's   way   with   the   lion   hard    on 

hanndi  f 
SelieTo  the  stoty  ? '  —  how  thy  words  thrsng 

faiAl  — 
tVlio  saw  this,  hmrd  this,  said  this,  wrote 

down  Uiis, 
h»t  and  the  other  eiremnstaacs  to  prove 
>  grreat  m  prodigy  surprised  the  world  ? 
eeda  moat  thou  prove  me  f ahle  can  ha  fmtt 
r    era    thou   aoaz   one   pieee  from  out   my 
!'•* 


**  There  we  agree.  Sir  :  neither  of  us  knows. 
Neither  acccpta  that  tale  on  evidence 
Worthy  to  warrant  the  larve  word~  belief. 
Now  I  get  near  thee  I     Why  didst  pause  ab- 
rupt. 
Disabled  by  emotion  at  a  tale 
Might  match  —  be  frank  !  —  for  credibility 
The  figment  of  the  spider  and  the  cup  ? 

—  To  wit,  thy  roll 's  omioeminr  All's  life, 
Unevidenoed  —  thine  own  word  !     Little  boots 
Our  sjrmpathy  with  fiction  I    When  I  read 
The  annals  and  consider  of  Tahmasp 

And  that  sweet  sun-surpassiiuc  star  his  love, 
I  weep  like  a  cut  vine-twig,  though  aware 
Zurah's  sad  fate  it  fiction,  since  the  snake 
He  saw  devour  her,  —  how  could  such  exist. 
Having  nine  heads  ?    No  snake  boasts  more 

thanthreel 
I  weep,  then  laugh  —  both  actions  right  alike. 
But  tnou,  Ferishtah,  sapieney  confemed. 
When  at  the  Day  of  Judgment  God  shall  ask 
'  Didst  thon  believe  ?  '  —  what  wilt  thou  plead  ? 

Thy  tears? 
(Nay,  they  fell  fast  and  stain  the  parchment 

still.) 
What  if  thy  tean  meant  love  ?     Love  lacking 

ground 

—  Belief,  —  avails  thee  as  it  would  avail 
My  own  pretence  to  favor  since,  forsooth, 

I  loved  the  lady  —  I  who  needs  mnst  laugh 
To  hear  a  snake  boasts  nine  heads :  they  have 
three!" 

''  Thanka  for  the  well-timed  help  that 's  bom, 

behold. 
Out  of  thy  words,  my  son,  —  belief  and  love ! 
Hast  heard  of  Ishak  son  of  Absal  ?    Ay, 
The  very  same  we  heard  of,  ten  years  since. 
Slain  in  the  wars:    he  comes  back  safe  and 

sound,  ~ 
Though    twenty    soldiers    saw    him    die    at 

Yeidt,- 
Just  as  a  single  mule^and-baggage  boy 
Declared  't  was  Eke  he  some  da^  would,  —  for 

why? 
The  twenty  soldiers  Hed,  he  saw  him  stout. 
Cured  of  sll  wounds  at  once  by  smear  c»f  salve, 
A  Mubid's  manufacture :  such  the  tale. 
Now,  when  his  oair  of  sons  werp  thus  apprised 
Effect  was  twctold  on  them.     *  Hail  I  '  crowed 

This: 
*  Dearer  the  news  than  dayspring  after  night  I 
The  cure-reporting  youBKSter  warranta  me 
Our  father  shall  make  f^md  our  eyes  once  more. 
For  whom,  had  outpoured  life  of  mine  sufficed 
To  bring  him  bask,  free  broaehed  were  every 

vein  I  • 
'  Avaunt,  delusive  tale-eoncoeter,  news 
Cruel  as  meteor  simulatingdawa  I ' 
Whimpered  the  other :  *  Who  believes  this  boy, 
Mnst  aisbelieve  his  twenty  seaioni :  ao. 
Return  our  father  shall  aot  I     Might  my  death 
Purchase  his  life,  how  promptly  would  the  dole 
fie  paid  as  dael'    WeU,  ten  yean  pMi,- 


Ishak  ismarehfaig 
Are  dead  and  doiM 
atmifhl 


_^, -^  dottbta,  aot  he, 
I     on,  oar  towasfolk 
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Muat  take  on  tbera  to  counsel.      ^  Go  tfaon  gay, 
Welcome  thy  father,  thoa  of  readv  faith  ! 
Hide  tliee,  ootttrariwiae,  thoa  faitaleHB  one, 
£xpeet  paternal  frowning,  Uame  and  blows  1  ' 
^M>  do  our  townsfolk  counsel :  dost  demur  ?  ^' 


**  Ferishtah  like  those  simidetons  —  at  loss 

In  what  is  plain  as  nikestaff  ?    Pish !    Suppose 

The  tmstnil  son  had  sighed  'So  much  tlie 

worse  1 
Returaiiig  means  —  netaking  heritage 
Enjoyed  these  ten  years,  who  should  say  me 

nay?' 
How  would  such  trast  reward  him  ?    Trustless- 


—  O'    the   other  hand  —  were  what  procured 

most  praise 
To  him  who  judged  return  impassible. 
Yet  hated  heritage  procared  taereby* 
A  fool  were  Ishak  n  he  failed  to  prize 
Mere  head's  work  less  than  heart's  work :   no 

fool  he  1 " 


(I 


Is  God  less  wise  ?    RsMune  the  roU  { '*    They 
did. 


Tou  groped  your  way  acroM  my  wo9m  V  the  drear  dark 

dead  of  night ; 
At  each  f reah  step  a  stomble  waa :  tmt,  once  your  lamp 

alight, 
Kaey  and  plain  yea  walked  again :  to  aeon  all  wrong 

grew  right ! 

What  lay  OB  floor  (•  trip  year  foot  7    Eaoh  objeet,  late 

awry, 
Iiooked  fitly  placed,  nor  proved  offeooe  to  footing  free 

— for  whyT 
The  lamp  showed  all,  diaoordaat  late,  grown  aimpie 


Be  lore  your  light  and  truat  your  gvide,  with  theae 

explore  my  heart  I 
No  obatacle  to  trip  you  then,  atrike  handa  and  aonla 

apart! 
Since  rooma  andhearta  are  fnmiahed  ao,  —  Bght  dmwa 

yon,  —  needs  lofe  afeartt 


IV.  THE  FAMILY 

A  csKTAur  neighbor  lying  siek  to  doath, 
Ferishtah  grioTod  beneanh  a 


He  rose  at  peace :  whereat  objected 
*'  Gadars  our  friend  gans  in  extreaaity. 
Sure,  thoa  art  ignorant  tiow  dose  at  hand 
Death  presses,  or  the  ekmd^  whieh  fiealed  so 

bte 
Thy  face,  had  deewiiiad  down  not  lightened 

off." 

**  I  judge  there  will  be  respite,  for  I  prayed." 

**  Sir,  let  ass  understand,  cf  diarity ! 
Yestarere,  whaik  was  thine  adrooaishmeat  f 


'  AU-wise;alH(Dod,  aU^Mgh^  -  God  is  aiiok  f ' 
How  then  ahonld  asaii,  the  au-naworthy,  dare 
Propose  to  set  aside  a  thing  ordained  ? 
To  pmjMsans  — aahstitiite   Buui*s   will  for 

Two  best  wills  cannot  be :  by  oonasqataoe, 


What  is  man  bound  to  but  —  asannt,  say  1 :' 
Kather  tu  i  apture  of  thanksgiving ;  mnee 
That  which  aeoma  worst  to  man  to  God  ia  br< 
So,  because  God  ordains  it,  best  to  man. 
Yet  man  —  the  f ooiish,  weak. 


pravs! 

Urges    'My    best   were    better,    didst    TV*. 
knowM" 

**  List  to  a  tale.    A  worthy  honaeholder 
Of  Shiraz  had  three  sona,  beside  a  sponse 
Whom,  cutting  gourds,  a  serpent  bit,  wherv^ 
The  offended  limb  swelled  black  from  fii»i  * 

fork. 
The  husband  called  in  aid  a  leech  remoaatd 
World-wide,  ooaf  eased  the  lord  of  anrg«r}. 
And  bade  nim  dictate  —  who  forthwith  *- 

clared 

*  Sole  remedT  is  anmutation.*    StraiKht 
The  husbana  sighed  *  Thou  knowest :  be  it  ac 
His  three  sons  heard  their  mother  asntenrvt*. 

'Pause!' 
Outbroke  the  elder:  *  Be  preci|iitate 
Nowise,  I  pray  thee  1     Take  some  gentler  wa- 
Thon  sage  of  much  resovroe  I    I  will  not  dt>'. 
But  science  still  may  save  foot,  leg,  and  thk* 
The  next  in  age  anapped  |>etalaart :    '  Too  rai^ 
No   reason    for   this   maiming  I       Whau  ^' 

Leech, 
Our  parent  limns  henoeforwaid  wkila  we  y* 
Shame  on  thee  I     Save  the  limb  th<m  mnat  «i- 

shalt  I ' 

*  Shame  on  yoniselTsa,  ye  bold  onea  1  *  la&m» 

np 
The  brisk  third  brother,  youngest,  perteat  t» 

*  The  leech  knows  all  thii^s,  we 
What  he  proposes,  gratefully  aeeept  I 
For  me,  had  1  some  nngnent  bonna  to  heal 
Hurts  in  m  twinkling,  hardly  wonld  I 
Essay  its  virtue  and  so  oiaas  the 


By  cure  his  skill  prononneea  foUy.  Qnsek 
No  waiting  longer  {  There  the  imtaent  liea 
Out  then  with  landwasHta  and  operate !  * 


"Ah,  Aey«mng devil r* 
Right 


*'  Why,  Ins 
the  Hakim's." 


*' Hakim'a,  aj  —  but  chi*  • 
How  ?  what  the  skilled  eya  saw  aad  sndged 

To  overbear  a  heai  i  oonseqnenaa. 

That  —  shall  a  Boiohst  alieet  to  see  ? 

All  he  saw — that  is,  all  saeh  oaf  olwuld  aer. 

Was  jaat  the  mother's  suffering." 

Be  God  the  Hakim:  in  the  hnabnd'a  «we. 

CaU  nady  aaimasoepea - 

Angelic,  understanding  swift  and 

Call  the  fint  son —u  wiu 

Slow  to  conceive  but  duteous  to 

See  in  the  saoond  aoB — h 

Wrong-headed  yetr|ght^4Maffted,'sBBli  bat  k« 

Last  ooraes  tha  eaeklar  of  the  hrasd,  uur  <^' 

Who.  aping  wisdom  all  bayoud  hia ; 

Thinks  to  discard  humanity  itself : 


THE  SUN 
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FarwKkaih^bcMt  which  ■honM  •Heat  tag  fly 
Became   a   bird  wiUi  winga  aaj  ainiEm  um 

noand. 
So,  mmuag  oeaTen  and  losing  earth  — drops 

how 
j;at  beU-waid?      No,  he  hmhi  and  nolfaiiqr 

mors  — 
Man  who,  as  nun  oo«eeiThig«  hopes  aad  lean. 
And  craves   and  depnoates,  and  Wes,  and 

loathes. 
And  bids  Qod  help  him,  till  death  tooeh  his 

eyes 
And  show  God  gnnted  hmmI,  denying  all." 


Man  I  am  sod  nun  would  be.  Love  —  maraat  man  sod 

notblag  mon. 
Bid  ma  teem  no  othar  I     Eaglaa  boaat  of  pinlona  —  let 

thamaoar  I 
[  may  put  forth  angsl's  plomafa,  oooe  onmsaaed,  bat 

not' 


^l  ow  on  earth,  to  itand  aofflcaa,  —  nay,  if  kneaUng 

larvaa,  to  kneel : 
Efere  you  front  me,  here  I  find  the  all  of  heaven  that 

earth  can  ft^  : 
Senae  looks  atralg  bt,  —  not  o'var,  nndar,  —  parfliet  eaaa 

beyond  appeal. 

lood  jrott  ere  and  wiae,  fall  drola  :  what  to  me  were 

moreontaldet 
ft'iaer  wiadom,  better  goodneaa  T    Ah,  rach  want  the 

anir«I*a  wide 
^4*nae  to  take  and  held  end  keep  them !     Mine  at  leeat 

haa  neter  tried. 


V.  THE  SUN 

*  And  what  might  that  bold  man^s  annoanee- 

inent  be  "  — 
'^erishtah  qoestioaed  —  **  whieh  so  moved  thnie 

ire 
That  then  didit  oune,  nay,  oaff  and  kick  —  in 

short, 
"onfute  the  annooneer  ?     Wipe  those  drops 

away 
\niich  start  afresh  ap^  thy  lane  at  more 
lieBtion  of  snob  eaocmity :  bow,  speak  I " 


'  He  scrupled  not  to  say  —  (thou  wamatest, 
>  pataeat  Sir*  that  I  aablaaMd  repeat 
W.boBHnable  woade  whieh  blister  toagaa?) 
^od  onoe  asenroed  on  earth  a  hnmaa  shape : 
f »,  I  have  spitteB  I)    Dared  I  ask  the  graoe, 
*]un  would  ihear.  of  thy  snbUlity, 
^rom  oot  what  hole  in  man's  oonwpted  heart 
*reeps  saoh  a  magjrot :  faneies  TerminoaB 
(reed  in  the  dots  there,  but  a  monster  bom 
^f  pride  and  folly  like  this  pest  —  thyself 
^ly  eanst  tvaae  to  egg-shell  it  hath  chipped.  * 


*he  sun  rode  high.    **  During  our  ignorance  **  — 
(«iian  Feririrtah—  *^ folk  esteemed  as  God 
"«>n  orb  :  for  argument,  suppose  him  so,  — 
;«  it  the  symbol  ml  the  symboHasd, 
jend  thoii  safelier  take  upon  e«r  Kps. 
^ecurdiugli,  yam  orb  that  we  adore 

\Vhati8he?    Author  of  an  light  aMlHfe: 
■aoh  one  mast  needs  be  sonsewhsire:  this  is  he. 
.tke  whatf    If  1  amy  trust  my  hi 


A  ball  composed  of  spirit^re,  wheaoe  springs 
—  What,  from  this  ball,  na  anns  eonld  curde 
? 


All  I  enjoy  on  earth.    Bv  consequence. 
Inspiring  me  with — what?    Why,  love  and 


I  eat  a  palatable  fig —  there  *s  love 
In  little :  who  first  planted  what  I  plnek. 
Obtains  my  little  praise^  too ;  more  of  both 
Keepa  due  proportion  with  more  eaiase  for  each: 
80,  more  an  ever  moie,  till  most  of  all 
Complatee  ezperientje,  aad  the  orb,  descried 
Ultimate  giver  d  all  good,  perforee 
Gathers  unto  himself  all  love,  all  praise, 
la  worshipped  —  which  means  loved  and  praised 

at  height. 
Back  to  the  first  good:  *t  was  the  gardener  gave 
Oocasioa  to  my  palatals  pleasure :  grace. 
Plain  on  his  part,  demanded  thanks  on  mine. 
Go  up  above  tlus  giver,  —step  by  step. 
Gain  a  conception  of  what — (how  ana  why, 
Kattecs  not  now)  —  oeeasioned  him  to  give. 
Appointed  him  the  gardener  of  the  ground,  — 
I  aMMnt  by  just  progieanoD  slow  ana  sure 
To  some  prima  giver  —  here  sssnmed  voa  orb  — 
Who  takee  my  wonhip.    Whom   have  I  ia 

mind. 
Thus  worshipping,  unices  a  man,  my  like 
Howe*er  abolve  me  ?    Man,  I  say  —  how  elw. 
I  being  man  who  worship  ?    Here  V  ray  hand 
Lifts  fint  a  mustard-seed,   then   weight   on 

weight 
Cbeater  aad  ever  greater,  till  at  last 
It  lifts  a  nitfltm,  I  suppose,  then  stops  — 
Hand-streagth  expended  wholly :  so,  my^  love 
Fint  laads  the  ^nudeaer  for  the  fig  his  gift. 
Then,  looking  higher,  loves  and  lands  stul  more. 
Who  hirss  the  ground,  who  owaa  the  ground, 

Sheikh,  Shah, 
On  and  awa^,  away  and  ever  on. 
Till,  at  the  Isat,  it  loves  aad  Unda  the  orb 
Ultimate  oaaee  of  aU  to  land  aad  love. 
Where  is  the  break*  the  chaage  of  ouaHty 
In  hand's  power,  sool^s  impulsion  r    Gilt  was 


Tha  greatest  aa  the  smallest.    Hadlstopped 

Anywhere  in  the  soale^  stayed  love  aad  praise 

As  so  far  only  fit  to  follow  gift, 

Saying, '  I  thanked  the  gardener  for  hia  fig. 

But  BOW  that,  k»,  the  Shah  haa  filled  my  pune 

With  tomans  which  avail  to  purchase  me 

A  I^Kiee  f eceet,  shall  I  pay  the  same 

With  hwe  and  praiee,  the  gardener's  proper 

fee?' 
Jastljr  woold  whoeo  bears  a  brain  objeet, 
*  Qivmg  is  giving,  gift  claims  gift's  return. 
Do  thon  thine  own  part,  therefote  :  let  the  Shah 
Ask  more  from  one  hss  more  to  pay.'    Per- 

He  gave  ma  from  his  treasure  lees  by  mneh 
Than  the  Boil*s  servant :  let  that  be  I    My  part 
kplsia  ~  to  meet  aad  mateh  the  gift  and  gift 
With  love  and  lore,  with  praise  aad  praiee,  tiB 

both 
Gvx  *  An  of  US  is  thine,  we  can  no  more !  * 
So  shall  1  do  nma's  utmost— awa  to  BMD  : 
For  aa  our  lis9S  tha  Shah's  sahlima  eeUta 

thp 
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So  must  I  count  that  orb  I  call  a  fire 
(Keep  to  the  huifuage  of  our  ignorance) 
Something  that  s  fire  and  more  beside :  mere 

fire 
^  Is  it  a  force  which,  giving,  knows  it  gives,  ^ 
And  wherefore,  so  may  look  for  love  and  praise 
From  me,  fire's  like  so  far,  however  less 
In  all  beside  ?    Prime  cause  this  fire  shall  be. 
Uncaused,  all-causing :  hence  be^n  the  gifts, 
Thither  must  gomv  love  and  praise  —  to  what  ? 
Fire  ?    ^symbol  fitly  serves  the  symbolized 
Herein,  — that  this  same  object  of  my  thanks, 
While  to  my  mind  nowise  conceivable 
Except  as  mind  no  less  than  fire,  refutes 
Next  moment  mind^s  conception  :  fire  is  fire  — 
While  what  I  needs  must  thank,  must  needs  in- 
clude 
Purpose  with  power,  —  humanity  like  mine, 
Imagined,  for  the  dear  necemity. 
One  moment  in  an  object  which  the  next 
Confesses  unimaginable.     Power ! 

—  What  need  of  will,  then  ?    Naught  opposes 

power: 
Whv,  purpose  ?  any  change  must  be  for  worse : 
And  what  occasion  for  beneficence 
When  all  that  is,  so  is  and  so  must  be  ? 
Best   being  best   now,  change  were   for   the 

worse. 
Accordingly  discard  these  qualities 
Proper  to  imperfection,  take  for  type 
Mere  fire,  eject  the  man,  retain  the  orb,  — 
The  perfect  and,  so,  inconceivable,  — 
And  what   remains   to  love   and  praise?    A 

stone 
Fair-colored  proves  a  solace  to  my  eye, 
HoUed  by  my  tongue  brings  moisture  coring 

drouth. 
And  struck  by  steel  emits  a  useful  spark : 
Shall  I  return  it  thanks,  the  insentient  thing  ? 
No,  — man  once,  man  forever — man  in  soul 
As  man  in  body :  just  as  this  can  use 
Its  proper  senses  only,  see  and  hear. 
Taste,  like  or  loathe  according  to  its  law 
And  not  another  creature's,  —  even  so 
Man's  soul  is  moved  by  what,  if  it  in  turn 
Must  move,  is  kindrea  soul :  receiving  good 

—  Man's  way  —  must  make  man's  due  acknow- 

ledgment. 
No  other,  even  while  he  reasons  out 
Plainly  enough  that,  were  the  man  unmanned, 
Made  angel  of,  angelic  every  way. 
The  love  and  praise  that  rightly  seek  and  find 
Their  man-like  object  now,  —  instructed  more, 
Would  go  forth  idly,  air  to  emptiness. 
Our  hnman  flower,  sun-ripened,  profilers  scent 
Though  reason  prove  the  sun  lacks  nose  to  feed 
On  what  himself  made  grateful:  flower  and 

man. 
Let  each  assume  that  scent  and  love  alike 
Being  once  bom,  must  needs  have  use  I    Man*8 

part 
In  plain  —  to  send  love  forth,  —  astray,  perhaps : 
No  matter,  he  has  done  his  part." 

"  Wherefrom 
What  18  to  follow  —  if  I  take  thy  sense  — 
But  that  the  sun  —  the  inconceivable 
Confeased  fay  man  -^  oompriaes,  aU  the  same, 


Man's  every«<day  oooception  of  hinaaetf  — 
No  leas  remaining  unoonoeived  I  "* 


kt 


Agtttd 


^*  Yet  thou,  insiBting  on  the  rigrht  of  man 
To  feel  as  man,  not  otherwise,  —  maa,  bound 
By  man's  conditions  neither  leas  nor  more. 
Obliged  to  estimate  aa  fair  or  fool. 
Right,  wrong,  good,  evil,  what  man's  facnlti 
Aa  judges   snen, — now   canst   thoa»  —  plainh 

bound 
To  take  man's  truth  for  tmth  and  only  traUi,  - 
Dare  to  accept,  in  jnst  one  case,  as  troth 
Falsehood  confessed  ?    Flesh  simolating  fir^  - 
Our  fellow-man  whom  we  his  fellows  know 
For  dust  —  instinct  with  fire  unknowable ! 
Where 's  thy  man-needed  truth  —  its  proof,  o&t 

print 
Of  faintest  passage  on  the  tablets  traced 
By  man,  termed  knowledge  ?    'T  is  concK^d^i 

thee. 
We  lack  such  fancied  union  —  Bre  with  flc^ : 
But  even  so,  to  lack  is  not  to  gain 
Our  lack's  supplianoe:   where 'a  tha  trace  of 

such 
Recorded  ?  " 

*'  What  if  sneh  a  tracing  w^ 
If   some  strange   story  stood,  —  whateVr  :£» 

worth,  — 
That  the  immensely  veamed-for,  oooe  beffU. 
—  The  sun  was  flesn  once?  —  (keep  the  ^ 

ureD" 


An  union  inocmMivable  was  fact  f  " 


'*  na»  • 


**  Son,  if  the  stranger  have  convinced  kimseif 
Fancy  is  fact  —  the  sun,  besides  a  fiz«. 
Holds  earthly  substance  someliow  fiie  pcmA*^ 
And  yet  consumes  not^  —  earth,  he  nndmtMb^ 
With  essence  he  remains  a  stranger  to,  — 
Fitlier  thou  saidst '  I  stand  appalled  before 
Conception  unattainable*  by  me 
W^ho   need    it   most '  —  than    this  ->  '  What 

boast  he  holds 
Conviction  where  I  see  conviction 'a  need. 
Alas,  —  and  nothing  else  ?  then  what  ivmai» 
But  that  I  straightway  oniae,  eoff,  kick  tz. 

fooll'" 


Fire  is  In  the  flint :  tnic,  one*  s  spark 

Fire  forgets  the  kinabip.  Hoar*  till  fancy 

Some  beflttiug  cradle  where  the  babe  had  birth  — 

Wholly  hearen  *s  the  product,  uoailied  to 

Splendora  recognised  aa  perfect  in  the  alar  !  — 

In  our  flint  their  home  waa,  lioitaed  aa 


VI.   MIHRAB  SHAH 


SUOTH  an  inqnireri  "  Praise  the 
y  Uiumb  which  yeaterday  a  aeorpioM 
(It  swelled  and  blackened)  —  lo,  i 
Bv  application  d  a  virtuous  root 
The  burning  has  abated  :  that  ia  welL 
Bat  now  methinka  I  have  a  mind  to 
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iiice  this  disoomfort  came  of  onllio^  herbs 
for  meaning:  harm,  —  why  needs  a  scorpion  be  ? 
""ea,  there  beean,  from  when  my  thmnb  last 

throbbed, 
i<lvance  in  queetion-framingri  till  I  asked 
Hierefore  shonld  any  eyii  ban  to  man  — 
'rom  ache  of  flesh  to  a{(ony  of  soul  — 
inoe  Qod's  All-meroy  mates  All-potency  ? 
Tay,  why  permits  he  evil  to  himself  — 
[:in*s  sin,  accounted  snch  ?    Suppose  a  world 
'iir^d  of  all  pain,  with  fit  inhamtant  — 
[an  pure  of  evil  in  thought,  word,  and  deed  — 
Tere  it  not  well  ?    Then,  wnerefore  otherwise  f 
\)o  eood  result?    But  he  is  wholly  good  ! 
[ard  to  effect  ?    Ay,  were  he  impotent ! 
'Mich  me,  Ferishtah  I  ** 


Said  the  Denriah:  '*  Friend, 
•ped  to-day,  was  wotse  than 


[y  chance, 
thine : 

,  aA  I  woke  this  morning,  rais<Ml  my  head, 
iliich  never  tumbled  but  stuck  fast  on  neck, 
^''as  not  I  glad  and  thankful  I  " 

**  How  could  head 
umble  from    neck,  unchopped  —  inform  me 

first! 
nless  we  take  Firdantd^<s  tale  for  troth, 
iho  ever  heard  the  like?  " 

''The  like  might  hap 
ly  natural  law  :  I  let  my  staff  fall  thus — 
t  goes  to  ground,  I  know  not  why.  ^  Suppose, 
if'nene*er  my  hold   was  loosed,    it   skyward 

sprang 
lS  certainly,  and  all  experience  proved 
liat,  just  as  staves  when  unsupported  sink, 
u,  unconfined,  they  soar?** 

''Let  such  be  law  — 
Hiy,  a  new  chapter  of  sad  accidents 
r.»re  added  Ui  humanity's  mischance, 
o  drmbt  at  all,  and  as  a  man*s  false  step 
ow  lays  him  prone  on  earth,  contrariwise, 
AMiioval  from  his  shoulder  of  a  weight 
[ii^ht  start  him  upwards  to  f>erdition.    Ay  t 
at,  Rtnoe  snch  law  exists  in  just  thy  brain, 
nhall  not  hesitate  to  doff  my  cap 
or  fear  my  head  take  flight.*' 


ft 


'*  Nor  feel  reUef 
iiiding  it  flim  on  shoulder.    Tell  me,  now  ! 
^'hat    were   the  bond  'twist  man  and  man, 

dost  judge, 
ain  once  abolished?    Come,  be  true  I    Our 

Shah  — 
[ow    stands   he    in   thy   favor  ?    Why   that 

shrug? 
t  not  he  lord  and  ruler  ?  ** 

"  Fjwily ! 
[ia  mother  bore  him,  first  of  those  four  wives 
rt^vided  by  his  father,  such  his  luck : 
iiic«'  when  his  business  simply  was  to  breathe 
nd  take  each  day*s  new  bounty.    There  he 

stands  — 
rh^re  else  had  I  stood,  were  his  birth-star 

mine  ? 


No,  to  respect  men*s  power,  I  needs  must  see 
Men*s  bare  hands  seek,  find,  grasp  and  wield 

the  sword 
Nobodjr  else  can  brandish  !    Bless  his  heart, 
'T  is  said,  he  scarcely  counts  his  finger*  right !  ** 


k» 


Well,  then  —  his  princely  doles !  from  every 

feast 

Off  go  the  feasted  with  the  dish  they  ate 
And  cup  they  drank   from,  —  nay,  a   change 

besides 
Of  garments*'  .  .  . 

"  Sir,  put  case,  for  service  done,  — 
Or  best,  for  love*8  sake,  —  sueh  and  such  a  slave 
Sold  his  allowance  of  sour  lentil-sou^ 
To  herewith  purchase  me  a  pipe-stick,  —  nay, 
H  he,  by  but  one  hour,  cut  short  his  sleep 
To  clout  my  shoe,  —  that  were  a  sacrifice  I  " 


»i 


All  praise  his  gracious  bearing. 


t» 


k» 


All  praise  mine  — 
Or  would  praise  did  they  never  make  approach 
Except  on  all-fours,  crawling  till  I  bade, 
'^  Now  that  with  eyeUds  thou  hast  touched  the 

earth, 
t>>me  close  and  have  no  fear,  poor  nothingness  1 ' 
What  wonder  that  the  lady-rose  I  woo 
And  palisade  about  from  every  wind. 
Holds  herself  handsomely  ?    The  wilding,  now. 
Ruffled  outside  at  pleasure  of  the  blast. 
That  still  lifts  up  with  something  of  a  smile 
Its  poor  attempt  at  bloom  ' 


♦> 


"  A  blameless  life, 
Where  wrong  might  revel  with  impunity  — 
Remember  that  1  *' 

"  The  falcon  on  his  fist  — 
Reclaimed  and  trained  and  belled  and  beautified 
Till  she  believes  herself  the  Simorgh's  match  — 
She  only  deigns  destroy  the  antelope. 
Stoops  at  no  carrion-crow  :  thou  marvellest  ? 

"  So  be  it,  then  I     He  wakes  no  love  in  thee 
For  any  one  of  divers  attributes 
Commouly  deemed  love-worthy.    All  the  same, 
I  would  he  were  not  wasting,  slow  but  sure. 
With  that  internal  nicer**  .  .  . 

'^Say'stthonso? 
How  should  I  guess  ?    Alack,  poor  soul  1    But 

stay  — 
Sure  in  the  reach  of  art  some  remedy 
Must  lie  to  hand :  or  if  it  lurk,  —  tiiat  leech 
Of  fame  in  Tebriz,  whv  not  seek  his  aid  ? 
Conldst   not   thou.    Dervish,    counsel    in   the 

case?*' 

"  My  counsel  might  be  -~  what  imports  a  pang 
The  more  or  less,  which  puts  an  end  to  one 
Odious  in  spite  of  every  attribute 
Commonly  deemed  love-worthy  ?  *' 

"  Attributes  ? 
Faugh!  — nav,     Ferishtah, —  'tis    an    ulcer, 
think!' 
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AttiibutM.  quotha?    Here's  poor  flash  and 

Like  thine  and  mine  and  every  niiaa*e,  a  prey 
To   heU-iire!    Hast    thoa   kiet   thy   wite  for 
oBee?** 

**  Friend,  here  they  are  to  find  and  profit  by  1 
Put  pain  from  out  the  world,  what  rooat  were 

left 
For  thanks  to  God,  for  Wve  to  Man?    Why 

thanks, — 
Except  for  some  escape,  whatever  the  style. 
From  psin  that  might  be,  name  it  as  thou 

mayat? 
Why  love,  —  when  all  thy  kind,  save  me,  aap- 

pose. 
Thy  father,  aad  thy  son,  and  .  .  .  well,  thy 

dor. 
To  eke  the  deoent  nomber  out  —  we  few 
Who  hi^pen  —  like  a  handful  of  chance  stars 
From  the  unnnmbeied  best — to  shine  overhead 
And   lend  thee  light,  —  our   twinkle  all  thy 

store. — 
We  only  take  thy  lave !    Ifankiad,  fionooth  ? 
Who  svmpatfaizes  with  their  geaeral  joy 
Foolish  as  undesenred  ?    Bat  paio->see  God's 
Wisdom  at  work  I  —  man's  heart  is  made  to 

jodge 
Pain  oeserved  nowhere  by  the  oommon  flesh 
Our  birthright,  —  bad  and  good  desenre  alike 
No  pain,  to  niunan  appraheasion  I    Last, 
Qreed,  cruelty,  iiiiiistiee  orare  (we  hold) 
Due  punishment  nom  sonutbody^  no  doubt : 
But  ulcer  in  the  midriff  I  that  bnaga  flesh 
Triumphant  from  the  bar  wherato  arrai^ed 
Soul  quakes  with  reason.    In  the  e^e  ot  God 
Pain  may  have  purpose  aad  be  justified : 
Man's  sense  avails  to  only  see,  in  pain, 
A  hateful  chance  no  man  but  womd  avert 
Or,  failing,  needs  mnstpity.    Thanks  to  God 
And  love  to  maa,  —  froin  man  take  these  away. 
And  what  is  aua  werth?    Therefore,  Mihtab 

Shah, 
Tax  me  mv  bread  and  salt  twice  over,  daim 
LaiU  my  daughter  for  thy  sport,  —  go  on  I 
Slay  my  soa*s  self,  msintaia  thy  poetry 
Beats  mine,  y  thou  meritest  a  doaen  deaths ! 
Bat  —  uloer  in  the  stomach,  —  ah«  poor  soul. 
Try  a  fig^lastar :  may  it  ease  thy  paags  V 


80,  the  1MS4  ediea  end  the  llmlM  sre  feint  t 
Ftoih  k  a  burden  —  even  te  yoa  ! 

Can  I  force  a  nn{I«  with  a  fancy  quaint  ? 
Why  ace  my  aJlmenU  none  or  few  2 

In  the  aoal  of  me  site  alusgiahnen : 
Body  to  atrong  and  wiU  ao  weak : 

The  dave  etanda  flt  far  the  labor -~  yea, 
But  the  maaker*a  mandate  la  still  to 


Tou,  now— what  IT  the  eaUidB  elav 
Helped,  not  hindered  the  Jneide  wme  ? 

My  dim  to-morrow  —  yonr  plain  to-day, 
Toots  the  achievement,  mine  the  aim  t 

80  were  it  rightly,  so  shall  it  be ! 

Only,  while  eaorth  we  pace  together 
Fer  the  poipoae  apportieaed  you 

Cloeer  we  tread  for  a  common 


Too  dfesUalih*  **  Walt  ior  lib 

Shame  he  flheold  lH(t  not  lamed  M I  ] " 
Hmt  not  I  smile,  **  Ungalned  her  goal  £ 

Body  may  reaidi  her  — by  and  ^"t 

VIL  A  CAMEL-DRIVER 


»t 


How  of  his  £ate,  the  Pilgnnv'  saldier«iude 
Condemned  >*  (Ferishtah  questioaedj,  '' fat  ht 

slew 
The  merchant  whom  he  ooavoyed  with   hb 

balea 
—  A  special  treachery  ?  " 

"Sir,  the  proofi  were  plaan: 
Justice  was  satisfied  :  betweaa  two  boaids 
The  rogue  wss  sawn  asunder,  rightly  served/' 

"With  all    wise    men's   apnraval  —  mine  at 

least." 

"  Himself,  indeed,  oonfened  aa  mneh.     *  I  di** 
Justly  *  (groaned  he )  *  throagh  ovargreedinea. 
Which  tempted  me  to  rob  :  but  grieve  thenio»t 
That  he  who  quiokened  sin  at  slumber,  —  aj. 
Prompted  and  pestered  me  till  thooght  grew 

deed,  — 
The  same  is  fled  to  Syria  and  is  safie. 
Laughing  at  me  thus  left  to  pay  for  both. 
My  comfort  is  that  God  reservea  for  him 
HeU's  hottest ' "  .  .  . 

"  Idle  woxds." 

"  Enlighten  me ! 
Wherefore  so  idle  ?    IhmisliiaeMt  by  man 
Has  th^  asHent,  —  the  word  is  oa  thy  lipa. 
By  parity  of  reason,  punishment 
By  God  should  likelier  win  thy  thanks  ai)>I 


pmse 


»» 


"  Man  acts  asmaa  must :  God,  as  God  beaeenis. 
A  oamelnlriver,  when  his  beeat  will  bite. 
Thumps  her  athwart  the  mnsda  ;  why  f ' ' 

'*  How  eU 
Instruct  the  creature  —  mouths  shnuM  nunch 
not  bite  ?  *' 

True,  he  is  man,  knows  but  maa^s  trick  to 
teaoh. 


«« 


•Suppose 
Haahin( 


"Find  him  sndi 
And  fit  the  beast  with  understandimr  fint ! 
No  ondenrtandiag  sniraals  like  R^hrM* 
Nowadavs,  Master  I    Till  they  bread  oa  earth, 
For  teaching  —  blows  must  aenra." 

''Who  deals  the  bbw- 
What  if  by  some  rara  atwlhad,— 1 


He  saw  into  the  biter's  very  soul. 
And  knew  the  fault  was  so  repented  ai 
It  oould  aot  hiqipeB  twioe  ?  " 

"  That 's  something :  ata 
I  hear,  methinks,  the  driver  ssy, '  No  If^m 
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Take  thy    £miih*s  d«« !     Thow  long^Moked 


I^An  all  aatffBteh  to  know  if  bitiimr  meets 
PunitthmeMt  or  cajoya  inipaaity. 
For  their  nkae— tibwadK !' " 

**  The  loamey  home  at  end, 
rhe  iolitanr  Waafc  nfe-etabled  now, 
[n  comet  t£e  driver  lo  avemre  a  wronur 
■buffered  froan  ax  montha  since,  —  apparently 
kVith  patienes,  nay,  approvnl :  whan  the  jawa 
Viet  i' the  tranll  </ the  ann.    ^Ha^Ladykin, 
Ht  i  U  at  thy  Indies,  rbl  of  fcold  ? '  lavirhed  he : 
Eat  flesh?   Kye-gians  eootent  thee  rather  with, 
^Vhereof    aoeept   a   handle  I  *     Now,  —  what 

chauKe  I 
r^achter  by  no  meaaa  1   Now  H  is,  *  I^end,  thy 

frisk 
^Vas  fit  to  find  thee  provender,  didst  iad|ce  ? 
[:iehoId  this  red-hot  twy-pronic,  thns  I  stick 
lo  hiss  i*  the  soft  of  thee  !' *^ 

''  Behold  ?  behold 
\  crazy  noddle,  rather !    Sure  the  brnte 
^liKht  wellnigh  have  plain  speech  coaxed  out  of 

ton|^, 
Ind  KTow  as  volnble  as  Rakhsh  himself 
it  snch  mad  outrage.    *  Could  I  take  thy  mind, 
vuees  thy  desire  ?    If  bitins  was  offence, 
^lierefore  the    rye-grass    Dundle,  why    each 

day^s 
^atting  and  pettine,  but  to  intimate 
ly  plavaomeness  had  pleased  thee  ?    Thou  enr 

aowed 
Vith  reason,  truly  ! '  *' 

'^  Reason  aims  to  raise 
iome    makeahift    scaffold-vantage     midway, 

whence 
Ian  dares,  for  lifers  brief  moment,  peer  below : 
(ut  ape  omniscience  ?    Nay  !    The  ladder  lent 
*o  climb  bj,  step  and  step,  until  we  roach 
*lie  little  foothold-rise  allowed  mankind 
*o  mount  on  and  thence  guess  the  san*s  snr* 

vey  — 
hall  this  avail  to  show  us  world-wide  truth 
tretched   for  the  sun^s  descrying?     Reason 

bids. 
Teach,  Man,  thy  beast  his  duty  fint  of  all 
»r  last  of  all,  with  blows  if  blows  must  be, — 
[ow  else  aoeonraKsh  teaching  ? '    Reason  adds, 
B^'fore  nian*8  First,  and  after  man*s  poor  Last, 
«m1  operated  and  will  operate.* 
-  Process  of  which  man  merely  knows  this 

much,  — 
liat  nowise  it  rcaembles  man's  at  all, 
caching  or  punishing." 

''  It  fallows,  then, 
liat  any  malefactor  I  would  smite 
ritk  God*s  aUowaaoe,  Ood  himself  will  span 
rt^nmably.    No  scaueyiace  ?    Then,  rsjoioe 
h«»u  snatch-grace  sate  m  Syria !  ** 

**  Friend,  sodi  view 
,  but  man's  wonderful  and  wide  mistake, 
an  lurapa  his  kind  i*  the  niaas:  Ood 
thence 


Unit  by  unit.    Thou  and  God  exkt — 
So  tknik!-lor  cerlni :  think    the 

Maaknd  — 
Disparts,  disperses,  leaves  thysdf  alone ! 
Ask  thy  lonesonl  what  Uws  are  plsin  to  thee,  — 
Thee  and  no  other,— stand  or  fall  bv  them ! 
That  is  the  part  for  thee  :  regard  all  elw 
For  what  it  may  be  —  Time's  iUttriai.    T 
Be  sure  of  —  ignorance  that  sins,  is  safe. 
No    pvaishment    Hke   knowleoge !    Instance, 

now  ! 
My  father's  choioest  treaanrs  was  a  book 
Wherein  he,  day  by  day  and  year  by  year. 
Recorded  gains  of  wisdom  for  my  salte 
When  I  shoidd  grow  to  manhood.    While  • 

child, 
Ceming  upon  the  casket  where  it  1st 
Unguarded,  —  what  did  I  hot  toss  the  thi^ 
Into  a  fire  to  make  more  ilame  therewith. 
Meaning  no  harm  ?    80  acts  man  three-years- 

I  grieve  now  at  my  loss  by  with— ness. 

But  guilt  was  none  to  punish.    Man  matvre  — 

Eaoh  word  of  his  I  lis^Uy  held,  each  look 

I  turned  from  — wish  tW  wished  in  vain  — 

nav.  will 
That  willed  and  yet  went  all  to  wMte — 't  is  these 
Rankle  like  fine.    PoigiveneM?  rather  grant 
Forgetfttlness !    The  Mst  is  past  and  lost. 
However  near  I  stand  in  his  rsgard, 
SoBsneh  the  aearer  had  I  stood  by  steps 
Offered  the  feet  which  rashly  spmned  their 

help 
That  I  call  Hell ;  why  further  pnmshment  ?  " 


When  I  vexed  yos  sad  jroa  chid  nse, 
And  I  owned  my  fault  and  turned 

Hy  ebeek  the  wsy  yoa  bid  ma. 
And  confessed  the  blow  weD  earned,  — 


My  eanlort  sll  the  while 
—  Fault  was  faulty  — 

Do  vou  wonder  why  the 
O'erpiwiahed  wrang' 


,  not  mite  t 
r%ht 


But  faalte,  yon  ne*er  auiiMCted, 
May,  pnlsed,  no  fsulu  at  all,  ^ 

ThoM  wonM  yoa  had  detected  — 
Crushed  ens  w[ 


eealdcrswlf 

VII!.  TWO  CAMELS 
Quoth  one :  **  Sir,  solve  a  scruple  !    No  true 

I  hear  or,  bnt  instmets  his  aeholar  thus  : 
*  Wouldflt  thou  be  wise  ?     Then  mortify  thy- 
self! 
Balk  of  its  craving  every  bestia]  sense ! 
Say,  *'  If  I  relish  melons —so  do  swine ! 
Horse,  aas.  and  mule  eonaome  their  provender 
Nor  leave  a  pea-pod  :  fasting  feeds  tne  soul.** ' 
Thns  they  admonish :  while  thy;self,  I  note, 
Eatest  thy  ration  with  an  appetite. 
Nor  CaUest  foul  of  whooo  licks  his  lifn 
And  sighs  — *  WeU^nffioned  was  that  bariey 

soup!* 
Can  wisdom  coexist  with  —  goige  and-swill. 
I  say  not,  —  simply  sfvsnal  preference 
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For  this  or  that  fantastic  meat  and  drink  ? 
MoriMver,  wind  blows  sharper  than  its  wont 
This  moruini^,  and  thou  hast  already  donned 
Thy  sheeiiskiu  over-^rment :  sure  the  sa^e 
Is  busied  with  conceits  that  soar  above 
A  petty  change  of  season  and  iU  duuioe 
Of  causing  omlinary  flesh  to  aneeie  ? 
I  always  thought,  Sir  "  .  .  . 

'^Son/'  Ferishtah  said, 
"  Truth  ought  to  seem  as  never  thought  before. 
How  if  I  give  it  birth  in  parable  ? 
A  neighbor  owns  two  caniela,  beasts  of  price 
And  promise,  destiued  each  to  go,  next  week, 
iSwiftlv  and  surely  with  his  merchandise 
From  Nishapur  to  i^bzevar,  no  truce 
To  tramp,  but  trayel,  spite  of  sands  and  drouth, 
In  days  so  many,  leat  they  miss  tlie  Fair. 
Each  falls  to  meditation  o^er  his  crib 
Piled  high  with  provender  before  the  start.^ 
Quoth  this :  *  My  soul  is  set  on  winning  praise 
From  goodman  lord  and  master,  —  hump  to  hoof, 
I  dedicate  me  to  his  service.     Uow  ? 
Grass,  purslane,  lupines,  and  I  know  not  what. 
Crammed  in  my  manger  ?    Ha,  I  see  —  I  see  I 
No,  master,  spare  thy  money  I    I  shall  trudge 
The  distance  and  yet  cost  tliee  not  a  doit 
Beyond  m^  supper  on  this  mouldy  bran.' 

*  Be  magnified,  O  master,  for  the  meal 
So  opportunely  liberal  1 '  quoth  that. 

*  What  use  of  strength  in  me  but  to  surmoont 
Sands  and  simooms,  and  bend  beneath  thy  bales 
No  knee  until  I  reach  the  glad  bazaar  ? 

Thus  I  do  justice  to  thy  fare :  no  sprigs 
Of  toothsome  chervil  must  I  leave  unchewed  I 
Too  bitterly  should  I  reproach  myself 
Did  I  sink  down  in  sight  of  Sebzevar, 
Remembering  how  the  merest  mouthful  more 
Had  heartened  me  to  manage  yet  a  mile  I ' 
And  so  it  proved :  the  too-aDsteniious  brute 
Midway  broke  down,  his    pack  rejoiced  the 

tnievea. 
His  carcass  fed  the  Tultures :  not  so  he 
The  wisely  thankful,  who,  good  market-drudge, 
Let  down  his  lading  in  the  market-place. 
No  damage  to  a  single  pack.    Which  beast. 
Think  ve,  had  praise  and  patting  and  a  brand 
Of  gooa-and-faithful-servant  fixed  on  flank  ? 
So,  with  thy  squeamish  scruple.    What  imports 
Fasting  or  feasting  ?     Do  thy  day^s  work,  dare 
Refuse  no  help  thereto,  since  help  refused 
Is  hindrance  sought  and  found.    Win  but  the 

race  — 
Who  shall  object  *  He  tossed  three  wine-cups  off, 
And,  just  at  starting,  Lilith  kissed  his  lips '  ? 

"  More  soberly,  —  consider  this,  my  Son ! 
Put  case  I  never  have  myself  enjoyed. 
Known  by  experience  what  enjoyment  means, 
How    shall    I  —  share    enjoyment?  —  no,    in- 
deed I  — 
Supply  it  to  my  fellows,  —  ignorant. 
As  so  I  should  be  of  the  thing  they  crave. 
How  it  affects  Uiem,  works  for  good  or  ill. 
Stvle  my  enjoyment  self-indulgence  —  sin  — 
Wny  should  r  labor  to  infect  my  kind 
With  sin*s  occasion,  bid  them  too  enjoy, 
Who  else  might  neither  catch  nor  give  again 


Joy's  plague,  but  live  in  rhrhteous  miasry  f 
Just  as  I  cannot,  till  myself  oonvineed. 
Impart  conviction,  so,  to  deal  forth  joy 
Adroitly,  needs  must  I  know  jov  myself. 
Renounce  joy  for  my  fellows'  sake  ?  That  *s  i<  > 
Beyond  joy :  but  renounced  for  mine,  Doi  tbt^  :* 
Why,  the  physician  called  to  help  the  sick. 
Cries  *  Let  me,  first  of  all,  diaeard  m  liealth ! ' 
No,  Son  :  the  richness  hearted  in  snen  joy 
Is  in  the  knowing  what  are  gilts  wo  «▼«« 
Not  in  a  vain  endeavor  not  to  know  I 
Therefore,  desire  joy  and  thank  God  for  it ! 
The  Adversary  said,  —  m  Jew  reports,  — 

In  Persian  phrase,  *  Does  Job  fear  God  fcr 

naught  ? ' 
Job's  ereatnreship  is  not  abjured,  thoa  fool ! 
He  nowise  isolates  himself  and  plays 
The  independent  eonal,  owns  no  more 
llian  himself  gave  iiimself,  so  why  thank  God .' 
A  proper  speech  were  this  Q^n^KD 
*'  Equals  we  are,  Job,  labor  for  thyself. 
Nor  bid  me  help  thee  :  bear,  as  best  fl«sh  nsj. 
Pains  I  inflict  not  nor  avail  to  cure : 
B^  of  me  nothing  thou  thyself  ma^at  via 
By  work,  or  waive  with  mag:iiammit7. 
Since  we  are  peers  acknowledged,  —  seait^ 

I>eers, 
Had  I  implanted  any  want  of  thine 
Only  my  power  could  meet  and  gratify.' 
No :  rather  hear,  at  man's  indifferenoe  — 
*  Wherefore  did  I  contrive  for  thee  that  ear 
Hungry  for  music,  and  direct  thine  eye 
To  where  I  hold  a  seven-stringed  inatmnfemt. 
Unless  I  meant  thee  to  beseedi  me  play  ? ' " 


Onoe  I  Mw  a  chemist  take  s  pinch  of  powder 

—  Simple  du«t  it  aaemed  —  end  half-uaatop  s  phial 

—  Out  dropped  harmleM  dew.   **  Mixed  aoUiii;^  i 

(qiiotii  he) 
*'  Bomethlnir !  **     80  they  did  :  a    thinidsul^,  bci 

louder  — 
lightiiiDfr-flaah,  hot  fiercer—  pot  HMctatore*  wmrrm ; 

trial: 
Sure  enough,  we  learned  what  waa,  iniagimd  vte 

might  be. 

Had  I  no  experience  how  a  llp*a  mere  trvmUe, 
Look's  half  hedtatlon,  cheek**  Jnat  rhanfe  of  r«^^. 
These  effect  a  heartqiiake,  ~  how  should  1  etme^n* 
What  a  heaven  there  may  he  ?    Let  it  bet  trmtrnt-it' 
Barth  myaeU  have  known  !  Ko  Uiaa  that  *a  tner,  **  '* 
Only  —  bliss  that  Usta,  they  say,  and  faia  woold  I  *> 
lieve. 

IX.  CHERRIES 


"  What,  I  disturb  thee  at  thy 
Cherries  so  ripe  already  ?  Eat 
I  recollect  thy  lesson  vesterday. 
Yet  — thanks,  Sir,  tor  thy  T 
mpt     .  •  • 


IsftTS     to 


"  Friend,  I   have  finished  my 
God  I" 


''  There  now,  thy  thanks  for 
frnitl  — 


thar- 
f»a 
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Thanks  beiiig'  praise,  or  taiitainoant  thereto. 
Prithee  ctmnider,  have  not  things  degree, 
I^>fty  and  luw  ?  Are  thinn  not  great  and  sraall, 
Thence  claiming  praise  and  wonder  more  or  leas  ? 
Shall  we  confuse  them,  with  thy  warrant  too, 
Whose  doctrine  otherwise  begins  and  ends 
With  jnat  this  precept,  *  Never  faith  enough 
1 II  man  aa  weakness,  God  as  potency  *  ? 
When  I  would  pa^  sours  tribute  to  that  same, 
Wliy  not  look  up  m  wonder,  bid  the  stan 
Att.'St  my  praise  of  the  All-mighty  One  ? 
What  are  man's  puny  members  and  as  mean 
Requirements  weighed  with  8tar-Kibg  Mush- 

tari? 
There  is  the  marvel  1 " 

"  Not  to  man  —  that  *b  me. 
Lint  to  what  happened  late,  in  fact  or  dream. 
A  certain  stranger,  bound  troro  far  away. 
Still  the  Shah*s  subject,  found  hiroseit  before 
Ispahan  palace-gate.    As  duty  bade, 
lie  enters  in  the  courts,  will,  if  he  may, 
S.'»>  so  much  glory  as  befits  a  slave 
Who  only  comes,  of  mind  to  testify 
How  great  and  good  is  shown  our  lord  the  Shah, 
lu  he  walks,  n»imd  he  oasts  his  eye  about, 
I>M>ks  up  and  down,  admires  to  hearths  content. 
Ascends  the  galleiy,  tries  door  and  door. 
None  says  his  reverence  nay:  peeps  in  at  each. 
Wonders  at  all  the  unimaginea  use, 
( }old  here  and  jewels  there,  —  so  vast,that  hall  — 
So  perfect  yon  pavilion  1  —  lamps  above 
Bidding  look  no  from  luxuries  below, — 
Kvermore  wooaer  topping  wonder,  —  last  — 
Sudden  he  comes  upon  a  cuey  nook, 
A  nest-like  little  chamber,  with  his  name, 
I  lis  own,  yea,  hk  and  no  mistake  at  all. 
Plain  o^er  the  entry,  —  what,  and  he  descries 
J  ust    those    arrangements    inside,  —  oh,    the 

carel  — 
Suited  to  soul  and  body  both,  —so  snu^ 
The  cushion  —  nay,  the  pipe-stand  f urmshed  so ! 
Wliereat  he  cries  aloud,  —  what  think *8t  thou, 

Friend? 
'  That  these  my  slippers   should   be  just  my 

choice, 
Kven  to  the  color  that  I  nmst  affect, 
in  nothing:  ah,  that  lamp,  the  central  sun. 
What  must  it  light  within  its  minaret 
I  scarce  dare  gneaa  the  good  of!    Who  lives 

there? 
That  let  me  wonder  at,  —  no  slipper  toys 
Meant  for  the  foot,  forsooth,  which  kicks  them 

-thus!* 

*  NcTer  enough  faith  in  omniMtenoe,  — 
Sever  too  much,  by  parity,  of  faith 
[n  impuissance,  roan  s  —  which  tnma  to  strength 
When  once  acknowledged  weakness  every  way. 
Mow  ?    Hear  the  teaching  of  another  tale. 

**  Two  men  once  owed  the  Shah  a  m^rhty  sum, 
Beggv*  they  both  were:  this  one  crossed  his 


And  bowed  bin  head,  —  *  whereof,*  sighed  he, 

*  each  hair 
Proved  it  a  jewel,  how  the  host*8  amount 
VWre  idly  strewn  for  payment  at  thy  faet !  * 


*  Lord,  here  they  lie,  my  havings   poor  and 

■cant ! 
All  of  the  berries  on  my  currant-bosh. 
What  roots  of  garlic  have  escaped  the  mice. 
And  some  live  pippins  from  the  seedling  tree,  — 
Would  they  were  nalf-a-doxen  I    Anyhow, 
Accept  my  all,  poor  beggar  that  I  am  1  * 

*  Received  in  full  of  all  demands  I  *  smiled  back 
The  apportioner  of  every  lot  of  ground 

From  inch  to  acre.    Littleness  of  love 
Befits  the  littleness  of  loving  thing. 
What  if  he  boasted  'Seeing  I  am  great. 
Great  must  ray  correspondmg  tribute  be  '  ? 
MiMlitari,  —  well,  suppose  him  seven  times  seven 
The  sun's  superior,  proved  wo  by  some  sage  : 
Am  I  that  sage  ?    To  me  his  twinkle  blue 
Is  all  I  know  of  him  and  thank  him  for. 
And  therefore  I  have  put  the  same  in  verse  ~ 

*  Like  yon  blue  twinkle,  twinks  thine  eye,  my 

Love  I' 

Neither  shalt  thon  be  troubled  overmuch 
BecauHC  thy  offering  —  littleness  itself  — 
Is  lessened  by  admixture  sad  and  straiwe 
Of  mere  man  s  motives,  —  praise  with  tear,  and 

love 
With  looking  after  that  same  lovers  reward. 
Alas,  Friend,  what  waa  free  from  this  alloy,  -^ 
Some  smatoh  thereof,  —  in  best  and  purest  love 
Proffered  thy  earthly  father  ?    Dust  thou  art, 
Dust  shalt  be  to  the  end.     Thy  tatlier  took 
The  dust,  and  kindly  called  the  handful  —  gold. 
Nor  oared  to  count  what  sparkled  here  «ia 

there 
Sagely  nnanalytic.    Thank,  praise,  love 
(Sum  up  thus)  for  the  lowest  favors  first. 
The  commonest  of  comforts  !  aught  be^e 
Very  omnipotence  had  overlooked 
Such  needs,  arranging  for  thy  little  life. 
Nor  waste  thy  power  of  love  in  wonderment 
At  what  thou  wiselier  lettest  shine  nnsoiied 
By  breath  of  word.  That  this  last  cherry  soothes 
A  roughness  of  my  palate,  that  I  know : 
His  Maker  knowa  why  Moshtari  was  made.'* 


Vene>insklnff  was  lesst  of  my  Tirfcoet :  I  viewed  witii 

dMpsir 
Wealth  that  never  3ret  was  bat  night  be — an  thst  vens- 

mskiofr  w»n» 
If  the  life  would  but  lencthen  to  wtah,  let  the  ndad  b« 

Isidbwe, 
Be  I  Mid  *' To  do  Uttio  U  bed,  to  do  nothfaig  is  wofss  ** - 
And  made 


Love^BsMng.  —  how  liiaple  a  nMttor  I    No  depths  to 

NoheifMstnsUfetoaaeMidl  No  dMMoKsDbw  Before, 
No  affng hthig  Bertsfter,  —  love  now  will  be  love  ever> 


Bolfelt  »Teluepdl«Mew«efoUj:*'~aD 
above, 

I  made  love. 


X.  PLOT-CULTURE 

"  At,  hat,  Ferishtah,*'  -  m  disciple  smirked,  - 
*'  That  verse  of  thine  *  How  twinks  thmc  eye, 

my  Lora, 
Blue  aa  yon  atar-haom !  *  much  anides  mywlf 
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Wlio  hafily  mftT  obtain  a  kiss  therewith 

This  eve  from  Laila  where  the  palms  abound  — 

My  youth,  mjr  warrant  —  so  the  palms  be  elcaei 

Suppose  when  thou  art  earnest  in  disooiirae 

Conoenuns  high  and  holy  thinss,  —  abrupt 

I  out  with  —  *  Laila's  lip^  how  noney-aweet  I '  — 

What  say^ct  thou,  wen  it  seaadaJons  or  ao  ? 

I  feel  thy  shoe  sent  flyini^  at  my  mouth 

For  darinir  —  prodigy  of  impndenoe  — 

Publish  what,  seeret,  were  permissible. 

Well,  —  one  slide   farther   in   the   imaginwi 

slough,— 
Knee-deep  therein,  (respect  thy  reverenoe !)  — 
Suppose  me  well  aware  thr  verr  self 
Stooped  Drying  throuerh  the  palm-sereen,  while 

Solaoe  me  with  caressings  all  the  same  ? 
Unutterable,  nay — unthinkable, 
Undreamablie  a  deed  of  ahame  !    Alaok, 
How  will  it  fare  shouldst  thou  impress  on  me 
That  certainly  an  Eye  is  over  all 
And  each,  to  mark  the  minute^s  deed,  word, 

tlM>nght, 
As  worthy  of  reward  or  punishment  ? 
Shall  I  permit  my  sense  an  Eye^viewed  shame. 
Broad  daylight  perpetration,  —  so  to  epeak,  — 
I  had  not  dared  to  breathe  within  the  £ar, 
With  black  night's  help  about  me?    Yet  I  stand 
A  man,  no  monster,  made  of  flesh  not  cloud: 
Why  made  so,  if  my  making  prore  offenoe 
To  Maker's  eye  and  ear?  " 

'*  Thou  wouldst  not  stand 
DiHtinctly  Man,"  —  Ferishtah  made  reply, 
*'  Not  the  mere  creature,  —  did  no  limit-line 
liound  Uiee  about,  apportion  thee  thy  place 
('lean<oitt  from  out  and  off  the  illimitable,  — 
Minuteness  severed  from  immensity. 
All  of  thee  for  the  Maker,  —  for  thvself , 
Workian  inside  the  cirde  that  evolve 
Thine  afi,  —  the  prodaot  of  thr  cultured  plot. 
So  n»eh  of  grain  the  groana's  lord  hm  thee 

yield: 
Bins  saeka  to  grmnarr  in  Antoroa  I  spare 
Dtdly  intelligence  of  this  manure. 
That  oompost.  how  they  tend  to  feed  the  soil : 
There  thou  art  master  sole  and  absolnte 
—  Only,  remember  doomsday  i    Twit^st  thou  me 
Because  I  turn  away  ray  outraged  nose 
Shoaldst  thoa  obtrnde  thereon  a  shovelful 
Of  fertilizing  klBses  ?    Since  thy  sire 
Wills  and  obtains  thy  merriage  with  the  maid, 
Enough !    Be  reticent,  I  counsel  thee. 
Nor  venture  to  acquaint  him,  point  by  point, 
What  be  procures  thee.    Is  he  so  obtuse  ? 
Keep  thy  instmetioB  to  thyself !    My  ass  — 
Onl^  from  him  •zpeot  aeknowledgment. 
The  while  he  champs  my  gift,  a  thistle-bunch. 
How  much  he  loves  t)ie  largess :  of  his  love 
I  only  tolerate  so  much  as  tells 
Bv  wrinkling  nose  and  inarticulate  grunt, 
Tne  meal,  that  heartens  him  to  do  my  work. 
Tickles  his  palate  as  I  meant  it  should.'' 


Soul,  —  tcwwl-wem,  toil-wesry,  —  woeld 

Aloog  wiUi  Soul,  Bool's  gsins  from  glow 
Ospturea  from  ■osiinga  14gh  sod  diviags 
BpoD-laden  Boul,  how  sboulU  tuch  meaMinc 
Tkka  8«nM,  too  ~~  let  me  love  eolire  sad 
Not  with  my  Bool ! 


Byes  ahsll  m«et  eyes  end  find  no 
lips  feed  on  Upe,  no  other  lipe  to 

NopMt,  BO  future^  to  thine  srme  but 
Tlie  pretest  from  iurprlee  1  not  there,  *t  ie 

Not  then,'  *t  ie  now :  —  bock,  memoriae  that 

Make,  Love,  the  aniveraB  our  aoUtude, 
And.  ever  sll  the  reel,  obUvioa  roll — 
Sease  ^ueuoUng  floal  I 


XI.  A   PILLAR  AT  SEBZEVAR 

"  KvoWLEDOfs   deposed,    then  !  '*  —  groso-4 

whom  that  most  grieved 
As  focdishest  of  all  the  oomnaa^. 
*'  What,  knowledge,  man's aistmeli ve  attribi.*«. 
He  doffs  that  erown  to  emulate  an  aaa 
Because  the  unknowing  hmg-eara  lo^ea  at  Wjcs* 
Husked  lupines,  and  belike  the  feederH  self 
—  Whose  puipoae  in  tiie  dole  what  aaa  diviBn** 


Not  with  my  Soul,  Love !  —  bid  no  eool  Vke  mlBe 
Ijip  thee  aroomi  nor  laeve  the  poor  Senas  roam ! 


'' Friend,"quatfa Periditah  '*aU IseeiBto kn-** 
la  —  I  know  nothing  save  taat  love  I  can 
Boundlessly,  endlessly.    My  emla  were  cmeif  ■ 
la  yontii  with  knowledge,  —  off,  alas,  cm^r 

slipped 
Next  moment,  pushed  by  better  kaowledgv  ^ ' 
Which  nowise  proved  more  ooostaat:  sain.  *  - 

day. 
Was  topDung  hiaa  to-monow,  lar  at  last 
—  Knowledge,  the  golden?  —  laeqaewd  icr* 

ranee  I 
As  gain  —  raistraat  it  1    Vat  as  meaas  to  gaio 
Laeqaer  we  learn  by :  east  ia  fiaiag  pot^ 
We  learn,  when  what  aeemed  oae  aaaayed  pro^- 

dross, — 
Surelier  trwe  gold's  worth,  gveas  hew  pvnty 
I'  the  lode  were  preeioas  etmld  cme  figm  oa  «?- 
Clarified  np  to  test  of  crucible. 
The  prize  u  in  the  process :  knowledge 
£ver-renewed  assoranee  by  defeat 
That  yictory  is  somehow  still  to  rei 
But  love  is  victory,  the  prise  itaelf ; 
Love —tmat  to  f    Be  rewarded  Cor  the  trw** 
In  trust's  mere  act.    In  love  eacujas  ia 
Attainment  —  no  delnaioB,  whataoe^er 
The  prize  be :  apprehended  aa  a  pnae, 
A  prize  it  is.    Tbw  ehild  aa  surely 
An  oraaffe  aa  he  rails  to  Riaa|i  the  aan 
Assumea  his  cloture.    What  if  seen  be  find- 
The  foolish  fruit  unworthy  ^raipiag  f    J<>> 
In  shape  and  eolor,  — that  was  joy  as 
Worthy  in  its  depree  of  lore — aa 
Of  sun  were,  which  had  staced  hii 
What  if  he  said  the  orange  neld  bo  ji 
Since  it  was  aot  tliat  sun  he  hoped  to 
This  constitutes  the  curse  that  spoils  our  li! 
And  sets  man  maundering:  of  his  missiv. 
That  there 's  ao  meanest  atom  he  olitatns 
Of  what  he  counts  for  knowledge  but  lie  rr 
'Hold  here,~I  hare  the  whale  tlii^.  —  ki« 

this  time. 
Nor  need  search  farther !  *    Wli< 

path  ^ 
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With  pleiunres,  aod  he  Mximi  them  while  he 

stoope: 
'  This  fitly  call'at  thota  pleaanie,  pick  ap  thk 
And  praise  it,  truly  ?    I  reserve  my  tkankii 
Kor  Bomethioff  more  Bubstanttal.  *    Fool  not  thus 
In  practising  with  life  and  its  deU<;htB  ! 
Knjoy  the  present  gift,  nor  wMt  to  know 
The  unknowable.     EuoukIi  to  say  '  I  feel 
Love's  sure  effect,  and,  bein;  loved,  must  love 
The  love  its  cause  behind,  --*  I  can  and  do ! ' 
Sor  tarn  to  try  thy  braiB-Dower  on  the  fact. 
Apart  from  as  it  strikes  tnee,  here  and  now  — 
1 1«  how  and  why,  i*  the  Intnre  and  elsewhere) 
Kxcppt  to  —  yet  once  more,  and  ever  again, 
\iniirm  thee  in  thy  utter  inioranee  : 
\*wvired  that,  whatsoe'er  the  quality 
>f   love's  cause,  save   that  love  was  caused 

thereby, 
Diifi  —  niich  upon  revealraent  as  it  seemed 
\  niinute  since  —  defies  thy  lon|pn|p  looks, 
A'itlidrawn  into  the  unknowable  once  more. 
A'hoUy  distrust  thy  knowledjce,  then,  and  trust 
\4  wholly  love  allied  to  tipnorance  ! 
PherH  lif*H  thy  truth  and  saf  etr.    Love  is  praise, 
Vnd  praise  is  love  !    Refine  the  same,  contrive 
\n  intellectual  tribute  —  i^ioranoe 
Vpnreeiatinv  ere  approbative 
H  knowled^  that  a  infimte  ?    With  us. 
The   small,  who   use   the   knowledge  of   our 

kind 
rreater  than  we,  more  wisely  ifnionmee 
i*'Htricta  its  apprehension,  sees  and  knows 
Ml  more  than  brain  aocejits  in  faitli  of  sight, 
\'«k<'8  Hrst  what  comes  first,  only  sure  so  far. 
Sy  S'bzevar  a  certain  pillar  stands 
o  aptly  that  its  gnomon  tells  the  hour  ; 
V'hat  if  the  townsmen  said  *  Before  we  thaok 
V'ho  placed  it,  for  his  serviceable  craft, 
1 11(1  go  to  dinner  since  its  shade  tells  noon, 
fee<i.<4  must  we  have  the  craftsman's  purpoae 

elear 
*n  half  a  hundred  more  recondite  points 
'hail  a  mere  summons  to  a  vulgar  nneal ! ' 
lett4*r  they  say  '  Uow  opportune  the  help ! 
f  loved  and  praised,  thou  kindly-hearted  saire 
rhoiii  Hudhnd  taofl^ht,  —  the  gracious  spiritp 

bird,  — 
low  to  construct  the  pillar,  teach  the  time  ! ' 
»  l<*t  lu  say  —  not  *  Since  we  know,  we  love.^ 
(It  rather  *  Since  we  love,  we  know  enough/ 
Krliapa  the  pillar  by  a  spell  controlled 
iiMhtari  in  his  courses?    Added  grace 
irf>lv  I  count  it  that  the  safp  devised, 
t^ide  cwiestial  service,  ministry 
(>  all  the  land,  by  one  sharp  shade  at  noon 
tiling  as    folk    foresee,    (hice    more,  then. 

Friend  — 
Vhat  ever  in  those  careless  ean  of  thine 
''ithal  I  needs  must  round  thee)  — knowledge 

doubt 
ven  wherein  it  seems  demonstrable  I 
>v«>,  —  in  the  claim  for  love,  that 's  irratitude 
»r  apfyrehended  pleasure,  nowise  doubt  I 
ftv  ita  due  tribute,  — sure  that  pleasure  is, 
fiile  knowledge  may  be,  at  toe  most.    See, 

now  1 
tiinm  my  breakfast,  I  thanked  God.  ~  '  For 

love 


Shown  in  the  cherries'  flavor?    Consecrate 
80  petty  an  example  ?  *    There  's  the  fault  I 
We  circumscribe  omnipotence.    Search  sand 
To  unearth  water :  if  nrst  handful  scooped 
Tields  thee  a  draught,  what  need  of  digging 

down 
Full  fif tv  fathoms  deep  to  find  a  spring 
Whereoi  the  pulse  might  deluge  lialf  uie  land  ? 
Drain   the   sufficient   drop,  and    praise  what 

cheeks 
The  drouth  that  glues  thy  tongue,  —  what  more 

^  would  help 
A  brimful  cistern  ?    Ask  the  cistern's  boon 
When  thou  wouldst  solace  camels :  iu  thy  case, 
Relish  the  drop  and  love  the  lovable !  *' 

"  And  what  may  be  unlovable  ? '' 

"  Why,  h&te  I 
If  out  of  sand  comes  sand  and  naught  but  sand. 
Affect  not  to  be  quaffing  at  mirage. 
Nor  nickname  pam  as  pleasure.    That,  belike. 
Constitutes  just  the  trial  of  thy  wit 
And  worthiness  to  gain  promotion,  —  hence. 
Proves  the  true  purpose  of  thine  actual  life. 
Th^  soul's  environment  of  things  perceived. 
Things  visible  and  things  invisiole. 
Fact,  fancT  —  all  was  purposed  to  evolve 
This  and  this  only  —  was  thy  wit  of  worth 
To  recognise  the  drop's  use,  love  the  same. 
And  loyallv  declare  against  mirage 
Though  all  the  world  ease  veratea  dust 
Was  good  to  drink  ?    hay,  *  what  made  moist 

my  lip. 
That   I   aoknowledged    moisture :  *   thou   art 

saved! 

For  why  ?    The  creature  and  creator  stand 
Rightly  related  so.    Consider  well  ! 
Were  knowledge  all  thy  faculty,  then  God 
Must  be  ignored :  love  gains  him  by  first  leap. 
Frankly  accept  the  creatnreship :  ask  good 
To  love  for :  press  bold  to  the  tether's  end 
Allotted  to  this  life's  iutelligvnoe  I 
*  So  we  offend  ?  '    Will  it  offend  thyself 
If  —  impuissance  praying  potency  — 
Thy  chud  beseech  that  thou  command  the  sun 
Rise  bright  to-morrow  —  thou,   he  thinks  su- 
preme 
In   power  and   goodneas,  why  shonldst  thou 

refuse? 
Afterward,  when  the  child  matures,  perchance 
The  fault  were  greater  if,  with  wit  full-grown. 
The  stripling  dared  to  ask  for  a  dinar, 
Than  that  the  boy  cried  '  Pluck  SitAra  down 
And  give  her  me  to  pla^f  with  I '    *T  is  for  him 
To  have  no  bounds  to  his  belief  in  thee : 
For  thee  it  ako  is  to  let  her  shine 
Lustrous  and  lonely,  so  best  serving  him  I  '* 


▲sk  not  one  Isait  word  of  pralta  I 

Words  declare  year  eyst  sra  tNrightt 
What  tbeu  meant  that  eumiiMV  d*y's 
Silence  spent  In  one  long  gwe  ? 
Wee  my  dlenee  wrong  or  right  T 


of 

of  JOQ 
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Did  they  And  the  pniae  m  week 
When  my  lipa  just  touched  your  cheek  — 
Touch  which  let  my  muI  come  through  ? 

XII.  A   BEAN-STRIPE:    ALSO   APPLE- 

EATING 

"  Look,  I  strew  beans  *'  .  .  . 

(Ferishtah,  we  premise, 
Strove  this  way  with  a  scholar's  caTilment 
Who  put  the  peevish  question :  **  Sir,  be  frank  ! 
A  ^od  thing  or  a  bad  thint^  —  Life  is  which  ? 
Shine  and  smide,  happiness  and  misery 
Battle   it   out   there  :    which    force   beats,  I 

ask? 
[f  I  pick  beans  from  ont  a  hushelf nl  — 
This  one.  this  other,  —  then  demand  of  thee 
VHiat  color  names  each  justly  in  the  main,  — 
'  Black  *  I^  expect,  and    White  '  ensues  reply  : 
No  hesitation  tor  what  speck,  spot,  splash 
Of  either  oolor^s  opposite,  intrudes 
To  modify  thy  judgment.    Well,  for  beans 
Substitute  days,  —  show,  ranged  in  order.  Life — 
Then,  tell  me  its  true  color  I    Time  is  short. 
Life's   dajrs   compose   a  span,  —  as   brief   be 

speech  I 
Black  I  pronounce  for,  like  the  Indian  Sage,  — 
Black  —  present,  past,  and  future,  interspersed 
With  blanks,  no  doubt,  which  simple  folk  style 

Good 
Because  not  Evil :  no,  indeed  ?    Forsooth, 
Bhick's  shade  on  White  is  White  too !    What's 

the  worst 
Of  Evil  but  that,  past,  it  overshades 
The  else-exemptea  present  ?  —  memory. 
We  call  the  plague  !    *  Nay,  but  our  memory 

fades 
And  leaves  the  past  unsullied  1 '    Does  it  so  ? 
Why,  straight  tne  purpose  of  such  breathings 

space. 
Such  respite  from  past  ills,  grows  plain  enough ! 
What  follows  on  remembrance  of  the  past  ? 
Fear  of  the  future  !    Life,  from  birth  to  death. 
Means  -^  either  looking  back  on  harm  escaped. 
Or  looking  forward  to  that  harm's  return 
With  tenfold  power  of  harming.    Black,  not 

White, 
Never  the  whole  consummate  quietude 
Life  should  be,  troubled  by   no   fear!  —  nor 

hope  — 
I  '11  sa^,  since  lamplight  dies  in  noontide,  hope 
Loses  itself  in  certainty.    Such  lot 
Man's  might  have  been:   I   leave  the  conse* 

ouence 
To  bolder  critics  or  the  Primal  Cause ; 
Such  am  not  I :  but,  man  —  as  man  I  speak : 
Black  is  the  bean-throw  :  evil  is  the  Lite ! ") 

"  Look,  I  strew  beans,"  —  resumed  Ferishtah, 

—  "beans 
Blackish  and  whitish ;  what  they  figure  forth 
Shall  be  man's   sum   of   moments,  bad  and 

good. 
That  make  up  Life,  —  each  moment  when  he 

feels 
Pleasure  or  pun,  his  poorest  fact  of  sense. 
Consciousness  anyhow :  there 's  stand  the  first : 


Whence  next  advance  shall  be  from  points  to 

line, 
Singulars  to  a  series,  parts  to  whole. 
And  moments  to  the  Life.  How  look  they  »t«. 
Viewed  in  the  large,  those  little  ioys  and  gn«-f: 
Ranged  dnl^jr  all  arrow  at  last,  like  beans 
—  These  wluch  I  strew  ?    This  bean  was  white. 

this  —  black. 
Set  by  itself  J  —  but  see  if  good  and  bad 
Each  following  either  in  oompanionship. 
Black  haye  not  grown  less  black  and  white  Ih« 

white, 
Till  blackish  seems  but  dun,  and  whiti«(i- 

And  the  wnole  line  turns  —  well,  or  blaek  •<• 

thee 
Or  white  belike  to  me  —  no  matter  which  : 
The  main  result  is  —  both  are  modified 
According  to  our  eye's  scope,  power  of  r^ins-' 
Before  and  after.    Black  doet  call  tkia  bt-an 
What,  with  a  whiteness  in  its  wake,   vliuh 

Suffuses  half  its  neighbor  ?  —  and,  in  tnm. 
Lowers  its  pearliness  late  absolute. 
Frowned  upon  bpr  the  jet  which  follows  hani 
Else  wholly  white  my  bean  were.    Ch<H>$>-  % 

joy! 
Bettered  it  was  by  sorrow  gone  before. 
And  sobered  somewhat  by  the  shadowy  nmf 
Of  sorrow  which  came  after  or  might  cchik*. 
Joy,  sorrow,  — by  precedence,  subaeaaemv  - 
Either  on  each,  make  fusicm,  mix  in  Xif e 
That 's  both  and  neither  wholly  :  gray  nr  dm 
Dun  thou  decidest  ?  gray  prevails,  aar  I : 

is  wioe  c 


Wherefore  ?    Because  my  view  is  wioe  emir-- 
Reaches  from  first  to  last  nor  winks  at  aU 
Motion     achieves     it:    stop   short — fast    «' 

stick,  — 
Probably  at  the  bean  that 's  blaekest. 

''Sine* 
Son,  trust  me,  —  this  I  know  and  only  this  — 
I  am  in  motion,  and  all  things  beside 
That  circle  round  my  passage  thnm^  th 

midst,  — 
Motionless,  these  are,  as  regarding  me  : 
—  Which  means,  myself  I  solely  reeogiusp. 
They  too  may  recognize  themselves,  not  m**. 
For  aught  I  snow  or  care :  bat  plain  tbey  * -• 
This,  it  no  other  purpose  —  stuff  to  ti^ 
And  test  my  power  upon  of  raying  lignt 
And  lending  nue  to  all  things  as  Igo 
Moonlike  through  vapor.    Mark  the  flying  or- 
Think'st  thou  the  huo,  painted  still  aimh 
At  each  new  cloud*fleeoe  piereed  and 

through. 
This  was  and  is  and  wiU  be  evermors 
Colored  in  permanence  ?    The  glory 
Girdling  the  glory-girer,  swallowed  straight 
By  night's  abysinal  gloom,  nnglorifiecl 
Behind  as  erst  before  the  advanoer :  irlom* " 
Faced  by  the  onward*faring,  see,  sueee«<b 
From  the  abandoned  heaven  a  next 
And  whero  's  the  gloom  now  ?  —  sih 

straight. 
One  glow  and  variegation  !    So  with 
Who  move  and  make  -  myeelf  —  the  black 

white. 
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The  good,  the  bad,  of  life^a  enTixomneBt. 
btand  still  1   black   stays  black  :  start  again  1 

there 's  white 
Asserts  supremacy :  the  motion 's  all  ^ 
That  colors  me  my  moment :  seen  as  joy  ?  — 
I  have  escaped  from  sorrow,  or  that  was 
( >r  might  have  been :  as  sorrow  ?  —  thence  shall 

be 
Ksoape  as  oertain :  white  oreoeded  black, 
lilacK  shall  give  way  to  white  as  duly,  —  >o, 
Deepest  in  Uack  meaos  white  most  imminent, 
stand  still,  —  have  no  before,  no  after !  —  life 
Proves  death,  existence  grows  impossible 
To  man  Hke  me.    *  What  else  is  blessed  sleep 
But  death,  then  ? '    Why,  a  rapture  of  release 
From  toil,  —  that  *s  sleep's  approach :  as  cer- 

tainW, 
The  end  of  sleep  means,  toil  is  triumphed  o'er : 
These  round  the  blank  inoonseiousness  between 
Brightness  and    brightness,  either  pushed  to 

blase 
J  ust  through  that  blank  *s  interpcaition.    Hence 
llie  use  of  things  eztenial :  man  —  that  *s  I  — 
I^ractise  thereon  my  power  of  eastini^  light. 
And  calling  substance,  -^  when  the  light  I  oast 
Breaks  into  color,  —  by  its  prooer  name 

-  A  truth  and  yet  a  falsity  :  black,  white. 
Names  each  bean  taken  from  what  lay  so  dose 
And  Uirew  such  tint :  pain  migfat  mean  pain 

indeed 
.Ven  in  the  passage  naat  it,  —  pleasure  prove 
No  mere  delusion  while  I  paase  to  look,  — 
'Iliongh  what  an  idle  fancy  was  that  fear 
\Vhich  overhung  and  hindered  pleasure's  hue  ! 
While  how,  again,  pain's  shaae  enhanced  the 

shine 
(>f  pleasure,  elae  no  pleasure  I    8uoh  effects 
( *ame  of  such  causes.    Passage  at  an  end,  ~ 
Past,  present,  future  pains  and  pleasures  fused 
So  that  one  glance  may  gather  blacks   and 

whites 
Into  a  lifetime.  —  like  my  beaihatreak  there. 
Why,  white  tney  whirl  into,  not  Uaek  —  for 

mel'' 

' "  Ay.  but  for  me  ?    Tlie  indubitable  blacks. 

Immeasurable  nuseriea,  here,  there 

And  everywhere  i'  the  world  —  worid  outside 

thine 
Paled  off  so  opportunely,  —  body*s  plague. 
Torment  of  soul,  —  where  *s  found  thy  fellow- 

ship 
With  wide  humanity  all  round  about 
Kt^ling  beneath  its  burden  ?    What  *s  despair  ? 
Behold  that  man,  that  woman,  child  —  nay, 

brute  I 
Will  any  speck  of  white  unblacken  Kfe 
NpUshed,  splotched,  dyed  hell-deep  now  from 

end  to  end 
For  him  or  her  or  it  —  who  knows  ?    Not  I ! '' 

'NorLSonl    '  It '  shaU  stand  for  bird,  bwMt, 

fish, 
IC«*ptile,  and  insect  even  :  take  the  last  I 
'ni«*r«*  *s  the  palm-aphis,  minute  miracle 
A^  wondrous  every  whit  as  thou  or  I : 
WVll,  and  his  worid 's  the  palm-frood,  there 

he's  bom. 


Lives,  breeds,  and  dies  in  that  circumference. 
An  inch  of  green  for  cradle,  pasture-groutul. 
Purlieu  and  grave :  the  palm's  use,  oak  of  him  t 

*  To  furnish  these,'  replies  his  wit :  sunk  thme  — 
Who  see  the  heaven  above,  the  earth  below. 
Creation  everywhere,  —  these,  vach  and  all 
Claim  certain  recognition  from  tlie  tree 

For  special  service  rendered  branch  and  bole. 
Top-tuft  and  tap-root :  —  for  thyself,  thus  seen, 
Palms  furnish  dates  to  eat,  and  leaves  to  shade, 
—  Maybe,  thatch  huts  with,  —  have  another  use 
Than  strikes  the  aphis.    ^So  with  me,  my  ^un  I 
I  know  my  own  appointed  patch  i'  the  world. 
What  pleasures  me  or  pains  there:   all  out^ 

side  — 
How  he,  she,  it,  and  even  thou.  Son,  live, 
Are  pleased  or  pained,  is  past  conjecture,  once 
I  jpity  beneath  the  semblance,  —  all  that 's  fit. 
To  practise  with,  —  reach  where  the  fact  may 

lie 
Fathom-deep  lower.    There  's  the  first  and  last 
Of  my  philouohy.    Blacks  blur  thy  white  ? 
Not  mine  I    Tne  aphis  feeds,  nor  finds  his  leaf 
Untenable,  because  a  lance-thrust,  nay, 
Lightnmg  strikes  sere  a  moas-patch  close  be- 
side, 
Where  certain  other  aphids  live  and  love. 
Restriction  to  his  single  inch  of  white. 
That 's  law  for  him,  the  aphis :  but  fur  me. 
The  man,  the  larger-^onlea,  beside  my  stretch 
Of  blacks  and  whites,  I  see  a  world  of  woe 
All  round  about  me :  one  Httoh  burst  of  black 
Intolerable  o'er  the  life  I  count 
White  in  the  main,  and,  yea  —  whitens  faintest 

trace 
Were  clean  abolished  once  and  evermore. 
Thus  fare  m^  fellows,  swallowed  up  in  gloom 
So  far  as  I  discern  :  how  far  is  that  ? 
C2od*8  care  be  God's !    'T  is  mine  —  to  boast  no 

joy 
Unsobeted  by  such  sorrows  of  my  kind 
As  sully  with  their  shade  my  life  that  shines." 

'*  Reflected  possibilities  of  pain. 
Forsooth,  just  chasten  pleasure  I    Pain  itself,  — 
Fact  and  not  fancy,  does  not  this  affect 
The  general  color?  " 

**  Here  and  there  a  touch 
i  Taught  me,  betimes,  the  artifice  of  things  — 
That  all  about,  external  to  mjrself , 
Was  meant  to  oe  suspected,  —  not  revealed 
Demonstrably  a  cheat,  —  but  half  seen  through. 
Lest  white  should  rule  unchecked  along  the 

line 
Therefore  white  may  not    triumfJi.    All  the 

same, 
Of  absolute  and  irretrievable 
And  all-subduing  black,  -  black's  soul  of  black 
Beyond  white's  power  to  disintenstfy,  -- 
Of  that  I  saw  no  sample :  such  may  wreck 
My  life  and  min  my  philosophy 
To  -  morrow,    doubtless  :  hence   the   constant 

shade 
Cast  on  life's  shine,  — the  tremor  that  intrudes 
When  firmest  seems  my  faith  in  white.     Dust 

ask 

*  Who  is  Feiishtah,  hitherto  exempt 
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From  black  experience  ?    Why,  if  God  be  just. 

Were  sundry  fellow-mortala  singled  out 

To  undergo  experience  for  his  sake. 

Just  that  the  gift  of  pain,  bestowed  on  them, 

111  him  might  temper  to  the  due  degree 

Joy^s  else-excessive  largess  V  *    Why,  indeed ! 

Back  are  we  brought   thus  to   uae  starting- 

Ipoint  — 
Man^s  impotency,  God^s  onmijpotenoe, 
These  stop  my  answer.    Aphis  that  I  am, 
How  leave  my  inch-allotment,  pass  at  will 
Into  my  fellow^s  liberty  of  range. 
Enter  into  his  sense  of  black  and  white, 
A»  either,  seen  by  me  from  outside,  seems 
Predominatingly  the  color  ?    Life, 
Lived  by  my  fellow,  shall  I  nass  into 
And  myself    live  there  ?    No  —  no  more  than 

pass 
From  Persia,  where  in  sun  since  birth  I  bask 
Uailv,  to  some  ungracious  land  afar, 
Told  of  by  travellers,  where  the  night  of  snow 
Smothers  up  day,  and  fluids  lose  themselves 
Frozen  to  marble.     How  I  bear  the  sun, 
l^eat  though  he  may  unduly,  that  I  know : 
How  blood  once  curdled  ever  creeps  again, 
Baffles  coujkcttire  :  yet  since  people  live 
N>niehow,  resist  a  dime  would  conquer  me. 
Somehow  provided  for  their  sake  must  dawn 
Compensative  resource.     '  No  sun,  no  grapes,  — 
Then,  no  subsistence  ! '  —  were  it  wisely  said  ? 
(>r  this  well-reasoned  —  *  Do  I  dare  feel  warmth 
And  please  my  palate  here  with  Persia's  vine. 
Though,  over- mounts,  —  to  trust  the  travel- 
ler, — 
Snow,  feather-thick,  is  falling  while  I  feast  ? 
What  if  the  cruel  winter  force  his  way 
Here  also  ?  '    Son,  tlie  wise  reply  were  this  : 
When  cold  from  over-monnts  spikes  through 

and  throngh 
Blood,  bone  and  marrow  of  Feriditah,  —  then, 
Time  to  look  out  for  shelter  —  time,  at  least. 
To  wring  the  hands  and  cry  '  No  shelter  serves  !  * 
Shelter,  of  some  sort,  no  experienced  chill 
Warrants  that  I  despair  to  tind.'' 

*'  No  less, 
Doctors  have  differed  here ;    thou  say'st  thy 

say; 
Another  man's  experience  masters  thine. 
Flat  controverted  by  the  sourlv-Sage, 
The  Indian  witness  who,  with  faculty 
Fine  as  Ferishtah's,  found  no  white  at  all 
Chequer  the  world's  predominating  black. 
No  good  oust  evil  from  supremacy. 
So  that  Life's  best  was  that  it  led  to  death. 
How  of  his  testimony  ?  " 

**  Son,  suppose 
My  camel  told  me :  *  Threescore  days  and  ten 
I  traversed  hill  and  dale,  yet  never  found 
Food  to  stop  hunger,  drink  to  stay  my  drouth ; 
Yet.  here  I  stand  alive,  which  take  in  proof 
That  to  survive  was  found  impossible  I ' 
'  Nay,  rather  take  thou,  non-surviving  beast,' 
(Reply  were  prompt,)  '  on  flank  this  thwack  of 

staff 
Nowise  affecting  flesh  that 's  dead  and  dry  I 
Thou  wincest  ?    Take  correction  twice,  amend 


Next  time  thy  noraenclatare  I    Call   white  — 

white ! ' 
Thesourly-Sa^,  for  whom  life's  best  wasdestlu 
Lived   out   his   seventy   years,    looked   fajJc. 

langhed  loud. 
Liked  —  above    all  —  his    dinner,  —  fied.    b 

short." 

"  Lied  is  a  roogfa  phrase:  aay  he  fell  fron 

truth 
In  climbing  towards  it !  — sure  leas  fanltr  so 
Than  had  he  sat  him  down  and  stayed  eontent 
With  thy  sale  orthodoxy, "  White,  aU  white. 
White  everywhere  for  certain  I  shookl  see 
Did  I  but  understand  how  white  m  black. 
As  clearer  sense  than  mine  woold.*     Clesn-r 

sense,  — 
Whose  may  that  be?     Mere  hmnaa  ^ye»  1 

boastf 
And  such  distinguish  oolois  in  ih%  main. 
However  any  tongue,  that 's  human  too. 
Please  to  report  tne  matter.     Dost  ikon  blun^ 
A  soul  that  strires  but  to  see  plain,  apeak  trur. 
Truth  at  all  hasards?    Oh,  this  false  for  r»l. 
This  emptiness  which  feigns  sc^dity,  — 
Ever  some  gray  that  *s  white  and  dm  that '« 

black,  — 
When  shall  we  rest  upon  the  thing  itself 
Not  on  its  semblance  ?  —  Soul  —  too  we«k,  in^ 

sooth. 
To  ooYie  witn  fact — wants  fictian  everywhere  '. 
Mine  tires  of  falsehood :  truth  at  any  eost  !  '* 

'^  Take  one  and  try  condnsions  —  this,  snr- 

pose  ! 
God  is  all-good,  all-wise,  idj-powerful :    truth  ' 
Take  it  and  rest  there.     What  is  naan  ?     ><< 

God: 
None  of  these  absolutes  therefore,  —  yet  kba- 

self , 
A  creature  with  a  creature's  qualiti«a. 
Make   them    agree,    these   two    ooneepftioai ! 

Eaeh 
Abolishes  die  other.    Is  man  weak. 
Foolish  and  bad  ?    He  must  be  Ahriman. 
Co-equal  with  an  Ormuxd,  Bad  with  Good. 
Or  else  a  thing  made  at  the  Prime  8ol«  Will. 
Doing  a  maker's  pleasure  —  with  reanlfcR 
Which  —  call,  the  wide  world  over, '  what  mo** 

be'  — 
But,  from  man's  point  of  view,  and  only  pnrat 
Possible  to  his  powers,  call  —  evidence 
Of  goodness,  wisdom,  stxength  ?  we  niork  ocr 

selves 
In  all  that's  beet  of  as,— nan ^s  blind  Vu 

sure 
Craving  for  these  in  very  deed  not  wurd« 
Reality  and  not  illusions.    Well,  — 
Since  these  nowhere  exist  —  nor  there  mh^r* 


Must  hare  effect,  nor  here  where  craving 
Craving  unfoUowed  by  fit  oonaeqnence 
And  ful  supply,  aye  sought  for,  never  f (Mm«i  - 
These  —  what  are  they  but  man's  own  roW 

right? 
A  scheme  of  goodness  reoognised  hy  mna. 
Although  by  man  unreaHsable,  — 
Not  God*s  with  whom  to  will  w«ra  to  pexio^^ 
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Nowiae  perfonned  here,  therefore  nerer  willed. 
What  follows  but    ciiat   God,  who  eould  the 

best. 
Has  willed  the  vkuist,  — while  man,  with  power 

to  match 
Will  with  perfumiauce,  were  deservedly 
Ualltfd  the  supreme  —  provided  .  .  .  here  *8  the 

touch 
That  breaks  the   bubble  •  .  .  this  euncept  of 

mau^s 
Were  itian^s  own  work,  his  birth  of  heart  and 

brain. 
His  native  ^race,  no  alien  f^ift  at  all. 
'Di  •  bubble  breakit  heiv.     Will  of  man  create  ? 
No  more  than  this  tiiy  hand  which  strewed  the 

beans 
Produced  them  also  frtnn  its  finger-tips, 
iiack  KiNM  creation  to  its  source,  source  prime 
And  ultimate,  the  single  and  the  sole." 

'*  How  reconcile  discordancy,  —unite 
Notion  and  notion    -  Inid  that  only  can 
Vet  does  not,  —  man  that  would  indeed 
liut  just  as  surely  cannot,  --  both  in  one  ? 
What  help  occurs  to  thy  iutelliKence  ?  *^ 

"Ah,  the  beans,  —  or,  —  example  better  yet,  — 
A  carpet-web  I  saw  once  leave  the  loom 
AikI  lie  at  f^orf^eous  leuf^h  in  Ispahan  ! 
The  weaver  plied  his  work  with  lenj^ths  of  silk 
Dyed  each  to  match  some  jewel  as  it  miKJit, 
And  wove  them,  this  by  that.     '  flow  oomes  it, 

friend,' 
(()noth  I)  —  *  that  while,  apart,  this  fiery  hue. 
That  wat-ery  dimness,  either  shocks  the  eye, 
So  blindinf^  bri);ht,  or  else  offencis  a^cain. 
By  dnlness,  —  yat  the  two,  set  each  by  each, 
.Somehow  produce  a  color  bom  of  both, 
A  medium  profitable  to  the  si^ht  V  ' 
'  Such  medium  is  the  end  whereat  I  aim,^  — 
Answered  my  oraf tsmau :  '  there  V  no  single 

tinot 
Would  satisfr  the  eye^s  dt*tiire  to  taste 
'Ilie  secret  of  the  diamond  :  join  extremes 
Results  a  serviceable  medium^ii^host. 
The  diamond  *s  simuhitioii.     Even  so 
I  needs  must  blend  the  quality  of  man 
With  quality  oi  (yod,  and  tu*  assist 
Mere  human  si^rht  to  niiderstaiid  my  Life, 
What  is,  what  should  be,  —  andenitand  thereby 
Wherefore  I  hate  the  first  and  love  the  last,  — 
rnderstand  why  thiuffsso  present  themnelves 
To  me,  placed  here  to  provo  1  understand. 
Thus,  from  befcinmiit;  rinis  the  chain  to  end. 
And  binds  me  plain  enoucfh.      By  enaseqnence, 
I  bade  thee  tolerate.  —  not  kick  and  cuff 
The  man  who  held  that  natures  did  in  fact 
Blend  so,  since  so  thyself  most  have  them  blend 
In  fancy,  if  it  take  a  fiiicht  so  far/' 

"  A   power.  confe«ied    past  knowledge,  nay, 
past  thought. 
Thus  thought  thus  known  !  '* 

"  To  know  of,  think  about  — 
Ih  all  man^s  sum  of  faculty  effects 
When  exercised  on  earth's  least  atom.  Son  t 
What  was,  what  is,  what  may  such  atom  be  ? 


No  answer!     btill,  what  seems   it  to  manV 

sense? 
An  atom  with  some  certain  properties 
Knowu  about,  thought  of  as  occasion  needs, 
—  Man's  —  but  occasions  of  the  universe  ? 
Unthinkable,  unknowable  to  man. 
Yet,  since  to  think  and  know  tire  through  and 

through 
Exceeds  man,  is  the  warmth  of  fire  unknown. 
Its  uses  —  are  they  so  unthinkable  ? 
Pass  from  such  obvious  power  to  powen  nu 

seen, 
ITndreamed  of  save  in  their  sure  oonaeauenoe : 
Take  that,  we  spoke  of  late,  which  aiaws  to 

ground 
The  staff  my  hand  lets  fall :  it  draws,  at  least  — 
Thus  much  man  thinks  and  knows,  if  nothing 


more. 


'» 


*^  Ay,  but  man  puts  no  iniud  into  such  power  ! 
He  neither  thanxs  it,  when  an  apple  diwris. 
Nor  prays  it  spare  his  pate  while  underneath. 
Does  he  thank  bummer  though  it  plumped  the 

rind  ? 
Why  thank   the   other    force  -   whatever   its 

name  — 
Which  gave  him  teeth  to  bite  and  tongue  to 

taste 
And  throat  to  let  the  pulp  pass?     Force  and 

force. 
No  end  of  forces  I    Have  they  mind  like  man  f  " 

**  Suppose  thou  vi»it  our  lord  Shalim-Shah, 
Bringmg  thy  tribute  as  appointed.     '  Here 
Come  I  to  pay  my  due  ! '     Whereat  one  slave 
Obsequious  spreads  a  carpet  for  thy  foot. 
His  fellow  offers  sweetmeats,  while  a  third 
Preparss  a  pipe :  what  thanks  or  praise  have 

they? 
Such  as  befit  prompt  service.    Gratitude 
Goes  past  them  to  the^  Shah  whose  gracious  nod 
Set  aU  the  sweet  eivilitv  at  work  ; 
But  for  his  ordinance,  t  much  suspect. 
My  scholar  had  been  left  to  oool  his  heels 
l^ncarpeted,  <ir  warm  them  —  likelier  still  — 
With  bastinado  for  intriwion.    Slaves 
Needs   must   obey  their  master :    *  force  and 

force. 
No  end  of  forces,  act  as  bids  some  force 
Supreme  o*er  all  and  each :    where  find  that 

one? 
How  recognise  him  ?    Simidv  as  thou  didst 
The  Shah  —  by  reiisoniug  *  Since  I  feel  a  debt, 
Behooves  me  pay  the  same  to  one  aware 
I  have  my  duty,  he  his  privilege.* 
Didst  thou  expect  the  slave  who  charged  thy 

pipe 
Would  serve  as  well  to  take  thy  tribute-bag 
And  save  thee  further  trouble  ?  " 

*^  Be  it  sol 
The  sense  within  me  that  I  owe  a  debt 
Assures  me  -~  somewhere  must  be  somebody 
Ready  to  take  his  due.     All  eiinies  to  this  — 
Where  due  is,  there  acceptance  follows  :  find 
Him  who  accepts  the  due  !  and  why  hmk  far  ? 
Behold  thy  kindred  oompn«Hi  th  «>  nb  mt  ! 
Ere  thou  wast  bom  and  a  t  r  thou  shalt  dit), 
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Heroic  man  stands  forth  as  8haban-^hah. 
Kust«m  and  Gew,  Gudarz  and  all  the  rest. 
How   come  they  short  of  lordship  that's  to 

seek? 
Dead  worthies !  but  men  live  undoubtedly 
Gifted  as  Sindokht,  sage  ISulajrman's  match, 
Valiant  like  Kawah :  ay,  and  while  earth  lasts 
Such  heroes  shall  abound  there  —  all  for  thee 
Who  profitest  by  all  the  present,  past. 
And  future  operation  of  thy  race. 
Wh  V,  tlien,  o  erburdened  with  a  debt  of  thanks. 
Look  wistful  for  some  hand  from  out  the  clouds 
To  take  it,  when,  all  ronnd,  a  multitude 
Would  ease  thee  in  a  trice  ?  '^ 

*^8uch  tendered  thanks 
Would  tumble  back  to  who  craved  riddance, 
iSon  ! 

—  Who  but  my    sorry   self  ?    See  I   stars  are 

out  — 
Stare  which,  unconscious  of  thy  gaze  beneath, 
Go  Klurifyiiit;,  and  glorify  thee  too 

—  Those  Seven  Thxxines,  Zurah^s  beauty,  weird 

Parwiu ! 
Wliether  shall  love  and  praise  to  stars  be  paid 
(h*  -  Miy  —  some  Mubid  who,  for  good  to  thee 
Blind  at  tliy  birth,  by  magic  all  his  own 
Opened  thine  eyes,  and  gave  Uie  sightless  sight. 
Let  the  starH^  glory  enter  ?    Say  his  charm 
Worked  while  thyself  lay  sleeping :  as  he  went 
Thou  wakedst :  '  What  a  novel  sense  have  1 1 
Whom  shall  I  love  and  praise?*     'The  stars, 

each  orb 
Tliou  staiidest  rapt  beneath,*  proposes  one  : 
*  Do  not  they  live  their  Ufe,  ana  please  them- 
selves, 
And  so  please  thee  ?    What  more  is  requisite  ?  * 
Make  thou  this  answer  :  *  If  indeed  no  mage 
Opened  mv  eyes  and  worked  a  miracle, 
Tnen  let  the  stars  thank  me  who  apprehend 
That  such  an  one  is  white,  such  other  blue  I 
But  for  my  apprehension  both  were  blank. 
Cannot  I  close  my  eyes  and  bid  my  brain 
Make  whites  and  blues,  conceive  without  stars* 

help. 
New  qualities  of  color  ?  were  my  sight 
Lost  or  misleading,  would  yon  rod  —  I  judge 
A  mby*s  benefaction  — stand  for  aught 
But  green  from  vulgar  glass  ?    Myself  appraise 
Lustre  and  lustre  :  should  I  overlook 
Fomalhaiit  and  declare  some  fen-fire  king. 
Who  shall  correct  me,  lend  me  eyes  he  trusts 
No  more  than  I  trust  mine  ?    My  mage  for  me  I 
I  never  saw  him  :  if  he  never  was, 
I  am  the  arbitrator !  *    No,  my  Son ! 
Let  us  sink  down  to  thy  similitude  : 
I  eat  my  ap|)Ie,  relish  what  is  ripe  — 
The  sunnv  side,  admire  its  rarity 
Since  half  the  tribe  is  wrinkled,  and  the  rest 
Hide  commonly  a  maggot  in  the  core,  — 
And  down  iZerdusht  goes  with  due  smack  of 

lipe: 
But  —  thank  an  apple  ?     He  who  made  my 

mouth 
To  masticate,  my  palate  to  approve. 
My  maw  to  further  the  concoction  —  Him 
I  thank,  —  but  for  whose  work,  the  orchard*s 

wealth 


Might   prove  so  many    gaU-nnta  —  stoeks  or 

atones 
For  aught  that  I  shoold  think,  or  kaov.  or 


oare. 


»i 


"Why  from  the  world,**  Ferkhtah  mOed,  '*ahould 
thanks 
Goto  this  work  of  mine?    If  worthy  praiM, 

Praised  let  it  be  and  weloome  :  aa  vena  rsnka^ 
80  rate  mv  veree :  iX  good  therein  owtw«igiH 
Aught  faulty  Judsed,  Judge  justly !    Justice  m>^  : 

Be  Just  to  fact,  or  blaming  or  appronng : 

But  —generous  ?    No,  nor  loving  I 

"  Loving  t  what  elsim  to  love  has  woik  of  mine  ? 
Conoede  my  Ufe  were  emptied  of  its  gains 


To  f oznish  forth  and  fill  work*e  strict 
Who  works  so  for  the  worid*e  aske — he 
With  caaae  when  hate,  not  love,  rewsida  hie  _ 

I  looked  beyond  the  world  for  truth  and  boantjr 

Bought,  found,  and  did  my  duty." 


EPILOGUE 

Oh,  Love  — no.  Love  I    All  the  noiae  brlov. 
Love, 
Groaninga  all  and  moaninga  —  none  of  Life  1 
lose! 
All  of  Xjife  *B  a  cry  jnat  ot  wearineaa  and  wm. 
Love  — 
*^  Hear  at  least,  thou  happy  one  !  **     How  can 
I,  Love,  but  choose  ? 

Only,  when  I  do  hear,  sudden  eircle   ruuod 
me 
—  Much  aa  when  the  moon'a  miipht  fretv  a 
apace  from  cloud  — 
Lidesoent  splendors  :  gkwm  —  would  else  «««>- 
found  me  — 
Barriered   off   and    banished    far  —  bright- 
edged  the  blackest  shroud ! 

Thronging  through  the  dond-rift,  whose  an- 
^  they,  the  faces 
Faint  revealed  yet  sore  divined,  the  famous 
ones  of  old  ? 
''What**— they    smile  — ''our    namea.     our 
deeds  so  soon  erases 
Time  npon  his  tablet  where  Life*a  glory  lits 
enrolled? 

''Was  it  for  mere   foors-play,   make-b«li«vp 
and  mumming. 
So  we  battled  it  like  men,  not  boyBke  snlkfd 
or  whined  ? 
Each  of  us  heard  clang  God's   '  Come !  *  mad 
each  was  coming : 
Soldiers  idl,  to  forward-face,  not  ^»y^^«  to 
lag  behind  I 

"  How  of  the  field*s  fortune  ?    That  oonoernrd 
our  Leader  1 
Led,  we  struck  our  stroke  nor  cared  for  do- 
ings left  and  right : 
Each  as  on  his  sole  head,  failer  or  aueeeeder. 
Lay  the  blame  or  lit  the  praise :  do  oarv  for 
cowards :  fig^ht  1  *' 
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Then  the  dood^rif  t  brottdeos,  spMuiiiiflr  earth 
that  *•  ander. 
Wide  our  world  dispUya  its  worth,  iiuui*a 
strife  and  strife  ^«  sacoeos  ; 
All  the  good  and  beauty,  wonder   orowning 
w<Hider, 
Till  my  heart  and  soul  applaud  perfection, 
nothing  less. 

Only,  at  hearths  utmost  joy  and  triumph,  terror 
^^uaden  turns  the  blood  to  ioe  :  a  chill  wind 
disenchamis 
All  the  Ute  enehantmenti    What  if   all   be 
error  — 
If  the  halo  iriaed  round  my  head  were,  Lore, 
thine  arms? 
Pslasso  QiusttoJsa-Biiwnstl,  Vmca : 


RAWDON   BROWN 

*'  Tutti  gs  i  lo  guftti,  e  mi  go  i  mii.'* 

(  ytnetinn  smjing.) 

Mr.  Rawdon  Brown  was  an  Knglishman  who 
went  to  Venice  on  some  temporary  errand,  and 
lived  there  for  forty  years,  dying  in  that  city  in 
the  summer  of  188.').  He  had  an  enthusiastic 
love  for  Venice,  and  is  mentioned  in  books  of 
travel  as  one  who  knew  the  city  thoroughly. 
The  Venetian  saying  means  that  **  everybody 
follows  his  taste  as  I  follow  mine."  Toni  was 
the  gondolier  and  attendant  of  Brown.  The  in- 
scription on  Brown^s  tomb  is  given  in  the  third 
and  fourth  lines.    G.  W.  COOKB. 

SiOHBD  Rawdon  Brown  :  *'  Tea,  I  *m  departing, 
Toni  I 
I  needs  must,  just  this  once  before  I  die. 
Revisit  En^and  :  Anglus  Brown  am  I, 
Although    my   heart  *s    Venetian.    Yea,    old 

crony  — 
Venioe  and  London  —  London  *s  *  Death  the 
bony' 
Compared  with  Life  —  that 's  Venice !  What 

ask^r, 
A  sea,  this  morning  I  One  last  look!   Good-by, 
C4  Peaaio  I    No,  lion  —  I  'm  a  coney 
To  weep  1    I  'm  daszled ;  *t  is  that  sun  I  view 
Rippling  the  .  .  .  the  .  .  .  Cogpetto^    Toni  I 
Down 
With  carpet-bag.  and  off  with  valise-straps ! 
Bella  Vgnezia,  non  ti  Uucio  pirn  !  '* 

Nor  did  Brown  ever  leave  her :  well,  per- 
ha|is 
Browning,  nazt  week,  may  find  himself  quite 

Brown  t 
JVofVMter  28, 188S. 


THE  FOUNDER   OF  THE  FEAST 

Inscribed  in  an  Album  presented  to  Mr. 
Arthur  Chappell,  of  the  Saint  James  Hall 
Saturday  and  Monday  popular 


^*  Emtbb  m^  palace,"  if  a  prince  should  say  — 
**  Feast  with  the  Painters  !    ^>ee,  in  bounteous 


They  range  from  Titian  up  to  Angelo  1 " 
Could  we  be  silent  at  the  ricn  survey  ? 
A  host  so  kindly,  in  as  great  a  wav 
Invites  to  banauet,  substitutes  tor  show 
Sound  that  *s  diviner  still,  and  bids  us  know 
Bach  like  Beethoven ;  are  we  thankless,  pray  ? 

Thanks,  then,  to  Arthur  Chappell,  —  thanks 
to  him 
Whose  eveiy  guest  heneeforth  not  idly  vaunts 
*' Sense   has    received   the   utmost    Nature 
grants, 
Mycup  was  filled  with  rapture  to  the  brim. 
When,  night  by  night,  —  ah,  memory,  how  it 

hannte  I  — 
Music  was  poured  byperf ect  ministranta. 
By  Halle,  Schumann,  Tiatd,  Joachim. 
AprU  6, 1884. 

THE    NAMES 

At  Dr.  P.  J.  Fnmivall^s  suggestion,  Brown- 
ing was  asked  to  contribute  a  sonnet  to  the 
Shalcetperean  Sho»-Book  of  the  *'  Shakesperean 
Show  **  held  in  Albert  Hall,  London,  on  May 
29-31,  1884,  to  pay  off  the  debt  on  the  Hospital 
for  Women,  in  Fulham  Road.  The  poet  sent 
to  the  committee  a  sonnet  on  the  names  of  Je- 
hovah and  Shakespeare. 

SHAKSflPKAHBl  —  to  soch    name's  sounding, 
what  succeeds 
Fitly  as  silence  ?    Falter  forth  the  spell,  — 
Act  follows  word,  the  speaker  knows  full 
weU, 
Nor  tampers  with  its  magic  more  than  needs. 
Two  names  there  are :  That  which  the  Hebrew 
reads 
With  his  soul  only :  if  from  lips  it  fell, 
Echo,  back  thundered  by  earth,  heaven  and 
heU, 
Would  own  "Thou  didst  create  us  I"    Nau^t 

impedes 
We  voice  the  other  name,  man's  most  of  might. 

Awesomely,  lovingly  :  let  awe  and  love 
Mutely  await  their  working,  leave  to  sight 
All  of  the  issue  as  —  below  —  above  — 
Shakespeare  *s  creation  rises :  one  remove, 
Though  cfread  ~  this  finite  from  that  infinite. 
MareA  12,  1884. 


EPITAPH 

ON  LEVI  LINCOLN   THAXTER 

Bon  in  Watertown,  Muaachiuctts,  Febnuiy  i,  1814. 
Dbd  May  31,  1884. 

Mr.  Thaxter  was  early  a  student  of  Browning's 
genius  and  in  his  later  years  gave  readings  frtivo 
his  poems,  which  were  singularly  interpretative 
The  boulder  over  his  grave  bean  these  lines. 
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Tuoir,  ^  honi  thea«  eyes  saw  never  I  Say  friends 

true 
Who  say  my  aoul,  helped  onward  hy  my  song; 
Though  all  unwittingly,  has  helped  thee  too  r 
I  gave  of  but  the  little  that  I  knew : 
Huw  were  the  gift  requited,  while  along 
Life's  path  I  pace,  couldst  thou  make  w^k- 

iiess  strung  I 
Help  me  with  knowledge — for  Lifers  Old  — 

Death 's  New ! 
R.  B.  to  L.  JL  T.,  Aynlt  1886. 

WHY   I   AM   A   LIBERAL 

Contributed  to  a  volume  edited  by  Andrew 
Reid,  in  which  a  number  of  leaders  of  English 
thought  answered  the  question,  **  Why  I  am  a 
Liberal  ?  " 


"Why?''    Because  all  I  haply  can  and  do. 
All  that  I  am  now,  all  I  hope  to  be,  ^^ 
Whence  comes  it  save  ftom  fortune  asttiiig 
free 

Body  and  soul  the  purpose  to  p«mae, 

God  traced  for  both  ?    If  fetters,  not  a  few. 
Of  prejudice,  oonTention,  fall  from  me. 
These   shall   I   bid   men — each  in  his  de- 
gree 

Also  Uod-guided  —  bear,  and  gayly,  too  ? 

But  little  do  or  can  the  best  of  us  : 
That  little  is  achieved  throogh  Liberty. 

Who,  then,  dares  hold^  emancipated  thas« 
His  fellow  shall  contmue  bound  ?    Not  I. 

Who  live,  love,  labor  freely,  nor  dtsenas 
A   brother^s    rifi^t   to   freedom.      That  is 
"Why." 


PARLEYINGS  WITH  CERTAIN  PEOPLE  OF  IMPORTANCE 

IN  THEIR  DAY 

IN  MEMORIAM  J.  MILS  AND.  OBIIT  IV.  SEPTEMBER,  MDCCCLXXXVI. 

A6sens  Absentem  AudUqut  VitUtque. 


APOLLO   AND  THE   FATES 

A  PROLOGUE 

(Hymn  in  Mercurium,  v.  s^.      Euinenides,  w.  693-4, 
697-8.     Alcestis,  vv.  la,  33.) 

Apollo.  (From  above.)  Flame  at  my  footfall, 

Paniasstis  I    Apollo, 
Breakinfi^  ablaze  on  thy  topmost  peak. 
Bums   thence,    down   to  tne  depths  —  dread 
hollow  — 
Haunt  of   the    Dire   Ones.     Haste  1    They 
wreak 
Wrath  on  Admetus  whose  respite  I  seek. 

The  Fates.  (Below.    Darkness.)    Dragonwise 

couched  in  the  womb  of  our  Mother, 
Coiled     at     thy    nourishins:    hearths    core. 
Night ! 
Dominant  Dreads,  we,  one  bv  the  other. 
Deal  to  each  mortal  his  dole  of  lig:ht^ 
On  earth  —  the  upper,  the  glad,  the  bright. 

Clotho.  Even  so :  thus  from  my  loaded  spin- 
dle 

Plucking  a  pinch  of  the  fleece,  lo,^ "  Birth  " 
Brays  from  my  bronze  lip :  life  I  kindle  : 

Look,  >.  is  a  man  !  go,  measure  on  earth 
The  minute  thy  portion,  whatever  its  worth  I 

Lachfsis.  Woe-purfled,  weal-prankt,  —  if  it 

Kpeed,  if  it  linger,  — 
Life's  substance  and  show  are  determined  by 

me. 
Who,  meting  out,  mixing  with  sure  thumb  and 

finger. 


Lead  life  the  due  length :  is  all  smoothne^ 
and  glee, 
All  tangle  and  grief  ?    Take  the  lot.  my  deen^ ' 

Atropos,    —Which  I  make  an  end  of:   thr 

smooth  as  the  taqgled 
My  shears  cut  asunder :    each  snap  shriek* 
*'  One  more 
Mortal  makes  sport  for  us  Moirai  who  danirl^ 
The  puppet  grotesquely  till  earth's  solid  £ocr 
Proved  film  he  fell  through,  lost  in  Naught  a* 
before." 

Clo,  I  SDin  thee  a  thread.     Live,  Admetw ! 

Proauoe  him  ! 
Lac.  Go,  —  brave,  wise,  good,  happy  I     Nov 

chequer  the  thread  I 
He  is  slaved  for,  yet  loved  by  a  god.    I  nnloose 

him 
A  goddess-sent  plague.     He  has  conquered. 

is  wed. 
Men  crown  him,  he  stands  at  the  hekrht,  — 
Atr»  He  is  .  .  . 

ApoUo.  (Entering :  Light.)  '*  Dead  T  * 


Nay,  swart  spinsters !    So  I  surprise 
Making  and  marring  the  fortunes  off  Man? 

Huddling  —  no  marvel,  your  enemr  eyes  yon  — 
Head  bv  head  bat-like,  blots  under  tbe'baa 

Of  daylight  earth's  blessing  since  time  began ! 

The  Fates,  Back  to  thy  blest  earth,  pryim 

Apollo! 
Shaft  upon  shaft  transpieroe  with  thy  beann 
ESarth  to  the  centre,  —  spare  but  this  hollow 
Hewn   ont  of    Night's    heart,   where    <«i 

mysteiy 


APOLLO  AND  THE  FATES 


949 


Mewed  from  daj's 
her  dreams ! 


:   wake  earth  from 


Apol,  Crones,  't  is  joar  dusk  selves  I  startle 

from  slumber : 
l)ay*s   sod    deposes    yon  — qoeens    Night* 
crowned ! 
—  Pljring  yoor  trade  in  a  world  ye  enonmber, 

Kashioninic  Man^s  web  of  life — spun,  wound. 
Left  the  lem^h  ye  allot  till  a  clip  strews  the 
groand! 

Behold  I  bid  trnee  to  your  dolefnl   amnse- 
ment  -  - 

Annulled  by  a  sanbeam  ! 

The  Fateg,  Boy,  are  not  we  peers  ? 

Apol.  You   with   the   spindle   grant  birth: 
whose  indacement 

But  yonfs  -*  with  the  niggardly  digits  —  en- 
dears 
To  mankind  chance  and  change,  good  and  evil  ? 
Your  shears  .  .  . 

Atr,  Ay,  mine  end  the  conflict :   so  much  is 

no  fable. 
We  spin,  draw  to  length,  cut  asunder :    what 

then  ? 
So  it  was.  and  so  is,  and  ao  shall  be :  art  able 
To  alter  life*s  law  for  eohemeral  men  ? 
Apol,  Nor  able  nor  willing.    To  threescore 

and  ten 

Ext4>nd  bat  the  yeari  of  Adroetm  t    Disaster 
O'ertook  me,  and,  banished  by  Zens,  I  be- 
came 
A  servant  to  one  who  forbore  me  though  mas- 
tvT: 
True    lovers   were   we.      [>iscontinne   your 
ifanie, 
I/pt  him  live  whom  I  loved,  then  hate  on,  all 
the  same  I 

Thf  Fatfs.  And  what  if  we  graatsd — law- 

flonter,  nee-trampler  — 
His  life  at  the  suit  of  an  upstart  f    Judge, 
thou  — 
Of  ioy  weni  it  fuller,  of  npaa  beeaiue  ampler  ? 
For  love*B  sake,  not  hate's,  end  Admetus  — 
ay,  now  — 
Not  a  gray  hair  on  head,  nor  a  wrinkle  on 
brow  ! 

Fur,  boy.  *t  is  illusion:  from  thee  oomes  a  glim- 
mer 
Transforming   to  beauty  life  blank  at  the 
best. 

Withdraw  —  and  how  looks  life  at  wofst,  when 
to  shimmer 
Succeeds    the   sure   shade,    and    Maa*s   lot 
f mwna    -  confessed 

M(*re  blackness  ohanoe-brightened  ?      Whereof 
shall  attest 

The  truth  this  same  mortal,  the  darliiw  thon 

stylest. 
Whom    love   would   advantage,  —  eke  out, 

day  by  day, 
A  life  which  \  is  solely  thyself  rsoonoilsst 


Thy  friend  to  endure,  —  life  with  hope  :  take 
away 
Hope's  ^eam  from   Admetus,  he   spurns  it. 
For,  say  — 

What  *8  infancy  ?      Ignorance,  idleness,  mis- 
chief : 
Youth  ripens  to  arrogance,  foolishness,  greed : 
Age  —  impoteoee,  churlishness,  rancor :  (»11  this 
chief 
Of  boons  for  thy  loved  one  ?    Much  rather 
bid  spaed 
Our  function,  let  live  whom  thon  hatest  indeed  I 

Psfsnade  thee,  bright  boy-thing !     Our  eld  be 
instmotive  I 
Apol,  And  oertes  youth  owns  the  experience 
of  age. 
Ye  hold  tnen,  grave  seniors,  ^iny  beams  are 
productive 
—  lliey  solely — of   good  that's  mere  sem- 
blance, engage 
Man's  eye — gilding  evil,  Man's  true 


The  Fates,  So,  even  so  I    From  without,  —  at 

due  distance 
If   viewed, — set   a  sparkle,    reflecting    thy 
rays,  — 
Life    mimics   the   sun :    but   withdraw   such 


The  counterfeit  goes,  the  reality  stays  — 
An  ice-ball  disguised  as  a  fire-orb. 
Apol,  What  erase 

Possesses  the  fool  then  whose  fancy  ooneeita 
him 
As  happy? 

The  Fates,  Man  happy  ? 
Apol,  If  otherwise  — solve 

This  doubt  which^  besets  me  !    What  friend 
ever  greets  him 
Except  with  **Live  long  as  the  seasons  re- 
volve," 
Not  '*  Death  to  thee   straightway  "  ?     Your 
doctrines  absolve 

Such  hailing  from  hatred  :    yet  Man  should 
know  best. 
He  talks  it,  and  glibly,  as  life  were  a  load 
Man  fMu  would  be  rid  of :  when  pot  to  the  test. 
He  whines  **  Let  it  lie,  leave  me  trudging  the 
road 
That  is  rugged  so  far,  but  methinks  *'  .  .  . 
The  Fates,  Ay,  't  is  owed 

To  that  glamour  of  thine,  he  bethinks  him 
''  Once  past 
The  stony,  some  patch,  nay,  a  smoothness  of 
swarth 
Awaits  my  tired  foot :  life  turns  easy  at  last "  — 
Thy  largess  so  lures  him,  he  looks  for  reward 
Of  the  hibor  and  sorrow. 

Apol.  It  seems,  then  —  debarred 

Of  illunon  —  (I  needs  must  acknowledge  the 
plea) 
Man   desponds   and   daspairs.     Yet,  —  still 
further  to  draw 
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Due  profit  from  counsel,  —  snppose  there  should 

be 
Some  power  in  himself,  some  oompenaatiTe 

law 
By  virtue  of  which,  independently  .  .  . 

The  Fates.  Faugh  I 

Strength  hid  in  the  weakling  I 

What  bowl-shape  hast  there. 
Thus  laughingly  proffered?    A  gift  to  our 
dirine? 
Thanks  —  worsted  in  argument !    Not  so  ?    De- 
clare 
Its  purpose  I 

Apol.        I  proffer  earth *s  product,  not  mine. 
Taste,  try,  and  approve  Man^s  invention  of — 
Wink  ! 

The  Fates.  Yfe  feeding  suck  honeycombs. 
Ajx>l.  Sustenance  meagre ! 

Such  fare  breeds  the  fumes  that  show  all 
things  amiss. 
Quaff  wine,  —  how  the  spirits  rite  nimble  and 
eager, 
Unsoale  the  dim  eyes  1    To  Man's  onp  grant 
one  kiss 
Of  your  lip,  then  allow  —  no  enchantment  like 


this 


f 


Clo,  Unhook  wings,  nnhood  brows!     Dost 
hearken  ? 

Lack,  I  listen : 

I  see  —  smell  the  food  these  fond  mortals 
prefer 
To  our  feast,  the  bee's  bounty  I 

Atr,  The  thing  leaps  !    But  —  glisten 

Its  best,  I  withstand  it  —  unless  all  concur 
In  adventure  so  novel. 

Apoi.  Te  drink  ? 

The  Fates.  We  demur. 

Apol,  Sweet  Trine,  be  indulgent  nor  scout 

the  contrivance 
Of  Man  ~  Bacchus-prompted  I    The  juice,  I 
uphold. 
Illuminates  gloom  without  sunny  connivance. 
Turns  fear  into  hope  and  makes  cowardice 
bold,— 
Touching  all  that  is  leadlike  in  life  turns  it 
gtcSdl 

Tlie  Fates.  Faith  f ooUsh  as  f ahie ! 

Apol.  But  essay  it,  soft  sisters ! 

Then  mock  as  ye  may.  Lift  the  chalice  to  lip ! 
Good :  thou  next  —  and  thou !  Seems  the  weo, 
to  you  twisters 

Of  lifers  yam,  so  worthless  ? 

Clo.  Who  guessed  that  one  sip 

Would  impart  such  a  lightness  of  limb  ? 

Loch.  I  could  skip 

In  a  trice  from  the  pied  to  the  plain  in  my 
woof ! 
What    parts  each   from  either?     A  hair's 
breadth,  no  inch. 
Once  learn  the  right  method  of  stepping  aloof. 
Though  on  black  next  foot  falls,  nrm  I  fix  it, 
nor  flinch, 


—  Such  my  trust  white  succeeds ! 
Atr.  One  could  live  —  at  a  pinch ! 

Apol.  What,  beldames?    Earth's  yieki,  by 

Man's  skill,  can  effect 
Such  a  cure  of  sick  sense  that  ye  siiy  the  n- 
lation 
Of  evil  to  good  ?    But  drink  deeper,  oonect 
Blear  sight  more  convincingly  still  I    Tak* 
your  station 
Beside  me,  drain  dregs  I    Now  for  edificatiof) '. 

Whose  gift  have  ve  gulped  ?    Thank  aot  mt 
but  my  brother. 
Blithe  Bacchus,  our  youngest  of  godahirM. 
'T  was  he 
Found  all  boons  to  all  men.  by  one  god  or  ot}«^ 

Already  conceded,  so  judged  there  most  be 
New  guerdon  to  grace  the  new  advent,  j(ia 
see! 

Else  how  would  a  claim  to  Man's  homatre  skxif*-  ' 
The  plan  lay  arranged  of  his  mixed  woe  aw. 
weal. 
So  disposed  —  such  Zeus'  will  —  with  design  *•• 
make  wise 
The  witless—  that  false  things  wim«  min^I'^i 
with  real. 
Good  with  bad:  8U«di  the  lot  whereto  law  s^t 
the  seal. 

Now,  human  of  instinct — since  Semele*s  sod. 

Yet  minded  divinely  —  since  fathered  b^  Zen*. 
With  naught   Bacchus  tampered,  undid  out 
things  done. 
Owned  wisdom  anterior,  would  spare  wont 
and  use, 
Tet  change  —  without  shock  to  old  role  —  ia 
trodnce. 

R^rard  how  your  cavern  from  erag^p  to  baw 
Frowns  sheer,  height  and  depth  adianuuitiD^'. 
one  death  1 
I  rouse  with  a  beam  the  whole  rampart,  dispUrp 
No  splinter  —  yet  see  how  my  nambean,  be- 
neath 
And  above,  bids  this  gem  wink,  thai  ctysu! 
unsheathe! 

Withdraw  beam  —  disclosure  onoe  mote  Nipbt 

forbids  you 
Of  spangle  and  sparkle  —  Day's  ehaiiee-gift. 

surmised 
Rock's  permanent  birthright :  my  poteney  ri^ 

you 
No   longer  of   darkness,  yet    light — recoc 

nis€«  — 
Proves  darkness  a  mask :  day  lives  on  tkooct: 

disguised. 

If  Bacchus  by  wine's  aid  avail  so  to  flnsler 
Tour  sense,  that  life's  fact  givrwa  from  mdrtxye 
and  thwart 
To  helpful  and  kindly  by  means  d  a  Castor  — 
Mere  hand-squeeze,  earth's  nature  aabtira^ 
by  Man's  art  — 
Shall  Bacchus  claim  thanks  wherein  Zens  Y  »« 
no  part? 


APOLLO  AND  THE   FATES 


95" 


Zeus  —  wifldora  Mit«rior?    No,  maids,  be  ad- 
monished  I 
If  room's  touch  at  base  worked  such  wonden, 
inuoh  more 
Had  noontide  in  absolute  glory  astonished 

Your  den,  filled  a4op  to  overflowing.    1  pour 
No  such  maid  confusion.    *T  is  Man's  to  explore 

Up  and  down,  ineh  by  iooh,  with  the  taper  his 


No  torch,  it  suffices  —  held  deftlpr  and  straight. 
Eyes,  purblind  at  flivt,  feel  their  way  in  due 


Accept  good  with  bad,  till  unseemly  debate 
Turns  concord  —  despair,  aoquiesoenee  in  fate. 

Who  works  this  bat  Zens?    Are  not  instinct 

and  impulse, 
Not  concept  and  incept  hit  work  through 

Man's  soul 
On  Man's  sense  ?    Just  as  wine  ert  it  reach 

brain  must  brim  pulse. 
Zeus*  flash  stings  the  mind  that  speeds  body 

to  goal. 
Bids  pause  at  no  part  but  press  on,  rsach  the 

whole. 

Forpetty  and  poor  is  the  part  ye  enTisage 
when  —  (quaff  away,  cummers !)  -*  ye  view, 
last  and  first. 

As  eril  Man's  earthly  existence.   Gome  I  Is  age, 
li  infancy  —  manhood  —  so  nninterspersed 

With  good  —some  faint  sprinkle  ? 
Clo,  I  'd  speak  if  I  durst. 

Apoi.  Draughts  dregward  loose  ton^eHie. 

Lack.  .   ^  *^  ****  ^^  "^  ^^^ 

N't  eyes  somehow  winking. 

Apoi,  Drains-aeep  lies  their  puige 

—  True  coUhrrium ! 

Atr.      Words,  surging  at  hi^i-dde,  soon  ebb 

From  starred  eais. 

Apol,  Drink  but  down  to  the  source,  they  re- 
join hands  I  Yours  and  youn  too  I  A  dance 
or  a  dirge  ? 

Cho.  Quashed  be  our  quarrel !  Sourly  and 
smilingly. 

Bare  and  gowned,  bleached  limbs  and  browned, 
Drive  we  a  dance,  three  and  one,  reeoncilingly. 

Thanks  to  the  cup  where  dissension  is  drowned, 
Defeat  prores  triumphant  and  slaTery  crowned. 

Infancy  ?    What  if  the  rose-streak  of  morning 
Pale  and  depart  in  a  pension  of  tean  ? 

Once  to  have  hoped  is  no  matter  for  scorning ! 
Lots  once  —  e'en  love's  disappointment  en- 
dears! 

A  minute's  succen  pays  the  failure  of  years. 

Manhood  ~  the  actual  ?    Nay,  praise  the  poten- 
tial! 
(Bound  upon  bound,  foot  it  around  t) 

What  ii  t    No,  what  suEy  be  —  sing  1  that 's 
Man's  essential ' 


(Ramp,  tramp,  stamp  and  eomiwnnd 
uicy  with  fact—  the  lost  secret  is  found 


Fancy 
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Age  ?    Why,  fear  ends  there :  the  eontest  con- 
cluded, 
Man  did  live  his  life,  did  escape  from  the 
fray: 

Not  seratchless   but   unscathed,  he  somehow 
eluded 
Each  blow  fortune  dealt  him,  and  conquers 
to-day: 

To-morrow  —  new  chance  and  fresh  strength,  — 
mi^t  we  say  ? 

Land  then  Man's  life — no  defeat  but  a  triumph  I 

[Exptosion  from  ike  tturtkU  centre, 

Clo,  Ha,  loose  hands ! 

Lack.  I  reel  in  a  swound. 

Atro,  Horror  yawns  under  me,  while  from  on 

high  —  humph ! 
Lkrhtnings  astound,  thunders  resound. 
Vault-roof  reverberates,  groans  the  ground  I 

ISOenee 
Ajpol,  I  acknowledge. 

Tke  Fate$.  Hence,  trickster!    Straight  so- 
bered are  we  I 
The  portent  assures  't  was  our  tongue  spoke 
the  truth. 
Not  thine.    Wnile  the  vapor  encompassed  ue 
three 
We  conceived  and  bore  knowledge  —  a  bant- 
ling uncouth. 
Old  brains  shudder  back  from  :  so  —  take  it, 
rssh  youth ! 

Lick  the  lump  into  shape  ttU  a  cry  comes ! 
Avoi,  I  hear. 

Ine  Fates,    Dumb  music,  dead  eloquence  ! 
Say  it,  or  sing  I 
What  was  quickened  in  us  and  thee  also  ? 
Ajpol,  I  fear. 

7%e  Fates,  Half  female,  half  male  —go,  am- 
biguous thing ! 
While  we  speak  —  perchance  sputter  —  pick  up 
what  we  fling ! 

Known  jret  ignored,  nor  divined  nor  nnguessed. 
Such  is  Blan*s  law  of  life.    Do  we  strive  to 
declare 
What  is  ill,  what  is  good  in  our  spinning? 
vTorst,  best. 
Change  hues  of  a  sudden :  now  hers  and  now 
there 
Flits  the  sign  which  decides  :  all  about  yet  no- 
where. 


Up  and  down,  through  and  through  —  not  in 
portions,  f c 


'T is  willed  so,-  that  Man's  life  be  lived,  first 
to  last, 

tnrougn 
Forsooth, 
To  pick  and  to  choose  from.    Our  shuttles  fly 
fast. 
Weave  living,  not  life  sole  and  whole :  as  aga 
—  youth. 
So  death  completes  living,  shows  life  in  its  truth. 

Man  leamingly  lives :  till  death  helps  him  ~~  no 
lore! 

It  is  doom  and  must  be.    Dost  submit  ? 

Apol.  IsMsnt- 

Concede  but  Admetus !    So  much  if  no  more 
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Of  my  prayer  ^^rant  as  peaco-pled^  1   Be  (cni- 
ciuus,  thoug^h,  blent. 
Good  and  ill,  love  and  hate  streak  your  life-firif t ! 
The  Fates.  Content ! 

Such  boon  we  accord  in  dae  measure.    Lifers 

term 
We  lenf^hen  should  any  be  moved  for  love's 

sake 
To  forego  life's    fulfilmenti  renonnoe  in  the 

germ 
Fruit  mature  —  bliss  or  woe  ~-  either  infiiiite. 

Take 
Or  leave  thy  friend's  lot :  on  hid  head  be  the 

stake ! 

Apci,  On  mine,  griesly  ganuners  I    Adraetus, 

I  know  thee ! 
Thou  prizest  the  right  these  unwittingly  give 
Thy  subjects  to  rush,  pay  obedience  they  owe 
theel 
Importunate  one  with  another  they  strive  ^ 
For  the  glory  to  die  that  their  king  may  survive. 

Friends  rush  :  and  who  first  in  all  Pherie  ap- 
pears 

But  thy  father  to  serve  as  thy  substitate  ? 

Clo,  Bah  I 

Apd.  Ye  wince  ?     Then  his  mother,   well 
stricken  in  vears, 

Advances  her  claim  —  or  his  wife  — 

Lack,  Trarla-la ! 

Apol,  But  he  apanM  the  exchange,  rather 
dies! 

Atro,  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

l^ApoUo  asoendi.    Darkrteu. 
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At,  this  same  midnight,  by  this  chair  of  mine. 
Come  and  review  thv  counsels :  art  thou  still 
Stanch  to  their  teaching  ?  —  not  as  fools  opine 
Its  purport  might  be,  but  as  subtler  skill 
Could,  through  turbiditv,  the  loaded  line 
Of  logic  easting,  sound  deep,  deeper,  till 
It  touched  a  quietude  and  reached  a  shrine 
And  reeognized  harmoniously  oombine 
Evil  with  good,  and  hailed  truth's  triumph  — 

thine. 
Sage  dead  long  since,  Bernard  de  Mandeville ! 


II 

Onlv,  't  is  no  fresh  knowledge  that  I  crave. 
Fuller  truth  yet,  new  gainings  from  the  grave  ; 
Here  we  alive  must  needs  deal  fairly,  turn 
To  what  account  Man  may  Man's  portion,  learn 
Man's  proper  play  with  truth  in  part,  before 
Entrusted  witn  the  whole.    I  ask  no  mora 
Than  smiling  witness  that  I  do  my  best 
With  donbttnl  doctrine :  aftarwards  the  rest  I 
So,  silent  face  me  while  I  think  and  speak  I 
A  full  disclosure  ?    Suoh  wonld  outnue  law. 
Law  deals  the  same  with  soul  and  body :  seek 
Full  truth  my  soul  may,  when  tome  babe,  I  saw 
A  new4>om  weaklingi  starts  up  strong  —  not 
weak  — 


Man  every  whit,  absolved  from  earning  ave, 
Pride,  rapture,  if  the  soul  attains  to  wreak 
Its  will  on  fieeh,  at  last  oau  thrust,  lift,  draw. 
As  miud  bids  muscle  —  mind  which  long  bai 

striven, 
Painfully  urging  body's  impotence 
To  effort  wherebv  —  once  law's  barrier  riven. 
Life's  rule  abolished  —  body  mifiht  dispense 
With  infancy's  probation,  straight  be  gives 

—  Not  b^  foiled  darings,  fond  attempts  back- 

dnven. 
Fine  faults  of  growth,  brave  suns  which  saiat 

when  shriven  — 
To  stand  fnllnitatured  in  msgnifioenee. 

Ill 

No :  as  with  body  to  deals  law  with  aonl 
That's  stung  to  strength  thxoug|i  weakiMssv. 

strives  for  good 
Through  evil, — earth  its  race-gvoand,  hea^ra 

Its  goal. 
Presumably  :  so  far  I  understood 
Thy  teaching  long  af(o.    But  wfant  n&*ans  thi* 

—  Objected  by  a  mouth  which  yesterday 
Was  magisterial  in  antithesis 

To  half  the  truths  we  hold,  or  trust  we  niav. 
Though  tremblingly  the  while?    ''Nosttn:^ 

— groaned  he  — 
*^  No  stirring  of  God's  finger  to  denote 
He  wills  that  right  should  have  anpremacv 
On  earth,  not  wrong  I    How  hfelptul  ecmid  we 

quote 
But  one  poor  instance  when  he  interposed 
Promptly  and  surely  and  beyond  minake 
Between  oppression  and  its  victim,  closed 
Ao(»nnts  with  sin  for  once,  and  bade  ns  wake 
From  our  long  dream  that  justice  bears  &> 

sword. 
Or  else  foxgeta  whereto  its  sharpness  serves  ! 
So  might  we  safely  mock  at  what  nunerres 
Faith  now,  be  snared  the  sapping  f enr^s  ineres.^ 
That  haply  evirs  strife  with  good  shall  cease 
Never  on  earth.    Nay.  after  earth,  cornea  peat-* 
Born  out  of  life-long  oattle  ?    &Ian'a  lip  cun  t-^ 
With  soom :  there,  also,  what  if  justice  sw«r%<^ 
From  dealing  doom,  sets  free  by  no  awift  stn^k' 
Right  fettered  here  by  wrong,  but  leaves  iifv'» 

yoke  — 
Death  should  loose  man  from  —  freali  laid,  pas: 

release?" 

IV 

Bernard  de  Mandeville,  confute  for  me 
This  parlous  friend  who  captured  or  set  free 
Thunderbolts  at  his  pleasare,  yet  would  draw 
Back,  panio-etricken  by  some  pony  Btmw 
Thy   gold -rimmed   amber  •  headed    cane  had 

whisked 
Out  of  his  pathwav  if  the  object  risked 
Encounter,  'seapea  thv  kick  trom.  buckled  sk* ' 
As  when  folk  heard  tnee  in  old  dajrs  pook-p-^t 
Addison's    tye-wig    preachment,    great    thu 

friend  — 
(Whose  groan  I  hear,  with  guffaw  at  ihm  end 
IXspaeuig  of  moek^nelanoholy) -^  grant 
His  bilious  mood  one  potion,  ministrant 
Of  homely  wisdom,  healthy  wit  I    For,  bear ! 
**  With  power  and  will,  let  preference  appear 
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Who  set  him  there  to  grow  behohls  repealed 
His  priauJ  l»w  :  his  ordinanoe  proves  vain : 
And  what  beseems  a  hinr  who  cannot  reign. 
Bat  to  drop  seeptrs  Talkf  arm  shoold  wield  ? 


hy  intervention  ever  and  ave,  help  good 
U  Imju  evil's  mastery  is  nnaerstood 
III  mine  plain  outrage,  and  triumphant  wrong 
'FrainpleB  weak  right  to  nothingness :  na^,  long 
Kre  such  sad  consummation  brings  despair 
To  right's  adherents,  ah,  what  help  it  were 
If  wrong  lay  strangled  in  the  birth  —  eaoh  head 
(>f   the  hatched  monster   promptly   crashed, 

instead 
<  H  spared  to  gather  venom  !    We  require 
No  great  experienoe  that  the  inch-long  worm, 
Free  of  our  neel,  would  grow  to  vomit  fire. 
And  one  day  plagno  the  world  in  dragon  form. 
s>  should  wrong  merely  peep  abroad  to  meet 
Wrong's  due  quietuSf  leave  oar  world's  way 

safe 
For  honest  walking." 


V,  oooe  more  repeat 
Instruction  1    'T  is  a  sore  to  soothe  not  diate. 
Ah,  Fabulist,  what  lock,  eonld  I  contrive 
Vo    coax    from    thee    another    *'  Gmmbling 

Hive  "  1 
My  friend  himself  wrote  fables  short  and  sweet: 
\kk  him  —  **  Suppose  the  Gardener  of  Man's 

ground 
Plants  for  a  purpose,  side  by  side  with  good, 
Kvil  —  (and  that  he  does  so  —  look  around  I 
What  does  the  field  show  ? )  —  were  it  under- 
stood 
rhat  purposely  the  noxious  plant  was  found 
Wxing  the  virtuous,  poison  close  to  food, 
[f,  at  first  stealing-forth  of  life  in  stalk 
\ud    leaflet-promise,  quick   his   spud  abonld 

balk 
Svil  from  budding  foliage,  bearing  fruit? 
mch  timely  treatment  of  the  offending  root 
flight  strixe  the  simple  as  wise  husbandry, 
lut  swift  sure  extirpation  would  searoe  suit 
»hn*wder  observen.    Seed  once  sown  thrives: 

why 
'^nistrate  its  prodnctj  miss  the  quality 
Vhich  sower  oinds  hmiself  to  eonnt  upon  ? 
lad  seed  fulfilled  the  destined  puipose,  gone 
Unhindered  up  to  harvest  —  what  know  1 
iut  proof  were  gained  that  every  growth  off 

good 
pranpr  consequent  on  evil's  neighborhood  ?  '* 
o  said  yonr  shrewdness:  trae  —  so  did  not 

*liat  other  sort  of  theorists  who  held 
len*  unintelligence  prepared  the  way 
or  either  seed^s  upsprouting :  you  repelled 
'h«*ir  notion  that  both  kinds  could  sow  them- 
selves, 
'me !  but  admit 't  is  understanding  delves 
.nd    drops  each   germ,   what  else  but  folly 

thwarts 
"he  doer's  settled  purpose  ?    Let  the  sage 
oiicede  a  use  to  evil,  though  there  starts 
111!  many  a  burgeon  thence,  to  disengai^ 
rith  thumb  ana  finger  lest  it  spoil  thevMld 
iM>  much  of  good's  main  tribute  1    But  onr 

mnin 
ottgh  - tendoned   mandrake- monster  —  pntge 

the  field 
f  him  for  oooe  and  all  ?    It  follows  plain 


»4 


Still  there  *s  a  parable ' '  —  retorts  my  friend  — 
**  Shows  Mrionlture  with  a  differenoe ! 
What  of  the  crop  and  weeds  which  solelr  Uend 
Because,  once  planted,  none  may  pluck  them 

thence  ? 
The  Gardener  oontrived  thus?    Vain  pratenoe t 
An  enemy  it  was  who  unawares 
Ruined  the  wheat  by  interspening  tares. 
Where's      oar      desiderated      forsthooght? 

Where's 
Knowledge,  where  power  and  will  in  evidence  ? 
'TisMan^s-pUy  merely  I    Craft  foila  leotitade, 
Malignity  defeats  beneficence. 
And  grant,  at  very  last  of  all,  the  feud 
'Twixt  good  and  evil  ends,  strange  thoo^ts  in- 

trade 
Thoufl^h  good  be  garnered  safely,  and  good's  foe 
Bundled  for  burning.    Thoughti  steal :  *  Even 

so  — 
Wh^  grant  tares  leave  to  thus  o'ertop,  o'ertower 
Their  field-mate,  boast  the  stalk  and  flaunt 

the  flower, 
Triumph    cae    sonny     minute?    Knowledge, 

^wer. 
And  will  thus  worked  ? '    Man's  fancy  makes 

the  fault ! 
Man.  with  the  narrow  mind,  must  cram  inside 
His  nnite  God's  infinitude,  —  earth's  vault 
He  bids  comprise  the  heavenly  far  and  wide. 
Since  Man  may  claim  a  right  to  understand 
What  ^aasss  undeistandiug.    So,  soocinet 
And  tnml^  set  in  order,  to  be  soannsd 
And  scrutinised,  lo  —  the  divine  lies  linked 
Fast  to  the  human,  free  to  move  as  moves 
Its  proper  mateh:  awUle  they  keep  the  grooves. 
Discreetly  side  by  side  together  pace. 
Till  sudden  comes  a  stumble  incident 
Likely  eiwugh  to  Man's  weak-footed  race. 
And  he  diMoven  —  wings  in  rudiment. 
Such   as   he   boasts,   which    full-grown,  free- 
distent 
Would  lift  him  skyward,  &U  of  flii^t  while 

pent 
Within  humanity's  restricted  spaos. 
Abjure  each  fond  attempt  to  represent 
The  formless,  the  illimitable  I    Traee 
No  outline,  try  no  hint  of  human  face 
Or  form  or  hand  !  " 

VII 

Friend,  here 's  a  tncing  msant 
To  help  a  guess  at  truth  you  never  knew. 
Bend  but  tnnse  eyes  now,  using  mind's  eye  too. 
And  note  —  sufficient  for  idl  purposes — 
The  groand-plan  —  map  yon  long  have  yearned 

for  — ^es. 
Make   out  in    markings  —  more   what   artist 

can?  — 
Goethe's  Estate  in  Weimar,  —  just  a  plan ! 
A  is  the  House,  and  B  the  Garden-gate, 

'    C   the   Grass  plot— you've   the   whole 
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Letter  by  letter,  down  to  Y  the  Pond, 
And  Z  the  Pigsty.    Do  you  look  beyond 
The  al§rebraic  aigns,  and  captious  say 
''\aA  the  House  ?    Bat  where  's  the  Roof  to 

Wnere's     Door,    whereas     Window?    Needs 

must  House  have  such  I " 
Ay,  that  were  folly.     Why  so  very  much 
Mure  foolish  than  our  moital  purblind  way 
Of  seeking  in  the  ajrmbol  no  mere  point 
To  guide  our  gaze  through  what  were  else  inane, 
But   thin^  —  their   sohd  selves  ?    ^^  Is,  joint 

by  joint, 
Orion  man-like,  —  as  these  dots  explain 
His  constellation  ?    Flesh  composed  of  suns  — 
How  can  such  be  ?  y  exclaim  the  simple  ones. 
Look  throup^h  the  agrn  to  the  thing  signified  — 
Shown  nowise,  point  by  point  at  best  descried^ 
Each  an  orb's  topmost  sparkle :  all  beside 
Its  shine  is  shadow :  turn  the  orb  one  jot  -— 
Up  flies  the  new  flash  to  reveal  \  was  not 
The  whole  sphere  late  flamboyant  in  your  ken ! 

VIII 

'*  What  need  of  symbolizing  ?    Fitlier  men 
Would  take  on  tongue  mere  facts  —  few,  faint 

and  far. 
Still  facts  not  fancies :  quite  enough  they  are. 
That  Power,  that  Knowledge,  and  that  Will, 

—  add  then 
Immensity,  Eternity  :  these  jar 
Nowise     with    our    i)ermitted    thought     and 

SDeech 
Why  hunuin  attributes  ?  " 

A  myth  may  teach  : 
Only,  who  better  would  expound  it  thus 
Must  be  Euripides,  not  .^fischylus. 

IX 

Boundingly  up  through  Night's  wall  dense  and 

dark. 
Embattled  crags  and  douds,  outbroke  the  Sun 
Above  the  conscious  earth,  and  one  by  one 
Her  heights  and  depths  absorbed  to  the  last 

spark 
His  fluid  glory,  from  the  far  fine  ridge 
Of  mountain-granite  which,    trannormed    to 

gold. 
Laughed  first  the  thanks  back,  to  the  vale's 

dusk  fold 
On  fold  of  vapoiHiwathing,  like  a  bridge 
Shattered  beneath  some  giant's  stamp.    Night 

wist 
Her  work  done  and  betook  herself  in  mist 
To  marsh  and  hollow,  there  to  bide  her  time 
Blindly  in  acquiescence.    Eversrwhere 
Did  earth  acknowledge  Sun^s  embrace  sublime. 
Thrilling   her   to   the  heart  of  things :  sinoe 

there 
No  ore  ran  Uquid,  no  spar  branched  anew, 
No!  arrowy  crystal  gleamed,  but  straightway 

grew 
6Ud  through  the  inrush  —  glad  nor  more  nor 

less 
Than,  'neath  his  gaze,  forest  and  wilderness, 
HtU,  dale,  land,  sea,  the  whole  vuMt  stretch  and 

spread, 


rliog 


The  univezaal  world  of  creatures  bred 
Bv  Sun's  munificence,  alike  gave  pi 
All  creatures  but  one  only :  gaae  tor  gase. 
Joyless    and    thankless,   who  —  all 

can  — 
Protasta    against    the 

Man, 
Snllen  and  silent. 


Stand  thou  forth  then,  state 
Thy  wrong,    thou  sole  aggrieved  —  diseoaao- 

late  — 
While  every  beast,  bird,  reptile,  tnaeet,  gay 
And  glad  acknowledges  the  boonteona  day ! 


Man  speaks  now :  "  What  avails  Snn^s  eaxth- 

felt  thrill 
To  me  ?    Sun  penetrates  the  ore,  the  plant  — 
They  feel  and  grow :  perchance  witL  suUltr 

skiU 
He  interfuses  fljr,  worm,  brute,  until 
Each  favored  object  pays  life's  ministrant 
By  pressing,  in  obedience  to  his  will. 
Up  to  completion  of  the  task  prescribed. 
So  stands  and  stays  a  type.    Myaelf  imbibed 
Such  infiuence  also,  stood  and  stand  omiolete  — 
The  perfect  Man,  —  head,  body,    hands  and 

feet. 
True  to  the  pattern :  but  does  that  sufBoe  ? 
How  of  my  superadded  mind  which  needs 

—  Not  to  be,  smiply .  but  to  do,  and  pleads 
For  —  more    than    knowledge   that   by  snow 

device 
Sun  quickens  matter :  mind  is  nobly  fain 
To  realize  the  marvel,  make  —  for  sense 
As  mind  —  the  unseen  visible,  condenae 

—  Myself  —  Sun's  all-pervading  influenee 
So  as  to  serve  the  neeos  of  roinwd,  explain 
What  now  perplexes.    Let  the  oak  incnase 
His  oomigatea  strength  on  strength,  the  palm 
Lift  joint  bv  joint  her  fan-fruit,  ball  and  balm.  — 
Let  the  coiled  serpent  bask  in  bloated  peao«,  — 
The  eagle,  like  some  skyey  derelict. 

Drift  in  the  blue,  suspended,  ffloryinsr*  — 

The  lion  lord  it  by  the  desert^pring,  — 

What  know  or  oare  they  of  the  power  which 

pricked 
Nothingness  to  perfection  ?    I,  instead. 
When  ful-developed  still  am  found  a  thins 
All-incomplete  :    for  what   though    fleah   h»d 

force 
Transcending  theirs  —  hands  able  to  unrimr 
The  tiff hteuMl  snake's  ooil,  eyes  that  ouuld  oot 

coune 
The  eagle's  soaring,  voice  whereat  tlit*  kti^ 
Of  carnage  couched  diacrowntHl  ?    Mind  seek* 

to  see. 
Touch,  understand,  by  mind  inside  of  inei« 
The  outside  mind  —  whose  quickening  I  attsis 
To  recognixe  —  I  only.    All  in  vain 
Would  mind  address  itself  to  render  phun 
The  nature  of  the  essence.    Dra^  what  lurks 
Behind  the  operation  — that  which  works 
Latently  everywhere  by  outward  proof^  — 
Drag  that  mind  forth  to  face  mine  ?    No  !  altfi-i 
I  solely  crave  that  one  of  all  the  beams 
Which  do  Son's  work  in  darkneas,  at  my  wiU 
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Should  operate  -—  myielf  for  onoe  luiTe  skill 
To  realize  the  energy  which  gtreama 
Floodinir  the  universe.    Above,  around. 
Beneath — why  mocks  that  mind  my  own  thus 

found 
SimpW  of  serrioe,  when  the  world  grows  dark. 
To  half-surmtse  —  were  Sun's  use  understood, 


I  might  demonstrate  him  supplying  food, 
Warmth,  life,  no  less  the  while?    To  grant 

one  spark 
Myself  miMr   deal  with  —  make  it   thaw  my 

And  prompt  m^  steps,  were  truer  to  the  mark 
Of  mind*s  requirement  than  a  half-surmise 
That  somehow  secretly  is  operant, 
A  power  all  matter  feels,  mmd  only  tries 
To  comprehend  !    Once  more  —  no  idle  vaunt 
'  Man  comprehends  the  8un*s  self !  *    Myste- 
ries 
At  source  why  probe  into  ?    Enough :  display. 
Make  demonstrable,  how,  by  night  as  dav, 
Earth*B  centre  and  sky*s  outspan,  all  *s  informed 
t^iually  fay  8un*8  el&uz  !  —  source  from  whence 
If  just  one  spark  I  drew,  full  evidence 
Were  mine  of  fire  ineffably  enthroned  — 
Sun*8  self  made  palpable  to  Man !  ** 

XI 

Thus  moaned 
Man   till   IVometheus   helped   him,  —  as   we 

learn,  — 
Offered  an  artifice  whereby  he  drew 
Sun's  rays  into  a  focus,  —  plain  and  true. 
The  very  Sun  in  little  :  made  fire  bum 
And  henceforth  do  Man  service— iHms- con- 

srlobed 
Though  to  a  pin-point  circle  —  all  the  same 
Comprising  the  Sun's  self,  but  Sun  disrobed 
Of  that  else-uueonceived  essential  flame 
Borne  by  no  naked  sight.    Shall  mind^s  eye 

strive 
Achii^ly  to  companion  as  it  may 
The  supersubtle  effluence,  and  contrive 
To  follow  beam  and  beam  upon  their  war 
Hand-breadth  by  hand-breaath,  till  sense  taint — 

confessed 
Frustrate,  eluded  by  unknown  unguossed 
Infinitude  of  action?    Idle  quest  1 
Rather  ask  aid  from  optics.    Sense,  descry 
The  spectrum  —  mind,  infer  immensity  I 
Little?     In    little,  light,   warmth,    life    are 

blessed  — 
Which,  in  the  larre,  who  sees  to  bleM  ?    Not  I 
More  than  yourself :  so,  good  my  friend,  keep 

still 
Trustful  with  — me?  with  thee,  sage  Maade- 

▼illel 
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Don,  the  diviaest  women  that  have  walked 
Our  world  were  searee  those  saints  of  whom  we 

talked. 
Mpr  saint,  for  instance  —  worship  if  yon  will  I 
*T  is  pity  poets  need  historians*  skill  : 
Wliat  legendaiy  *s  worth  a  chronicle  ? 


II 


Come,  now  1    A  (crBat  lord  once  upon  a  time 
Visited  —  oh  a  king,  of  kings  the  prime. 


as  never  was: 
For  tLe  king's  minister  had  broa^t  to  pass 
That  this  same  duke  —  so  style  him  —  must 

engage 
Two  of  his  dukedoms  as  an  heritage 
After  his  death  to  this  exorbitant 
>  Graver  of  kingship.  ^  **  Let  who  lacks  go  scant 
Who  owns  much,  give  the  more  to  \"    Why 

rebuke  ? 
So  bids  the  devil,  so  obeys  the  duke. 

Ill 

Now,  as  it  happened,  at  his  sister's  honse 
—  Duchess  herself  — indeed  the  very  spouse 
Of  the  kind's  uncle,  —  while  the  deed  of  gift 
Whereby  our  duke  should  cut  his  rights  adrift 
Was  drawing,  getting  ripe  to  sign  and  seal  >- 
What  does  we  froien  heart  but  uncongeal 


And,  shaming  his  transcendent  kin  and  kith. 
Whom  do  the  duke's  eyes  make  acquaintance 

with? 
A  giri.    ''  What,  sister,  may  this  wonder  be  ?  " 
''Nobodvl    Good  as  beautiful  is  she. 
With  gffts  that  matah  her  goodness,  no  faint 

flaw 
I'  the  white  :  she  were  the  peari  yon  think  you 


But  that  she  is  —  what  corresponds  to  white  ? 
Some  other  stone,  the  true  peari's  opponte. 
As  cheap  as  pearls  are  costly.    She  's  —  now, 

guess 
Her  parentage  I  Once— twice --thrice?  Foiled, 

confess! 
Drugs,  duke,  her  father  deals  in  — fau^,  the 

scents!- 
Manna  and  senna  —  such  medicaments 
For  payment  he  compounds  you.    Stay  —stay 

—stay  ! 
I  'U  have  no  rude  speech  wrong  her !    Whither 

away. 
The  hot-head?    Ah,  the  scapegrace!    She  de- 


Respect —  compassion,  rather !  right  it 
Mv  folly,  trusting  secrets  to  a  fool! 
Already  at  it,  is  he  ?    She  keeps  cool  — 
Helped  by  her  fim's  spread.     Well,  our  state 


For  thus  much  license,  and  wotds  brsak  no 

boMs!" 
(Hearts,  though,  sometimes.) 

IV 

Next  mora 't  was  **  Reason,  rate. 
Rave,  sister,  on  till  doomsday !    Sure  as  f^te, 
I  wed  that  woman  —  what  a  woman  is 
Now  that  I  know,  who  never  knew  till  this !  '* 
So  swore  the  duke.    **  I  wed  her :  once  again  — 
Rave,  rate,  and  reason  —  spend  your  breath  in 
vam  I ' 


At  once  was  made  a  contract  firm  and  fast. 
Published  the  banns  were,  only  marriage,  last. 
Required  completion  when  the  Church's  rite 
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Should  bless  and  bid  depart,  make  happy  quite 
The  coupled  man  and  wife  f orevermore : 
Which  nte  was  soon  to  foUow.    Just  before  — 
All  thiuj^  at  all  but  end  —  the  folk  o^  the  bride 
Flocked  to  a  summons.    Pomp  the  duke  defied : 
^'  Of  ceremony  — so  much  as  empowers, 
Naug:ht    that  ezoeedSf  suits   best  a  tie    like 


ours"  — 


He  smiled  —  ^'  all  else  were  mere  futility. 
We  vow,  God  hears  us :  Qod  and  you  and  I  — 
Liet  the  world  keejp  at  distance  !    This  is  why 
We  choose  the  simplest  forms  that  serve  to 

bind 
Lover  and  lover  of  the  human  kind. 
No  care  of  what  de^p'ee  —  of  kings  or  downs  — 
Come  blood  and  breeding.    Courtly  smiles  and 

frowns 
Miss  of  their  mark,  would  idly  soothe  or  strike 
My  style   and   yours  —  in   one   style   mei^sped 

alike  — 
(rod^s  man  and  woman  merely.    Long  ago 
'T  was  rounded  in  my  ears  *  Duke,  wherefore 

slow 
To  nse  a  privilege?     Needs  must    one  who 

Pay  rei^oiiug's    due :    since  statecraft    so  or- 
dains — 
Wed  for  the  commonweal^s   sake !    law  pre- 
scribes 
One  wife :  but  to  submission  license  bribes 
Unrtilv  nature :  mistresses  accept 
—  Well,  at  discretion  1  ^    Prove  I  so  inept 
A  scholar,  thus  instructed  ?    Dearest,  be 
Wife  and  all  mistresses  in  one  to  me. 
Now,  henceforth,  and  forever  !  "  So  smiled  he. 

VI 

Gk>od :  but  the  minister,  the  crafty  one, 
Oot  ear  of  what  was  doing — all  but  done  — 
Not  sooner,  though,  than  the  kinff's  very  self. 
Warned  by  the  sister  on  how  sheer  a  shelf 
Royalty*8  ship  was  like  to  split.     **  I  bar 
The  abomination  I    Mix  with  muck  my  star  ? 
Shall  earth  behold  prodigiously  enorbed 
An  upstart  marsh-bom  meteor  sun-absorbed  ? 
Nuptial  me  no  such  nuptials  1  ^'    *^  Past  dis- 
pute. 
Majesty  speaks  with  wisdom  absolute,** 
Admired  the  minister :  ^^  yet,  all  the  same, 
I  would  we  may  not  —  while  we  play  his  game. 
The  ducal  meteor's  —  also  lose  our  own. 
The  solar  monarch's :  we  relieve  your  throne 
Of  an  ungracious  presence,  like  enough  : 
Balked  of  his  project  he  departs  in  huff ,^ 
And  so  cuts  short  —  dare  I  remind  the  king  ?  — 
Our  not  so  unsuccessful  bargaining. 
The  contract  for  eventual  heritaflre 
Happens  t^o  pari  passu  reach  the  stage 
Attained  by  just  this  other  contract,  —  each 
T^nfixed  by  signature  though  fast  in  speech. 
Off  goes  the  duke  in  dudgeon  —  off  withal 
Cyo  with  him  his  two  dukedoms  past  recall. 
You  save  a  fool  from  tasting  folfy*s  fruit. 
Obtain  small  thanks  thereby,  and  lose  to  boot 
Sa^facity's  reward.     The  jest  is  grim : 
The  man  will  mulct  yon  —  for  ameroiuK  him  ? 
Nay.  for  .  .  .  permit  a  poor  similitude  I 
A  witless  wii^ht  in  some  fantastic  mood 


Would  drown   himself:   you  plunge  into  the 

wave, 
Pluck  forth  the  undeserving:  he,  you  save. 
Pulls  you  clean  under  also  for  yonr  pains. 
Sire,  Dttle  need  that  I  should  tax  my  brains 
To  help  your  iiMpiration  1  *'  '*  Let  him  sink  ! 
Always  oontrivins  "  —  hints  the  royal  wink  — 
*'  To  keep  ouraelves  dry  while  we  eUim  kit 

clothe 


»i 


vn 


Next  day.  the  appointed    day  for 

troths 

At  eve,  — so  little  time  to  lose,  yon  see. 
Before  the  Church  should  weld  indisaoloM 


Bond  into  bond,  wed  these  who.  aide  by 
Sit  each  by  other,  bold  groom,  biuahins  bride.— 
At  the  preliminanr  bananet,  graoed 
By  all  the  lady's  Kinsfolk  come  in  haste 
To  share  her  mumph,  — lo,  a  thanderelap ! 
^'  Who  importunes  now  ?  "    **  Such  is  my  mis- 
hap— 
In  the  king's  name  !    No  need  that  aay  stir 
Except  this  lady  I  *'  bids  the  miniater  : 
'*  With  her  I  claim  a  word  apart,  no  more : 
For  who  gaiiHunp  —  a  guaxd  is  at  the  door. 
Hold,  duke  !    Submit  you,  lady,  as  I  bow 
To  him  whose  mouthpiece  speaks  his  plei 

nowl 

It  well  may  happen  I  no  whit  Treat 
Your  marriage :  be  it  so,  —  we  hope  the  best ! 
By  your  leave,  gentles !     Lady,    pray    you. 

hence  1 
Duke,  with  my  soul  and  body's  deferenee  !  ** 

VIH 

Doors  shut,  moath  opens  and  persuasion  flows 
Copbusly  forth.    ''What  flesh  shall  dar«  op- 
pose 
The  kinff's  command  ?    The  matter  in  debatr 
—  How  plain  it  is  I    Yourself  shall  arbitrate. 
Determine.    Since  the  duke  affects  to  rate 
His  prize  in  yon  beyond  all  goods  of  earth. 
Accounts  as  naught  old  gains  of  rank  and  birth 
Ancestrsi  obUgation,  recent  fame, 
(We  know  his  feats)  —  nay,  ventmes  to  di*- 

claim 
Our  will  and  pleasure  almost  —  by  report  — 
Waives  in  your  favor  dnkeliness,  m  short*  — 
We  —  (*t  is  the  king  speaks)  —  who  might  forth- 
with stay 
Such  suicidal  purpose,  brush  away 
A  bad  example  shame  would  else  record,  — 
Lean  to  indulgence  rather.    At  his  word 
We  ti^e  the  duke  :  allow  him  to  complete 
The  oeaBi<Hi  of  his  dukedoms,  leave  our  feet 
Their  footstool   when  his  oi»n  head,  safe  m 

vault. 
Sleeps  sound.    Nay,  would  the  duke  repair 

fault 
Handsomely,  and  our  forfeited  esteem 
Recover,  —  what  if  wisely  he  redeem 
The  past,  —  in  earnest  of  good  faith,  at 
Oive  us  such  jurisdiction  tor  the  nonce 
As  may  suffice  —  prevent  occasion  slip  — 
And  constitute  our  actual  ownership  f 
Concede  this  —  straightway  be    the 
blessed 
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Bv  wamuit  of  this  pftner  t    Things  at  rest, 
Tnis  paper  duly  signed,  down  drons  the  bar, 
To-morrow  jon  beooroe  —  from  wnat  von  are. 
The  druggist  ^8  daughter —  not  the  duke^s  mere 

spouse. 
But  the  king*s  own  adopted  :  heart  and  house 
Ihwn  to  yon  —  the  idol  of  a  court 
'  Which  heaven  might  copy '  —  sing  our  poet* 

sort. 
In  this  emergency,  on  you  depends 
The  issue :  Mead  what  bliss  tne  king  intends  t 
should  the  duke  frown,  should  aignments  and 

prayers, 
Nay,  tears  if  need  he,  prove  in  vain,  —  who 

cares? 
We  leave  the  duke  to  his  obduraov, 
[  "ompanionlesB,  — ^on,  madam,  follow  me 
Without,  where  divers  of  the  bttdy-guard 
Wait  signal  to  enforoe  the  king^s  award 
[  H  strict  seolnsion :  over  you  at  least 
\'ibratingly  the  aoeptre  threats  increased 
E^n^cipitation  1    How  avert  its  crash  ?  " 

IX 

'*  Reenter,  sir  1    A  hand  that 's  calm,  not  rash. 
Averts  it !  "  quietly  the  lady  said. 
'^  Younelf  shall  witness.*' 

At  the  table's  head 
Where,  mid  the  hushed  guests,  still  the  duke 

sat  glued 
[ii  blank  ^wilderroent,  his  spouse  punned 
Eier  speech  to  end  — syllablea  quietude. 


*  Duke,  I,  your  duchess  of  a  day,  could  take 
rhe  hand  you  proffered  me  for  love's  sole  sake, 
/unsoions  my  love  matched  yours;  as  you,  my- 
self 
Would  waive,  when  need  were,  all  but  love  ~ 

from  pelf 
To  potency.    What  fortune  brings  about 
flaply  in  some  far  future,  finds  me  out, 
Paces  me  on  a  sudden  here  and  now. 
The  better  1     Read  —  if  beating  heart  allow  — 
i**ad  this,  and  bid  me  rand  to  rsgs  the  shame  I 
[   and  vour  conscience  —  hear  and  grant  our 

claim  ! 
S'ever  dara  alienate  God's  gift  yon  hold 
»mply  in  trust  for  him  I    Choose  muck  for 

gold  ? 
^^onld  yon  so  stumble  in  your  choiee,  cajoled 
ij  what  I  count  my  least  of  worthiness 
—  The    youth,    the    beauty, — you    renounce 

them  —  yes, 
»Vith  all  that  *s  most  too :  love  as  well  yon  lose. 
«Uin  by  what  slavs  in  yon  the  honor !    Choose  I 
>«'ar  —  yet  my  nusbs^  —  dare    I    love    you 
yet?" 

XI 

iow  the   doke's  wrmth    o'erboiled, — wovds, 

words,  and  yet 
lore  words,  —  I  spare  you  such  fool's  ferer' 

fret. 
[*hey  wers  not  of  one  sort  at  all,  one  sae, 
in  souls  go  —  he  and  she.     'T  is  said,  the  eyes 
>f  all  the  lookenKNi  let  lean  fall  ' 
lie  mittistar  was  mollified  at  last : 


'*Take  a  day,  —  two  days  even,  ere  through 
pride 

You  perish,  —  two  days'  oounsel  —  then  de- 
cide!" 


XII 


it 


If  I  shall  save  his  honor  and  my  soul  ? 
Husband,  —  this  one  last  time,  —  yon  tear  the 

scroll  ? 
Farswell,  duke !    Sir,  I  follow  in  your  train !  " 

XIIl 

So  she  went  forth :  theynever  met  a^ain. 
The  duke  and  she.    The  world  paid  compli- 
ment 
( Is  it  worth  noting  ?)  when,  next  day,  she  sent 
Certain  gifts  back  —  **  jewelry  fit  to  deck 
Whom  you  call  wife."    I  know  not  round  wliat 

neck 
They  took  to  sparkling,  in  good  time  —  weeks 
thence. 

XIV 

Of  all  which  was  the  piwassnt  conse^uenoe. 
So  mueh  and  no  more  —  that  a  fervid  youth. 
Big  -  hearted    boy,  —  but    ten    years    old,    in 

truth  — 
Laid  this  to  heart  and  loved,  as  boyhood  can. 
The  nnduchessed  lady :  boy  and  Isd  graw  man : 
He  loved  as  man  perohaaee  may:  did  mean- 
while 
Good  soldier-service,  managed  to  beguile 
The  years,  no  few,  until  be  found  a  chance : 
Then,  as  at  tmmpet«sninmons  to  advance. 
Outbroke  the  love  that  stood  at  arms  so  long. 
Brooked  no  withstanding  longer.    They  were 

wed. 
Whereon  from  camp  and  court  alike  he  fled. 
Renounced  the  sun-king,  dropped  off  into  night, 
£vermore  lost,  a  ruined  satelhte  : 
And.  oh,  the  exquisite  deliciouaness 
That  lapped  him  in  obsenrity  I    You  gneas 
Such  joy  is  fugitive  :  she  died  full  soon. 
He  did  his  best  to  die  —  as  sun,  so  moon 
Left  him,  turned  dusk  to  darlueas  absolute. 
Failing  of  death  —  why,  saintship  seemed  to 

suit: 
Yes,  your  sort,   Don  I     He  trembled  on  the 

veiM 
Of   monkhood  :    trick  of   oowl  and  taste  of 

sooorge 
He  tried :   then,  kicked  not  at  the  pricks  per- 


But  took  again,  for  better  or  for  worse. 

The  old  way  in  the  world,  and,  much  the  same 

Man  o'  the  outside,  fairly  played  life'a  game. 

XV 

"  Now,  Saint  Scholastioa,  what  time  she  fared 

In  Paynimrie,  behold,  a  Uon  glared 

Right  in  her  path  I    Her  waist  she  promptly 

strips 
Of  girdle,  binds  his  teeth  within  his  lips. 
And,   leashed   aU   hunbUke,  to  the  Soldan's 


Leads  him."    Ay,  many  a  legend  of  the  sort 
Do  yon  praiseworthily  authenticate : 
Spare  me  tlM  net.    tliis  mnoh  of  no  debate 
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Admits :  my  lady  flourished  in  grand  days 
When  to  be  duchess  was  to  dance  the  hays 
Up,  down,  across  the  heayen  amid  its  host : 
while  to  be  hailed  the  sun's  own  self  almost  — 
So  close  the  kinship — was  —  was  — 

Saint,  for  this. 
Be   yours    the  feet  I   stoop   to  —  kneel   and 

kiss! 
(k)  human  ?    Then  the  month  too,  if  yon  will  I 
Thanks  to  no  l^^nd  but  a  chronicle. 

XVI 

One  leans  to  like  the  duke,  too :  up  we  '11  patch 
Some  sort  of  saintship  for  him  —  not  to  match 
Hers  —  but  man's   best   and   woman's   wont 

amount 
So  nearly  to  the  some  thing,  that  we  count 
In  man  a  miracle  of  faithfulness 
If,  while  unfaithful  somewhat,  he  lay  stress 
On  the  main  fact  that  love,  when  love  indeed. 
Is  wholly  solely  love  from  first  to  last  — 
Truth  —  all  the  rest  a  lie.     Too  likely,  fast 
Enough  that  necklaoe  went  to  grace  the  throat 
—  Let 's  say,  of  such  a  dancer  as  makes  doat 
IThe  senses  when  the  soul  is  satisfied  — 
Trogalia^  say  the  Greeks  —  a  sweetmeat  tried 
Approvingly  by  sated  tongue  and  teeUi, 
Once  body's  proper  meal  consigned  beneath 
Such  unconsidered  mnnching. 

XVII 

Fancy's  flight 
Makes  me  a  listener  when,  some  sleepless  night, 
The  duke  reviewed  his  memories,  and  aghast 
Found  that  the  Present  intercepts  the  Past 
With  such  effect  as  when  a  cloud  enwraps 
The  moon  and,  moon-suffused,  plays  moon  per- 
haps 
To  who  walks  under,  till  comes,  late  or  soon, 
A  stumble :  up  he  looks,  and  lo,  the  moon 
Calm,  clear,  convincingly  herself  once  more  1 
How  could  he  'scape  the  cloud  that  thrust  be- 
tween 
Him  and  effulgence  ?     Speak,  fool  —  duke,  I 
mean! 

XVIII 

"Who  bade  you  come,   brisk-marching   bold 
she-shape, 
A  terror  with  those  black-balled  worlds  of 
eves. 
That  black  hair  bristling  solid-built  from  nape 
To  crown  its  coils  about  ?     O  dread  surmise  I 
Take,  tread  on,  trample  under  past  escape 
Your  capture,  spoil  and  trophy  t    Do  —  de- 
vise 
Insults  for  one  who,  fallen  once,  ne'er  shall 
rise! 

*^Mook   on,    triumphant   o'er    the    prostrate 
shame! 
Laugh    *  Here   lies   he  among  the  false  to 
Love  — 
Love's  loyal  liegeman  once  :  the  very  same 
Who,  scorning   his   weak  fellows,  towered 
above 
Inconstancy  :  yet  why  his  faith  defame  ? 


Our  eagle's  victor  was  at  least  no  dove, 
Nu   dwarfish   knight  picked   up   oar   giaat'i 
glove  — 

**  ^  When,  putting  prowess  to  the  proof,  fsitk 
urged 
Her  champion   to   the   challenge  :    had  it 
chanced 
That  merely  virtue,  wisdom,  beauty  —  merirpd 

All  in  one  woman  —  merely  these  advaBoed 

Their  claim  to  conquest,  —  hardly  had  he  parzr^ 

His  mind  of  memories,  deamessee  enliancHl 

liather    than    harmed    by   deaUi,   aor,  disprr 

tranced, 

*^  *  Promptly  had  he  abjured  the  old  preiescn' 
To  prove  his  kind's  superior  —  first  to  last 

Display  erect  on  his  heart's  eminenee 
An  lutar  to  the  never^ying  PasL 

For  such   feat  faith  might   boast  fit  play  of 
fence 
And  easily  disarm  the  iconcxslast 

Called  virtue,  wisdom,  beauty  :  impodi 


*^  *  Fought  in  their  stead,  and  how  eoald  fsit^ 
butfaU? 
There  came  a  bold  she-shape  briak-marrhing 
bent 
No  inch  of  her  imperious  stature,  tali 

As  some  war-engine  from  whose  top  was  sest 
One  shattering  volley  out  of  eye's  black  ball. 
And  prone  lay  faiui's  defeoder  I  *      Mocker? 
spent? 
Malice  discharged  in  full  ?    In  that  event, 

'*  My  queenly  impudence,  I  cover  dose, 

I  wrap  me  round  with  love  of  your  blaek  ksir. 
Black  eyos,  black  every  wicked  incJi  of  those 
Limbs'  war^tower  tallneas:    so  meeh  tnttk 
lives  there 
'Neath  the  dead  heap  of  lies.     And  yet  —  vb^ 
knows? 
What  if  such  things  are?     No  laes«  swl 
things  were. 
Then  was  the  man  your  match  wbom  now  ym 
dare 

**  Treat  as  existent  still.    A  seeood  tmtb  ! 
They  held  —  tins   heap  of   liea  yon  righth 
scorn  — 
A  man  who  had  approved  himself  in  yoetk 
More  than  a  match  for  —  you  ?  for  mttkixmrn- 
bom 
Venus  herself  :  you  conquer  him  fotaootb  ? 

'Tie  me  his  ghost :  he  died  since  left  and  Ion 
As  needs  must  Samson  when  his  hair  ii 


'*  Some  day,  and  soon,  be  sure  himaelf  will 

Called  into  life  by  her  who  long  aj^ 
I>ef  t  his  soul  whiling  time  in  flesb-du 
Ghosts  tired  of  waiting  ean  play  tricks,  yoi 
know ! 
Tread,  trample  me  —  such  sport  we  g:boets  d^ 
vise. 
Waiting   the    mom -star's    leappeanaec- 
though 
Ton  think  we   vaniah  aoaied  by  the   c««k« 


crow. 
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WITH  CHRISTOPHER  SMART 

I 

It  seeini  ai  if  ...  or  did  ihe  actual  chance 
Startle  nw  and  perplex  ?  Let  truth  be  itaid ! 
How  mirht  thia  happen  ?    Dreaming,  blindfold 

Hy  visionary  hand,  did  aonl*a  advance 

Freoede  my  body's,  gain  inheritance 

Of  fact  by  fMicy  *-  8o  that  when  I  read 

At  length  with  waking  ejres  your  Song,  instead 

(>f  mere  bewilderment,  with  me  first  glance 

Was  but  fall  recognition  that  in  trance 

[)r  merely  thou^t's  adventure  some  old  dav 

f  >f  dim  and  done-with  boyishness,  or  —  well, 

^Vhv  might  it  not  have  been,  the  miracle 

Broke  on  me  aa  I  took  my  sober  way 

rhrongh  veritable  regions  of  onr  eairth 

\nd  made  discovery,  many  a  wondrous  one  V 

11 

Vnyhow,  fact  or  fancv,  such  its  birth  : 
was  exploring  some  huge  house,  had  gone 
rhrongh   room    and   room   complacently,    no 

dearth 
Inywhere  of  the  stgna  of  decent  taste, 
kde<ynate  culture  :  wealth  had  run  to  waate 
[owise,  nor  penury  was  proved  br  stint : 
lU  showed  the  Golden  Mean  without  a  hint 
M  brave  extravagance  that  breaks  the  rule, 
lie  master  of  the  mansion  was  no  fool 
issuredly,  no  genius  just  as  sure  ! 
afe  mediocrity  had  scorned  the  lure 
f  now  too  much  and  now  too  little  cost, 
nd  satisfied  me  sight  waa  never  lost 
f  moderate  desigirs  accomplishment 
1  calm  comfdetenesB.    On  and  on  I  went 
ir^ith  no  more  hope  than  fear  of  what  came 

next, 
ill  lo,  I  posh  a  door,  sudden  uplift 
hanging,  enter,  chance  upon  a  shift 
id«HHl  of  scene  !    So  —  thus  it  is  thou  deck^nt 
igh  heaven,  onr  low  earth's  briek*and-mortar 
work? 

Ill 

waa  the  Chapel.  That  a  star,  from  murk 
hich  hid,  should  flashingly  emerge  at  last, 
ere  small  surprise  :  but  from  broad  day  I 


nee  that  turned  shine  to  shade. 


to  a  pi 

lere  froated  me  the  Rafael  Mother>Maid, 
*v«*r  to  whom  knelt  Totarist  in  shrine 
r  Natnrv'a  bounty  helped,  by  Art*s  divine 
>r«*  varied  —  beauty  with  magnificence  — 
iHTi  thia  :  feom  fioor  to  roof  one  evidence 
how  far  earth  may  riral  heaven.    Xo  niche 
here  glory  was  not  prisoned  t4»  enrich 
ill's  gnae  with  gold  and  gems,  no  space  but 

glowed 
ith  color,  gleamed  with  carving  ~  hnes  which 

owed 
«*ir  ovtbmnst  to  a  bruah  the  painter  fed 
ith   rainbow-substanoe  —  rare  shapes   never 

wed 
notoal  fleah  and  blood,  which,  brain-bom 


Became  the  sculptor's  dowry.  Art's  n^eponse 
To  earth ^s  despair.    And  all  seemed  old  yet 

new : 
Youth.  —  in   the  marble's  curve,  the  cauviu' 

nue, 
Apparent,  —  wanted  not  the  crowning  thrill 
Ot  age  the  consecrator.    Hands  lung  still 
Had  worked  here  —  could  it  be,  what  lent  them 

skill 
Retained  a  power  to  supervise,  nrotect, 
£nforce  new  lessons  with  the  old,  connect 
Our  life  with  theirs  ?    No  merelpr  modem  touch 
Told  me  that  here  the  artist,  doing  much, 
Elsewhere  did  more,  perchance   does  better, 

lives  — 
So  needs  must  learn. 

IV 

Well,  these  nroTocatives 
Havii^  fulfilled  their  office,  forth  1  went 
Big  with  anticipation  —  well-nigh  fear — 
Of  what  next  room  and  next  for  startled  e^es 
Might  have  in  store,  surprise  beyond  surprise. 
Next  room  and  next  and  next  —  what  followed 

here? 
Why,  nothing  1  not  one  object  to  arrest 
Mv  passa^  —  everywhere  too  manifest 
The  previous  decent  null  and  Toid  of  beat 
And  worst,  mere  ordinary  right  and  fit. 
Calm  commonplace  which  neither  missed,  m  r 

hit 
Inch-high,  inch-low,  the  placid  mark  proposed. 


Armed  with  this  instance,  have  I  diagnosed 
Your  case,  my  Christopher?    The  man  was 

sound 
And  sane  at  startiiw :  all  at  once  the  ground 
Gave  way  beneath  his  step,  a  certain  smoke 
Curled  up  and  caught  him,  or  periiapa  down 

broke 
A  fireball  wrappingfleah  and  spirit  both 
In  conflagration.    Then  —  aa  heaven  were  loth 
To  linger  —  let  earth  understand  too  well 
How  heaven  at  need  can  opente  —  off  fell 
The  flame-robe,  and  the  untranafigured  man 
Resumed  sobriety,  —  as  he  began. 
So  did  he  end  nor  alter  pace,  not  he ! 

VI 

Now.  what  I  fain  would  know  is — could  it  im* 
That  he  —  whoe'er  he  waa  that  furnished  forth 
The   Chapel,    making   thus,    from   South   to 

North, 
Rafael  touch  Leighton,  Mtchelsgnolo 
Join  Watts,  was  found  but  once  cmnbining  so 
The  elder  and  the  younger,  taking  stand 
(hi  Art's  supreme,  —  or  that  yourself  who  sang 
A  Song   where  flute-breath  silvers   trumpet- 


And  stations  you  for  once  on  either  hand 
With  Milton  and  with  Keata,  empowered  to 

claim 
Affinity  on  juat  one  point  —  (or  blame 
Or  praise  my  judgment,  thus   it  hY>nts  you 

full)  — 
How  came  it  ^on  resume  the  void  and  null. 
Subside  to  insignificance,  —  live,  die 
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—  Proved  plainly  two  mere  mortals  who  drew 

nigh 
One  moment  —  that,  to  Art's  best  hierarchy, 
This,  to  the  saperhunian  poet-pair  ? 
What  if,  in  one  point  only,  then  and  there 
The  otherwise  all-unapproachable 
Allowed  impingement  ?    Does  the  sphere  pre- 
tend 
To  span  the  cube's  breadth,  cover  end  to  end 
The    plane    with    its    embrace?    No,  surely  I 

»till, 
Contact  is  contact,  sphere's  touch  no  whit  less 
Than  cube's  superimposure.    JSuch  success 
Befell  bmart  only  out  of  throngs  between 
Milton    atid  Keats  that  donned    the  singing- 
dress — 
Smart,  solely  of   such  songmeu,   pierced    the 

screen 
'Twixt  thing  and  word,  lit  language  straight 

from  soul,  — 
Left  no  fine  film-flake  on  the  naked  coal 
Live  from  the  censer  —  shapely  or  uncouth, 
Fire-suffused  through  and  through,  one  blaze 

of  truth 
Undeadent  d  by  a  lie,  —  (you  have  my  mind)  — 
For,  think  !  this  blaze  outleapt  with  black  be- 
hind 
And    blank    before,    when    Hayley   and    the 

rest  .  .  . 
But  let  the  dead  successors  worst  and  best 
Burj'  their  dead  :  with  life  be  my  concern  — 
Yours  with  the  fire-flame :  what  I  fain  would 

learn 
Is  just  —  (suppose  me  haply  ignorant 
Down    to    tne   conunon    knowledge,    docton 

vaunt) 
Just  this  —  why  only  once  the  fire-flame  was : 
No  matter  if  the  marvel  came  to  pass 
The  way  folk  judged  —  if  power  too  long  sup- 
pressed 
Broke   loose   and   maddened,  as   the    vulgar 

guessed 
Or  simply  brain-disorder  (doctors  said), 
A  turmoil  of  the  particles  disturbed, 
Brain^s  workaday  performance  in  your  head. 
Spurred  spirit  to  wild  action  health  had  onrbed, 
And  so  verse  issued  in  a  cataract 
Whence  prose,  before  and  after,  unperturbed 
Was  wont  tx>  wend  its  way.    Concede  the  fact 
That  here  a  poet  was  who  always  could  — 
Never  before  did  —  never  after  would  — 
Achieve    the    feat :  how  were  such   fact   ex- 
plained ? 


VII 


Was 


it   that  when,  by  rarest  chance,  there 
fell 
Disi^ine  from  Nature,  so  that  Truth  remained 
Naked,  and  whoso  saw  for  once  could  tell 
Us  others  of  her  majesty  and  might 
In  large,  her  lovelinesses  infinite 
In  little,  —  straight  you  used  the  power  where- 
with 
Sense,  penetrating  as  through  rind  to  pith 
Each  object,  thoroughly  revealed  mignt  view 
And  comprehend  the  old  things  thus  made  new. 
So  that  while  eye  saw,  soul  to  tongne  oould 
trust 


Thing  which  struck  word  out,  and  onee  more 

adjust 
Real  vision  to    right  language,   till    heaTeV» 

vault 
Pompous  with  sunset,  storm-stirrvd  aeaV  »- 

sault 
On  the  swilled  rock-ridge,  earth's  embaeomrd 

brood 
Of  tree  and  flower  and  weed,  with  all  the  Ufr 
lliat  flies  or  swims  or  crawls,  in  peace  or  suiif 
Above,  below,  — each  had  its  note  and  nanw 
For  Man  to  know  by,  —  Man  who,  now  —  tke 

same 
As  erst  in  Eden,  needs  that  all  he  sees 
Be  named  him  ere  he  note  by  what  dc^^ect 
Of  strength  and  beauty  to  its  end  t>Miy 
Ever  thus  operates  —  (your  Uioagkt  and  miar. 
No  matter  for  the  many  dissident)  — 
So  did  vou  sing  your  Song,  so  tarnth  fonad  vest 
In  words  for  ooee  with  yon  ? 

vui 

Then  —  bMk  was  fuM 
The  robe  thna  thrown  amde,  and  atxaicfat  the 

world 
Darkened  into  the  old  oft-catalogned 
Repository  of  thinn  that  sky,  wave,  land. 
Or  show  or  hide,  cttear  late,  aooretioarelogsed 
Now,  inst  as  long  ago,  by  telling  and 
Re-tellings  to  satiety,  which  stnke 
Muffled  upon  the  ear's  drum.    Very  like 
None  was  so  startled  as  yourself  when  friends 
Came,      hailed     your     fast-retnming     win. 

'*  Health  mends 
Importantlv,  for  —  to  be  plain  with  yoa  — 
This  scribble  on  the  wall  was  done — in  liea 
Of  pen  and  paper — with  —  ha,  ha  I  —  yow  ktj 
Denting  it  on  the  wainscot  I    D0700  see 
How  wise  our  caution  was?    Tnos  mnch  vt 

stopped 
Of  babble  that  had  eke  grown   pcint :   sad 

lopped 
From  vour  trim  bay-tree  this  unsightly  bongk  — 
Smart's  who  translated   Horaee  1      Write  ai 


now 


n 


Why,  what  Smart  did  write  —  never  afterwari 
One  line  to  show  that  he,  who  paced  the  sward. 
Had  reached  theienith  from  hiamadhmse  evL 

IX 

Was  it  because  vou  judged  (I  know  fnll  wefl 
Ton  never  had  tne  fancy)  —  judged  —  nai 
That  who  makes  poetnr  must  reprodi 
Thus  ever  and  thus  only,  as  they  cool.. 
Each  strength,  each  beauty,  evetywbare  diffn* 
Throughout  creation,  so  that  eye  and 
Seeing  and  hearing,  straight  shall  reo 
At  touch  of  just  a  trait,  the  strength 
Suggested  by  a  line's  lapse  see  arise 
AU  evident  the  beauty,  —  fresh  tiorm__  _ 
Startling  at  fresh  achievement  f    *  8aw  ind« 
Wsllows  the  whale's  balk  in  the  wasfcaof  biiv 
Nor  otherwise  its  feather-tufts  make  fine 
WUd  Virgin's  Bower  when  stars  faint  uff  t 

seed  I" 
(My  prose  —  your  poetry  I  dare  not  give. 


idged  —  1 


whenfagiti 
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Was  glory  found,  and  wholly  gone  and  spent 
Such  power  of  startling  up  deai  ear,  blind  eye, 
At  truth's  appearance, —  that  you  humbly  bent 
The  head  and,  bidding  vivid  work  good-by, 
Doffed  lyric  dress  and  trod  the  world  once  more 
A  drab-clothed  decent  proeeman  as  before  V 
^Strengths,  beantiea,  by  one  word's  flash  thus 

laid  bare 
—  That  was  effectual  service :  made  aware 
Of  strengths  and  beauties,  Man  bnt  hears  the 

text. 
Awaits  your  teaching.    Nature  ?    What  comes 

next? 
Why  all  the  strength  and   beauty  ?  —  to  be 

shown 
Thus  in  one  word's  flash,  thenceforth  let  alone 
By  Man  who  needs  most  deal  with  aught  that 's 

known 
Never  so  lately  and  so  little  ?    Friend, 
First  give  us  knowledge,  then  appoint  its  use  ! 
Strength,  beauty  are  the  means:  ignore  their 

end?    ' 
As  well  you  stopped  at  proving  how  profuse 
Stones,  sticks,  nay  stubble  lie  to  left  and  right 
Ready  to  help  the  builder,  —  careless  quite 
If  he  should  take,  or  leave  the  same  to  strew 
Earth  idly,  —  as  by  word's  flash  bring  in  view 
Strength,  beaaty,  then  bid  who  beholds  the 

same 
Go  on  beholding.    Why  gains  unemployed  ? 
Nature  was  made  to  be  by  Man  enjoyed 
First ;  followed  duly  by  enjoyment's  fruit. 
Instruction  —  haply  leaving  joy  behind : 
And  you.  the  instructor,  would  you  slack  pursuit 
Of  the  main  prize,  as  poet  help  mankind 
Just  to  enjoy,  there  leave  them  ?  Play  the  fool, 
AbjurinfT  a  superior  privilege  ? 
Please  simply  when  your  function  is  to  rule  — 
B  V  thought  incite  to  deed  ?    From  edge  to  edge 
Of  earth's  round,  strength  and  beauty  every- 
where 
Pullulate  —  and  must  you  particularize 
All,  each  and  every  apparition  ?    Spare 
Vonraelf  and  us  the  trouble  !    Ears  and  eyes 
Want  so  much  strength  and  beauty,  and  no  less 
Nor  more,  to  learn  life's  lesson  by.    Oh,  yes  — 
'i'he  other  method 's  favored  in  our  day  1 
The  end  ere  the  beginning :  as  yon  may 
Master  the  heavens  before  you  study  earth. 
Make  you  familiar  with  the  meteor's  birth 
Ere  yuu  descend  to  scrutinise  the  rose  I 
I  say,  o'erstep  no  least  one  of  the  rows 
That  lead  man  from  the  bottom  where  he  plants 
Foot  first  of  all,  to  life's  last  ladder-ton  : 
Arrived  there,  vain  enough  will  seem  tne  vannta 
Of  those  who  say  —  **  We  scale  the  skies,  then 

drop 
To  earth  —  to  And,  how  all  things  there  are  loth 
To  answer  heavenly  law :  we  understand 
The  meteor'a  oonrae,  and  lo,  the  rose'H  growth  -^ 
How  other  than  should  be  by  law's  command  !  " 
Would  not  you  tell  anch,-^  **  Friends,  beware 

lest  fume 
OffuBoate  sense :  leani  earth  first  ere  presume 
To  t^ach  heaven  legislation.    Law  moat  be 
Active  in  Murth  or  nowhere  :  earth  yon  see,  — 
Or  there  or  not  at  all.  Will,  Power  and  Love 
Admit  discovery,  —  as  below,  above 


Seek  next  law's  confirmation  I    But  reverse 
The  order,  where 's  the  wonder  things  grow 

worse 
Than,  by  the  law  your  fancy  fommlates. 
They  should  be  ?  Cease  from  anger  at  the  fates 
Which  thwart  themselves  so  mauoly.    Live  and 

learn. 
Not  first  learn  and  then  live,  is  our  concern. 


WITH  GEORGE  BUBB  DODINGTON 

I 

Ah,  Oeorge  Bubb  Dodington  Lord  Melcombe, 

—  MO1 
Tours  was  the  wrong  way !  —  always  under- 
stand. 
Supposing  that  permissibly  you  planned 
How  statesmanship  —  your  trade  —  in  outward 

show 
Biight  fi^re  as  inspired  by  simple  seal 
For  serving  country,  king  and  commonweal, 
(Thongh  service  tire  to  death  the  body,  tease 
The  soul  from  out  an  o'ertasked  patriot-drudge) 
And  vet  should  prove  zeal's  outward  show  agrees 
In  all  respects — right  reason  being  judge  — 
With  inward  care  that,  while  the  statesman 

spends 
Body  and  sonl  thus  freely  for  the  sake 
Of  public  good,  his  private  welfare  take 
No  narm  by  such  devotedness.    Intends 
^jcripture   aught  else  —  let  captious    folk  in- 
quire— 
Which  teaches  '*  Laborers  deeerve  their  hire. 
And  who  neglects  his  household  bears  the  bell 
Away  of  sinning  from  an  infidel "  ? 
Wiselier  would  fools  that  carp  bestow  a  thought 
How  birds  build  nests ;    at  outside,   roughly 

wrought. 
Twig  knots  with  twig,  loam  plasters  up  each 

chink, 
Leaving  the  inmate  rudely  lodged  —  you  think  ? 
Peep  but  inaide  I     That    specious    rude-and- 

rongh 
Covers  a  domicile  where  downy  fluff 
Embeds  the  ease^eserving  architect. 
Who  toiled  and  moiled  not  merely  to  effect 
^Twixt  sprig  and  spray  a  stop-gap  in  the  teeth 
Of  wind  and  weather,  gruard  wnat  swung  be- 
neath 
From  upset  only,  but  contrived  himself 
A  snug  interior,  warm  and  soft  and  sleek. 
Of  what  material  ?    Oh,  for  that,  you  seek 
How  nature  prompts  each  volatile  1  Thus  —  pelf 
Smoothens  the  human  mudlark's  lodging,  power 
I>enuuidB  some  hardier  wrappage  to  embrace 
Robuster  heart-beats :  rock,  not  tree  nor  tower, 
C'Ontents  the  building  eagle  :   rook  shoves  close 
To  brother  rook  on  branch,  while  crow  morose 
Apart  keeps  balance  perched  on  topmost  bough. 
No  sort  of  bird  but  suits  his  taste  somehow : 
Nay.  Darwin  tells  of  such  as  love  the  bower  — 
His  oower-birds  opportunely  yield  us  yet 
The  lacking  instance  when  at  loss  to  get 
A  feathered  parallel  to  what  we  find 
The  secret  motor  of  some  mightv  mind 
That  worked  auoh  wonders  —  all  for  vanity ! 
Worked  them  to  haply  figure  in  the  eye 
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Of  intimates  as  first  of —  doers'  kind  ? 
Act<jr8\  that  work  in  earnest  sportively. 
Paid  by  a  sourish  smile.    How  says  the  Sage  ? 
Birds  bom  to  strut  prepare  a  plat3orm«st^e 
With  sparkling  stones  and  speckled  shelu,  all 

sorts 
(H  slimy  rubbish,  odds  and  ends  and  orts. 
Whereon  to  pose  and  iMsture  and  engage 
The  priceless  female  simper. 

II 

I  have  gone 
Thus  into  detail,  George  Bubb  Dodington, 
Lest,  when  I  take  you  presently  to  task 
For  the  wrong  way  of  working,  you  should  ask 
'*  What  fool  conjectures  that  prof  onion  means 
Performance  ?  that  who  goes  oehind  the  scenes 
Finds,  —  acting     over, —still    the    Boot-stu£F 

screens 
Othello^s  visage,  still  the  self-same  cloak's 
Bugle-bright-blacknees  half  reveals  half  chokes 
Hsnilet's  emotion,  as  ten  minutes  since  ?  " 
No,  each  resumes  his  garb,  stands  —  Moor  or 

prince  — 
Decently  draped  :  just  so  with  statesmanship  ! 
All  outside  show,  in  short,  is  sham  —  why 

wince? 
Coucede  me  —  while  our  parley  lasts  1   Yon  trip 
Afterwards  —  lay  but  this  to  heart  1     (there 

lurks 
Somewhere  in  all  of  us  a  lump  which  irks 
Somewhat  the  spriteliest4cheming  brain  that 's 

bent 
On  brave  adventure,  would  but  heart  consent !) 

—  Here  trip  yon,  that—  your  aim  allowed  as 

right  — 
Your  means  thereto  were  wrong.    Gome,  we, 

this  night. 
Profess  one  purpose,  hold  one  principle, 
Are  at  odds  only  as  to  —  not  the  will 
But  way  of  winning  solace  for  ourselves 

—  No  matter  if  the  ore  for  which  zeal  delves 
Be  gold  or  coprolite,  while  zeal's  pretence 
Is  —  we  do  good  to  men  at  —  whose  expense 
But  ours  ?  who  tire  the  body,  tease  the  soul. 
Simply  that,  running,  we  may  reach  fame's  goal 
And  wreathe  at  last  our  brows  with  bay  —  the 

State's 
Disinterested  slaves,  nay  —  please  the  Fates  — 
Saviors  and  nothing  less :  such  lot  has  been ! 
Statesmanship  triumphs  pedestalled,  serene,  — 
O  happy  consummation  t  —  brought  about 
By  managing  with  skill  the  rabble-rout 
For  which  we  labor  (never  mind  the  name  — 
People  or  populace,  for  praise  or  blame) 
Making  them  understand  —  their  heaven,  their 

hell. 
Their  every  hope  and  fear  is  ours  as  well. 
Man^s  cause  —  what  other  can  we  have  at  heart  ? 
Whence  follows  that  the  necessary  part 
High  o*er  Man's  head  we  play,  —  and  f reelier 

breathe 
Just  that  the  multitude  which  gasps  beneath 
May  reach  the  level  where  unstiflea  stand 
Ourselves  at  vantage  to  put  forth  a  hand. 
Assist  the  prostrate  pubuc.    'T  is  bv  right 
Merely  of  such  pretence,  we  reach  the  height 


Where  storms  abound,  to  braTe  —  nay,  oovt 

their  stress. 
Though  all  too  well  aware  —  of  pomp  the  lm«. 
Of  peace  the  more !    But  who  are  w«,  to  spurn 
For  peace'  sake,  duty's  pointing  ?    Up,  then  - 

^  earn 
Albeit  no  prize  we  may  but  martrrdom  ! 
Now,  such  fit  height  to  launch  salratioa  from, 
How  get  and  gain  ?    Sinoe  help  most  needs  be 

craved 
By  would-be  saviours  of  the  else-nnffaT«d, 
How  coax  them  to  oo-openite,  lend  a  lift, 
Kneel  down  and  let  us  mount  ? 

Ill 

You  say,  *'  Make  skift 
By  sham  —  the  harsh  word :  preach  and  teatk 

persuade 
Somehow  the  Public  —  not  despisinif  aid 
Of  salutar;^  artifice  —  we  seek 
Solely  their  good :  our  strength  would  nise  tbr 

weak, 
Our  cultivated  knowledge  snpfdemeat 
Their  rudeness,  rawness :  why  to  na  were  lent 
Ability  except  to  come  in  use  ? 
Who  loves  his  kind  must  by  all  means  indnw 
That  kind  to  let  his  love  play  freely,  pr 
In  Man's  behalf  to  full  paformanee  1 


IV 


Yi 


Yes,  George,  we  know  I  —  whereat  thttj  ht«r. 

believe. 
And  bend  the  knee,  and  on  the  neck  receive 
Who  fawned  and  cringed  to  pnipoee  f    Not  »«. 

Qeorgel 
Try  simple  falsehood  on  shrewd  folk  who  far^ 
Lies  of  superior  fashion  day  by  day 
And  hour  by  hour  f    With  craftsmen  fetsad  a* 

they 
What  chance  of  competition  when  tlie  tools 
Only  a  novice  wields  ?    Are  knavea  saeh  foob .' 
Disinterested  pAtriots,  spare  year  tongve 
The  tones  thrice-silvety,  cheek  save  ■miles  it 

flung 
Pearl-like  profuse  to  swine  —  a  herd,  wheriof 
No  unit  needs  be  taught,  his  neighbor's  ttvogh 
Scarce  holds  for  who  out  gmnta  and  irhinre  Uw 

husks 
Due  to  a  wrinkled  snout  that  shows  sharp  tasks. 
No  animal  —  much  less  our  lordly  Man  — 
Obeys  its  like  :  with  strength  all  rale  began. 
The  stoutest  awes  the  pasture.    ^MKNl  saeeBudi 
Discrimination,  —nicer  power  Man  needs 
To  rule  him  than  is  brea  of  bone  and  thew : 
Intelligence  must  move  strength's  self.    Tki» 

too 
Lasts  but  its  time :  the  multitude  at  leaath 
Looks  inside  for  intelligence  and  strengui 
And  finds  them  here  and  there  to  piek  aad 

choose: 
"  All  at  your  service,  mine,  see  I  "    Ay,  bst 

who  's 
Mj  George,  at  this  late  day,  to  make  his  boost 
*'  In  strength,  intelligenoe,  I  rale  the  roaat. 
Beat,  all  and  some,  the  ungraoed  who  etom  \ 

your  ranks  ?  " 
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Ohf  but  I  loT«,  would  lead  70a,  gain  your 

thanks 
ly  unexampled  vearning  for  Man's  sake  — 
aaHion  that  solely  waits  your  help  to  take 
Iti't'ct  in  action  1 "    George,  whion  one  of  us 
lilt  holds  with  his  own  heart  oommunion  thus  : 

I  am,  if  not  of  men  the  first  and  best, 
rill  —  to  reoeive  enjoyment  —  properest : 
iThich  since  by  force  I  cannot,  nor  by  wit  ^ 
[ost  likelsr  —  craft  must  serye  in  place  of  it. 
latter,  cajole  1    If  so  I  bring  within 
ly  net  the  gains  which  wit  and  force  should 

win, 
Vliat  hinders  ?  "  'T  is  a  trick  we  know  of  old: 
*ry,  George,  some  other  of  tricks  manifold  1 
lie  multitude  means  mass  and  mixture  —  right  1 
ire  mixtures  simple,  prar,  or  oomposite  ? 
Hve  into  Man,  ^onr  medley  :  see  the  waste  I 
loth«etifled  genius,  energy^  disgraced  ^ 
•y  ignorance,  hi^  aims  with  sorry  skiU, 
^^ill  without  means  and  means  in  want  of  will 

Sore  we  miffht  fish,  from  out  the  mothers*  sons 
liat  welter  thus,  a  doaen  Dodingtons  1 
Thy  call  up  Dodington,  and  none  beside, 
\>  take  his  seat  upon  our  baeks  and  ride 
t A  Statesman  conquering  and  to  oonouer  ?  Well, 
'he  last  expedient,  which  must  needs  excel 
'hose  old  ones  —  tnis  it  is,  —  at  any  rate 
*o-day*s  conception  thus  I  formula^: 
ls  simple  force  has  been  replaced,  just  so 
limt  simple  wit  be  :  men  haye  got  to  know 
uch  wit  as  what  ^n  boast  is  nowise  held 
*)ie  wonder  once  it  was,  but,  paralleled 
\m>  plentifully,  counts  not,  —  puts  to  shame 
[odest  possessors  like  yourself  who  claim, 
(y  Tircne  ci  it  merely,  power  and  pLace^ 
-  Which  means  the  sweets  of  office.    Since  our 


'eems  with  the  like  of  you,  some  special  gift, 
"our  very  own,  must  coax  our  hanos  to  lift, 
ind  backs  to  bear  you :  is  it  just  and  right 
*o  privilege  your  nature  ? 


4i 


State  things  quite 
^her  than  so  "  —  make  answer  1    **  I  pretend 
io  such  conminnit]r  'vith  men.    Perpend 
Iv  key  to  domination  I    Who  would  use 
Ian  fur  his  pleasure  needs  must  introdnee 
'h«  element  that  awes  Man.    Once  for  all. 
Its  nature  owns  a  Supernatural 
n  fact  as  well  as  phnise  —  which  found  must  be 
-  Where,  in  this  doubting  age  ?    Old  mystery 
las  served  its  turn  ~>  seen  through  and  sent 

adrift 
\>  nothingness :  new  wiiafd-«raft  makes  shift 
I  owadays  sbom  of  help  by  robe  and  book.  — 
^herwise,  elsewhere,  tor  success  must  look 
'hiui  chalked-ring,  incantation-gibberish, 
omebody  eomes  to  conjure  :  that  ^s  he  ?    I^h  ! 
le  *s  like  the  roomful  of  rapt  gazeia,  ~  there  *ii 
To  sort  of  difference  in  the  garb  he  wears 
'rom  ordinary  dressing,  —  gesture,  speech, 
^t'portment,  just  like  those  of  all  and  each 
*hat  eye  their  master  of  the  minute.    Stay ! 
V'hat  of  the  something — call  it  bow  yon  may — 
Tncanny  in  the  ~  quack  ?    That 's  ea^  said  I 
I'otice  how  the  PkofsMor  tnnis  no  haaa 


And  yet  takes  cognisance  of  who  aooeptu. 
Denies,  is  puzzled  as  to  the  adept ^s 
Supremacy,  yields  up  or  lies  in  wait 
To  trap  the  trickster  I    Doubtless,  out  of  date 
Are  dealing  with  the  devil :  yet,  the  Htir 
Of  mouth,  its  smile  half  smug  half  sinisUfr. 
Mock-moaest  boldness  masked  in  diiiidenc«,  — 
What  if  the  man  have  —  who  knows  how  or 

whence  ?  — 
Confederate  potency  unguessed  by  us  — 
Prove  no  such  cheat  as  he  pretends  ?  ** 

VI 

Ay,  thus 
Had   but  my  George  played  statesmanship's 

new  card 
That   carries   all  I    ^^Since  we" — avers   the 

Bard  — 
**  All  of  us  have  one  human  heart "  —  as  good 
As  aay  -<  by  all  of  us  is  understood  ^ 
Right  and  wrong«  true  and  false  —  in  rough,  at 

least. 
We   own  a  common   oonaeience.    Chxl,  man, 

beast  — 
How  should  we  qualify  the  statesmau-eliape 
I  fanopr  standing  with  our  world  agape  ? 
'^'  »,  flee,  light  against  with  tcMith  and  nail 


The  ontragsous  designation  I    '*  Quack  "'  men 

quail 
Before  ?    You  see,  a  little  year  ago 
They  heard  him  thunder  at  the  thing  which,  hi. 
To-day  he  vaunts  for  unscathed,  while  what  «rst 
Heaven>high  he  lauded,  lies  heU-low,  accursed  ! 
And  yet  where  's  change  ?    Who,  awe-struck, 

cares  to  point 
Critical  finger  at  a  dubious  joint 
In  armor,  trae  a*j  triplex^  breast  and  back 
Binding  about,  defiant  of  attack, 
An  imperturbability  that  *s  —  well. 
Or  innocence  or  impudence  —  bow  tell 
One  from  the  other?    Could  ourselves  broach 

lies, 
Tet  brave  mankind  with  those  unaltered  eyes. 
Those  lips  that  keep  the  quietude  of  truth  ? 
Dare  vre  attmnpt  the  like  ?  What  quick  uncouth 
Disturbance  of  thy  smu^  eoouomv, 
O  eowaid  visage !    Straight  would  all  descry 
Back  on  the  man's  brow  the  boy*s  blush  once 

morel 
No :  he  goes  deeper  -—could  our  sense  explore  — 
Finds  ooasoienoe   beneath  conscience  such  as 

ours. 
Genius  is  not  so  rare,  —  prodigious  powers  — 
Well,  othera  boast  such,  —  but  a  power  like  this 
Mendacious  intrepidity  —  quid  vu  t 
Besides,  imposture  plajrs  another  jcame. 
Admits  of  no  diversion  from  its  aim 
Of  captivating  hearts,  sets  seal  aflare 
In  every  shape  at  every  turn,  —  nowhere 
Allows  subsidence  into  ash.    By  stress 
Of  what  does  guile  succeed  but  earnestness. 
Earnest   word,    look   and  gesture  ?    Touched 

with  aught 
But  earnestness,  the  levity  were  fraught 
With    ruin  to   guile^s   film -work.    Grave    is 

guile; 
Here  no  act  wants  its  qualifying  smile. 
Its  covert  pleasantry  to  neutralize 
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The  outward  ardor.    Caa  oar  chief  despise 

Even  while  luocit  he  seenia  to  aduhtte  ? 

As  who  shoulii  aay  *'  What    thoagh  it  be  my 

fate 
To  deal  with  fools?    Among  the  crowd  moBt 

lurk 
Some  few  with  faculty  to  judge  my  work 
Sjoite  of  its  way  whicn  suits,  they  miderstandf 
Tne  crass  majority :  —  the  Sacred  Band, 
No  duping  them  foxaooth  I "    So  telk  a  tonch 
Of  submtelligential  nod  and  wink  — 
Tuminfi^   foes  friends.    Coarse  flattery  moves 

tne  gorge : 
Mine  were  the  mode  to  awe  the  many,  George  I 
They  guess  you  half  despiae  them  while  most 

Dent 
On  demonstrating  that  your  sole  intent 
Strives   for   their   service.    Sneer    at   them  ? 

Yourself 
'T  is  3rou  disparage,  —  tricksy  as  ao  elf. 
Scorning  what  most  yon  strain  to  biing  to  pan, 
Langhinglv  careless,  —  triply  cased  in  brass,  — 
Whue  pushing  strennoos  to  the  end  in  view. 
What  follows  ?    Why,  you  formulate  within 
The  vnlgar  headpiece  this  conception  :  "  Win 
A  master-mind  to  serve  us  needs  we  most, 
One  who,  from  moti*  as  we  but  take  on  trust, 
Acts    strangelier  —  haply    wiselier    than    we 

know 
Stronglier,  for  certain.    Did  he  say  *  I  throw 
Aside  my  good  for  yours,  in  all  I  ao 
Care  nothing  for  myself  and  all  for  you  '  — 
We  should  both  understand  and  disbelieve  : 
Said  he,  ^  Your  good  I  laugh  at  in  my  sleeve, 
My  own  it  is  I  solely  labor  at, 
Pretending  yours  the  while  ^  —  that,  even  that, 
AVe.  understanding  well,  give  credence  to. 
And  so  will  none  of  it.    But  here  ^tis  through 
Chir  recognition  of  his  service,  wage 
Well  earned  by  work,  he  mounts  to  such  a  stage 
Above  oompetitorB  as  all  save  Bubb 
Would   agonize   to    keep.    Yet  —  here  ^s   the 

rub  — 
So  slightly  does  he  hold  by  our  esteem 
Which  solely  fixed  him  fast  there,  that  we  seem 
Mocked  every  minute  to  our  face,  by  gibe 
And  jest  —  scorn  insnppressive :  what  ascribe 
The   rashness   to?    Our    pay   and    praise   to 

boot  — 
Do  these  avail  him  to  tread  under  foot 
Something  inside  us  all  and  each,  that  stands 
Somehow    instead  of  somewhat    which    com- 
mands 
*  Lie  not '  ?    Folk  fear  to  jeopardize  their  soul. 
Stumble    at   times,    walk   straight    upon  the 

whole,  — 
That  \  nature'n  simple  instinct. :  what  may  be 
The  portent  here,  the  influence  such  as  we 
Are  strangers  to  ?  "  — 

VII 

Exact  the  thing  I  call 
Man*s  despot,  just  the  Supernatural 
Which,  George,  was  wholly  out  of  —  far  be- 
yond 
Yonr  tbeory  and  practice.    You  had  conned 
Bat  tx>  reject  the  precept  '*  To  svooeed 
In  gratifying  selfishness  and  giead^ 


Asseverate  wmAi  qualities  exist 

Nowise  within  yourself  I  then  make 

By  all  means,  with  no  sort  of  fear !  **  ~  AlaeL 

That  well-worn  lie  is  obsolete  !     Fall  back 

On  still   a   working    pretext  —  *'  Uaartk  and 

Home, 
The  Altar,  love  of  England,  hate  of  Roitte  **  — 
That 's  serviceable  lying  —  that  percbaaoi* 
Had  screened  yon   decently:  but    Vare   ad- 
vance 
By  one  step  more  in  perspicacity 
Or  these  our  dupes  1    At  length  they  get  to  »« 
As  through  the  earlier,  tliis  the  latter  plea  — 
And  find  the  greed  and  selfishness  at  aoanse ! 
Ventum  est  aatriariot :  last  reaooree 
Should  be  to  what  bat —  exquisite  diagiiiae 
Disguise-abjuring,  tmth  that  looks  Uke  lies. 
Frankness  so  sore  to  meet  with  mibelief  ? 
Say  —  you   hold   in   contempt  — not   them   ic 

onief — 
But  first  and  foreniost  your  own  self !    No 
Li  men  but  to  make  sport  icr  yon,  indvee 
The  puppets  now  to  dance,  now  stand  stock 


Now  knock  their  heada  together,  at  your  will 
For  will^s  sake  only  —  while   each  plays  hi; 

part 
Submissive :   why  ?   throngh    terror    at    thr 

heart: 
"  Can  it  be  —  this  bold  man,  whose  hand  wesae 
Openly  pull  the  wires,  obeys  some  law 
Quite  above  Man's  —nay,  God's  ?"    On  fare 

fall  they. 
This  was  the  secret  nusaed,  again  I  say. 
Out  of  your  power  to  grasp  oonoeptian  of. 
Much  less  employ  to  purpose.    Heuoe  tlie  scnff 
That  greets  your  very  name :  folk  see  but 
Fool  more,  as  well  as  knave,  in  Dodiagton. 


WITH  FRANCIS  FURINI 

I 

Nat,  that^  Furini,  never  I  at  least 

Mean   to   beUeve  t    What   man    yon    werv  I 

know. 
While  you  walked  Tosean  earth,  a  paaairr' 

priest, 
Sometiking  about  two  hundred  yean  ago. 
Priest  —  you  did  duty  ponetoal  as  the  svn 
That  rose  and  set  above  Saint  Sano*s  ckw^ 
Blessing  Mngello :  of  Tont  flock  not  one 
But  flowed  a  whiter  fleece  beoanae  of  aroiirli 
Your  kind  hands  wiped  it  dear  frosa :  wrr» 

they  poor  ? 
Bounty  broke  broad  apace,  —  did  mamsgv  Us 
For  just  the  want  of  monejrs  that  eanne 
Fit  hearth-and-hcme  proviaian  ? — atmight  jm' 

bag 
Unplumped  itself,  —  reaohed  hearta  by  way  x 

Goodwiirs  shake  had  but  tiekled.    All 
Mugello  valley,  felt  some  pariah  qnalna 
At  worship  offered  in  bare  walls  witboat 
The  comfort  of  a  pietore  ?  —  prompt  sac^ 
Onr  painter  would  supply,  ana  throngea  to  wt* 
Witnessed  that  goodness  — no  nnboly  fciwd 
Of  gain — had  eoaxed  from  KkmFvnm — h» 
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Whom  prinoM  might  in  vain  implore  to  toil 

For  worldly  profit  —  such  a  masterpiece. 

Brief  —  pneet,  70a  poared  profnee  God's  wine 

and  oil 
Pmineworthily,  I  know  :  shall  praising  cease 
When,  priestly  vesture  put  aside,  mere  man. 
You  Htand  for  judgment  f    Rather  —  what  ac- 
claim 
-  *'  Good  sou,  good  brother,  friend  in  whom  we 

scan 
No  fault  uor  flaw  '*  —  salates  Fannies  name, 
The  laving  as  the  liberal  I    Enon^ : 
Only  to  ope  a  lily,  though  for  sake 
( >f  setting  free  its  aoeut,  disturbs  the  roogh 
L<MMM*  )^ld  aboat  its  anther.    I  shall  take 
No  hlaiutt  in  one  more  blaaon,  last  of  all  — 
( food  painter  wen  yon :  if  in  vei^  deed 
I  styled  you  great  —  what  moaam  art  dares 

call 
Mv  word  in  question  ?    Let  who  will  take  heed 
( )f  what  he  seeks  and  misses  in  your  brain 
To  balance  that  nceeisioa  of  the  brush 
Your  hand  could  ply  so  deftly  :  all  in  vain 
Strives  poet's  power  for  outlet  when  the  push 
U  lost  upon  a  oarred  and  bolted  gate 
( >f  painter's  impoteaejr.    Agnolo  — 
Thine  were  alike  the  head  and  hand,  bv  fate 
]  )fmbly  endowed  !  Who  boasts  head  oniy  —  woe 
To  hand's  presumption  should  brush  emulate 
Fancy's  free  passage  br  the  pen,  and  show 
Thought  wrecked  and  mined  where  the  inex- 
pert 
Foolhardy  fingers  half  grasped,  half  let  go 
Film  •wings  the  poet's  pen  arvests  unhurt ! 
No  —  painter  such  as  tnat  niiraoulona 
Michael,  who  deems  yon  ?    But  the  ample  gift 
Of  gracing  walls  else  blank  of  this  our  house 
( )f  life  with  imagery,  one  bright  drift 
Poured  foftli  by  pencil,  —  man    and  woman 


Criorified  till  half  owned  for  gods,  —  the  di 
Fleshly  perfecticm  of  the  human  shape,  — 
This  was  apportioned  von  whereby  to  raaise 
Heaven  and  bless  eartn.    Who  elnmsily  essays, 
Bv  slighting  painter's  craft,  to  prove  the  ape 
Of  poet's  pen-creation,  just  betrays 
Twofold  iaeptitude. 

II 

By  such  sure  ways 
Do  I  return,  Fnrini,  to  my  first 
\nd  central  confidence  —  that  he  I  proved 
vuod  priest,  good  man,  good  painter,  and  re- 

nearsed 
f  raise  upon  praise  to  show  -  -  not  simply  loved 
i'\»r  virtue,  but  for  wisdom  honored  too 
NTeeds  must  Fnrini  be,  —  it  fiillows  —  who 
>hall  undertake  to  breed  in  me  Wlief 
Phat,  on  his  death-bed,  weakness  played  the 

thief 
Vith  wisdom,  folly  onsted  reason  quite? 
Am  to  the  chronicler !  With  main  and  might  — 
M*  fame  runs  —  did  the  poor    soul    beg    his 

friends 
M»  buy  and  bum  his  hand-work,  make  amends 
*<ir  having  rpprodnced  therein  —  (Ah  me  ! 
•vHa  fame  —  that  *n  friend  FiKppo)  —  nudity  ! 
'»^,  I  assum  you :  he  would  paint  ~  not  men 


Merely  —  a  pardonable  fault  —  but  when 
He  had  to  deal  with  —  oh,  not  mother  Eve 
Alone,  permissibly  in  Paradise 
Naked  and  unashamed,  —  but  dared  achieve 
Dreadful  distinction,  at  soul-safety's  price. 
By  also  minting  women  —  (why  the  need  ?) 
Just  as  God  made  them :  there,  you  have  the 

truth  1 
Yes,  rosed  from  top  to  toe  in  flush  of  youth, 
One  foot  upon  the  moss-fringe,  would  some 

Nvmph 
Try,  with  its  venturous  fellow,  if  the  l^ph 
Were  chillier  than  the  slab-stepped  fountain- 
edge ; 
The  while  a-heap^  her  garments  on  its  ledge 
Of  boulder  lav  within  nand's  easy  reach, 

—  No    one    least  kid-skin  cast  around    her! 

Speech 
Shrinks  from  enumerating  case  and  case 
Of  —  were  it  but  Diana  at  the  chase. 
With  tunic  tucked  discreetly  hunting-high  I 
No,  some  Queen  Venus  set  our  necks  awry. 
Turned  faces  from  the  painter's  all-too-frank 
Triumph  of    flesh  t   For  —  whom  had  he  to 

thank 

—  This  self-appointed  nature-student  ?  Whence 
Picked  he  up  practice  ?    By  what  evidence 
Did  he  unhandsomely  become  adept 

In  simulating  bodies  ?     How  except 

Bv  actual  right  of  such  ?    Himself  confessed 

The  enormity :  quoth  Philip,  ''  Wben  I  pressed 

The  painter  to  acknowledge  his  abuse 

Of  artistry  else  potent  —  what  excuse 

Made  the  infatuated  man  ?    I  give 

His  very  words :  *  Did  you  but  know,  as  I, 

—  O  scruple-splitting  sickly-aensitive 
Mild-morsl-monger,  what  the  agony 
Of  Art  is  ere  Art  sataafy  herself 

In  imitating  Nature  —  (Man,  poor  elf. 
Striving  to  match  the  fingei^mark  of  Him 
The  immeasurably  matchless)  —  gay  or  grim. 
Pray,  would  your  smile  be  ?    Leave  mere  fools 

to  tax 
Art's  high-strtmg  brain's  intentneas  as  so  lax 
That,  in  its  mid-throe,  idle  fancy  sees 
The    moment    for    admittance ! '      Pleadings 

these  — 
Speeions,  I  grant.'*  So  adds,  and  seems  to  wince 
Somewhat,  our  censor  —  but  shall  truth  con- 
vince 
Blockheads  like  Baldinucci  ? 

Ill 

I  resume 
Mv  incredulity:  your  other  kind 
0/  sonl.  Fnrini.  never  was  so  blind. 
Even  through  death-mist,  as  to  grope  in  gloom 
For  cheer  beside  a  bonfire  piled  to  tnm 
Ash  n  and  dust  all  that  yonr  noble  life 
Did  homage  to  lifers  Lord  by.      bid  them  bum 

—  These  Baldinucci  blockheads  —  pietnres  rife 
W^ith  record,  in  each  rendered  loveliness, 
That  one  appreciative  creature's  debt 

Of  thankn  to  the  Creator,  more  or  less, 
W^as  paid  according  as  heart'»-will  had  met 
Hand's-power  in  Art's  endeavor  to  express 
Heaven  s  most  consummate  of  achievements, 
ble« 
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Earth  by  a  Beniblanoe  of  the  seal  Qod  set 
On  woman  hU  supremest  work.     I  truat 
Rather,  Furini,  ayinr  breath  had  vent 
In  some  fine  fervor  of  thanksgiving:  just 
For  this  —  that  soul    and  body's  power  yon 

spent — 
Af  onized  to  adumbrate,  trace  in  dust 
That  marvel  which  we  dream  the  firmament 
Copies  in  star-device  when  fancies  stray 
Outlining,  orb  by  orb,  Andromeda  — 
Ood's  best  of  beauteous  and  magnificent 
Revealed  to  earth  —  the  naked  female  form. 
Nay,  I  mistake  not :  wrath  that 's  but  luke- 
warm 
Would  boil  indeed  were  such  a  critic  styled 
Himself  an  artist :  artist  1    Osaa  piled 
Topping  Olympus  —  the  absurd  which  crowns 
The    extravi^ant  —  whereat  one   laughs,    not 

frowns. 
Paints  he  ?    One  bids  the  poor  pi*etender  take 
His  sorry  self,  a  trouble  and  disgrace, 
From  out  the  sacred  presence,  void  the  place 
Artists  claim  only.     What  —  not  merely  wake 
Our  pity  that  suppressed  coueupisvence  — 
A  satyr  masked  as  matron  —  makes  pretence 
To  the  coarse  blue-fly's  instinct  —  can  perceive 
No  better  reason  why  she  should  exist  — 

—  God's  lily -limbed  and  blushrose  -  bosomed 

Eve  — 
Than  as  a  hot-bed  for  the  sensualist 
To  fly-blow  with  his  fancies,  make  pure  stuff 
Breed  him  iMUsk  filth  —  this  were  not  crime 

enough  ? 
But  further  —  fly  to  style  itself  —  nay,  more  — 
To  steal  among  the  sacred  ones,  crouch  down 
Though  but  to  where  their  garments  sweep  the 

floor  — 

—  Still  catching  some  faint  sparkle  from  the 

crown 
Crowning  transcendent  Michael,  LecHiard, 
Rafael,  —  to  sit  beside  the  feet  of  such, 
Unspumed  because  unnoticed,  then  reward 
Their  toleration  —  mercy  overmuch  — 
By  stealing  from  the  throne-step  to  the  foolfl 
Curious  outside  the  gateway,  all-agape 
To  learn  by  what  procedure,  in  the  schools 
Of  Art,  a  merest  man  in  outward  shape 
May  learn  to  be  Correggio  I    Old  and  young. 
These  learners  got  their  lesson  :  Art  was  just 
A    safety -screen  —  (Art,    which    Correggio's 

tongue 
Calls  ''  Virtue  ")  — for  a  skulking  vice  :  mere 

lust 
Inspired  the  artist  when  his  Night  and  Mom 
Slept  and  awoke  in  marble  on  tnat  edge 
Of  heaven  above  our  awe-struck  earth :  lust- 
bom 
His  Eve  low  bending  took  the  privilege 
Of  life  from  what  our  eyes  saw  —  Uod's  own 

palm 
That  put  the  flame  forth  —  to  the  love  and 

thanks 
Of  all  creation  save  this  recreant  1 

IV 

Calm 
Our  phrase,  Furini !  Not  the  artisi>ranka 
Claim  riddance  of  an  interloper :  no  — 


This  Baldinuoci  did  but  grant  and  siuff 
Outside  Art's  pale  —  ay,  grabbed,  where  pine- 
trees  grow, 
For  pignuts  only. 


Ton  the  Saisred !     If 
Indeed  on  too  has  been  bestowed  the  dower 
Of  Art  in  fuhieas,  graced  with  head  and  hsad. 
Head  —  to  look  up  not  downwards,  hand  —  uf 

nower 
To  make  head's  gain  the  portion  of  a  world 
Where  else  the  uninstructed  ones  too  sure 
Would  take  all  ontside  beauty  — film  that's 

furled 
About  a  star  —  for  the  star's  self,  endure 
No  guidance  to  the  central  ^onr,  —  my. 
(Saader)  mig^t  apprehend  tne  nfau  was  fog. 
Or  (worst)  wish  all  but  tspor  well  awmy. 
Ana  sky's  pure  product  thickened  from  earth*[» 

wjg-- 
Since    so,  nor  seldom,  have    your   wottkir«x 

failed 
To  trust  their  own  soul's  insight  —  why  ?  exeef  t 
For  warning  that  the  head  of  the  adept 
May  too  much  prize  the  hand,  work  unassailn: 
By  scruple  of  tne  better  sense  that  fiiida 
An  orb  within  each  halo,  bids  groas  flesh 
Free  the  fine  spirit-pattern,  nor  ewmf  h 
More  than  is  meet  a  marvel,  enstom  blinds 
Only  the  vulgar  eye  to.    Now,  leas  fear 
That  you,  the  foremost  of  Art's  fellowship. 
Will  oft  —  will  ever  so  offend  1    But  —  hip 
And    thigh — smite    the    Philistine!     Yem  — 

slunk  here  — 
Connived  at,  by  too  easy  tolerance. 
Not  to  scrape  palette  simply  or  aqaeeae  bnt^ 
But  dub  vonr  very  wlf  *n  Artist  ?    Tosh  — 
Ton,  of  the  daubings,  is  it,  dare  advaacs 
This  doctrine  that  the  Artist-mind  moat  needs 
Own  to  affinity  with  yours  —  confess 
Provocative  acquaintance,  more  or  lean. 
With  each  impurely-peevish  worm  that  breeds 
Inside  your  brain's  receptacle  ? 

VI 


Who  owns  **  I  dare  not  look  on  diadei 
Without  an  itch  to  pick  out,  purloin  _ 
Others  contentedly  leave  sparkling  "  — jpnff 
Answers  the  guard  of  the  regalia  :  "''  Why  — 
Consciously  kleptomaniac  —  throat  voonelf 
Where  your  illicit  craving  after  pelt 
Is  tempted  most  —  in  the  Kin|f  *8  treaanxy  ? 
Oo  elsewhere  I    Sort  with  thievea,  if  tkos  jv* 

feel  — 
When  folk  clean-handed  simplv  . 
Treasure  whereof  the  mere  sigbt 
But  straight  your  fingers  are  on  itch  to  ateal ! 
Hence  with  you  I " 

Pray,  Fnrini  I 

VII 

"BomiteoasCfvd 
Deviser  and  dispenser  of  all  gifts 
To  soul  through  sense, — in  Art  the  aool  aplr« 
Blan's  best  of  thanks!    What  but  thy 
ingwrod 
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Metod  forth  hMven  and  earth  ?  raor«  iiituuate. 
Thy  very  haocb  were  busied  with  the  task 
Of  mskhiflr,  in  this  human  shape,  a  mask  ~ 
A  mstch  for  that  divine.    8haU  love  abate 
Man's  wonder  f     Nowise  !     True  —  true  —  all 

too  true  — 
No  gift  but,  in  the  veiy  plemtude 
(>f  its  perfection,  goes  maimed,  misconstrued 
By  wickedness  or  weakness :  still,  some  few 
IIavs  grace  to  see  th^  purpose,  strength  to  roar 
Th V  work  by  no  admixture  of  their  own, 
~  Limn  trnth  not  falsehood,  bid  us  love  alone 
Tlie  type  nntampered  with,  the  naked  star  I  ^^ 

VIII 

And,  prsyer  done,  painter  —  what  if  you  should 

preach  ? 
Sot  as  of  old  when  playing  pulpiteer 
To  simple-witted  country  folk,  but  here 
[n  actual  London  try  your  powers  of  speech 
In  us  the  cultured,  therefore  skeptical  — 
^Vhat  would  you?    For,  suppose  he  has  his 

word 
[n  faith's  behalf,  no  matter  how  absurd, 
rhia  painter^eologian  ?    One  and  all 
Xe  lend  an  ear  —  nay.  Science  takes  thereto  — 
'Ciicuurages  the  meanest  who  has  racked 
Mature  until  he  gains  from  her  some  fact. 
To  state  what  truth  is  from  his  point  of  view, 
^lere  pin-point  though  it  be  :  since  many  such 
Conduce  to  make  a  whole,  she  bids  our  friend 
*ome  forward  unabashed  and  haply  lend 
lis  little  life-experience  to  our  much 
>f  modem  knowledge.    Since  she  so  insists, 
Jp  stands  Furini. 

IX 

''Evolutionisto! 
Lt  tnith  I  glimpse  from  depths,  yon  glance  from 

heiinits, 
Nir  stations  for  diMJovery  oppoeites,  — 
low  iihould  ensue  agreement  ?    I  explain  : 
r  w  the  tip-top  of  tkings  to  which  you  strain 
'uiir  vision,  until  atoms,  protoplasm, 
jid  what  and  whence  and  how  may  be  the 

spiism 
Hiieh  sets  all  going,  stop  yon  :  down  perforce 
e**(U  must  your  observation  take  its  ooune, 
inot*  there  *s  no  moving  upwards  :  link  bpr  link 
<»ti  drop  to  where  the  atoms  somehow  think, 
eel,    know    themselves   to    be:    the    world *s 

begun, 
K>h  as  we  recognise  it.     Have  you  done 
eHc«^iiding  ?     Here  *s  ouraelf ,  —  Man,  known 

to-day. 
Illy  «*volved  at  last,  —  so  far,  you  say, 
fi**  Miiiu  and  seal  of  being's  progress.    Good  t 
fius  much  at  least  is  deariy  undentood  — 
r  power  does  Bfap  ponsess  no  particle : 
f   knowledge  —  just  so  mucn  as  sfaAws  that 

still 
ends  in  ignorance  on  every  side  : 
1 1  riichteousnesB  —  ah^  Man  is  deified 
lert^by,  for  compensation  t    Make  survey 
'  Mjui*s  anrroundings,  tr^  creation  —  nay, 
•y  emulatioti  of  the  minimised 
inut4>neea  fancy  may  conceive  1    Surprised 
»4uon  beoomsa  by  two  defeats  for  one — 


Not  only  power  at  each  phenomenon 
Baffled,  but  knowledge  also  in  default  -  - 
Asking  what  is  minuteness  —  yonder  vault 
Speckled  with  suns,  or  this  the  milliuiiili  — 

things 
How  shall  1  call  ?  —  that  on  some  insect's  win^ 
Helps  to  make  out  in  dyes  the  mimic  star  ? 
Weak,  ignorant,  acconungW  we  are : 
What  then  ?    The  worse  tor  Nature  I    Where 

began 
Righteousness,  moral  sense  except  in  Man  ? 
True,  he  makes  nothing,  understands  no  whit ; 
Had  the  initiator-spasm  seen  fit 
Thus  doubly  to  endow  him.  none  the  worse 
And  much  the  better  were  the  universe. 
What  does  Man  see  or  feel  or  apprehend 
Here,   there,  and   everywhere,  but    faults  to 

mend, 
Omisnons  to  supply,  —  one  wide  diaease 
Of  things  that  are,  which  Man  at  once  would 

ease 
Had  will  but  power  and  knowledge?   failing 

both  — 
Things  must  take  will  for  deed  —  Man,  nowise 

loth. 
Accepts  pre-eminenc^  :  mere  blind  force  — 
Mere  knowledge  undirected  in  its  course 
By  any  care  for  what  is  made  or  marred 
In  cither's  operation  —  these  award 
The  crown  to  ?    Rather  let  it  deck  thy  brows, 
Man,  whom  alone  a  righteousness  endows 
Would  cure  the  wide  worid's  ailing!     Wlio 

disputes 
Thy  claim  thereto  ?  Had  Spasm  more  attributes 
Than  power  and  knowledse  in  its  gift,  before 
Man  came  to  pass  ?    The  ni^er  that  we  soar. 
The  less  of  moral  sense  like  Man*s  we  find  : 
No  sign  of  such  before,  —  what  comes  behind. 
Who  guesses  1  But  until  there  crown  our  sight 
The  quite  new  —  not  the  old  mere  infinite 
Of  piangings,  —  some  freah  kind  of  sun  and 

moon, — 
Then,  not  before,  shall  I  expect  a  boon 
Of  intuition  just  as  strange,  which  turns 
£vil  to  good,  and  wrong  to  right,  unlearns 
All  Man's  experience  learned  since  Man  was  he. 
Accept  in  Man,  advanced  to  this  degree. 
The  Prime  Mind,  therefore !  neither  wise  nor 

strong  — 
Whose  fault  ?  but  were  he  both,  then  right,  not 

wrong 
As  now,  throu^out  the  world  were  paramount 
According  to  his  will,  —  which  I  account 
The  qualifjring  faculty.    He  stands 
Confessed  supreme  —  the  monarch  whose  com- 
mands 
Could  he  enforce,  how  bettered  were  the  world  I 
He 's  at  the  height  this  moment  —  to  be  hurled 
Next  moment  to  the  bottom  by  rebound 
Of  his  own  peal  of  laughter.    All  around 
Ignorance  wraps  him,  —  whence  and  how  and 

why 
Things  are,  —  yet  cloud  breaks  and  lets  blink 

the  sky 
Just  overhesd,  not  elsewhere  I    What  assures 
His  optics  that  the  very  blue  which  lures 
Comes  not  of  black  outside  it,  doubly  dense  ? 
Ignorance  overwraps  his  vaonX  1 
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Winds  him  abont,  relaziii^,  as  it  wraps. 

So  much  and  no  more  than  lets  through  perhaps 

The  murmured  knowledge — *  Ignonuioe  exists.' 


**  I  at  the  bottom,  Evolutionists, 

Adyise  beginning,  rather.     I  profess 

To   know    just  one  fact  —  my  self-consoiou9- 

ness, — 
*Twixt  ignorance  luid  ignorance  enisled,  — 
Knowlec^  :  before  me  was  my  Cause  —  that 's 

styled 
God :  after,  in  due  course  succeeds  the  rest,  — 
All    that   my    knowledge   comprehends — at 

best  — 
At  worst,  conceives  about  in  mild  despur. 
Light  needs  must  touch  on  either  darkness: 

where? 
Knowledge  so  far  impinges  on  the  Cause 
Before  me.  that  I  know  —  by  certain  laws 
Wholly  unknown,  whatever  1  apprehend 
Witiiiu,  without  me,  had  its  rise  :  thus  blend 
I,  and  all  things  perceived,  in  one  Effect. 
How  far  can  knowledge  any  ray  project 
On  what  comes  after  me  —  the  univon*e  ? 
Well,  my  attempt  to  make  the  cloud  dis^HirBe 
Begins  —  not  from  above  but  underneath  : 
I  climb,  you  soar,  —  who  soara  soon  loses  breath 
And  sinks,  who  climbs  keeps  one  foot  tiiin  on 

fact 
Ere  hazarding  the  next  step :  sonPs  first  act 
(Call  const'iuusueas  the  soul  —  S(»nie  name  we 

need » 
Gettinjj  its*  If  aware,  through  stuff  decreed 
Tlieietd  iHo  cull  iKe  Ixidy)  —  who  has  stept 
So  far,  there  let  liini  stand,  become  adept 
In  body  ere  he  tiliiit  hisMtation  thence 
One  siuftle  hair's  breadth.    IX)  1  make  pretence 
Tu  teacTi,  my»i  If  unskilled  in  learning  ?    Lo, 
My  life^H  work  !    Let  ray  pictures  prove  I  know 
Soniewliat  «»f  what  this  fleshly  frame  of  <tdhi 
Or  \H  or  sho.ild  be,  how  the  soul  emiiowers 
The  b(i<ly  to  reveal  its  everv  racKid 
Of  love  Hnd  hate,  pour  forth  its  plenitude 
Of  iHiasion.     If  my  hand  attained  to  give 
Thus  permanence  to  truth  else  fugitive, 
Did  ntit  1  also  fix  each  fleeting  grace 
Of   form    and  feature  —  save  the    beauteous 

face  — 
Arrest  decay  in  transitory  might 
Of  bone  ancf  tnnscle  —  cause  tne  world  to  bless 
Forever  each  transcendent  nakedness 
Of    man    and    woman  ?      Were    such    feats 

achieved 
By  sloth,  or  strenuous  labor  unrelieved, 
^-  Yet  bivished  vainly  ?     Ask  that  underground 
fSo  may  1  speak)  of  all  on  surface  found 
Of  flesh-peiifection  !    I>ppths  on  depths  to  probe 
Of  all-inventive  artifice,  disrobe 
Marvel  at  hiding  under  marvel,  pluck 
Veil  after  veil  from  Nature —  were  the  luok 
Onrs  to  surprise  the  secret  men  so  name. 
That  still  eludes  the  searcher  —  all  the  same. 
Repays  his  search  with  still  fresh  proof  — "  Ex- 

t4»me. 
Not    inmost,  is  the  Cause,  fool!     I^ook    and 

learn !  ^ 
Thus  teach  my  hundred  pictures :  firm  and  fast 


There    did   I   plant   my  first  foot.    And  t^ 

next? 
Nowhere  I     'T  was  put  forth  and  withdnw. 

perplexed 
At  touch  of  what  seemed  stable  and  proved 

stuff 
Such  as  the  colored  clonds  are :  jAam  enougb 
There  lay  the  outside  nniTerse :  tiy  Man  — 
My  most  immediate !  and  the  dip  bQ;aa 
From  safe  and  solid  into  that  profcmsid 
Of  ignorance  I  tell  vou  surges  round 
My  rock-spit  of  self-knowledge.    WeU  and  iU 
Evil  and  good  irreconeilable 
Above,  beneath,  about  m^  every  aide,   - 
How  did  this  wild  confusion  far  and  vide 
Tally  with  my  experience  when  my  stamp  - 
So  far  from  stirring —  struck  out.  each  a  Lun  : 
Spark   after  spark   of   truth    from  Mhen  I 

stood  — 
Pedestalled  triumph  ?    Evil  there  was  good. 
Want  was  the  promise  of  supply,  defect 
Ensured  completion,  —  where  and  when  v.: 

how  ? 
Leave  that  to  the  first  Cause !    Enough  tU' 

now. 
Here  where  I  stand,  this  moment's  me  &»' 

miue. 
Shows  me  what  is.  permits  me  to  divine 
What  shall  be.    Wherefore?    Nay,  how  oth-r 

wise? 
Look  at  my  pictures  I    What  so  glorifies 
The  body  that  the  permeating  soul 
Finds  there  no  particle  elude  control 
Direct,  or  fail  of  dut^,  — roost  obscure 
When  most  subservient  ?     l>id  that  Cansf  r» 

sure 
The  soul  such  raptures  as  its  faney  stings 
Body  to  furnish  when,  uplift  by  wiims 
Of  passion,  heiv  and  now,  it  leavestLe  earth 
Loses  itself  above,  where  bliss  has  bixlh  — 
(Heaven,  be  the  phrase)  —  did  that  same  Cj-.^ 

contrive 
Such  solace  for  the  body,  soul  must  dive 
At  drop  of  fancy's  |rinion,  condesorad 
I'o  bury  both  alike  on  earth,  our  friend 
And  fellow,  where  minutely  exauisite 
Low  lie  the  pleasures,  now  and  nere  —  uo  1  -  * 
But  hides  its  marvel,  peace  no  doubts  pertu.-: 
In  each  small  mystery  of  insect  life  — 
—  Shall  the  soul^s  Cause  thus  gift  the  sooL  .*■ 

strife 
Continue  stiU  of  fears  with  hopea.  —  for  rnkj  ' 
What  if  the  (^anse,  whereof  we  now  deai-r> 
So  far  the  wonder-working,  lack  at  last 
Will,  )X>wer,  benevolence  —  a  protoplast . 
No  consuinmator,  sealing  up  the  sum 
Of    all    things.  —  past    and    pmeut    and  * 

come  — 
Perfection  ?    No,  I  have  no  doubt  at  all ! 
There  *s  my  amount  of  knowledge  —  grrat 

small. 
Sufficient  for  my  needs  :  for  see !  advance 
Its  light  now  on  that  depth  of  ignoranee 
I    shrank    before   from  —  yonder    wliert 

world 
Lies  wreck-strewn,  —  evil  towering,  pros*  «  • 

—  hurled 
From  pride  of  place,  on  every  aide.    Pur  n.> 
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PatieDce,  bsMiech  you  I)  kaowledgB  cab  but  be 
()f  Koud  by  koowled^  of  gtiod's  opposite  — 
Kvil,  —  aiuoe,  to  diatinflnuih  wrung  from  right, 
Hoth  miwt  be  known  in  ea4sh  extreme,  beeide  — 
[Or  what  means  knowledge  —  to  aspire  or  bide 
Content  with  half-attaining  ?    Hardly  so !) 
Made  to  know  on,  know  ever,  I  must  know 
All  to  be  known  at  any  halting-stage 
[>f  my  8oal*s  progress,  suoh  as  earth,  where 

wage 
War,  just  for  sonl^s  instruction,  iiain  with  joy, 
PuUr  with  wisdom,  all  that  works  annoy  ^ 
With  all  that  <^uiets  and  contents,  —  in  brief, 
[jkiod  strives  with  evil. 


u  xr. 


Now  then  for  relief, 
Priends.  of  yoar  patience  kindly  curbed  so  long. 
'  What  r '    snarl  yon,  *  is  the  fool's  conceit  thus 

strong  — 
Must  the  whole  outside  world  in  soul  and  seuse 
Suffer,  that  he  grow  sage  at  its  expense  ? ' 
By  no  means  \    'T  is  by  merest  touch  of  toe 
[  trv  -  not  trench  on  —  ignorance,  just  know  — 
And  so  keep  steady  footing :  how  yon  fare, 
/aught  in  the  whirlpool  ^  thai  *s  the  Causers 

care. 
Strong,  wise,  good,  —  this  I  know  at  any  rate 
Ln  my  own  self,  —  but  how  may  operate 
With  you  —  strength,  wisdom,  goodness  —  no 

least  blink 
lH  knowledge  breaks  the  darkness  nmnd  me. 

Think! 
Leonid  I  see  plain,  be  somehow  certified 
All  was  illusion,  — evil  far  and  wide 
Was  good  disguised,  —  why,  cmt  with  one  huge 

wipe 
[3oes  knowledge  from  me.    Type  needs  anti- 

As  night  needs  day,  as  shine  needs  shade,  so 

Kood 
Seeds  evil :  how  were  pity  understood 
I  ^nltfss  by  pain  ?    Make  evident  that  pain 
I Vrmissibly  masks  pleasure  —  ^oa  abstain 
Kn>m  outstretch  of  the  finger-tio  that  saves 
A  drowning  6y.    Who  proffen  nelp  of  hand 
To  weak  Andromeda  exposed  on  strand 
At  mercy  of  the  monster  ?    Were  all  trve, 
Kelp  were  not  wanting:  *  But  'tis  false, ^  cry 

you. 
Mere  fancy-work  of  paint  and  brush  I '     No 

lees. 
Were  mine  the  skill,  the  magic,  to  imprsss 
fi4*holders  with  a  confidence  ther  saw 
l^fe,  — veritable  flesh  and  blooa  in  nwe 
>f  just  as  true  a  sea  beast,  —  would  they  stare 
^imply  as  now,  or  cry  ont,  cnne  and  swear, 
>r  nsU  the  gwls  to  help,  or  catdi  up  stick 
And   stone,  aeoording   as   their   nearts 

quick 
>  sluggish?    Well,  some  old 


\»nld  do  as  much,  —  at  least,  so  books  aver,  — 
\bl«*  to  make  believe,  while  1,  poor  wight, 
Make   fancy,   nothing  more.    Though   wrong 

were  right, 
Vmld  we  but  know  —still  wrong  mnst  needs 

seem  wrong 
To    do  right's   servioe,  prove   men  weak  or 


Choosers  of  evil  or  of  good.    *  No  snch 
Illusion  possible ! '    An,  friends,  yon  touch 
Just  here  my  solid  standing-place  amid 
The  wash  and  welter,  whence  all  doubts  are 

bid 
Back  to  the  ledge  they  break  against  in  foam, 
Futility :  my  soul,  and  my  soul's  home 
Tlus  body,  —  how  each  operates  on  each. 
And  how  things  outside,  fact  or  feigning,  teach 
What  good  is  and  what  evil,  —  just  the  same. 
Be  feigning  or  be  fact  the  teacher,  —  blame 
Diffidence  nowise  if,  from  this  I  jndge 
My  point  of  vantage,  not  an  inch  I  budge. 
All  —  for   mjself  —  neemi    ordered    wise   and 

well 
Inside  it,  —  what  reigns  ontside,  who  can  tell  ? 
Contrariwise,  who  needs  be  told  *  The  space 
Which  yields  thee  knowledge,  —  do  its  bounds 

embrace 
Well-willing  and  wise-working,  each  at  height  ? 
Enough :  beyond  thee  lies  the  infinite  — 
Back  to  thy  eironmscription  t  * 

"Baekindeedl 
Ending  where  I  began  —  thns  :  retrocede. 
Who  will,  —what  comes  first,  take  first,  I  ad- 
vise I 
Acquaint  yon  with  the  body  ere  your  eyes 
Look  upward :  this  Andromeda  of  mine  — 
Gaie  on  the  beauty.  Art  hangs  out  for  sign 
There 's  finer  entertainment  underneath. 
Learn  how  they  ministrate  to  life  and  death  — 
Those  inooramensurably  marvellous 
Contrivances  which  funush  forth  the  hotuw 
Where  soul  has  sway  I    Though  Master  keep 

aloof. 
Signs  of  his  preeence  multiply  from  roof 
To  basement  of  the  building.     Look  around. 
Learn  thoroughly,  —  no  fear  that  yon  confound 
Master  with  messuage  I    He  s  away,  no  doubt. 
But  what  if,  all  at  once,  you  come  upon 
A  startling  proof  —  not  that  the  Master  gone 
Was  present    lately  —  but   that   something  — 

whence 
Light  comes  —  has  pushed  him  into  residence  ? 
Was  such  the  symboPs   meaning,  —  old,  un- 

oonth— * 
That  circle  of  the  serpent,  tail  in  month  ? 
Only  by  looking  low,  ere  looking  hi^. 
Comes  penetration  of  the  mystery.** 

XI 

Thanks !    After  sermonizing,  psalmody  ! 
Now  praise  with  pencil.  Painter !    Pools  attaint 
Yoar  fame,  forsooth,  becaniie  its  power  inclines 
To  livelier  colors,  more  attmctive  lines 
Than  suit  some  orthodox  sad  sickly  saint 
—  Gray  male  emaciation,  haply  streaked 
Carmine   by  scoargings  —  or  they    want,  far 

worM>  — 
Some  self-scathed  woman,  framed  to  bless  not 

curse 
Nature   that   loved   the   form  whereon    hate 

wreaked 
The  wrongs  you  see.    No.  rather  paint  some  full 
Benignancy.  the  first  and  foremost  boon 
Of  yonth,  health,  strength,  —  show  beauty 'm 

May,  ere  June 
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Undo  the  bud^s  blush,  leave  a  rotse  to  oull 
—  No  poppy,  neither !  yet  less  perfect-pore, 
Uivinely-precious  with  lifers  dew  beepreut. 
Miow  saintlinesH  that  ^s  simply  innocent 
Of  irueaaing  sinuerahip  exists  to  cure 
All  in  good  time  !    In  time  lee  age  advance 
And  teach  that  knowledge  helps — not  igno- 
rance— 
The  healing  of  the  nations.    Let  my  spark 
Quicken  your  tinder  !    Bum  with  —  Joan  of 

Arc! 
Not  at  the  end,  nor  midway  when  there  grew 
The  brave  delusions,  when  rare  fancies  flew 
Before  the  eyes,  and  in  the  ears  of  her 
8trange  voices  woke  imperiously  astir : 
No,  ^  paint  the  peasant  girl  all  peasant-like, 
•Spirit  and  flesh  —  the  hour  about  to  strike 
When  this   should    be  transfigured,  that   in- 
flamed, 
Bv  heart's  admonishing  **  Thy  oonntry  shamed, 
Tny  king  shut  out  of  all  his  realm  except 
One  sorry  comer  I  "  and  to  life  forth  leapt 
The  indubitable  lightning  *'  Can  there  be 
Country   and    king's    salvation  —  all    through 

me?" 
Memorize    that     burst's    moment,     Francis! 

Tush- 
Noue  of  the  nonsense-writing  I     Fitlier  brush 
Shall  clear  off  fancy's  film-work  and  let  ^ow 
Not  what  the  fooUsn  feign  but  Uie  wise  know  — 
Ask  Sainte-Beuve  else  1  —  or  better,  Quicherat, 
The  downright-digger  into  truth  that 's—  Bah, 
Bettered  by  fiction  ?     Well,  of  fact  thus  much 
Concerns  you,  that  *^  of  pmdishness  no  touch 
From  first  to  last  defaced  the  maid  ;  anon, 
Camp-nse    compelling  "  —  what    says  D'Alen- 

gon 
Her  fast  friend  ?  —  *'  though  I  saw  while  she 

undressed 
How  fair  she  was  —  especially  her  breast  — 
Never  had  I  a  wild  thought !  "  —  as  indeed 
I  nowise  doubt.    Much  less  would  she  take 

heed  — 
When  eve  came,  and  the  lake,  the  hills  around 
Were  all  one  solitude  and  silence,  —  found 
Barriered  ixnpenetrably  safe  about,  — 
Take  heed  of  interloping:  e^es  shut  out. 
But  quietly  permit  the  air  imbibe 
Her    naked    beauty    till   .   .   .  but    hear   the 

scribe! 
Now  as  she  fain  wotdd  bathe ^  one  even-iide^ 
God'' 8  maid,  this  Joan,  from  thepooVs  edge  she 

spied 
The  fair  blue  bird  clowns  call  the  Fisher-king: 
Ana  **^  ''Las,  sighed  she,  my  Liege  is  such  a  *hing 
As  thou,  lord  bitt  of  one  poor  lonely  place 
Out  of  his  whole  wide  France :  were  mine  the 

grace 
To  set  my  Dauphin  free  cu  thou,  blue  bird  !  " 
Properly  Martm-fisner  —  that 's  the  word. 
Not   yours   nor   mine  :   folk   said   the  rustic 

oath 
In   common   use   with    her   was — **  By   my 

troth"? 
No, -"  By  my  Martin "  !    Paint  this!    Only, 

turn 
Her  face  awav  —  that  face  about  to  bum 
Into  an  angel  s  when  the  time  is  ripe  1 


That  task's  beyond  yon.    Finished,  FrBDci»r 

Wipe 
Pencil,  scrape  palette,  and  retire  oonteat ! 
*"  Omnia  non  otnnibtts  "  —  no  harm  is  meant ! 


WITH   GEKAKD   DE   LAIKESSE 

The  Art  qf  Painting  by  Gerard  le  Laixrsi^, 
translated  by  J.  F.  Fritscli,  was  the  **  tome  "  u- 
which  Browning  refers  as  having  interested  hin. 
when  he  was  a  boy  and  so  given  rise  u>  ib^ 
poem.  The  song  at  the  end  of  the  poem  w 
first  printed  in  a  small  volume  called  The  M*  ^r 
Amphion,  published  for  the  Edinboi^h  I'm- 
versity  Union  Fancy  Fair  in  1886. 


Ah,   but — because   yon   were   Btraek   blinl 

could  bless 
Your  sense  no  longer  with  the  actual  view 
Of  man  and  woman,  those  fair  forms  you  dre« 
In  happier  days  so  dnteouslv  and  true,  — 
Must  1  account  my  Gerard  ae  Lairease 
All  sorrow-smitten  ?    He  was  hindered  too 
--Was  this  no  hardship?  —  from  pioduciflc. 

plain 
To  US  who  still  have  eyes,  the  pageantry 
Which  passed  and  fiasaed  before  nts  bvny  hnm 
And,  captured  on  his  canvas,  showed  our  f%k> 
Traversed  by  flying  shapes,  earth  stocktd  «  ni. 

brood 
Of  monsters,  —  centaurs  bestial,  antyrs  levd.  - 
Not  without  much  Olympian  glory,  ahj^vm 
Of  god  and  goddess  in  their  gay  escapes 
From  the  severe  serene  :  or  haply  paced 
The  antique  ways,  god-oounaellea,  nymphtm- 

braced. 
Some  early  human  kingly  persona^. 
Such  wonders  of  the  teeming  poet  a-age 
W'ere  still  to  be :  nay,  these  indeed  began  — 
Are  not  the  pictures  extant  ? —  till  the  baa 
Of   bUndneas   struck   both   palette    ixmn  hp 

thumb 
And  pencil  from  his  finger. 

II 

Blind  —  not  duvK 
Else,  Gerard,  were  my  inmost  bowels  stirrHl 
With  pity  beyond  pity :  no,  the  word 
Was  left  upon  your  unmolested  lips  : 
Tour  rooutn  unsealed,  despite  of  eyea^  eelipA^ 
Talked  all  brain's  yearning  into  birth.    1  Ui'k 
Somehow  the  heart  to  wish  your  prMtiee  hM-s 
Which  boasted  hand's  achievement  in  a 
Of  veritable  pictures,  leas  or  mora, 
Still  to  be  seen:  myself  have  sc 

moved 
To  pay  due  homage  to  the  man  I  loved 
Because  of  that  prodigious  book  he  wxetc 
On  Artistry's  Ideal,  by  taking  note. 
Making  aoouaintance  with  his  m 
So  mv  yontn's  piety  obtained  sm 
Of  all  too  dubious  sort :  for,  thona^  it  h 
To  tell  the  ivne,  few  or  none  woud  yneas 
From  extant  lines  and  colors,  De  * 


WITH   GERARD   DE   LAIRESSE 


971 


Your  faonJty,  although  eaeh  deftly*^rr(»uped 
And  aptly-ordered  fi^re-pieoe  was  judged 
Worthy  a  prince's  parchase  in  its  day. 
Ht^arded  experienoe  bears  not  to  be  doped 
Like  bovish  fancy :  *t  was  a  boy  that  budged 
No  foot  8  breath  from  your  risioned  stepe  away 
The  while  that  memorable  **  Walk  "  he  trudged 
III  your  companionahip,  —  the  Book  must  say 
Where,  when  and  wnither,  —  "  Walk/*  come 

what  come  may. 
No  measurer  of  steps  on  this  our  globe 
.^hall  ever  match  for  marvels.     Faustns*  robe, 
And  Portunatus*  cap  were  gifts  of  price  : 
Hut  -  oh,  your  pieee  of  sober  soana  advice 
That  artists  should  descry  abundant  worth 
III  trivial  commonplace,  nor  groan  at  d^uth 
If  fortune  bade  the  painter *s  craft  be  plied 
In  vulgar  town  and  country  !    Why  despond 
Because   hemmed   round   by    Dutch   canals? 

Beyond 
The  ngly  actual,  lo,  on  erexy  side 
Imagination's  limitless  domain 
Displayed  a  wealth  of  wondrous  sounds  and 

sights 
KipH  to  be  realized  by  poet's  brain 
Ai'tiiig    on    painter's    brush !    ^*  Ye    doubt  ? 

Poor  wiffhts. 
What  if  I  set  example,  go  before. 
While  vou  come  after,  and  we  both  explore 
Holland  turned  Dreamland,  taking  care  to  note 
[)hje<*ts  whereto  my  pupils  may  devote 
\ttention  with  advantage  f  " 

III 

So  commenced 
Phat  '*  Walk  "  amid  true  wonders  —  none  to 

you. 
'{ut  huge  to  ns  ignobly  common-sensed, 
^iir blind,  while  plain  could  proper  optics  view 
n  that  old  Bepalchre  by  lightning  split, 
•V'hereof  the  lid  bore  carven,  —  any  dolt 
magines  why,  —  Jove's  very  thunderbolt  : 
fou  who  ooiud  straight  perceive,  by  glance  at 

it. 
Phis  tomb  must  needs   be  Phaeton's!    In  a 

trice, 
'oiifirminic  that  coniectore,  close  on  hand, 
{ehold,  half  out,  half  in  the  plonghed-up  sand, 
i  eharioi-wheel  explained  its  bolt-device  : 
Vhat  other  than  the  Chariot  of  the  Sun 
Iver  let  drop  the  like  ?    Consult  the  tome  — 
bid  inglorious  tarriers-at-home  — 
'or  gn^ater  still  surprise  the  while  that  "  Walk  " 
Wut  on  and  on,  to  end  as  it  begun, 
liok<*full  of  chances,  changes,  everr  one 
H I  w  h i t  less  wondrous.    What  was  there  to  balk 
'h«  who  had  eyes,  from  seeing  ?    You  with  none 
liMed  not  a  marvel :  wheretore  ?    Let  us  talk. 

IV 

ay  am   I  right?    Your  sealed  sense  moved 

yonr  mind, 
rv>«  from  obstmction,  to  compassionate 
rt*s  power  left  powerless,  ana  supply  the  blind 
>'ith  fancies  worth  all  facts  denied  by  fate, 
[ind  oonld  invent  things,  add  to—  Uke  away, 
t  plf>aanre,  leave  out  trifles  mean  and  base 
r'hich  vex  the  sight  that  cannot  say  tham  nay 


Butt  where  mind  plnjs  the  master,  have  no  place. 
And  bent  on  banishmg  was  mind,  be  sure. 
All  except  beauty  from  its  mustered  tribe 
Of  objects  M>pantional  which  lure 
Painter  to  show  and  poet  to  describe  — 
That  imagery  of  the  antioue  song 
Truer  than  truth's  self.    Fancy's  rainbowbirth 
Conceived  *mid  clouds  in  Greece,  could  glance 

aloiw 
Your  passage  o'er  Dutch  veritable  earth. 
As  with  ourselves,  who  see,  familiar  throng 
About  our  pacings  men  and  women  worth 
Nowise  a  glance  —  so  poets  apprehend  — 
Since  naught  avails  portraying  them  in  verse  : 
Wliile  painters  turn  upon  the  neel,  intend 
To  spare  their  work  the  critic's  ready  curse 
Due  to  the  daily  and  undignified. 


I  who  myself  contentedly  abide 

Awake,  nor  want  the  wings  of  dream,  —  who 

tramp 
Earth's  common  surface,  rough,  smooth,  dry  or 

damp, 
—  I  understand  alternatives,  no  less 
Conceive  your  soul's  leap,  Gerard  de  Lairesse ! 
How  were  it  could  I  mingle  false  witli  true. 
Boast,  with  the  sights  I  see,  your  vision  too  ? 
Advantage  would  it  prove  or  detruneiit 
If  I  saw  double  ?    Could  I  gaze  intent 
On  Dryope  plucking  the  blossoms  re<), 
As  you,  whereat  her  lote-tree  writhed  and  bled. 
Yet  lose  no  gain,  no  hard  fast  wide-awake 
Having  and  holding  natnre  for  the  sake 
Of  natnre  only  —  nymph  and  lote-tree  thus 
Gained  by  the  loss  of  tnut  not  fabulous, 
Apple  of  £nglish  homesteads,  where  I  see 
Nor  seek  more  than  crisp  buds  a  struggling  Yhh* 
Uncrumples,    caught    by   sweet   he   clambers 

through? 
Truly,  a  moot  point :  make  it  plain  to  me. 
Who,  bee-like,  sate  sense  with  the  simply  true. 
Nor  seek  to  heighten  that  sufficiency 
By  help  of  feignings  proper  to  the  page  — 
Earth's  surface-blank  whereon  the  elder  ag« 
Put  color,  poetizing  —  poured  rich  life 
On  what  were  else  a  dead  ground  —  nothing 

neas  — 
Until  the  solitary  world  grew  rife 
With  Joves  and  Junes,  nymphs  and  satyrs.  Yea, 
The  reason  was,  fancy  composed  the  strife 
'Twixt  sense  and  soul:  for  sense,  my  De  Lai- 


Cannot  content  itself  with  outward  things. 
Mere  beauty:  soul  must  needs  know  whence 

there  springs  — 
How,  when  and  why  —  what  sense  bot  loves 

nor  lists 
To  know  at  all. 

VI 

Not  one  of  man's  aequista 
Ought  he  resignedlv  to  lose,  methinks : 
So,  point  me  out  wnich  was  it  of  the  links 
Snapt  first,  from  out  the  chain  which  used  to 

bind 
Our  earth  to  heaven,  and  yet  for  you,  since  blind. 
Subsisted  still  efficient  and  intact  ? 
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Oh,  we  can  fancy  too !  but  somehow  itwt 
Has  grot  to  —  say,  not  so  mncb  pnsh  attid^ 
Fancy,  as  to  declare  its  place  Hupplied 
By  fact  nnseen  but  no  Imm  fact  the  sanie. 
Which  mind  bids  sense  accept.     Is  mind  to 

blame. 
Or  wnse,  —  does  that  usarp,  this  abdicate  ? 
First  of  all,  as  yon  **  walked  ^*  —  were  it  too  late 
For  us  to  walk,  if  so  we  willed  ?    Coyfeas 
We  have  the  sober  feet  still,  i>e  Lairease  ! 
Why  not  the  f  rnakish  brain  too,  that  must  needs 
Supplement  nature  —  not  see  flowers  and  weeds 
Simplv  as  snch,  but  link  with  each  and  all 
The  ultimate  perfection  —  what  we  call 
Rigrhtly  enon^n  the  human  slu^  divine  ? 
The  rose  ?    No  rose  unless  it  dwentwine 
From  Venus^  wreath  the  while  she  bends  to  kiss 
Her  deathly  love  ? 

VII 

Plain  retrogresaion,  this ! 
No,  no :  we  poets  go  not  back  at  all : 
What  yon  did  we  could  do  —  from  great  to  small 
linking  assuredly  :  if  this  world  last 
Chie  moment  longer  when  Blan  finds  its  Past 
Exceed  its  Present  —  blame  the  Protoplast  I 
If  we  no  longer  see  as  yon  of  old, 
'T  is  we  see  deeper,     rrotfn'eas  f<nr  the  bold  ! 
You  saw  the  body,  *t  is  the  soul  we  see. 
Try  now !  Bear  witness  while  you  walk  with  me, 
I  see  as  yon  :  if  we  lo<iHe  arms,  stop  pace, 
'T  is  that  you  stand  still,  I  eoncluae  the  race 
Without  yonr  company.    Come,  walk  once  more 
The  **  W^alk  :  "  if  1  to-day  as  you  of  yore 
h^^ust  like  yon  the  blind  ~  then  sight  shall  cry 
—  The  whole  long  day  quite  gone  through  — 
victory  I 

VIII 

Thimders  on  thunders,  doubling  and  redoubling 
Doom  o^er  the  mountain,  while  a  sharp  white 

fire 
Now  shone,  now  sheared    its  rusty  herbage, 

troubling 
Hardly  the  fir-boles,  now  discharged  its  ire 
Full  where  some  pine-tree^s  solitu^  spire 
(Crashed  down,  defiant  to  the  last :  till  —  lo. 
The  motive  of  the  malice  !  — all  aglow. 
Circled  with  flame  there  yawned  a  sudden  rift 
V  the  rock-face,  and  I  saw  a  form  erect 
Front  and  defy  the  outrage,  while  —  as  checked, 
Chidden,  beside  him  dauntless  in  the  drift  -^ 
Cowered  a  heaped  creature,  wing  and  wing  out- 
spread 
In  deprecation  oVr  the  crouching  head 
Still  hungry  for  the  feast  foregone  awhile. 
O  thou,  of  Hcom*8  nnoonqnerable  smile. 
Was  it  when  this  —  Jove's  feathered  fury  — 

slipped 
Gbre-glntted  from  the  hearths  core  whence  he 

ripped  — 
This    eagle -hound  —  neither    reproach    nor 

nrayer  — 
Rafflea,  in  one  more  fierce  attempt  to  tear 
Fate's  secret  from  thy  safeguard,  —  was  it  then 
That  all  these  thunders  rent  earth,  ruined  air 
To  rpnch  thee,  pay  thy  patronage  of  men  ? 
He  thundered,  -^  to  withdraw,  as  beast  to  lair. 


Before  the  triumph  on  thy  pallid  brow. 
Gather  the  night  again  about  thee  now. 
Hate  on,  love  ever !    Mom  is  breaking  thert  — 
The  granite  ridge  pricks    throiq^h    the  tt:.»t. 

tur  jft  gold 
As  wrong  turns  right.    O  laoghters  manif<^ 
Of  ooean^s  ripple  at  dnll  earth's  despair ' 

IX 

But  moming^s  laugh  sets  all  the  erasa  ati^^ht 
Above  the  baffled  tempest :  tree  and  tree 
Stir  themselves  from  tne  stupor  of  the  niftht. 
And  every  strangled  branch  ivsnmes  its  ngh' 
To  breathe,  shakes  loose  dark^s  clinging  dr«v«. 
waves  free 


In  dripping  glory.    Prone  the  runnels  pli 
While  earth,  distent  with  moisture  like  a  spi  r^ 


Smokes  np,  and  leaves  each  plant  iti^  «reiD  ttt 
Each  grass-blade^s  glotv-fj^litter.     Had  I  V  af%  ■ 
The  torrent  now  turned  nver  ?  —  mast«rtQl 
Making  its  rush  o^er  tumbled  ravage  —  sUNie 
And  stub  which  barred  the  froths  and  foani« . 

no  bull 
Ever  broke  bounds  in  formidable  sport 
More  overwhelmingly,  till  lo,  the  spasm 
Sets  him  to  dare  tmtt  last  mad  leap :  report 
Who  may  —  his  fortunes  in  the  deathly  ehaon 
That  swallows  him  in  silence !    Rather  taiw 
Whither,  upon  tlie  upland,  pedestalled 
Into  the  broad  day-splendor,  whom 
These  eyes  but  thee,  supreme  one,  rightly  call'-d 
Mfwn-niaid  in  heaven  above  and,  here  below . 
Earthy  huntress-queen  ?    I  note  the  garb  som- 

cinct 
Saving  from  smirch  that  purity  of  snow 
From  breast  to  knee  —  snow^s  self  ii  itk  just  tk^ 

tinct 
Of  the  apple-blossom's  heart-blush.    Ah«  th* 

bow 
Slack-stnmg  her  fingers  grasp,  where,  ivorr- 

linked 
Honi  curving  blends  with  horn,  a  UMionlikr  ^v^-r 
Which  mimic  the  brow's  crescent  spaikling  «■> 
As  if  a  star's  live  restless  fragment  wtnk«^ 
Proud  yet  repugnant,  captive  in  each  hair  ! 
What  hope  along  the  hiluide,  what  far  bli?» 
Lets  the  crisp  hair-plaits  fall  so  low  they  kwn 
Those  lucid  shoulders  ?    Must  a  mom  so  blitki* 
Needs  have  its  sorrow  when  the  twang  and  kt« 
Tell  that  from  out  thy  sheaf  one  shaft  make* 

writhe 
Its  victim,  thou  unerring  Artemis  ? 
Why  did  the  chamois  stand  so  fair  a  mark 
Arrested  by  the  novel  ahaqie  he  dreamed 
Was  bred  of  liquid  marble  in  the  dark 
I>epths  of  the  mountain's  womb  which  txtr 

teemed 
With  novel  births  of  wonder  ?    Not  one  spark 
Of  pity  in  that  steel-gray  glance  which  gieanifi 
At  the  poor  hoof's  protesting  as  it  stamped 
Idly  the  granite  ?    Let  me  glide  unseen 
From  thy  proud  presence :  well  roayst  thoa  Kf 


queen 
Of  all  those  strange  and  sudden  deatka  « 

damped 
So  oft  Love's  torch  and  Hymen's  tap(*r  lit 
For  happy  marriage  till  the  maidens  pa]*^! 
And  perished  on  the  temple*step«  aasailed 


hirh 
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Hy  —  what  ezoept  to  enTy  must  man^B  wit 
liiipote  thst  sure  implacabltt  release 
<  H  life  f rum  warmth  and    joy  ?     Bat  death 
m< 


Noon  ifl  the  eonqaeror,  —  not  a  Bpray,  nor  leaf, 
Nor  herb,  nor  bioMom  bat  has  rendered  up 
Ita  mominfT  dew  :  the  Talley  aeauted  one  cap 
Of  doud-emoke,  but  the  rapor^s  rei^  was  brief ; 
Sun-«mitten,  see,  it  hangs  —  the  fiuny  haxe  — 
Gray-garmenting  the  herbleM  monntain-«ide. 
To  soothe  the  day's  sharp  glare :  while  far  and 

wide 
Above  nnclonded  bnrm  the  sky,  one  blaae 
With  fieroe  immitigable  bine,  no  bird 
Ventures  to  spot  by  passage.    E'en  of  peaks 
Which  still  presome  there,  plain  eaeh  pale  point 

speaks 
In  wan  transparency  of  waste  incurred 
\ij  over-diuing :  far  from  me  be  such  ! 
I>«ep  in  the  hollow,  rather,  where  combine 
Tree,  shrub  and  brier  to  roof  with  shade  and 

cool 
The  remnant  of  some  lily-strangled  pool. 
Edged  round  with  mossy  f ringini?  soft  and  fine, 
'smooth  lie  the  bottom  slabs,  and  overhead 
Watch  elder,  bramble,  rose,  and  service-tree 
And  one  beneficent  rich  barberrv 
I  swelled  all  over  with  fruitrpendants  red. 
IV  hat  have  I  seen !    O  Satyr,  well  I  know 
Flow  sad  thy  case,  and  what  a  world  of  woe 
kVas  hid  by  the  brown  visage  furry-framed 
>nly  for  mirth :  who  otherwise  could  think  — 
Marking^  thy  month  gape  still  on  laughter's 

brink, 
rhine  eyes  arswim  with  merriment  unnamed 
fiat  hapW  guessed  at  by  their  furtive  wink  f 
^nd  all  tne  while  a  heart  was  panting  sick 
fiehind  that  ahaggy  bulwark  of  thy  breast  — 
.''aasion  it  was  that  made  those  breatb-bursts 

thick 
took  for  mirth  subsiding  into  rsst. 
«o,  it  was  Ljrda  —  she  of  all  the  train 
>f  for«8t-thridding  nymphs,  —  't  was  only  she 
Pumed  from  thy  mstio  homage  in  disdain, 
iaw  but  that  poor  uncouth  outside  of  thee, 
Lnd,  from  her  circling  sisters,  mocked  a  pain 
!x.'ho  had  pitied  —  whom  Pan  loved  in  vain  — 
\>r  she  was  wishful  to  partake  thy  glee, 
f  imic  thy  mirth  —  who  loved  her  not  again, 
larage  for  Lyda's  sake.    She  crouches  there  — 
!*hy  cruel  beauty,  slnmberonsly  laid 
II pine  on  heaped-up  beast-skins,  unaware 
liy  steps  have  trac(^  her  to  the  briery  glade, 
liy  ereiedy  hands  disclose  the  cradling  lair, 
*hy  hot  eyes  reach  and  revel  on  the  maid ! 

XI 

row.  what  shoold  this  be  forf    The  sun's  da- 
dine 
eems  as  he  liiiKered  lest  he  lose  some  act 
N^a<l  and  decirive,  some  prodiflrions  fact 
.ik<*  thnnder  from  the  sate  sky's  sapphirine 
ibont  to  alter  earth's  conditions,  packed 
k'ith  fate  for  nature's  self  that  waits,  aware 
riiat  miaehief  unsuspected  in  the  air 
lei 


Therefore  it  is  that  yonder  space  extends 
Untrenched  upon  by  any  vagrant  tree, 
Shrub,  weed  well-nigh  ;  they  keep  their  bounds, 

leave  free 
The  platform  for  what  actors  ?  Foes  or  friends. 
Here  come  they  trooping  silent :  heaven  sus- 
pends 
Purpose  the  while  they  range  themselves.  I  see! 
Bent  on  a  battle,  two  vast  powers  agree 
This  present  and  no  af  tersjontest  enda 
One  or  the  other's  ffrasp  at  rule  in  reach 
Over  the  race  of  man  —  host  fiontimr  host. 
As  statue  statue  fronts  —  wrath-moIUMi  each. 
Solidified  by  hate,  — earth  halved  almost. 
To  close  once  more  in  chaos.    Yet  two  shapes 
Show  prominent,  each  from  the  uniyerse 
Of  muiions  rouna  about  him,  that  disperse 
Like  cloud-obstruction  when  a  bolt  escapes. 
Who  flames  firat  ?   Macedonian,  is  it  thou  ? 
A^,  and  who  f  ronta  thee.  King  Darius,  drapes 
His  form  with  purple,  filletrfolds  his  brow. 

XII 

What,  then  the  long  day  dies  at  last  f    Abrupt 
The  snn  that  seem^,  in  stooping,  sure  to  melt 
Our  mountain-ridge,  is  mastend :    black  the 

belt 
Of  westward  crags,  his  gold  oonld  not  corrupt. 
Barriers  again  the  valley,  lets  the  flow 
Of  lavi^  glory  waste  itself  away 
—  Whither  f  For  new  dimes,  fresh  eyes  bvsaks 

the  day! 
Night  was  not  to  be  baffled.    If  the  glow 
Were  all  that's  gone  front  nsl    Did  doods, 

afloat 
So  filmily  but  now,  dtscaid  no  rase. 
Sombre  throughout  the  fleccincas  that  grows 
A  sidlen  uniformity.     I  note 
Rather  displeasure,  —  in  the  overspread 
Change  from  the  swim  of  gdd  to  one  pale  lead 
Oiipressive  to  malevolence,  —  than  late 
Tnoae  amorous  yearnings  when  the  aggregate 
Of  doudlets  pressed  that  each  and  all  might  sate 
Its  passion  and  partake  in  relics  red 
Of  aay's  beqneathment :  now,  a  frown  instead 
Estranges,  and  affrights  who  needs  must  fare 
On  and  on  till  his  journey  ends :  but  where  ? 
Caucasus  ?    Lost  now  in  the  ni^ht.    Away 
And  far  enough  lies  that  Arcadia. 
The  human  heroes  tread  the  world's  dark  way 
No  longer.    Yet  I  dimly  see  almost  — 
Yes,  for  my  last  adventure  1    'T  is  a  ghost. 
So  drops  away  the  beauty  I    There  he  stands 
Voiceless,    scarce    strives    with     deprecating 

hands. •• 

XIII 

Enongh  !    Stop  further  fooling,  De  Lairesse  ! 
My  fault,  not  yonm !    Some  fitter  way  express 
Heart's  satisfaction  that  the  Past  indeed 
Is  past.  givM  way  before  Life's  best  and  last. 
The  all-uiduding  Future  I    What  were  Kfe 
Did  soul  stand  still  therein,  forego  her  strife 
Throuflrh  the  ambiguous  Present  to  the  goal 
Of  some  all-reconciling  Fntnre  f    Soul, 
Nothing  has  been  which  shall  not  bettered  be 
Hereafter,  —  leave  the  root,  by  law's  decree 
Whence  springs  the  ultimata  and  parfset  tree ! 
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Busy  thee  with  nnaftrthiner  root  ?  Nay,  clioib — 
Quit  tmok,  brmneh*  leaf  and  flower  —  reaeh, 

reatsablima 
Where  fruitage  ripens  in  the  bbue  of  day  ! 
Overlook,  deiptie,  forget,  throw  flower  away. 
Intent  on  pnoKKw  ?    No  whit  more  than  atop 
Ascent  therewith  to  dally,  screen  the  top 
boflieieneT  of  yiald  by  interposed 
Twistwork  bold  foot  gets  free  from.  Wherefora 

gloied 
The  poets  —  **  Dream  afresh  old  godlike  shapes. 
Recapture  anoieBt  &ble  that  eeeapes. 
Push  back  reality,  repeofde  earth 
With  Tanisbed  faliMiiess.  nMsognize  no  worth 
In  faet  Bew4ioni  unless  t  is  rendered  baek 
Pallid  by  fancy,  as  the  western  rack 
Of  fading  olood  bequeaths  the  lake  some  gleam 
Of  its  gone  glory  i  ^ 

XIV 

Let  things  be  —  not  seem, 
I  counsel  rather,  —  do,  and  nowise  dream ! 
Earth's  young  significance  is  all  to  learn : 
The  dead  Greek  lore  lies  buried  in  the  urn 
Where  who  seeks  firs  finds  ashes.     Ghost,  for- 
sooth 1 
What  was  the  best  Greece  babbled  of  as  truth  ? 
**  A  shade,  a  wtetohed  nothing,  —  sad,  thin, 

drear, 
Ck>ld,  dark,  it  holds  on  to  the  lost  Iotcs  here. 
If  hand  have  haplr  sprinkled  o*er  the  dead 
Three  charitable  aust-heaps,  made  mouth  red 
One  moment  by  the  sip  of  saerifioe : 
Just  so  ranch  oomfort  thaws  the  stubborn  iee 
Slow-thickening  upward  till  it  choke  at  length 
The  last  faint  nntter  craving  —  not  for  strength, 
Not  beauty,  sot  the  riches  and  the  rule 
O'er  men  that  made  life  life  indeed.*'    Sad 

school 
Was  Hades!    Gladly,—  might  the  dead  but 

slink 
To  life  back,  —  to  the  drees  onoe  more  would 

drink 
Each  interloper,  drain  the  hnmblast  onp 
Fata  mixes  tor  nnmanity. 

XV 

Cheer  up,  — 
Be  death  with  me.  as  with  A<^illes  erst, 
Of  Man's  calamities  the  last  and  worst  :^ 
Take  it  so !    By  proved  potency  that  still 
Makes  perfect,  be  assurea,  come  what  come  will. 
What  once  lives  never  dies  —  what  here  attains 
To  a  beginning,  has  no  end,  still  gains 
And  never  loees  anght :  when,  where,  and  how  — 
Lies  in  Law's  lap.   What 's  death  then  ?    Even 

now 
With  so  mneh  knowledge  is  it  hard  to  bear 
Brief  interposing  ignorance  ?    Is  care 
For  a  erpation  found  at  fault  just  there  — 
Thsn  ^vhere  the  heart  breaks  hood  and  ont- 


To 


mas  time, 

not  follow  what  shall  be  ? 

XVI 


That  rairaole  the  Greek  Bard  sadly  _ 

'*  Spring  for  the  tree  and  herb  —  no  Spaag  for 

usi" 
Let   Spring   come:    why,  a  man  mdntes  hrr 

thus: 

Dance,  yellows  and  whitesaad  reds.  — 
Lead  y<^  gay  aay^y,  leaves,  stalka,  heads 
Astir  with  the  wind  in  the  tnlip-beds  I 


There 's  sunshine ;  seareely  a  wind  at  all 
Disturbs  starved  grass  ana  daisies  snail 
On  a  oertain  monml  by  a  churehyard  walL 

Daisies  and  grass  be  my  heart's  bedf  eUbws 
On  the  monnd  wind  spares  and  snaahine  mel- 
lows: 
Dance  yon,  reds  and  whites  and  yeliaw* ! 


WITH  CHARLES  AVISON 

The  mannaoript  of  the  Grand  Monk  writtf* 
by  Avison  was  in  the  possession  of  Bi«wnix<^  « 
father,  and  a  copy  is  given  at  the  aad  of  \h/^ 
poem.  The  Relft  who  is  two  or  three  ttm^ 
mentioned  was  Browmng's  teadier  of  music, 
who  was  a  learned  oontrapnn^t. 


How  strange  I  — but,  fimtof  all,  the  Kttle  feci 
Which  led  my  fancy  forth.    Thia  bitter  BMtn 
Showed  me  no  object  in  the  stretch  foriom 
Of  garden-ground  beneath  my  window,  baekMt 
By  yon   worn   wall   wherefrom    the   trwi^r. 


To  clothe  its  brickwork,  hangs  now,  rent  sui 

racked 
By  five  months'  cruel  winter,  —  showed  no  un 
And  tattered  ravage  worse  for  eyes  to  see 
Than  just  one  ugly  space  of  clearance,  left 
Bare  even  of  the  bones  whieh  used  to  be 
Warm  wrappage,  safe  embracement:  this  ov 

deft  — 
—  Oh,  what  a  life  and  beaaty  filled  it  np 
Startlingly,  when  methought  the  naie  clay  (« > 


Hera 's  rhyme 
Snoh  aa  one  makes  new, — saj,  when  Spring 


Ran  over  with  poured  bright  wine  I     T  «j 

bird 
Breast-deep   there,  tugging  at  hia  prise.  3^ 

terred 
No  whit  by  the  fast4alling  8m>w-flake :  gab 
Such  prize  my  blackcap  must  by  night  aK 

main  — 
The  cloth-shred,  still  abutter  f  ron  tta  nail 
That  fixed  a  spray  onoe.     Now,  what  told  tiy 

tale 
To   thee,  —  no   townsman   but  bom  ecrharc 

thief,  — 
Tliat  here  —  surpassing  nwmm  tnft»  bssrd  ir^m 

sheaf 
Of  sun'seorehed  bari«y,  iMtnshain  lasv  mi 

stent. 
All  proper  eonntry-pUlage — hete,  no  doehc 
Was  just  the  ncrar  to  steal  shtwtM  line  thy  srt 
Snperbly?    Off  he  flew.  hkhiW  ms-m d 
The  booty  sure  to  set  hia  wife's  snel 
Greenly  arquiver.    Hew  they  elinh  sad 
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(Imii;  parroi-wiad  to  bough,  these  bbuskeapal 

MnuiKe 
'^t'emed  to  a  eity-dweller  that  the  finch 
should  ntTAy  eo  far  to  forace :  at  a  pinoh, 
Wfw  not  the  fine  wooKs  wu  within  nis  lange 
-  Filchines  on    erery  fence  ?      But  no :    the 

need 
Whh  of  this  nM?  of  mannfacture,  spoiled 
I  ( y  art,  and  yet  by  nature  near  nnaoUed, 
S*>w-fiuited    to   what   soheiuing'  finch    woaU 

breed 
[ii  comfort,  this  nnoomlortable  March. 

II 

kVt  --  by    the    first    pink    blossom    on   the 

Ureh  I  — 
rhitt  was  searoe  stranser  than  that  memory,  — 
III  want  of  what  shonld  cheer  the  stay-atrhome, 
Viy  soul,  — must  straiifht  clap  pinion,  well-nigh 

roam 
\  century  back,  nor  onoe  elose  plame,  descry 
riie    appropriate    rug   to    plunder,     till    she 

pounced  — 
*t'ay.  on  what  relic  of  a  brain  long  still  ? 
tVhat  old-world  work  proved  foruge  lor  the 

bill 
H    memox7   the   far-flyer  ?      '*  March  **   an- 
nounced, 
verily  believe,  the  dead  and  gone 
4ame  of  a  mnsio^maker :  one  of  such 
n  England  as  did  little  or  did  much, 
{ut.  doing,  had  their  day  onee.    Avison  I 
singly  and  solely  for  an  air  of  thine, 
U>Id-flteppiBg  *^  March,"  foot  stept  to  ere  my 

hand 
*ould  stretch  an  octave,  I  overlooked  the  band 
K  majestiea  famiUar,  to  decline 
>ii  thee  —  not  too  conspicuous  on  the  list 
>f  worthies  who  by  help  off  pipe  or  wire 
Ixpreased  in  sound  rough  rage  or  soft 
liou,  whilom  of  Newcastle  organiiit ! 

ill 

<i  much  could  one  —well,  thinnish  air  effect ! 
Liii   I  ungrateful  ?    for,  your  March,   styled 

"  Gnmd/' 
>id  veritably  seem  to  grow,  exnwnd, 
kiid  greaten  up  to  title  as,  uncneeked, 
hvam-marohers  marched,  kept  marching,  slow 

and  sure, 
ri  time,  to  tune,  unohangeaUy  the  same, 
'rr>ni  nowhere  into  nowhere,  —  out  they  cama, 
^nward  they  passed,  and  in  they  went.     No 

lure 
*f  novel  modulation  pricked  the  flat 
ort bright  perristittg  melody,  —  no  hint 
'hat  discord,  sound  asleep  beneath  the  flint, 
rnick   -might  spring  spark-fike,  claim  due 

tit-foi^Ut, 
•oenehed  in  a  eonoord.    No!    Yet,  sueh  the 

might 
f  4|nietnde*8  imrnntaUHty, 
liat  somehow  coldness  gathered  warmth,  well- 

.  "««h 
iiickened  —  which    eould    not    be  !  —  grew 

bnmfaiic-brigfat 
r'ith   fife-shriek,  cymbal-elaah  aad   tnimpei- 

blare. 


To  dmm-«ecentnation :  paoin^  tnined 
Striding,  and  striding  grew  ^[igantio,  spumed 
At  last  the  narrow  spaee  ^twizt  earth  and  air, 
80  shook  me  back  into  niy  sober  self. 

IV 

And  where  w<^e  I  ?     The  March  had  set  me 

down 
There  whence  I  plueked  the  measure,  as  his 

brown 
Frayed  flannel-bit  my  bbckcap.     Great  John 

Relfe, 
Master  of  mine,  learned,  redoubtable. 
It  little  needed  thv  consummate  skill 
To  fitly  figure  such  a  bass  I    The  key 
Was  —  should  not  memory  play  me    false  — 

weU,C. 
Av,  with  tlie  Greater  Third,  in  Triple  Time, 
Three  crochets  to  a  bar :  no  ohanppe,  I  grant, 
£xcept  hmn  Tonic  down  to  Dommant. 
And  yet  —  and  vet  —  if  I  could  put  in  rhyme 
The  manner  of  that  marching  1  —  which  had 

stopped 
>-  I  wonder,  where  ?  —  but  that  my  weak  self 

dropped 
From  ont  tiie  ranks,  to  rub  eyea  diaentranoed 
And  feel  that,  after  all  the  way  advanced. 
Hack  must  I  foot  it«  1  and  my  oompeem. 
Only  to  reach,  across  a  hundred  yeani, 
The  bandsman  Avison  whose  little  book 
And  large  tune  thus  had  led  me  the  long  way 
(As  late  a  rag  my  blaokcan)  from  to-day 
And  to-dav's  musio-manutaoture,  —  Bnhms, 
I  Wagner,  Dvorak,  Liszt,  —  to  where  —  trumpets, 
I  shawms, 

1  Show   yoorselves   joyful  I  —  Handel   reigns  -~ 

supreme  ? 
By  no  means  1    Bnononcini^s  work  is  theme 
For  fit  laudation  of  the  impartial  few : 

iWe  stand  in  England,  mind  you  I)    Fashion  too 
■^avora  Gemiaiani — of  those  ehoioe^ 
Coneertoa :  nor  there  wants  a  certain  voice 
;  Raised  in  thy  favor  likewise,  famed  Pepusch 
Dear  to  our  greatgrandfathers  I    In  a  bush 
()f  Doctor's  wig,  they  prised  thee  timing  beats 
While  Gfeenway  ^ed  '*  Akuda."    Such  were 

feats 
Of  mune  in  thy  day  —  diqmte  who  list  — 
Aviaon,  of  Newcastle  orgnnist  I 


And  here  's  your  musie  all  alive  once  more  — 
As  onoe  it  was  alive,  at  least:  just  so 
The  figured  worthies  of  a  waxwork-show 
Attest  --  such  people,  years  and  years  ago. 
Looked  thus  when  outside  deaui  had  life  be- 
low, 

—  GouM  sav  ''  We  are  now  "  not "  We  were  ol 

yore,^' 

—  "Feel  how  our  pulses  leap  I  *' and  not '' Ex- 

plore— 
Ezphun  why  quietude  has  settled  o'er 
Surface  once  aU  awork  I ''    Ay, each  a  ''Suite'* 
Roused   heart   to  rapture,  such  a  '*  Fugue  *^ 

would  eatoh 
Soul  heavenwards  up,   when  time  was:  why 

attach 
Blame  to  exhanated  fanltlessiiess,  no  match 
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For   fresh    achievement  ?    Feat    once  —  ever 

feat ! 
How  can  completion  {?tow  still  more  complete  ? 
Hear  Aviaon  f    He  tenders  evidence 
That  music  in  his  day  as  much  absorbed 
Heart  and  soul  then  as  Wa^uer^s  music  now, 
Perfect  from  centre  to  circumference  — 
Orbed  to  the  full  can  be  but  fully  orbed  : 
And  yet  —  and  yet  —  whence  comes  it    that 

"OThou'^- 
Siehed  by  the  sonl  at  eve  to  Hesperus  — 
VViU  not  again  take  wing  and  iiy  away 

i!!)ince  fatal  Wagner  fixed  it  fast  for  us) 
u  some  unmodulated  minor  ?    Nay, 
Even  by  UandePs  help  I 

VI 

I  state  it  thus : 
There  is  no  tmer  truth  obtainable 
By   Man    than   comes  of   music.    "^  Soul "  — 

(accept 
A  word  which  vaguely  names  what  no  adept 
In  word-use  fits  and  fixes  so  that  still 
Thing  shall  not  slip  word^s  fetter  and  remain 
Innominate  as  first,  yet,  free  again, 
Is  no  less  recognized  the  absolute 
Fact  underlying  that  same  other  fact 
Concerning  which  no  cavil  can  dispute 
Our  nomenclature  when  we  call  it  *'  Mind  "  — 
Something  not  Matter)  —  ^^Soul,"  who  seeks 

shall  find 
Distinct  beneath  that  something.    Yon  exact 
An  illustrative  image  ?    lliia  may  suit. 

VII 

We  see  a  work :  the  worker  works  behind. 
Invisible  himself.    ISuppose  his  act 
Be  to  o'erarch  a  gulf :  he  digs,  transports,  ^ 
Shapes    and,    through    enginery  —  all    sizes, 

sorts, 
I^ys  stone  by  stone  nntil  a  floor  compact 
IVoves  our  bridged  causeway.    iSo  works  Mind 

—  by  stress 
Of  faculty,  with  loose  facts,  more  or  less. 
Builds  np  onr  solid  knowledge  :  all  the  same, 
Underneath  rolls   what   Mind   may  hide  not 

tame. 
An  element  which  works  beyond  onr  guess, 
tSonl,  the  unsounded  sea  —  whose  lift  of  suige. 
Spite  of  all  superstructure,  lets  emerge, 
Iii^  flower  and  foam.  Feeling  from  out  the  deeps 
Mind  arrogates  no  mastery  npon  — 
I  )i8tinct  indisputably.     Has  there  gone 
To  dig  up,  drag  forth,   render  smooth  from 

rough 
Mind*s  flooring, —  operositv  enough  ? 
Still  the  successive  labor  of  each  inch, 
^^^o  lists  may  learn :  from  the  last  turn  of 

winch 
That  let  the  polished  slab-stone  find  its  place, 
To  the  first  prod  of  pickaxe  at  the  base 
Of  the  nnqnarried  mountain,  —  what  was  all 
MindV  varied  process  except  natural, 
Xay,  easy  even,  t4)  descry,  describe. 
After  onr   fashion  ?    ^*  So  worked  Mind :  its 

tribe 
Of  senses  ministrant  above,  below. 
Far.  near,  or  now  or  haply  long  ago 


Brought  to  pass  knowledge.*'    Bat  ikml'a  m. 

—  drawn  whence. 
Fed  how,  forced  whither,  —  by  what  evidcaep 
Of  ebb  and  flow,  that  'a  felt  beDeath  the  treMl. 
Soul  has  its  coarse  *neath  Mind's  work  o%n^ 

head, — 
Who  tells  of,  tracks  to  source  the  foaots  <^ 

Soul? 
Yet  wherefore  heaving  sway  and  restless  roU 
This  side  and  that,  except  to  emulate 
Stability  above  ?    To  match  and  mate 
Feeling  with  knowledge,  —  make  as  manifest 
Soul's  work  as  Blind's  work,  turbolenoe  as  rv^ 
Hates,  loves,  joys,  woes,  hopea,  feats,  that  rib- 
and sink 
Ceaselessly,  passion's  transieDt  flit  and  wiak. 
A  ripple's  tinting  or  a  spnme-«heet*s  spread 
Whitening  the  wave,  —  to  strike  ail  this  Ij- 

dead. 
Run  mercury  into  a  monld  like  lead, 
And  henceforth  have  the  plain  reaolt  to  show 
How  we  Feel,  hard  and  fast  as  whnt  we  Knfi«  - 
ITiis  were  the  prize  and  is  the  puzzle  !  —  « lu*  a 
Music  essays  to  solve :  and  here 's  the  hitch 
That  balks  her  of  full  triumph  else  to  buasi 

VIII 

All  Arts  endeavor  thisj  and  die  the  most 
Attains  thereto,  yet  fails  of  ton^iing:  why* 
Does  Mind  get   Knowledge  from  Art's  n& 

istrv? 
What's   known  once   is   known  ever:    An> 

arrange. 
Dissociate,  le-distribnte,  intarehance 
Part    with    part,  lengthen,  broaden,   high  u> 

deep 
Construct    their    bravest,  —  atill    and 

produce 
Change,  not  creation :  simply  what  lay 
At  first  lies  firmly  after,  what  design 
Was  faintly  traced  in  heutatiog  line 
Once  on  a  time,  grows  firmly  reaolnte 
Henceforth    and  evermore.    Mow,   eoold 

shoot 
Liquidity  into  a  mould,  —  soma  wny 
Arrest  Soul's  evanescent  mooda,  and  keep 
Unalterably  still  the  forms  that  leap 
To  life  for  once  by  help  of  Art !  —  which  y 
To  save  its  capture:  Foetry  diaeema. 
Painting  is  'ware  of  passion's  riae  and  fall. 
Bursting,  anbaidenoe,  intermixture  —  all 
A-seethe  within  the  giilf .    Eaeh  Art 
Would  stav  the  apparition,  —  nor  in  vain : 
The    Poet's   word-mesh,    Painter's 

swift 
Color-and-line-throw  —  proud    the 

lift! 
Thus  felt  Man  and  thus  looked  Man, 

cauj^ht 
I'  the  midway  awhn  of  sea,  —  not 

aught. 
Of  nether-brooding  lovea,   hates,   ho|Ma  s» 

fears, 
Enwombed  past  Art's  disehisara.    Fleet  *> 

years, 
And  still  the  Poet's  piwe  holds  H(4ean 
At  gaze  from  topmost  Troy  —  '*  But  whrre  -'* 

they. 
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^ly  bruthen,  in  the  armameut  I  name 
Hero  by  hero  ?^  Can  it  be  that  shame 
Kttr  their  loat aiiiter  holdii  tbeni  from  the  war?  *' 

Kiiowing  not  they  already  slept  afar 
HIach  of  them  in  his  own  dear  native  land. 
'>till  on  the  Painter's  fresco,  from  the  hand 
I H  God  takes  Eve  the  life-spark  whervtiiito 
^he  trembles  no  from  nothingness.    Outdo 
Hoth  of  them,  Moaio  I    Dredging  deep4*r  yet. 
Drag  into  dav,  —  by  sound,  thy  master-iiet,  ~ 
Die  abysmal  bottom-groa'th,  ambi^ous  thing 
[Unbroken  of  a  branch,  palpitating 
With  limbs*  play  and  litems  semblance !    There 

it  lies, 
Marvel  and  mystery,  of  myHteries 
And  marvels,  most  to  love  and  land  thee  for  I 
"Nkve  it  from  ohanoe  and  change  we  most  ab- 
hor! 
[tive  momentary  feeling  permanence, 
v>  that  thy  capture  hoU,  a  century  hence, 
rnith's  very  heart  of  truth  as,  safe  ttwlay. 
The  Painter's  Eve,  the  Poet^s  Helena 
Niill  rapturously  bend,  afar  still  throw 
The  wistful  gaze  I    Thanks,  Homer,  Adk^Io  ! 
[\>uld  MuMic  reseue  tiius  from  ^^on^s  profound, 
!}ive  feeling  immortality  by  sound, 
rhen  were  she  queenliest  of  Arts  I    Alns  — 
\h  well  expect  tne  rainbow  not  to  pass  I 
*  Praise  *  Radamisto  *  —  love  attains  therein 
To  perfect  utterance  I    Pitv  -~  what  sluill  win 
riiy  secret  like  *  Rinaldo  *  ?  ^*  —  so  men  said : 
Jnce  all    was   perfume  —  now,   the  flower  is 

dead—^ 
Fhtty  spied  tints,  sparks  have  left  the  spar  I 

Love,  hate. 
Tor,  fear,  survive,  —  alike  importunate 
\f  ever  to  j(o  walk  the  world  a^ain, 
Snr  ghost-Iike  pant  for  outlet  all  in  vain 
Till  Music  loose  them,  fit  each  tUmily 
With  form  enough  to  know  and  name  it  by 
Kor  any  rvcugnizer  sure  of  ken 
And  shiirp  of  ear,  no  grosser  dentsen 
>f  (>Hrth  than  needs  be.    Nor  to  such  appeal 
Is  Mu.Hic  long  obdurat*« :  off  they  steal  -  - 
(low  gently,  dawn-doomed    phantoms!    back 

come  the^ 
Kfill-bloiided  with  new  crimson  of  broad  day  — 
l*(HHif>n  made  ]NUpable  one**  nioK.    Ye  look 
k'our    List   on    Handel?    Gaie  your   first  on 

Ohick  I 
Why  wistful  search.  O  waning  ones,  the  chart 
H  Hiars  for  you  white  Haydn,  while  Mozart 
)<*cupies  heaven  ?    These  al<M>,  fanned  to  fire, 
blamboyaat  wholly,  -^  so  perfections  tire,  — 
Whiten  to  wanness,  till  ...  let  others  note 
[lie  evei^new  invasion ! 

IX 

I  devote 
f<Hther  my  modicnm  of  parts  to  use 
iVhat  power  may  yet  avail  to  re-inf ose 
In  fancy,  please  yon !)  sleep  that  looks  like 

death 
With  momentary  liveliness,  lend  breath 
To  make  the  torpor  half  inhale.    O  R..'lfe, 
Vn  all-unworthy  punil.  from  the  shelf 
h  thy  laboratory,  dares  unstop 
l^ittlf.  ope  box,  extract  thence  pinch  and  drop 


(>f  dusts  and  dews  a  manv  thon  didst  shrine 
Each  in  its  right  leoentacle,  aasipi 
To  each  its  proper  office,  letter  huge 
Label  and  label,  then  with  solemn  charge, 
Reviewing  learnedly  the  list  complete 
Of  chemical  reaotives,  from  thy  feet 
Push  down  the  same  to  me,  attent  below. 
Power  in  abundance :  armed  wherewith  I  go 
To   play  the  enlivener.    Bring  good  antique 

stuff  I 
Was  it  alitfht  once  ?    Still  lives  spark  euoug^h 
For  breath  to  quicken,  run  the  smouldering 

ash 
Red  right-through.   What,  **  stone-dead  '^  were 

fools  so  rash 
As  style  my  Avison,  because  he  lacked 
Modem  appliance,  spread  out  phrase  unracked 
B^  modulations  fit  to  make  each  hair 
iStf  ffen  upon  his  wi|{  ?    bee  there  —  and  there  I 
I  sprinkle  mv  reactivas,  pitch  broadcast 
Discords  ana  resolutions,  turn  aghast 
Melody's  easy-going,  jostle  law 
With  uoense,  modiuate  (no  Bach  in  awe) 
Change  enharmonically  (Hudl  to  thank) 
And  lo,  upstart    the    namelets,  —  what    was 

blank 
Turns  scarlet,  purple,  crimson  I     Straightway 

scanned 
IW  eyes  that  like  new  lustre  —  Love  once  more 
Veams  through  the  Largo,  Hatred  as  before 
Rages  in  the  Rubato  :  e  en  thy  March, 
My  Avison,  which,  sooth  to  say  —  (ne'er  arch 
Eyebrows   in    anger  I )  ~  timed,   in   Georgian 

years 
The  step  precise  of  British  Grenadiers 
To  such  a  nicety,  —  if  score  I  crowd, 
If  rhythm  I  break,  if  beats  I  vary,  —  tap 
At  bar's  off-starting  turns  true  thunder-clap, 
Ever  the  pa(»  augmented  till  —  what 's  here  ? 
Titanic  striding  toward  Olympus  I 


Fear 

No  snob  irreverent  innovation  I    SUll 
Glide  on,  go  rolling,  water^like,  at  will  — 
Nay,  were  thy  melody  in  monotone. 
The  due  three-parts  dispensed  with  I 

XI 

Thisahme 
Comes  of  my  tiresome  talking :  Music's  throne 
S«>«ts  somebody  whom  somebody  unseats. 
And  whom  in  turn  —  by  who  knows  what  new 

feats 
Of  strength -' Hhall  somelxMly  as    sure    push 

^  down. 
Consign  him  dispossessed  of  sceptre,  crown. 
And  orb  im|)eriiu  —  whereto?    Never  dream 
That  what  once  lived  shall  ever  die  I    They 

seem 
Dead      do  they  ?  Upsed  things  lost  in  limbo  ? 

Bring 
Our  life  to  kindle  theirs,  and    straight  each 

king 
Starta,  yon  shall  see,  stands  up,  from  head  to 

foot 
No  inch  that  is  not  Purcell  I  Whersf oro  ?   (Snit 
Measure  to  subject,  fir^t  —  no 
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Yet  in  thy  bold  C  major,  Avison, 
As  suited  step  a  minnte  since :  no :  wait  — 
Into  the  minor  key  first  modulate  — 
Gently  with  A,  now  —  in  the  Lesser  Third  I) 

XII 

Of  all  the  lamentable  debts  incurred 

By  Man  through  buying  knowledge,  this  were 

worst: 
That  he  should   find  his  last  gain  prove  his 

first 
Was  futile  —  merely  nescience  absolute. 
Not  knowledge  in  the  bud  which  holds  a  fruit 
Haply  undreamed  of  in  the  souths  Spring-tide, 
Pursed  in  the  petals  Summer  opens  wide, 
And  Autumn,  withering,  rounds    to  perfect 

ripe, — 
Not  this,  —  but  ignorance,  a  blur  to  wipe 
From  human  records,  late  it  graced  so  much. 
''  Truth  —  this  attainment  ?    Ah,  but  such  and 

such 
Beliefs  of  yore  seemed  inexpugnable 
When  we  attained   themf  E'en  as  they,  so 

wiU 
This  their  successor  haTe  the  due  mon^  noon. 
Evening   and  night  —  just   as  an   old-world 

tune 
Wears  out  and  drops  away,  untU  who  hears 
Smifingly    questions — *ThiB  it  was    brought 

tears 
Once  to  all  eves,  —  this  roused  hearths  rapture 

once  ? 
So  will  it  be  with  tmth  that,  for  the  nonce. 
Styles  itself  truth  perennial :  Vare  its  wile  ! 
Kiiowledge  turns  nescience,  —  foremost  on  the 

file. 
Simply  proves  first  of  our  delusions/' 

XIII 

Now  — 
Blare  it  forth,  bold  G  major  I    Lift  thy  brow, 
Man,  the  immortal,  that  wast  never  fooled 
With  gifts  no  gifts  at  all,  nor  ridiculed  — 
Man  knowing  —  he  who  nothing  knew  I    As 

Hope, 
Fear,  Joy,  and  Grief,  —  though  ampler  stretch 

and  scope 
They  seek  and  find    in  novel  rhythm,  fresh 

phrase,  — 
Were  e<juHllv  existent  in  far  days 
Of  Music's  <tini  beginning  —  even  so, 
Tmth  was  at  full  within  thee  long  ago. 
Alive  as  now  it  takes  what  latest  shane 
May  startle  thee  by  strangeness.     Truths  es- 
cape 
Time's  insufficient  garniture :  they  fade. 
They  fall  —  those  sheathings  now  grown  sere, 

whose  aid 
Was  infinite  to  truth  they  wrapped,  saved  fine 
And   fre<>  through   March   frost:    May  dews 

crystalline 
Nourish  truth  merely,  —  does  June  boast  the 

fruit 
As  —  not  new  vesture  merely  but,  to  boot. 
Novel  creation  f    Soon  shall  fade  and  fall 
Myth  after  myih  —  the  husk-like  lies  I  call 
New  truth's  eorolla-saieguard :  Autumn  comes, 
So  mneh  the  better  ! 


XIV 

Therefore  —  bang  the  dnunt. 
Blow  the  trumpets,  Avison  I    Mazclnmotive  ? 

that's 
Tmth  which  endures  r^Mtting.  Sharps  and  flatv 
Lavish  at  need,  shall  dance  athwart  thy  score 
When  ophideide  and  bombardon's  uproar 
Mate  the  approaching  trample,  even  now 
Big  in  the  distance  —  or  my  ears  deeeive  — 
Of  federated  England,  fitly  weave 
Maroh-music  for  the  Future  1 

XV 

Or  sappoa^ 
Back,  and  not  forward,  tramsfomuitian  go<>*  ? 
Once  more  some  sable-stoled  procearion  —  ibt. 
From  Little-ease  to  Tybum  —  wends  its  w^} . 
Out  of  the  dungeon  to  the  gallows- tice 
Where  heading,  hacking,  hanging  is  to  be 
Of  half-a-dozen  recusants  —  this  day 
Three  hundred  years  ago !  ^  How  dmj  drone* 
Elizabethan  plam-song  —  dim  antique 
Ghrown  clarion-clear  the  while  I  humbly  wre^k 
A    classic    vengeance    on     thy    March !     It 

moans — ^ 
Larges  and  Longs  and  Breves  displaebig  quit« 
Crotchet-and-qnaver  pertnees  —  hmdiiBg  b&n 
Aside  and  filling  vacant  sky  with  stars 
Hidden  till  now  that  day  xstiira  to  night. 

XVI 

Nor  night  nor  da^  :  one  purpose  more  na  K-^l 
Be  thv  mood  mine !    As  thon  wast  mind^ 

Man  's 
The  cause  our  music  champions  :  I  were  loth 
To  think  we  cheered  our  troop  to  Pksntoo  Pju.^ 
Ignobly :  back  to  times  of  EngUad's  best  ] 
Parliament  stands  for  privil^^ — life  and  Inc'  • 
Guards    HoUIb,  Hasenrig,    Strods,  Hanpd*^ 

Pym, 
The  famous  Five.    There 's  mroor  off  mm*t 
Bring  up  the  Train  Bands,  Sontbwat^ !    TW^^ 

protest : 
Shall  we  not  all  join  chorus?    Hark  tbe  hyusc 
—  Rough,  rude,  robostions  —  honiel7  hcoLrt  » 

tnrob, 
Harsh  voice  a-hallo,  as  beseems  the  nsob  ! 
How   good   is  noise  !  what  'a  sileiioe  bnt  ^'- 

spair 
Of  makug  sound  match  gladness  never  tberr-  * 
Give  me  some  great  glad  "  subjeet,**  glori  -* 

Bach, 
Where  cannon-roar  not  organ-peal  we  Isfck ! 
Join  in,  give  voice  robustious  rude  and  rcragK  - 
Avison  helps  —  so  heart  lend  noiss  enough  I 

Fife,  trump,  drum,  sound !  and  sing«r»  then 
Marching  say  *^  Pym,  the  man  of  men  !  ** 
Up,  heads,  your  prondest,  —  out  tlmiate.  yir*^ 

loudest  — 
"Somerset's  Pym!" 

Strafford  from  the  block,  Eliot  from  tbe  d^v. 
Foes,  hiends,  shout  "  Pym,  oar  eitiem !  '* 
Wail,  the  foes  he  quelled, — hail,  tb^  fr^'   - 
he  held, 
Tavistock's  Pym ! " 


it 
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HtfuilB  prompt  h«ulsi  handa  that  ply  the  p«B 

Tcaeh  babet  nahom  th«  where  and  whan. 

—  Tyrants,  he  braved    them,—  patriota,    he 

laved  them  — 
"  WeBtmiDster's  Pym  I '' 
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FUST  AND  HIS  FRIENDS 

AN  EPILOGUB 

Fir  at  Friend,  Up,  up,  np — next  atep  of  the 

ataireaaa 
Liuidi  na,  lo,  at  the  chamher  of  dread  1 
Second  Friend.  Looked  aad  barred  t 
Third  Friend.         Door  open  —  the  rare  caai* ! 
FoMrt&  Friemi.    Ay,  there    he  leaoi  — kat 

wretch  ! 
Fifth  Friend.  Hia  head 

Sunk  on  his  desk  Hwizt  hia  arma  outapread  I 

Sixth  Friend.   Hallo,  —  wake,  man,  ere  God 
thunderatrike  Mayenoe 

—  Mulot  fur  thy  sake  who  art  Satan^a,  John 

Flint  I 
Satan  iaatalled  here,  GodV  rule  in  abeyance, 

Mayenee  ai>me  morning  may  crmnble  to  duat. 
Answer  oar  questiuus  thon  shalt  and  thou  most ! 

Setfenth  Friend,  Softly  and  fairly  I    Wherefore 

a-|(looni  ? 
Qreet  us,  thy  croasipry.  conmn  and  sib  ! 
Raise  the  forlorn  brow«  Fust !    Make  room  — 
Let  daylifrht  thruufsh  arma  which,  enfolding 
thee«  crib 
From  those  olenehed  lids  the  comfort  of  son- 
shtiie ! 
Firat  Friend.  So  glib 

Thy  tonmie   slidea  to    ''eomfort**  alraady  ? 
N(»t  mine  ! 
Behoove   na  deal  rovndly :  the  wreteh  ia  dis- 
traught 

—  Too  well  I  gnoM  wherefore!    Behoovea  a 
Divine 

—  Such  as  L  by  grace,  boast  me  —  to  threaten 

one  caught 
In  the  enemy's  toils,  ~  retting  **oomfort  ^*  at 
nangfat. 
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Second  Friend,  Nay,  BrotheFf  so  haaty?    I 

heard  —  nor  long  sinoe  — 
Of  a  certain  Black  Art'sman  who, —help- 
lessly bound 
By  rash  pact  with  Satan,  —  through  paying  — 
why  mince 
The  matter?  —  fit   price  to  the  Church, — 
safe  and  sound 
Full  a  year  after  death  in  his  grave-clothes  was 
found. 

Whereas  H  is  notorious  the  Fiend  claims  his 
due  ^ 
During  lifetime,  — comes  clawing,  with  talons 
amune. 
The  soul  from  the  flesh-rags  left  smoking  and 
blue: 
80  it  happed  with  John  Faust ;  lest  John 
Fust  fare  the  same,  — 
Look  up,  I  adjure  thee  by  God^s  holy  name  ! 

For  neighbors  aud  friends  —  no  foul  hell-brood 
flock  we! 
Saith  iSolomon  "  Wurds  of  the  wise  are  as 
goads:  " 
Ours  prick  but  to  startle  from  torpor,  set  free 
Soul  and  senstf  from  death's  drowse  ! 
First  Friend,       And  soul,  wakened,  nnloads 
Much  sin  by  couf  etMiiuu  :  no  mei*e  palinodes  i 

—  *'  I  was  youthful  and  wanton,  am  old  yet  no 

sage  : 
When  angry  I  cursed,  struck  and  slew :  did  I 
want? 
Right  and  left  did  I  rob:  though  no  war  I 
dared  wage 
With  the  Church  (God  forbid  !)— harm  her 
least  ministrant  — 
Still  I  outraged  all  else.    Now  that  strength  is 
grown  scant, 

"  I  am  probity *s  self  ^*  —  no  such  bleatings  as 
these! 
But  avowal  of  guilt  so  enormous,  it  balks 
Tongue^s  telling.     Yet  penitence  pi-ompt  may 
appease 
God^s  wrath  at  thy  bond  with  the  Devil  who 
stalks 

—  Strides  liither  to  strangle  thee  ! 

Fust,  Childhood  so  talks.  — 

Not  rare  wit  nor  ripe  age  — ye  boast  them,  my 
neighbors !  — 
Should  lay  such  a  charge  on  your  townsman, 
this  Fust 
Who,  known  for  a  life  spent  in  pleasures  and 
labors 
If  freakish  vet  venial,  could  scarce  be  induced 
To  traffic  witn  fiendH. 
First  Friend,        So,  my  words  have  unloosed 

A  plie  from  those  pale  lips  oormgate  bnt  now  ? 
Fust.  Lost  count  me,  yet  not  as  ye  lean  to 

surmise. 
First  Friend,    To    surmise?     to    establish! 

Unbury  that  brow  I 
TxM>k  up.  that  thy  judge  may  read  elear  in 

thine  eyes  I 


Second  Friend.    By    your    leave,   BniUw 
Bamabite  !    Mine  to  advise  1 

—  "Who  arraign  thee.  John  Fust !    What  vh 

bruited  erewhile 
Now  bellows  through   Biayenee.    All  cry— 

thou  hast  trucked 
Salvation  away  for  lust^s  solace  I    Tkv  smile 
Takes  its  hue  from  hell's  smoulder  f 
Fust,  Too  certain!  I  sucked 

—  Got  drunk  at  the  nipple  of  sense. 

Second  Friend.  Thou  haat  ducked  - 

Art   drowned    there,    say  rather!     Faagli  — 
fleshly  disport  f 

How  else  but  bv  help  of  Sir  Belial  didst  vis 
That  Venus-like  lady,  no  drudge  of  thy  sort 

Could  lore  to  become  his  accomplice  in  tin  ? 
Folk  nicknamed  her  Helen  of  Troy  ! 

First  Friend,  Best  bc^B 

At  the  very  beginning.    Thy  father,  —  all  knew, 
A  meregoldsmith  .  .  . 
Fust,  Who  knew  him,  perchance  may  kw>« 
this  — 
He  dying  left  much  gold  and  jewels  no  f ev : 
Whom  these  help  to  court  with,  but  sc ld<aL 
shall  miss 
The  love  of  a  leman :  true  wit4sheraf  t,  I  wis  I 

First  Friend.   Dost  flout  me  ?    *T  is  said,  b 

debaucheries  guild 
Admitted    prime    guttler  and  jazzier     ** 
swine !  — 
To  honor  thy  headship,  those  tosspots  so  »« i'.lHi 
That  out  of  tlieir  taule  there  sprouted  »  mi>«^ 
Whence  each  claimed  a  duster,  await  11^  ti« 
sign 

To  out  knite,  o£F  mouthful :  when  —  who  cu  '• 
suppose 
Such  malice  in  magic  ?  —  each  sot  woke  a-^* 
found 
Cold  steel  but  an  inch  from  the  neighfaor'a  r«^ 
nose 
He  took  for  a  gispe-bunch  ! 
Fust.  Does  that  eo  astot.* 

Sagacity  such  as  ye  boast,  —  who  murooad 

Your  mate  with  eyes  staring,  haica  stand.  « 
erect 
At  his  magical  feats?    Are  good   burfrr'-'^ 
unversed 
In  the  humors  of  toping  ?    Full  oft,  I  svwpc  t 
Ye,  counting  your  fingers,  call  thnmbkin  th- ' 
first. 
And  reckon  a  groat  every  guilder  diabmw'i. 

What  marvel  if  wags,  while  the  skinktv  ^* 
brimmed 
Their   glass  with  rare  tipple's  enticenf » 
should  gloat 

—  Befooled  and  beflustered  —  thrap^  of^'  * 

drinkniimmed  — 
On  this  draught  and  that,  till  each  fooa  i 
his  throat 
Our  Rhenish  smack  rightly  aa  Raiiha]  *    ^ 
note  — 
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They  fancied  —  their  fuddling  deceived  theiu  so 

That  liquor  aprang  out  of  the  tahle  itself 
Through     ginilet-holea     drilled     there, —nor 
noticeid  how  eloeely 
The  skiaker  kept  plying  my  gneata,  from  the 
ahelf 
O'er  their  heads,  with  the  potable  madneM. 
No  elf 

Had  need  to  persuade  them  a  vine  roee  umhrftr 
geous, 
JTruit-bearing,  thirtt^iuenching !     Enough  ! 
loonfeaa 
To  many  auoh  fool-praaka,  but  none  lo  ont- 
rageoua 
That  8atan  was  called  in  to  help  me:  ez^ 


I  own  to,  I  grieve  at  —  no  more  and  no  lees. 

Second  fViftid.  Strange  honora  were  heaped 

on  thee  —  medal  for  breast. 
Chain  for  neck,  sword  for  thigh :  not  a  lord 

of  the  land 
But  acknowledged  thee  peer  I    What  ambition 

possessed 
A  golclsmith  by  trade,  with  craft's  grime  cm 

his  hand. 
To  seek  such  associates  ? 
Fuat.  Spare  taunts  I    Undentand  — 

I  submit  me !    Of  vanities  nnder  the  sun. 
Pride   seized  me   at   last   as  concupiscence 
first, 
Crapulositv  ever :  true  Fiends,  every  one. 
Haled  thia  way  and  tlwt  my  poor  soul :  thus 
amerced  — 
Foffvive  and  forget  me ! 
First  Friend.        Had  flesh  sinned  the  wont, 

Tet  help  were  in  oounsel :  the  Church  could 
absolve : 

Bat  say  not  men  truly  thou  barredst  escape 
By  signingand  sealing  .  .  . 

Se^nd  Friend.  On  me  must  devolve 

The  task  of  extracting  .  .  . 

FirtU  Friend.  Shall  Bamabttes  ape 

Us  Dominican  experts  ? 

Seventh  Friend.  Nay,  Masters,  —  a}nipe 

When  Hell  yawna  for  a  soul,  H  is  myself  claim 

the  task 
Of  extracting,   by  just  one  plain  question, 

God%  truth ! 
Where  *8  Peti*r   Genesheim   thy   partner  ?    I 


Why,  cloistered  up  still  in  thy  room,  the  pale 
youth 
Slaves  tongiie-ticd  —thy  trade  brooka  no  tat- 
tling f otsooth  ! 

No  less  he.  thy/amn/iM.  suffers  entrapping, 
Soccumbs  to  good  fellowship :  barrel  a-brMich 

Runs  freolv  nor  needs  any  subsequent  taming  : 
Quoth  Pet«r,  **  That  room,  none  but  I  dare 
apnroach, 

Holda  secrets  will  help  me  to  rids  in  my  coaek.*' 


Heprattles,  we  profit :  in  brief,  he  aasurss 
Tnou  hast  tanght  him  to  speak  so  that  all 
men  may  hear 
—  Each  alike,  wide  world  over,  Jews,  Pagans, 
Turks,  Moors, 
The  same  as  we  Christiana — speech  heard 
far  and  near 
At  one  and  the  same  magic  moment  ! 
FuMt.  That's  clear! 

Said  he  —  how  ? 
Seventh  Friend.  Is  it  like  he  waa  licensed  to 

learn? 
Who  doubts  but  thou  dost  this  by  aid  of  the 
Fiend? 
Is  it  so  ?    So  it  ia,  for  thou  smilest !    Go,  bum 
To  ashes,  since  each  proves  thy  portion,  un- 
screened 
By   bell,    book   and    candle  I     Yet   lately   I 
weened 

Balm   yet  was  in  Oilead,  —  some   healing  in 
store 
For  the  friend  of  my  bosom.    Men  said  thou 
wast  stmk 
In  a  sudden  despondency :  not,  as  before. 

Fust  gallant  and  gay  with  his  pottle  and  punk. 
But  sober,  sad,  sick  as  one  yesterday  drunk ! 

Fiut.  Spare  Fkist,  then,  thns  contrite  t  —  who, 

vonthf ul  and  healthy, 
Equipped  for  life's  struggle  with  culture  of 
mmd, 
Sound  flesh  and  sane  soul  in  coherence,  bom 
wealthy. 
Nay,  wise  —  how  he  wasted  endowment  de- 
signed 
For  the  glory  of  God  and  the  good  of  mankind ! 

That  much  were  misused  such  occasions  of 
grace 
Te  well  may  upbraid  him,  who  bows  to  the 
rod. 
But  this  should  bid  anger  to  pity  give  place  - 
He  has  turned  from  the  wrong,  in  the  right 
path  to  plod. 
Makes  amends  to  mankind  and  eraves  pardon 
of  God. 

**Tea,  frienda,  even  now  from  my  lips   the 
Heurtka  — 
Soul  saved!"   was  nigh   bursting  —  unduly 
elate! 

Have  I  brought  Man  advantage,  or  hatched  - 
so  to  speak  —  a 
Strange  setpent,  no  cygnet  ?    'T  is  this  I  de- 
bate 

Within  me.    Forbear,  and  leave  Fust  to  his 
fate! 

Fir$t  Friend.   So  abject,    late   lofty?    Me- 

thinks  I  spy  respite. 
Make  dean  breast,  discover  what  mysteries 

hide 
In  thy  room  there  ! 
Second    Friend.  Ay,    out    with    them!    Do 
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Remember  whut  oaueed  his  undoing  was  pride  I 
Firtt  Friend.  Dumb  d«Til !  Reuiains  one  re- 
■ouroe  to  be  tried ! 

Second  Friend,  Exorcise ! 

Seventh  Friend,    Nay,  first — is  there  any  re- 
mem  btirs 

In  substanee  that  potent  ^*  Ne  puivis  "  —  a 
psalm 
Whereof  some  live  spark  haply  lurks  'mid  the 
embers 

Which  choke  in  my  brain.    Talk  of  ''  GUead 
and  balm  "  ? 
I  mind  me,  sung  half  throagh,  this  gaTC  such  a 
qualm 

To  Asmodeos  inside  of  a  Hussite,  that,  queasy. 
He  broke  forth  in  brimstone  with  curses. 

I  *m  strong 
In  — at   least   the   oommenoement :    the   rest 

should  go  easy. 
Friends  helping.    ^*  Ne  puivisetignit**  .  .  . 
Sixth  Friend.  All  wrong ! 

Fifth  Friend,  I  Ve  oonned  till  leaptnred  the 

whole. 
Seventh  Friend,  Get  along  I 

**  Ne  ptUvie  et  cinie  superbe  te  gerae^ 

Namfvlmina  "... 

iSixtA  FriVm^.  Fiddlestick  I    Peace,  ddti  and 
dorrs  I 
Thus  runs  it  "  Ne  Numinisfkdmina  ferae  "  — 

Then  ^'  Hominis  perfidi  justa  sunt  wore 
Fulmen  et  grando  et  horrida  more," 

Seventh  Friend,  Ton  blunder  .  .  .  **  IrtUi  ne.*' 
Sixth  Friend,  Mind  your  own  business  ! 

Fifth  Friend,  I  do  not  so  badly,  who  gained 

the  monk's  leave 
To  stnd^  an   hour  his  choice  parchment.    A 

dizziness 
May  well  hare  surprised  me.    No  Christian 

dares  thieve. 
Or  I  scarce  had  returned  him  his  treasure. 

These  cleave : 

*^  Noe  pulvie  et  einie,  trementea^  gemefitee^ 

Venimus  "  — some  such  word  —  **  oa  te,  Do> 
mine  ! 
2}a  lumen^  juvamm.  ut  eancta  eequerUes 
Cor  ,  ,  .  corda '    .  .  .    Plague  take  it ! 
Seventh  Fritnd,  —  '*  erecta  $int  fpe :  " 

Right  text,  ringing  rhyme,  and  ripe  Latin  for 
me  I 

i    Sixth  Friend.  A  Canon's   self  wrote  it  me 
fair :  I  was  tempted 
To  part  with  the  sheepskin. 
Seventh  Friend,  Didst  grasp  and  let  go 

Such  a  godsend,  thou  Judas?    My  purse  had 
been  empH**d 
Ere  part  witn  the  prise ! 
Fk$t.  Do  I  dream?    Say  ye  so? 

Clouds  break,  then  1    Move,  world  I    I  have 
gained  my  "  Pou  tto  "  / 

I  am  saved :  Archimedes,  sahrte  me  I 
Osines. 


Help.    Angels!    He    snnmioiis  .  .  .  Aroint 
tnee !  —  by  name, 
His  familiar! 
Fuet,    Approach  I 

OmMS.  DeviU  keep  thy  due  <li^«iM^ ; 

FUet,    Be    tranqnillised,    townsBMn!     Tbe 

knowledge  ye  claim 

Behold,    I  prepare    to    impart. 

blame,— 


Tour  blessing  or  banning,  whatever  betide 
At  last  I  accept.    The  slow  travail  of  yeart. 

The  long^teeming  brain's  birth  —  apfdaod 
deride  me,  — 
At  last  claims  revealment.    Wait  I 
Sei^enth  Friend,  Wait  tiU 

Uncaged  Arohimedea  oooped-iip  there  ? 
Second  Friend,  WIm  f can  ? 

Here 's  have  at  thee  I 
Seventh  Friend,  Correedy  now  !    **  Puln$  t 


cinis 


It 


Fugt,  The  verse  ye  so  value,  it  hapnens  I  hold 
In  my  memory  safe  from  im'f lasi  to  Jinia, 
Word  for  word,  I  produce  yoo  the  whole, 
plain  enrolled, 
Black  letters,  white  paper  —  no  seribe^s  red  sad 
gold! 

Omnei,  Aroint  thee  I 
Fuet,  I  go  and  retom. 

{He  enien  the  inner  room.) 

First  Friend,  Ay,  't  is  *'  ihU  ' 

No  doubt :  but  as  boldly  "  rediUs  **  >-  wh»  U 
? 


I  rather  conjecture  ^*  in  Oreo  peribis  !  " 
Seventh  Friend,  Come,  neignbors  ! 
Sixth  Friend,       1  'm  with  yon ! 
age  and  stay 
Hell's  outbreak?    Sirs,  cowardice   here  vias 
the  day ! 


Fifth  Friend,  What  luck  had  that  stvdevt  of 

Bambeig  who  ventured 
To  peep  in  the  cell  where  a  wisard  of  note 
Was  busy  in  getting  some  black  daed  debps- 
tured 
By  Satan  ?    In  dog's  gnun  there  sprang  at 
his  throat 
A  flame-breathing  fury.    Fust  favon,  I  note. 

An  ugly  huge  lurcher ! 
Seventh  Friend,  If  I  placed  tefiaar* 

As  thou,  on  the  beads  thoo  art  tailing  %> 
fast. 

I  'd  risk  inst  a  peep  through  the  keyhole. 
Sixth  Friend, 


Of  ear  might  be  safer.    Five  minvtas  siv 

past. 
Omnes,   Saints,  save  ns  I  Tba  door  ia  throwp 

open  at  last ! 

Fuet  {re-enters^  the  doeir  clotina  Mimf  him 
As  I  promised,  behold  I  peifuim  I 
yon 
The  object  I  offer  is  poison  or  peat? 
Receive  without  harm  from  the  haad  I 
yon 
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A  flTift  thftl  shall  wt  every  aemple  mt  rest  1 
Shrink  back  from    mere    paper-strips  ?     Try 
them  and  test ! 

Still  hesitate?    Myk,  was  it  thov  who  lament- 
edst 
Thy  fire  wits  clean  failed  thee  to   render 
mnght 
A  poem  read  once  and  no  more  ?  —  who  re- 
pentedst 
Vile  pelf  had  indaced  thee  to  banish  from 
■■ffht 
The  oluuaeters  none  but  our  clerics  indite  ? 

Take  and  keep ! 

Fir$t  Friena,  Blessed  Mary  and  all   Saints 

about  her ! 
Second  Friend.  What  imps  deal  so  deftly,  — 
five  minntes  suffice 
Tonlay  thus  the  penman  ? 

Third  Friend.  By  Thomas  the  Doubter, 

Five  minntes,  no  more ! 
Fottr^  Friend.  Ont  on  arts  that  entice 

Such  scribes  to  do  homage  ! 

Fifth    Friend.     SUy  1       Once  ~  and    now 
twice  — 

Yea,  a  third  time,  my  sharp  eye  completes  the 
inspection 
()f  line  after  line,   the  whole  series,   and 
finds 
Kach  letter  join  each  —not  a  fault  for  detec- 
tion! 
Sneh    Qpstrokes.   such    downstrokes,    such 
strokes  of  all  kinds 
In  the  uiss  cross»  all  perfect  1 
Sixth  Friend.  There 's  nobody  minds 

His  qnill-oraft  with  more  of  a  eensoienee,  o^er- 
scratehss 
A  sheepskin  mors  nimbly  and  sorely  with 
ink. 
Than  Fmdk  the  Sub-Prior :  here  *s  paper  that 
matches 
His  parofament  with  letter  ou  letter,  no  link 
( >Terleapt  —  underlost ! 

Seventh  Friend.  No  erasure,  I  think    - 

No  blot,  I  am  oertain  I 

Fu9i.  Aeeept  the  new  treasure  I 

Sixth  Frtend.  I  remembered  fall  half  I 
Seventh  Friend.  But  who  other  than  I 

I  Bear  witness,  bystanders  !^  when  he  broke  the 


Repaired  fault  with  ''fwlmen ''  ? 
FuM.  Put  biekerinies  by  i 

Here*s  for  thee  —  thee  —  and  thee,  too:    at 
need  a  supply 

(Dithihuting  Pnx^fi.) 

For    Mayenoe,    thoaiH>   seventy   times  seven 
should  muster ! 
How  now?    All  so  feeble  of  faith  that  no 
face 
Whieh  fronts   ms  hot   whitens  — or  ysUows, 
were  jnster  ? 
Speiji  out  lest  I  summon  my  Spirits ! 
Omnee* 


Spirits! 
Grace  — 


Can  none  of  thy —helpmates  I    We  11  snswer 
apace ! 

My  paper  —  and  mine  — and  mine  also  —  they 
vary 
la  nowise  —  aipree  in  eaeh  tittle  and  jot ! 
Fust,  how  —  why  was  this  ? 
Fun.      ShaU  such  '*  Cur  "  miss  a  "  quare  '*  f 
Within,  there!     Throw  doors  wide!      Be- 
hold who  oomplot 
To  abolish  the  scribe's  work  —  blur,  blunder 
and  blot ! 

(  TV  doort  opm,  and  the  Preu  is  discovered  in  oprr- 

ation.) 


Brave  full-bodied  birth  of  this  brain  that  con- 
ceived thee 
In  splendor  and  music,  —  sustained  the  slow 
drag 

Of  the  days  stretched  to  years  dim  with  donbt, 
—  yet  believed  thee, 
Had  faith  in  thy  first  leap  ol  Kfe !    Pulse 
mieht  flair  — 

—  Mine  nuttered  how  faintly  !  —Arch-moment 
might  lag 

Its  loiupest  —  I  bided,  made  lii^ht  of  endurance. 
Held  hard  bv  the  hope  of  an  advent  which  — 
dreameoi 
Is  done  now :  night  jrields  to  the  dawn*s  rea»- 


I  have  thee  —  I  hold  thee  —  my  Csnoy  that 
eeemed, 
My  fact  that  proves  palpable  I     Ay,  Sirs,  I 
schsmed 


Completion  that  *s  fact : 


thia  Ei«ioe-be 


Yourselves  of  its  working  I    Nay,  handls  mj 
Typea! 
Each  block  bears  a  Letter :  in  order  and  fitness 
I   range  ^  them.     Turn,   Peter,   the  winoh ! 
See,  it  gripes 
What  *s  under !     Let  loose  —  draw  !    In  regu- 
lar striptm 


Lies   plain,    at    one    pressure,    your    pueni  — 
touched,  tinted, 
Turned  out  to  perfection  !    The  sheet,  late  a 
bhmk. 
Filled  —  ready  for  reading,  —  not  written  but 
Printkd! 
Omniscient  omnipotent  Qod,  thee  I  thank. 
Thee   ever,    thee   only  I  —  thy  creature   that 
shrank 

FVom    no    task    tbon,   Crsator,     imposedst ! 
Creation 
Revealed  me  no  object,  from  insect  to  Man, 


But  bore  thv  hand's  impress  :  earth  glowed 
with  salvation : 
"  Hast  sinned  ?    Be  thou  savwl.  Fust  1    Con- 
tinue my  plan. 

Who  epake  and  earth  was:    with    my  word 


»i 


As  sound  so  went  forth,  to  the  sight  be  er* 
tended 


cfi4 
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Word  ^8  miasion  henceforward  I     The  task  I 
assign, 
£inbraoe  —  thy  allegiiince  to  evil  is  ended  I 
Have  cheer,  soul  impregnate  with  purpoae  I 
Combine 
^k>nl  and  bod^,  gfive  birth  to  my  concept  — 
called  tmne  1 

**Far  and  wide.  North  and  South,  East  and 
West,  have  dominion 
O'er   tbougrht,    winged    wonder,    O   Word  I 
Traverse  world 

In  sun-flash  and  sphere-song  !     Each  beat  of 
thy  pinion 
Bursts  night,  beckons  day :  once  Truth's  ban- 
ner unfurled. 

Where 's  Falsehooa  ?    Sun-smitten,  to  nothli^p- 
ness  hurled!'* 

More  hnmbly  —  so,  friends,  did  my  fault  find 
redemption. 
I  sinned,  soal-entoiled  by  the  tether  of  sense : 
My  captor  reigned  master :    I  plead  no  exemp- 
tion. 
From  Satan's  award  to  his  servant :  defence 
From  the  fiery  and  final  assault  would  be  — 
whence  ? 

By  making  —  as  man  might —  to  truth  restitu- 
tion! 
Truth  is  God :  trample  lies  and  lies'  father, 
Qod's  foe ! 
Fix  fact  fast:    truths   change    by  an   hour's 
revolution : 
What  deed's  very  doer,  unaided,  can  show 
How  't  was  done  a  year  —  month —  week  — 
day  —  minute  ago  ? 

At  best,  he  relates  it  —  another  reports  it  — 
A  third  —  nay,  a  thousandth  records  it :   and 
still 
Narration,  tradition,  no  step  but  distorts  it,  ^ 
As  down  from  truth's  height  it  goes  sliding 
until 
At  the  low  lerel  lie-mark  it  stops  —  whence  no 
skill 

Of  thp  scribe,  intervening  too  tardily,  rescues 
—  Once    fallen  —  lost   fact   from   lie's    fate 
there.     What  scribe 
—  Eyes  homy  with  poring,  hands  crippled  with 
desk-use. 
Brains  fretted  by  fancies — the  volatile  tribe 
That  tease  weary  watchers — can  boast  that  no 
bribe 

Shuts   eye   and  frees  hand  and  remits  brain 
from  toiling  ? 
Truth  gained  —  can  we  stay,  at  whatever  the 
stage. 

Truth  a-slide,  —  save  her  snow  from  its  ulti- 
mate soiling 
In  mire,  —  by  some  prooess,  stamp  promptly 
on  page 

Fact   spoiled  by  pen's  plodding,  make  truth 
heritage 


Not  meraly  of  derios,  hot  ponrad   out,  fsO 
measure. 
On  clowns  —  eveiy  mortal  andowed  with  s 
mind? 
Read,  gentle  and  simple  I     Let  l»bor  win  ki>- 
ure 
At  last  to  bid  truth  do  all  duty  asaigiMd. 
Not  pause  at  the  noble  but  pass  to  the  hind  ! 

How  bring  to  effect  such  swift  sore  aimnltsBf^ 
ous 
Unlimited  multiplication  ?    How 
By  an  arm-sweep  a  hand-throw  —  no 
extraneous  — 
Truth  broadcast  o'er  Europe  f      '*  Tlw  gnU- 

smith,"  I  said. 
Graves  limning  on  gold :  why  not  letters  m 


It 


lead?" 


So^Tuscan  artificer,  grudge  not  thy  psrdoa 
"^     me  wh< 
descent. 


To   me  who   played  false 


lot  thy  pwr 
,  made  a 


foitii 


Found  the  sly  secret  workshop,  —  tliy  geoias 

kept  guard  on 
Too  slackly  for  once, — and  am  |fi  iaul  tb^ 

low-bent 
O'er  thy  labor  — some  chalice  thy  tool  wooU 

indent 

With  a  certmn  free  seroU-work  framed  roava 
by  a  border 
Of  foliage  and  fruitage :  no  seratching  so  fine. 
No  shading  so  shy  but,  in  ordered  disorder. 
Each  flourish  came  clear,  —  unbewildend  b; 
shine. 
On  the  gold,  irretrierably  right,  laj  each  line 

How  judge  if  thy  hand  worked  thy  will  ?    B7 
reviewing. 
Revising  again  and  again,  pieoe  by 


Tool's  performance,  —  this  way,  as  I  watrhcd 

'T  was  through  glueing 
A  paper-like  film-sUiff  —  thin,  — ■i*i?«^l»,  r^ni 

ot  crease. 
On  each  cut  of  the  graver :  preas  hard !  at  i^ 

lease. 

No  mark  on  the  plate  but  the  paper  i^vc^ 

double : 
His  work  mtg^t  proceed :  as  he  jndged  — 

space  or  speck 
Up  he  nlled,  forth  he  flung  —  was  reliered  th-i* 

from  trouble 
Lest  wrong  —  once  —  were  right  Bever  nort 

what  could  cheek 
Advancement,  completion?    Thus  lay  at  n? 

beck  — 


fc« 


ti 


At  my  call  —  trinmph  likewise ! 
I,  *^  what  hinders 
That  graving  turns  Printing  f     Staoip  «» 
word  —  not  one 
But  fifty  such,  phcsmx-like,  spring  frosa  death  • 
cinders,  — 
Sinoe  death  is  word's  doom,  eleries  hide  f  m^ 
the  sun 
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Am  some  churl  olosets  up  tliis  rare  chalice." 
Go,  run 

'Thj  race  now,  Pnst*8  ehild  I    High,  O  Printdiig, 
and  holy 
Thy  mieuon !    Theee  types,  see,  I  chop  and 
I  change 
Till  the  words,  erety  letter,  a  pagefnl,  not  slowly 

Yet  sorely  lies  fixed :  last  of  all,  I  arrange 
A  paper  beneath,  stamp  it,  loosen  it ! 
First  Friend.  Strange  I 


Second  Friend.  How  sinople  exceedingly  I 
Futi.  Bustle,  my  Sohcs£Fer  I 

tint  type,  —  quick,  Oenesheim !    Turn  screw 

now  I 
TA  ird  Friend.  Jnst  that  I 

Fourth  Friend.  And  no  snch  vast  miracle  I 
Fust.  *'  Plough  with  my  heifer. 

Ye  find  out  nijy  riddle,"  quoth  Samson,  and  pat 
He  speaks  to  the  purpose 


the  vat 


Grapes  squeezed  in 


Yield  to  nght  and  to  taste  what  is  simple  — a 
liquid 
Mere  urchins  may  up :  but  give  time,  let  fei^ 
ment — 
You  *Ye  wine,  manhood^s  master  I    Well,  **  rec- 
tiua  si  quid 
Nomstis  im-per-ti-te  I "    Wait  the  event, 
Th«^n  weigh  tlie  result!    But,  whatever  Thy 
intent, 

0  Thou,  the  one  force  in  the  whole  variation 
Of  viable  nature,  —  at  work  —  do  I  doubt  ?  — 

From  Thy  first  to  our  last,  in  perpetual  crea- 
tion— 
A  film  hides  us  from  Thee — 'twixt  inside 
and  out, 
A  film,  on  this  earth  where  Thou  bringest  about 

New  marvels,  new  forms  of  the  glorious,  the 

gracious, 
We  bow  to,  we  bless  for :    no  star  bursts 

heaven  *s  dome 
But  Thy  finger  impels  it,  no  weed  peeps  audar 

cions 
Earth's  day-floor  from  out,  but  Thy  finger 

makes  room 
For  one  world  Vwant  the  more  in  Thy  Cosmos : 

presume 

Shall  Kan,  Microoosmos,  to  claim  the  concep- 
tion 
Of  grandeur,  of  beauty,  in  thought,  word  or 
deed? 

1  toiled,  but  Thy  light  on  my  dubiousest  step 

shone : 
If  I  reach  the  glad  goal,  is  it  I  who  succeed 
Who  stumbled  at  starting  tripped  up  by  a  reed. 

Or  '^Thou  ?    Knowledge  only  and  absolute,  glory 

As  utter  be  Thine  who  concedest  a  spark 
Of  Thy  spheric  perfection  to  earth's  transitmy 
Existences  1     Nothing  that  lives,   but  Thy 
mark 
Gives  law  to — life's  light:  what  is  doomed  to 
the  dark  ? 


What  depth  has  escaped  Thy  oonuuandment 


Where 's  i8:nonuice  ?   Answer,  creation !   What 
height, 
dept] 

to  Know? 

What  birth  in  the  ore-bed  but  answers  aright 
Thy  sting  at  its  heart  which  impels  —  bids 
''  E'en  so. 
Not  otherwise  move  or  be  motionless,  —  grow, 

"  Dedine,  disappear  1 "    Is  the  plant  in  default 
How  to  bud,  when  to  branch  forth?    The 
bird  and  the  beast 
—  Do  they  doubt  if  their  safety  be  found  in 
assault 
Or  escape  ?    Woim  or  fly,  of  what  atoms  the 
least 
But  follows  light's  guidance,  —  will  famish,  not 
fewit? 

In  such  various  degree^  fly  and  worm,  ore  and 
plant. 
All  Know,  none  is  witless:  around  each,  a 
wall 
Elndoses  the  portion,  or  ample  or  scant. 
Of    Knowledge :    beyond   which  one   hair's 
breadth,  tor  all 
liies  blank  —  not  so  much  as  a  blackness — a  pall 

Some  sense  nnimagined  must  penetrate :  plain 
Is  only  old  license  to  stand,  walk  or  sit. 

Move  so  far  and  so  wide  in  the  narrow  domain 
Allotted  each  nature  for  life's  use  :  past  it 

How  immensity  spreads  does  he  guess  ?    Nut  a 
whit. 

Does  he  care?    Just  as  little.    Without?    No, 
within 
Concerns  him  ?  he  Knows.    BCan  Ignores  — 
thanks  to  Thee 
Who  madest  him  know,  but  —  in  knowing  — 
begin 
To  know  still  new  vastness  of   knowledge 
must  be 
Outside  him  —  to  enter,  to  traverse,  in  fee 

Have  and  hold !  **  Oh.  Man's  ignorance  !  *'  hear 
the  fool  whiue ! 
How  were  it,  for  better  or  worse,  didst  thou 
grunt 
Contented  with  sapience  —  the  lot  of  the  swine 
Who  knows  he  was  bom  for  just  truffles  to 
hunt  ?  — 
Monks'  Paradise  —  "  Semper  sint  res  lUi  sunt  I  " 

No,  Man's  the  prerogative  —  knowledge  once 
gained  — 
To  ignore, —  find  new  knowledge  to  press  for, 
to  swerve 
In  pursuit  of,  no,  not  for  a  moment  .*  attained  — 
Why,  onward  through  ignorance !    Dare  and 
deserve ! 
As  still  to  its  asymptote  speedeth  the  curve. 

So  approximates  Man  —  Thee,  who,  reachable 

not. 
Hast  formed  him  to  yearningly  follow  Thy 

whole 
Sole  and  single  omniscience  I 
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Sach,  friends,  is  my  lot : 
I  am  back  with  the  world :  one  mora  step  to 
the  fcoal 
Thanks  for  reaching  I  render  —  Fust^s  help  to 
Maa^ssonll 

Mere  mechanical  help  ?   So  the  hand  gives  a  toss 
To  the  falcon,  —  aloft  onee,  spread  puuons 
and  fly. 
Beat  air  far  uid  wide,  up  and  down  and  aoroas ! 
My  Press  strains  a-tremUe :  whose  masterful 
eye 
Will  be  fixst,  in  new  regions,  new  truth  to 
descry? 

Qive  chase,  soul  I    Be  sure  each  new  capture 
consigned 
To  xny  Tsrnes  will  go  forth  to  the  world,  like 
God*s  Dread 
—  Miraculons  food  not  for  body  but  mind. 
Truth's  manna  I    How  say  you  ?    Put  case 
that,  instead  ^ 
Of  old  leasing  and  lies,  we  superiorly  ied 


These  Heretics,  Hussites  .  .  « 

First  Friend.  First  answer  my  query ! 

If  saved,  art  thov  happy  ? 

Fust.  I  was  and  I  am. 

First  Friend,  Thy  visage  oonfinus  it :  how 
comes,  then,  that  —  weary 

And  woe-begone  late— was  it  show,  was  it 
sham?  — 
We  found  thee  sank  thiswise  ? 

Second  Friend.  —  In  need  of  the  dram 

From  the  flask  'v^noh  a  provident  neighbor 

might  carry ! 
Futi.  Ah,  friends,  the  fresh  triumph  soon 

flickers,  fast  fades  I 
I  haUed  Word's  dispenion :  could  heartleaps 

but  tarry ! 
Through  me  does  Print  furnish  Truth  wings  ? 

The  same  aids 
Cause  Falsehood  to  range  jost  as  widely.   What 

raids 


On 


able 


m  undreamed  of  does  Printiag  es- 


Truth  's  foe  to  effect !  Printed  l<msing  and  Hce 
May  speed  to  the  world's  farthest  eocnsr  — 
gross  fable 

No  less  than  pure  fact  —  to  impede*  nevtialin, 
Abolish  God's  gift  and  Man's  gain  1 

Fifsi  Friend.  I)oat  sansM 

What  struck  me  at flnt  blush?  OurBsghanii, 
Waldenses, 
Jeronimites,  Hnsutes  —  does  one   show  his 
head. 
Spout  heresy  now  ?    Not  a  priest  in  his  seaset 
Deigns  answer  mere  speech,  bat  piles  fsgots 
instead, 
Refines  aa  by  An,  and,  him  silcDoed,  all  *s 


Whereas  if  in  fntore  I  pen  an  opuscule 
Defying  retort,  as  of  old  when  raali 
Were  easy  to  tame,  —  straight  some  knave  of 
the  Huss-School 
Prints  answer  forsooth !   Stop  invisible  fauip«  ^ 
The  banrel  of  blasphemy  broeehsd  swu,  wbt 
bungs? 

Second  Friend.  Does  my  sermon,  naKt  Eaii«'. 

meet  fitting  aeoeptanee  ? 
Each  captious  disputative  boy  haa  his  quirk 
''AnemqiitecrwIetHiimsitf*'    WelUtheChurrh 
kepf'afu" 
In  order  till  Fust  set  his  engine  at  wetk  ! 
What  trash  will  come  flying  frmn  Jew,  Motir. 
aad  Turk 

When,  CDOsequill,  thy  reigB  oVr  tke  worid  u 
abolished ! 
Goose  ~~  ominous  name  1    Witk 
began: 
Quoth  Huae-which  msaw  " 
idiom  unpolished  — 
**  Ye  bom  now  a  Goose :  there 
Swan 
Ye  shall  find  queneh  your  firs  r' 
Fust.  1  ft 


o« 


tf 
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TO  MRS.  ARTHUR  BRONSOX 

To  whom  but  you,  dear  Friend,  should  I  dedicate  verses  —  some  few  written,  all  of 
tiiem  supervised,  in  the  comfort  of  your  presence,  and  with  yet  another  experience  ef  tks 
gracious  hospitality  now  bestowed  on  me  since  so  many  a  year,  —  adding  a  charm  even  to 
my  residences  at  Venice,  and  leaving  me  little  regret  for  the  surprise  and  delight  at  my 
visits  to  Asolo  in  bygone  days  ? 

I  nnito,  yon  will  see,  the  disconnected  poems  by  a  title>naroe  popularly  ascribed  to  the 
inventiveness  of  the  ancient  secretary  of  Queen  Comaro  whose  palace-tower  stall  overlooks 
us :  Asolare  —  **  to  disport  in  the  open  atr,  amuse  one's  self  at  randoos.'*  The 
that  such  a  word  nowhere  occurs  in  the  works  of  the  Cardinal  is  hardly  imi 
Bembo  was  too  thorough  a  purist  to  conserve  in  print  a  term  which  in  talk  he  might 
biy  toy  with:  but  thewotd  is  inoie  like^r  derived  from  a  Spanish  sooroe.    I  aae  it 
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love  of  the  place,  and  in  requital  of  yoar  pleasant  —ntenne  tbat  an  eariy  poem  ti  auDe 
first  attracted  yon  thithek-—  where  and  elsewhere,  at  La  Mum  as  Ck  Atwm,  may  all  happi- 
new  attend  you  t  Qratef uUy  and  affectionately  yours, 

Amu»:  October  15,  1889.  B.  B. 


Thb  greater  part  of  Asoiando  was  written  in 
18SH-H9,  though  in  one  instance  at  least  an  early 
poem  was  iaolnded  in  the  eolleotion.    The  title 


of  the  Yolnme  is  explained  in  the  dedication. 
The  book,  by  a  strange  coincidence,  was  pub- 
lished on  the  d^  of  Browaing^s  death. 


PROLOGUE 

*'Thji  Poet's  age  is  sad:  forwhy? 

In  youth,  the  natural  world  eoiild  show 
No  oommoa  obieot  hot  his  eye 

At  onoe  involved  with  alien  glow  — 
liis  own  su4il's  iris-bow« 

'*  And  now  a  flower  is  just  a  flower : 
Man,  bird,  bt^ast  are  but  beast,  bird,  man  — 

Siroplv  themselves,  uncinot  by  dower 
Ot  dyes  which,  when  life's  day  began. 

Round  each  ia  gloiy  ran/' 

Friend,  did  yon  need  an  optio  glaa^ 
Which  were  vour  choice  ?    A  lens  to  drape 

la  mby,  emerald,  ohrysonras, 
Elach  object  —  or  reveal  its  shape 

Clear  onthaed,  post  eseape. 


The  naked  very  thing  ?  — so  eU 

That,  when  ^ou  had  the  chanee  to  gaxe, 
Yoa  foand  its  inmost  self  appear 
^  Through  outer  seeming  ~  tmth  aMaao, 
Not  falsehood  s  fimey-haie  ? 

How  many  a  year,  my  Asolo, 

Since  ~  one  step  just  from  soa  to  land  — ' 
I  found  yon,  loved  yet  feared  yon  so  — 

Fur  natural  objects  seemed  to  stand 
Palpab^  fire-dothed !    No — 

No  maatery  of  mine  o'er  these ! 

Terror  with  beauty,  like  the  Bush 
Burning  but  unoonnnmed.    Bend  knees. 

Drop  eyes  toearthward !   Language  ?    Tnsh  I 
Silence  't  is  awe  decrees. 

And  now  t    The  lambent  flame  is  —  whero  ? 

Lost  from  the  naked  world :  eartlu  sky, 
Hill,  vale,  tree,  flower,  —  Italians  rare 

O'er-runningbeauty  crowds  the  eye- 
But  flame?    The  Bush  is  bare. 

Hill,  vale,  trpe,  flower  —  they  stand  distinct. 
Nature  to  know  and  name.    What  then  ? 

A  Voice  spoke  thenoe  which  straight  unlinked 
Fancy  from  fact :  see,  all  *s  in  ken : 

Has  once  my  eyelid  winked  ? 


No,  for  the  pnrged  ear  apprehends 
Earth's  import,  not  the  eye  late  daied . 

Tho  Voice  said.  ''CaU  my  works  thy  frieodal 
At  Nature  dost  thou  shrink  amaied  ? 

<;od  is  U  who  traasoends," 


ROSNV 

WoB,  he  weat  gaUoping  into  the  war, 

Clara,  CUra! 
Let  US  two  dream :   shall  he   'scape  with  a 
scar? 
Scarcely  disfigareroent)  tathar  a 
Making  for  manhood  which  aowiss 
baa,  while  I  kias  it,  the  flush  on 
Rosny,  Rosny ! 

Light  does  he  laugh :  **  With  your  love  ia  my 
sonl "  — 

(Clara,  Chua  I) 
**How  could  I  other  than — sound,  safe,  and 
whole  — 
Cleave  who  opposed  me  asaader,  prat  stand 
Scatheless  besiae  yon,  as,  tonehing  love's  goal. 
Who  won  the  raee  kneels,  eravas  reward  at 


Rosny,  Rosny  ?  " 

Ay,  but  if  oertain  who  enried  shoold  see  1 

Clara,  Chmi, 
Certain  who  simper:  **  The  hero  for  me 

Hardly  of  life  were  eo  clmrv  aa  mim 
Death  —  death  and  fame  —  that 's  love's  guer- 
don when  She 
Boasts,  proud  bereaved  one,  her  choiee  fell  on 
thia 

Rosny,  Rosny !  " 

So,  —  go  on  dreaming,  —  he  lies  mid  a  heap 

(Ckra,  Clara,) 
Of  the  slam  by  his  hand :  what  is  death  but  a 
sleep? 
Dead,  with  my  portrait  displayed    on    his 
breast: 
Love  wrought  his    undoing :   *'  No   prudence* 
could  k«M»p 
The  love-maddened  wrrtoh  from  his  fate.** 
That  is  best. 

Rcaay,  Rosny  I 


DUBISTY 

I  WILL  be  happy  if  but  for 
Only  help  me.  Autumn  weather. 

Me  and  my  cares  to  screen,  ensconce 
In  luxury's  sola-lap  of  leather  I 

Sleep  ?    Nay,  comfort  —  with  just  a  ekmd 
Suffusing  day  too  clear  and  bright : 

Eve's  passnes.  the  sinirle  drop  allowed 
'^•eally,  like  milk.  Noon's  watei^whtte. 
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Let  grauziiiefli  shade,  not  shtond, — adjust, 
LHin  and  not  deaden,  — somehow  sheathe 

Aneht  sharp  in  the  roug^h  world^s  busy  thrust. 
It   it  reach  me  through  dreaming*s  vapor- 
wreath. 

Be  life  so,  all  things  ever  the  same  ! 

For,   what  has  disarmed  the   world?   Out- 
side, 
Quiet  and  peace  :  inside,  nor  blame 

Nor  want,  ner  wish  whatever  betide. 

What  is  it  like  that  has  happened  before  ? 

A  dream  ?    No  dream,  more  real  by  much. 
A  vision  ?    But  fanciful  days  of  yore 

Brought  many:    mere    musing    seems    not 
such. 

Perhaps  but  a  memory,  after  all ! 

—  Of  what  came  once  when  a  woman  leant 
To  feel  for  my  brow  where  her  kiss  might 
fall. 

Truth  ever,  truth  only  the  excellent  I 


NOW 

Out  of  your  whole  life  give  but  a  moment  I 
All  of  your  life  that  has  gone  before, 
All  to  come  after  it,  —  so  you  ignore, 
^'o  you  make  perfect  the  present,  —  condenss, 
lu  a  rapture  of  rage,  for  perfection's  endow- 
ment. 
Thought  and  feeling  and  soul  and  sense  ~ 
Merged    in    a   moment     which    gi\eB    me    at 

last 
You  around  me  for  once,  yon    beneath  me, 

above  me  — 
Me  —  sure  that   despite  of  time  future,   time 

past,  — 
This  tick  of  onr  life-time*s  one  moment  you 

love  me ! 
How  long  such  suspension  may  linger?    Ah, 

»Sweet  — 
The  moment  f'temal  —  just  that  and  no  more  — 
When  ecstasy ^8  utmoMt  we  clutch  at  the  core 
While  cheeks  bum,  arms  open,  eyes  shut  and 

lips  meet ! 


HUMILITY 

What  girl  but,  having  gathered  flowers, 
Stript  the  beds  and  spoilt  the  bowers. 
From  the  lapful  light  she  carries 
Drops  a  careless  bud  ?  —  nor  tarries 
To  regain  the  waif  and  stray : 
*'  Store  enough  for  home  "  — she  'U  say. 

So  say  I  too :  give  your  lover 
Heaps  of  loving  —  under,  over. 
Whelm  him  —  make  the  one  tfie  wealthy ! 
Am  I  all  so  poor  who  —  stealthy 
Work  it  was  I  —  picked  up  what  fell : 
Not  the  worst  bud  —  who  can  tell  ? 


POETICS 

"So say  the  foolish!"     Say  the  foolish  to. 
Love? 
''Flower  she  is,  my  rose'*— or  ebe,''M7 
very  swan  is  she  "  — 
Or  perhaps,  '*  Yon  maid-moon,  blessing  esjtk 
below.  Love. 
That  art  thou  I  *^  —  to  them,  belike :  no  sodi 
vain  words  from  me. 

*'  Hush,  rose,  blush  I  no  balm  like  breath,"  I 
chide  it : 
*'  Bend  thy  neck  its  best,  swan,  —  hen  the 
whiter  curve  I  " 
Be  the  moon  the  moon :  my  Love  I  plaee  be- 
side it : 
What  is  she  ?    Her  human  self,  —  no  lower 
word  will  serve. 


year  m 


SUMMUM   BONUM 

All  the  breath  and  the  bloom  of  th* 
the  bag  of  one  bee : 
All  the  woiider  and  wealth  of  tlM  nuBs  in  tke 
heart  of  one  gem : 
In  the  core  of  one  pearl  all  the  shade  and  the 
shine  of  the  sea : 
Breath  and  bloom,  shade  and  ahi 

der,  wealth,  and  —  how  far  above  tbem 
Truth,  that  *s  brighter  than  gvm. 
Trust,  that  ^s  purer  than  ptMui,  — 
Brightest  truth,  purest  trust  in  the  aniverse 
all  were  for  me 

In  the  kiss  of  one  giri. 


A   PEARL,  A  GIRL 

A  SIMPLE  ring  with  a  single  stone. 
To  the  vulgar  eye  no  stone  of  priee : 

Whisper  the  right  word,  that  alone — 
Forth  starts  a  sprite,  like  lire  h^raa  m 

And  lo,  yon  are  lord  (sajm  an  Eastem  arroU 

Of  heaven  and  earth,  lord  whole  and  sole 
Throu^  the  power  in  a  pearl. 

A  woman  (H  is  I  this  time  that  say) 
With  little  the  world  connts  worthy  ]ir<u«e 

Utter  the  true  word  —  out  and  awar 
Escapes  her  soul :  I  am  wnupt  in  blase, 

Creation^s  lord,  of  heaven  ana  aaith 

Lord  whole  and  sole  —  by  a  minnte^a  bifth  — 
Through  the  love  in  a  girl  I 


SPECULATIVE 

Others  may  need  new  fife  in  Heaven  — 
Man,  Nature,  Art  —  made  new,  aasnme ' 

Man  with  new  mind  old  sense  to  leaven. 
Nature,  —  new  light  to  elear  old  gloom. 

Art  that  breaks  bonnds,  gets 


I  shall  pray  :  **  Fugitive  as  prHsions- 
Minutes  which  passed.  —  retara. 
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Let  ewth^t  old  life  onoe  more  enmesh  us. 
You  with  old  pleasure,  me  —  old  imuii, 
So  we  bat  meet  nor  psrt  again  I  " 


WHITE   WITCHCRAFT 

When  a  boy  Browning  had  a  hnmble  friend 
in  the  person  of  a  toad.  **  He  Tisited  it  daily 
where  it  borrowed  nnder  a  white  rosetree,  an- 
nouncing himself  by  a  pinch  of  gravel  dropped 
into  it*  hole  ;  and  the  creature  would  crawl 
forth,  allow  its  head  to  be  gently  tickled,  and 
reward  the  act  with  a  loving  glance  of  its  soft 
full  eyes.^'      Mitfl.  Obr. 

1p  yon  and  I  could  change   to  beasts,  what 

beast  should  either  be  ? 
Shall  yon  and  I  play  Jove  for  onoe  ?    Turn  fox 

then,  I  decree ! 
Shy  wild  sweet  stealer  of  the  grapes  1    Now  do 

yoar  worst  on  roe  1 


And  thns  yon  think  to  spite  yonr  fnend-> 
turned  loathsome  ?    What,  a  toad  ? 

So,  all  men  shrink  and  sknn  me  I  Dear  men, 
pursue  your  road  1 

Leave  hot  mv  erevtce  in  the  stone,  a  reptile's  fit 
abcxler 

Nuw  say  your  wont,  Caoidia  1  "  He  's  loath- 
some, I  allow : 

There  mav  or  may  not  Inrk  a  pearl  beneath  his 
pookered  brow: 

Hut  s(*e  hU  eyes  that  follow  mine -» love  lasts 
there,  anyhow." 
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Last  night  I  saw  von  in  my  sleep : 

And  how  your  charm  of  face  was  chanj*<^  ? 

I  a»ked«  **  Some  love,  mtme  faith  you  keep  ?  '* 
You  answered,  **  Faith  gone,  love  estranged.** 

Wliereat  I  woke  —  a  twofold  bliss : 
Waking  was  one,  but  next  there  came 

Thi^  other  :  *'  Thongh  I  fnlt,  for  this. 
My  heart  break,  I  loved  on  the  same.*' 


BAD  DREAMS 
11 

Tou  in  the  flesh  and  here  — 
Yonr  very  lelf !    Now,  wait ! 

One  word  I    May  I  hope  or  fear  ? 
Must  I  speak  m  love  or  hate  ? 

Stay  while  I  ruminate ! 

The  faot  and  each  eirr«imstance 
Dare  you  diiiown  ?    Not  you  I 

That  vast  dome,  that  huge  dance. 
And  the  gloom  which  oveigrew 

A  —  posHbly  festive  nrew ) 


For  why  should  men  danoe  at  all  — 
Why  women  —  a  crowd  of  both  — 

Unless  they  are  gay  ?    btrange  ball  -  ^ 
ilainds  and  feet  plighting  troth. 

Yet  partners  enforoed  ana  loth  I 

Of  who  danced  there,  no  shape 
Did  I  reootfiiize  :  thwart,  perverse, 

Each  grasped  each,  past  eso^M 
In  a  whirl  or  weary  or  worse  : 

Blanks  sneer  met  woman's  curse. 

While  he  and  she  toiled  as  if 
Their  guardian  set  galley-slaves 

To  supple  chained  limus  grown 
Unmanaoled  trulls  and  knaves 

The  lash  for  who  mtsbehavea  I 

And  a  gloom  was,  all  the  while, 

l>eeper  and  deeper  yet 
0*erarowing  the  rank  and  file 

Of  that  armv  of  haters  —  set 
To  mimic  love  s  f evei^ret. 

By  the  wall-side  close  I  crept, 

Avoiding  the  livid  maze, 
And,  safely  so  far,  outstepped 

(hi  a  chamber    -  a  chj4>el,  says 
My  memory  or  betrays  — 


Cl<Met-Iike,  kept  aloof 
From  unseemly  witnessing 

What  sport  made  floor  and  roof 
Of  the  DeviPs  palace  ring 

While  his  Damned  aranaed  thmr 

Ay,  for  a  low  lamp  burned. 
And  a  silence  lay  about 

Wliat  I,  in  the  midst,  discerned 
Though  dimlv  till,  past  doubt, 

*T  was  a  sort  of  throne  stood  out 


High  seat  with  steps,  at  least : 
And  the  toproont  step  was  fill**d 

By  —  whom  ?     What  vestured  priest  ? 
A  stranger  to  me,  —  his  guild. 

His  cult,  unreconciled 

To  my  knowledge  how  guild  and  cult 
Are  clothed  in  this  world  of  onrs : 

I  pondered,  but  no  result 
Came  to  ~  nnless  that  Oiaonrs 

tSo  worship  the  Lower  Powers. 

^Vhen  suddenly  who  entered  ? 

Who  knelt  —  did  you  gnem  I  saw  ? 
Who  —  raising  that  faoe  were  centred 

Allegiance  to  love  and  law 
So  lately  —  off-casting  awe, 

Down-treading  reserve,  away 
Thrusting  respect  .  .  .  but  mine 

Stands  firm  —  firm  still  shall  stay  I 
Ask  Satan  I  for  I  decline 

To  tell  — what  I  saw,  in  fine! 

Yet  here  in  the  flesh  you  come  — 
Vo«rsame  self,  fonu  and  faoe,  — 
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In  the  eyes,  mirth  still  at  home  I 
On  the  lipe,  that  oommonplaoe 
Perfection  of  honest  gmoe  I 

Yet  yonr  errand  is — needs  must  be  — 

To  palliate  —  well,  explain. 
Expurgate  in  some  degree 

xonr  soul  of  its  u^ly  stain. 
Oh,  yon  —  the  good  in  grain  — 

How  was  it  your  white  took  tingle  ? 

"  A  mere  dream  "  —  never  object  I 
Sleep  leaves  a  door  on  hinge 

Whence  soul,  ere  our  flesh  suspect, 
Is  off  and  away :  detect 

Her  vagaries  when  loose,  who  can  I 
Be  she  pranksome,  be  she  prude, 

Disfl^iBe  with  the  day  began : 
With  the  night  —  ah,  what  ensued 

From  draughts  of  a  drink  hell-brewed  f 

Then  She  :  **  What  a  queer  wild  dream  I 
And  perhaps  the  best  fun  is  — 

Myself  nad  its  fellow  —  I  seem 
Scarce  awake  from  3ret.    *T  was  this — 

ShaUIteUyon?    FiiBt,akis8! 

**  For  the  fault  was  just  your  own,  — 

*T  is  myself  expect  apology : 
You  warned  me  to  let  alone 

(Since  our  studies  were  mero  phifelogy) 
That  ticklish  (you  said)  Anthology. 

^*  So  I  dreamed  that  I  passed  exam 
Till  a  question  posed  me  sore  : 
'  Who  translated  this  epigram 

Bv  —  an  author  we  best  ignore  ? ' 
Ana  I  answered,  '  Hannah  More  *  I  ** 
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This  was  my  dream  :  I  saw  a  Forest 

Old  as  the  earth,  no  track  nor  tmce 
Of  unmade  man.    Tlion,  Soul,  exploreet  — 

Though  in  a  trembling  rapture  —  space 
Immeasiimble  I    Shrubs,  turned  trees, 
Treea  that  touch  heaven,  support  its  freize 
Studded  \iith  8un  and  mcx>u  and  star : 
WTiile  —  oh.  the  enormons  growths  that  bar 
Mine  eye  from  penetrating  past 

Their  tangled  twine  where  lurks  —  nay,  lives 
Riyally  lone.  Home  brute-type  cast 

I^  the  rough,  time  cancels,  man  forgives. 

On,  Soul  !^    I  saw  a  lucid  City 

Of  architectural  device 
Every  way  perfeci.     Pause  for  pity, 

Lightning !  nor  leave  a  cicatrice 
On  those  bright  marbles,  dome  and  spire. 
Structures  nalatial,  —  streets  which  mire 
Dares  not  defile,  paved  all  too  fine 
For  human  footstep*s  smirch,  not  thine  — 
Proud  solitai^  traverser, 

Mv  Soul,  of  silent  lengfths  of  way  — 
With  what  ecstatic  dread,  aver, 

liosc  nte  start  sanaoooed  Dv  ttm  tCav  f 


Ah,  but  the  last  ns^t  was  the  hidaoos! 

A  CitT,  yea,  — a Torest,  true,  — 
But  each  aevouring  each.    Perfidiooa 

Snake-plants  had  strangled  what  I  knew 
Was  a  pavilion  once :  each  oak 
Held  on  his  horns  some  spoil  he  broke 
By  surreptitiously  beneath 
Ui>thmBting :  pavements,  as  with  teeth, 
Qriped  huge  weed  widening  crack  aad  spfit 

In  squares  and  oiroles  stone-work  eiet. 
Oh,  Nature  —  good  i  Oh,  Art  —  no  whit 
Less  worthy  I    Both  in  one  —  aocnrat  1 
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It  happened  thus :  my  slab,  thofogli 
Was  getting  weather«taiaed,  —  b 

Herbage,  balm,  peppermint  o'ergrew 
Letter  and  letter :  till  yon  tried 

Somewhat,  the  Name 


That  strong  stem  man  my  lover 

—  Was  he  my  lover  ?    Call  him. 
My  life's  oold  critic  bent  on  blame 

Of  all  poor  I  could  do  or  say 
To  make  me  worCh  his  love  one  daj  — 

One  far  da^  when,  by  diligent 

And  duttful  araeaaiBg  niolts. 
Foibles,  all  weaknesses  which  went 

To  challenge  and  ezouse  assaults 
Of  culture  wronged  by  taste  that  bates — 

Discrepanciee  should  mar  no  plan 

Symmetric  of  the  qualities 
Claiming  respect  from  —  say  —  a  man 

That  ^s  strong  aad  stem.      Once  more  he  pries 
Into  me  with  those  critic  eyes !  *' 

No  question  I  so  —  "  Conclude,  oondem 
Each  failure  my  poor  self  avoms  I 

Leave  to  its  fate  all  you  contemn ! 
There  's  Solomon's  selected  spouse : 

Earth  needs  must  hold  such  maids  —  chocer 
them !  '* 

Why,  he  was  weeping  !    Surely  gone 
StemneS8  and  strength  :  wito  eyes  to  gnwad 

And  voice  a  broken  monotone  — 
*'  Only  be  as  yon  were  I    Abound 

In  foibles,  faults,  —  laugh,  robed  and  crow  aad 

*'  As  Folly's  veriest  queen,  — care  I 
One  feather-fluff  ?    Look  pity.  Love, 

Onprostrate  me  —  your  foot  shall  try 
Tnis  forehead's  use  —  mount  thenoe 

And  reach  what  Heaven  yon  dignify !  *^ 

Now,  what  could  bring  sneh  ebamee  aboat 
The  thought  perplexed :  tOl,  fbUoi 

His  gaze  upon  tne  ground,  —  whj,  o«t 
Came  all  the  secret  I    So,  a  thing 

Thus  simple  baa  deposed  my  king  I 


Fot,  spite  of  weeds  that  strove  to 
FlaiD  niading  on  tha  Utterad  ali 


spoil 
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Mr  naittfB  was  clear  anooich  —  no  soil 

Effaced  the  date  when  one  ohanoe  atab 
Of  aoom  ...  if  only  ghoata  vaaght  hUb  1 


INAPPREHENSIVENESS 

Wk  two  stood  aimply  friend-like  side  by  aide, 
ViewinflT  *  twilight  country  far  and  wide, 
TiU  slie  at  lengw  broke  eilenoe.    *  ^  How  it  toweia 
Yonder,  the  min  o^er  thia  vale  of  ours  I 
The  West^a  faint  flare  behind  it  iio  relievea 
Its  niggled  outline  — sigrht  perhapa  deoeivea. 
Or  I  could  almuat  fancy  that  I  aee 
A  bi-anch  wave  plain  —  belike  aome  wind-sown 

tree 
rhaace-rootad  where  a  miaaing  turret  waa. 
Wliat  would  I  giTe  for  Uie  (Mrspective  slaas 
At  home,  to  luake  oat  if  ^t  ia  really  so  I 
Has  Roskin  noticed  here  at  Aaolo 
That  certain  weed-^^wths  on  the  ravaged  wall 
Seem  "...  somethisig  that  I  could  not  say  at  all, 
My   thought  being  rather  —  aa  abaorbed  ahe 

sent 
Look  onward  after  look  from  eyea  diatent 
With  longing  to  reach  Heaven's  gate  left  ajar  — 
*"  Oh,  fansies  that  might  be,  oh,  facts  that  are  { 
What  of  a  wilding  ?    By  you  stands,  and  may 
So  stand  nnnotioed  till  the  Judgment  Day, 
One  who,  if  onoe  aware  that  yourresrard 
Claimed  what  his  heart  holds,  — woke,  aa  from 

ita  sward 
The  flower,  the  dormant  passion,  ao  to  speak  — 
Then  what  a  rush  of  life  woold  atartling  wreak 
Revenge  on  your  inapprehensive  atare 
While,  from  the  ruin  and  the  West's  faint  flares 
Ton  let  your  eyea  meet  mine,  touch  what  yon 

term 
Quietude  —  that  *a  an  universe  in  germ  — 
'fhe  dormant  paaaion  needinr  but  a  look 
To  burst  into  immense  life  1 

''  No,  the  hook 
Which  noticed  how  the  wall-growtha  wave,*' 

aaid  ahe, 
Waa  not  by  Raskin/' 

I  said,  ^*  Vernon  Lee." 


WHICH? 

Soothe  three  Court-ladies  began 
Their  trial  of  who  judged  beat 
In  esteeming  the  love  of  a  man  : 
Who  preferred  with  meat  reaaon  waa  thereby 
confeaied 
Boy-Onpid's  exemplary  catcher  and  eager; 
An  AbM  creased  legs  to  decide  on  the  wag«*r. 

First  the  Onehesse:  **  Mine  for  me  — 

Who  were  it  but  God's  for  Hira, 
And  th#  King's  for  —  who  bat  he  ? 
Both  faithful  and  loyal,  one  grace  mofv  shall 


<* 


Hia  cnp  with  perfection  :  a  ladr's  trve  lover. 
He  holds  —  save  his  God  and  nil  king  —  none 
above  her.'* 


»* 


I  rsqoire  " — ovtspoke  the  Xait|aiBe  -* 
*'  Pnre  thonghu,  ay,  but  also  fliia  deeds : 


Plar  the  paladin  moat  he,  to  ph 
My  whim,  and  —  to  prove  my  kaight'a  aerrice 


Tour  aaint's  and  yoor  loyaliat'a  praying  and 

kneeUng — 
Show  wounds,  each  wide  mouth  to  my  mercy 

appealing." 

Then  tke  Comtcase:     ''My  ehoiee  be    a 
wretch. 
Mere  loael  in  bod^  and  aonl, 
Thiiee  aeonist !    W  hat  care  I,  aohe  atreioh 
Arma  to  me  his  sole  savior,  love'a  ohimate 

ffo«l« 

Out  of  earth  and  men'a  noiae  —  namea  of  *  in- 
fidel,' '  traitor  ' 

Coat  np  at  him  f  Crown  me,  crown'a  adjudt- 
oator!" 


And  the  Abb^  uncrossed  his  lega. 
Took  snuff,  a  reflective  pinch. 
Broke  ailoBoe  :  '*  The  queation  be^i 
Much  pondering  ere  I  prooMiiioa.    Shall  I 
flinah? 
The  lore  which  to  one  and  one  mily  haa  refer- 


Seema  terribly  like  what  perhapa  gaina  God's 
preference." 


THE  CARDINAL  AND  THE  DOG 

Thia  poem  waa  written  in  May,  1842,  at  the 
same  time  aa  the  Pied  Piper^  both  having  been 
written  at  the  requeat  of  Maeready*a  little  aon, 
who  waa  confined  to  the  honae  by  iHneas  and 
wanted  Browning  to  write  htm  some  poema  for 
which  he  could  make  picturea. 

Crrscrnzio,  the  Pope'a  Legate  at  the  High 

Council,  Trent, 
—  Tear  Fifteen  hvWdred   twenty-two,  Maivh 

Twenty-five  —  intent 
On  writing  letten  to  the  Pope  till  late  into  the 


ngl 
ipht. 


oig 
Roae,  weary,  to  refresh  himself,  and  saw  a 

monstrous  sight : 
(I  give  mine  Author's  very  words :  he  penned, 

I  reindite.) 

A  black  Dog  of  vaat  bignsaa,  eyea  flaming,  eara 
that  hung 

Down  to  the  very  ground  almoat,  into  the 
chamber  apmng 

And  made  directly  tor  him,  and  laid  himself 
right  under 

The  table  where  Crescenzio  wrote  —  who  called 
in  fear  and  wonder 

Hia  servanta  in  the  ante>room«  commandinl 
every  one 

To  look  for  and  find  ant  the  beaot :  but,  look- 
ing, they  found  none. 

The  Cardinal  fell  melaneholy,  then  sick,  soon 

after  died : 
And  at  Verona,  aa  he  hty  on  hia  death-bed,  he 

eried 
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Of  certain  wretched  shillings,  —  yoa 
Indnce  a  woman  —  virein  too  '— 
To  strip  and  stand  stanc^naked  ? 

He,  True. 

She.    Nor  feel  you  so  degrade  her? 

i/e.  What 

~  (Excuse  the  interruption)  —  clings 
Half -savage-like  around  your  hat  ? 

She,       Ah,  do  they  please  you?    Wild-bird- 
wingsl 
Next  season,  —  Paris-nrints  assert,  — 
We  must  go  featherea  to  the  skirt : 
My  modiste  keeps  on  the  alert. 

Owls,  hawks,  jays  —  swallows  most  ap- 
prove. 
He.         Dare  I  speak  plainly  ? 
She,  Oh,  I  trust! 

He,     Then,  Lady  Blanche,  it  leas  would  move 
In  heart  and  soul  of  me  disgust 
Did  you  strip  off  those  spoils  you  wear. 
And  stand  —  for  thanks,  not  shillings  — 

bare 
To  help  Art  like  my  Model  there. 
She    well    knew    what   absoWed   her  — 
praise 
In  me  for  God's  surpassing  good, 
Who  granted  to  my  rererent  gaze 

A  type  of  purest  womanhood. 
You  —  clothed  with  murder  of  his  best 
Of  harmless  beings  —  stand  the  test  I 
What  is  it  you  know  ? 
She,  Tliat  yoo  jest  I 


PONTE   DELL'   ANGELO,  VENICE 

Stop  rowinj^ !    This  one  of  our  bye*«anals 
O^er  a  certain  bridge  you  have  to  cross 
That 's  named, ''  Of  the  Angel :  "  listen  why  ! 
The  name  **  Of  the  Devil "  too  much  appalls 
Venetian  acquaintance,  so  —  his  the  loss, 
WhUe  the  gain  goes  .  .  .  look  on  high  ! 

An  angel  visibly  guards  yon  honse  : 
Above  each  seutoneon  —  a  pair  —  stands  he. 
Enfolds  them  with  droop  of  either  wing : 
The  family's  fortune  were  perilous 
Did  he  thence  depart  —  you  will  soon  agree. 
If  I  hitch  into  verse  the  thing. 

For,  once  on  a  time,  this  house  belonged 
To  a  lawyer  of  note,  witli  law  and  to  spare, 
But  also  with  overmuch  lust  of  gain : 
In  the  matter  of  law  you  were  nowise  wronged, 
But  alas  for  the  lucre !    He  picked  you  bare 
To  the  bone.    Did  folk  ooroplain  ? 

"  I  exact,'*  growled  he,  **  work's  rightful  due: 
'T  is  folk  seek  me«  not  I  seek  them. 
Advice  at  its  price  !    Tliey  succeed  or  fail, 
Get  law  in  eaoh  case  —  and  a  lesson  too  : 
Keep  dear  of  the  Courts  —  is  advice  ad  rem : 
They  ni  rMiMnber,  I  'U  be  baU !  " 

So,  he  pocketed  fee  without  a  qualm. 

What  reason  for  smieamishnesR  ?    Labor  dons. 

To  play  he  betook  nim  with  lightened  heart. 


merry  with 


Ate,  drank,  and  made 

psalm. 

Since  the  yoke  of  the  Church  is 
Fits  neck  nor  causes  smart. 


Brief :  never  was  such  an  exlortiottate 
Rascal  —  the  word  has  escaped  my  teeth  ! 
And  yet  —  (all 's  down  in  a  book  no  ass 
Indited,  believe  me  1)  —  this  reprobate 
Was  punctual  at  prayer-time :  gold  Inrked  \»^ 

neath 
Alloy  of  the  rankest  brass. 

For,  play  the  extortioner  as  he  might, 
Fleece  folk  each  day  and  all  day  long. 
There  was  this  redeeming  eirearastanoe : 
He  never  lay  down  to  sleep  at  night 
But  he  put  up  a  pray^er  first,  brief  yet 
*•*■  Our  Lisdy  avert  nuschanoe  1 " 


Now  it  happened  at  close  of  a  fmeti^  _ 

**  I  must  ask,"  quoth  he,  **  some  ^Munt  to  din«> 

I  want  that  widow  well  out  of  myean 

With  her  ailing  and  wailing.    Wh*  bade  h«; 

seek 
Redress  at  mjr  liands?    'She 

Folk  whine 
If  to  Law  wrong  right  appears. 


*'*'  Matteo  da  Basdo — he 's  my  nan  ! 
No  less  than  Chief  of  the  Capacins : 
His  presence  will  surely  snffumigate 
My  house  —  fools  think  lies  under  n  ban 
If  somebody  loses  what  somebody  wins. 
Hark,  there  he  knocks  at  the  grate  1 

'*  Come  in,  thou  blessed  of  Mother  Gkareh ! 

I  go  and  prepare  —  to  bid,  that  is. 

My  trusty  and  diligent  servitor 

G^t  all  things  in  readiness.    Vain  the  seawh 

Through  Venice  for  one  to  eompare  with  thi» 

My  mmlel  ol  ministrants :  for  — 


**  For  —  once  again,  nay,  three  timea  a 
My  helpmate 's  an  ape  I  so  intelUfreni, 
I  train  nim  to  drudfe  at  household  woi^ 
He  toils  and  he  mous,  I  li^e  in  elover : 
Oh,  you  shall  see  !    There 's  a  goodly  aes 
From  his  cooking,  or  I  'm  a  Turk  \ 


«t — 


**  Scarce  need  to  descend  and  anpervise  : 
I  '11  do  it,  however :  wait  here  awhile  I  ** 
So,  down  to  the  kitchen  eayly  senttlee 
Our  host,  nor  notes  the  slanned  sarmiae 
Of  the  holy  man.    '*  O  depth  of  gnile ! 
He  blindly  guules  and  guttles. 


"  While  —  who  is  it  dresses  the  food 
The  liquor  ?    Some  fiend  —  I  make  no  doobt 
In  Ukenessof  —  whioh  (^  the  loathlv  Intn  ' 
An  ape  I   Where  hides  he  ?    No  bull  that  gof^ 
No  bear  that  hngs  —  't  is  the  mook  and  Host 
Of  an  ape,  fiend's  face  that  suits. 


'^So—out  with  thee, 

hidest  I 
I  oiharge  thee,  by 

judge! 


,  wherever  t^- 
of   •  •  .  riglat   «2- 
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Th«ra  aknllu  he  perdne,  enmehiiig  under  the 

bed. 
Well  duDdl    What,  foiaooth,  in  beMt*e  eluipe 

thuu  oonfidest? 
I  know  and  wonkl  name  thee  bnt  that  I  be> 

ffiidge 
Breath  ^ent  on  eneh  oarrion.    Instead  — 


*'I&djnre  thee  by 


tf      t*  c 


Stay  1 ''  haOmd 

the  portent  that  roee 
From  floor  up  to  oeilins :  *'  No  need  to  adjnra  I 
See  Satan  in  peteon,  late  ape  by  oomniand 
(>f  Him  thou  adjureet  in  rain.    A  saint's  nose 
Scents  brimstone  thou^  inoenee  be  homed  for 

a  lore. 
Tet,  henoe  1  for  I  *m  safe,  nnderstand  I 

*'  'T  is  my  charge  to  eonvey  to  fit  punishment's 

place 
This  lawyer,  mv  Ite^roan,  for  cmeHy  wrooght 
On  his  chents,  the  widow  and  orphan,  poor  sonls 
lie  has  plaffued    by  exactions  whion  prorred 

law's  dis^raoe. 
Made  equity  void  and  to  nothingness  brongfat 
God's  pity.    Fiends,  on  with  fresh  coals !  ^ 

**  Stay  I  *'  nowise  confounded,  withstands  Hell 

its  match : 
*""  How  comes  it,  were  truth  in  this  story  ol 

thine, 
Ood's  punishment  suffered  a  minute's  delay  ? 
>Veeka,  months  hare  elapsed  sinoe  thou  sqnat* 

tedst  at.  vateh 
For  a  spring  on  thy  victim  :  what  eaosed  thee 

decline 
Advantage  tall  challenged  to^y  P  " 

'  *  That  cliallenge  I  meet  with  contempt,"  qnoth 

the  fiend. 
*""  Thus    mnch   I    acknowledge :   the    man 's 

armed  in  mail : 
I  wait  till  a  joint 's  loose,  then  quick  ply  my 

claws. 
Thy  friend's  one  good  onatom  — he  knows  not 

—  has  screened 
His  flesh  hitherto  from  what  else  would  assail : 
At  *  Save  me.  Madonna  I '  I  pause. 

**  That  prayer  did  the  losel  but  onee  pretermit, 
hly  pounce  were  upon  him.  I  keep  roe  attent : 
He  *s  in  safety  bat  till  he 's  caught  napping. 

Enough ! " 
•"  Ay,  enouf h !  *'  smiles  the  Saint  — ''  for  the 

biter  is  bit, 
Tlie  «py  caught  in  somnolence.    Vanish  1    I  'm 

sent 
To  smooth  up  what  ilenda  do  in  iwagh." 

*"  I  vanish  ?    Through  wall  or  through  roof  ?  " 

the  ripost 
< Grinned   gayly.    **My  otders  ware  —  *  Leave 

not  nahanned 

Tlie  abodeol  this  lawyer  1    Do  daasage  to  prove 
^7  wan  for  soosething  thou  quittedat  the  kad 

of  thelnet ' 
Xo  add  to  thcar  number  this  nait  I '    Though 

ehamed 

deaaeat  thars«  on  earth  that  ^  above 


it 


I  may  haply  ameroe  him."  **  So  do,  and  be- 
gone, 

I  command  thee  t  For,  look  I  Though  there 's 
doorway  behind 

And  window  before  thee,  go  straight  through 
the  wall. 

Leave  a  breach  in  the  brickwork,  a  gap  in  the 


For  who  passes  to  stare  at  I "    "  Spare  speech  I 

I  'm  resigned : 
Here  goes  I  "  roared  the  goblin,  as  all  — 

Wide  bat-wings,  spread  arms  and  legs,  tail  out 

a*etream. 
Crash  obstacles  went,  right  and   left,  as  he 


Or  else  sank,  was  dean  gone  through  the  hole 

anyhow. 
The  Saint  returned  thanks  :  then  a  satisfied 

gleam 
On  the  bald  polished  pate  showed  that  triumph 

was  scored. 
**  To  dinner  with  appetite  now  1 " 

Down  he  trips.    *'  In  good  time !  "  smirks  the 

host.    ^*  Didst  then  seent 
Rich  savor  of  roast  meat  ?    Where  hides  he, 

my  ape? 
Look  afive,  be  alert!    He's  away  to  wash 


Sit  down,  Saint  I  What 's  here  ?  Dost  exam- 
ine a  rent 

In  the  napkin  thou  twistest  and  twirlest? 
Agape  •  .  . 

Ha,  blood  la  it  drips  nor  abates 

"  From  thy  wringing  a  doth,  late  was  lavea- 

dered  fair  ? 
What  means  such  a  marvel  ?  "    ^*  Just  this  does 

it  mean : 
I  convince  and  convict  thee  of  sin  I  "  answers 

straight 
The  Saint,  wringing  on,   wringing  ever  —  oh. 


Bbod  —  blood  from  a  napery  snow  not  more 

clean. 
**  A  mirade  shows  thee  thy  state  t 


ti 


See — blood  thy  extortions  have  wrung  from 

the  flesh 
Of  thy  clients  who,  sheep-Uke,  arrived  to  be 

shorn. 
And  left  thee  —  or  fleeced  to  the  quick  or  so 

fiaved 
That,  behold,  their  blood  gurgles  and  grumbles 

afresh 
To  aeensa  thee !    Ay,  down  on  thy  kntes,  get 

up  sworn 
To  restore  I    Restitution  onee  made. 


"  Sin  no  more  I  Dost  thou  proniae  f  Afaaolvud, 

then,  arise  I 
Upstairs   follow     me!     Art  amaied   at   yon 

breach? 
Who  battered  and  shattered  and  scattered,  ee- 


From  thvpurlieua  obtafaiiiw?    That  Father  of 
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Thoa  wast  wont  to  extol  for  his  feats,  all  and 

each 
The  Devil  *s  disguised  as  thine  ape  !  '^ 

Be  sure  that  our  lawyer  was  torn  by  remorse. 

Shed  tears  in  a  flood,  vowed  and  swore  so  to 
alter 

His  wavs  that  how  else  could  our  Saint  but  de- 
clare 

He  was  cleansed  of  past  sin  ?  *'  For  sin  future 
—  fare  worse 

Thou  undoubtedly  wilt,*'  warned  the  Saint, 
^^  shonldst  thou  falter 

One  whit  I ''    **  Oh,  for  that  have  no  care  ! 

**  I  am  firm  in  my  purposed  amendment.    But, 

prithee. 
Must  ever  affront  and  aifright  me  yon  gap  ? 
Who  made  it  for  exit  may  find  it  of  use 
For  entrance  as  easy.    If,  down  in  his  smithy 
He  forges  me  fetters  —  when  heated,  mayhap, 
He  '11  up  with  an  armful !    Broke  loose  — 

*'How    bar  him  out  henceforth?"      '* Judi- 
ciously urged ! " 
Was  the  ^:ood  man's  reply.    **  How  to  balk 

him  IS  plain. 
There  's  nothmg  the  Devil  objects  to  so  much. 
So  speedily  flies  from,-a8  one  of  those  purged 
Of  lus  presence,  the  angels  who  erst  formed  his 

train  — 
His,  their  emperor.    Choose  one  of  such  1 

**  Get  fashioned  his  likeness  and  set  him  on 

high 
At  back  of  the  breach  thus  adroitly  filled  up  : 
Display  him  as  guard  of  two  scutcheons,  thy 

arms: 
I  warrant  no  devil  attempts  to  get  hj 
And  disturb  thee  so  guarded.  £at,  drink,  dine, 

and  sup. 
In  thy  rectitude,  safe  from  alarms  !  " 

So  said  Mid  so  done.    See,  the  angel  has  place 
Where  the  Devil  has  passage  1    All 's  down  in 

a  book. 
Gainsay    me?    Consult    itl      Still   faithless? 

Trust  me  f 
Trust  Father  Boverio  who  gave  me  the  case 
In  his  Annals  —  gets  of  it,  by  hook  or  by  orook. 
Two  ooafirmative  witnesses :  three 

Are  snrely  enough  to  establish  an  act : 

And  thereby  we  learn  — would  we  ascertain 

truth  — 
To  trust  wise  tradition  which  took,  at  the  time. 
Note  that  served  till  slow  history  ventured  on 

fact. 
Though  folk  have  their  fling  at  tradition  for- 
sooth ! 
Row,  boys,  fore  and  aft,  rhyme  and  ohime  1 


BEATRICE   SIGNORINI 

Tbis  strange  thing  happened  to  a  painter  once : 
Vtterbo  boasts  the  man  among  her  sons 
Of  note,  I  seem  to  think  :  his  ready  tool 


Picked  up  its  precepta  in  CortonaV  school   - 
That 's  Fietro  Berretini,  whom  tliey  eoll 
Cortona,  these  Italians :  greatish-stnall. 
Our  paint«r  was  his  pupil,  by  repute 
His  match  if  not  his  master  absolnte. 
Though  whether  he  spoiled  fresco  mors  or  krtv 
And  what's  its  fortune,  scarce  repays  yoor 


Still,  for  one  circamstance.  I  save  his  aaine 

—  Francesco  RomanelK  :  ao  the  same  t 

He  went  to  Rome  and  painted :  there  he  knev 

A  wonder  of  a  woman  painting  too  — 

For  she,  at  least,  was  no  Cortona's  dmdge  : 

Witness  that  ardent  fancy-shape  —  I  jn^re 

A  semblance  of  her  soul  —  she  called,     I>Hii>  " 

With  starry  front  for  guide,  wh«*re  sits  the  tirt* 

She  left  to  brighten  Buonarroti's  house. 

If  yon  see  Florence,  pay  that  piece  your  towv 

Though  blockhead  Baldinucci  s  mind,  irabord 

With  monkish  morab,  bade  folk  **  Drape  t^e 

nude 
And  stop  the  scandal !  '*  ^noUt  the  record  f<rin) 
1  borrow  this  of  :  hang  his  book  and  him ! 
At  Rome,  then,  where  these  fated  ones  uiH 

first. 
The  blossom  of  his  life  had  hardly  burst 
While  hers  was    blooming    at    fall  bcaaty's 

stand : 
No  lees  Franeesoo  —  when  half-ripe  he  acaB»»I 
Consummate  Artemisia  —  grew  one  want 
To  have  her  his  and  make  ner  ministraBt 
With  every  gift  of  body  and  of  soul 
To  him.  In  vain.   Her  sphery  self  was  whole  — 
Might  only  touch  his  orb  at  Art's  sole  point. 
Suppose  he  could  persuade  her  to  enWnBt 
Her  life  —  uast,  present,  fnture  —  au  in  his 
At  Art's  sole  point  by  some  explosive  kim 
Of  love  through  lips,  would  loTe'a  eaorcss  dr- 

feat 
Artistry 's  haunting  curse  —  the  Incomplete  * 
Artists  no  doubt  they  both  were,  —  what  bi^ii- 
Was  she  ?  who  long  had  felt  heart,  soqI  sprr^ 

wide 
Her  life  out,  knowii^  much  and  loving  well. 
On  either  side  Art's  uarrow  space  where  f«-U 
Reflection  from  his  own  speck :  bnt  the  germ 
Of  individual  genius  —  what  we  t«m 
The  very  self,  the  God-gift  whence  had  rrnvii 
Heart's  life  and  soul's  life --how  make  t:>: 

his  own  ? 
Vainly  his  Art,  reflected,  smiled  in  smaJl 
On  Art's  one  facet  of  her  ampler  ball ; 
The    rest,    touch-free,  took    in,     gave    bat'* 

heaven,  earth. 
All  where  he  was  not.    Hope,  wott-tugh  rr 

birth 
Came  to  Desire,  died  off  all-nnfailiUe4. 
''What  though  in  Art    I    stand    the    aU'^ 

skUled,^' 
(So  he  conceited :  mediocrity 
Turns  on  itself  the  self-transforming  cyv) 
''  If  only  Art  were  snii^,  mine  woaU  pltoH 
To  purpose :  man  —  by  nature  1  exceed 
Woman  the  bounded :  but  how  nrr«db  beaid* 
She  boasts,  would  sue  in  turn  and  be  den>e<i ' 
Love  her  ?    My  own  wife  loves  me  in  a  anrt 
That  suits  us  both :  she  takes  tbe  wo(ld*s  r^  ' 
Of  what  my  work  is  worth,  and,  for  tlie 
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ConcedM  that,  while  his    eonaort  keeps  her 


The  eagle  aoan  a  Uoeued  Tagrant,  lives 

A  wide  free  life  which  she  at  least  foii^Tea  — 

Good  Beatriotf  f>igi]orim  I    Well 

And  wisely  did  I  choose  her.    But  the  spell 

To  sabjogate  this  Artemisia  —  where  ? 

She  passionless  ?  —  she  resolute  to  care 

Nowise  beyond  the  phun  snfliciency 

Of  fact  that  she  is  she  and  I  am  1 

—  Aeknowledged  arbitrator  for  us  both 
In  her  life  as  in  mine  which  she  were  loth 
Even  to  learn  the  laws  of  ?    No,  and  no, 
Twenty  times  over !    Ay,  it  most  be  so : 
I  for  myself,  aUs  I  ** 

Whereon,  instead 
Of  the  eheeked  loTcr's-ntteranoe  —  why,  he  said 

Leaninj;  over  her  easel :  *'  Flesh  is  red  ** 
(Or  some  each  jnst  remark)  —  ^*byno  means 

white 
As  Qnkb^s  praetioe  teaches :  you  are  rijrht.*' 
Then    came  the  better    impolse :    **  What   if 

pride 
Were  wisely  trampled  on,  whateW  betide  ? 
Hi  icrow  here,  not  mine  —  join  lives,  confuse 
Bfidiea  and  spirits,  Rain  her  not  but  lose 
M  vself  to  Artemisia  ?    That  were  love  I 
Or  two  souls  —  one  most  bend,  one  rule  above  : 
If  I  cronch  under  proodlv,  lord  turned  slave. 
Were  it  not  worthier  both  than  if  she  ffave 
Herself  —  in  treason  to  henelf  —  to  me  f  " 

And,  all  the  while,  he  felt  it  could  not  be. 
Such  love  was  true  love:  love  that  way  who 

cani 
Some  one  that  *s  bom  half  woman,  not  whole 

man : 
For  man,  prescribed  man  better  or  man  worse, 
Why,  whether  microcosm  or  universe. 
What  liw  prevails  alike  throug^h    ir^eat  and 

small. 
The  world  and  man  —  worid^s    miniature  we 

call? 
Male  is  the  master.    "  That  way  "  smiled  and 

siffhed 
Onr  true  male  estimator  —  "  puts  her  pride 
My  wife  in  making  me  the  outlet  whence 
She  learns  all  Heaven  allows :  *t  is  my  pretence 
To  paint:   her  lord  should  do  what  else  but 

paint? 
I>»  I  break  bmshes,  cloister  roe  turned  saint  ? 
Then,  best  of  all  suits  sanctity  her  spouse 
Who  aets  for  Heaven,  allows  and  di^lowa 
At  pleasure,  past  appeal,  the  right,  the  wrong 
In  all  things.    That  s  ray  wife*8  way.    But  this 

strong 
Confident  Artemisia  -~  an  adept 
In  Art  does  she  conceit  henelf  ?    *  Except 
In  jnst  this  instance,*  tell  her,  *  no  one  draws 
More  rigidly  observant  of  the  laws 
Of  right  design :  yet  here,  —  permit  roe  hint,  — 
If  the  acromion  had  a  deeper  dint. 
That  shoulder  were  perfection.*    What  surprise 

-  Nay  scorn,  shoota   black    fire   from   those 

startled  eye« ! 
she  to  be  lessoned  in  design  forsooth ! 
I  *m  doomed  and  done  for,  since  I  iipoke  the  i 

tmth. 


Make  my  own  work  the  subject  of 
Fails  it  of  just  perfection  absolute 
^Somewhere  ?  'rhose  motors,  flexors,  —  don't  I 

know 
8er  Santi,  styled  "  Tirititototo 
The  pencil-prig,*  might  blame  them  f    Yet  my 

wife  — 
Were  he  and  his  nicknamer  brought  to  life, 
Tito  and  'I  itian,  to  pronounce  anin  — 
Ask  her  who  knows  more  —  I  or  the  great 

Twun, 
Our  colorist  and  draughtsman  I 

"  I  help  her, 
Not  she  helps  me ;  and  neither  shall  demur 
Because  my  portion  is  *'  —  he  chose  to  think  — 
**  Quite  other  than  a  woman's :  I  may  drink 
At  many  waters,  must  repoee  by  none  — 
Kather  arise  and  fare  forth,  having  done 
Duty  to  one  new  ezcellenoe  the  more. 
Abler  thereby,  though  impotent  before 
80  much  was  gained  of  knowledge.    Best  de- 
part, 
Rrom  this  hut  bdy  I  have  learned  by  heart !  *' 

Thus  he  ooncluded  of  himself  —  resigned 

To  play  the  man  and  master:   **Maa  l«oasts 

mind? 
Woman,  roan's  sport  oalla  mistrqss,  to  the  same 
Does  body's  snit  and  service.    Would  she  claim 
—  My  placid  Beatric^wif e  —  pretenoe 
Even  to  blame  her  lord  if,  gcnng  hence. 
He  wistf ullv  rei^utU  one  whom  —  did  fate 
Concede  —  he  might  aoeept  queen,  abdicate 
Kingship  because  of  ?  —  one  of  no  meek  sort 
But  masterful  as  he :  man's  match  in  short  ? 
Oh,  there  's  no  secret  I  were  best  conceal  I 
Bio4  shall  know  ;  and  should  a  stray  tear  steal 
From  out  the  blue  eye,  stain  the  rose  cheek  — 

bahl 
A  smile,  a  word's  gay  reassurance  —  ah. 
With  kissing  interspersed, —  shall  make  amends, 
Turn  pain  to  pleasure." 

"  What,  in  tmth  so  ends 
Abruptly,  do  yon  say,  our  intercourse  ?  " 
Next  dav,  asked  Artemisia  :  **  I  '11  divorce 
Hoabana  and  wife  no  Icmger.    Oo  your  ways. 
Leave  Home  !     Viterbo  owns  no  equal,  says 
The  by-word,  for  fair  women :  you,  no  doubt. 
May  boast  a  paragon  all  specks  without. 
Using  the  painter's  privilege  to  choose 
Among  what 's  rarest.    Will  your  wife  refuse 
Acceptance  from  —  no  rival  —  of  a  gift  ? 
Yon  paint  the  human  figure  I  make  shift 
Humbly  to  reproduce:  but,  in  my  houn 
Of  idlesse.  what  I  fain  would  paint  is  ~  flowers. 
Look  now  I  " 

She  twitched  aside  a  veiling  cloth. 
"Here  is  my  keepsake  —  frame  and  pioture 

both: 
For  see,  the  frame  is  all  of  flowers  festooned 
About  an  empty  space,  —  left  thus,  to  wound 
No  natural  misceptibilit^ : 
How  can  I  guess  ?    'T  is  you  must  fill,  not  I. 
The  central  space  with  —  her  whom  you  like 

best! 
Th»t  w  vonr  busineas,  mine  has  been  the  rest. 
Bnt  jndi:«* !  *' 

How  judge  them  f    Each  of  na,  in  flowers. 
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Chooses  hiB  We,  allies  it  with  past  houn. 

Old  meetings,  Taaislied  f onns  and  faces :  uo  — 

Here  let  eaeh  favorite  uunoleated  blow 

For  one  heart's  homag:e,  no  tongue's  banal  praise, 

Whether  the  rose  appealingly  bade  *'  Qaae 

Your  fill  on  me,  sultana  who  dethrone 

The  gaudy  tulip  I  "  or  't  was  ""Me  alone 

Rather  do  homage  to.  who  lily  am. 

No  unabashed  rose  I  '*    "  Do  I  vainhr  cram 

My  oup  with  sweets,  your  joaqnil  ?  "    ^*  Why 

forget 
Vernal  emlearments  with  the  riolet  ?  " 
So  they  contested  yet  concerted,  all 
As  one,  to  circle  round  about,  enthral 
Yet,  self-foitsettiiig,  push  to  prominenee 
The  nudmost  wonder,  gainea  no  matter  whenee. 

There  's  a  tale  extant,  in  a  book  I  conned 
I^ng  years  ago,  which  treats  of  things  beyond 
The  common,  antique  times  and  countries  queer 
And  eustoras  strange  to  match.    *'  'Tis  said, 

last  year," 
<  Recounts  mv  author)  *^  that  the  King  had  mind 
To  view  his  kingdom  —  guessed  at  from  behind 
A  palace-window  hitherto.    Announced 
No  sooner  was  sueh  purpose  than  *t  was  pounoed 
Upon  by  all  the  ladies  of  the  land  — 
Loyal  but  light  of  life :  they  formed  a  band 
Of  loveliest  ones  but  lithest  also,  since 
Proudljr  they  all  eonibined  to  bear  their  prince. 
Backs  joinea  to  breasts,  —  arms,  legs,  —  nay, 

ankles,  wrists, 
Hands,  feet,  I  know  not  by  what  turns  and 

twists. 
So  interwoven  lay  that  yon  believed 
^T  was  one  sole  beast  of  burden  which  received 
The  monarch  on  its  back,  of  breadth  not  scant. 
Since  fifty  girls  made  one  white  elephant." 
So  with  the  fifty  flowers  which  shapes  and  hues 
Blent,  as  I  tell,  and  made  one  fast  yet  loose 
Mixture  of  beauties,  composite,  distinct 
No  less  in  each  combimng  flower  that  linked 
With  flower  to  form  a  fit  environment 
For  —  whom  might  be  the  painter's  heiut's  in- 
tent 
Thus,  in  the  midst  enhaloed,  to  enshrine  ? 

**  This  glory-gnarded  middle  space  —  is  mine  ? 
For  me  to  fill?" 

**  For  you,  my  Friend  I    We  part, 
Never  perchance  to  meet  again.    Your  Art  — 
What  if  I  mean  it  —  so  to  speak  —  shall  wed 
My  own,  be  witness  of  the  life  we  led 
When  sometimes  it  has  seemed  our  souls  near 

found 
Each  one  the  other  as  its  mate  —  unbound^ 
Had  yours  been  haply  from  the  better  choice 
—  Beantifnl  Bic^  :  't  is  the  common  voice. 
The  crowning  verdict.  Make  whom  you  like  best 
Oueen  of  the  central  space,  and  manifest 
Your  predilection  for  what  flower  beyond 
All  flowers  finds  favor  with  yon.    I  am  fond 
Of  —  say  —  yon  roae's  rich  predominance, 
While  you  —  what  wonder  ?  ~-  more  affect  the 

glance 
The  gentler  violet  from  its  Icftfj  screen 
Ventures  :  so  —  choose  your  flower  and  paint 

your  queen  I " 


Oh,  but  the  man  was  ready,  head  tm  haad, 
Instructed  and  adroit.    ^*  Just  as  yon  stand. 
Stay  and  be  nuide  —  would  Natnre  bat  nlent  — 
By  Art  immortal  I" 

Every  implanMOt 
In   tempting  reach  — a  pialette  primed,  caefa 

squeeze 
Of  oil-paint  in  its  proper  patch  —  with  these. 
Brushes,  a  veritable  sheaf  to  grasp  I 
He  worked  as  he  had  never  dared. 

''UiKlaq» 
My  Art  from  yours  who  can  I  "  — ha  cried  at 

length, 
As  down  he  threw  the  pencil  —  **"  Qraee  fran 

Strength 
Dissociate,  mun  your  flowery  f  rin^  detadi 
My  face  of  whom  it  framea,  —  the  feat  wiD 

match 
With  that  of  Time  should  Time  f  rann  me  extnrt 
Your  memorv,  Artemisia  !  "    And  in  fact,  — 
What  with  the  pricking  impulse,  suddea  glow 
Of  soul — head,  nand  ooof^mt&d  so 
That  face  was  worthy  of  its  frame,  'tia  said  — 
Perfect,  suppose  1 

They  parted.    Sooa  iMtead 
Of  Rome  was  home,  — of  Artemisia  —  well. 
The  placid-perfect  wife.    And  it  befell 
That  after  the  first  inconteatably 
Blessedest  of  all  blisses  {—  wherefore  try 
Your  patience  with  embracinn  and  the  rest 
Due  mm  Caljrpso's  all-unwilung  guest 
To  his  Penelope  ? )  —  there  somenow  came 
The  coolness  which  as  dnly  follows  flame. 
So,  one  day,  *^  What  if  we  inspect  the  gifts 
My  Art  has  gained  us  ?  " 

Now  the  wife  nplih« 
A  casket-lid,  now  tries  a  medal*s  chain 
Round  her  own  lithe  neck,  fita  a  risig  in  vain 

—  Too  looae  on  the  fine   finger,  —  tows  aixl 

swears 
The  jewel  with  two  pendent  pearls  like  pears 
Betters  a  lady^s  bosom  —  witness  else  I 
And  so  forth,  while  Ulysses  smiles. 

'^SnehspeDi 
Subdue  such  natures  —  sex  must  worship  to.rn 

—  Trinkets  and  trash :  yet,  ah.  quite  other  jpfi 
Must  stir  from  sleep  the  passionate  abyss 

Of  —  such  an  one  as  her  I  know  —  not  this 
My  gentle  consort  with  the  milk  for  blood  ! 
W  hy,  did  it  chance  that  in  a  careless  UKied 
(In  those  old  days,  gone  — never  to  retaoi  ~ 
When  we  talked  —  she  to  teach  and  1  to  l«ara' 
I  dropped  a  word,  a  hint  whidx  might  impiy 
Consorts  exist  —  how  quick  flashed  fiie  frua 


eye. 
Brow  blackened,  lin  was  pinched  by 
I  needed  no  reminder  of  my  slip  : 
One    warning   taught  me   wisdom. 

here  .  .  . 
Aha,  a  sportive  fancy  I    Eh,  what  fear 
Of  harm  to  follow  ?    Jnat  a  whim  induXgvd ! 

**  My  Beatrice,  there  *s  an  nndivulged 
Surprise  in  store  for  you  :  the  moment  *s  fit 
For  letting  loose  a  secret :  out  wi^  it  I 
Tributes  to  wortli,  you  rightly  estimate 
These  gifts  of  Prince  ana  Btahop,  Charrh  i 
State: 
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Yet,  may  I  tell  you  ?    Tastes  so  disagree  I 
There  ^s  one  gift,  preciouaest  of  all  to  me, 
I  doubt  if  you  would  value  as  well  worth 
The  obvious  sparkling  gauds  that  men  unearth 
For  toy-oult  mainly  of  you  womankind  j 
Such  make  you  marvel,  I  concede  :  while  blind 
The  sex  proves  to  the  greater  marvel  here 
I  veil  to  balk  its  envy.     Be  sincere  1 
Say,  should  you  search  creation  far  and  wide. 
Was  ever  face  like  this  f  " 

He  drew  aside 
The  veil,  displayed  the  flower-framed  portrait 

kept 
For  private  detectation. 

No  adept 
In  florist*s  lore  more  aoonrately  named 
And  praised  or,  as  appropriately,  blamed 
Specimen  after  specimen  of  skill, 
'Hian  fiicd.    ''  mSktlj  placed  the  dafPodU  — 
Scarcely  so  right  Uie  blue  germander.    Gray 
Good  mouse-ear !    Hardlr  your  auricula 
Is  powdered  white  enoagh.    It  seems  to  me 
Scarlet  not  crimson,  that  anemone : 
But  Uiere  *s  amends  in  the  pink  saadfrage. 
O  darling  dear  ones,  let  me  diBengage 
You  innocents  from  what  your  harmlessness 
Clasps  lovingly  1    Out  thou  from  their  caress. 
Serpent  I " 

Whereat  f orUi-^ashing  from  her  coils 
On  coils  of  hair,  the  spiUa  in  its  toils 
Of  yellow  wealth,  the  dagver-olaything  kept 
To  pin  its  plaits  togethecr,  ufe-iike  leapt 
Ana  —  woe  to  all  inside  the  coronal ! 
Stab  followed  stab,  —  cut,  slash,  she  mined  all 
The  masterpiece.    Alack  for  eyes  and  month 
And    dimples  and   endearment  —  North   and 

South, 
East,  West,  the  tatters  in  a  furv  flew : 
There  yawned  the  circlet.      What  remained  to 

do? 
She  flung  the  weapon,  and,  with  folded  arms 
And  mien  defiant  of  such  low  alarms 
As  death  aud  doom  beyond  death,  Bic4  stood 
Passively  statuesque,  in  quietude 
Awaiting  judgment. 

And  out  judgment  burst 
With  frank  unloading  of  love's  laughter,  first 
Freed   from   its   unsuspected   source.      8ome 

throe 
Must  needs  unlock  love's  prison-bars,  let  flow 
The  joyance. 

**  Then  you  <)ver  were,  still  are. 
And  henceforth  shall  be  —  no  occulted  star 
But  ray  resplendent  Bicd,  sun-revealed. 
Full-rondure !    Woman-glory  unconcealed. 
So    front   me,  find  and  claim  and  take  your 

own  — 
My  soul  and  body  yours  and  yours  alone« 
As  you  are  mine,  mine  wholly !      Heart's  love, 

take  — 
Use  your  possession  —  stab  or  stay  at  will 
Here  —  hating,  saving —  woman  with  the  skill 
To  make  man  beast  or  god  I  '* 

And  so  it  proved : 
For,  as  beseemed  new  godshi^,  thos  he  loved. 
Past  power  to  change,  until  his  dying^lay,  — 
Good  fellow !  And  I  fain  would  hope  ~  some  say 


Indeed  for  oertun  —  that  our  painter^s  toils 
At  fresco-splashing,  finer  steoke  in  oils. 
Were  not  so  mediocre  after  aX\ ; 
Perhaps  the  work  appears  unduly  small 
From  having  loomed  too  large  in  old  esteem. 
Patronized  by  late  Papacy.    I  seem 
Myself  to  have  cast  eyes  on  certain  work 
In  sundry  galleries,  no  judge  needs  shirk 
From  moderately  praising.    He  designed 
Correctly,  nor  in  color  lagged  behind 
His  age :  but  both  in  Florence  and  in  Rome 
The  elder  race  so  make  themselves  at  hooM 
That  scarce  we  jrive  a  glance  to  cealingfols 
Of  such  like  as  Francesco.    8dll,  one  calls 
From  out  the  heaped  laudations  of  the  time 
The  pretty  incident  I  put  in  rhyme. 
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He,  Ah.  the  bird-like  fluting 

Through  the  ash-tops  yonder  - 
BuUfinch-bubblingB,  soft  sounds  suiting 

What  sweet  thoughts,  I  wonder  ? 
Fine-pearled  notes  uiat  surely 

Gather,  dewdrop-fashion, 
Deep^lowa  in  some  heart  which  purely 

Secretes  globuled  pssHion  — 
Passion  insnppreasive  ->- 

Such  is  piped,  for  certain ; 
Love,  no  doubt,  nay,  love  ezoeasiTe 

'T  is,  your  ash-to^  curtain. 

Would  yonr  ash-tops  open 

We  might  spy  the  player — 
Seek  and  find  some  sense  which  no  pen 

Yet  from  singer,  sayer. 
Ever  has  eztractod: 

Never,  to  my  knowledge, 
Yet  has  pedantry  enacted 

That,  in  Cupid's  CoUege, 
Just  this  variation 

Of  the  old,  old  yearning 
Should  by  plain  speech  have  salvation, 

Yield  new  men  new  learning. 

**'  Love !  "  but  wliat  love,  nicely 

New  from  old  disparted. 
Would  the  plaver  teach  precisely  ? 

First  of  all,  he  started 
In  my  brain  Assurance  — 

Trust  —  entire  Contentment  — 
Passion  proved  by  much  endurance ; 

Then  came  —  not  resentment, 
No.  but  simply  Sorrow  : 

What  was  seen  had  vanished  : 
Yesterday  so  blue  1    To-morrow 

Blank,  all  sunshine  banished. 

Hark !    'T  is  Hope  resnrges. 

Struggling  thron(Hi  obs^ction  — 
Forces  a  poor  snule  which  verges 

On  Joy's  introduction. 
NoM%  perhaps,  mere  Musing  : 

*'*'  Holds  earth  such  a  wonder  ? 
Fairy-4nortal,  soul  sonso  fusing 

Pfut  thought's  power  to  sunder !  *' 
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What  ?  calm  Acquiescence  ? 

*^  Daisied  turf  gives  room  to 
Trefoil,^  plucked  once  in  her  presence  — 

Growing  by  her  tomb  too !  " 

She,  All  *8  your  fancy-spinniuKr ! 

Here  *8  the  fact :  a  neighbor 
Neveivendine ,^  still  beginning, 

Recreates  nis  labor : 
Deep  o'er  desk  he  drudges. 

Adds,  divides,  subtracts  and 
Maltipiies,  until  he  judges 

Noonday-hour's  exact  sand 
Shows  the  hour-glass  emptied : 

Then  comes  lawful  leisure. 
Minutes  rare  from  toil  exempted, 

Fit  to  spend  in  pleasure. 

Out  then  with  —  what  treatise  ? 

Youih^8  Complete  Instructor 
How  to  play  the  Flute,   Quid  petis  f 

Follow  Youth's  conductor 
On  and  on,  through  Easy^ 

Up  to  Harder^  Jlardest 
Flute-piece,  till  thou,  flautist  wheezy, 

Possibly  discardest 
Tootlings  hoarse  and  hnsky, 

Masrst  expend  with  courage 
Breath — on  tunes  once  bright,  now  dusky 

Meant  to  cool  thy  porridge. 

Tliat  's  an  air  of  Tulon's 

lie  maltreats  persistent. 
Till  as  lief  I  'd  hear  some  Zulu's 

Bone-piped  bag,  breath-distent. 
Madden  native  <mnces. 

I  'm  the  man's  familiar : 
Unexpectedness  enhances 

WHiat  your  ear's  auxiliar 
—  Fancy  —  finds  suggestive. 

Listen  I    That 's  legato 
Rightly  played,  his  fingers  restive 

Touch  as  if  staccato. 

He.  Ah,  you  trick-betrajrer  I 

Telling  tales,  unwise  one  ? 
So  the  secret  of  the  player 

Was  —  he  could  surprise  one 
Well-nigh  into  trnsting 

HHre  was  a  musician 
•Skilled  consummately,  ^et  lusting 

Through  no  vile  ambition 
After  making  captive 

All  the  world,  —  rewarded 
Amply  by  one  stranger's  rapture. 

Common  praise  discarded. 

So,  without  assistance 

Such  as  music  rightly 
Needs  and  claims,  — defying  distance, 

Overleaping  lightly 
Obstacles  which  hinder. 

He,  for  my  approval, 
SlW  the  same  ana  all  the  kinder 

Made  mine  what  might  move  all 
Earth  to  kneel  adoring : 

Took  —  while  he  piped  Gounod's 


Bit  of  passionate  imploring — 
Me  for  Juliet :  who  knows  ? 

No  !  as  yon  explain  things. 

All 's  mere  repetition, 
Pructise-pother :  of  all  yain  things 

Why  waste  pooh  or  piah  on 
Toilsome  effort — never 

Ending,  still  beginning 
After  what  should  pay  endeavor 

—  Right-performance?  winninsf 
Weariness  from  2fou  who. 
Ready  to  admire  some 
Owl's  fresh  hooting —  Tu-whit,  to-who — 
Find  stale  thruw-^ongs  tireaome. 

She,  Songs,  Sprii^  thought  perfection. 

Summer  criticises : 
What  in  May  escaped  detection, 

Aug^ust,  past  surprises. 
Notes,  and  names  each  blunder. 

You,  the  just-initiate. 
Praise  to  heart's  content  (what  wonder  ?) 

Tootings  I  hear  vitiate 
Romeo's  serenading  — 

I  who,  times  full  twenty. 
Turned  to  ice  —  no  ash-tops  aiding — 

At  his  ccUdamente. 

So.  't  was  distance  altered 

Sharps  to  flats  ?  ^  The  missing 
Bar  when  syncopation  faltered 

(You  thought  —  paused  for  kissing!) 
Ash-tops  too  felonious 

Intercepted  ?    Rather 
Sav  —  they  well-nigh  made  enphoniona 

Discord,  helped  to  gather 
Phrase,  by  phrase,  turn  patches 

Into  simulated 
Unity  which  botching  matches,  — 

Scraps  redintegrated. 

Hf.  Sweet,  are  yon  suggestive 

Of  an  old  suspicion 
Which  has  alwa>^s  found  nie  restive 

To  its  admunition 
When  it  ventured  whisper 

**  Fool,  the  strifes  and  struggles 
Ofyour  trembler  —  blusher  — lisper 

Were  so  many  juggles. 
Tricks  tried  —  oh,  so  often  !  — 

Which  once  more  du  duty, 
Find  again  a  heart  to  soften. 

Soul  to  snare  with  beauty." 

Birth-blush  of  the  briar-rose. 

Mist-bloom  of  the  hedge-sloe. 
Some  one  gains  the  prize  :  admire  nae 

Would  he,  when  noon*s  wedge  — slow  — 
Sure,  has  pushed,  expanded 

Rathe  pink  to  raw  redness  ? 
Would  he  covet  sloe  when  sanded 

By  road-dust  to  deadness  ? 
So  —  restore  their  value  ! 

Ply  a  water-sprinkle  ! 
Then  guess  sloe  is  fingered,  shall  yi»D  ? 

Find  in  rose  a  wrinkle  ? 


'MMPERANTE  AUGUSTO  NATUS  EST— '» 
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Here  what  played  Aquarius  ? 

Dintancu  —  itsli-topn  aidinfp, 
Reooi:o  led  aerano  el<9e  contrariooa, 

BriKbtened  stuff  fast  fading. 
Distance  —  call  your  shyness  : 

Was  the  fair  one  peayish  ? 
Coyness  softened  ont  of  slyness. 

Was  she  cunning:,  thievish, 
All-bnt-proved  impostor  f 

Bear  bat  one  day's  exile, 
Uffly  traits  were  wholly  lost  or 

{Screened  by  fancies  flexile  — 

Ash-tops  these,  von  take  me  ? 

Fancira*  interference 
Chanifed  .  .  . 

But  Hince  I  sleep,  don't  wake  me ! 

What  if  all 's  appearance  ? 
Is  not  outside  seeminj; 

Real  as  substance  in-side  ? 
Both  are  factn,  so  leave  me  dreaming : 

If  who  loses  wins  1  M 
Ever  low,  —  conji-eture. 

From  one  phrase  trilled  deftly, 
All  the  piece.    So,  end  your  lecture, 

Let  who  lied  be  left  lie ! 


"  IMPERANTE     AUGUSTO     NATUS 

EST—" 

What  it  was  stmek  the  terror  into  me  ? 
This,  Publins :  closer !  while  we  wait  our  tnm 
I  *11  tell  yon.    Water *a  warm  (they  rii^  inside) 
At  the  eighth  hour,  till  when  no  use  toliathe. 

Here  in  the  vestibule  where  now  we  sit, 

(  hw  scarce  stood  vesterday,  the  throng  was  snoh 

<  >f  loyal  gapers,  folk  all  eye  and  ear 
AVhiltf  Lucius  Varius  Rufus  in  their  midst 
Read  ont  that  long -planned  late  •  completed 

piece,  ^ 
His  Panegrrie  on  the  Emperor. 
*'  \obodv  like  him,'*  little  Flaccns  langhed, 
'*  At  leading  forth  an  Epos  with  dne  pomp  1 
( >uly,  when  godlike  Ciesar  swelU  the  theme. 
How  should  mere  mortals  hope  to  praise  arieht  ? 
ThH  me,  thon  offshoot  t»f  Etruscan  kings  I '' 
Whereat  Msecenas  smiling  sighed  assent. 

I  paid  my  qnadrans,  left  the  Themue's  roar 

<  >r  rapture  as  the  poet  asked,  *'  What  place 
Among  the  godships  Jove,  for  Cwsar's  sake, 
AVonld  bid  its  actual  occupant  vacate 

In  favor  of  the  new  divinity  ?  " 

And  got  the  expected  answer,  ^*  Yield  thine 

own !  *'  — 
Ji>Te  thus  dethroned,  I  somehow  wanted  air. 
And  fonnd  myself  a-paoing  street  and  street, 
l>>tting  the  snnset,  ros^  over  Rome, 
Clear  mr  head  dizzy  with  the  hubbub — say, 
A»  if  tnoaght*s  dance  therein  had  kicked  up 

dnat 
By  trampling  on  all  else :  the  world  lay  prooe, 
A^ —  poet^propped,  in  brave  hexameters — 
llieir  subject  triumphed  up  from  man  to  God. 
4  *ains  Octavins  Csasar  the  Angnat  — 
NMiere  was  escape  from  his  prepotency  ? 


I  judge  I  may  have  passed  —  how  maiur  pU 
Of  structure  dropt  like  doles  from  his  free  hand 
To  Rome  on  everv  side  ?    Why,  right  and  left. 
For  temples  you  're  the  Thandering  Jupiter, 
Avenging  Mars,  Apollo  Palatine : 
How  count  Piazaca,  Forum  —  there  's  a  third 
All  but  completed.     You  've  the  Theatre 
Named    of    Maroellus  —  all    his    work,    snoh 

work  I  - 
One  thought  still  ending,  dominating  all  — 
With  warrant  Varius  sang,  \'  Be  Cesar  God  I " 
Bv  what  a  hold  arrests  he  Fortnne^s  wheel. 
Obtaining  and  retaining  heaven  and  earth 
Through  Fortune,  if  yon  like,  but  favor  —  no ! 
For  the  great  deeds  flashed  by  me,  fast  and 

thick 
As  stars    which   storm    the  sky   on  autimm 

nights  — 
Those  conquests !  but  peace  crowned  them,  — 

so,  of  peace 
Count  up  his  titles  onlv  —these,  in  few  — 
Ten  years  Triumvir,  Consul  thirteen  times. 
Emperor,  nay  —  the  glory  topping  all  — 
Hailed  Father  of  his  Country,  Ust  and  best 
Of  titles,  by  himself  accepted  so  : 
And  why  not?     See  but   feats    achieved    ia 

Rome  — 
Not  to  say,  Italy  -^  he  planted  there 
Some  thirty  colonies  —  but  Rome  itself 
All  new-built,  '^marUe  now,  briek  onoe,"  he 

boasts: 
This  Portico,  that  Circus.    Would  you  sail  ? 
He  has  drained  Tiber  for  yon :  would  you  walk  t 
He  straightened  ont  the  long  Flaminian  Way. 
Poor  ?    Profit  by  his  score  of  donatives  I 
Rich— that     is,    mirthfnl?     Ha]f-*-hnndred 

games 
Challenge  yoor  ohoioe  I    There  *s  Rome  —  for 

yon  and  me 
Only  ?    The  centre  of  the  world  besides  I 
For,  look  the  wide  world  over,  where  ends 

Rome? 
To  sonrise  ?   There 's  Enphrates  —  all  between  I 
To  sunset  ?    Ocean  and  immensity  : 
North,  stare  till  Daanbe  stops  yoo :  Sooth,  see 

Nile, 
The  Desert  and  the  earth-apbolding  Mount. 
Well  may  the  poet-people  each  with  each 
Vie  in  his  praise,  our  company  of  swaaa, 
Virgil  awl  Horace,  sin^is  —  in  their  way  — 
Nearly  as  good  as  Vanns,  thoogh  leas  famed : 
WeU  may  they  cry, ''  No  mort^,  plainly  God  !  " 

Thos  to  myself  myself  said,  while  I  walked : 
Or  would  have  said,  could  thonfl^t  attain  to 

speech. 
Clean  baffled  by  enormity  of  bliss 
The  while  I  strove  to  scale  its  heights  and 

sound 
Its  depths  —  this  maaterdom  o'er  all  the  world 
Of  one  who  was  but  bom  —  like  tou,  like  me. 
Like  all  the  worid  he  owns  —  of  neah  and  blood. 
But  he  -how  grasp,  bow  gauge  his  own  conceit 
Of  bliss  to  me  near  tnoooceivMle  ? 
Or,  since  sneh  flight  too  much  makes  reel  the 

brain. 
Let's  sink  --  and  so  take  refuge,  as  it  were. 
From  life's  excessive  altitude  —  to  life\ 
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Breathable  wayside  shelter  at  its  base  I 
If  looms  thus  lar^e  this  Ctesar  to  myself 

—  Of  senatorial  rank  and  somebody  — 

How  must  he  strike  the  vulgar  nanielees  crowd, 
Innunierous  swanu  that  *8  nobodv  at  all  ? 
VVhy,  —  for  an  instance,  —  mucti  as  yon  gold 

shape 
Trowned,  sceptred,  on  the  temple  opposite  — 
Kulgurant  Jupiter  —  must  daze  the  sense 
Of  —  say,  yon  ontcast  begging  from  its  step  1 
"  What,  Anti-Ciesar,  monarch  in  the  mud, 
As  he  is  pinnacled  above  thy  pate  ? 
A.y,  beg  away !  thy  lot  contrasts  full  well 
VVith  his  whose  bounty  yields  thee  this  sup- 
port— 
Our  Holy  and  Inviolable  One, 
Oiesar,  whose  bountv  built  the  fane  above  ! 
Dost  read  my  thought  ?     Thy  garb,  alack,  dis- 
plays 
Sore  usage  trulv  in  each  rent  and  stain  — 
Faugh !      Wash  though  in  Suburra !      *Ware 

the  dogs 
^Vllo  may  not.  so  disdain  a  meal  on  thee  ! 
What,  stn't-chest  forUi  a  palm  to  catch  my 

alms? 
Aha,  why  yes :  I  must  appear  —  who  knows  ?  — 
I,  ui  my  toga,  to  thv  rags  and  thee  — 
Quaestor  —  nay,  i^ile,  (>ensor  —  Pol !  perh^is 
The  very  (Mty-Prwtor's  noble  self  I 
As  to  me  Caesar,  so  to  thee  am  I  ? 
Good :    nor  in  vain  shall  prove  thy  quest,  poor 

rogue ! 
Hither  —  hold  palm  out  —  take  this  quarter- 
as!" 

And  who  did  take  it  ?    As  he  raised  his  head, 

(My  gesture  was  a  trifle  —  well  —  abrupt.; 

Back  fell  the  broad  flap  of  the  peasantVnat. 

The  homespun  cloak  that  muffled  half  his 
cheek 

Dropped  somewhat,  and  I  had  a  glimpse -* 
just  one ! 

One  was  enough.  Whose  —  whose  might  be 
the  face  ? 

That  unkempt  careless  hair  —  brown,  yellow- 
ish— 

Those  sparkling  eyes  beneath  their  eyebrows' 
ridge 

(Each  meets  each,  and  the  hawk-nose  rules 
between) 

—  That  was  enough,  no  glimpse  was  needed 

more  f 
And  terrifyinglv  into  mv  mind 
Came  that  quicK-hiished  report  was  whispered 

us, 
''*  They  do  say,  once  a  year  in  sordid  garb 
He  plajrs  the  mendicant,  sits  all  day  long, 
Asking  and  taking  alms  of  who  may  pass, 
And  so  averting,  if  submission  help, 
Patens  envy,  tne  dread  ehanoe  aiid  change  of 

things 
When    Fortune  —  for    a    word,    a    look,    a 

nanght  — 
Turns  spitefnl  and  —-the  petted  lioness  — 
Strikes  with  her  sudden  paw,  and  pnme  falls 

each 
Who  patted  late  her  neck  superiorly, 


Or     trifled     with     those    olaw-tipa     velvet' 

sheathed.** 
''He's  God !**' shouts  Lucius  Variin  Rnfos: 

''Man 
And  worms'-meat  any  moment !  *'  mnttets  lov 
•Some  Power,  admonishing  Uie  mortal-bom. 

Ay,  do  you  mind  ?     There  's  meaning  in  th^ 

fact 
Tliat  whoso  conquers,  triumphs,  enters  Rome, 
Climbing  the  Ca|)itolian,  soarine  thus 
To  glory's  summit,  —  Publins,  ao  ^ou  mark  — 
Ever  the  same  attendant  who,  behmd. 
Above  the  Conqueror^s  head  sapporta  the  erowa 
All-too-demonstrative  for  human  wear, 
—  One  hand*8  employment  —  all  the  wkile  re- 
serves 
Its  fellow,  backward  flung,  to  point  how,  d'W 
Appended  from  the  car,  beneatn  the  foot 
Ol  the  up-borne  exulting  Conqueror, 
Frown  —  half-descried  —  the    instmmentB    of 

shame. 
The  malefactor's  due.     Crown,  now  —  Croan. 
when  ? 

Who  stands  secure  Y    Are  even  Qods  ao  safe  ? 

Jupiter  that  just  now  is  dominant  -^ 

Are  not  there  ancient  dismal  tales  how 

A  predeceasor  reigned  ere  Saturn 

And  who  can  say  if  Jupiter  be  last  ? 

Was  it  for  nothing  the  gray  Sibvl 

"  Caesar  Angustus  legnant,  shall  be  bora 

In  blind  JndiBa  '*  —  one  to  master  him. 

Him  and  the  universe  ?    An  old-wife*s  tale  ? 


Bath-drudge  !      Here,  slave  t      No 

Our  turn  next. 
No  loitering,  or  be  sure  yon  taste  the 
Two  strigita,  two  oil-drippeta,  each  a 
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Mt  Father  was  a  scholar  and  knew  Greek. 
When  I  was  five  yean  old,  1  adied  hioa 
"  What  do  you  read  about  ?  " 

"  The  siegv  of  Tn»>  .'* 
What  is  asiege,  and  what  is  Troy  f  ** 
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He  piled  up  chairs  and  tables  for  a  town. 
Set  me  a-top  for  Priam,  called  our  eat 

—  Helen,  enticed  away  from  home  (he  aaid- 
By  wicked    Paris,    who   eoached   annewbrrv 

close 
Under  the  footstool,  being  cowardly. 
Bat  whom  —  since  she  was  worth  the  paias. 

poor  puss  — 
Towxer  ana  Tray,  —  oar  dogs,  the  Atzvidai.  — 

soaght 
By  taking  Troy  to  get  poaseasion  of 

—  Always  when  great  Aehilles  eeaeed  to  mrnSk, 
(My  pony  in  the  stable)  —  forth  would 
And  put  to  flight  Hector  —  our  _ 
This  tanght  me  who  was  who' and  wl 

what  * 
So  far  I  rightly  nndecstood  the  cane 
At  five  years  md ;  a  huge  delight  it  piovv^ 
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And  atUl  prorw — thanks  ta  that  i— true  tor 


My  Father,  who  knew  better  than  torn  atraiflrht 
Leamin|p*s  full  flare  on  weak-eyed  ignoranoe, 
Or,  worn  vet,  leave  weak  eyea  to  grow  aaad- 

Content  with  darkwoM  and  Taooity. 

It  happened,  two  or  three  yean  afterward. 
That  —  I  and  playmatea  phtying  at  Troy^a 

Siege  — 
My  Father  came  npon  onr  make-believe. 
*"  How  would  yon  hke  to  read  youreelf  the  tale 
Properly  told,  off  whioh  I  gave  yon  fixat 
Merely  mob  notion  aa  a  boy  eould  bear  ? 
Pope,  now,  would  give  you  the  precise  aoooont 
C>f  what,  eome  day,  bir  aint  of  eenolarrfiip. 
Yon  *U  hear^^wno  knowa?  —  from  Homer's 

very  month. 
Ijeam  Greek  by  all  means^  read  the  *  Blind  Old 

Man, 
Sweetest   of  Sinsers*  — lan/Ues   wkieh   means 

'blind,* 
IledittoB    which    means    *  sweetest.*      Time 

enough ! 
Tryj  anvhow,  to  master  him  some  day ; 
I'^titil  wnen,  take  what  serves  for  sabstitato. 
Read  Pope,  by  all  means !  ** 

2So  I  ran  tkrongh  Pope, 
Enjoyed  the  tale  -^  what  history  so  tme  ? 
Auo  attaeked  my  Primer,  duly  dmdged, 
(rrew  ^tter  thus  for  what  waa  promised  neat  — 
The  very  thing  itself,  the  actual  words. 
When  I  could  tnn — say,  finttmann  to  aooount. 

Time  nassed,  I  ripened  somewhat :    one  fine 

aay, 
''Quite  ready  for  the  Oiad,  nothing  less  ? 
There  *s  Heine,  where  the  big  books  block  the 

shelf : 
Don*t  skip  a  wotu,  thumb  well  the  Lezieon  I  ** 

I   thumbed   well  and  akipped   nowise  till  I 

learned 
Who  was  who,  what  was  what,  from  Homer's 

tongue. 
And  there  an  end  of  learning.     Had  yon  aaked 
The  all^aoooroplishtKl  scholar,  twelve  years  old, 
*'Who   was   It   wrote  the  Uiai ;  **  —  what  a 

laugh! 
*"  Why.  Homer,  all  the  worid  known :  of  hia 

life 
Doubtleas  some  facts  exist :  it  *s  everywhere : 
We  have  not  settled,  thoogh,  his  place  of  birth : 
He  begged,  for  eertain,  aad  was  oHnd  beaide : 
SSeven   oitiea   elainied   him  —  Scio,  with    beat 

right, 
Thinka    Byron.      What 

Hyrana  we  have. 
Then  there  *s  the  *  Battle  of  the  Frogs  aad 

Mice,* 
That 's  all "-unlaas  they  dig  '  Blargites*  up 
<  I  *d  like  that)  nothing  more  reraaina  to  know.'* 

Thus  did  vo«ith  spend  a  comfortable  time ; 
I'ntU  -  *'  What  <ii  this  the  Gemaassay  in  fact 
That  Wolf  found  out  fifstf    It*i 


ha   wrote  f      Th 


Their  chop  and  diaaga*  nnsattliitf  cue's  be- 

Uef: 
All  the  same,  where  we  live,  we  leani,  that  *s 


»i 


So,  I  beat  brew  o*er  Pro^Mosuna. 
And  after  Wolf,  a  doien  of  his  like 
Proved  there  waa  never  any  Troy  at  all. 
Neither     Beaiegeis     nor     Besieged,  —  nay, 


No  aotual  Homer,  no  aathantio  text, 

No  warrant  for  the  fiction  1,  as  fact. 

Had  treasured  in  my  heart  and  soul  so  long  — 

Ay,  mark  yonl   and  aa  fact  bald  stilL  still 

hold. 
Spite  of  new  knowledge,  in  my  heart  of  hearts 
And  sonl  of  souls,  faot^s  essence  freed   and 

fixed 
From  acsideatal  fancy^s  guardian  sheath« 
Assuredly^  thenceforward  —  thank  my  atari  I  — 
However  it  got  there,  deprive  who  could  — 
Wring  from  the  shrine  my  precious  tenaatiy, 
Helen,  Ulyasss.  Hector  ana  his  Spouse, 
AchiUes  aad  his  Friend  ?  ~  though  Wolf — ah, 

Wolf  I 
Why  must  ha  needs  coma  doubting,  spoil  a 

dream? 


But 


my 


then,   **  No  dream  *s  worth  waking  **  -* 

Browning  says : 
And  here  's  the  reason  why  I  tell  thus  much. 
I,  now  mature  man,  yon  anticipate. 
May  blame  my  Father  justifiably 
For  letting  me  dream  out  my  nonage  thus. 
And  onl^  oy  such  slow  and  sure  degrees 
Permitting  me  to  sift  the  grain  from  chaff. 
Get  truth  and  falsehood  known  and  named  aa 

such. 
Why  did  he  ever  let  me  dream  at  all. 
Not  bid  me  taste  the  story  in  its  streo|(th  ? 
Suppose  my  d.ildhood  was  scaroe  qualified 
To  rightly  understand  mythology. 
Silence  at  least  waa  ia  his  power  to  keep : 
I  mitrht  have  —  somehow  —  oorrespoadinglv 
Well,  who  knowa  by  what  method,  gainea 

gainf 
Been  taught,  by  forthrights  not  meandeiings. 
My  aim  should  be  to  loathe,  Hke  Peleus]  son, 
A  lie  as  Hell's  Gate,  love  my  wedded  wife. 
Like  Hector,  .aid  so  on  with  all  the  rest, 
(/ould  not  I  have  excogitated  this 
Without  believing  sn^  man  r>^ly  wars  ? 
That  is  —  he  might  have  pot  into  my  hand 
The  '*  Ethics  **  ?    In  translation,  if  you  pk 
Exaet»  no  prattv  lying  that  improvea. 
To  suit  the  modem  taste :  no  more,  no  less  — 
The'*  Ethics:'*  *t  is  a  tieatisa  I  find  hard 
To  read  aright  now  that  ni^  hair  ia  gray, 
And  I  can  manage  the  origual. 
At  five  years  old  ~  how  ill  had  fared  tta  leaves ! 
Now,  growing  double  o'er  the  Stagirite,  ^ 
At  least  I  soil  no  page  with  bread  and  milk. 
Nor  crumple,  dogs  ear  aad  defaea  —  baya*  way. 

REPHAN 

Snggestsd  by  a  very  eariv  reoolleetion  of  a 
stofj  bjtha  nabla 
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tive  writer,  Jane  Taylor,  of  Norwich,  [more 
oorreotly,  of  OngarJ.    R.  B. 

How  I  liTed,  ere  my  human  life  began 
In  thiB  world  of  yours,  —  like  you,  made  roan,  — 
When  my  home  was  the  Star  of  my  God  Re- 
phanf 

Come  then  aronnd  me,  close  abont, 
World-wearr  earth-bom  ones  I    Darkest  doubt 
Or  deepest  despondency  keeps  you  oat  ? 

Nowise  I    Before  a  word  I  speak, 

Let  my  circle  embrace  your  worn,  your  weak. 

Brow-furrowed  old  age,  youth's  hollow  cheek  — 

Diseased  in  the  body,  sick  in  soul, 

Puiched  poTert^,  satiate  wealth,  — your  whole 

Array  of  despairs  !    Have  I  read  the  roll  ? 

All  here  ?  Attend,  perpend  !  O  Star 
Of  my  God  Rephan.  what  wonders  are 
In  thy  brilliance  fugitive,  faint  and  far ! 

Far  from  me,  native  to  thy  realm. 

Who  shared  its  perfections  which  overwhelm 

Mind  to  conceive.    Let  drift  the  helm. 

Let  drive  the  sail,  dare  uuconfined 

Embark  for  the  vastitude,  O  Mind, 

Of  an  absolute  bliss !    Leave  earth  behind  ! 

Here,  by  extremes,  at  a  mean  yon  guess  : 
There,  all  *s  at  most  —  not  more,  not  less : 
Nowhere  deficiency  nor  excess. 

No  want  —  whatever  should  be,  is  now : 

No  growth  —  that  *s  change,  and  change  comes 

—  how 
To  royalty  bom  with  crown  on  brow  ? 

Nothing  begins  —  so  needs  to  end  : 
Where  fell  it  short  at  first  ?    Exten  I 
Only  the  same,  no  change  can  mend  ! 

I  use  your  languaee  :  mine  —  no  word 

Of  its  wealth  would  help  who  spoke,  w  hf>  heard. 

To  a  gleam  of  intelligence.    None  prefei-red. 

None  felt  distaste  when  better  and  worse 
Were  uncontraatable  :  bless  or  c arse 
What  —  in  that  uniform  universe  ? 

Can  your  world  ^s  phrase,  your  sense  of  things 
Forth-figure  the  Star  of  my  God  ?    No  springs. 
No  winters  throughout  its  space.     Time  brings 

No  hopp,  no  fear :  as  to-day,  shall  be 
To-raom>w  :  advance  or  retreat  need  we 
At  our  stand-still  through  eternity  ? 

All  happy :  needs  must  we  so  have  been. 
Since  who  could  be  otherwise  ?     All  serene : 
What  dark  was  to  banish,  what  light  to  screen  ? 

E-irth*s  rose  is  a  bud  that  *s  checked  or  grows 
As  beams  may  encourage  or  blasts  oppose  : 
Our  lives  leapt  forth,  each  a  fuU-orbea  rose  -~ 


Each  rose  sole  rose  in  a  sphere  that  spread 
Above  and  below  and  around  —  rose-red: 
No  fellowship,  each  for  itself  ii 


One  better  than  I  —  would  prove  I  lacked 
Somewhat :  oue  worse  were  a  jarring  fact 
Disturbing  my  faultlessly  exact. 

How  did  it  come  to  pass  there  lurked 
Somehow  a  seed  of  change  that  worked 
Obscure  in  my  heart  till  perfection  irked  ?  — 

Till  out  of  its  peace  at  length  grew  strife  — 
Hopes,  fears,  loves,  hates,  —  oiMcnrely  rife,  - 
My  life  grown  a-tremble  to  turn  your  life  f 


Was  it  Thou,  above  all  lights  that 
Prime  Potency,  did  Thv  hand  unbar 
The  prison-;rate  of  Repnan  my  Star  ? 

In  me  did  such  potency  wake  a  pulse 
Could  trouble  tranquillity  that  Inllfl 
Not  lashes  inertion  till  throes  convulse 

Soul^s  quietude  into  discontent  f 

As  when  the  completed  rose  bursts,  rent 

By  ardors  till  forth  from  its  wrh  are  sent 

New  petals  that  mar  —  unmake  the  disk  — 
Spoil  rondure  :  what  in  it  ran  brave  risk. 
Changed  apathy's  calm  to  strife,  bright,  brisk. 

Pushed  siniple  to  componnd,  sprane  and  sprvad 

Till,  fresh-formed,  faceted,  floretea. 

The  flower  that  slept  woke  a  star  instead  ? 

No  mimic  of  Star  Rephan  !    How  long 
I  stagnated  there  where  weak  and  strung. 
The  wise  and  tlie  foolish,  right  and 
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Are  memd  alike  in  a  neutral  Best, 

Can  I  tell  ?    No  more  than  at  whoae  behest 

The  passion  arose  in  my  passive  breast. 

And  I  yearned  for  no  sameness  but  differpo<v 
In  thing  and  thing,  that  should  shock  in 
With  a  want  of  worth  in  them  all,  and 

Startle  me  up,  by  an  Infinite 

Discovered  above  and  below  me  —  heislit 

And  depth  aUke  to  attract  my  flight. 

Repel  my  descent :  by  hate  taught  love. 
Oh,  gain  were  indeed  to  see  above 
Supremacy  ever —  to  move,  remove. 

Not  reach  — aspire  vet  never  attain 
To  the  object  aimed  at !  Scares*  in 
As  each  stage  I  left  nor  touched  again. 


To  suffer,  did  pangs  bring  the  loved 
Wring  knowledge  from  ignorance, 

this  — 
To  add  one  drop  to  a  lovenihyas ! 


Enough  :  for  you  doubt,  yon  hope,  O  -p^ 
Yon  fear,  you  agnniiee,  die :  what  then  f 
Is  an  end  to  your  lif  e*s  work  out  of  ~ 


btis^ 
lost  i'i 
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Have  yoti  no  aMuranoe  that«  «arth  at  «nd* 
WronK  will  prove  riiphty   Wlio  made  shall  mend 
lu  the  higher  aphere  to  which  yearnings  tend  ? 

Whj  ahould  I  apeak  ?    Ton  divine  the  test. 
When  the  tronble  grew  in  ray  pregnant  breaat 
A  voioe  laid,  *'  So  wouldat  thonatnve,  not  rest  ? 

*'  Bum  and  not  smonlder,  win  by  worth. 
Not  raat  content  with  a  wealth  that  *■  dearth  f 
Thon  art  paat  Kephan,  thy  pUoe  be  Earth  I  *' 


REVERIE 

I  KNOW  there  shall  dawn  a  day 
—  Is  it  here  on  homely  earth  ? 

Is  it  yonder,  worlds  away. 
Where  the  stranga  and  new  have  birth. 

That  Power  cornea  full  in  play  ? 

Im  it  here,  with  grass  about. 

Under  befriending  trees. 
When  shy  buds  venture  out. 

And  the  air  by  mild  degrees 
Pnta  winter**  death  past  doubt? 

Is  it  up  amid  whirl  and  roar 

Of  tAe  elemental  flame 
Which  star-flecks  heaven's  dark  floor. 

That,  new  yet  still  the  same, 
Full  in  play  cornea  Power  once  mon*  ? 

Somewhere,  below,  abov#. 

Shall  a  day  dawn  —  this  I  know  — 
When  Power,  which  vainly  strove 

Mv  wcakneas  to  overthrow. 
Shall  triumph.    I  breathe,  I  move, 

I  truly  am^  at  last  I 

For  a  veil  is  rent  between 
Me  and  the  truth  which  nassed 

Fitful,  half-ipiessed,  half-seen. 
Grasped  at  —  not  gained,  held  fast. 

I  for  my  race  and  me 

Shall  apprehend  Ufe*a  law : 
In  the  legHnd  of  man  shall  see 

Wrifc  large  what  small  I  saw 
In  my  life's  ;  tale  both 


As  the  record  from  youth  to  age 
Of  my  own.  the  single  sonl  — 

So  the  world's  wide  boiik  :  one  page 
Deciphered  eiplains  the  whole 

Of  our  common  heritage. 

How  but  from  near  to  far 
Should  knowledge  proceed. 

Try  the  clod  ere  teet  the  star ! 
firing  our  inside  strife  to  peace 

Ere  we  wage,  on  the  outside,  war  1 

So,  my  annals  thns  begin : 
With  body,  to  Ufa  awoke 

Soul,  tha  immortal  twin 
Of  body  which  bore  eoul%  yokr 

Since  mortal  and  not  akin. 
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Bv  means  of  the  fleah,  gfown  fit. 

Mind,  in  stirview  of  things. 
Now  soared,  anon  alit 

To  treasure  its  gatherings 
From  the  ranged  ezpanae  —  to-wit, 

Nature, — earth's,  heaven's  wide  show 
Which  taught  all  hope,  all  fear : 

Acquainted  with  Joy  mad  woe, 
I  could  sav,  *'  Thus  much  is  clear. 

Doubt  annulled  thns  much :  I  know. 

All  is  effect  of  oanae : 

As  it  would,  has  willed  and  done 
Power ;  and  my  mind's  applaase 

Goes,  passing  laws  each  one. 
To  Ominipotenoe,  lord  of  laws." 

Head  praises,  but  heart  refraina 
From  loving's  acknowledgment. 

Whole  losaes  outweigh  kalf-gaina : 
Earth's  good  is  with  evil  blent : 

Good  struggles  but  evil  reigns. 

Tet  since  Earth's  good  proved  good  — 

Incontrovertiblv 
Worth  loving  --  i  understood 

How  evil  —  did  mind  descnr 
Power's  object  to  end  pursued  — 

Were  haply  as  cloud  across 

Good's  orb,  no  orb  itself : 
Mere  mind  —  were  it  found  at  Ioh 

Did  it  plav  the  tricksy  elf 
And  from  life's  gold  purge  the  dross  f 


Power  is  known  infinite : 
Good  struggles  to  be  ~  at  beat 

Seema  —  scanned  by  the  human 
Tried  by  the  sensea'  test  — 

Good  palpably:  but  with 


Therefore  to  mind's  award 
Of  loving,  as  power  claima  praise  ? 

Power  —  which  finds  naught  too  hard. 
Fulfilling  itself  all  ways 

Unchecked,  unchanged :  whil#  barred. 

Baffled,  what  good  began 

Ends  evil  ca  every  side. 
To  Power  submissive  man 

Breathes,  '*  E*en  as  Thou  art,  abide  t ' 
While  to  good  **  Late-found,  long^eonght 

Would  Power  to  a  plenitude 

But  liberate,  but  enlarge 
Good's  strait  confine,  —  nniewed 

Were  ever  the  heart's  discharge 
Of  loving  I  "    Else  doubts  intrude. 

For  you  doniaato,  stem  all  t 
For  a  sense  informs  you  —  brute, 

Bird,  worm,  fly,  great  and  small. 
Each  with  four  attribute 

Or  low  or  majestical  t 

Thon  earth  that  emboaemest 
Offspring  of  land  and  sea  - 
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How  thy  hills  fint  sank  to  rat, 

How  thy  vales  bred  herb  and  tree 
Which  dizen  thy  mother-breast — 

Do  I  ask ?    ''Be  ignorant 

Ever !  "  the  answer  clangs: 
Whereas  if  I  plead  world's  want^ 

Soul's  sorrows  and  body's  pangs, 
Play  the  human  applicant,  — 

Is  a  remedy  far  to  seek  ? 

I  question  and  find  response  : 
I  —  all  men,  strong  or  weak. 

Conceive  and  declare  at  once 
For  each  want  its  cure.    **  Power,  speak ! 

"  Stop  change,  avert  deeay 

Fix  life  fast,  banish  death. 
Eclipse  from  we  star  bid  stay, 

Abridge  of  no  moment's  breath 
One  oreatnxe  i    Hence,  Night,  hail.  Day  I  ** 

What  need  to  oonf  ess  again 

No  problem  this  to  solve 
By  impotence  ?    Power,  once  pUdn 

Proved  Power  —  let  on  Power  deTolve 
Good's  right  to  oo-equal  reign  I 

Past  mind's   conception  —  Power ! 

Do  I  seek  how  star,  earth,  beast. 
Bird,  worm,  fiy,  gain  their  dower 

For  life's  use,  most  and  least  ? 
Back  from  the  search  I  cower. 

Do  I  seek  what  heals  all  harm. 

Nay,  hinders  the  harm  at  first. 
Saves  earth  ?    Speak,  Power,  the  ohann  { 

Keep  the  life  there  unaroeroed 
By  chance,  change,  death's  alarm  I 

As  promptly  as  mind  conceives. 

Let  Power  in  its  turn  declare 
Some  law  which  wrong  retrieves, 

Abolishes  everywhere 
What  thwarts,  wnat  irks,  what  grisTes  I 

Never  to  be  !  and  yet 

How  easy  it  seems  -^  to  sense 
Like  man's  —  if  somehow  met 

Power  with  its  match  —  immense 
Love,  limitless,  nnbeset 

By  hindrance  on  every  aide ! 

Conjectured,  nowise  known. 
Such  may  be :  could  man  confide 

Such  would  match  —  were  Love  bnt  shown 
Stript  of  the  vwils  that  hide  — 

Power's  self  now  manifest  I 

So  reads  my  record :  thine, 
O  world,  how  runs  it  ?    Qneased 

Were  the  pnrport  of  that  prime  line, 
Prophetic  of  all  the  rest  1 

**  In  a  be?innin^  God 

Mad<9  heaven  and  earth."    Forth  flashed 
Knowledge:  from  star  to  clod 


Man  knew  things  :  doabt  abaahed 
Closed  its  long  period. 

Knowledge  obtained  Power  praise. 

Had  Good  been  manifest. 
Broke  out  in  oloudless  blaxe, 

Unchecitterad  as  nnrepresaed. 
In  all  things  Good  at  best  — 

Tlien  pnise  —  all  praise,  no  blame  — > 
Had  hailed  the  perfection.    No  I 

As  Power's  display,  the  same 
Be  Good's  —  praise  forth  shall  flow 

Unisonous  in  acclaim ! 

Even  as  the  worid  its  life. 

So  have  I  lived  my  own  — 
Power  seen  with  Love  at  strife. 

That  snre,  this  dimly  shown, 
—  Good  rare  and  evil  rife. 

Whereof  the  effeet  be  —faith 
That,  some  far  day,  were  fonnd 

Ripeness  in  things  now  rathe. 
Wrong  rightea,  each  chain  nnbonnd. 

Renewal  Ixnn  out  of  scathe. 

Why  faith  —  bnt  to  lift  the  load. 
To  leaven  the  lump,  where  lies 

Mind  prostrate  through  knowledge  owed 
To  the  loveless  Power  it  tries 

To  withstand,  how  vain  I    In  flowed 

Ever  resistless  fact : 

No  more  than  the  pasrive  t3ky 
Disputes  the  potter's  act. 

Could  the  whelmed  mind  diaobey 
Knowledge  the  cataract. 

Bnt,  perfect  in  every  part. 
Has  the  potter's  moulded  shi^ie. 

Leap  of  man's  quickened  heart, 
Throe  of  his  tnonght's  escape, 

Stings  of  his  soul  which  dart 


Through  the  barrier  of  flesh,  till 
She  climbs  from  the  calm  and  dear. 

Through  turbidity  all  between. 
From  the  known  to  the  unknown  hefe, 

Heaven's   *'ShaU   be,"   from  Baitk'a 
been"? 

Then  life  is  —  to  wake  not  sleep,  , 

Rise  and  not  rest,  but  press 
From  earth's  level  where  blindly  creep 

Things  perfected,  more  or  leas. 
To  theneaven's  height,  far  and  steep. 

Where,  aarid  what  strifes  and  st4inBa      ^ 
May  wait  the  adventarons  quest. 

Power  is  Love  --  transports,  transit 
Who  aspired  from  wont  to  best. 

Sought  the  soul's  world,  spumed  the 


I  have  faith  such  end  shall  be : 

From  the  first.  Power  waa  —  I 
life  has  made  elear  to  me 
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That,  strive  bat  for  closer  view. 
Love  were  as  plain  to  see. 

Wlien  see  ?    When  there  dawns  a  da> , 

If  not  on  the  homely  earth. 
Then  yonder,  worlds  away. 

Where  the  strange  and  new  have  birth, 
And  Power  comes  full  in  pUy. 

EPILOGUE 

hk  regard  to  the  thhd  verM  of  this  poem  ths 
Pail  Mali  Oeuette  of  Febmary  1, 1H90,  rakfced 
this  incident:  "One  evening,  jnst  before  his 
death-iUneflS,  the  poet  was  reading;  this  from  a 
proof  to  his  daoghter-in-law  and  sister.  He 
said :  *  It  almost  looks  like  braflTKing  to  say  this, 
and  as  if  I  oivht  to  cancel  it ;  but  it 's  the  sim- 
ple truth ;  and  as  tt  's  true,  it  shaU  stand.*  *' 

At  the  midnight  in  the  silence  of  ths  sleep^ime, 

When  yon  set  your  fancies  free. 
Will  they  pass  to  where—by  death,  fools  thiak, 
imprisoned  '^ 


Low  he  lies  who  ouoe  so  loved  you,  whom  you 
loved  so, 

—  Pity  me  ? 

Oh  to  love  so,  be  so  loved,  vet  so  mistaken ! 

What  had  I  on  earth  to  ao 
With  the  slothful,  with  the  mawkish,  the  un« 

manly  ? 
Like  the  aimless,  helpless,  hopeless,  did  I  drivel 

—  Being  —  wno  r 

One  who  never  turned  his  back  but  marched 
breast  forward. 
Never  doubted  clouds  would  break. 
Never  dreamed,  though  right  were  irorated, 

wrong  would  triumph. 
Held  we  fall  to  rise,  are  balned  to  figkt  better, 
Sleep  to  wake. 

No,  at  noonday  in  the  bustle  of  man's  work-time 

Qreet  the  unseen  with  a  cheer ! 
Bid  him  forward,  breast  and  back  as  either 

should  be, 
''Strive and  thrive!"  cry  ''Speed, -fight  on, 
fare  ever 

There  as  hoe  r' 
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I.    AN   ESSAY  ON   SHELLEY 

Shbllbt's  inflnenoe  on  Browning  is  8o^  fre- 
quently referred  to,  that  it  seems  best,  inas- 
ninoh  as  this  Esaau  is  the  only  distinct  piece  of 
prose  in  Browningr  s  writings,  to  print  it  here  in 
the  Appendix  to  his  Complete  Poetic  and  Dra- 
matic Writings,  The  paper  was  written  in 
1>^52  at  the  request  of  Mr.  Moxon,  the  pub- 
lisher, under  the  circumstances  named  in  the 
first  paragraph  of  the  Essay,  Before  the  book 
was  actually  published,  it  was  discovered  to  be 
a  fabrication  and  was  immediately  suppressed. 
A  yery  few  copies  only  escaped  the  publish- 
er's hands ;  apparently,  those  only  which  went 
io  the  depositories  of  copyright  matter.  The 
present  copy  is  taken  from  the  one  issued  in 
1S8H  by  the  Shellev  Society,  London,  under  the 
editorship  of  W.  Tyas  Harden. 

An  oppNortnnity  haring  presented  itself  for 
the  acquisition  of  a  series  ot  unedited  letters  by 
Shelley,  all  more  or  less  directly  supplementary 
to  and  illustrative  of  the  collection  already  pub- 
lished by  Mr.  Moxon,  that  gentleman  has  de- 
cided on  securing  them.  They  will  prove  an 
acceptable  addition  to^  a  body  of  correspond- 
ence, the  value  of  which,  towards  a  right  un- 
derBtandinjur  of  its  author's  purpose  and  work, 
may  be  said  to  exceed  that  of  any  similar  con- 
tribution exhibiting  the  worldlv  relations  of  a 
CMt  whose  genins  has  operated  by  a  different 
w. 

Doubtless  we  accept  gladly  the  biography  of 
an  objective  poet,  as  the  phrase  now  goes  :  one 
whose  endeavor  has  been  to  reproduce  tnin^ 
external  (whether  the  phenomena  of  the  scenic 
universe,  or  the  manifested  action  of  the  human 
heart  and  brain),  with  an  immediate  reference, 
in  every  case,  to  the  common  eye  and  appre- 
hension of  his  fellow-men,  assumed  capable  of 
receiving  and  profiting  by  this  reproduction.  It 
has  been  obtained  through  the  poet's  double 
faculty  of  seeing  external  objects  more  clearly, 
widely,  and  deeply  than  is^  possible  to  ^  the 
avera^  mind,  at  the  same  time  that  he  is  so 
acquainted  and  in  ssrmpathy  with  its  narrower 
comprehension  as  to  be  careful  to  supply  it 
with  no  other  materials  than  it  can  combine 
into  an  intelligible  whole.  The  auditory  of 
such  a  poet  will  include,  not  only  the  intelli- 

Sences  which,  save  for  such  assistance,  would 
ave  missed  the  deeper  meaning  and  enjoyment 
of  the  original  objects,  but  also  the  spirits  of  a 
like  endowment  with  his  own,  who,  oy  means 
of  his  abstract,  can  forthwith  pass  to  the  reality 
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it  was  made  from,  and  either  eonoborate  thrir 
impressions  of  things  known  already,  or  supply 
themselves  with  new  from  whatevar  shows  in 
the  inexhaustible  variety  of  existenee  may  have 
hitherto  escaped  their  knowledge.  Such  a  pnet 
is  properljr  the  woiirn^^  the  fashionfir ;  and  the 
thing  fashioned,  his  poetry,  will  of  necessity  be 
substantive,  projected  from  kima^  and  dis> 
tinct.  We  are  ignorant  what  the  iaTentorol 
Othello  conceived  of  that  fact  as  he  beheU  it 
in  completeness,  how  he  aooonnted  for  it,  os- 
der  what  known  law  he  registered  its  natmv, 
or  to  what  unknown  law  he  traced  its  eoinri- 
dence.  We  learn  only  what  he  intended  wi* 
should  learn  b^  that  particular  ezerdae  of  hn 
power, ^ — the  tact  itself,  —  which,  with  its  in- 
finite  significances,  each  of  ns  reoeiveB  for  th«> 
first  time  as  a  creation,  and  ia  hereafter  left 
to  deal  with,  as,  in  proportion  to  his  own  inuV- 
ligeuce,  he  best  may.  We  are  i^narant,  and 
would  fain  be  otherwise. 

Doubtless,  with  resfieot  to  snch  a  poet,  w 
covet  his  biograplnr.  We  desire  to  look  hack 
ujpon  the  process  of  gathering  together  in  a  life- 
time the  materials  of  the  work  we  behold  en- 
tire ;  of  elaborating,  perhaps  nnder  difBenltr 
and  with  hindrance,  aU  that  is  familiar  to  imr 
admiration  in  the  apparent  facility  of  snoecw. 
And  the  inner  impulse  of  this  effort  and  oner»- 
tion,  what  induced  it  ?  Did  a  sonl'a  delig-tit  in 
its  own  extended  sphere  of  Tision  set  it,  for  thr 

Katificatton  of  an  insuppreasiUe  |mw«rr,  oo 
bor,  as  other  men  are  set  on  rest  ?  Or  did  a 
sense  of  duty  or  of  love  lead  it  to  oommaweate 
its  own  sensations  to  mankind  ?  ^  Did  an  irresao- 
ble  sympathy  with  men  compel  it  to  bring  dows 
and  suit  its  own  provision  of  knowlet^p^  and 
beauty  to  their  narrow  scope  f  Did  the  person- 
ality of  such  an  one  stand  like  an  open  watcl 
tower  in  the  midst  of  the  territory  it  is  erert«<«t 
to  gaze  on,  and  were  the  storms  and  eafana,  tf  <r 
stars  and  meteors.  Its  watchman  was  want  tc 
report  of,  the  habitual  variegation  off  his  eTcfy- 
day  life,  as  they  glanced  across  its  open  door  or 
lay  reflected  on  its  four-square  parapet?  (h 
did  some  sunken  and  darkened  chamber  off  tm- 
agery  witness,  in  the  artificial  Ulaminatioo  <^ 
every  storied  compartment  we  are  pemitted  '  j 
contemplate,  how  rare  and  preciona  were  tW 
outlooks  through  here  and  there  an  embtaear* 
upon  a  world  beyond,  and  how  blankly  vuaV* 
have  pressed  on  the  artificer  the  bonndnrr  • 
his  dailv  life,  except  for  the  amorous  dilif*r»* 
with  which  he  had  rendered  permanent  b?  a" 
whatever  came  to  diversify  the  gloom  T  ^HliI 
fraught  with  instniction  and  interest  na  ]»»  V 
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details  nndoalytedly  are*  we  oan,  if  needs  be, 
dispense  with  them.  The  nuui  pswes.  the  work 
rvmsins.  The  work  speaks  for  itself,  as  we 
■ay ;  and  the  biography  of  the  worker  is  no 
to  an  vnderBtandinK  or  enjoy- 
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ni«nt  of  it  thtfi  is  a  model  or  anatomy  of  some 
tropical  tree  to  the  right  tasting  of  the  fruit  we 
are  familiar  with  on  the  market-stall,*- or  a 
fpeolagist*s  map  and  stratifieation  to  the  prompt 
recognition  ot  the  hill-top,  our  landmark  of 
eyeipr  day. 

\^  e  turn  with  stroiqrer  needs  to  the  genius 
of  an  oppoote  tendency,  —  the  snbieotiTS  poet  of 
modem  elassifioation.  He,  gifted  like  Uie  ob- 
jectiTe  poet  with  the  fuller  perception  of  nature 
and  man,  is  impelled  to  embody  the  thing  he 
peroeiTes,  not  ao  much  with  reference  to  the 
many  below  as  to  the  one  above  hiui.  the  su- 
preme Intelligence  which  apprehends  all  things 
m  their  abaolnte  truth,  —  an  ultimate  view 
ever  aspired  to,  if  but  partially  attained,  by  Uie 
poet*s  own  soul.  Not  what  man  sees,  but  what 
Ihtd  sees,  —  the  Ideaa  of  Plato,  seeds  of  creation 
lying  burningly  on  the  Divine  nand,  —  it  is  to- 
ward these  that  he  strngg:les.  Not  with  the 
eombination  of  humanity  in  action,  but  with 
the  primal  elements  of  humanity,  he  has  to  do ; 
and  he  di|{s  where  he  stands,  —  preferring  to 
soek  them  in  his  own  soul  as  the  nearest  reflex 
of  that  absolute  Mind,  according  to  the  intui- 
tions of  which  he  desires  to  perceive  and  speak. 
Such  a  poet  does  not  deal  nabitnally  with  the 
pictuiesgue  groupings  and  tempestuous  toasings 
of  the  forest  trees,  but  with  their  roots  and 
fibres  naked  to  the  chalk  and  stone.  He  does 
not  paint  pictures  and  hang  them  on  the  walls, 
but  rather  carries  them  on  the  retina  of  his  own 
•yes :  we  most  look  deeo  into  his  human  eyes 
to  see  those  pictures  on  tliem.  He  is  rather  a 
fl«f«r,  accordingly,  than  a  fashioner,  and  what 
he  prodnces  will  be  less  a  work  than  an  efflu- 
ence. That  effluence  cannot  be  easily  con- 
sidered in  abstraction  from  his  pertonality,  — 
being  indeed  the  very  radiance  and  aroma  of 
his  perionality,  projected  from  it  but  not  sepa- 
rated. Therefore,  in  our  approach  to  the  poetry, 
we  nfccMsrily  approach  the  personality  of  the 
poet;  in  apprehending  it  we  apprehend  him, 
and  certainly  we  cannot  love  it  without  loving 
him.  Both  for  love's  and  for  understanding's 
«ake  we  desire  to  know  him,  and.  as  readers 
of  his  poetry,  must  be  readers  of  his  bitigraphy 
^1m>. 

I  shall  observe,  in  passing,  that  it  Mems  not 
ho  much  from  any  essential  distinction  in  the 
faculty  of  the  two  poets,  or  in  the  nature  of  the 
objects  contemplati^  by  either,  as  in  the  more 
immediate  adaptabilitv  of.  these  objects  to  the 
distinct  purpose  of  each,  that  the  objective  poet, 
'a  his  appeal  to  the  aggregate  human  mind, 
chooses  to  d€«l  with  the  doings  of  men  (the  re- 
■ult  of  which  dealing,  in  its  pure  form,  when 
••▼en  description,  as  suggesting  a  describer,  is 
dispensed  with,  is  what  we  call  dranmtic  po- 
«-try);  while  the  subjective  poet,  whose  study 
has  been  himself,  appealing  through  hima«*lf  to 
the  absolute  Divine  mind,  prefers  to  dwell  upon 
f  hiMe  external  scenic  appearances  which  strike 


out  most  abundantly  and  unintermptedly  his 
inner  light  and  power,  selects  that  silence  of 
the  earth  and  sea  in  which  he  can  best  hear  tlie 
beating  of  his  individual  heart,  and  leaves  the 
noisy,  complex,  yet  imperfect  exhibitions  of 
nature  in  the  manifokl  experience  of  man 
around  him,  which  serve  only  to  distnwt  and 
suppress  the  working  of  his  brain.  These 
opposite  tendencies  of  genins  will  be  more 
readily  descried  in  their  artistic  effect  than  in 
their  moral  sprin^r  and  cause.  Pushed  to  an 
extreme  and  manifested  as  a  deformi^,  they 
will  be  seen  plainest  of  all  in  the  fault  of  either 
artist  when,  subsidisrilpr  to  the  human  interest 
of  his  work,  his  occasional  illustrations  from 
scenic  nature  are  introduced  as  in  the  earlier 
works  of  tho  originative  painters,  —  men  and 
women  fillini^  the  foreground  with  cunsommata 
masterr,  whde  mountain,  grove,  and  rivulet 
show  nke  an  anticipatory  revenge  on  that 
succeeding  race  of  landscape-paiaters,  whose 
**  figures  **  disturb  ths  perfection  of  their  earth 
ana  sky.  It  would  be  idle  to  inquire,  of  these 
two  kinds  of  poetic  faculty  in  operation,  which 
is  the  lusher  or  even  rarer  endowment.  If  the 
subjective  might  seem  to  be  the  ultimate  re- 
quirement of  every  age,  the  objective,  in  tlie 
strictest  itate,  must  still  retain  ita  origins! 
value.  For  it  is  with  this  worid,  as  start- 
ing point  and  basis  alike,  that  we  shall  alwaj-s 
have  to  concern  ourselves:  the  world  is  not  to 
be  learned  and  thrown  aside,  but  reverted  to 
and  releamed.  The  spiritual  comprehension 
ma^  be  infinitely  subtilized,  but  the  raw  ma- 
terial it  operates  upon  must  remain.  There 
may  be  no  end  of  the  poets  who  comrannicate 
to  us  what  they  mee  in  an  object  with  ivference 
to  their  own  individuality :  what  it  was  before 
they  saw  it,  in  reference  to  the  aggregate 
human  mind,  will  be  as  desirable  to  know  as 
ever.  Nor  is  there  any  reason  why  these  two 
modes  of  poetic  faculty  may  not  issue  hereafter 
from  the  ssme  poet  in  succf^sive  perfect  works, 
examples  of  which,  according  to  what  are  now 
consioered  the^  exi^ncies  of  art.  we  have  hith- 
erto possessed  in  distinct  individuals  only.  A 
mere  running  in  of  the  one  faculty  upon  the 
other  is,  of  course,  the  ordinsry  cirenmstanee. 
Far  more  rarely  it  happens  that  either  is  fonnd 
so  decidedly  prtiminent  and  supetior  as  to  be 
pronounced  comparatively  pure ;  while  of  the 
perfect  shield,  with  the  gold  and  the  silver  side 
set  up  for  sU  comers  to  challenge,  tliere  has  yet 
been  no  imtance.  Either  facnltv  in  its  eminent 
state  is  doubtle«  conceded  by  Providence  as  a 
best  gift  to  men,  according  to  tlieir  especial 
want.  There  is  a  time  vi  hen  the  general  eye 
has,  so  to  speak,  ahsnrhed  its  fill  of  the  pheu4»- 
mena  around  it,  whether  spiritual  or  material, 
and  desires  rather  to  learn  the  exacter  signifi- 
cance of  what  it  pflseesses  than  to  receive  any 
augmentation  of  what  is  poesessed.  Then  is 
the  opportunity  for  the  poet  of  loftier  vision  to 
lift  his  fellows,  with  their  half-apprehensions, 
up  to  his  own  sphere,  by  intensifjring  the  im- 
port of  details  and  rounding  the  univeraal  mean- 
ing. The  influence  of  such  an  achievement 
will  not  scMm  die  out.    A  tribe  of  su< 


lOIO 


APPENDIX 


(Humeridtis),  woriEiag^  more  or  leaa  in  the  same 
spirit,  dwell  on  his  discoveries  and  reinforoe 
luB  doctrine ;  till,  at  unawares,  the  world  is 
fonnd  to  be  sabsistins:  wholly  on  the  shadow  of 
a  realitj,  on  sentiments  diluted  from  passions, 
on  the  tradition  of  a  fact,  the  o<mTention  of  a 
moral,  the  straw  of  last  year's  harrest.  Then 
is  the  imperative  oall  for  the  appearance  of  an- 
other sort  of  poet,  who  shall  at  once  replace 
this  intellectual  rumination  of  food  swallowed 
long:  aipo,  by  a  supply  of  the  fresh  and  livinsr 
sw^he ;  getting  at  new  substance  hj^  breakiiur 
up  the  aasnmed  wholes  into  parts  of  indepencU 
eat  and  unclassed  value,  careless  of  the  un- 
known laws  for  reoombining:  them  (it  will  be 
the  business  of  yet  another  poet  to  suggest  those 
hereafter),  prooigal  of  objects  for  mea*s  outer 
and  not  inner  sight ;  shaping  for  their  uses  a 
new  and  different  creation  from  the  last,  which 
it  displaces  by  the  right  of  life  over  death, — 
to  endure  until,  in  the  inevitable  process,  its 
very  sufiieieney  to  itself  shall  require  at  length 
an  exposition  of  its  affinity  to  something  higher. 
when  the  positive  yet  conflicting  facts  shall 
again  precipitate  themselves  under  a  harmonisr- 
ing  law,  and  one  more  degree  will  be  aimarent 
for  a  poet  to  elimb  in  that  mightv  ladder,  of 
which,  however  eloud-involved  ana  undefined 
mav  glimmer  the  topmost  step,^  the  world  dares 
no  longer  doubt  that  its  gradations  ascend. 

Such  being  die  two  kinds  of  artists,  it  is  nat- 
urally, as  I  have  shown,  with  the  biography  of 
the  suDJective  poet  that  we  have  the  deeper  oon- 
oem.  Apart  from  his  reoorded  life  altaeether, 
we  might  fail  to  determine  with  satisfactory 
precision  to  what  class  his  productions  belong, 
and  what  amount  oi  praise  is  assignable  to  the 
producer.  Certainly,  in  the  fact  of  any  con- 
spicuous achievement  of  ^niiis,  philosophy  no 
less  than  sympathetic  instmct  warrants  our  be- 
lief in  a  great  moral  purpose  having  mainly 
inspired  even  where  it  does  not  visibly  look 
out  of  the  same.  Qreatness  in  a  work  suggests 
an  adequate  instrumentality ;  and  none  of  the 
lower  incitements,  however  they  may  avail  to 
initiate  or  even  effect  many  considerable  dis- 
plays of  power,  simulating  the  nobler  inspirar 
tion  to  which  they  are  mistakenly  referred, 
have  been  fonnd  able,  under  the  ordinary  con* 
ditions  of  humanity,  to  task  dieniselves  to  the 
end  of  so  exacting  a  performance  as  a  poet*s 
complete  work.  As  soon  will  the  galvanism, 
that  provokes  to  violent  action  the  muscles  of  a 
corpse,  induce  it  to  cross  the  chMuber  steadilv : 
sooner.  The  love  of  displacing  power  for  tne 
display^s  sake ;  the  love  of  riches,  of  distinc- 
tion, of  notoriety;  the  desire  of  a  triumph 
over  rivab,  and  the  vanity  in  the  applause  of 
friends,  —  each  and  all  of  such  whetted  appe- 
tites grow  intenser  bv  exercise,  and  increasingly 
sapicioos  as  to  the  be«t  and  readiest  means  of 
self-appeaseraent :  while  for  any  of  their  ends, 
whetner  the  money  or  the  pointed  finger  of  the 
crowd,  or  the  flattery  and  hate  to  heart's  con- 
tent, there  are  cheaper  prices  to  pay,  they  will 
all  find  soon  enough,  than  the  bestowment  of 
a  life  upon  a  labor  liard,  slow,  and  not  sure. 
Also,  assuming  the  proper  moral  aim  to  liave 


produoed  a  work,  there  are  many  and 
states  of  an  aim :  it  ma^  be  more  iBtenae  diss 
clearsighted,  or  too  easdy  satisfied  with  a  lower 
field  of  activity  than  a  steadier  aapixstioB  woaU 
reach.    AU  the  bad  poetry  in   the  woild  (ae- 
counted  poetry,  that  is,  by  its  aJBmtww)  will  be 
fonnd  fx>  rasnlt  from  some  one  of  the  infinite 
degrees  of  discrepancy  between  the 
of  the  poet's  soul,  ocearioaing  a  want  of 
spondeney^  between  his  work  and  the  vccitiei  of 
nature, — issuing  in  poetry,  false  under  what- 
ever form,  whicn  shows  a  thing,  not  aa  it  is  to 
mankind  generally,  nor  m  it  is  to  the  partieit- 
lar  describer,  but  as  it  is  supposed  to  be  for 
some  unreal  neutral  mood,  midway  between 
both  and  of  value  to  neither,  and  Hving  ita  bri^f 
minute  simplv  through  the  indolence  of  whoever 
aocepti  it  or  his  ineapaoity  to  denonaee  a  ehesL 
Although  of  such  depths  of  failure  there  eu 
be  no  questiott  here,  we  must  in  every  ease  br- 
take  ourselves  to  the  review  of  a  poet's  life  en: 
we  detenuine  some  of  the  nicer  (uiestioas  ooe- 
oeming  his  poetnr,  —  more  especially  if  the  per- 
formance we  seuc  to  estimate  ar»ht  has  bees 
obstructed  and  out  short  of  oomiuetiost  by  eir- 
eumstanees,  —  a  disastrous  veutk  or  a  pnan- 
ture  death.    We  may  learn  nrom  the  bsogxaphj 
whether  his  spirit  invariably  saw  and  spok« 
from  the  last  neight  to  which  it  had  attsmfd 
An  absolute  vision  is  not  for  this  vroild,  bei  w« 
are  permitted  a  eontinual  anpioviinatina  te  it. 
every  degree  oi  which  in  tne  individual,  prv- 
vided  it  exceed  the  attainment  of  the  Bmsev 
must  procure  him  a  dear  advantage.    Did  the 
poet  ever  attain  to  a  higher   pwfom    th»n 
where  he  rested  and  exhibited  a  wwalt  f    iHd 
he  know  more  than  bespoke  of  ? 

I  eonoede,  however,  in  respeet  to  this  aabiert 
of  our  study  as  well  as  some  few  other  illvstri* 
ous  examples,  that  the  unmistakahle  qmaEtj  vi 
the  verse  would  be  evidence  eaou^.  onoer 
circumstances,  not  mily  of  the  kind 
of  the  intellectual  but  of  the  moral 
of  Shelley;  the  whole  pereonality  of  the  po>-i 
shining  forward  from  the  poems,  without  natidi 
need  m  going  further  to  seek  it.    T^  *^  Re> 
mains"  —  produoed  within    a   period    of    t#e 
yearn,  and  at  a  season  of ^  life  wnen  oth^  bhtb 
of  at  all  comparable  genius  have  hardlr  donr 
more  than  prepare  the  eye  for  fntnre  ta^t  and 
the  tongue  for  speech  —  present  en  with  the 
complete  enginery  of  a  poet,  aa  sigiial  in  the  fx 
cellence  of  its  several  ^titudes  as 
in  the  combination  of  effects,— 
fact,  of  the  whole  poet's  functioa  of 
with  an  understanding  keenness  the 
nature  and  man,  in  their  actual  state  ef 
tion  in  imperfection;  of  the  whole  fioet^e  nr 
tue  of  being  nntempted,  by  the  maidfold  pan-ti  &■ 
developments  of  beauty  and  good  on  every  sidv 
into  leaving  them  the  nltimates  he  found  tkr^n 
—  induced  by  the  facility  of  the  gTatafienftaoa  c4 
his  own  seuM  of  those  qnalitiea,  or  bjr  tba  pt'^e* 
ure  of  acquiescence  in  the  shortoofniaK*  ^  h»« 
predecessors  in  art,  and  the  pain  of  dietnrbi&. 
their  conventioaalisins,  —  the  whole  poet^a  vir 
tne,  I  repeat,  of  looking  hisher  than  any  mar 
festation  yet  made  of  bou  beauty  au  ip>*»^ 
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in  ofdv  to  toggMt  fram  the  utmost  rwlinition 
cf  the  one  a  oorrespondin^  capability  in  the 
other,  and  out  of  the  eahn,  parity,  and  eneny 
of  nature  to  reeonstitttta  ana  store  op,  for  ^e 
forthcoming  sta^e  of  man's  bmir,  a  gift  in  le- 
payment  of  that  former  gift  in  which  man*s 
own  thought  and  passion  had  been  hiTished  by 
the  poet  on  the  eise*inoani|ileted  nutfnifieenoe 
of  the  sunrise,  the  eke-anmtetpreted  mysteiy 
ol  the  lake,  — so  diawiasr  oat,  lifting  np,  and 
assimilatinfr  this  ideal  of  a  fntore  man,  thus 
descried  as  possible,  to  the  present  reality  of 
the  poet*s  soul  alrsiBidy  arri-red  at  the  higher 
state  of  development,  and  still  aspirant  to  ele- 
Tate  and  extend  itself  in  oonfonnity  with  its 
still -imnroring  perceptions  of,  no  longer  the 
eventoal  Human,  but  the  actual  Diyiae.  In 
conjunction  with  which  noble  and  rare  powers 
came  the  subordinate  power  ol  deUvering  these 
attained  results  to  tbe  world  in  an  embooiment 
of  vevM  more  doeely  answering  to  and  iadi- 
catiye  of  the  prooees  of  the  imormiDg  soirit, 
(failing,  as  it  oooasioDally  does,  in  art,  only  to 
succeed  in  hii^est  art),  —  with  a  diction  more 
adequate  to  the  task  in  its  nataral  and  acquired 
richness,  its  material  color  and  spiritual  trana- 
parency,  —  the  whole  being  moved  by  and  suf- 
fused with  a  musio  at  once  of  the  soul  and  the 
sense,  expreasiye  both  of  an  external  might  of 
sincere  passion  and  an  internal  fitness  and  con- 
sonancy,  —  than  can  be  attributed  to  any  other 
writer  whose  record  is  amoi^  us.  8uch  was 
the  q>heric  poetical  faculty  m  Shelley,  as  its 
own  self-sacrificing  central  light,  ndiating 
equally  through  immaturity  and  accomiilish- 
ment,  through  many  fragments  and  occasional 
completion,  reveals  it  to  a  competent  jndg^ 
nient. 

But  the  acceptance  of  this  truth  by  the  pub- 
lic ^  has  been  retarded  by  certain  objections 
which  oast  us  back  on  the  evidence  of  biogra- 
^y,  even  with  Shellev^s  poetry  in  our  hands. 
Axeept  for  the  particular  character  of  these  ob- 
jections, indeed,  the  non-appreciation  of  his 
contemporaries  would  ^  simply  class,  now  that 
it  is  over,  with  a  series  of  experiences  which 
have  necessarily  happened,  and  needlessly  been 
wondered  at,  ever  since  the  world  began,  and 
concerning  which  any  present  anger  may  well 
be  moderated,  no  less  in  justice  to  our  forerun- 
ners than  in  policy  to  ourselves.  For  the  mw- 
apprehensiveness  of  his  age  is  exactly  what  a 
poet  is  sent  to  remedy ;  and  the  interval  be- 
tween his  operation  and  the  generally  percepti- 
ble effect  of  it  is  no  greater,  less  indeed,  than 
in  many  other  departments  of  great  hnman 
effort.  The  **  £  pur  si  mnove  "  of  the  astrono- 
mer was  as  bitter  a  word  as  any  uttered  before 
or  since  by  a  poet  over  his  rejected  living  work, 
in  that  depth  of  conviction  which  is  so  like  de- 


Bnt  in  this  respect  was  the  experience  of 
Shelley  peeuliarly  nnfortunate, — that  the  dia> 
b^ef  in  him  as  a  man  even  preoeded  the  disbe- 
lief in  him  as  a  writer ;  Uie  misBonstmetion  of 
his  moral  nature  fweparing  the  way  for  the  mis- 
appreciation  of  ms  mtellectnal  labots.  There 
existed   from    the     beginning  —  simaltaneowi 


with,  indeed  antarMr  to,  hie 
works,  and  not  brought  forward  to  ooanteraet 
any  impressioa  they  had  snceeeded  in  makiag 
—  oertaiu  charges  against  his  private  eharaetsr 
and  life,  which,  if  substantiated  to  their  whole 
breadth,  would  materially  disturb,  i  do  not  at> 
tempt  to  deny«  our  reception  and  enjoyment  of 
his  works,  however  wonderful  the  artistic  qual> 
ities  of  these.  For  we  are  not  sufficientlv  sap- 
plied  with  instances  of  gsmos  of  his  oraer  to 
be  able  to  pronounce  certainly  how  many  of  its 
constitaent  parts  have  been  tasked  and  strained 
to  the  prodnetion  of  a  given  lie,  and  how  high 
and  pure  a  mood  of  the  creative  mind  may  be 
dramatically  simulated  aa  the  poet*s  habitaal 
and  exclnsiTe  one.  The  doubts,  therefore,  aria- 
ing  from  such  a  question,  required  to  be  set  at 
rest,  as  they  were  effectually,  by  those  eariy 
authentic  notioes  of  Shelley  s  career  and  the 
oorroboratiTe  accompaniment  of  his  letten,  in 
which  not  only  the  main  tenor  and  principal 
result  of  his  life,  bnl  the  purity  and  beauty  of 
many  of  the  prooesees  which  had  oonduced  to 
them,  were  nuMle  apparent  enough  for  the  gen- 
eral reader's  purpose,  —  whoever  lightly  con- 
demned Shelley  first^  on  the  evidence  of  reviews 
and  geesip,  as  lightiv  acquitting  him  now,  on 
that  of  memoirs  ana  eorrsspondence.  Still,  it 
is  advisable  to  lose  no  opportunitv-  of  strength- 
ening and  completing  the  chain  of  biognqimoal 
testimony ;  much  more,  of  course,  for  the  sake 
of  the  poet^s  ori|tinal  lovers,  whose  volunteered 
sacrifice  of  particular  principle  in  favor  of  ab- 
sorbing sympathv  we  might  desire  to  dispense 
with,  than  tor  the  sake  of  his  foolish  haters, 
who  nave  long  since  diverted  upon  other  objects 
their  obtuseness  or  malignancy.  A  full  life  of 
Shelley  should  be  written  at  once,  while  the 
materials  for  it  continue  in  reach  ;  not  to  min- 
ister to  the  curiosity  of  the  public,  but  to  oblit- 
erate the  last  stain  of  that  false  life  which  was 
forced  on  the  public's  attention  before  it  had 
any  curiosity  on  the  matter,  —  a  biography 
oorapceed  in  harmony  with  the  present  general 
disposition  to  have  faith  in  him.  yet  not  shrink- 
ing from  a  candid  statement  of  all  ambignons 
passages,  through  a  reasonable  confidence  that 
the  most  doubtful  of  them  will  be  found  eonsist>- 
ent  with  a  belief  in  the  eventual  perfection  of 
his  character,  according  to  the  poor  Kmits  of 
our  humanity.  Nor  will  men  peraist  in  con- 
founding, any  more  than  God  confounds,  with 
genuine  infidelity  and  atheism  of  the  heart 
iJiose  passionate,  impatient  strnggles  of  a  boy 
towards  distant  truth  and  love,  made  in  the 
dark,  and  ended  bv  one  sweep  of  the  natural 
sens  before  the  full  moral  sunrise  oonld  sliine 
out  on  him.  Crude  convictions  of  boyhood, 
conveyed  in  imperfect  and  inapt  forms  of 
speech,  — for  such  things  all  bojrs  have  been 
pardoned.  There  are  growing-pains,  accompa- 
nied by  temporary  distortion,  of  the  soul  also. 
And  it  would  be  hard  indeed  upon  this  ^ung 
Titan  of  genius,  mnrmnriiig  in  divine  music  his 
human  ignorances  through  his  very  thirat  for 
knowledge,  and  his  rebellion  in  mere  aspiration 
to  law,  if  the  melody  itself  substantiated  the 
error*  and  the  tragic  cutting  short  of  Ufe  per- 
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petnated  into  sins  saeh  UailiM  as,  under  hApmer 
ciranmstances,  would  liaTe  been  left  behind  bj 
the  consent  of  the  most  arrogant  moralist,  for- 
gotten on  the  lowest  steps  of  youth. 

The  responsibilitj  of  presenting  to  the  pnblie 
a  biograpny  of  Shelley  does  not,  however,  lie 
with  me :  I  liave  onlv  to  make  it  a  little  easier 
by  arranging  these  few  suoplementary  letters, 
with  a  re^»nition  of  the  value  of  the  whole  col- 
lection. This  value  I  take  to  consist  in  a  most 
truthful  conformity  of  the  Correspondence,  in 
its  limited  degree,  with  the  moral  and  intelleo- 
tual  character  of  the  writer  as  displayed  in  the 
highest  manif  estatious  of  his  genius.  Letters 
and  poems  are  obviously  an  act  of  the  same 
mind,  produced  by  the  same  law,  only  differ- 
ing in  the  application  to  the  individual  or  collec- 
tive understanding.  Letters  and  poems  may  be 
used  indifferentl]{r  as  the  basement  of  our  opin- 
ion upon  the  writer^s  character ;  the  finisaed 
expression  of  a  sentiment  in  the  poems  giving 
Kgnt  and  significance  to  tRe  rudiments  of  the 
same  in  the  letters,  and  these  again,  in  their 
iudpieney  and  unripeness,  authenticating  the 
exalted  mood  and  reattaching  it  to  the  person- 
ality of  the  writer.  The  musician  speaks  on 
tJie  note  he  sings  with ;  there  is  no  cnange  in 
the  scale  as  he  diminishes  the  volume  into  fa- 
niiliar  intercourse.    There  is  nothing  of  that 

Crring  between  the  man  and  the  author,  which 
IS  been  found  so  amusing  or  so  melancholy  : 
no  dropping  of  the  tra^c  mask  as  the  crowd 
melts  away  ;  no  mean  discovery  of  the  real  mo- 
tives of  a  lifers  achievement,  often  in  other 
lives  laid  baro  as  pitifully  as  when,  at  the  dose 
of  a  holiday,  we  catch  sight  of  the  internal 
lead-pi])es  and  wood-valves  to  whioh^and  not 
to  tlie  osteimible  conch  and  dominant  Triton  of 
the  fountain,  we  have  owed  oiir  admired  water- 
work.  No  breaking  out,  in  household  privacy, 
of  hatred,  auger,  and  scorn,  incongruous  with 
the  higher  moud,  and  suppi'essed  artistically  in 
the  book ;  no  brutal  return  to  self-delighting, 
when  the  audience  of  philanthropic  schemes  is 
out  of  hearing;  no  iuaeoeiit  stripping  off  the 
grander  feeling  and  rule  of  life  as  too  costly  and 
cumbrous  for  everynday  wear.  Whatever  Shel- 
ley was,  he  was  with  an  admirable  sincerity. 
It  was  not  always  truth  that  he  thought  and 
spoke ;  but  in  the  P^irity  of  truth  he  spoke  and 
thought  always.  Everywhere  is  apparent  his 
belief  in  the  existence  of  Good,  to  which  Evil 
is  an  accident ;  his  faithful  holding  by  what  he 
assumed  to  be  the  former  going  everywhere  in 
company^  with  the  tenderest  pity  for  those  acting 
or  suffering  on  the  opposite  hypothesis.  For  he 
was  tender,  though  tenderness  is  not  always  the 
characteristic  of  very  sincere  natures ;  he  was 
eminently  both  tender  and  sincere.  And  not 
only  do  the  same  affection  and  yearning  after 
the  well-being  of  his  kind  appear  in  the  letters 
as  in  the  poems,  but  they  express  themselves  by 
the  same  theories  and  plans,  however  crude  ana 
unsound.  There  in  no  reservation  of  a  subtler, 
hna  coAtlv,  more  serviceable  remedy  for  his  own 
ill  than  ne  has  proposed  for  the  general  one; 
nor  diN^  he  ever  contemplate  an  object  on  his 
own  account  fix>ni  a  less  elevation  than  he 


in  exhibiting  it  to  the  world.  How  sbaO  vs 
help  believing  Shelley  to  have  been,  ia  his  dti- 
mate  attainment,  the  splendid  spirit  of  \m 
own  best  poeti:y,  when  we  find  eren  his  csnuJ 
speech  to  agree  faithfully,  at  faintest  ss  st 
strongest,  with  the  tone  and  rhythm  of  his  most 
oracular  utterances  ? 

For  the  rest,  these  new  letters  are  not  off«red 
as  presenting  any  new  feature  of  Uie  pot?t*ii 
character.  Regarded  in  themselves,  aad  as  the 
substantive  productions  of  a  man,  thmr  impor> 
tance  would  be  slight.  But  thsy  poases  inter* 
est  beyond  their  limits,  in  confirming  the  evi- 
dence just  dwelt  on,  of  the  poetxeal  mood  of 
Shelley  being  only  the  inteninficatum  of  hk 
habitual  mood ;  the  sams  tongue  only  spesking, 
for  want  of  the  special  excitement  to  sing.  The 
very  first  letter,  as  one  instance  for  all,  strikes 
the  key-note  of  the  predomioatiii^  seatiBieat  of 
Shelley  throughout  his  whole  life  —  his  bjb- 

Gkthy  with  the  oppressed.  And  when  we  see 
m  at  BO  early  an  age,  castjng  out,  oader  the 
influence  of  such  a^  sympathy,  letters  asd 
pamphlets  on  cvery^  side,  we  aooept  it  as  the 
simple  exemplificatioa  of  the  sineerity,  wi^ 
which,  at  the  close  of  his  life,  he  spoke  of  him- 
self, as  — 

**  One  whose  heart  s  strsnger**  tear  mighk  wear 
As  wster-drops  the  sandy  fountain  stone ; 
Who  loved  and  pitied  all  Uiinffa,  and  oonld  mesD 
For  woes  which  others  hear  not,  and  oooM  sea 
The  abeent  with  the  f  lass  of  phantasy. 
And  near  the  poor  and  trainptod  elt  and  weep, 
Following  the  capttre  to  his  dungeon  ileep  -— 
One  who  was  as  a  nerre  o*er  whicli  do  cnmp 
The  else-onfelt  oppressions  of  this 
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Such  sympathy  with  his  kind  was  oTidentlv 
developed  in  him  to  an  extraordinary  and  rvm 
morbia  degree,  at  a  period  when  tlse  general 
intellectual  powers  it  was  impnatient  to  pat  ' 
motion  were  inunature  or  deficient. 

I  conjecture,  from  a  review  of  tlia 
pnblicatioiw  of  Shelley *s  youth,  that  one  of  the 
causes  of  his  failure  at  the  outset  was  tlite  pero- 
liar  prcuiicalnesM  of  his  mind,  vihiek  was  m*; 
without  a  determinate  effect  on  his  piogieas  ia 
theoriring.  An  ordinary  youth,  who  tarns  h.« 
attention  to  similar  subjects,  discovers  falsiti*-^, 
incongruities,  and  various  points  for  aBien»i- 
nient,  and,  in  the  natural  advance  of  th«)  porrh 
criticfd  spirit  unchecked  by  oonsidertttkms  oi 
remedy,  keeiis  up  before  nis  yonng  eyes  iu 
many  instances  of  the  same  error  and  wrooz. 
that  he  finds  himself  unawares  arrived  at  the 
startling  conclusion,  that  all  must  be  ekamrsd  ~ 
or  nothing :  in  the  face  of  which  plainly  inapoa- 
sible  achievement,  he  is  apt  (looking  perhapa  a 
little  more  serious  by  the  time  he  toaoaasat  thr 
decisive  issue)  to  feel,  either  oareieaaly  or  eoa* 
siderately,  that  his  own  attempting  a  singW 
piece  of  service  would  be  worse  thni 
even,  and  to  refer  the^  whole  taak  to 
age  and  person  —  safe  in  proportion  to  kis  ii 
pacity.  Wanting  words  to  speak,  ba  ~ 
made  a  fool  of  himself  by  speaktnr.    B«t« 


Shelley's  case,  the  eariy  n 
8*€  was  socompanied  by  as  . 
i-y  to  contrive :  he  endeavored 
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went  on  idedisiiir  •  eveiy  wrong  had  riniol- 
taneonalj  its  naiiMMly,  and,  ont  of  the  Btnngth 
of  ikia  hatred  for  the  former,  he  took  the 
atren^  of  hk  eonfidenee  in  the  latter— till 
auddenly  he  stood  pledged  to  the  defenoe  of  a 
set  of  luiaerable  little  expedients,  jnst  as  if  ther 
repreeented  great  prineiples,  and  to  an  attack 
upon  various  great  priaoiplea,  reallj  so,  without 
leaving  himself  time  to  examine  whether  be- 
caose  thej  were  antagonistioal  to  the  remedj 
he  had  suggested,  thej  most  therefore  be  iden- 
tioal  or  even  esMntially  ooimeoted  with  the 
wrong  he  sought  to  ours.  — playing  with  blind 
pasMun  into  the  hands  of  nis  enemies,  and  dash- 
tag  at  whatever  red  cloak  was  held  forth  to 
bim,  as  the  oanse  of  the  firebsll  he  had  last 
been  stnng  with  —  mistaking  Ghnrohdom  for 
Christianity,  and  for  marriage,  **the  sale  of 
love  *'  and  the  law  of  sexual  oppression. 

Orsdnally,  however,  he  was  leaving  behind 
him  this  low  praetieal  dexterity,  unable  to  keep 
up  with  his  wideninif  intellectnal  perception; 
and,  in  exact  proportion  as  he  did  so,  his  tme 
power  strengthened  and  proTcd  itself.  Gradu- 
ally he  was  raised  above  the  eontemplaiion  of 
spota  and  the  attempt  at  effacing  them,  to  the 
great  Abstract  Li^ht,  and  thronrh  the  discre- 
pancy of  the  creation,  to  the  sufncieney  of  the 
First  Cause.  Gradually  he  was  learning  that 
the  best  VAyof  removing  abusss  is  to  stand  fast 
by  truth.  Truth  is  one,  as  they  are  manifold : 
and  innumerable  negative  effects  are  produced 
by  the  upholding  of  one  positive  principle.  I 
shall  saT  what  I  think,  —  had  SheUey  Uved  he 
would  nave  finally  ranged  himself  with  the 
Christians:  his  very  instinct  for  helping  the 
weaker  side  (if  numbers  make  strength),  his 
▼ery  **hste  of  hate,"  which  at  first  mistraas- 
lated  itself  into  delirious  Queen  Hab  notes  and 
the  like,  would  have  got  clearsighted  by  exer- 
cise. The  pielfaninary  step  to  foUowii^r  Christ, 
ia  the  leavmg  the  dead  to  bai^  their  dead  — 
not  clamoriiMr  on  his  doctrine  tor  an  eneoial 
solution  of  mificulties  which  are  rsferable  to 
the  Keneral  problem  of  the  nnivene.  Already 
he  had  attained  to  a  profeesion  of  **a  worship 
to  the  Spirit  of  good  within,  which  requires 
(before  it  sends  tnat  inspiration  forth,  which 
iropressss  its  likeness  upon  all  it  creates)  de- 
Toted  and  disinterested  homage/*  aa  Ccltridgf 
aayn^  —  and  Paul  likewise.  And  we  find  in  one 
id  his  last  exquisite  fragments,  avowedly  a 
reeord  of  one  of  his  own  mornings  and  its  ex- 
perience, as  it  dawned  on  him  at  his  soul  and 
body 's  best  in  his  boat  on  the  Serehio  —  that  as 
sorely  as 

**  The  atsn  berot  out  la  the  psie  blue  air. 
And  the  thfa  white  mooo  lay  witheriag  tiiese  — 
I>»y  had  kiiidled  the  dewy  wooda. 
And  the  rocks  ahore,  and  the  utream  below. 
And  tha  vapon  hi  their  mnltitadaa. 
And  the  Apemiiiie**  •hrood  of  Mrauaer  ■ 
Div  had  awakened  aU  thiaga  tlMl  be ;  •* 


inat  as  anrsly,  he  tells  ns  (stepping  forward 
from  this  deBcions  danoe^masie,  ehoragus-like, 


to  do  the  teek  Ha  eat  to  eaeh, 

ua  to  Hia  anda  and  not  our  own ; 
rose  to  leers,  aad  One  to  teaoh 
yet  aver  knew  or  can  be  known.  *^ 


into  the 


h^fl^^m  the  final 
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No  more  difference  than  this,  from  David*t 
pregnant  conclusion  so  loucr  ago  I 

Meantime,  as  I  call  Shelley  a  moral  man,  be- 
cause he  was  tme,  simple-hearted,  aad  brave, 
and  because  what  he  acted  corresnonded  to 
what  he  knew,  so  I  call  him  a  man  ot  reUgioui 
mind,  because  every  audacious  negative  cast  up 
by  him  against  the  Divine  was  inter^netrated 
with  a  mood  of  reverence  and  adoraticm,  —  and 
because  I  fiud  him  everrwhere  taking  for 
granted  some  of  the  capital  dogmas  of  Chria- 
tiaait^,  while  most  rehemently  denying  their 
historical  basement.  There  is  such  a  thing  as 
an  efficacious  knowledge  of  and  belief  in  the 
p<ditios  of  Junius,  or  the  poetry  of  Rowley, 
though  a  man  should  at  the  same  time  dispute 
the  title  of  Chatterton  to  the  one,  and  consider 
the  author  of  the  other,  as  Byron  wittily  did. 
''  really,  truly,  nobody  at  all.'*  < 

There  is  even  such  a  thing,  we  come  to  leam 
wonderingly  in  these  very  letters,  ss  a  profoond 
sensibili^  and  ada^taae  for  art,  while  the 
science  of  the  percipient  is  so  little  advanced  aa 
to  admit  of  his  stmnger  admiration  for  Guido 
(and  Carlo  Dolce  I)  than  for  Michael  Angelo.  A 
Divine  Beinr  has  Himself  said,  that  a  word 
against  ths  Son  of  man  shall  be  forgiven  to  a 
man,"  while  "a  word  against  the  Spirit  d 
God  '*  (implying  a  general  deliberate  preference 
of  pereeived  evil  to  perceived  good)  shall  not 
be  forgiven  to  a  man."  Abo,  in  relinon,  one 
earnest  and  nnextorted  assertion  m  belief 
should  outweigh,  as  a  matter  of  testimony, 
many  assertions  of  unbelief.  The  fact  that 
there  ia  a  gold-region  is  established  by  finding 
one  lump,  though  you  miss  the  vein  never  so 
often. 

He  died  before  his  youth  ended.  In  taking 
the  measure  of  him  as  a  man,  he  must  he  con- 
sidered on  the  whole  and  at  his  ultimate  spiri- 
tual stature,  and  not  to  be  judged  of  at  the  im- 
maturity and  bv  the  mistakes  of  ten  vears 
before :  that^  indeed,  would  be  to  jndge  of  the 
author  of  '*  Julian  and  Maddalo'*  by  *'Zas- 
troni.*'  Let  the  whole  truth  be  told  of  his 
worst  mistake.  I  believe,  for  my  own  part, 
that  if  anything  could  now  shame  or  nieve 
j  Shelley,  it  would  be  an  attempt  to  vindicate 
him  at  the  expense  of  another. 

In  forming  a  judgment,  1  would,  however, 

*  Or,  to  take  our  lUnatrationa  from  the  wrlttnfa  «f 
Shelley  himMlf,  there  te  mich  a  thing  aa  adminbly 
•ppreciatlnit  a  work  by  Andrea  Veroehlo,  —  and  fan- 
cifnlly  eharacterlslt^  the  Piean  Torre  Onalfa  by  the 
Pontea  Marr,  black  affafaiat  the  aimaeta,— aad  con- 
asflftaataly  palatfaw  the  lalet  of  8aa  Clenente  with  Ito 
penitentiary  for  r«*bellkme  prieete,  to  the  weat  betweea 
Venice  end  the  lido  -  whOe  yon  beUeTO  the  flrat  to 
bea  fraament  of  an  antique  eareophasne*  —  the  aeeond, 
Usolino*e  Tower  of  Famine  (the  reetlffne  of  which 
•honld  he  enatht  for  hi  the  Matsa  de*  Cavidleri)  —  end 
tha  third  (aa  I  cowftoeed  myeelf  laat  aommer  at 
T«olei»),  8«i  gerrole  with  ita  Bad-booae— whieh«far 
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press  on  the  leader  the  simpte  joatice  of  oon- 
siderinf?  tenderly  his  oonstitution  of  bodj  as 
well  as  mind,  and  how  tiufavorable  it  waa  to 
the  steady  symmetries  of  conventional  life  ;  the 
body,  in  the  tortore  of  inottr»ble  disaaae,  re- 
fusing to  give  repose  to  the  bewildered  aooL 
tossing  in  its  hot  Tever  of  the  fancy,  —  and 
the  Uudanum  •  bottle  making  but  a  nerilooa 
and  pitif  ul  trace  between  these  two.  He  was 
constantly  subject  to  '* that  atate  of  mind" 
(I  quote  hia  own  note  to  HeUaa)  ^*in  which 
ideas  may  be  auppoaed  to  assnme  the  force  of 
aensation,  througli  the  confusion  of  thought, 
with  the  objects  of  thou^t,  and  excess  ci 
passion  animating  the  creations  of  the  imaginar 
tion : "  in  other  words,  he  waa  liable  to  remark- 
able  delusions  and  hallucinations.  The  noctur- 
nal attack  in  Wales,  for  instance,  was  assuredly 
a  delusion ;  and  I  venture  to  ezprt'ss  ro^  own 
conviction,  derived  from  a  little  attention  to 
the  circnmstancee  of  either  story,  that  the  idea 
of  the  enamored  ladv  following  him  to  Naples, 
and  of  the  ^*  man  in  the  cloak  '^  who  struck  him 
at  the  Pisan  poat-offiooj  were  equallv  illusory, 
—  the  mere  projectioo,  m  fact,  from  himself,  of 
the  image  of  his  own  love  and  hate. 

**  To  thlnt  Mid  find  nofill—to  wail  and  wMuler 
With  abact  unsteady  atep  —  to  puse  and  ponder- 
To  faal  Uie  blood  run  through  Um  veins  ana  tingle 
When  busy  thought  and  blind  sensation  mingle,  — 
To  nurse  the  Image  of  xinfelt  earesMtt 
Till  dim  imagination  lust  possesses 
The  half-created  shadow"  — 

of  unfelt  caresses, -^  and  of  unfelt  blows  as 
well :  to  such  conditions  was  his  genius  subject* 
It  was  not  at  Rome  only  (where  he  heard  a 
mystic  voice  exclaiming,  **  Cenci^  Ceuci,"  in 
reference  to  the  tragic  theme  which  occupied 
him  at  the  time),  —  it  was  not  at  Rome  only 
that  he  mistook  the^  cry  of  "  old  rags/*  The 
habit  of  somnambulism  is  said  to  have  extended 
to  the  very  last  days  of  his  life. 

Let  me  conclude  with  a  thought  of  Shelley 
as  a  poet.  In  the  hierarchy  of  creative  minds, 
it  is  the  presence^  of  the  highest  faculty  that 
gives  first  rank,  in  virtue  of  its  kind,  nut  de- 
gree ;  no  pretension  of  a  lower  nature,  whatever 
the  completeness  of  development  of,  variety  of 
effect,  impeding  the  precedency  of  the  rarer  en- 
dowment though  oiiiy  in  the  germ.  The  con- 
trary is  sometimes  maintained  ;  it  is  attempted 
to  make  the  lower  gifts  (which  are  potentially 
included  in  the  higher  faculty)  of  independent 
value,  and  equal  to  some  exercise  of  the  special 
function.  Fur  instance,  should  not  a  poet  pos- 
sess common  sense?  Then  the  possession  of 
abundant  common  sense  implies  a  step  towards 
becoming  a  poet.  Tm  ;  such  a  step  as  the  lapt- 
dary*s,  when,  strong  in  the  fact  of  carbon  en- 
tering largely  into  tne  composition  of  the  dia- 
mond, he  heaps  up  a  sack  of  charcoal  in  order 
to  compete  with  *w  Kob-i-noor.  I  pass  at  once, 
therefore,  from  8heUe]r*8  minor  excellences  to 
his  noblest  and  predominating  charaoteriAtic. 

This  I  call  his  nmnltaneona  perception  of 
Power  and  Love  in  the  abscdute.  and  of  Beauty 
and  Good  in  the  ooosrete,  while  he  throws, 
from  hia  poet's  station  between  both,  swifter, 


subtler,  and  more  anmerous  films  for  the 
nection  of  each  with  each,  than  have   be«e 
thrown  by  any  modem  artificer  of  whom  I  hsTc 
knowledge ;  proving  how,  as  he  says, 
**  The  spirit  of  the  worm  within  the  and 
In  love  and  woiahip  blenda  iteelf  with  Oed.** 

I  would  rather  consider  Shelley  V  . 
sublime  f ragmentaiy  essay  towards 
ment  of  the  oorrespondeney  of  the  univerar  to 
Deity,  of  the  natural  to  the  aniritnal,  and  of 
the  actual  to  the  ideal,  than  I  would  isolau 
and  separately  appraise  the  woith  of  many  de- 
tachable portions  which  might  be  afcknowMged 
as  ntteriy  perfect  in  a  lower  moral  point  ctf 
view,  under  the  mere  conditiona  of  art.  It 
would  be  easy  to  take  my  atand  on  smaiwfui 
instaaoea  of  objectivity  in  Shelley :  thesw  is  the 
unrivalled  Cend;  there  ia  the  Jmiiam  mmd  Mad- 
dalo  too  ;  there  ia  the  magnifieeat  Ode  u 
NapUB :  why  not  regard,  it  ma^  be  aaid.  tht 
less  organised  matter  aa  the  radiant  einnnital 
foam  and  solution,  out  of  which  would  havr 
been  evolved,  eventaally,  creations  aa  nerfeet 
even  as  those  ?  Bnt  I  prefer  to  look  for  xJtu 
highest  attainment,  not  simply  the  hi|rh,  —  and. 
seeing  it,  I  hold  by  it.  There  is  snruy  ^M«di 
of  the  work  ''Shelley  "  to  be  known  sndnriHHr 
among  men,  and,  1  believe,  to  be  aBeepted  ci 
God,  as  human  work  may;  and 
imperfect  proportions  of  snoh,  the 
rated  prodnetions  of  ordinaiy  art  mnst 
themselves  ss  inferior  illnstrationa. 

It  is  because  I  have  long  held  theas 
in  aaaurance  and  gratitude,  that  I  oateh  at 
opportunity  offered  to  me  of  ezpressin 
here ;   knowing  that  the  alacrity 
humble  office  conveys  more  feve 
eeptanoe  of  the  honor  of  a  higher 
better,  therefore,  thaa  the  signal 
the  dream  of  my  boyhood  to  rend 
and  memory,  may  be  the  saying  oi  a  ff«w 
quate  words  upon  theee  scarouy 
ant  snpplementary  letters  of  Shelley. 

II.   NOTES  AND  ILLUSTRATIONS 

Page  2.  Pattlckb.  A  traaslaiion  of  th^  pas- 
sage from  Cornelius  Agrippa  may  be  fonnd  is 
Cooke,  p.  2H5. 

V.  A.  XX.  I.  e.,  Yixi  annas  vigintL     I  wa» 

twenty  years  old. 
Pages. 

Had  not  the  glow  Iftk  at  his  award 
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fulfil  SB 

theae- 
and  that 
it  WW 
to  hisfaniP 


Sun-ireader^  life  and  light  he  tkimefi 

The  whole  passage  refers  to  Shellev. 
annotatioaa  to  the  poem  are  given  In  Pi 
January  and  Pebmafy,  1X89. 

Page,  9.    p  God,  vfkere  doe$  thit  ttmd  — 
ttrugglinq  aimt  f 

Browuinvappenda  the  following  note*  at 
lation  of  vnieh  may  be  found  in  Cooka»  p. 

**  Je  crains  bien  que  mon  panvre  ami  no 
ton  jours  parf aitement  eompria  dana  es  qn 
k  lire  de  eet  Strange  ffrnginent.  inaisil  «i# 
propre  que  tont  a«itre  k  Mnireiroe  <pii  d  • 
ture  ne  pent  jamais  Btre  que  Bongo  oi 
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I  )*ailleun  j«  ne  aais  trop  ta  en  oherchant  k  mieuz 
co-ordoniier  certaines  parties  Ton  ue  courrait  pas 
!«*  risque  de  niiire  au  seul  nitrite  auqtiel  nne  pro- 
duction ri  nnnruli^re  pent  pr^tendre,  oelui  de 
doiiner  nne  id^)  aaies  pr^iae  da  genre  qu^elle 
ira  fait  qn*  ^bauoher.  Ce  d^but  eana  preten- 
tion, ce  remnenient  des  passions  qui  va  d'abord 
en  aocroisaant  et  puis  s^appaise^  par  degrAs,  cea 
elans  de  ribne,  oe  retonr  soudain  snr  aoimime, 
et  pHiMJuBius  tout,  la  toumure  d^eaprii  tout  paJ^ 
ticuli^n*  de  mon  ami,  rendent  les  changemens 

{>rniqae  impossibles.  Les  raisona  qn'il  fait  ▼»- 
uir  aillenrs,  et  d^autres  encore  pins  pniasantea, 
unt  fait  trouYer  grftce  k  mes  yeux  pour  cat  ^crit 
girautrement  je  lui  eusse  oonseilu  de  jeter  au 
feu.  Je  nVn  orois  paa  moius  au  grand  prinoipe 
de  toute  cora|)aaition —  k  ce  principe  de  Shake- 
speare, de  Kafaelle,  de  Ueetlioveu,  d'oil  il  suit 
que  la  concentration  des  id^es  est  dfte  bieu  plna 
k  leur  conception  qu*Jk  leur  niise  en  execution : 
j'ai  tout  lieude  craindre  que  la  premiere  de  oes 
ciualites  ne  soit  encore  etrangere  k  raon  ami,  et 
}v  doute  fort  qn'ua  redoublement  de  travail  lui 
fame  acquerir  la  seoonde.  Le  mieux  serait  de 
brAler  ceci ;  mais  que  faire  ? 

"Je  croiaqne  dans  ce  qui  suit  il  fait  allusion  k 
un  certain  examen  qu^il  tit  autrefois  de  Tftme  on 
plutot  de  son  ftme,  pour  decouvrir  la  suite  des 
objeta  anxquels  il  lui  serait  possible  d^attendre, 
et  dont  ehacun  une  fois  obtenu  devait  former 
ttiieesii^oe  de  plateau  d*oti  Ton  pouvaitaper^e- 
▼oir  a^aatres  buts,  d'autiea  projeta,  d^autres 
jouiflsanoes  qui,  k  leur  tour,  devaieat  itre  8ar> 
inontes.  D  en  lesnltait  que  Toubli  et  le  sommeil 
devaient  tout  teiminer.  Cette  id^e,  que  je  ne 
saisis  pas  parfaitement,  lui  eat  pentfitre  aussi 
inintelligibie  qn'i  nnoi/'  Pauumb. 

Page  12.  Pajiac?KL0US.  The  following  histori- 
cal note  and  eoroment  waa  provided  fay  Brown- 
ing to  aocompanj  the  poem.  The  notee  indi- 
<«ted  by  the  superior  numbera  in  the  text  will 
be  found  at  the  end  of  the  article. 

The  lihertiea  I  haTe  taken  with  my  subject 
are  very  trifling ;  and  the  reader  may  slip  the 
foregoing  scenes  between  the  leaves  of  any  me- 
moir of  Paraoelaas  he  pleaaea,  hj  way  of  com- 
iiieutary.  To  prove  thia,  I  subjoin  a  popular 
i&coount,  translated  from  the  Hutgrapkte  Uni' 
rvrW/tf,  Paris,  1H22,  which  I  select,  not  tm  the 
heHt,  certainly,  but  as  being  at  hand,  andsnffi- 
c-ifutly  concise  for  my  purpose.  I  also  append 
H  few  n«ites,  in  order  to  correct  those  parta  which 
dn  not  hear  out  mv  own  view  of  the  character 
of  Paracelsus ;  anil  have  incoip<»mted  wiUi  them 
a  notice  or  two,  illustrative  of  the  poem  itself. 

"  pARArRLsrs  (Philippus  Aureolua  Theo- 
phnifltns  Bombsstiis  ab  Hohenheim)  was  bom 
in  \4^t\  at  Etnsiedeln,!  a  little  town  in  the  canton 
of  Sohwyz,  some  leagues  distant  from  Zurich. 

I I  in  father,  who  exercised  the  profesuon  of  med- 
icine at  Viliaeh  in  (Virinthia,  waa  nearly  related 


*  I  iilMll  dtaffolM  M.  IUasnk»B*«Bext  aaBtaaea  s  Utila^ 
**  Hie  (Knskaaae.)  PsnM^lwim trim— i a milita qnodam, 
Alii  a  MM  exeetiim  feruat :  oonslst  Imberbem  lUosi, 
otultennaqas  aeorsm  fnlaw.**  ▲  sts iMHsg  Hicb-Dvtch 
|«>ke  inthsss  dsysst  the  expenae  of  •  aniiibcT  of  l«snied 
irien,  m  may  be  wma  by  nferrlDf  to  auch  rubbish  m 
M«>U»dar*«  Jscofrria,  oto.    la  the  prints  fron  his  poiw 


to  George  Bombast  de  Uoiienheim,  who  became 
afterward  Grand  Prior  of  the  Order  of  Malta : 
consequeuthr  Paracelsus  oould  not  spring  from 
the  dregs  of  the  people,  as  Thomas  £natua,  his 
sworn  enemy,  pretends.*  It  appears  that  his  ele- 
mentary education  wm  much  neglected,  and 
that  he  spent  part  of  his  youth  in  punning  the 
life  common  to  the  travelling  liUrtUi  of  the  age ; 
that  is  to  say,  in  wandering  from  country  to 
country,  predicting  the  future  by  astrology  and 
cheiromancy,  evoking  apparitions,  and  practis- 
ing the  different  operations  of  magic  and  al- 
chemy, in  which  he  had  been  initiated  whether 
by  his  father  or  by  various  ecclesiasticB,  amoi^ 
the  number  of  whom  he  particularizes  the  Abbot 
Tritheim,'  and  man^  German  bishops. 

"*  As  Paracebus  displays  everywhere  an  igno- 
rance of  the  rudiments  of  the  most  oidinarv 
knowledge*  it  is  not  probable  that  he  ever  stud- 
ied seriously  in  the  schools :  he  contented  him- 
self with  visiting  the  universitiea  of  Germany, 
Fitince,  and  Italv ;  and  in  spite  of  his  boasting 
himself  to  have  been  the  ornament  of  those  in- 
Btitutiona,  there  is  no  proof  of  his  having  legally 
acc^uired  the  title  of  lloctor,  which  he  assumes. 
It  is  only  known  that  he  applied  himself  long, 
under  the  directi<in  of  the  weslthy  tSigismond 
Pngger  of  h'chwatz,  to  the  discovery  of  the  Mag>- 
nniii  Opus. 

"  Paraeelsua  travelled  among  the  mountains 
of  B<^emia,  in  the  east,  ana  in  Sweden,  in 
order  to  inspect  the  labon  of  the  miners,  to  be 
initialed  in  the  mysteries  of  the  oriental  adepta, 
and  to  observe  the  secrets  of  nature  and  the 
famous  mountain  of  loadstone.*  He  professes 
also  to  have  visited  Spain,  Portugal,  Prussia, 
Poland,  and  Transylvania ;  everywhere  c<mimu- 
nicating  freely,  not  merely  with  the  ph^ieians, 
but  the  old  women,  charlatans,  and  cuniurers  of 
these  several  lands.  It  is  even  believed  that  he 
extended  his  jonmeyings  as  far  as  Egypt  and 
Tartary,  and  that  he  aecoinpaaied  tlie  son  of 
the  Khan  of  the  Tartars  to  Constantinople,  for 
the  pnipose  of  obtaining  the  secret  of  the  tine- 
tureof  Trismegistns  from  a  Greek  who  inhabited 
that  capital. 

""  The  period  of  his  return  to  Germany  is  un- 
known :  it  is  only  certain  that,  at  about  the  age 
of  thirty-three,  many  astonishing  cures  which 
he  wrought  on  eminent  personages  procured 
him  such  acelebritv.  that  he  wascallecl  in  l.Vili, 
on  the  recommendation  of  <£colampadiua,^  to 
fill  a  chair  of  physic  and  snrgery  at  ttie  Univer- 
sity of  Baale.  There  Paracelsus  began  by  bnm- 
ing  publicly  in  the  amphitheatre  the  works  of 
Avicenna  and  Galen,  avuring  his  auditors  that 
the  latchets  of  his  shoes  were  more  instructed 
than  those  two  physicians ;  that  all  universities, 
all  writers  put  together,  were  less  gifted  than 
the  hairs  of  his  beard  and  of  the  crown  of  hia 
head  ;  and  that,  in  a  word,  he  waa  to  be  re- 


trsit  by  TlBtor«tt4S  painted  s  yesr  before  Ms  dssth, 
Furscelsua  U  6«r6aiiilM«,  st  sU  ovMits.  But  Brsstns 
wsB  nevor  without  a  rood  ri'seoii  for  Us  fslth  — «.  a., 
**  Helvetlam  fulaae  (PsrsceUuin)  vlx  credos  vix  niun 
••  resiu  tale  uiouatrum  Mlitlvrit  '*  {ik  MrHirin*\ 
Nont. ) 
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ffardtid  as  the  legitimate  monarvli  of  medicine, 
Yoa  tthiill  follow  me/  cried  he,  *  you,  Avicemia, 
Galen,  Rliatiis,  Moiita^iuuia,  Mesnes,  yon,  gen- 
tlemen of  Paris,  Montpeilier,  Germany,  Cologne, 
Vienna,*  and  whomsoever  the  Rhine  and  Dan- 
ube nourish  {  yon  who  inhabit  the  isles  of  the 
sea ;  you,  Ukewise,  Dabuatians,  Athenians  : 
thon,  Arab ;  thon,  Greek  ;  thou,  Jew  :  all  shall 
follow  me,  and  the  monarchy  shall  be  mine.*  t 

""  But  at  Basle  it  was  speedily  perceived 
that  the  new  Professor  was  no  better  than  an 
egregious  quack.  ^>caroely  a  year  elaps-^d  be- 
fore his  lectures  had  fairly  driven  away  an  audi- 
ence incapable  of  comprehending  their  emphatic 
jareon.  That  which  above  all  ooiitribated  to 
sully  his  reputation  was  the  debauched  life  he 
led.  According  to  the  testimony  of  Oporiuus, 
who  Uved  two  years  in  his  intimacy,  Paracelsus 
scarcely  ever  ascanded  the  lecture-desk  unless 
half  drunk,  and  only  dictated  to  his  secretaries 
when  in  a  state  of  intoxication :  if  summoned 
to  attend  the  sick,  he  rarely  proceeded  thither 
without  previously  drenching  himself  with  wine. 
He  was  accustomed  to  retire  to  bed  without 
changing  his  clothes ;  sometimes  he  spent  the 
night  in  pot-houses  with  peasants,  and  in  the 
morning  knew  no  loiter  what  he  was  about ; 
and,  nevertheless,  up  to  the  age  of  twenty-five 
his  only  drink  had  been  water.^ 

*'  At  length,  fearful  of  being  punished  for  a 
serious  outrage  on  a  magistrate,^  he  fled  from 
Basle  towards  the  end  of  the  year  1527,  and  took 
refiive  in  Alsatia,  whither  he  caused  Oporinus 
to  follow  with  his  chemical  apparatus. 

**  He  then  entered  onoe  more  npon  the  career 
of  ambulatory  theosophist.|  Accordingly  we 
find  him  at  Colmar  in  15*28 ;  at  Nuremberg  in 
1529;  at»t.  Gail  in  15:^  ;  at  Pfeffers  in  ISXi; 
and  at  Augsburg  in  1536 :  be  next  made  some 
stay  in  Moravia,  where  he  still  farther  com- 
promised his  reputation  bv  the  loss  of  many  di»> 
tiuguished  iMtiento,  which  compelled  him  to  be- 
take himself  to  Vienna ;  from  thence  he  passed 
into  Hunganr ;  and  in  153S  was  at  Villaoh, 
where  he  dedicated  bis  CkronirU  to  the  States 
of  Carinthia,  in  gratitude  for  the  many  kind- 
with  which  they  had  honored  his  father. 


finally,  from  Mindelheim.  which  he  visited  in 
1540,  Paracelsus  proceedea  to  Salzburg,  where 
he  died  in  the  hospital  of  St.  Stephen  (S^'btutian 
is  meant),  Sept.  24,  1541.'\— (Here  follows  a 
criticism  on  his  writings,  which  I  omit.) 

1  Paraeelitu  would  seem  to  be  a  fantastic  ver- 
sion of  Foa  Hokenheim ;  EUiisiedelii  is  the  Lat- 

*  Bnutos,  who  relates  this,  here  oddly  remarks, 
**  minim  ouod  non  et  Osramanto*,  Indoa  et  Anglot  sd- 
Junxit.**  Not  ao  wouderful  neither,  if  we  believe  what 
soother  adversary  *■*  had  heard  somewhere,**  —  that  all 
Paracelsus*  system  rmroe  of  his  pillsging  **Anglum 
qnendam,  Rogerium  Baechonem.** 

t  Bee  his  works,  pauitn.  I  mnst  |^ve  ooe  specimen: 
—  Somehody  had  been  styling  him  "  Luther  alter." 
*'  And  why  not?  **  (he  saks,  as  he  well  might.)  "  Lu- 
ther Is  abandaatly  learned,  therefore  you  hate  him  and 
me ;  bot  we  are  at  least  a  match  for  you.  —  Nam  et 
contra  vos  et  vestros  nnWersos  principes  Avirennam, 
Oalenum,  Arlstotelem,  etc.  roe  satis  superque  muiiitum 
novt.    Kt  vertex  iste  meus  calvns  ac  depills  mnlto 


inixed  Eremus,  whence  Pafaoelsns  is  iianietini«»c 
called,  as  in  the  oorrespondenoe  off  Krasnin^ 
Eremita.  Bombast,  his  proper  name,  prubabii 
acquired,  from  the  oharaeteristie  pbraaeiilnirt 
of  his  lectures,  that  unlucky  signifiartuNi  wLuh 
it  has  ever  suioe  retained. 


'  Then  Bishop  of  Spanheim,  and  residing  at 
Wiirzbnrg  in  Franoonia :  a  town  situated  in  a 
grassy  fertile  country,  whence  its  name,  Herht> 
polia.  He  was  much  visited  there  by  leani-d 
men,  as  may  be  seen  bv  his  EpittoUg  FamiiiuTf^, 
Hag.  153d :  among  others,  by  his  stanch  f  rit-nd 
Cornelius  Agrippa,  to  whom  he  dntss  tht^of^. 
in  1510,  a  letter  in  answer  to  the  dedicntorr  rp<^ 
tie  prefixed  to  the  treatise  Z>eOc«rs&.  Fkdonn'k. 
which  last  contains  the  following  otninoua  aiis- 
sion  to  Agrippa's  sojourn :  **  Qanm  naper  t«- 
cum,  R.  P.  in  ccenobia  tuo  apnd  Herbipobm  aJh 
ouamdiu  oonversatns,  multa  de  ohymids,  mnlu 
ae  magicis,  multa  ae  <»ibalisticis,  caten«ia<* 
(^u«  adnuc  in  occnlto  delitescnnt,  nrcsi 
tiis  atque  artibusnna  contuliasemos,"  etc. 


•11 'ir 


s  **  Inexplebilis  ilia  aviditas  natone 
tandi  secreta  et  reconditarnm  sapeUectile  *c%^ 
tiarum   animum  locupletandi,   ono  eod<>nK|  *t 
loco  din  persistere  non  pMtiebatur,  sed  Mermn. 
instar,  omnes  terras,  nationes  et  arbes  peeing 
trandi  igniculossnpponebat,  ut  cum  viris  nature 
scmtatoribus,  chsrmicis   pnesertim,  ore  trui« 
oonfsrret,  et  quie  diurtnmis  laboribua  noctnmi^ 
que  vigiliis  invenerant  nnavel  altera  comrnnnu  \ 
tioneobtineret.**  (BinsKius  in  Prtffat.t    "  V* 
tris  anxilio  primum,  deinde  propria  iudositTu 
doctiasimos  viros  in  Germaiua,  Italia,  (raJlji. 
Hispania,  aliisque  Europ»  regionibos,  ear:  a* 
est  pneoeptores;  quorum  libemli  doetriaa.  •( 
potissimuin  propria  inquisitione  nt  qui  ewet  la- 
genio  aouttssirao  ac  fere  divino,  tantnm  pn»f  ^  "> 
ut  multi  testati  sint,  in  uniTenn  phtlosoptiii. 
tarn  ardua,  tarn  arcana  et  abditn  emisse  n.*<r 
talium  neminem.**     (Melcu.  Adajs,  ia  1'.' 
Germ.  Medic.)    **  ParaoeUns  ^ni  in  tntimati« 
tuns  viscera  sic  penitns  introierit,  mstallom 
stirpiumque  vires  et  facnltates  tnm  iiirr«^>l'u 
ingenii  acumine  exploraverit  ae  perviderit.  fi 
morbos  omnes  vel  oesperatos  et  optniooe  homi 
num  insanabiles  pereurandum ;  vt  enra  ThiH*- 
phrasto   nata   pnmnm    medicina   perfeetaopr 
videtiir.*'  (Pbtri  Rami,  Oraf .  </e  BnsiJUa.    H» 
passion  for  wandering  is  best  described  inV-« 
own    words:    '*Eooe  amatoram   ndalcscmr*T 
difficillimi  itineris  hand  piget,  ut  Tennatan  ^' 
tern  puellam  vel  fcsminam  aspteiat:     qnaiit. 

plura  et  sablimiora  novlt  qnam  vaster  v«l  Athvobs  «• 
unlvertn  academia.  Prodlte,  et  signum  dfasSe,  <(«'  <  " 
sitis,  quid  roboris  habeatisT  quid  antcas  sitk?  I* 
tores  et  msglstri,  pedicnloa  peetantea  at 
oem."    {Frag.  Mni.) 

t  "  So  migratory  a  Ufa  eooM  afford 
little  leisure  for  applieatioa  to  hooka,  aad 
he  informs  us  that  for  the  space  of  tan  y« 
opened  a  single  volume,  aiid  that  bia  wl 
Ubrsry  was  not  oompoaadof  six  shesta;  la 
ventory  drawn  up  after  his  death  atataa 
books  which  he  left  were  the  Bible,  the  New 
the  Commentaries  of  St.  Jerome  on  thm  uutu  »•«•  • 
prhited  volume  on  Medldae,  and  se' 
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luiiiuA  nobUiMimanAitt  artium  amore  Uboruac 
cujiuiib«i  tMfdii  pigvbit  ?  ''  etc.  {D^etuionea 
SeutetH  aduersug  ctmulaa  $uo».  1573.  Def.  4ta 
**  Uv  peragriiuttioiiibufl  et  «Julio.**) 

*  The  reader  ma^  remember  that  it  was  ia 
ooujuiiction  with  Quwlampadiue,  then  Divinity 
PrufeHor  at  Baale,  that  2uingliua  pnbliahed  in 
l.v>  Ml  answer  to  Lather's  Coufeeeion  of  Faith ; 
and  that  both  proceeded  in  company  to  the  aub- 
tMMiuent  ooiifttrenee  with  Luther  and  Melanethon 
at  jlarburg.    Their  letters  fill  a  large  volnme. 

D.  1).  Johannit  (Kcoiampadii  et  Uuldrichi 
Zaiuglii  JCpittolarum  lib,  outUuor.    Baa.   1*^311. 
It  must  be  also  obeenred  tnat  Zuingtius  began 
:o  preach  iu  151(>,  and  at  Znrich  in  1519,  and 
that  iu  15*i5  the  Mass  was  abolished  in  the  can- 
tons.   The  tenets  of  (Eoolampadins  were  snp- 
pused  to  be  more  evangelical  tlian  thow  np  to 
that  period  maintained  b^  tJie  glorious  German, 
and  our  brave  Bishop  fisher  attacked  them  as 
the  fouler  heresv  :  —  *'  About  this  time  arose  out 
of  Luther *s  scnool  one  (Ecolampadins,  like  a 
mighty  and  fiero<)  giant;  who,  as    bis  master 
h:td  icone  bevond  the  Church,  went  beyond  his 
master  (or  else  it  had  been  irapoesible  he  could 
have  been  reputed  the  better  scholar),  who  de- 
nied the  real  presence  ;  him,  this  worthy  cham- 
pion (the  Bishop;  sets  upon,  and  with  five  books 
(like  so  many  smooth  stones  taken  out  of  the 
river  that  dw^th  always  run  with  living  water) 
sla^s  the  PLihstine;    which  five  books  were 
w  ntten  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  152G,  at  which 
time  he  had  governed  the  See  of  Rochester 
twenty  years.'      (Life  qf  Bisftop  Fisher ^  1655.) 
Now,  there  is  no  aoubt  of  the  Protestantism  of 
Paracebus,  Erasmus,   Agrippa*  etc.,  but   the 
nonconform!^  of  Partcelsus  was  always  scan- 
dalous.   L.  Crasso  {£loaj\  d^ Huomini  Letterati, 
Ven.  liifiB)  informs  ns  that  his  books  were  ex- 
communicated by  the  Church.    Qnenstedt  ide 
Patr,  Doct,)  affirms  ^*  uec  tantum  nova  medi- 
Hn;«>,  verum  etiaro  nov»  theologize  autor  est.** 
I>t*lno,  in  his   Diaquieit  Magicar.^  classes  him 
among  those  *'partim  athvos,  partim  luereti- 
tnm*'  (lib.  I.  cap.  3).     ^* Onmino  tamen  multa 
theologica  in  ejusdem  scriptis  plane  atheisnmm 
<»1ent.  AC  duriuitcule  sonant  in  auribas  vere  (-hria- 
tinni.**    (D.GABKIRLlsCLArDKRiN'HRDIASMA, 
tJf  Tinrt.   Vniv,  Norimb,  XT-Mi.)    I  shall  only 
add  one  more  authority  :  —  *'  Oporinus  dicit  se 
( ParHo«*lftnm)  aliquando  Lotherum  et  Papam, 
non  minus  quam  nunc  Qalenum  et  Hippocratem 
rtMlactumm  in  ordinem  minabatur,  neque  enim 
♦^irum  <|tii  haet^nns  in  scripturam  sacram  scrip- 
•<iiKH4*nt.  siveveteres,  sive  recentiores,  quenquam 
m'riptune  nncleum  recte  eruisse,  sed  circa  cor- 
ti4*4*ni  et  quasi  membranam  tantnm  hierere.** 
i  Th.  RiUfrrra,  Diepuiani.  de  Med.  Nova.)  Tliese 
and  similar  notions  had  their  doe  effect  onOpor- 
iinia,    who,  says    Zuingerus,  in  his  T^eairum^ 
"luiigum  vale  dixit  ei  (Paraoelso),  ne  ob  pra»- 

*  Th^  pmnsturs  death  of  PsiwwImu  eaats  no  n  sa- 
«iirr  of  doabt  ou  the  (act  of  bla  bavliif  poMCMad  tli« 
EUxir  VitK :  the  sirhemlat*  hsve  abandaat  reMcns  to 
»ddoce,  from  which  I  •rlert  the  foUowlmr,  mi  oxpUna- 


tory  of  a  property  of  the  Tinctoro  not  ealcnlsted  cm  by 
Its   TotarMs :  ~  **  Objoctkmrai  iUam,  quod   P»r»oebu« 


oejytoris,  alioqui  amicissimi,  horrendas  blasphe- 
miaa,  ipse  quoque  aliquando  panas  i>eo  Opt. 
3lax.  lueret." 

*  His  defenders  allow  the  drunkenness.  Take 
a  sample  of  their  excuses :  '*  Gentis  hoc,  non 
viri  vitiolum  est,  a  Taciti  seculo  ad  nostrum 
usc^ue  non  intermpto  filo  devolutom,  sinceri- 
tati  forte  Germaiue  convum,  et  nescio  an  aliquo 
oonsangninitataa vinculo jnnotum.*'  (BiTisxiua.) 
The  other  ohaigea^  were  ohiefljr  trumped  up  b^ 
Oporinus :  **  Uonii,  quod  Oporinus  amanuensis 
eins  s»pe  narravit,  nunqnam  nisi  potns  ad  ex- 
plieanda  sua  aoeesait,  atqne  in  medio  oonclavi 
ad  oolumnam  tfrvA«ii*«vo«  adsistens,  apprehenso 
manibns  capnlo  ensisj  cups  kmAm^*  hoq>iUum 
fwaebuit,  utaiunt,  spiritm  familiari,  inia^na- 
tionea  ant  ooncepta  sua  protnlit: — alii  illnd 
quod  in  eapulo  habuit,  an  ipso  Azoth  appel- 
latum,  medicinam  fnisse  pnestantissimara 
aut  lapidem  Philosophicum  putant.**  (Mblch. 
Adam.)  This  famous  swora  was  no  laughing- 
matter  in  those  days,  and  it  is  now  a  material 
feature  in  the  popular  idea  of  Paracelsus.  I 
recolleot  a  couple  of  allusions  to  it  in  our  own 
literature,  at  the  moment. 

Ne  had  been  known  the  Danish  Oonawart, 
Or  Psraoolms  with  his  tong  tword. 

Voijume,  Act  U.  Be  2. 

Bambastiu  kept  a  devil**  bird 
8hut  in  tlie  pummel  of  bis  sword. 
That  taoght  him  sll  the  canuinf  pranks 
Of  peat  sod  future  mountebank*. 

//wf  i6ra«,  PSrt  iL  Gsat.  Z. 

Thb  Asoth  was  simply  **  laudanum  saam.** 
But  in  his  time  he  was  commonly  believed  to 
possess  the  double  tincture  —  the  nower  of  cur- 
ing diseasea  and  transmuting  metals.  Oporinus 
often  witnessed,  aa  he  decuurea,  both  theae  ef- 
fecta,  as  did  also  Francisous,  the  servant  of 
Paracelsus,  who  describes,  in  a  letter  to  Nean- 
der,  asoccesrful  proieotion  at  which  he  was 
present,  and  the  results  of  which,  good  golden 
mgots,  were  confided  to  his  keeping,  ^r  the 
other  quality,  let  the  following  notice  vouch 
among  niany  others :  —  **  Uegebat  Theophrns- 
tns  Norimbergie  procitnsamed«*ntibu8  illtus  ur- 
bis.  et  vaniloquus  deceptorqne  proclaniatns,  qni, 
nt  laboranti  fam»  snbveniat,  viron  quosdam 
authoritatis  snnimie  in  Republica  ilia  adit,  et 
infamiie  amoHeiidie,  arti<^ue  suie  asserends», 
specimen  ejns  pollicetnr  editumm,  nnllo  stipen* 
dio  vel  arcepto  pretio,  horum  faciles  pneoen- 
tium  anres  jiissu  elephantiacos  aliquot,  a  com- 
mnnione  hominiim  cKteromm  segregates,  et  in 
valetudinarium  detnisne.  alieno  arbitrio  eligun- 
tnr,  quoa  virtute  singulari  remediomm  snorum 
Thectphrastus  a  f n*da  Oneoorum  lepra  mundat, 

Crist injequesanitati  restitnit ;  conservat  illuatre 
amm  cnrationnni  nrba  in  archivis  suis  testi- 
monium.*^ I  HiTiHKirs.i*  It  is  to  be  remarked 
that  Oporinus  afterwards  repented  of  his  treach- 

noD  tuerit  loii|pevii»,  tioa  nulU  qooqoe  eolvunt  per  ra- 
tionee  phy»ioMi :  vltie  nlmlarum  abhrevistioaero  forte  me 
tatibue  errk1«>re  poear,  ab  Tinctunua  frMuratiore  ^c 
terri«rr>  doul  mimtani.  dum  s  eumme  efBceei  et  penetrs- 
bill  hitji*^  vlrtnte  raJor  innetns  qiaal  auffoeattir.**  (Ga> 
saiBua  Ci.Ari>r.Bi  Hchbdiaiima.) 
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ery :  **  8ed  resipnit  tandem,  et  qiiera  vivum  con- 
vitais  iiUkKStatiui  fuerat  d«f imctum  veoenitione 
proseqautus,  inf amea  t'amffi  prajceptoria  monus 
in  remotsos  oonacientia)  convenii  pwrntentia,  hen 
nimU  tarda,  ynlnera  dauaere  ezanimi  qu8»  spi- 
ranti  inflixerant."  For  these  ''  bites  "  of  Opori- 
niia,  aee  Diapcitat.  firaati,  and  Andres  Jooiaci 
Oratio  de  Vit,  ob  Opor*;  for  the  **  remonie,*' 
Mic,  Torita  in  pr^,  Teetamenti^  and  ConruiKina 
(utherwiae  an  enemy  of  Paraoelana),  who  aava  it 
was  contained  in  a  letter  from  Oporinns  to  Doo- 
tor  Vegerua,* 

Whatever  the  noMMienis  may  think  of  theae 
marvelloua  attributea.  the  title  of  Paraoelana  to 
be  oonaidered  the  father  of  modem  chemistry 
is  indiaputable.  Qerardua  Voaains,  De  Philot^ 
et  Phiiot*"*  sectit,  thna  prefaoea  the  ninth  aection 
of  cap.  9,  De  Ckymia  —  **  Nobilem  hano  medi- 
ein»  partem,  din  aepultam  arorum  »tate,  quasi 
ab  oroo  revocavit  'Fh.  Paracelaos/*  I  auppoae 
many  hinta  lie  aoattered  in  hia  ne^eeted  books, 
whicn  clever  appropriators  have  smoe  developed 
with  applause.  Thus,  it  iwpears  from  his  treat- 
ise De  PhUbotomia^  and  elsewhere,  that  he  had 
discovered  the  circulation  of  the  blood  and  the 
sanfruiniiication  of  the  heart ;  as  did  after  him 
Realdo  Colombo^  and  still  more  perfectly  An- 
drea Gesalpino  of  Arezzo,  as  Bayle  and  Bartoli 
observe.  Even  Lavater  quotes  a  paasaffe  from 
his  work  De  Natwra  Rerum^  on  practical  Phyai- 
ognomy,  in  which  the  definitiona  and  aadoma  are 
precise  enouurk :  he  adda,  **  though  an  aatrologi- 
cal  enthuaiast,  a  man  of  prodigioos  genius." 
See  ]Ioloroft*B  Translation,  vol.  iii.  p.  179 — 
''  The  £yea."  While  on  the  aub^eot  of  the 
writings  of  Paracelsus,  I  may  explain  a  passage 
in  Uie  third  part  of  the  Poem.  He  was,  as  I 
have  said,  unwilling:  to  publiah  his  works,  but 
in  effect  did  publish  a  vast  number.  Valen- 
tins  (in  Prcefat  inParamyr.)  declares  *'  quod  ad 
librorum  Paracelsi  copiam  attinet,  audio,  a  Ger- 
mania  prope  treoentoa  reoenaeri."  **  O  fcBcnn- 
ditaa  ingenii  !  "  adda  he,  appositely.  Many  of 
these  were,  however,  spnrioua ;  and  Fred.  Bitia- 
kiua  gives  his  good  edition  (3  vols.  fol.  Oen. 
1658)  ^'rejectia  suppositis  solo  ipsius  nomine 
superbientibus  quorum  ingens  ciroumfertur  nu- 
nienis.^'  The  rest  were  ''oharissimum  et  pre- 
tiosissimum  authoris  pigniw,  extorsum  potius  ab 
illo  quam  obtentum.*'  ^^^Jam  minima  eo  vo- 
lente  atque  iubente  luee  ipsius  scripta  in  lucem 
prodisse  videntur ;  ^uippe  quae  rauro  inclusa 
ipso  absente,  servi  cujiiBoam  indicio,  fnrto  sur- 
repta  atque  snblata  sunt,"  says  Valentius. 
These  have  been  the  study  of  a  host  of  com« 
mentatora,  amongst  whose  labors  are  most  nota- 
ble, P«tri  S)verini,  Idea  Medicince  Philosophice^ 
Bas.  I'i'iXj  Mic.  Toxetis.  Onoauutira^  ^^*  l*'^^'^  t 
Domei,  Diet.  Parac.  Franc.  1.W4;  and  P*  Phil- 
o$*  Compendium  cum  tcholiie  audore  Leone 
Suttvio,    Paris.    (This  last,  a  good  book. ) 

*  A  disgraceful  affair.  One  Liechtenfels,  a 
canon,  havins  been  rescued  in  ejiremie  by  the 
**  iauaanum  *'  of  Paracelsus,  refused  the  stip- 

*  For  A  good  dafenoe  of  PArsoelaiu  I  refer  the  reader 
to  OUasBorrichiua*  treatise  —  Ufmteiu  etc.  Sapientia 
ffindicaia,  1G74.    Or,  if  he  U  no  more  learned  than  my- 


ulated  fee,  and  was  supported  in  kis  mesaiHs 
by  the  auuiorities,  whose  interference  PmrM^l- 
sus  would  not  brook.  His  own  libeimlity  m%s 
allowed  by  his  bitterest  foes,  who  foiand  a  cva>i> 
solution  of  his  indifference  to  profit  in  the  af<ir^ 
said  sword-handle  and  its  guest.  His  freed* •» 
from  the  besetting  sin  of  a  piofeasion  be  ab- 
horred—(as  he  curiously  says  somewhere,  **  Qui^ 
qnsBso  deineeps  honorem  deferat  profeasiooe  uii. 
qius  a  tarn  fMinorosis  nebnlonibna  obitnr  et  ad- 
ministratur  ?  " )  —  is  recorded  in  his  epttsf*)- 
which  affirms  —  **  Bona  sua  in  panperes  dirn- 
buenda  ooUocandaque  ero^vit,  Monaradt,  ur 
ordinaoii  — for  aeoonnts  differ. 

Page  02.  Actl.  sc.  2.  Lax>t  Ca&ubleu}^ 
Wbmtwobth. 

Lady  Carlisle,  whose  part  was  taken  by  U^l^' 
Fancit,  afterwaid  Lady  Martii^  was  in  \usn*Ty 
daughter  to  the  ninth  Earl  of  Nort^hnmberUifi 
In  U>99  sha  had  been  for  three  yeais  a  widoi». 

Pk«s71. 

To  the  low  ground  once  wufre  tke  ignMe  Tr^  •■. 
And  raise  the  Oenius  on  hie  orb  e^faiu. 

The  term  was  a  statue  representing  the  n»- 
man  term,  the  god  who  presides  over  bonndar-^ 
The  oenius  was  the  image  that  represented  tb- 
roardian  spirit.  Mr.  Browning  eomnwntinff  "r< 
this  pasBa^re  has  said :  **'  Suppose  the  eaemi^  -i 
a  man  to  have  thrown  down  the  imaffe  and  r^ 
placed  it  by  a  mere  Term^  and  yon  nave  «h/ 
I  put  into  Straffoid^s  head.**  **Pattii«t^^ 
Genius  on  the  pedestal  usurped  by  the  i'-'  i 
means  —  or  tries  to  mean  —  subsdtntincreTenta 
ally  the  true  notion  of  Strafford's  endeavor  a •«• 
performance  in  die  world  for  what  he  oonodw^ 
to  be  the  ignoble  and  distorted  ooneeptioD  ••! 
these  by  his  contemporary  judge.** 

Page  90.    BocAFOU  and  Plaba. 

"Purely  supposititious  poeta.  Brov^u:-.' 
chooses  to  invent  them  as  types  oi  two  afupoj'^ 
poetic  defects ;  Bocafoli  as  the  writer  of  sturK- 
naked  or  totally  jejune  and  inartistic  psaJ^i- 
Plara  as  the  writer  of  petted  and  over-hn.W  ^ 
sonnets.**    [W.  M.  RosftRTTi.] 

Page  101.  Patron-friend.  Walter  >aTAj- 
Lanoor. 

Page  101.    Ewhright. 

*^  Stands  for    Euphrasia/  its  Greek  eqai 
lent,  and  refers  to  one  of  Mr.  Browning* <k  •< 
est.  friends,*'  Miss  Euphrasia  Fanny  Ha«t, 
[Mrh.  Orr.] 

Pa^  129.     Ascio. 

It  18  interesting  to  note  the  choice  of  accn  ' 
Pippa  Passes  in  view  of  the  dedicator?  1  i 
of  i5rowning*s  latest  volume  Asolando.     I 
letter  written  on  his  first  journey  to  It^al} 
speaks  of  '"  delicious  Asolo.*^ 

Page  i:57. 

Kate  t    TheComaro  dombtUss,  who  rrmom^ 
The  crown  qf  Cyprus  to  be  lady  hero 
At  Asolo, 

Caterina  Oomaro,  the  daogrhter  of  m  wvst 
and  noble  citizen  of  Venice,  was  bom  an  ; « 

•elf  in  auoh  matters,  I  meDtioD  simj 
introduoed  the  use  erf  Mevoory 
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In  Un  the  niftfried  the  king  of  Cyprw.  B% 
died  the  next  year  aod  for  MTon  yettn  CaterbM 
was  oominal  queen,  but  Venice  oompelled  her  at 
the  end  of  that  time  to  rengn,  and  gave  her  for 
reeidenee  Caatle  Aeolo. 

Page  1;18.     Bluphockb. 

The  curioua  Biblical  echolia  on  thia  character 
is  Browning's  own.  it  i>  said  that  the  name  was 
simply  another  way  of  spelling  Blue  Fox,  a 
slanK-phrase  for  the  EdinbnrghRe^ew. 

Page  168.    Tm  Labobatoby. 

Which  is  the  poison  to  poison  her,  prithee  f 

I>.  G.  Roesettrs  first  water-color  was  an  illus- 
tratiun  of  this  poem,  and  bore  beneath  it  this  line. 

Page  UHiK    Ckistima. 

The  Cristina  of  this  poem  is  fashioned  after 
Christina  Maria,  daughter  of  Francis  I..  King 
of  the  Two  i^icilies.  8he  was  bom  in  1806 :  was 
married  in  Ittfi)  to  Ferdinand  VII.  King  of 
Spain ;  became  Regent  in  18a;i,  on  the  death  of 
the  king ;  and  in  1843  her  daughter  ascended  the 
throne  as  Isabel  II.  Her  Ufe  was  given  to  in- 
trigue, and  to  the  use  of  tyrannical  power.  She 
was  hated  by  those  she  ruled,  and  despiMd  by 
them  because  of  her  personal  character. 

Pa«j  175.    A  Toccata  of  Qalufpi's. 

Baidassere  Galnppi  was  bom  near  Venice  in 
17<Mi,  and  died  in  Venice  in  1785.  He  was  in 
London  for  three  or  four  years,  and  was  a  most 
prulitio  composer. 

Page  17(j.  You  *rs  wroth— can  yen  slap  yontr 
xnake  Uks  Apolio  f 

In  a  Tolume  of  selections  from  his  poem,  i«- 
vlsed  by  Browning  himself,  oeenrs  Uie  following 
note  ou  this  line,  by  the  poet. 

"*  A  word  on  the  line  aoout  Apollo  the  snahe- 
nlayer,  which  my  friend  Professor  Colvin  con- 
<lemn8.  believing  that  the  god  of  the  Belvedere 
trrasps  no  bow,  but  the  ngu,  as  described  in  the 
I'lth  Iliad.    Surely  the  text  represents  that  poi^ 

t**lltOU8  object  (^owpif,  tctrr^i',  an'/'t^UuffMi',  dfitwptwt 

—  H*ptfp4w)  as  *  shaken  riolently '  or  '  held  im- 
n lovably  *  by  both  hands,  not  a  single  one,  and 
that  the  l«*fthand:  — 


and  so  on,  r^¥  tip'  h  y*  iv  x*^P*^^"^  'X***  —  X*P^^^  *X 
fxratt^a^  K.T.A,    Moreover,  while  he  shook  it  he 

'  shouted  PnormotlRly.*  wnlv*^  in\h*  mirths  avvt  p^Xm, 

u  «y«i,  which  the  statue  does  not.  Presently  when 
T**iikros,  on  the  other  side,  plies  the  bow,  it  is 
T"(  .1.  ix»*y  ir  x«tpi  waAitToiw.  Besides,  by  the  act 
I  if  <li.«H'harging  an  arrow,  the  right  arm  and  hand 
;^r^  thrown  back  an  we  see,  — a  quite  gratuitous 
»nd  theatrical  dita>lay  in  the  case  supposed. 
The  c<inj»*rtnrp  of  Plaxroan  that  the  statue  was 
miei^eHted  by  the  bronze  Apollo  Alexikakos  of 
K  "ilamis,  mentioned  by  Pausanias,  remains  prob- 
iible :  though  the  *  hardness*  which  Cicero  con- 
Hiders  to  dintingniah  the  artist*s  workmanship 
from  that  of  Mnron  is  not  by  any  means  appar- 
ent in  onr  marble  copy,  if  it  be  one.  —  Feb.  16, 

Page  1R1. 

The  last  four  Knee  of  the  ninth  section  of  SatU 
w  hioh  ended  the  first  part  in  BrUs  and  Pome-' 
trronaUs,  were  as  follows,  l^V* :  — 


*«  On  CDS  hssd  tbe  i<qr  and  tbs  pride,  even  nge  like  the 
throe 

That  opes  tbs  rock,  helps  Us  ghMl  Ubor,  and  I0U  the 

gold  go  — 
And  unbition  thst  sees  a  men  lead  It  —  oh.  sll  of  these 

-nil 
Cembliie  to  unite  In  oae  eresture  — Banl  1  *' 

Pttze  191.    Rbspectabuitt. 

**  These  two  unconventional  Bohemian  lor- 
ers,*'  says  Professor  Corson,  **  strolling  together 
at  night,  at  their  own  sweet  will,  se«.  down  the 
court  along  which  they  are  stroliuiK,  three  lam- 
piona  flare,  which  indicate  somebig  place  or 
other  where  the  respectables  do  congregate  ;  and 
the  woman  says  to  the  companion,  with  a  humo- 
roua  sarcasm.  Put  forward  your  best  foot  I  that 
IS,  we  must  be  very  correct  passing  along  hcM 
in  this  brilliant  light.  By  the  lovers  are  evi- 
dently meant  George  Sand  (the  speaker)  and 
Jules  Sandeau,  with  whom  sne  lived  in  Park, 
after  she  left  her  husband,  M.  Dudevant.  They 
took  just  such  unconventional  night-strolls  to- 
gether, in  the  streets  of  Paris.** 

Page  194.    Thb  Gfakdiaii  Akoxl. 

The  picture  which  Browning  describea,  called 
X*  A  ngeio  Cusiode^  ia  in  the  church  of  6t.  Augna- 
tine  at  Fano ;  and  it ''  represents  an  angel  ■tamd- 
ing  with  outstretched  wings  by  a  little  child. 
The  child  is  half-kneeling  on  m  Kind  of  pedestal, 
while  the  angel  joina  its  hands  in  pmyer;  its 
gaze  ia  direcUMl  upwards  towards  the  sky,  from 
which  cherubs  are  looking  down.**  It  ia  not  re- 
garded as  one  of  his  chief  pictures,  but  it  inter- 
ested Browning  because  of  the  snbiect,  and  its 
simple  pathoa. 

PagelM.    Alfred,  detvjriend. 

Alfred  I>omett,  the  hero  of  H'criag,  an  early 
friend  of  Browning,  and  at  the  time  living  in 
New  Zealand.  Mrs.  Orr  writes :  ^*  When  he  read 
the  apostrophe  to  *  Alfred,  dear  friend,*  he  had 
reached  the  last^  line  before  it  occurred  to  him 
that  the  person  invoked  could  be  he.** 

Page  254.    Imstamb  Tybammus. 

The  title  of  this  poem  was  suggested  by 
Horaoe*s  ode,  lU.  iii.  1.  beginning 

JuBtuni  et  tenaorm  pro|MMiiti  vlnim. 
Nod  eivinm  ardor  prava  Jubentium 
Noci  voUus  imtsntU  tyiaoaL 

Page  2H4.    Wabikg. 

Alfred  Domett,  son  of  Nathaniel  Domett, 
was  bom  at  (^amberwell  Grove,  Surrey,  Mav 
20,  ISll.  His  father  was  a  seaman  under  Net 
son.  and  a  gallant  sailor.  Alfred  entered  St. 
John*8  College,  Cambridge,  in  iS'Jlt ;  but  after 
a  remdence  of  three  yean  he  left  without  gnid- 
nation.  His  attention  was  early  turned  to  lit- 
erature, and  in  IK'tJ  he  published  a  volume  of 
poems.  He  also  contributed  to  filackwood*s 
Siagaxtnr  various  lyrics  which  attracted  atten- 
tion to  him  as  a  rising  poet.  One  of  theee  was 
A  Christmas  Hymn^  which  is  the  best  known  of 
all  his  poems,  and  has  been  highly  praised.  It 
may  be  found  in  several  poeticu  collections,  and 
among  them  Festival  Poems.  In  IK.*^,  in  the 
same  magazine,  he  published  a  poem  on  Venirr. 

Domett  was  called  to  the  bar  in  1H41,  and 
liTed  in  the  Middle  Temple  with  Joseph  Ar- 
nold, who  became  Chief  Justice  of  Bcmibay. 


1020 


APPENDIX 


He  was  handaome  and  attraottre,  veil  reoeiv«d 
in  society,  and  a  favorite  with  his  literary 
friends.  Before  this,  however,  he  had  spent  two 
years  in  travelling;  in  America,  inoludinK  a  win> 
ter  in  the  backwoods  of  Canada ;  and  unen  two 
years  more  in  Switzerland,  Italy,  and  other 
Continental  coantries.  In  1»42  he  was  per- 
suaded to  g:o  to  New  Zealand  by  his  cousin, 
William  Youn^,  whose  father  was  a  large  land 
owner  diere,  in  connection  with  the  New  Zea- 
land Company.  In  May,  1842,  he  went  out  to 
that  colony  among-  the  earliest  settlers.  It  was 
immediately  after  his  departure  that  Browning 
wrote  his  Wcwing^  which  describes  his  friend 
very  accurately,  and  the  circumstances  of  his 
sudden  absence  from  London.  On  urivingin 
New  Zealand,  Domett  found  that  his  cousin  had 
just  been  drowned.  He  settled  in  the  county 
of  Wairoa,  on  the  North  IsUnd.  In  The  Guof 
dian  Angd  Brovming  addressed  him :  — 

**  Where  are  you,  dear  old  friend  ? 
How  rolls  the  Wairoa  at  your  world's  far  end  ?  " 

Soon  after  his  arrival  Domett  was  made  a 
magistrate  with  a  salary  of  £700  a  year.  Be- 
fore leaving  England  Domett  was  pennanentlv 
lamed  by  an  accident  to  one  of  his  legs,  which 
saved  hia  life  soon  after  he  reached  the  colony, 
for  it  prevented  his  accepting  the  invitation  ot 
some  treacherous  native  chiefs  to  a  banquet  at 
which  all  the  Enelish  guests  were  killed.  In 
his  Narrative  of  the  Wairou  Massacre,  1843,  he 
described  this  event. 

In  1848  he  was  made  the  Colonial  Secretary 
for  the  southern  part  of  the  North  Island  ;  and 
in  1851  he  was  also  appointed  the  Civil  Secre- 
tary for  the  whole  of  New  Zealand,  holding 
both  offices  until  the  introduction  of  the  new 
constitution,  in  185:3.  Having  resigned  these 
offices,  he  accepted  one  of  more  work  and  less 
remuneration,  as  Commissioner  of  Crown  Lands, 
and  Resident  Magistrate  at  Hawke*s  Bay :  ana 
of  this  district  he  had  virtually  the  sole  official 
management.  In  1859  he  represented  the  town 
of  Nelson  in  the  House  of  Representatives,  and 
he  was  reelected  the  following  year. 

In  18()2,  at  a  critical  moment  in  the  affairs  of 
New  Zealand,  Domett  was  called  upon  to  form 
a  new  government,  which  he  successfully  ao- 
compliwed,  becoming  the  Prime  Minister. 

In  1871,  Domett  returned  to  London,  and  took 
up  his  residence  at  Phillimore  Terrace,  Kensing^ 
ton;  and  afterwards  at  St.  Charleses  Square, 
North  Kensington.  He  had  married  a  hand- 
some English  lady  while  yet  a  resident  in  New 
Zealand.  He  saw  much  of  Browmng  ;  he  be- 
came an  interested  member  of  the  Browning 
Society,  and  one  of  its  vice-presidents.  '*  His 
grand  white  head,"  savs  Mr.  F.  J.  Fumivall, 
**  was  to  be  seen  at  all  the  Society *s  perform- 
ances and  at  several  of  its  meetings.  He  natu- 
rally preferred  Mr.  Browning^s  early  works  to 
the  later  ones.  He  could  not  be  persuaded  to 
write  any  account  of  his  early  London  days. 
Mr.  Domett  produced  with  pride  his  sea-stained 
copy  of  Browning's  Bells  and  PomegranaUs.  A 
sterling,  manly,  mdependent  nature  was  Alfred 
Domett's.    He  impressed  every  on  ^  witJi  whom 


he  came  in  oontaot,  and  is  deeplj  rogvetted  bj 
his  remainiitf  frienids.'* 

In  1872  Domett  published  in  Londoii  hi^ 
Banolfand  Amohia,  a  SouthrSea  Ikqf  Dnam, 
a  poem  descriptive  of  New  Zealand*  itsaeenerr. 
and  the  legends  and  habits  of  the  Maori  inhahi- 
tants.  Thia  poem  waa  afterwards  revised,  eu- 
Uu^ed,  and  published  in  two  voltuoea.  In  bTT 
appeared  a  volume  of  his  short  poen^  iadad- 
ing  those  published  before  he  went  to  New  Zea- 
land, under  the  title  of  FiaiMam  and  Jettam, 
RhMMs  Old  and  New.    [G.  W.  Cookb.] 

Page  280. 

He  Mettled  HatVs  business  —  let  it  be ! 

Properly  based  Oun  — 

Gave  us  the  doctrine  qfthe  enclitic  De. 

—  Hoti  is  the  Gbeek  particle  vn,  that^  etc.  -^ 
Oun  is  the  Oreek  particle  o&r,  then,  now  tLxrn. 
etc.  —  The  enclitic  De  is  the  Greek  <•,  wfatc^ 
Browning  refers  to  in  a  letter  to  the  Loodun 
Daily  News  of  Nov.  21, 1874 :  ''  To  the  EdiUir 
Sir,  —  In  a  clever  article  this  moming  yos 
sfwak  of  *  the  doctrine  of  enclitie  De  *  —  *  whiek, 
with  all  deference  to  Bir.  BrowniniCt  in  pout  ul 
fact  does  not  exist.*  No,  not  to  Mr.  BrowniiK : 
but  pray  defer  to  Herr  Buttnaami,  whoae  nfti 
hst  of  *'  enclitics '  ends  with  *  the  inanpsrihli 
De^  — or  to  Curtius,  whose  fifth  list  eoids  aUi 
with^*  De  (meaning  ""  towards  "  and  aa  m  dxwm- 
strative  appendage).*  That  this  ia  Dot  to  be 
confounded  with  the  accentuated  *  De*  meaaio; 
but  *  was  the  *  doctrine  *  which  the  GrammanAL 
bequeathed  to  those  capable  of  raceivia^  it.  <- 1 
am,  sir,  yours  obediently,  R.  B.** 
Page  287.    Childb  KouiND  to  tbb  Dxak 

TOWKB  CAMS. 

In  an  article  describing  a  visit  to  tke  port. 
Rev.  John  W.  Chadwick  speaks  of  tkia  tapt«*rt 
and  Mr.  Browning*s  comments  on  the  poem  : 

*'  Upon  the  lengthwise  wall  of  the  room.  ai^*yr 
the  Italian  furniture,  sombre  and  riefaly  ear^t^. 
was  a  long,  wide  band  of  tapestry,  oo  wlurh  I 
thought  I  recognized  the  miaerahle  hotse  ^J 
Childe  Roland^s  pilgrimage  :  — 


**  *■  One  itiff  bUnd  horaa,  bis  evmry 
Stood  stupefied,  however  he  eu 

Thruat  out  past  Mrvioe  from  the  devfl^s  arw)   ' 

I  asked  Mr.  Brownii^  if  the  beast  of  tbe  tApr^ 
try  was  the  beast  of  the  poem  ;^  and  ho  swd  >  -^ 
and  descanted  somewhat  on  his  lean  nctaptr  » 
ity.    But  onlv  a  Browning  could  ha^e  evolv«-< 
the  stanzas  of  the  poem  from  the  woTen  ima^-- 
I  further  asked  him  if  he  had  said  that  he  t>\ 
wrote  Childe  Roland  for  its  realistio  imae-^  ry 
without  any  moral  purpose,  ^  a  notion  tu  vK 
Mrs.  Sutherland  Orr  nas  given  cnrrenrv ;  -4«  . 
he  protested  that  he  never  had.   When  t  aiik*  i 
him  if  constancy  to  an  ideal  —  *  He  that  end-xr 
eth  to  the  end  shall  be  saved  *  —  was  not  a  •&#- 
cient  understanding  of  the  central  piirpni«e 
the  poem,  he  said.    Yes.  jnst  abont  uuii.*  '* 

Page  .^37.    Abtkmis  pROiXK9izi». 

Mrs.  Orr  prints  in  her  Handbotmc  a  aot«  tn^ 
Browning  with  referenee  to  the  attai^a  ar> 
him  for  tne  form  he  adopted  in  the  priatiiL: 
Qreek  names.    It  is  in  reply  to  anactieW  ir  -* 
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NineUefiik  Century,  for  Janiuu-y.  ltt^6,  writUu 
by  Mr.  Frederick  Harriaoii.  I  h*Te  jmt 
uutictHl/*  wrote  firownini^,  **  in  this  month's 
Nineteenth  Century  thnt  it  is  inquired  by  a  hu- 
morous ubieotur  to  the  prsotioe  of  spelling  (un- 
der exceptional  oonditiousi  Greek  proper  names 
as  they  are  spelled  in  Oreek  literature,  wh^  the 
same  principle  should  not  be  adopted  by  iX«y]>* 
toluKists,  HebraistB,  ^lanscrittists,  Accadians, 
Moabites,  Uittites,  and  Cuneifomusts  ?  Adopt 
it  by  all  nieans  whenever  the  particular  lan- 
guage enioyed  by  any  fortunate  possessor  of 
these  shalL,  like  Oreek,  have  been  for  about 
three  hundred  years  insisted  upon  in  England, 
as  an  aoouisition  of  paramount  importance  at 
school  ana  college,  for  every  aspirant  to  distinc- 
tion in  learning,  even  at  the  cost  of  six  or  seven 
years*  study  —  a  sacrifice  considered  well  worth 
making  for  even  an  imperfect  acquaintance  with 
the  most  |>erfect  language  in  the  world.  Fur- 
ther, it  will  be  adoptea  whenever  the^  letters 
substituted  for  those  in  ordinary  English  use 
sliall  do  no  more  than  represent  to  the  unschol- 
arly  what  the  sonolar  accepts  without  scruple, 
when,  for  the  hundredth  time,  he  reads  Uie 
word  which,  for  once,  he  has  occasion  to  write 
in  English,  and  which  he  concludes  must  be  as 
euphonic  as  the  rest  of  a  language  renowned  for 
eophonv.  And  finally,  the  practice  will  be 
adoptea  whenever  the  substituted  letters  effect 
no  sort  of  organic  change,  so  as  to  iostle  the 
word  from  its  pride  of  place  in  English  verse  or 
prose.  *  Themistokles  *  fits  in  quietly  every- 
where, with  or  without  the  *  k  ;  *  but  m  a  oer* 
tain  poetical  translation  I  remember  by  a  young 
friend,  of  the  Anabaait,  beginning  thus  felici- 
tously, *  Cyrua  the  Great  anaArtaxerxe$  {  Whoae 
temiier  bloodier  than  a  Turk^s  ia)  Were  children 
both  of  the  mild,  pious.  And  happy  monarch 
King  Dariua ;  who  fails  to  see  that,  although  a 
correct  *  Kuransh  *  may  pass,  yet '  Darayavash  * 
diiiturbs  the  metre  as  well  as  the  rhyme  ?  It 
seems,  however,  that  *'  Themistokl<«  *  may  be 
winked  at ;  not  so  the  *  harsh  and  subversive 
**  Kirke."  *  But  let  the  objector  ask  somebody 
with  no  knowledge  to  subvert,  how  he  supposes 
*  ('irc«*  *  is  spelled  in  Greek,  and  the  answer  will 
be,  *  With  a  soft  cj*  Inform  him  that  no  such 
letter  exists,  and  he  guesses,  *  Then  with  s,  if 
there  be  anything  like  it.*  Tell  him  that  to  eye 
and  ear  eoually,  his  own  k  answers  the  ]>nrpose. 
and  yon  nave  at  all  events  taught  him  that 
much,  if  little  enough  —  and  why  does  he  live 
unless  to  learn  a  little  I  **  This  note  is  signed 
*'  K.  B."  lU  date  is  January  4,  1k>6. 
Pagedll.     Johannes  Aoricoui  in  Mxdi- 

TATION. 

" '  AntioomiMis,  so  denominated  for  rejecting 
the  Law  as  m  thing  of  no  use  under  the  Gospel 
dispensation :  they  say,  that  good  works  do  not 
further,  nor  evil  works  hinder  salvation  ;  that 
the  child  of  God  cannot  sin,  that  God  never 
chastiseth  him,  that  murder,  drunkenness,  etc., 
Are  sins  in  the  wicked  but  not  in  him,  that  the 
child  of  grace  being  once  assured  of  salvation, 
afterwards  never  doubteth.  .  .  .  that  Gftd  doth 
not  love  any  man  for  his  holiness,  that  sanc- 
lification  is  no  evidence  of  justification,  etc. 


Pontanusy  in  his  Cataiomu  t^f  HereaitM,  says 
John  Aimcola  was  the  author  uf  thi4  sect,  A.  D. 
1535.'  Dictionary  qfaU  Utligions,  17(H." 

**  Browning,'^  says  Mr.  Cooke,  **  does  not  co^ 
reetly  rej>resent  the  tMachiugs  of  Agricola, 
though  his  poem  is  correct  so  far  as  many  An- 
lanomians  are  concerned.  Agricola  held  Omit 
the  Law  and  the  Gospel  are  incompatible,  that 
the  Law  is  oal^  for  the  Jew,  and  that  the  ipirit 
of  Christ  abohshes  it  for  the  Christian.  The 
moral  obligations,  however,  he  held  were  for 
the  Christian  as  much  as  for  anv  other  person. 
In  the  New  Testament  he  found  all  the  princi- 
ples and  motives  necessary  to  give  true  impulse 
and  guidance  to  the  Christian.  It  was  the  use 
made  of  his  teachings  by  fanatics  which  cast  an 
odlnm  on  the  name  of  Antinomians  ^  and  it  is 
this  fanatical  and  sentimental  religion  which 
Browning  hss  interpreted  correctly  in  his  poem. 
Many  of  the  Antinomiaiis  taught  what  is  attrib- 
uted to  them  in  the  Dictionary  i^ all  ReligionM^ 
from  which  Browning  quoted  when  his  poem 
was  first  published." 

Page  :V48.  Thb  Bishop  ordbrs  his  Tomb. 

**  1  know  no  other  ^ieee  of  modem  English, 
prose  or  poetry,  in  which  there  is  so  much  told, 
as  in  these  lines,  of  the  Renaissance  spirit,  —  its 
woridliness,  inconsistency,  pride,  hypocrisy,  ig- 


norance  of  itself,  love  of  art,  of  luxury,  and  of 
good  Latin.  It  is  nearly  all  that  I  saia  of  the 
central  Renaissance  in  thirty  pages  of  the  Stonea 
of  Venice,  put  into  as  many  lines.  Brow uing^s 
being  also  the  antecedent  work.  The  wont  of 
it  is  that  this  kind  of  concentrated  writing  needs 
so  much  solution  before  the  reader  can  fairly 
get  the  good  of  it,  that  people  ^s  patience  fails 
them,  and  thejr  give  the  thing  up  as  insoluble  : 
though,  truly,  it  ought  to  be  to  the  current  ot 
common  thought  like  &)aladin*s  talisman,  dipped 
in  clear  water,  not  soluble  altccether,  out 
making  the  element  medicinal.'*     [JOHN  Rus- 

KIN.] 

Page  387.  la  nioi  hia  love  at  laaue  atill  with 
ain. 

In  the  first  edition  there  followed  this  line : 
Cloaed  with  and  coat  and  conquered,  crucified. 

Page  ti02.    Balauhtion's  AovRNTrKs. 

Mr.  Richard  G.  Moulton,  in  tlie  TranaaC' 
tiona  <^  the  Browning  Society,  18110-1^91,  offers 
a  detailed  criticism  of  Browning's  poem  as  a  re- 
production of  the  thought  of  Euripides,  espe- 
cially in  regard  to  the  character  of  Admetiis. 
The  chief  jwints  will  be  found  in  Berdoe's 
The  Browning  Cyclopaedia, 

Page  tilKI.  PRINCB  HoHSNanKL-SCHWAN* 
GAU. 

Of  the  description  of  the  snccession  of  Roman 
high  priests.  Mis.  Orr  says:  "Mr.  Browning 
desires  me  to  say  that  he  has  been  wrong  in 
aasociatin|r  this  custom  with  the  little  temple 
by  the  nver  Clitnmnus,  which  he  deseriMS 
from  penooal  knowledge.  That  to  which  the 
traditian  refers  stood  by  the  lake  of  Nerai.** 

Page    736.     Red    Cottom    Night -Caf 

COUNTBT. 

The  equivalents  in  point  of  fact  of  names  are 

as  follows. 
The  Firm  Miranda  ^  Mellerio  Brothers. 
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St.  Rambert=St.  Anbin.  Joyenx,  Joyous- 
6ar(l  =  Lioii,  Lionease. 

Vire  =  CSfen. 

St.  Rambertese^St.  Anbinese. 

Londrett  =  Douvrea. 

London  =  Dover.  La  Roche  =  Couroelle. 
Monliea  =Bemi^res.  Vineneuve=Langmne. 
Pons  =  Luo.    La  Raviasante  =  La  D^livrande. 

Raimbaax  =  Bayeaz.  Morillon  =  Hugonin. 
Mireconrt  =  Bonneohose. 

New  York  =  Madrid. 

Clairvaux  =Tailleville.  Qonthier  =  B^ny. 
Rousseaa  =  Voltaire.    L^onoe  =  Antoine. 

Of  ''  Firm  Miranda,  London  and  New  York  " 
cr  **  Mellerio  Brotheni ;  *'  Meller,  people  say. 

Rare  Vissante  =  Deli  Yvrande.  Aldabert= 
Reenobert.  Eldobert  =  Raf^obert.  MailleTille 
=  Beandoin.  Chaomont  =  Qnelen.  Vertga- 
lant  =  Tallepand. 

Ravisaantish  =  IMfivrandish. 

Clara  de  Milleflear8=  Anna  de  Beauph^. 
Coliseum  Street  =  Mtroraesnil  Street. 

Steiner  =  Mayer.  Commercy  =  Laroey.  Sierok 
=  Metz. 

Muhlhansen  =  Debacker.  Carlino  Gentofanti 
=  Miranda  di  Mongino. 

Portng-al  =  Italpr. 

Vaillant  =  M^nel. 

Thirty-three  =  Twenty-fire. 

Beaumont  =  Pasqnier. 

Sceanx  =  Ghuves. 

The  **  guide  recommended  to  Miranda  was 
M.  Joseph  Biilsand,  who  was  alwavs  at  St. 
Aubin  daring  the  bathing  season,  and  who  was 
an  old  friend  of  Browning's. 

Luc  de  la  Biaison  Rouee  =  Jean  de  la  Beoqne- 
tidre.    Claise  =  Vire.    Maude  =^  Anne. 

Dionysius  =  Eliezer.  Scholastics  =  Elisabeth. 

Twentieth  =  Thirteenth. 

Fricquot  =  Picot. 

Piige  802.    Afy  Kirkup. 

Baron  Kirkup,  a  cdnnoiaseur  in  literature 
and  art,  who  was  numbered  among  Browning's 
Florentine  friends.  He  was  ennobled  by  tue 
Kin<^  of  Italy,  because  of  his  literarv  and  pa- 
triotic services  to  his  country.  He  discovered 
a  portrait  of  Dante  in  the  Bargello  at  Florence. 

Page  «27.    Epiixxjue. 

The  poet  referred  to  is  Mrs.  Browning  in 
Wine  of  Cyprus. 

Page  H8<).    IvAk  IvAnovitch. 

Mr.  Nathan  Haskell  Dole,  the  author  of  a 
History  of  Russia^  and  the  translator  of  Tolstoi 
and  oilier  Russian  authors,  furnishes  for  Mr. 
Cooke's  Brouming  Guide  Book  the  following 
notes  •  ~~' 

"  Kverat  is  about  M  of  a  mile  (3)500  feet).  — 
I  take'it  the  highway  broad  and  straight  from  the 
Nevada  mouth  to  Moscow's  gates  of  gold  must 
refer  to  the  legend  that  when  the  first  railroad 
was  built  from  one  city  to  the  other,  the  Em- 
peror Nicholas  ordered  that  it  should  mn  abso- 
lutely straight,  himself  marking  it  with  a  ruler 
on  tHe  map.  I  do  not  think  the  old  highway  ran 
straight.  —  J  vim  Ivdnovitch  is  equi  valiant  to 
John  Johnson,  or  more  correctly  Jack  Jackson, 
ir<)n  being  the  familiar  of  Jodnn^  John.    The 


endiag  vi'tcA,  howerer,  is  not  eataetly  an  •Qu^*' 
lent  to  sou ;  it  really  means  fwther.  — imtg^ 
more  oorreotly  spelt  druk  (pronooaeed  drook.i, 
means  friencL — Browning'iB  utotkerkiu  oarrt- 
spoods  to  the  Rnnan  mdtuskka^  and  is  an  ea> 
deariag  diminutiTe  of  smI,  mother ;  it  k  al- 
ways applied  to  any  old  peasant  womaa;  it  is  s 
familiar  form  of  address,  often  applied  to  any 
woman  or  even  giri.  —  Vdssili  (aeeented  by 
Browning  inoorrectl^  on  the  fixat  syllable)  abuoU 
be  spelt  rasUi ;  it  is  our  Basil.  —  Lmkeria  is  a 
oolloqtdal  form  of  Gliheria^  Giycera  ;  the  proper 
diminutive  is  Luska  and  also  Iduhka.  —  Bro«  n- 
ing  makes  one  odd  mistake  in  the  poem ;  it  woaid 
be  impossible  for  the  breath  to  go  up  straigbt 
when  the  people  were  riding  last  in  a  Rasni  m 
sledge. —  He  q>eaks  of  lae^in  pi»ona;  the  niasr 
familiar  term  of  endearment  u  Ruasiaa  is  goi%^ 
chik^  which  is  the  diminntive  of  the  wora  fur 
mgeon.  —  Stibpka  is  the  proper  diminittiTt;  of 
atepikn^  Stephen ;  the  io  merely  repreaeats  the 
soimd  of  the  e  (as  in  jrelk)  with  which  it  is  writ- 
ten in  Rnssian. —  Pope  should  not  he  with  a 
capital ;  it  simply  means  priest.  —  Marvka 
should  be  spelt  Marfa ;  it  is  our  Martha,  but 
the  Russians  cannot  pronoonoe  tk  ;  they  r«nn- 
sent  it  by/.  —  PomsscAU;  should  he  pompesAi/t  : 
it  means  merely  a  landed  proprietor.  —  Sturumn 
is  correctly  accented  ;  it  is  the  bailiff  of  a  Til- 
lage, also  overseer,  inspector ;  it  merely  meaM 
old  man  (from  sthrost.  old  age,  aiar^  c^d.  — 
Kremlin  is  better  kreml ;  it  is  any  fuiUeaii.  bat 
especially  the  fortress  of  Moscow.  —  Katia  a^ 
the  diminutive  of  Yekaterina^  Kaihetine.  - 
Kblokol  m  pronounced  as  though  it  were  tvo 
syllables,  accent  on  the  first.  —  I  am  not  oert^'A 
about  the  correctness  of  Teribseha,  It  sbouic 
have  no  c  .*  nor  should  Steseha.^'' 
Page  899.    Pibtbo  of  Abaxo. 

"  Studiaodo  le  mle  cifr«  col  rnniii— ti. 

ROevo  che  smrb  presto  ■ottrrrB, 
Perch^  del  mio  aapctr  ai  fs  grm  chlsaeo, 

E  ^'  ignorant!  m'  hanno  mowo  ipMrr*.*^ 

Said  to  have  been  found  in  a  well  at  Abaat>  *- 
the  last  century.    They  were  extemporan««>a> 
Englished  thus  :  not  as  Father  Proat  chf  ■ 
prefer  thera :  — 


Studyfaif  my  ciphere  with  the  cob| 
I  nckon  —  I  soon  nhsll  be  below-fnmad  : 

Because,  of  my  lore  folk  make  grsat  moipaa. 
And  war  on  myself  makes  each  doll  rogue  mnoil 

R.  H 

Page  914.    Cbibtika  akd  Momaldbw^hi. 
^  The  subyectB  of  this  poem  are  Queen  i  hr  ^ 
tina  of  Sweden,  daughter  of  Gustavna  Ad  .- 
phus,  and  her  master  of  horse. 

Page9;&5.    WrrH  Daniki.  Babtuu. 

A  learned  and  ingenious  writer.      "  Fa  0<^ 
soita  e  Storioo  della  Comnagnia ;  oade  se^'is^ 
Innghissime  storie,  le  qnali  sarebbere  lette  «- 
non   fossero   ripiene   trabooeaati   di   tatte 
superstirioni.  .  .  .  Egli    vi   ha  fiooati    dtv^r^ 
tanti  miracoloni,  ehe  diviene  ana  noia  iba    - 
portabile    a   ehinnqne    vof^ia    legvere    qur 
storie  :  e  anche  a  me,  non  mi  basih  ramimo 
proseguire  molto  avanti.  ^  *  —  AxosLO  Cun  t* 
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III.    A   LIST  OF  MR.   BROWNING'S 
POEMS  AND   DRAMAS 

ARRANGED  IN   THE  ORUER   OF   FIRST  PUBLICA- 
TION  IN    BOOK   FORM 

The  following  list  U  drawn  from  the  careful 
BibUography,  prepared  by  Mr.  Thoroaa  J. 
WiM,  and  pablMhed  in  Tke  Athenaeum  for  Au- 
gust 11,  25,  September  2«J,  October  27«  1»M. 

1833.    Pauline :  A  Fragment  of  a  Confession. 

18:».    Paracelsus.  _ 

1K37.    Strafford  :  An  Historical  Tragedy. 

1H40.    Sordello.  ^,     ,    ^. 

IMl.  Bells  and  Pomegranates.  No.  I.  Pippa 
Passes. 

1»42.  Bells  and  Pomsgnnates.  No.  II.  King 
Victor  and  King  Charles.      ,  _     ^ 

lH4a.  Bells  and  Pomegranates.  No.  III.  Dra- 
matic Lyrics. 

Contents 

Cavalier  Tunes : 

(1)  Marching  Along. 

(2)  Give  a  Rouse. 

(:0  My  Wife  Gertrude. 
Italy  and  France. 
Camp  and  Cloister. 
In  a  Gondola. 
Artemis  Prologises. 
Waring. 
Queen-Worship. 

(1)  Rudel  and  the  Lady  of  Tripoli. 

(2)  Cristina. 
Madhouse  CeDs. 

Through  the  Metidja  to  Abd-el-Kadr. 

1842. 
The  Pied  Piper  of  Hamelia. 
1H43.    Bella  and  Pomegranates.  No.  IV.    The 
Return  of  the  Druses.    A  Tragedy  in 
ikf  Acta. 
]K4a.    BeDs  and  Pomegranates.     No.   \.     A 
Blot  in  the  *Seiitcheon.    A  Tragedy  in 

^  n  ivtM   /%  rf*^is 

lAU  Bells  and  Pomegfunates.  No.  VI.  Co- 
lombe's  Birthday.  A  Play  in  five  AcU. 

IH^Tk  Bells  and  Pomegranates.  No.VH.  Dra- 
matic Romances  and  Lyrics. 

Contents 

'*How   they  brought  the  Good    News 

from  Ghent  to  Aix." 
Pictor  Ignotus. 
Italv  in  England. 
England  in  Italy. 
The  IxMt  Leader. 
The  Lost  Mistress. 
Home  Thoughts  from  Abroad. 
The  Tomb  at  St.  Prazed's. 
Garden  Fancies : 

(1)  The  Flower's  Name. 

(2)  Sibnindns  Schafnabnrgensis. 
France  and  Spain : 

(t)  The  laboratory. 

(2>  The  Confeosional. 
'Hie  Flitrht  of  the  Dnohesa. 
FUrth'ii  Immortalities. 


1846. 

18fiO. 
1865. 
1855. 
1855. 


Song :  **  Nay  bat  yon,  who  do  not  love 
her." 

The  Boy  and  the  AngaL 

Night  and  Morning. 

Clarat  and  Tokay. 

Saul. 

Time's  Revenges. 

The  Glove. 

Bella  and  Pomegranates.    No.  VXII.  and 
last.    Lnria ;  and  A  Soul's  Tragedy. 
Christmas-Eve  and  £aster>I>ay. 
Cleon. 

The  Sutue  and  the  Bust. 
Men  and  Women.    In  two  volomea. 

Contents.    L 


Love  among  the  Raiw. 

A  Lovers'  Quarrel. 

Evelyn  Hope. 

Up  at  a  Villa  — down  in  the  City.    (As 

IHstinguished  by  an  Italian  Person  of 

QuaUty.) 
A  Woman^s  Last  Word. 
Fra  Lippo  Lippi. 
A  Toccata  of  Galupiu's. 
By  the  Fireside. 
Any  Wife  to  Anj[  Husband. 
An  Epistle  containing  the  Strange  Medi- 
cal ^perience  of  Karshish,  tne  Arab 
Phyncian. 
Mesmerism. 

A  Serenade  at  the  Villa. 
My  Star. 

Instans  Tynmnus. 
A  Pretty  Woman. 
**Childe  Roland    to  the    Dark   Tower 


ti 


came. 
Resi^ectability. 
A  Light  Woman. 
The  Statue  and  the  Bust. 
Love  in  a  Life. 
Life  in  a  Love. 

How  it  strikes  a  Contemporary. 
The  Last  Ride  Together. 
The  Patriot  —  An  Old  Stoiy. 
Master  Hugues  of  Saxe-Gotha. 
Bishop  Blougram's  Apology. 
Memorabilia. 

Contents.    H. 

Andrea  del  Saiio.  (CaUed  ''  The  Faultr 
less  Painter.") 

Before. 

After. 

In  Three  Days. 

In  a  Year. 

Old  Pictures  in  Florence. 

In  a  Balcony.  —  First  Part. 

In  a  Balcony.  -  Second  ParL 

In  a  Balcony.  —  Tliird  Part. 

Saul. 

"DeGustibus— " 

Women  and  Roses. 

Protus. 

Holy-Cross  Dav.  ((hi  which  the  Jews 
were  forced  to  attend  an  Annual 
Christian  S*>mion  in  Rome.) 
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1864. 


18ri8. 
1871. 

1871. 

1872. 
1873. 

1875. 


1875. 
1876. 


The  Guardian-Angel :  A  Piotnre  at  Fano. 

Cleon. 

The  Twine. 

Popularity. 

The  Ueretio^B  Tragedy.    A  Middle-Age 

Interlude. 
Two  in  the  Caropagna. 
A  Orammariau^a  Funeral. 
One  Way  of  Love. 
Another  Way  of  Love. 
"  Traoacendentalism :  *'    A    Poem    in 

Twelve  Books. 
Misconceptions. 
One  Word  More.    To  E.  B.  B. 
Gbld  Hair :  A  Legend  of  Pomio. 
Dramatis  Personie. 

Contents 

James  Lee. 

Gold  Hair :  A  Legend  of  Pomic. 

The  Worst  of  it. 

Dis  Aliter  Visum ;  or,  Le  Byron  de  Nos 
Jours. 

Too  Late. 

Abt  Voeler. 

Kabbi  Ben  Ezra. 

A  Death  in  the  Dbsert. 

Caliban  upon  Setebos ;  or  Katoral  Theo- 
logy in  the  Island. 

Confessions. 

May  and  Death. 

Prospioe. 

Youth  and  Art. 

A  Face. 

A  Likeness. 

Mr.  Sludge,  *'The  Medium.*' 

Apnarent  Failure. 

Epiioerne. 

The  Ring  and  the  Book. 

Balanstion's  Adventure:  Including  a 
Transcript  from  Euripides. 

Prince  Hohenstiel-frwhwangau,  Saviour 
of  Society. 

Fifine  at  the  Fair. 

Red  Cotton  Night-cap  Country,  or  Turf 
and  Towers. 

Aristophanes^  Apologjr:^  Including  a 
Transcript  from  Euripides,  Being  the 
Last  Adventure  of  Balaustion. 

The  Inn  Album. 

Pacchiarotto,  and  How  he  Worked  in 
Distemper :  with  other  Poems. 

Contents 
pQologue. 
Of  Pacchiarotto,  and  How  he  Worked  in 

Distemper. 
At  the ''Mermaid.'* 
House. 
Shop. 

Fisgah-Sierhts.  (1). 
Pisgah-Sights.  (2). 
Fears  and  Scruples. 
Natural  Magic. 
Macrical  Nature. 
Bifurcation. 
NunipholeptoH. 


Appearanoes. 

St.  martin's  Summer. 

Her?<$  Riel. 

A  For^^ivenesB. 

Cenciaja. 

fUippo  Baldinuoci  on  the  Privilege  U 

Burial. 
Epiloprne. 

1877.  Tne  Agamemnon  of  JEmAjlaM. 

1878.  LaSaiaias. 

The  Two  Poets  of  Craisic. 

1879.  Dramatio  Idyls. 

Contents 

Blartin  Relph. 
Pheidippides. 
Halbert  and  Hob. 
Iv4n  Iv4novitoh. 
Tray. 
NedBratts. 

1880.  Dramatic  Idyls ;  Second  Series. 

Contents 
Echetlos. 
Clive. 
Mul^ykeh. 
Pietro  of  Abano. 

Doctor . 

Pan  and  Luna. 

1883.  Joooeeria. 

Contents 

Wanting  is  — What? 

Donald. 

S<^oraon  and  Balkii. 

Cristina  and  Monaldeachi. 

Biary  Wollstonecraft  and  FnaeE. 

Adam,  Lilith,  and  Eve* 

Ixion. 

Jochanan  Hakkadosh. 

Never  the  Time  and  the  Plane. 

Pambo. 

1884.  Ferishtah's  Fancies. 

Contents 

Prologue. 

The  Eagle. 

The  Melon^ller. 

Shah  Abbas. 

The  Family. 

The  Sun. 

Mihrab  Shah. 

A  Camel-Driver. 

Two  Camels. 

Cherries. 

Plot  Culture. 

A  Pillar  at  Sebzevar. 

A  Bean-Stripe :  also  Apple-Eatiais. 

Epilogs. 
1887.    Parleyings  with  oertmn  People  of  tnop  •- 
anoe  in  their  day:  To  wit:  Ii«m>j- 
de  Biandeville,  Daniel  Bartoli,  Cbn^*  - 
pher  Smart,  George  Bnbb  I>odinfrt< ' 
Francis  Furini,  Gerard  de   Lnii 
and  Charles  Avison.     Introdoced 
A  Dialogue  between  ApoUo   aad 
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Fates :  oonoladed  by  another  between 
John  Fast  and  his  Friends. 
1890.   Asolando:  Fancies  and  Facta. 

Contents 
Prologne. 
Rosny. 
Dubiety. 
Now. 
Hnmility. 
Poetics. 

ovnnninni  Boonm. 
A  Pearl,  A  Girl. 
Speculative. 
White  VTitchcraft. 
Bad  Dreams:  I. 
"       II. 
*•        •'       UL 


Bad  Dreanu :  IV. 

InapprahensivenesB. 

Which? 

The  Cardinal  and  the  Dog. 

The  Pope  and  the  Net. 

The  Beiiui-Feast. 

Muckle-month  Meg. 

Arcades  Ambo. 

The  Ladv  and  the  Painter. 

Ponte  delr  Angelo,  Venice. 

Beatrie«»  Signorini. 

Flute-Monc,  with  an  Aoeoropaninent. 

**  Imperante  Augusto  natus  est  —  " 

DeTelopment. 

Rephan. 

Reverie* 

Epilogue. 
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About  that  strangest,  saddest,  sweetest  soiv, 
f>02. 

A  certain  neighbor  lying  sick  to  death,  932. 

Ah,  but  —  beeause  you  were  strack  blind,  coold 
bleis,im). 

Ah,  but  how  each  loved  each.  Marquis !  914. 

Ah,  did  you  once  see  Shelley  plain,  195. 

Ah,  George  Bubb  JDodington  Lord  Meloombe, 

—  no.  961. 

Ah,  Love,  but  a  day,  373. 

Ah,  the  btrd-like  fluting,  999. 

A  kiiw  lived  long  ago,  140i 

All  I  believed  is  true,  255. 

All  I  can  say  i>  —  I  saw  it  t  811. 

AJl  June  I  bound  the  rose  in  sheaves,  190. 

All  service  ranks  the  same  with  God^  145. 

AJl  *s  over  then  :  does  truth  sound  bitter,  170. 

All  that  I  know,  1H5. 

All  the  breath  and  the  bloom  of  the  year  in  the 
bag  of  one  bee,  9H8. 

Among  these  latter  busts  we  count  bv  scores,  283L 
And  so,  here  happilv  we  meet,  fair  triend,  T3&. 
And  so  you  found  that  poor  room  dull,  814. 

"  And  what  might  that  bold  maa*8  annonnee- 

ment  be,*'  im. 
Anyhow,  once  full  Dervish,  youngsters  came, 

JtCiO. 
A  Rabbi  told  me :  On  the  day  allowed,  906. 
A  iiimple  ring  with  a  single  stone,  988. 
As  I  nde,  as  I  ride,  lf»5. 
Ask  not  one  least  word  of  praise  I  941. 
''  As  Uke  as  a  Hand  to  another  Hand!  "  376. 
At  the  midnight  in  the  silence  of  the  sleep-time, 

1UU7, 
''Ay,  but,  Ferishtah,'*  — a  disciple  smirked, 

\KXh 
Ay,  this  same  midnight,  by  this  chair  of  mine. 

Beautiful  Evelyn  Hope  is  dead  I  171. 
Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away  I  163. 
But  do  not  let  as  quarrel  any  more,  346. 
But  give  them  me,  the  mouth,  the  eyes,  the 
l>row  I  395. 

Christ  Qod,  who  savest  man,  save  moat,  252. 
Cleon  the  poet,  from  the  sprinkled  isles,  358. 
Come  close  to  me,  dear  friends ;  still  closer ; 

than  I  12. 
Creaaanzio,  the    Pope*s  Legate  at  the  High 

Coandl,  Treat,  i)91. 

Diared  and  done :  at  last  I  stand  upon  the  sum- 

mit.  Dear  and  Tme  I  849. 
I)«Ar  and  great  Ani^el,  would'st  thoa  only  leave, 

ISM. 
I>oar,'  liad  the  world  in  its  caprice,  191. 


Dervish  —  though  yet  un^rvished,  call  him 

so,  929. 
Don,  the  divinest  women  that  have  walked,  955. 


"  Enter  my  palaoe,**  if  a  prince  should  say,  917. 
Escape  me  ?  191. 

Eyes,  calm  beside   thee  (Lady,  oouldst  thon 
know  1)11. 

''Fame!'' Tes,  I  said  it  and  you  read  it.  Tint, 

850. 
Fear  death  ?  —  to  feel  the  log  in  my  throat,  395. 
Fee,  faw,  f um  J  bubble  and  squeak  1  281. 
Fire  is  in  the  flint :  tme,  once  a  spark  escapes, 

934. 
First  1  salute  this  soil  of  the  hleased,  river  and 

lock,  877. 
Flame  at  my  footfall,  Parnassus !    Apollo,  918. 
Flower — I  never    fancied,    jewel — I  profess 

you  I  812. 
Flower  o'  the  broom,  342. 
Forth,  Forth,  m;r  beloved  one,  260. 
Frowned  the  lAird  on  the  Lord :  So,  red-handed 

I  catch  thee  ?  993. 

Give  her  but  a  least  ezoose  to  love  me,  137. 

Going  his  rounds  one  day  in  Ispahan,  920. 

Goldoni  --  good,  gay,  sonniest  of  souls,  910. 

Good,  to  forgive,  849. 

Grand  rough  old  Martin  Lather,  26& 

Grow  old  along  with  me  !  :)K3. 

Gr-r-r  —  tbersgo,  my  heart's  abhoRenee  I  167. 

Had  I  bat  plenty  of  money,  money  enough  and 

to  epere,  174. 
Hamelin  Town  *s  in  Brunswick,  268. 
H«np  cassia,  sandal-bods  and  Rtrip««, .%. 
"Heigho,"  yawned  one  day  King  Francis,  256. 
Here  is  a  story,  shall  stir  you  I  Stand  up,  Greeks 

dead  and  gone,  892. 
Here  is  a  thinsr  that  happened.     Like  wild 

beasts  whelped,  for  den,  87!t. 
Here  *s  my  case.    Of  M  I  used  to  love  hiir 

Kll. 

Here 's  the  garden  she  walked  aero«,  166b 
Here  *s  to  Nelson's  roemocyl  166. 
Here  was  I  with  my  arm  and  heart,  3H0. 
He  was  the  man  —PopeSixtas,  that  Fifth,  that 

swineherd's  son,  992. 
High  in  the  dome,  snspended,  of  Hell,  and 

triumph,  behold  us,  916. 
Hist,  bat  a  word,  fair  and  soft !  19Ck 
How  I  lived,  ere  my  human  life  bena.  1004. 
How  of  hia  fate,  the  Pilgrims*  aoldi«r<vide, 

936. 

How  stnmga  I  —  hat,  first  of  all,  the  little  fact 
974. 
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How  very  hard  it  is  to  be,  327. 

Huv»  well  I  kuow  what  I  mean  to  do,  1H5. 

am  a  goddess  of  the  ambronal  oonrts,  337. 

am  a  painter  who  cannot  paint,  137. 

am  indeed  the  personi^e  you  know,  817. 

am  poor  brother  Lippo,  by  your  leave  I  342. 

and  Clive  were  friends  —  and  why  not  ?  893. 

oould  have  painted  pictures  like  that  youth *s, 

341. 

dream  of  a  red-rose  tree,  193. 
If  astraneer  passed    the  tent  of  H^seyn,  he 

cried  *'  A  ohurPs  ! "  897. 
f  one  oonld  have  that  little  head  of  hers,  396. 
I  you  and  I  could  ohang:e  to  beasts,  what 

beast  should  either  be  ?  ^9. 

hear  a  voice,  perchance  I  heard,  22. 

know  a  Mount,  the  gracious  Sun  perceives, 

mi. 

know  there  shall  dawn  a  day,  1005. 
leaned  on  the  turf,  374. 
—  "  Next  Poet  ?  "    No,  my  hearties,  807. 
onlv  knew  one  poet  in  my  ufe,  336. 
saia  —  Then,  dearest,  since  *t  is  so,  267. 
Is  all  our  fire  of  shipwreck  wood,  373. 
send  my  heart  up  to  thee,  all  my  heart,  262. 
sprang  to  the  stirrup,  and  Joris,  and  he,  164. 
t  happened  thus :  my  slab,  though  new,  990. 
t  is  a  lie  —  their  Priests,  their  Pope,  l(i9. 
t  once  might  have  been,  once  only,  396. 
t  seeius  MS  if  ...  or  did  the  actual  chance,  950. 
t  was  ruses,  roses,  all  the  way,  251. 
've  a  Fiieud,  over  the  sea,  268. 
will  be  happy  if  but  for  once,  987. 
will  be  quiet  and  talk  with  yoa,  374. 
wish  that  when  you  died  last  May,  395. 
wonder  do  yon  feel  to-day,  189. 

John,  Master  of  the  Temple  of  God,  280. 

June  was  not  over,  UN). 

Just  for  a  handful  of  silver  he  left  us,  164. 

Karshish,  the  picker-np  of  learning's  crumbs, 

i5;}8. 

Kentish  Sir  Byng  stood  for  his  King,  163. 
King  Charles,  and  who  'U  do  him  right  now  ? 

1«<. 
**  Knowledge  deposed,  then  I "  —  groaned  whom 

that  most  grieved,  940. 

Last  night  I  saw  you  in  my  sleep,  969. 

Let 's  contend  no  more.  Love,  171. 

Let  them  fight  it  out,  friend !  thii^:8  have  gone 

too  far,  19:^. 
Let  the  watching  lids  wink  I  130. 
Let  us  begin  and  carry  up  this  corpse,  279. 
*'  Look,  Istrew  beans,'*  »}2. 

Man  I  am  and  man  would  be.  Love  —  merest 

man  and  nothing  more,  933. 
May  I  print,  Shelley,  how  it  came  to  pass,  821. 
Morning,  evening,  noon  and  night,  2.~t3. 
Moseii  the  Meek  was  thirty  cubits  high,  5)27. 
My  father  was  a  scholar  and  knew  Qreek,  1002. 
My  first  thought  was,  he  lied  in  every  word, 

2S7. 
My  grandfather  says  he  remembers  he  saw, 

when  a  youngster  long  ago,  875. 


My  heart  sank  with  our  Claret-flask,  166. 
My  love,  this  is  the  bitterest,  that  tlum^  1H7. 

Nay  but  you,  who  do  not  love  her,  170. 

Nay,  McU,  Furini,  never  I  at  least,  964. 

Never  any  more,  192. 

Never  the  time  and  the  place,  928. 

Nobly,  nobly  Cape  Saint  Vinoent  to  the  North- 
west died  away,  179. 

*^  No,  boy,  we  must  not  '  —  so  began,  ^3. 

No,  for  1 'U  save  it  I    Seven  yean  sinoe,  412. 

No  more  wine  ?  then  we  '11  posh  baek  ehaiis. 
and  talk,  349. 

No  protesting,  dearest  I  814. 

Not  with  my  Soul,  Love  I  — hid  no  acml  like 
mine,  940. 

Now,  don't,  sir  I  Don't  expose  me  !  Jnst  this 
once!  3if7. 

Now  that  I,  tying  thy  glass  mask  tightly,  16K. 


O  bell'  andare,  70. 

Of  the  million  or  two,  more  or  leas,  254. 

Oh,  but  is  it  not  hard.  Dear?  916. 

Oh  Ghiluppi,  Baldaasare,  this  is  very  aad  to 

find  1  175. 
Oh,  good  gigantic  smile  o'  the  brown  old  earth, 

375. 
Oh  Love  I  Love,  thon  that  from  the  eyea  diff«» 

est,  874. 
Oh,  Love  — no.  Love  I    All  the  doom  hdov. 

Love,  946. 
Oh,  the  beautiful  girl,  too  white,  377. 
Oh,  to  be  in  England.  179. 
Oh,  what  a  dawn  of  aay  I  172. 
Oh  worthy  of  belief  I  hold  it  was,  909. 
Once  I  saw  a  chemist  take  a  pinch  of  powder, 

938. 
One  day,  it  thundered  and  lightened,  916. 
Only  the  prism's  obstruction  shows  aright,  9C 
On  the  first  of  the  Feast  of  Feasta,  413. 
On  the  sea  and  at  the  Hogne,  sixteen  hvndn^ 

ninety-two,  815. 
O  the  old  wall  here  t    How  I  eonld  paaa,  ftS. 
Others  may  need  new  life  in  Heaven,  !KB, 
O  trip  and  skip,  Elvire  !  Link  arm  in  snn  with 

me  I  702. 
Out  of  the  little  chapel  I  burst,  316. 
Out  of  your  whole  lite  give  but  a  momsnt !  9n^ 
Overhead  the  treetops  meet,  144. 
Over  the  ball  of  it,  MO. 
Over  the  sea  our  galleys  went,  38. 

Past  we  glide,  and  past,  and  past  I  262. 
Pauline,  mine  own,  bend  o  er  me  —  thy  sufi 

brpast,  2. 
Pftrus  Aponensis  —  there  was  a  maieieian !  k(' 
Plague  take  all  your  pedants,  say  I !  167. 
Pray,  Reader,  hare  you  eaten  ortolans,  9 

[uery  :  was  ever  a  quainter,  ^T2. 
[uotn  an  inqiiirer,  Praisc>  the  Mereifnl  I  934. 
!noth  one :  Sir,  solve  a  scruple  !  No  tzne 
!»37. 


Room  after  room.  191. 

Round  the  cape  of  a  sudden  came  the 

Round   us  Uie  wild 

trees,  9i»l». 
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Said  Abner,  **  At  Ust  thon  art  come  I    Ere  I 

tell^  ere  thou  speak,  llM, 
Savage  I  was  sittini;  iu  my  hoosef  late,  lone, 

TSTk 
See,  as  the  prettiest  ^nkvea  will  do  in  time,  170. 
Shakespeare  1  —  to  such  name's  sounding,  what 

siiccoeds,  947. 
Shall  I  aonnet-sine  yoa  about  myself  ?  808. 
She  should  never  liave  looked  at  me,  lti9. 
si«rh«d  Rawdon  Brown:    Yes,  I*m  departing, 

Toni!  iH7. 
Sing  me  a  hero !    Quench  my  thint,  887. 
Su  far  as  our  storv  approaches  the  end,  2B7. 
So,  friend,  your  snop  was  all  your  house  I  809. 
Si».  I  shall  see  her  iu  three  days.  192. 
Solomon  King  of  the  Jews  ana  the  Queen  of 

Sheba,  Balkis,  9i;i. 
Some  people  hang  portraits  up,  396. 
**  So  say  the  foolish  I "      Say  the  foolish  so, 

Love  ?  9H8. 
So,  the  head  aches  and  the  limbs  are  faint  I  936. 
So,  the  three  Court-ladies  b^an,  991. 
So,  the  year's  done  with  !   170. 
Stand  still,  true  poet  that  you  are  I  195. 
Still  ailing,  Wind  ?    WUt  be  appeased  or  no  ? 

374. 
Still  you  stand,  still  yon  listen,  still  you  smile  I 

HIJ. 

Stop,  let  me  have  the  truth  of  that !  379. 
Stop  pUying,  poet  I    May  a  brother  speak  ? 

StiiD  rowing  I    This  one  of  our  bye-canab,  994. 
Such  a  starved  bank  of  moss,  H^K 
Supposed  of  Pamphylax  the  Autiochene,  3H5. 
Suppose  that  we  part  ^work  done,  comes  play). 

Take  the  cloak  from  his  face,  and  at  first,  191. 
Tiiat  fawn-skin-dapplad  hair  of  hers,  HM). 
That  oblong  book  's  the  Album ;  hand  it  here  I 

773, 
Tliat  second  time  they  hunted  me,  S.'>8. 
That  *s  my  last  Duchess  painted  on  the  wall,  252. 
That  was  I,  you  heard  last  night,  lb9. 
l^he  bee  with  his  comb,  144. 
The  blind  man  to  the  maiden  said,  910. 
Pht*  fancy  1  had  to-day,  701. 
The  gods  I  ask  deliverance  from  tneae  labors. 

The  gray  sea  and  the  long  black  land,  170. 

Th«*  Lord,  we  look  to  once  for  allj  280. 

Th '  mom  when  first  it  thunders  m  March,  176. 

The  moth's  kiss,  first  I  2li2. 

The  Poet's  age  is  sad :  for  why  ?  987. 

**  'Vh  *  poets  pour  us  wine  —  "  827. 

The  r««m  set  early  in  to-night,  2K6. 

Tlieru  is  nothing  to  remember  in  me,  376. 

Thisru  *s  a  palace  in  Florence,  the  world  knows 

well.  *i83. 
Them  *s  a  woman  like  a  dew-drop,  she  *8  so 

purer  than  the  purest,  220. 
There  *s  heaven  aoove,  and  night  by  night,  .%41. 
There  they  are,  my  fifty  men  and  women,  'MM . 
llie  swallow  has  set  her  six  young  on  the  rail, 

373. 
The  year  *s  at  the  spring,  133. 
••  Th«»v  t^ll  me.  your  carpenteni,"  quoth  I  to 

my  friend  the  Russ,  880. 


This  is  a  spray  the  Bird  clui^  to,  189. 

This  now,  this  other  story  makes  amends,  918. 

litis  strange  thing  happened  to  ^  painter  ooee. 

This  was  my  dream  ;  I  saw  a  Forest,  990. 

Thou,  whom  these  eyes  saw  never  1  Say  friends 
true,  948. 

Thus  I  wrote  in  London,  musing  on  my  betters, 
910. 

Touch  him  ne  'er  so  lightly,  into  song  he  broke, 
910. 

'T  was  Bedford  Special  Assize,  one  daft  Mid- 
summer's Day,  887. 

Up  jumped  Tokay  on  onr  table,  166^ 

Up,  up,  up  —  next  step  of  the  staircase,  979. 

Vanity,  saith  the  preacher,  vanity  1  348. 
Verse-making    was    least   of   my    virtues:  I 
viewed  with  despair,  939. 

Wanting  is  — what?   911. 

We  two  stood  simply  friend-like  side  by  siob, 

991. 
We  were  two  lovers ;  let  me  lie  by  her,  812. 
What  are  we  two  ?  2(». 
What  girl  but,  having  gathered  flowers,  968. 
What,  ne  on  whom  our  voices  nnanimonsly  ran, 

992. 
What,  I  disturb  thee  at  thy  morning  meal,  938. 
What  is  he  buzzing  in  my  ears  ?  394. 
What  it  was  struck  the  terror  into  me  ?  1001. 
What  *s  become  of  Waring,  264. 
When  I  vexed  you  and  von  chid  me,  987. 
Where  the  quiet-colored  end  of  evening  smiles, 

171. 
Who  hears  of  Helenas  Tower,  may  drsam  per* 

chance,  001. 
Who  will,  may  hear  Sordello's  story  told,  75. 
''Why?"    Because  all  I  haply  can  and  do, 

948. 
Why  from  the  world,  Ferishtah  smiled,  should 

thanks,  946. 
Will  sprawl,  now  that  the  heat  of  day  is  best. 

Will  yon  hear  my  story  also,  911. 

Wind,  wave,  and  bark,  bear  EnthnUes  and 

me,  628. 
Wish  no  word  unspoken,  want  no  hwk  away, 

9:k). 

Woe.  be  went  galloping  into  the  war,  967. 
Would  a  man  Wpe  the  rod  ?  372. 
Would  it  were  I  had  been  false,  not  yon  t  378. 
Would  that  the  structure  brave,  the  manifold 
music  I  build,  382. 

Tet  womanhood  you  reverence,  993. 

*'  Ton  are  sick,  that 's  sure,"  —  they  say,  892. 

You  blame  me  that  I  ran  away  ?  999. 

You  gripped  your  way  across  my  room  i*  the 
drear  dark  dead  of  night,  9:». 

You  have  seen  bettor  days,  dear  T    So  have  I, 
'       682. 

Yon  in  the  flesh  and  here,  989. 

You  know,  we  French  stormed  Ratisbon,251. 

You  '11  love  me  yet !  —  and  I  can  tarry,  142. 

Yon  *re  my  friend,  *271. 
.  Your  ghost  will  walk,  you  lover  of  trees.  178. 
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[  TJu  tiliti  vf  maior  morlu  and  gemral  dim 


Adam,  UUtb,  and  Eve,  916. 

AftBT,  1!«. 

AllANKKNON  or  MuCBYlXi,  TbK,  BSD. 

AudrtA  dol  8iuto,  ■Wi. 

Another  Waj  of  Lovfl,  190, 

Aay  Wife  to  Aiyr  Husbiuid,  1ST. 

Apollo  ud  tha  Fatal,  'JtH. 

A])|wnnt  Fulnre,  41S. 


A  rcadai  Arobo,  1413. 
Ahuttophahes'  Apoloot,  608, 
ArtflDli*  ProluKiMS,  337. 
AwiljUIDO,  'Jbti. 
At  th*  "  lt«nnaid,"  HOT. 

Had  DrauDi,  flm. 

BALAt'STioN'a  Advevttbb,  eue. 

Ilean-Feut.  Tha,  !V.>. 

U<-it»«trii»,  A  :  aUu  Api>l«-Eatii«,  MS. 

ttHatriee  biKno™"'  ^'^'l'' 

Itf  fore.  I'M. 

It^D  Kanbook'i  Wadom.  3T2. 

liemard  ds  HandaTilla,  ParisjinfaB  witli,  9B2. 

Itiriinktion.  M12. 

Itishop  Blodgnun'a  Apol«7.  .^t9. 

liiahop,  The,  ordsn  hi*  Tombat  Sunt  Prand's 

(liureb.  348. 
Illind  Man  to  tha  Muden,  Tba,  Sin. 
Blot  iw  th«  'Scdtchioh,  A,  ^16. 
Koot  and  Saddli,  1R3. 
Il»y  and  tha  Angsl,  The,  2Sa. 
fSf  the  Firedde,  ISO, 

('aliban  apon  Setabua,  J93. 

Ctunel-Dnnr,  A,«3ll. 

C  aitlioal  and  the  Dog,  The.  !>itl. 

I'avalierTunea,  ll>3. 

''encUja.  M'J). 

(  harlefi  AiboD,  Prjfejiiw*  with,  9T1. 

I  li^mea,  OS*. 

"  <  hilde  Roland  to  tha  Dark  Tower  oaraa,"  387. 

4'HllIIITJtAS-EvE  AMD  EAHTKK-nAT,  SIS. 

9r  Snuwt,  Fmx]mjinp  with,  909. 


( ^hriatopher  i 

( -leuD.  :ins. 
ciiTB.  ms. 


I  BlBTHDAT,  230, 


Daniel  Bartoli,  ParlayinK*  with,  DW. 
Deaf  and  Dnmh,  3HB. 
Death  in  the  Deiert,  A,  38S. 
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